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 Prologue 
 
    Things like this don’t happen to people like me. 
 
    I mean, there’s a reason I don’t have friends, have never had a boyfriend and my mother and sister hate me. 
 
    I’m plain. 
 
    I’m fat. 
 
    I’m weird. 
 
    And, worst of all, I have no sense of tact. 
 
    I just say whatever is in my head; that’s why I have no friends. 
 
    It’s not that I’m cruel, but I have no pride or self-measure, so I don’t pretend to not be upset if I’m upset. I don’t pretend to be happy if I’m not happy. 
 
    I don’t pretend with my thoughts or emotions, and I’ve learned growing up that that makes people very uncomfortable. 
 
    Hence, again, why I have no friends. 
 
    I wish I could say it was the same reason why I’ve never had a boyfriend, but if you go back and see the ‘I’m plain’, ‘I’m fat’ and ‘I’m weird’, you’ll see why no guy has ever been interested in me. 
 
    There’s also the question of my intelligence. I’ve been tested at genius level, and for someone that’s weird, that level of intellect just makes you weirder. 
 
    But that’s okay. 
 
    I’ve had 22 years to learn how to live with myself as I am. And I was getting along just fine being ignored and quietly going to work and earning a living where I could distance myself from my family as much as possible. 
 
    Until Michael Buchanan, that is. 
 
    Michael Buchanan was not ever supposed to notice me. 
 
    He should never have ever known that I existed. 
 
    Michael Buchanan should have been taking over the world with his brothers and meeting people who mattered. 
 
    He should be rolling around naked with super models and socialites. 
 
    He should be running Buchanan Industries with his brothers as he wined and dined heiresses. 
 
    But, instead, he’s here with me. 
 
    He’s in my apartment, closing in on me like a predator that has spotted its prey. 
 
    First, he forced me to go to that company party. 
 
    Next, he forced me to have to work with him tomorrow. 
 
    Then, he forced me to mingle with his family. 
 
    And now he was forcing me to give myself to him. 
 
    Well…not exactly forcing, but what else did you call it when you felt like you didn’t have the power to resist or make another choice for yourself? 
 
    What do you call it when you continuously tell the gorgeous man in front of you that he needs to scoot along to someone who belongs with his kind, but he doesn’t listen? 
 
    Instead of sleeping with models and wooing heiresses, he’s smiling at you with those devil designed dimples. He’s finding ways to touch you, to brush against you. 
 
    And what else do you call it when you want him to force you? 
 
    Does that make me sick? 
 
    Does that make me a pervert? 
 
    It is a sign of mental instability to fantasize having a man, twice your size, hold you down and make you take him? 
 
    Because that’s the only way I can see giving myself to Michael Buchanan. If he left it up to me to decide, I’d run. I turned from him and run as fast as my overweight body would let me. 
 
    And I told him so. 
 
    I told him I didn’t belong with him. I told him that there was no way I’d be able to get out of my head long enough to enjoy his attentions. 
 
    But here we were, in my bedroom, with Michael Buchanan walking towards me with all the promises I didn’t believe in. 
 
    Like I said, things like this didn’t happen to people like me. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    I stared at the computer screen and I could feel my anxiety rise with each breath. 
 
    Picture that ascent up the first slope of that monstrously huge rollercoaster you got onto only because your best friend bullied you into discarding all common sense. You know the one I’m talking about-the rollercoaster, not the friend. 
 
    Those annoyingly, anxiety increasing ticks that remind you that you’re not an engineer, and therefore, have no idea what actually keeps the car wheels attached to the structure. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Then, you finally reach that first top arch, and because theme park engineers are sadists, you’re given that one split second to wonder if you’re going to be a laughing theme park goer or a crying lunatic when it’s all over. 
 
    It’s Monday morning and reading the company wide email I just clicked open has me feeling like I’m in line to ride that invention of fright. Tuesday will be a tick. Wednesday will be a tick. Thursday will be a tick. And Friday…Friday morning will be that second of pause at the top, while Friday night looks like it’s going to be the fall. 
 
    I blinked and blinked again, willing it to disappear, but it wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    Monday, September 3rd, 2018    10:07:15 am 
 
    To: Buchanan Industries (All) 
 
    Subject: New Management Development Team 
 
      
 
    To All Buchanan Industries Employees: 
 
      
 
    Good Morning Everyone, 
 
    In light, of the arrivals of Gabriel Buchanan (Marketing & Clientele) and Michael Buchanan, (Human Resources) Mason Buchanan, CEO & President of Buchanan Industries, has organized a company wide mandatory employee and management event to take place Friday, September 7th, 2018. 
 
    The catered event will take place at The Fitzmill Hotel on Lexington Avenue and will begin at approximately 7:00 pm. 
 
    All employees are allowed a Plus One for the event and we strongly encourage your attendance. 
 
    Anyone unable to attend can contact H.R. with their questions and/or concerns before Friday. 
 
    We look forward to everyone’s attendance and we look forward to impressing the vision of a familial work environment. 
 
      
 
    Thank You! 
 
      
 
    Marcy Lorrel 
 
    Buchanan Industries Human Resources Manager 
 
    mlorrel@BI.com 
 
      
 
    A mandatory company party? 
 
    Okay, maybe in some aspects of the world, it was a good idea, or even a nice gesture to throw a party to introduce all of us to the new heads of Buchanan Industries. Some people might even think it was awesome for management to dish out that kind of money just on the desire to meet all their employees. Hell, if I was anyone else, I might even agree. 
 
    But I wasn’t anyone else. 
 
    I was Sophia Martella-weird, plain, fat, loner girl. 
 
    I mean, it wasn’t my legal name or anything, but you get the idea. 
 
    I wasn’t self-loathing, either. I was just stating facts. 
 
    I had brown hair, that even with the length reaching to the middle of my back, it still possessed an unruly curl to it. I had brows that matched the color of my hair but didn’t match each other. One brow was a nice curved, fluid arch, while the other one was shaped with a little bit of a more severe pointed arch. 
 
    It was retarded. How is someone’s eyebrows not going to match? 
 
    My eyes were brown. Not a golden honey hue. Not a dark melted chocolate reminder. Not a tan, coffee, russet or any of those other beautiful shades of brown. They were just brown. I did have long lashes though, so that was something. 
 
    The nose that sat on my face was unremarkable, but it got the job done. I could breathe, therefore sustaining life. My cheeks were full, but that was due to my body being nowhere near a size six. My mouth was a pale pink, and both lips were soft and full. 
 
    I was a whopping 5’2” and a size 12. I’ll give you time to do the math. But in case math isn’t your strong suit, I weighed 160 pounds when I should, ideally, weight 115 to 120, and the weight didn’t discriminate, either. It made itself a home in my boobs, stomach, hips, ass and thighs. My excess loved me everywhere. 
 
    And if it wasn’t enough to be weird, plain and overweight, I was also socially impossible. I had no friends, and I didn’t know how to make them. I spoke my mind with no filter to which my childhood therapist claimed it was just a simple side effect of my genius level I.Q; another thing that casts me further into weirdom. 
 
    The only interaction I had with other people was work related or when I was forced to endure a lunch or dinner with my family. And now I was expected to go to a freakin’ party? 
 
    With people. 
 
    With lots of people (goddamn mandatory clause). 
 
    And all for what? To shake hands with four men who I will never see or talk to again? I mean, to be fair, I might pass them in the lobby one day in the future or get caught in an elevator group with one of them, but aside that, no Buchanan would need to speak to me or even want to. They were so high up the ladder of success, there would never be a need for them to even be around me. 
 
    My eyes latched onto the paragraph that instructed us to contact HR if we couldn’t make it, and for a few minutes or so, I was tempted to try to scam my way out of going. But I was such a horrible liar, I wasn’t sure if I could pull it off. 
 
    Hell, the truth of the matter was, I didn’t lie, period. Another unfortunate side effect of my intellect according to Dr. Quack. Well, at least to me, he had sounded like a quack. I’m sure his credentials were very impressive to someone; just not me. 
 
    Now, when I say I don’t lie, it’s not to say I’ve never partaken in the occasional little white lie, I’ve just never lied to lie or fabricated stories or falsehoods to prevent awkwardness. I’ve learned to say as little as possible or say nothing at all when someone asked me for my direct opinion on something. 
 
    I inwardly cringed at the idea of one of the Buchanans approaching me at the party and asking me if I was having a good time. How do you tell your boss you’d rather poke hot needles in your eyes than attend a work function that was designed to create a more relaxed, happy and family-like atmosphere? 
 
    My inability to bullshit was the very reason family luncheons and dinners were torturous. My mother and sister were everything I wasn’t. They were perfectly well-mannered, perfectly put together, perfectly educated, perfectly everything, and they never missed the opportunity to let me know how vastly different I was from them. And my father…well, like most men, he wisely stayed out of the on-goings between the women in his family. 
 
    I let out a deep breath and tried to resign myself to my Friday night fate. Jesus, what did a person even wear to something like that? Would it be casual, office attire, formal? And Lord knows I didn’t know a thing about makeup. I wore tinted lip balm, but that was about the extent of it. 
 
    This was going to suck. 
 
    And the irony of it all? I was a goddamn genius with an I.Q. of 160+ and I couldn’t find a way to get out of a company party. I mean, really, smarts are worthless if you couldn’t tie your own goddamn shoes. 
 
    Or your dancing shoes, as is with this case. 
 
    I closed out the offending email and did my best to focus on the other, more pressing emails that actually had to do with my job. But all the while, I couldn’t shake the faint tick, tick, tick, tick reverberating in the back of my head. 
 
    Mondays sucked. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    I sat in a chair that cost more than it was worth as I looked around my perfectly decorated office, with its dark oak book shelves and matching standing bar. The same dark oak that the desk and the small conference table were carved out of. 
 
    The table sat on the left side of the room while the bookshelves and bar were on the right. In front of the desk sat two armchairs that had been carefully selected to match the array of browns and tans that colored the room. The chairs surrounding the conference table were the same taupe shade as the carpet, but the two armchairs had been chosen to match the desk chair. 
 
    The floor to ceiling window bathed the conference table with the rare Indiana sun, but it was equipped with frosting capabilities if I needed to keep that brightness out. There were also blinds to close it off completely, if need be. 
 
    This isn’t the first time I’ve been in this office, but it is the first time I have occupied it in the capacity of being fully immersed in my role at Buchanan Industries. 
 
    Gabriel and I officially started in our roles at BI a month ago, but we had spent that month familiarizing ourselves with our departments and our direct employees. Now we were finally in full boss mode and it felt liberating. Like I could finally take a breath and start the rest of my life. 
 
    Buchanan Industries was founded by my father’s father’s father or something like that, and while historically BI had been headed up by only one Buchanan, our father was the first Buchanan to go against the grain and get himself four sons instead of the traditional one. 
 
    Mason was the oldest and the true leader and controller of Buchanan Industries. He let my father pretend to still be involved, but he really wasn’t. My father was-is a real sonofabitch, and even though Mason’s kept him in his place these past four or five years, it didn’t erase the first 18 years of his abuse and my mother’s cold neglect, even if Mom is a way better person these days. 
 
    Mason was also a genius with a photographic memory and the ability to handle whatever issue or trouble that might be thrown his way. However, with that genius and photographic memory came the true makings of a sociopath. If it didn’t involve our brothers or their wives, Mason was hard pressed to feel connected to people. He had no empathy for humans in general. The only assurance we had that he wasn’t truly a full-blown psychopath was you could see his emotions plain as day whenever he was around his wife, Shane. 
 
    My other brothers, Aiden and Gabriel, loved their wives, but Mason…Mason adored Shane on a whole other level. It was staggering to witness. Of course, Shane was special…so there was that. 
 
    Aiden was the second oldest, and head of Finance at BI. Aiden wasn’t at Mason’s level of genius, but he was smart as all fuck and he could do math in his head. His brain was like a computer that could calculate odd, situations, outcomes and anything else that required a solution. 
 
    While Aiden’s specialty was his computer brain, his weakness when we were growing up had been women. Aiden loved women and thought men should spend their lives cherishing everything about them. While he still appreciated the female species, his wife, Denise, was now the only woman in his atmosphere. She had a security with Aiden most women would never have. If Aiden loved women, then he lived for his wife. 
 
    Then, there was my twin, Gabriel. He was the oldest by three fucking minutes, but the way he acted, sometimes you’d think he was older by years. Gabriel was my identical twin. Absolutely identical. Where we all had the signature Buchanan black hair, Mason’s eyes were grey, while Aiden’s, Gabriel’s and my eyes were green. We got Mom’s colored orbs, while Mason got Dad’s, something I don’t think he ever cared for. 
 
    Gabriel was head of Marketing and Clientele. He had an uncanny knack for being able to read people as if they were open books. He could tell from a simple handshake if someone was full of shit or not. His gut instincts were always spot on when it came to who we should let into our lives. 
 
    Gabe was also loyal as fuck. Now, most people would think that was a good thing, but growing up, our father manipulated Gabriel’s perception of family loyalty, but once Gabe was on your side, there was nothing he wouldn’t do for you; even catch a prison case. 
 
    His wife, Justice, was further proof of that. He met her sophomore year in high school, started dating her junior year and he married her a couple of weeks ago. He’s never been with anyone else, and it would never occur to him to even think that way. Even when we were in college and she stayed back home, he never touched another girl. 
 
    Shane had Mason’s psychopathic devotion, Denise had Aiden’s complete adoration and Justice had Gabriel’s unwavering faithfulness. I truly hoped my sisters-in-law knew what they had in my brothers. 
 
    As for me, I was head of Human Resources because, supposedly, my calm demeanor was ideal for human relations. Growing up in our household, I had always managed to maintain a level head when shit was going south. 
 
    I had no choice. If I hadn’t found a way to compartmentalize, I would have gone crazy years ago. 
 
    For whatever reason-because I never asked-my father took special pride in working me over the worst. I wasn’t sure if it was because I was technically the youngest, or if he saw my calm demeanor as a challenge of sorts. 
 
    Whatever the reason, my scars are the only way a person can tell Gabriel and me apart. And I had lots of them. Only a couple of them were large enough to grab notice if I was shirtless, but most of them were little nicks and scratches here and there. 
 
    My brothers all did their best to protect me, but to be honest, they were just trying to survive themselves. My father didn’t spare any of us. And since we hadn’t lived in each other’s pockets, my father often got a hold of me when they weren’t around. 
 
    What my father failed to realize was that everyone is different. You can take five people and show them the exact same film or have them read the exact same book, and they will each get something different out of the experience. 
 
    Mason came out with psychopathic tendencies. Aiden managed to come out a decent guy, if not a little aggressive. Gabriel came out with an unreasonable intensity, sometimes. And me...well, I made it out with severe anger issues. 
 
    My disposition was cool, calm and collected…until it wasn’t. And when it wasn’t, shit got violent. And by that, I mean I got violent. 
 
    I didn’t lose my temper often-thank God-but when I did, it wasn’t pretty and the person on the receiving end of it made sure to never be on the receiving end of it ever again. 
 
    There were a couple of times, during my childhood, that my father had to write out checks to keep me out of juvenile detention. 
 
    And, then, there was that one time when my father went after Shane and it took all my brothers to keep me from killing him. That’s when dear old Dad finally realized we weren’t little boys anymore and his quest to raise strong men resulted in raising unstable men, instead. Well, except for Aiden. Kinda. 
 
    I was also a virgin. Probably one of the few handful of 22-year-old male virgins walking the planet. 
 
    I wasn’t scared of women. I wasn’t gay and afraid to come out. I didn’t have self-conscious body issues. And my dick worked perfectly fine. 
 
    The problem was that our father spent a lot of our younger years warning us against the evils of women and all they’re capable of when they wanted to trap a man. The Buchanans had been, and still are, a legacy in our town and every girl in school knew what we were being groomed for. Many tried to get their hooks into us, but they all failed. 
 
    But I had been curious. So, I read a lot and watched a lot of porn. The porn had been standard and all it taught me was what went where, and that if you’re going to stick your cock in a girl’s ass, for the love of God, prepare her for it unless she was a porn star. 
 
    The reading had been what opened my eyes to the more important elements about sex. 
 
    The feelings. 
 
    The desires, the yearnings, the sensations and all the other experiences that went beyond just sticking your penis in a girl’s vagina. 
 
    The emotional part of sex is what had held me back. It’s what still holds me back. I know what it feels like to be consumed by so much emotion that you black out or lose all sense of yourself; to feel something so intense, that you can’t hold any of it in. 
 
    I was…worried-concerned that any woman I might take to bed wouldn’t be able to handle my intense emotional reactions, and I’d frighten them away. And I didn’t want that to happen. 
 
    I liked women. I was attracted to women. But I was also very aware of what very different creatures they were from us men. I needed a woman who was strong enough to never be afraid to tell me what she was thinking or feeling. I needed a woman that would tell me if it was too much no matter how deep inside her body I was. 
 
    I needed someone who wasn’t afraid to stop me. 
 
    Looking around my new office, I wondered if I would ever meet such a creature. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    You know that time relevance thing? When it’s Monday and you don’t have enough time to catch up on everything from the weekend, so the clock is just tick away out of control. And then, when it’s Friday, and you just want week work to end, but the clock is not moving at all. 
 
    Well, it’s Friday, the day of the party, and guess what the clock is doing today? It’s moving faster than all get out, and I feel like I might have a full-blown panic attack before the day is over. 
 
    I couldn’t go anywhere without somebody talking about that stupid party. If I went to the restroom, there were ladies in there talking about how they couldn’t wait for tonight. If I went to the break room, there were people in there talking about how excited their spouses were to attend. If I went to the copier, there were people in there talking about mingling single at the party. 
 
    Everywhere. 
 
    I. 
 
    Went. 
 
    People. 
 
    Were. 
 
    Talking. 
 
    About. 
 
    That. 
 
    Damn. 
 
    Party! 
 
    In the meantime, I was one more party mention away from hanging my head between my knees and demanding someone get me a brown paper bag. 
 
    All-fast as hell-week, I’ve been trying to figure a way out of this. I mean, how would anyone even know if I didn’t show? Was there going to be a sign-up sheet? How would they find out if one of us didn’t show? 
 
    Or what would they do if someone had a family emergency and couldn’t make it? There had to be a way out of this. And, besides, would they really fire me for not attending a party? My work history should outweigh not attending a friggin’ party. 
 
    And, not to mention, I’ve already met Aiden Buchanan like two years ago. When he started heading up the finance division, he had made the rounds and introduced himself and all that jazz. I seriously doubt that two years later the man even remembers meeting me. 
 
    I could feel my palms starting to sweat and I knew I needed to get a hold of myself. Maybe I could go to the party, walk in and then walk right back out. I mean, the invitation said nothing about having to stay a designated amount of time. 
 
    I snapped my attention back toward the computer screen I’d been staring at for the past few…well, all day, mostly, and I decided to make another trip to the restroom to wash my hands and splash a little cold water on my face. I needed to snap the hell out of this. 
 
    I pressed the Windows icon key and the L key, locking up my computer as I got up to head to the restroom. 
 
    Once I made it inside, I was beyond relieved to see no one else was inside. I walked over to the first open sink, turned on the faucet and washed my sweaty palms. After the soap was fully rinsed off, I leaned over and splashed some cold water on my face, making chills dance down my spine. 
 
    I had a handful of towels, patting my face, when I heard the door open, alerting me to someone’s presence. When I lowered the towels, I saw that it was my supervisor, Katrina Roth, entering. 
 
    And this day just keeps getting better. 
 
    Her steps faltered a bit when she noticed me, but she immediately straightened her spine and walked over towards me. “Sophia,” she greeted with her voice full of false pleasantries. “I’m glad I ran into you.” 
 
    “You are?” I asked because it was no secret that Katrina didn’t like me. But, then, no one did. The only difference was that everyone else just stayed out of my way. Katrina made it a point to be obvious in her dislike for me. 
 
    She turned her body towards the mirror and started primping her short, blonde bob in that way that she doesn’t need to primp it because it’s already perfect. “I’m afraid I have some bad news,” she said, her voice oozing smugness. 
 
    “You do?” The shorter my conversations with this woman, the better. 
 
    She turned back towards me. “I’m afraid I made a small error this week and forgot to hand over the Rose-McCurry accounts for reconciliation Wednesday,” she said, shaking her head as if she couldn’t believe she could make sure an error. “I was going to put them on your desk after lunch, but I’m afraid that means you’ll have to work late into the night, missing the party.” 
 
    Wait. What? 
 
    Katrina sucked her bottom lip in between her teeth and then let it out with a pop. Her face was full of fake sympathy and regret. “It looks like you will also have to work the weekend since it’s due on Monday for Mr. Buchanan’s approval.” She placed her hand on my arm. “Oopsies,” she said as she shrugged a shoulder. 
 
    None of what she was saying was really fazing me. I was used to her nastiness. Katrina was a bully, through and through. This wasn’t the first time I’ve worked a weekend, or she’s dropped off last-minute assignments on my desk. I imagine it wouldn’t be the last, either. 
 
    Katrina was very aware of my IQ and capabilities. She took advantage of them often. Most days I didn’t mind because I liked the challenges and I liked working for BI. But today, I was beyond not minding. This time, her evil ways were working in my favor. 
 
    I didn’t have to go to that goddamn party. 
 
    It took all of my self-control not to throw my arms around her and thank her for this reprieve. She thought she was ruining my weekend, but she had just unknowingly delivered me a gem. 
 
    I did my best not to smile and said, “That’s fine, Katrina. I’ll start working on the file as soon as it lands on my desk.” 
 
    And because she wasn’t getting the reaction she hoped for, she added, “I mean, I could always assign it to someone else, but I figured,” she shrugged a dainty shoulder, “Sophia’s single with no friends or husband, you know? I was certain you’d be willing to give up your weekend rather than make someone who had a family have to give up theirs, right?” 
 
    I threw the paper towels that were still in my hand away and smiled at her. “Of course,” I agreed. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I really should clean up some of the stuff on my desk if I’m going to dedicate the next few days to the Rose-McCurry file.” 
 
    She shooed me away with the wave of her hand. “Good idea,” she said, smiling. “I’ll be sure to let HR know that you won’t be attending the party.” 
 
    I nodded, and turning, I fled the ladies’ restroom feeling lighter than I’ve felt all week. Not only did that evil she-witch save me from having to go to the party, she got me out of having to have lunch with my mother and sister on Sunday. 
 
    Lunch with them was always a tally of the scorecard my mother kept on us. On paper, my sister wasn’t any more successful in life than I was, but she came in a prettier package, and even though she’s yet to keep a man, she dated and that gave my mother hope at least one of us would land a man and give her grandbabies. 
 
    I walked back to my desk and unlocked my computer. But before I got back to work, I pulled out my cell phone and fired off a group text to my mother and sister explaining that I had to cancel. After throwing my phone back into my desk drawer, I got back to work on my current project. 
 
    True to her word, an hour after lunch, Katrina stopped by my desk and dropped off the Rose-McCurry file. She gave me another one of her false apologies and then sauntered off the same way she came. 
 
    It didn’t take long for me to submerge myself in the financial world of Rose-McCurry. I was so lost in its world of numbers that I didn’t notice when the office quieted down. I didn’t notice as the main lights on the floor dimmed. I didn’t notice when bodies started dusting and vacuuming around me. 
 
    The second I knew I wouldn’t have to go to the party, I ignored the announcement that the offices were closing early today so that employees had enough time to relax and get ready for the party. Time no longer existed for me. Just work. 
 
    It wasn’t until I had stopped by the break room to grab a bottled water that I noticed it was already past six. I had already planned to work until around nine, so I grabbed a couple of granola bars from the vending machine while I was at it. 
 
    Once I got back to my desk, it wasn’t long before I was back in the groove and ignoring everything around me. 
 
    A pity that. 
 
    Had I been more aware of my surroundings, I wouldn’t have screamed like a murder victim when a masculine voice, raw and gravelly, reached my ears. “What are you still doing here?” 
 
    I turned and looked up into the face of Michael Buchanan. 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    I was still riding the high from my first week of work when I left Aiden’s office. I had been thrilled to learn that, for the most part, our employees were happy, and we had a very minimal of complaints considering the amount of people we employed. Not to mention, those complaints were minor issues that were all resolved in a timely manner. 
 
    Mason had insisted that we meet weekly for a formal, communication meetings, which I didn’t mind. But I also had to duck a stapler when I suggested we have the meetings in my office since, at any given moment, Shane, Denise or Justice might be bent over a desk. 
 
    The stapler was thrown, but not a word was spoken in denial. 
 
    I was just rounding the corner when I ran into Denise. “Hey, Gorgeous.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Are you guys done with your meeting already?” 
 
    I smiled a knowing smile. Aiden was going to have to apologize for the stapler. “Why, yes,” I said as I winked at her. “We are.” 
 
    Denise shook her head. “Walk with me, youngin’.” 
 
    “Hey, I might be a few years younger than you, but I’m all man, sweet thing,” I defended. 
 
    I could see the edges of her mouth curve. “You are so impossible,” she chastised. 
 
    I followed her back the way I came. “Only when I’m struck dumb by stunning women,” I replied cheekily. 
 
    She chose to change the subject. “Are you ready for the party tonight?” 
 
    I nodded. “I sure am,” I answered. “Are you ladies going to dress sexy for me?” 
 
    “Michael Buchanan,” she said, laughing. “Behave.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Dibtab,” I whined. “You guys are the only ladies in my life. Give me something here.” 
 
    We reached Aiden’s office, and with one hand on the doorknob, she turned towards me and said, “I’ll never forgive you two twerps for saddling me with that ridiculous name.” 
 
    I shrugged a shoulder and grinned. “Aiden doesn’t think it’s ridiculous,” I teased. The first time Gabe and I had met Denise, she was walking out of Aiden’s bedroom wearing nothing but his shirt. When we started to ogle her and asked for her name, Aiden had so cavemanishly announced that her name was Denise I Belong To Aiden Buchanan. Dibtab was born and we’ve been calling her that ever since. 
 
    I was convinced she secretly loved it. 
 
    “That’s because Aiden is ridiculous,” she argued. Denise turned the knob and walked in without knocking. I peeked my head in after her and I couldn’t help but feel happy at the smile that lit up my brother’s face as he watched his wife walking towards him. 
 
    And because I really did deserve an apology, I hollered, “I’ll be expecting an apology for the stapler later tonight!” And then I closed the door on Aiden’s chuckle. 
 
    I was headed back down the hallway when I heard my name echo out of one of the empty visitor offices that lined the east side of the floor. We often had many clients and business associates that needed privacy when meeting with us. We had empty offices for this purpose. 
 
    I knew I should probably keep walking, but when I person hears their name being spoken, it was only natural to want to hear what was being said about you. 
 
    I walked over and stood just outside the doorway. I figured Aiden and Denise would be occupied for a while and Aiden’s assistant always stayed at her post with Denise visited because…well, she knew. 
 
    “Seriously?” said one female voice. “Michael Buchanan?” 
 
    “Well, I can hardly go after Mason, Aiden or Gabriel, now can I?” I heard another female voice reason. “If the rumors are to be believed, those men are crazy in love with their wives.” 
 
    I heard a scoff. “So, if they weren’t, they’d be fair game?” 
 
    “You make it sound as if trying to land a rich, good looking man is the worst thing a girl could do.” 
 
    I heard a sigh. “It’s not,” the first voice replied. “I just think that going after Michael Buchanan just because he’s the last available Buchanan is rather cold.” 
 
    Cold and rather presumptuous. This girl is automatically thinking she’s my type? 
 
    The second voice giggled. “You want to hear about cold? I gave Sophia Martella the Rose-McCurry file today and told her it was due Monday.” 
 
    I heard a gasp. “Are you insane? Why would you wait until today to give her that file?” 
 
    The second voice, full of snark, said, “Oh, boo-hoo. I’m sure it’s no big deal for a genius such as herself.” 
 
    “What about the party tonight? All employees are to attend.” 
 
    Exactly. 
 
    Voice #2 was full of malice and I was starting to feel irritated. “I already sent a notice to HR that due to her lack of initiative, she was behind on her workload and would have to work all weekend to catch up.” 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    “Jesus, Katrina,” the first voice breathed out. “I don’t understand why you hate that woman so much. She’s never done a thing to you. Hell, she’s never done anything to anyone.” 
 
    “If you must know the truth, her weirdness irritates me,” Katrina-apparently-answered. “She has no idea what tact is, and she thinks she can get away with anything she says simply because her IQ is higher than anyone else’s in this building.” 
 
    “You dislike her simply because she’s smart?” Voice #1 asked incredulously. 
 
    Who dislikes someone just because they’re smart? 
 
    “There’s also the fact that she’s ugly, fat and just…ugh.” 
 
    “Well, I think she’s a sweet girl and who cares if she’s quirky,” Voice #1 replied. “I can’t imagine what it must be like to be a freakin’ genius amongst mortals.” 
 
    “Honestly, Rachel, I probably did her a favor. She has no friends and would have no one to hang out at the party with, anyway.” 
 
    What in the ever lovin’ fuck? 
 
    “You are truly unbelievable,” Rachel muttered. “You’re lucky that whatever weirdness Sophia possesses keeps her from reporting you to HR.” 
 
    “Oh, please,” Katrina scoffed. “Like HR would believe her over me. I’m her supervisor for Christ’s sake. They wouldn’t believe her over me.” 
 
    I could feel my blood heat. We had someone in power with this attitude? 
 
    “Well, speaking of being a supervisor, did it ever occur to you that Michael Buchanan being in charge of HR might put a damper on your little seduce and conquer plan?” 
 
    “Why would it?” 
 
    “Because he’s the head of HR and you’re an employee. Duh.” 
 
    “I seriously doubt he’d be that type of hypocrite, Rachel. All three of his sisters-in-law work for Buchanan Industries,” Katrina argued. 
 
    Christ on The Cross, she better not say anything fucked up about my sisters. 
 
    “True, but Shane and Justice Buchanan were already married to Mason and Gabriel before they started working here,” Rachel pointed out. 
 
    “And what about Denise Buchanan, huh?” 
 
    “The way the story’s told, she didn’t have a choice. Aiden went after her and that was that,” Rachel rebutted. “And she went to work directly for Shane Buchanan before they got married. So, she doesn’t work directly for Aiden. Justice Buchanan works for Shane as her assistant. Their wives don’t directly report to them. Michael Buchanan, on the other hand, is in charge of HR, which oversees all employees. It’s different.” 
 
    “You know what? This really isn’t any of your business, Rachel.” 
 
    “Oh, really, Katrina?” 
 
    “Look, you’re putting a damper on my Friday and I refuse to let you do that,” Katrina huffed out. “I’m clocking out of here early like we were told, and I’m going to dance and drink my ass off and have a great time knowing that freak will probably be stuck in this building until midnight. Don’t kill my vibe. And if Michael Buchanan takes notice of me tonight, then a better night will be had.” 
 
    “Whatever, I have a meeting I have to get to, anyway,” Rachel retorted. “And you can keep dreaming about Michael Buchanan because something tells me that even if he was in the market to date one of BI’s employees, it wouldn’t be you.” 
 
    “Jealousy isn’t an attractive trait, Rachel,” Katrina snapped back. 
 
    “Exactly,” Rachel snickered before I could make out the tap of her heels. 
 
    I ducked out before they came out of the room. I sped walked my eavesdropping ass all the way to the executive elevators and pushed the button for all I was worth. A few hour-long minutes later, the doors slid open, and I darted inside hoping like hell to avoid running into those two women. 
 
    I was so pissed; I knew it wouldn’t be a good idea for me to interact with them after hearing all the bullshit I just heard. I mean, I’ve come a long way since my violent youthful years, but my temper still simmered on the surface. 
 
    And my fuse was still non-existent. 
 
    I didn’t give a fuck about the whole landing a Buchanan thing. I was pissed about overhearing a supervisor sabotage, bully and toy with an employee who they are paid to mentor, encourage and strengthen. 
 
    When I got out of the elevator, I marched towards my office and the look on my face must have given people pause, because they were moving out of my way like rats jumping ship. 
 
    Slamming the door to my office, I knew I needed to wait until I was calmer to deal with the issue at hand. But another thing I also knew was that Sophia, whoever she was, was going to that damn party. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    Looking into the perfect face of Michael Buchanan, I lost the ability to speak. 
 
    Like…did God create him just to mess with our heads? Did he create the Buchanans to prove to the general population that physical miracles existed? 
 
    I mean…Jesus. 
 
    There were photos decorating countless magazines all over the world with the Buchanan men gracing their covers, but pictures didn’t do them justice. 
 
    Before me stood a man standing over six-foot tall with hair as dark as night and sharp brows that matched. A pair of eyes the shade of emeralds that only belonged on jewelry. He had a strong, centered nose, high cheekbones, full lips and a strong, male jaw. 
 
    He was clean shaven, and you could see where his dimples resided even though he wasn’t smiling. Michael, and I’m assuming Gabriel, also, had dimples so deep, they peeked out when they spoke. Like right now when he asked me what I was doing here. 
 
    His tall body was comprised of solid, broad shoulders, and while I couldn’t make out much with the suit he was wearing, he was wearing the shit out of that suit. I could tell he had a flat stomach and sturdy legs and all of him was standing before me waiting for an answer. 
 
    “I…I’m sorry?” I stuttered, because…how can I not? This man was beyond stunning. 
 
    He slipped his hands into the pockets of his slacks and repeated himself. “What are you still doing here? Why aren’t you on your way to the party?” 
 
    My eyes darted to the plain watch on my wrist and saw that it was almost seven. I blinked back up at him and told him the truth. “I…I’m working,” I said, sounding lamer than I already was. 
 
    “The party was mandatory with everyone leaving early today,” he reminded me. 
 
    He was saying words-I knew this-but I couldn’t concentrate with him looking at me. “Can you turn around?” I blurted out. 
 
    His brows rose ,and I swore a saw a faint lift of his lip. “Turn around?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, please.” 
 
    “May I ask why?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Of course, you may ask why,” I retorted. “You’re Michael Buchanan.” 
 
    He cocked his head. “How did you know I’m not Gabriel?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what my expression held, but I’m sure it was a because-I’m-not-an-idiot look. “Because the other Mr. Buchanans all have wives. They wouldn’t be here without them right before the party.” 
 
    “Fair point,” he conceded. 
 
    “Now can you please turn around?” I asked again. Well, more like pleaded. 
 
    “Why?” he asked even as he did what I asked and turned his back towards me. 
 
    I let out the deepest breath. Thank God! “Because I can’t focus when you’re looking at me,” I answered honestly. And stupidly, since I’m being so honest. 
 
    Michael barked out a laugh and I could see his shoulders shaking. “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Stop it,” I admonished, as if he wasn’t head of HR. “You have to know how good looking and imposing you are. You can’t honestly expect me to hold a conversation with you when you’re…you…your eyes are green and all that.” God, I sounded like such an idiot. I didn’t blame people for not wanting to be my friend. Hell, right now, I didn’t want to be my friend. 
 
    “Is that so?” he asked, his voice low and thoughtful. 
 
    I ignored him. “Now, what were you saying, Mr. Buchanan?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Michael’s fine, Ms. Martella. I asked what you were still doing here instead of heading over to the party?” 
 
    “I’m working,” I said again. “I had some last-minute work I needed to catch up on.” I saw his shoulders stiffen, and I figured he was pissed that I was defying a specific management order. “My supervisor assured me she sent an email to H…uhm, HR explaining my absence.” 
 
    Michael cleared his throat. “I feel utterly ridiculous, Ms. Martella,” he said smoothly. “May I please turn around to continue this conversation?” 
 
    He was asking me? 
 
    “Sure,” I answered casually, even though I was feeling anything but. “Just don’t expect coherent, intelligent answers from me if you do.” 
 
    He let out another laugh as he turned around to face me again. “Jesus Christ, Ms. Martella.” 
 
    My brows drew down, and I peered up at him from my chair. “How do you know my name?” 
 
    Michael cocked his head and gave me a slow, sexy smile. “I just do.” 
 
    I started fanning myself. “Could you please not do that?” I begged. 
 
    He full-blown smiled, and I was rendered completely, utterly, hopelessly stupid. “Doing what?” 
 
    I don’t know how long I sat there just staring, but my brain finally kicked in and I managed to say, “Smiling.” I cleared my throat. “Can you please not smile at me?” 
 
    His grin widened, and I wanted to cry. 
 
    He was laughing at me. 
 
    He was laughing at me, and for some reason, it bothered me more than when I’m usually laughed at. Suddenly, I saw myself through his gorgeous green eyes and the disappointment was soul deep this time around. 
 
    Michael must have seen the truth in my expression because, all of the sudden, he asked, “Are you okay, Sophia?” 
 
    “I just think it’s unprofessional for you to laugh at me,” I mumbled. “May I, please, get back to work, Mr. Buchanan?” I knew my face was red with embarrassment, but there was nothing I could do about it. Besides, I was embarrassed, so there was no point in pretending not to be. 
 
    His jaw ticked. “I’m not laughing at you, Sophia,” he said, his voice stern and…I think a little offended. “And you’re not going back to work.” He tilted his head towards my computer and said, “Shut it down for the night.” 
 
    I could feel my eyes widen. “I…I…ca…can’t!” I squeaked out. “I have a lot of work to catch up on. I even have to work this weekend to-” 
 
    He held his hand up to stop me mid-breakdown. “I will come in this weekend with you and help you catch up.” I couldn’t hold in my gasp. “That way you can spare a couple of hours to attend the party.” 
 
    I was already shaking my head at the crazy man. “Are you insane?” I asked, my brain clearly not recognizing that his man was head of HR. So much for being a freakin’ genius. “You can’t…can’t...” I was struggling. “…work…do my work!” His lip quirked, and I glowered at him. “Quit doing that!” 
 
    He struggled to keep the smile off his face. “Yeah, sorry,” he mumbled, not sorry at all. “I forgot I’m not allowed to smile at you.” 
 
    I stood up and pointed a finger at him. I was so going to lose my job. “And quit laughing at me, Mr. Buchanan.” Just because I understood why people laughed at me and treated me like I was stupid didn’t mean I had to stand for it. 
 
    Then he did something that stopped me cold. 
 
    He grabbed my finger and yanked on it until my hand was trapped against his chest. “I’m not laughing, nor will I ever laugh at you, Sophia,” he said, sounding sincere. But all I could focus on was my hand in his up against his hard chest. 
 
    Holy shit! I think I’m going to have a heart attack. 
 
    I pulled at my hand, but he wouldn’t let go. He. Would. Not. Let. My. Hand. Go. 
 
    I looked up into his perfect face. “Please let go of my hand,” I all but whined. “You’re making me nervous.” How could he not see that? 
 
    Michael instantly dropped my hand and apologized. “I’m sorry, Sophia,” he said. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.” He let out a breath. “But you are going to shut down your computer and attend the party with me. That’s not negotiable.” 
 
    Attend the party with him? 
 
    “Wh…what do you mean attend the party with you?” 
 
    He smiled again, and I swear to God, I almost slapped him. But then figured I ought to slap myself and snap the hell out of it. “Well, since you’re here, I’m assuming you don’t have a date to accompany you, so you’ll go with me and hang out with my family.” 
 
    Hang out with his family? 
 
    WHAT. THE. HELL? 
 
    I leaned into him. “Do you do drugs? Is that it?” 
 
    Michael threw his head back and let out a genuine, from the belly laugh. It sounded beautiful. “Jesus Christ, Sophia, you’re killing me here, baby.” 
 
    Baby?! 
 
    Mary, Jesus and Joseph! 
 
    This was not happening. 
 
    Before I could respond, Michael stepped around me and logged me off my computer. Without my consent or agreement, he reached over to the cubicle hook that held my purse and light sweater. He held my sweater up, and I mutely pushed my arms through the sleeves and allowed him to dress me. Michael handed me my purse next and I couldn’t help how aggressively I yanked it out of his hands. 
 
    He laughed again, and I hated that I was going to get fired for slapping the boss. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    Ten minutes in Sophia’s company and I knew exactly why Katrina Roth didn’t like her. Sophia Martella spoke her mind, and I imagined that when she did it around Katrina, she brought Katrina’s ugliness to light. 
 
    After I overheard her conversation with-who I now know to be-Rachel Hill, I had pulled up their personal files when I had gotten back to my desk. Katrina was easy to find, as she was the only Katrina at the supervisory level in the company, but Rachel was a little harder to find. 
 
    Both their files showed them as exemplary employees, so there was nothing there. And then, next, I had pulled up Sophia’s file, and she had been easy to find, as she was the only Sophia employed with BI. 
 
    Everything was in there, from her genius IQ to her performance appraisals. I thought that it was ridiculous that her file cited her with a genius IQ, but her appraisals were mediocre, at best. The more I read, the more I realized that Ms. Roth was sabotaging Sophia and holding her back. 
 
    If Sophia’s IQ was really as high as documented, she should be at a supervisory level right below any of us. And while Rachel was right to call her quirky, they were wrong about everything else. 
 
    Sophia Martella wasn’t ugly, plain or fat. She was refreshing, pretty and had curves that had my dick twitching in my slacks. 
 
    She had a pile of coffee-colored tresses piled high on her head with wisps of wayward strands flying all over the place. She had naturally expressive brows that weren’t drawn on to look ridiculously identical. 
 
    And speaking of expressive, Sophia had these bright, big brown eyes that showed a person everything. They were framed by full, thick lashes that were completely unadorned. She had a heart-shaped face with a pair of pale pink lips I imagined wrapped around my cock the second my eyes landed on them. Her entire face was devoid of makeup and she was still pretty as a wild flower. 
 
    When she stood up, I noticed she was wearing a plain white button-up blouse, a black pencil skirt, no stalkings and a pair of two-inch, sensible black heels. Her outfit was prim, proper and office appropriate. What wasn’t prim, proper or office appropriate was how her outfit fit over all her curves. 
 
    Sophia had to be carrying around a pair of C cups, if not D’s. Her waist tapered in, but just enough to give her a smooth, sleek curve on each side. She wasn’t twig-skinny, and I loved that. Her hips were round and wide, and her thighs looked like they could wrap around a waist and hold on tight. 
 
    But it was her mouth that held me spellbound. She said what she thought even if it meant embarrassing herself. No one would ever have to wonder what she was thinking or feeling. 
 
    And, Christ, when I was holding her hand hostage against my chest, I could have sworn she could feel my heart ready to beat out of my chest. I hadn’t been expecting the jolt of pleasure that had snaked down my spine at that simple touch. Had she not said I was making her uncomfortable, I don’t think I would have ever let her hand go. 
 
    And then I went and called her ‘baby’. I hadn’t meant to. It just slipped out, and I thanked God she hadn’t corrected me or lost her ever lovin’ mind over it. 
 
    I did keep my hand on the small of her back as I led her to the elevators, though. And as long as she didn’t tell me to remove it, that’s where it would stay. 
 
    We entered the elevator, and I pushed the button to take us down. When the door slid closed, I could have sworn she said something. 
 
    I looked down at her all of five foot nothing and asked, “Pardon?” 
 
    She was looking down and wringing the shit out of her hands. “I’m not even dressed for a party,” she mumbled louder this time. 
 
    “It’s casual, Sophia,” I said, trying to reassure her. “What you’re wearing is fine.” 
 
    “But I’ve been wearing this all day,” she complained. “It’s all worn wrinkled and…stuff.” 
 
    “I’ve been wearing this suit all day, too,” I said, hoping to ease her discomfort. 
 
    She snorted-actually snorted at me. “Oh, please, Mr. Buchanan,” she snipped as her arm waved up and down towards me. “When a person looks like you do, who cares what they’re wearing?” 
 
    I turned to her, and it was a dick move knowing how uncomfortable she was, but I couldn’t help myself. I stepped to her until her back hit the wall and her eyes were as wide as dinner plates. I placed one palm flat against the surface on either side of her face and leaned down. “Sophia, how many times do I have to tell you to call me Michael?” 
 
    Her throat was working, and I could see her struggling to form words. Christ, I’ve never wanted someone the way I want her right now. I’ve never felt this way before. “M…Michael…” she whispered. 
 
    The elevator dinged, and the door opened-and thank you, God-because I was fairly certain I was seconds away from taking her in the goddamn elevator. Fuck the party. My name never sounded so good coming out of someone’s mouth. 
 
    I grabbed her hand and walked with her across the lobby floor and out into the evening. I had already called ahead to have one of BI’s drivers waiting for us. I planned on having a couple of drinks tonight, so I didn’t want to drive. I wasn’t sure if Sophia was a drinker, but I was pretty sure she wasn’t. 
 
    Brendan already had the backseat door open, and I helped Sophia climb in. As soon as I followed, Brendan shut the door and walked around to get back into the front seat to drive. 
 
    The car was just a town car, not a limo, but it came equipped with a minibar. And honest to goodness truth here, Sophia looked like she needed a drink. “Would you like something to drink, Sophia?” 
 
    Her eyes widened in panic again and she started shaking her head. “Uh…no,” she stammered. “No, thank you, I mean.” 
 
    “You don’t drink?” 
 
    She started biting the bottom of her lip and my cock took notice. “Uhm, I have,” she offered. “It’s just…I don’t think it’s a good idea tonight.” 
 
    I leaned back against the plush black leather seat and angled my body so I could look at her. “Why’s that?” 
 
    “Seatbelts,” she blurted out. “Shouldn’t we be wearing seatbelts? This is kind of dangerous, isn’t it?” 
 
    I moved towards her until my thigh was touching hers and I reached across, pulled on the seatbelt and dragging it across her mountain of tits, I buckled her in. Sophia had sucked in a breath and held her eyes tightly closed the entire time. 
 
    I couldn’t fight off my smile, even though she’s made it clear that I wasn’t allowed to smile. “Do you feel safe now, baby?” 
 
    Her eyes popped open as the car started pulling away from the curb and just looked at me. After a few seconds she mumbled, “That’s the second time you’ve called me ‘baby’. Why are you calling me that?” 
 
    I shrugged a shoulder. If I told her the truth, I was fairly certain she unbuckled her seatbelt and throw herself out the car door. So, I opted for part of the truth. “It feels more comfortable than calling you Sophia.” 
 
    Her beautiful brown eyes practically bugged out of her head. “More comfortable?” she yelped. “How is that more comfortable than calling me by my name? We’ve just met.” 
 
    I reached up and pushed one of her chocolate, wayward strands behind her ear. “It just does,” I answered, not answering her at all. 
 
    Sophia’s eyes narrowed, and she pursed her lips before muttering, “How do you know I don’t have a boyfriend at home or something?” 
 
    My heart was hit with a little pang at the emotion in her voice. I knew she was expecting me to say something along the lines of her not being attractive enough to have a boyfriend. But she was so wrong. 
 
    So very, very wrong. 
 
    “Your desk only had one thing of personal value on it and it was a framed picture of a cat,” I explained. “I figured if you had a boyfriend, he’d be in the frame.” 
 
    Her pretty little heart-shaped face got stubborn. “How do you know the relationship isn’t just new and so I’m not ready to put his picture up on my desk?” 
 
    I smiled, and it warmed me to watch her blink stupidly. “If it’s still new then I don’t have to feel guilty about stealing you away now, do I?” 
 
    Sophia’s mouth started to resemble a puckering fish, and I did laugh then. It made the male ego in me puff up with pride knowing I was rendering this free lipped girl speechless. 
 
    She finally managed to get herself under control. “Who says crap like that?” 
 
    I shrugged a shoulder and moved back to my side of the backseat. “Would you rather I lie?” 
 
    She still looked staggered. “Lie about what exactly?” Then she put her fingers to her temples and started rubbing in a small, circular motion. “I’m so confused,” she muttered. 
 
    The car came to a stop and Sophia turned to look out the window. I opened my side door and waved Brendan away, letting him know I’d be escorting Sophia. I walked around, and opening the door for her, I reached in to help her out of the car. 
 
    She graciously took my hand, but the second her feet were planted firmly on the sidewalk, she went to pull her hand away. I yanked it back and looked down at her. “What don’t you get about being my date to this thing?” 
 
    Her eyes took on a terrified look. “Yo…you mean, you were serious?!” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    I was standing outside the Fitzmill Hotel gawking at Michael Buchanan and all his ridiculousness. 
 
    Plus, I was holding his friggin’ hand! 
 
    Or more to the point, he was holding my hand, and it was confusing the hell out of me. 
 
    Michael Buchanan was confusing the hell out of me. 
 
    He squeezed my hand and chuckled. “Yes, I was serious,” he answered. “Am serious. Sophia-” 
 
    I started tugging my hand away, and we looked utterly idiotic fighting for the rights to my hand. “No, Michael,” I whispered yelled. “No, no, no, no, no, no! Just No!” 
 
    “That’s not going to work for me,” he countered. “If you’re finally going to use my name, it better be surrounded by nothing but yeses, Soph.” 
 
    Soph?? 
 
    I finally gave up the battle for my hand, but I employed another tactic. Begging. “Michael, please,” I implored. “You cannot go in there with me. You just can’t!” 
 
    His scowl was every bit as sexy as his smile. 
 
    The jerk. 
 
    “Why the hell not?” he growled. 
 
    I was very aware of people arriving, and acutely aware of the few who were pretending to fiddle with their this and that, in a poor attempt to eavesdrop. “Michael, you’re head of HR and I’m an employee,” I reminded him. “This cannot be appropriate behavior.” I lifted on my toes in an attempt to keep our debate somewhat private. “Besides, you didn’t even ask me if I wanted to go out on a date with you!” 
 
    He stepped back and, finally, shock registered on his stupidly handsome features. It was quickly replaced with a bit of sheepishness. His free hand reached around and started rubbing the back of his neck. “Fuck,” he muttered. “Look, Sophia, I’m not going to lie to you and tell you I should have asked or that I’m asking now, because I know if I had, you would have turned me down and I’m not letting you turn me down for a date. Or anything else for that matter.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open in the most unladylike fashion. Anything else?? Did that mean…? Are we going to…? Does he want to…with me??? 
 
    “Michael, what will people say?” But before he could answer me, I told him what people were going to say. “I’ll tell you what they’re going to say. They’re going to say I must have paid you, or you must feel sorry for me, or you lost a bet, or…or I’m sleeping my way to the top, or…” 
 
    And, then, in front of God and everybody making their way into the hotel, Michael let go of my hand and cradled my face in his hands. He leaned down as my hands wrapped around his wrists. “If I hear of anyone saying anything about you or me or us in such a negative fashion, they will answer to me, Sophia,” he gritted out. “I won’t let anyone get away with judging what we’re doing openly or otherwise.” 
 
    I thought my heart was going to beat itself right out of my chest and start flopping around right there in the middle of the sidewalk. “What are we doing?” 
 
    He lifted the corner of his mouth in the most sweetest, sensual smirk. “We’re dating,” he stated simply. He’s known me all of five minutes, but we’re dating. Oh, God! Maybe my IQ has finally made my mind snap, and this is all a horrible hallucination. 
 
    I pushed him back, bent over and rested my hands on my knees. Oh, God, I was having a heart attack. I was having a heart attack and Michael was going to have to skip the party to take me to an emergency room. 
 
    If this was all real, of course. I was still placing my money on a hallucination. 
 
    I mean, for the love of God and Little Baby Jesus, I’ve never even kissed a guy before, and now, suddenly, Michael Buchanan is supposed to be my first date? 
 
    My first date to a company party where everyone will see us? 
 
    “Sophia, baby, are you okay?” he asked, his breath hitting my ear. 
 
    My body jackknifed into an upright position, nearly knocking Michael upside his head. I stared up at him in a most incredulous fashion, I’m sure, and whispered yelled, “No, Michael, I’m not okay.” My arms stared flailing about, and he took a step back to avoid possible abuse. “One minute I’m at work, minding my own goddamn business, and then the next, I’m here and you’re sprouting out nonsense about us dating.” I stepped to him because it seemed like the appropriate thing to do when one’s losing their mind. “I’m a virgin, Michael,” I hissed. “I’ve never even kissed a man before because I’m...well, me. I am not equipped to date a Buchanan! I mean, Bejesus Jesus, look at you. Do you have any idea what you look like?!” 
 
    Michael placed his hands on my shoulders and studied my face. After a few agonizing seconds, he said, “Relax, Sophia. Breathe, baby. I promise it’ll be okay.” 
 
    I stared up at him, and I swear I wanted to smack him…and then kiss him. 
 
    “Quit calling me ‘baby’,” I hissed. 
 
    Michael ignored my request and grabbed my hand again. “Come on, Soph,” he said. “We have a party to get to and I’m sure my family is wondering where I am.” 
 
    I had so much to say to that, but I decided to put a stop to my nervous breakdown and just follow the man into the party. I dropped my head to avoid all the open-mouthed stares. And why wouldn’t they stare? Michael Buchanan was attending a party with me on his freakin’ arm. ME. 
 
    He was holding my hand and everything. 
 
    We made our way through the lobby and towards the convention hall where the party was taking place. I followed Michael silently and gave thanks that no one stopped him to speak with him. When we entered the hall, it was clear the party was already a success. There was music, laughing and mingling going on all around us. I kept my head down until Michael came to a stop and I was forced to accept that he wasn’t letting go of my hand any time soon. 
 
    When I finally looked up, I looked into the faces of Mason, Shane, Aiden, Denise, Gabriel and Justice Buchanan all seated around the main table. 
 
    Holy. Oh. My. God. 
 
    I’d never seen such a stunning group of individuals assembled together at one time. These people were almost mystical and having them all together in one place should be banned as a city ordinance or something. 
 
    “Holy crap,” I vomited out. “Wh…ho…normal people don’t look like…” I swiped an arm indicating I was referring to the beautiful tribe of six. Did beautiful people automatically find other beautiful people to keep the world populated with beautiful people? 
 
    The women all smiled, while Gabriel and Aiden outright laughed. Mason just cocked his head at me and smirked. Mason freakin’ Buchanan smirked at me! Like we were friends or something. 
 
    Michael squeezed my hand and said, “This is Sophia, my date.” I wheezed out a choking sound, but it didn’t faze him and everyone else chose to ignore my choking. “She works for us as a finance analyst.” 
 
    Aiden spoke up, surprising the crap out of me. “Of course, Sophia Martella,” he announced smoothly. 
 
    Holy Moly! Aiden Buchanan knew who I was! 
 
    “Oh, my Lord, you know my name?” I asked, shock evident all over my face. 
 
    Aiden didn’t get a chance to answer as Gabriel, with his identical twin smile, said, “So, your date, huh, Mike?” 
 
    “Yep,” he smiled back. And I looked back and forth between the twins knowing I was missing some sort of twin communication connection. 
 
    Michael ushered me to an empty seat at their table, and the next hour or so was spent with me silently sitting beside Michael while he and his family greeted and spoke with all the random employees who approached their table. It was almost like a wedding reception, except instead of the head table hosting the bride and groom, it hosted the Buchanan clan. 
 
    My invisibility plan was going great until Katrina Roth approached the table. Her face was equal parts, shock, outrage and disgust. “Sophia,” she said, shaking her head, “what are you doing over here? Don’t you know this table is reserved for the Buchanans?” She said it in such a way that anyone would think I was stupid. 
 
    And, maybe, I was. After all, I was still sitting here with people I did not belong with. 
 
    Michael had been speaking with Mason, who was sitting next to him, but he turned at Katrina’s voice and spoke before I could answer her. “Sophia is at this table as my date, Ms. Roth,” he informed her, ignoring her gasp. “But thank you for your obvious concern.” 
 
    “You’re da…date?” she sputtered. Her face went from superiority to straight shock at Michael’s announcement. 
 
    He smirked at her. “Yes. However, she’s just my date tonight, but only because I know she’d say no if I asked her to marry me right now.” 
 
    “Michael!” I shrieked, slapping him on the arm, completely forgetting the fact that he was head of HR and the bosses of each division were sitting by witnessing my mental meltdown. “Quit being ridiculous. We’ve only known each other for…what, three hours?” 
 
    He turned his attention from Katrina towards me and said, “What? You don’t believe in love at first sight?” 
 
    My eyes widened. He couldn’t be serious. “Of course, not. Does anyone?” 
 
    “I do,” Mason announced. 
 
    “Me, too,” Aiden chimed in, while Gabriel just raised his hand as if we were in school. 
 
    “Bu…but…but…” 
 
    Michael flashed me those paralyzing dimples of his. “Sophia Buchanan,” he teased. “Has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?” 
 
    Up until this point, the women at the table had remained silent and were letting Michael steal the spotlight, but that ended on Michael’s ridiculous question. “Sounds perfect,” Shane said, joining in on this circus. 
 
    “Actually, it sounds beautiful,” Justice cooed. 
 
    “Sounds sophisticated and elegant,” Denise agreed. 
 
    I scanned each of their faces, completely ignoring Katrina, and asked, “Are you guys all on medication? I mean, I thought it was just Michael, but…” I was drowned out by their laughter. 
 
    I was really getting tired of being laughed at. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    If I didn’t think she’d stand up and storm out of here, I’d pull my phone out and take a picture of her flabbergasted face. 
 
    My brothers’ love stories were legendary. Anyone who’s ever heard anything about the Buchanan marriages knew that it was, indeed, love at first sight for all of my brothers. They came, they saw, and they conquered, and my poor sisters-in-law never stood a chance. 
 
    That’s why I wasn’t going to ignore what Sophia was making me feel. I’ve been hit on countless times throughout my lifetime, even more so as each of my brothers married. Once Mason and Aiden had gone off the market, women had been losing their minds going after Gabriel and me. There were even times college girls would be waiting on our doorstep dressed in nothing but lingerie. 
 
    And once Gabe married Justice…well, let’s just say there were moments I feared for my safety. 
 
    But, out of all those women, none of them had ever ignited anything in me. Sure, my dick got hard, because…well, I’m a guy and my dick’s going to notice a half-naked girl trying to get my attention, but I never felt anything for any of them. The desire simply wasn’t there. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    Until Sophia and her uninhibited reactions. 
 
    Like now, her eyes were saucer large with her hand slapped over her mouth because it dawned on her, almost immediately, that she just asked the bosses of the company she works for if they took medication because we must be unstable to believe in love at first sight. 
 
    Fucking shit was endearing and hilarious all at once. 
 
    I wanted to assure her she wasn’t in trouble, but Katrina’s shrill voice broke up the laughter. “Oh, I get it now,” she said, tittering as if joining in the laughter. “This is a joke or something, right?” 
 
    I felt Sophia stiffen, and then almost immediately deflate as if she couldn’t agree with Katrina more, and I saw red. I haven’t seen red in ages. I worked really hard to keep that particular color of the prism spectrum out of my life. 
 
    But I was seeing it now. 
 
    Witnessing Sophia fall victim to how she believes people see her had me hitting my limit at record speed. I’ve never reached my rage threshold this quickly before in my life. 
 
    And while I’ve come a long way to keeping my vision clear, that red…I was seeing it now and Mason was close enough to me to know I was seeing it. 
 
    He put his hand on my shoulder and stood up. “Ms...” 
 
    Katrina looked up nervously at Mason. “R...Roth,” she filled in. “Katrina Roth, sir.” 
 
    He nodded, and by this time Aiden and Gabriel were standing as well, while the girls remained seated, but vigilant. “Ms. Roth, I can assure you that Sophia being here as Michael’s date is not a joke, a prank or anything of the kind,” he said in a voice that froze everyone around us. I knew he was pissed, but I could hardly make sense of what he was saying because my anger was clouding my surroundings. “Seeing as how my brothers and I are no longer in the sixth grade, we don’t engage in pranks anymore, and we as sure do not engage in any sort of behavior that would embarrass a woman.” 
 
    I heard her gasp. “Mr. Buch-” 
 
    “I’m not interested in an apology or explanation for your rudeness, but rest assured, Ms. Roth, the next time you address Sophia in such an insulting fashion, there will be repercussions-unless, of course, Sophia would like there to be repercussions now.” 
 
    I turned to look at Sophia wondering what she was going to say, but instead of looking at Katrina or Mason, her big, chocolate orbs were focused on me. That’s when I realized I was squeezing the fuck out of her delicate little hand. I immediately let go and felt horrible. 
 
    I don’t know what she saw or how she saw it, but ignoring everyone else around us, she asked, “Do you want to go?” Fuck yeah, I wanted to go. I couldn’t speak though, so I just nodded. She nodded back. And then turned her attention to Mason. “No, that’s fine,” she said, answering him. “But we’re going to leave.” 
 
    I felt the grip on my shoulder tighten. “You good?” 
 
    I nodded and stood up, pulling Sophia up with me. I looked over at my family and tried to give them a reassuring smile, but I knew they were worried. They had a right to be. My brothers knew what I was capable of when I was like this, but what they didn’t know, was that Sophia’s small hand in mine was keeping me tethered to reality. 
 
    I ignored Katrina altogether and let Sophia lead me out of the convention hall. We walked in complete silence, and when we made it outside, I saw that someone had called Brendan for us, reminding me, once again, how grateful I was for my brothers. My sisters-in-law have never seen me lose my shit, so they only sensed how serious shit was for me off the reactions of Mason, Aiden and Gabe, but it was my brothers who knew to treat shit delicately when I was in the moment. 
 
    I wasn’t so far gone that I didn’t open the car door for Sophia and escort her inside. I wasn’t so far gone that I forgot to buckle her in. And I wasn’t so far gone that I didn’t know what I was saying. 
 
    “I’m taking you to my place,” I informed her. 
 
    “I’d rather go home,” she whispered back. But before I could tell her that wasn’t happening, she added, “I…you don’t mind going to my place, do you?” 
 
    Yes, I did. If we went to her place, she could change her mind and kick me out at any given moment. I didn’t like that. “Why don’t you want to go to my place?” 
 
    She let out a deep sigh, and it started to cool the edges of my anger. I knew I could count on her to always tell me the truth. Sophia shrugged a dainty shoulder and replied, “I don’t want to be one of many that have been in your…at your house.” 
 
    Her reply left me short of breath. “Sophi-” 
 
    “No, Michael,” she said, stopping me. “I…I…don’t belong there.” My heart was actually breaking with each word from her sweet lips. “You should be going to parties with…with socialites and super models. You should…” Sophia was looking down at her hands wringing in her lap. “I shouldn’t even be in this car with you right now. I should be home asleep and alone.” 
 
    I didn’t comment on what she said. It could wait until we got to her place. I lowered the partition and instructed Sophia to give Brendan her address. It was only a 15-minute ride to her apartment, but the tension between us was going to turn those 15 minutes into 15 days. 
 
    The problem…well, one of the problems, was that I had no experience with this sort of thing. Sure, I watched my brothers fuck up, but their fuck ups had been due to their egotistical ways, and their problems had been solved as a team. I didn’t think Sophia’s self-esteem could be solved by a good, old fashion Buchanan brother sit down. 
 
    About 45 hours later, and a shit ton of silence, the car finally pulled up to the curb in front of Sophia’s apartment complex. Opening my own door, I got out and walked over to the other side, opened Sophia’s door and helped her get out of the car. 
 
    She headed up the walkway towards the building entrance and I followed her, still saying nothing. Sophia was as quiet as a church mouse as she led me through the lobby and towards the elevator. The ride up was as bad as the car and I silently thanked God that she lived on the fourth floor. 
 
    The doors swooshed open and, this time, I placed my hand on the small of Sophia’s back and pretended to walk together out of the elevator and down the hallway. I vaguely took in our surroundings as she unlocked her door. The building was nice, and décor of the floors was sleek and smooth without being pretentious. 
 
    Sophia pushed the door open, and I considered it a hell of a victory when she didn’t shut the door in my face. I knew she was nervous and felt confused about my interest in her, but I didn’t know what to say to ease her doubts. 
 
    We stepped into her living room and I glanced around, taking in the room, as she took off her sweater and kicked off her heels. I removed my suit jacket and laid it across the back of her tan couch. 
 
    I still didn’t say anything as she walked into her kitchen and opened a cupboard, pulling out a can of cat food. I had forgotten about her cat. I waited patiently until she was done setting up her cat with food and water, but I didn’t mind. It gave me more time to scope out her apartment and see what I could learn from it. And as I was scanning her place, my eyes caught sight of a blur of white and gray racing towards the food trays. 
 
    Sophia walked back into the living room but stopped when she was a few feet away. “Would you like something to drink or something?” 
 
    Polite manners. 
 
    I almost barked out a laugh. Here she was, edgy and tense, but she was still unable to ignore basic hospitality. I shook my head. “No, Sophia. Thank you, but I’m fine. What’s your cat’s name?” 
 
    She bit the bottom of her lip. “Porkchop,” she whispered. “Uh, do you want to sit down?” 
 
    Hell no, I didn’t want to sit down. Not unless she was going to be straddling me while I was sitting. I didn’t tell her that though. I counted it a miracle she let me into her apartment; I didn’t want to scare her into kicking me out. 
 
    I stepped to her when it was obvious that she wasn’t going to come any closer. I put my finger under her chin and lifted her face to mine. “No, Sophia. I don’t want to sit down.” She started trembling, and it made my already hard cock stiffen even more. I’ve had hard-ons before, but never any that were to the point of pain. And, right now, Sophia Martella had my dick throbbing so hard, there was a very real chance I was going to nut in my goddamn pants. 
 
    “Michael…” she whispered, her voice scared and unsure. 
 
    I placed my other hand on her hip, and leaning down, I kissed her temple. “Show me where your bedroom is, Sophia.” 
 
    The soft whimper that escaped her lips made my heart skip. And I really was struggling to hold it together when, without a word, she turned and walked down the hallway leaving me to follow. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    I stood in the middle of my bedroom and stood transfixed as Michael slowly and casually strolled towards me. 
 
    Things like this don’t happen to people like me. 
 
    I mean, there’s a reason I don’t have friends, have never had a boyfriend and my mother and sister hate me. 
 
    There’s a list of reasons why beautiful men like Michael Buchanan didn’t notice me. 
 
    I’m plain. 
 
    I’m fat. 
 
    I’m weird. 
 
    And, worst of all, I have no sense of tact. 
 
    I just say whatever is in my head. That’s why I have no friends. 
 
    How can he not see that? I mean, sure he’s only known me for a few hours, but in those few hours, I’ve said enough things to prove just how weird I really was. 
 
    Michael Buchanan was not ever supposed to notice me. 
 
    He should never have ever known that I existed. 
 
    Michael Buchanan should have been taking over the world with his brothers and meeting people who mattered. Not telling everyone he was dating the weird, fat girl. 
 
    He should be rolling around naked with super models and socialites. 
 
    He should be running Buchanan Industries with his brothers as he wined and dined heiresses. 
 
    But, instead, he’s here with me. 
 
    He’s in my apartment, closing in on me like a predator that has spotted its prey. 
 
    First, he forced me to go to that company party. 
 
    Next, he forced me to have to work with him the next tomorrow. 
 
    Then, he forced me to mingle with his family tonight. 
 
    And now he was forcing me to give myself to him. 
 
    Well…not exactly forcing, but what else did you call it when you felt like you didn’t have the power to resist or make another choice for yourself? 
 
    What do you call it when you continuously tell the gorgeous man in front of you that he needs to scoot along to someone who belongs with his kind, but he doesn’t listen? 
 
    Instead of sleeping with models and wooing heiresses, he’s smiling at you with those devil designed dimples. He’s finding ways to touch you, to brush against you. 
 
    And what else do you call it when you want him to force you? 
 
    Does that make me sick? 
 
    Does that make me a pervert? 
 
    It is a sign of mental instability to fantasize having a man, twice your size, hold you down and make you take him? 
 
    Because that’s the only way I can see giving myself to Michael Buchanan. If he left it up to me to decide, I’d probably run. I turned from him and run as fast as my overweight body would let me. 
 
    And I should tell him so. He should know the truth. While I found Michael extremely attractive and my lady bits have been tingling ever since he first spoke to me, the truth was that I had no idea what I was doing. 
 
    When he stopped in front of me, I looked up into those green crystals of his and let it all out. “Michael, I’m…I’m attracted to you and I think you have got to be the most beautiful person I’ve ever met, but I don’t know what I’m doing here.” I had to stop and swallow to moisten my mouth. “I’ve never even kissed a guy before and here you are…all…a Buchanan and I can’t even imagine how many women you’ve…” I had to look away. The idea of Michael with other women hollowed out the pit of my stomach. Especially considering those women had to have all been the cream of the crop. It took a couple of seconds, but I was able to compose myself enough to continue. I looked back up at him. “I can’t compete, Michael. I mean, look at me for Pete’s sake.” 
 
    His eyes searched my face and his silence was making me feel like my heart was going to explode. It felt like 17 hours later when he finally spoke. “I want to you ignore everything else right now and answer just one question for me, Sophia,” he said. “Can you do that?” 
 
    I nodded, stupidly. “Yes, I can do that.” 
 
    His hand came up to cradle my jaw and his other one wrapped around the side of my neck, and I swear to God, his touch had me ready to combust. “Do you want me here?” 
 
    I blinked. That wasn’t the question I was expecting from him. “Of course, I want you here,” I answered. “I wouldn’t have let you in my apartment if I didn’t.” 
 
    The corner of his lip tilted. “I mean, do you want me here in your bedroom? With you?” 
 
    I could feel heat coloring my cheeks. Michael was seriously asking me if I wanted to sleep with him. The answer was hell yes, but too bad I didn’t know what I was doing. I wasn’t going to lie, though. “Yes.” 
 
    “I know you’re a virgin, Sophia,” he said, his voice sincere and calming. “I know you’re a virgin, and knowing this, I should probably tell you all about how I’m going to make slow love to you and tell you all about how I’m going to cherish your body and be delicate with what you’re offering.” 
 
    I could feel heat and wetness pooling in between my thighs. My breathing was so labored, I was sure a heart attack was eminent. My fingers curled into the fabric of my skirt because I felt like I needed to hold on to something…anything. Michael was saying all the right, sweet things, but that’s not what I wanted. I wanted Michael to throw me down and take me, so I didn’t have a chance to change my mind. Because I knew the second a naked me stood next to a naked him, I was going to want to crawl away in shame and hide. But before I could tell him that, he went on to tell me everything he wanted to do to me. And it left me goddamn speechless. 
 
    “The only problem with you being a virgin is that I want you so goddamn bad, Sophia, that I don’t think I have the patience or enough control in the world to not slam into you and make you take everything I’ve been holding in all my life,” he murmured as the hand around my neck tightened. 
 
    All his life? 
 
    “I want, with all my heart, to make this perfect for you, Sophia. Honestly,” Michael cooed. “But every other part of my body just doesn’t care.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I had no idea what he was trying to say. 
 
    Michael let out a deep sigh and then stepped to me until his body was pressed against mine. And then I felt it. I couldn’t hold in the shock of having his hardened dick pressed up against my stomach. I could feel its heat through his slacks and my blouse. Even being a virgin, I could tell that thing was huge. 
 
    And then he shocked me some more when he kept his hand steady against my jaw, but he started sliding the other one down my neck, over my collarbone and down the front of my chest. He stopped when he had a handful of my breast weighing heavily in his palm. 
 
    Michael started kneading my flesh and my hands flew to his waist and grabbed on for dear life. I closed my eyes, threw my head back and just felt. 
 
    Holy crap! 
 
    We hadn’t even kissed, and he was already touching me in places I never thought anyone ever would. Even over my clothes, his hand was commanding, and I could feel his heat. The desire-the ache was made ten times worse when he kept talking. “It means I want to fuck my cock so deep inside of you that you beg me to stop. I want to tear you in half, but have you suffer through the pain, because you’re so out of your mind with pleasure, Sophia.” 
 
    I didn’t…couldn’t open my eyes, but I did whimper, “Michael…” 
 
    “I want to fuck you more than I’ve ever wanted anything else in my life, baby,” he said as he pinched my nipple delicately. Michael leaned down and began raining kisses all over my cheek and jaw. “I want to do the most unholiest of things to your body, Sophia. I want to ruin you. I want to make you addicted to my cock. I want you to be such a slave to your desire for me that, virgin and all, you’d still let me bend you over my desk at work and let me do whatever I want to you.” He smirks. “Even if that means letting me inside that tight, little ass of yours, baby.” 
 
    My eyes snapped open, and I gasped. I stepped out of his embrace and kept stepping back until the back of my knees hit the bed. 
 
    Who says stuff like that to someone they just met? 
 
    He stuck his hands in his pockets and just stared at me. His green eyes were dark, piercing and alive with the most wicked of thoughts. His chest was heaving, and that’s when I realized he really was doing his best to reign in his control. 
 
    Holy shit! Michael Buchanan was on the verge of losing control over me. 
 
    Me! 
 
    I thought about all the filthy things he rattled off and asked the only thing I could think of. “So, it’s all or nothing?” Because if I was going to even entertain the thought of letting him devirginize my ass when he hasn’t even devirginized my vagina, I’d say that was pretty all in. 
 
    Michael nodded and said, “If you say yes, and agree, Sophia…if you tell me you want me every bit as much as I want you, then that’s it. I’ll own you. And I’ll do whatever I fucking want with you.” 
 
    My heart skipped, my body tingled, and my mouth said, “Okay.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    I was on her before she sounded out the second syllable of her answer. 
 
    My hands were digging painfully into her scalp, holding her prisoner, as I crashed my lips over hers. I’ve kissed girls before, or rather, they’ve kissed me. It was hard to get through high school and college without some random female attacking my person. Like I said, it got worse as my brothers fell in love and married. So, I knew the mechanics, and while my tongue has danced a few dances in its time, none of those kisses had ever felt like this. 
 
    Sophia’s lips were soft, full and tasted like strawberry lip balm, and the second she let out a surprised gasp, my tongue invaded her sweet tasting mouth and sought out its partner. I could feel her fingers digging into the fabric of my slacks and her breathy, little moans were perfection. 
 
    I would never have guessed that Sophia’s never been kissed. Whether by instinct, or the fact that I didn’t give her time to panic, Sophia’s efforts didn’t falter. She kissed me back like she’d been kissing me for years and she knew just what it took to drive me crazy. 
 
    As much as it pained me, I broke off the kiss. I lifted my head, and I knew I wanted to see the sight before me for the rest of my life. I wondered, briefly, if this is what it had been like for all my brothers. I’ve heard them joke about how it took them just one look and they knew Justice, Shane and Denise were it for them, but I never really understood what they were talking about. I mean, I saw it every time they were around their wives, but no woman had ever made me feel anything remotely close to what they described. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    I was a handful of heartbeats away from going all psychopath on her, but I needed to make sure she was positive about where this was going. Because now that I knew what it felt like to kiss her, I knew there was no way I’d ever let her go once I got inside her. I searched her lust clouded baby browns. “Are you absolutely sure you want this, Sophia? Want me?” 
 
    My knees almost buckled when her petite hands snaked their way from my hips, across my stomach, up my chest and around my neck and she said, “I’ve never been more certain about anything before in my life, Michael.” My name at the end of her assurance was enough to make me lose the control I was already battling with. “I…I’ve never done anything like this before, but I want to…try.” 
 
    Later, I’ll look back on this moment and wish I could say that I treated her with love and respect. That I treated her like the precious jewel she didn’t know she was. I’ll wish I could say that I was all masculine finesse and confidence. 
 
    But the reality was the complete opposite. 
 
    I leaned in and captured her lips again and this time it was more explosive and desperate because I knew we weren’t going to stop. I grabbed the bottom of her skirt in both my hands and yanked that motherfucker up, bunching it up around her hips. 
 
    “Michael,” she gasped against my lips. 
 
    I leaned into her until she had no choice but to fall back onto her bed and I didn’t stop until we were both lying on the bed, my body covering hers. I settled in between her thick thighs and I could feel her heat seep through my pants. Her body underneath mine felt magnificent. 
 
    My lips found her neck as I grabbed a fistful of delicate lace and yanked it clean off her body. I braced my weight on my elbows, and when I looked down and saw Sophia’s head thrown back, her eyes closed and her arms extended out over her head, grabbing the comforter for dear life, I knew I was in fucking love with her. 
 
    I was so crazed for her, my original intention was to just drive home inside her the second her clothes were off, but once the scent of her arousal hit my nostrils, I knew I had to taste her. The virgin in me was secretly comforted by the fact that Sophia was so inexperienced she wouldn’t have a clue if I was doing anything wrong. But the beast in me had read enough books and watched enough smut to know I wouldn’t settle for anything less than making it an experience she’ll never forget. 
 
    Sophia didn’t protest when I slid my way down her body and pushed her thighs open with my hands. And, Sweet Jesus, the sight before me was unlike anything I’d ever anticipated. 
 
    Porn wasn’t real. Porn was paid actors pretending to enjoy sex. The expressions were fake, the talk was exaggerated, the bodies were enhanced, and the scripts were ridiculous. And if you ever decide to watch porn, note how the woman is so concentrated on the fake expressions and unrealistic reactions that her body is almost always perfectly shaved and dry. If her body does eventually start to lubricate itself, it’s after she’s got the dick already inside her; almost never beforehand. 
 
    But Sophia’s hot as fuck little moans and whimpers were all real. And I knew this because, positioned in between her sweet thighs the way I was, I could see how she was covered in glistening cream. And that was all the encouragement I needed. 
 
    I took one long, deep whiff, committing her scent to memory before my tongue darted out and licked her from her virgin opening to her hard, pulsing button. 
 
    Sophia’s body bowed, and she cried out my name in the deepest, sexiest moan I’d ever heard. “Oh, God, Michael!” 
 
    The hold I had on the inside of her thighs was so tight, I knew she’d be sporting bruises later, but the more I tasted her on my tongue, the less of an issue the bruising became. All I could think about was how extraordinary Sophia’s signature flavor tasted. I did my best to remember everything I’d ever read or seen about how to eat a woman’s pussy so thoroughly that she was guaranteed to cum. But soon enough, I didn’t even have to think about it anymore. 
 
    Burying my face in her pussy felt so natural and right; soon I was teasing, tasting and savoring all on instinct. I paid attention to Sophia’s body, and I listened to her throaty sounds and let her lead me to where I needed to go and how to get there. 
 
    Before I knew it, her hands were in my hair and she was screaming my name with only my tongue on her. “Michael! Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    Sophia was cumming all over my face and I had never felt so accomplished in all my life. 
 
    I rolled to my side as Sophia basked in her-I hope-first orgasm ever, and reaching down, I unbuckled my belt, undid my pants and whipped out my dick in record time. 
 
    Sophia was still coming down off her high when I climbed back up her body, nestled my cock between her thighs, and with no elegance whatsoever, I slammed my cock into her pussy, bare and rock fucking hard. 
 
    And, Holy Jesus, Mary and Joseph, she screamed bloody murder. My body was braced on my elbows, once again, and looking down at her, her head thrown back, I could see the veins in her neck pulse and strain with her screams and the pain of the invasion. 
 
    She looked fucking spectacular. 
 
    I pulled back a little and slamming back inside her body for a second time, had white spots dancing behind my eyes and my fucking soul shivering. 
 
    Sophia felt like I would die if I couldn’t live inside her for the rest of my life. Her body was so hot and tight, it was a wonder I could move my cock in and out of her constricting sheath. 
 
    I studied her as tears leaked down the sides of her beautiful face, and the more she cried, the harder my dick got. No one else has ever been inside her. Just me. Only me. 
 
    “Michael…” she sobbed. 
 
    “I know, baby,” I knew she was in pain, and even though it killed me, I didn’t think I could stop. The pleasure of being buried inside her sweet cunt was making me selfish and inconsiderate of everything else. But, nonetheless, I had to try to put her first and ask, “Do you want me to stop?” 
 
    Her eyes popped open, and she wrapped her arms around me. Her eyes danced with a touch of panic. “No,” she cried. “No, don’t stop. Please…just…please, but don’t stop.” 
 
    I started moving and drilled into her until her sobs were replaced with low, mumbles of pleasure. I shifted my hips, trying to find that magical spot, because I was determined to make my less than graceful entrance all worth it. When Sophia let out a deep, hard moan, I knew I had found it. 
 
    Her eyes closed, her hands tightened on my shoulders and her hips rose up to meet mine. It was the rise of her hips that made me finally fall over the edge of sanity. I slammed into her with no care in the world other than to bring this, one woman, pleasure. 
 
    I could feel the tingles starting at the base of my balls, threatening to consume me, and I knew I had to hurry and get her there. I wasn’t going to last. “That’s it, baby,” I encouraged. “Cum for me again, Sophia. Cum all over my fucking cock.” She started thrashing about and moaning my name over and over. 
 
    Sophia liked dirty talk. Who would have fucking guessed? 
 
    “Michael, please…” she begged, and it was enough to make me lose my shit. I shoved my cock so deep and hard inside her tight warmth, I came inside her with the power to feel it all the way to my fingertips. As my body still twitched, I felt Sophia’s channel start clamp down on my cock with so much pressure, it fucking hurt. 
 
    None of it…the books, the porn, the fantasies of what could be…none of it compared to the real thing. But I knew it wasn’t because this was the real thing. 
 
    It was because it was Sophia. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    Our harsh breathing was the only sounds in the room. 
 
    Michael Buchanan had just done the most amazing things to my body, and I didn’t even have the presence of mind to thank the man. 
 
    I did yelp when he finally removed himself from my body. And from just that act alone, I knew I would be sore as hell later, but I didn’t care. 
 
    “Shit,” Michael muttered. 
 
    I looked over at him sprawled out beside me. We were both fully clothed, looking utterly ridiculous. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    He threw one arm over his eyes and let out a deep sigh. “I’m covered in your blood and now I feel like a jackass for not…I could have taken my time,” he grumbled. 
 
    A small, sharp laugh escaped. “Michael, it was perfect,” I said, trying to reassure him. 
 
    He huffed. “Hardly,” he said, disagreeing. “But I’ll fix that.” 
 
    I propped myself on my elbows and watched as he got off the bed and started undressing. Now, I’ll admit, my mind and body were experiencing all kinds of chaotic afterthoughts and emotions but watching Michael Buchanan shed his clothing was a sight I wanted to record and replay on my phone throughout my work day. 
 
    Jesus Christ. 
 
    AND, the man wasn’t even doing it in strip tease fashion. He was just undressing like a normal human being. But the second his dress shirt fell from his shoulders, my stomach clenched, and my entire body started to tingle. Michael had the body of a chiseled god. His shoulders, arms, chest and stomach were all sinewy muscle and six-pack abs of tattooed perfection. 
 
    I was pretty certain I started drooling. 
 
    His pants and boxer briefs were next, and I knew my face was fiery red when I noticed my blood and release covering his nether regions. 
 
    But what a magnificent nether region it was. 
 
    No wonder my bottom half felt like it had just gone to war. Michael’s penis was deflated, but it still hung with a significant amount of width and length. 
 
    Of course, this is the first penis I’ve ever seen, so what did I know. “Is your…” I nodded towards his crotch. “Is your…you know, is that a normal size?” 
 
    Michael paused in the middle of removing his sock-which was the last item of his clothing-and blinked over at me. “Uhm, what?” 
 
    I sat up all the way and smoothed my skirt over my thighs. It was uncomfortable to sit, but I figured I’d feel less stupid if I was sitting up properly clothed. “I’ve never seen a real-life penis before,” I shrugged a shoulder. “I was just wondering if yours was the average.” 
 
    Michael’s eyes widened as he finished removing his sock, finally standing before me, completely naked. All mind capabilities vanished. Holy Bejesus, he was stunning. 
 
    “Are you…were…” I watched his Adam’s Apple work as he tried to piece together his question. “Christ, I can’t believe I’m about to ask this question,” he muttered. “Sophia, is…is it too small for you?” 
 
    This time it was my eyes that widened. “Are you serious?” I asked incredulously. “If it was any bigger, you’d tear me in half, Michael.” 
 
    “Well, then…” 
 
    I shook my head. “I was just asking because I noticed how long and thick it was when it was soft and I thought it might be above average size, but since I’ve never seen another one, I didn’t have a comparison, and I just…I…” 
 
    The cockiest smile lit up Michael’s face. He looked like he’d just been handed the keys to the kingdom with the decree that he could do whatever he wanted. “I don’t go around measuring penises, Sophia, but I can tell you the size of mine and that’ll give you something to research when you’re bored.” 
 
    “Do you anticipate leaving me bored anytime soon?” 
 
    He shook his head and said, “Not for the rest of your life, if you must know the truth.” But before I could comment on that outrageous statement, he continued, “It’s a smidge over nine inches, Sophia.” He winked. “And I don’t know how thick it is, but I know it’s thick enough that you’ll never be able to get that hand of yours around it.” 
 
    Sweet Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother of God. 
 
    And, once again, I was speechless. I’ve spent all my life not knowing how to shut the hell up and Michael’s been finding ways, non-stop, to render me mute. 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” he said before leaning down and kissing me on the side of my head. 
 
    I watched as he disappeared into the restroom and wondered what in the hell I was getting myself into. I had just given my virginity to a guy I met only hours ago, and it was nothing like the few romance novels I’ve read in my time. It had been frantic, but undeniably passionate and desperate. 
 
    A part of me wondered if I should be bothered that it wasn’t like all the movies I’ve watched or the novels I read, that maybe I got cheated somehow, but I didn’t feel that way. I mean, how could I complain when he made me see Jesus twice? It would seem completely rude to complain about a little soreness when he made me feel the way he did. 
 
    I was brought out of my musings when Michael walked back of the bathroom, grabbed my shoulders and stood me up off the bed. 
 
    He started removing my blouse. “What are you doing?” 
 
    The man leaned down and placed the sweetest kiss on my bare shoulder and said, “I’m running us a bath. You’re going to be sore and I think a hot bath will help.” 
 
    My entire body broke out in shivers. I wasn’t expecting such tenderness. Most stranger sex situations I’ve heard of usually resulted in the man running out the front door as soon as possible. 
 
    I didn’t say anything as Michael finished undressing me, but when his eyes started to rake me in, the fact that I was standing before him, completely naked, brought about an embarrassment I never knew I was capable of reaching. 
 
    Here he was, all hard muscle, six-pack abs and a penis the size of a salami and I was all big boobs, flabby stomach, wide hips and dimpled thighs. The urge to cry was shockingly sudden and very real. I dropped my head towards the floor, and I could feel my bottom lip start to quiver. 
 
    Maybe it was all the emotions playing out from what I just experienced for the first time, or it could be that I was really just that pathetic, but suddenly I wanted Michael gone. 
 
    “Y…you…” I tried to clear the tears from my throat. “You know you don’t have to stick around,” I muttered. “Thank you for the bath, but I can…you don’t have to…” 
 
    His hand reached under my chin and he lifted my gaze to his. The second the wetness registered, his face fell, and he looked worried. “Sophia, I’m so sorry,” he said, earnestly. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. If you-” 
 
    “You didn’t hurt me,” I stopped him. “Well, I mean you did. But it was a good kind of hurt,” I whispered. 
 
    “Then what’s wrong, baby?” 
 
    The tears fell as I confessed, “Standing next to you makes me feel foolish and all the reasons you shouldn’t be here with me become glaringly obvious.” 
 
    His jaw clenched, but he didn’t comment on my confession. Instead, he just grabbed my hand and led me to the bathroom where a bathtub full of bubbles was waiting for us. 
 
    Michael helped me get in and then climbed in behind me. I was fat, and he was over six feet, so it was a tight squeeze, but we managed. It took a couple of minutes for me to finally relax against him and just lay back and enjoy the heat of the water. 
 
    But the silence was killing me. “Are you mad at me?” 
 
    He wrapped his arms around my torso, right underneath my boobs, and sighed. “No, baby, I’m not mad at you. It just bothers me that you don’t see yourself the way I do.” 
 
    “And how do you see me?” I wanted to know. I mean, he was obviously attracted to me enough to do the deed, but I didn’t know Michael-like, at all. Maybe he was the kind of guy who liked sex with whoever was willing to give it to him. The thought made me slightly sick. 
 
    “Promise you won’t freak out if I tell you something?” 
 
    Soooooooooooooo not encouraging. “I promise,” I agreed because my curiosity was stronger than my apprehension. 
 
    “What I’m about to tell you is the God’s honest truth, and if you need to verify it with my brothers and sisters, I won’t blame you.” Jesus. How bad was it? “When I look at you, Sophia, I see everything I’ve been waiting for.” Wait. What? He took a deep breath and then proceeded to shock the shit out of me. “The reason earlier was messy, frantic and without any delicacy whatsoever is because…well, because you weren’t the only virgin on that bed tonight.” 
 
    My entire body stilled. “Wh…what?” 
 
    “When I look at you, Sophia, all I see is the miracle I never thought I’d ever meet.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    Sophia was shock still in my arms. 
 
    I hadn’t planned on telling her this way, but the way she viewed herself upset me enough that I thought she needed to hear the truth about how I saw her. 
 
    I may not have had any bedroom experience with women, but I did have experience with women. I had three sisters who weren’t shy about whatever they were going through, so I observed a lot and learned even more. 
 
    And I knew enough to know that it didn’t matter how many times I told Sophia she was beautiful, they were just words. She had to feel it. She had to feel it from me and the only way I could think to make that happen was tell her the truth about myself. 
 
    I’ve only known her for a handful of hours, but she’s the first and only female who’s ever made me lose control. And she’s the only female I’ll ever lose control over. I knew it in my soul. 
 
    “Ho…how can that be, Michael?” she whispered in awe. 
 
    I didn’t want to bare all my issues after only knowing her a few hours, but her honesty deserved my honestly. I just hope I didn’t scare her off. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to handle that. 
 
    I tightened my arms around her torso. “I have…my emotions can be intense sometimes, Sophia,” I started to explain. “They reach peak limits and I’ve always been worried that sex would be the same way. I worried that I might hurt someone if I ever lost control.” 
 
    Sophia was quiet for a few agonizing seconds before saying, “Are you bi-polar or something?” 
 
    “No,” I answered, but what did I know. “At least, I don’t think I am,” I amended. “I don’t have highs and lows. It’s nothing like that. It’s mostly my temper. It’s…it’s scary when unleashed.” I might as well get it all out there. “Violently so. And I’ve always heard that good sex can make a person lose their minds, I just was…wary.” 
 
    “Why me?” 
 
    Christ, she was going to think I was crazy. “When I first saw you sitting at your desk, I was already attracted to you physically. When you opened your mouth, with so much candor and not so much tact, I was blown away.” 
 
    “Mich-” 
 
    I gave her a quick squeeze. “That’s a good thing, Sophia,” I assured her. “Your frankness was so refreshing and endearing, it’s what made me force you to go to the party with me.” 
 
    “Glad I could help entertain you,” she bit out wryly. 
 
    “It wasn’t like that, baby.” I was making such a mess of this. “It felt good to have someone around me whose first priority wasn’t to kiss my ass because I was the boss or a Buchanan. And when you asked my family if they were on drugs…” I laughed at the memory. “That’s when I knew I had to have you. That’s when I knew I could trust you. I could trust that you’d always be honest with me and tell me when it…I was being too much for you.” God, I hope I wasn’t scaring her off. “I knew that you’d never let me hurt you.” 
 
    She was quiet for a long time. Like an uncomfortably long time. My stomach was in knots by the time she finally spoke. “What happens when one day you don’t like my honesty so much? What happens when I embarrass you, or inadvertently, hurt your feelings or…your brothers’ or…” 
 
    “If it’s the truth, then I can deal with it,” I replied. “If it’s just to be cruel, then we might have a problem. But, Sophia, I can’t see you ever being cruel. You’re too pure for that.” 
 
    “And…and if I embarrass you?” she asked, her voice wobbly. Her insecurities were real and the pain deep. I knew nothing about her, but I wondered what kind of family she had that they allowed her to grow up feeling this insecure. 
 
    “Baby, you could never embarrass me,” I told her honestly. 
 
    She snorted. “It’s like you don’t even know me, at all.” 
 
    I laughed. “Oh, Sophia, I don’t, but I want to. I want to learn everything about you, baby.” 
 
    “I’m scare, Michael,” she whispered, surprising me with her candor, once again. I couldn’t fathom what it was like to feel no shame with regards to your insecurities that you had no problem just blurting them out. 
 
    “Scare of what?” I asked, even though I had a pretty good idea. I knew I wasn’t a bad-looking guy, so even without that, I knew women would continue to try to hook up with me for my money alone. Even though I wasn’t opposed to it, because like my brothers, I did believe in love at first sight having just experienced it, but I didn’t think Sophia would agree to marry me just yet. 
 
    “Everything about you screams that you are way out of my league, Michael,” she answered. 
 
    “That’s how I feel about you,” I replied. The water was getting cold, and I realized I didn’t want to continue to have this conversation in the tub. I wanted her to look into my eyes to see how serious I really was. “The waters getting cold,” I announced before she could respond to my comment. “Why don’t we continue this conversation in the bedroom?” 
 
    “O…okay,” she whispered and then grabbed the sides of the tub, pushing herself to her feet. Her body was covered in sporadic bubbles and water was dripping down her body. It took me a second to gather my wits and follow suit. 
 
    As I watched Sophia grab a couple of towels, it all became so clear as to why my brothers constantly had their doors locked at work. No amount of money or success could compete with the woman you loved. I knew I was going to come down with the same affliction as my brothers. It would be a miracle if I got through the day without having Sophia bent over my desk. 
 
    And that was bad. 
 
    Really, really bad. 
 
    I was the goddamn head of Human Fucking Resources. 
 
    Sophia wrapped herself in one of the towels and handed me the other. I quickly dried off and then wrapped it around my waist. It didn’t make a difference to me if I was naked or not, but the blush on Sophia’s face was a clear indication that she was still feeling shy about losing her virginity. 
 
    I followed her into her bedroom, and when I saw her moving towards the dresser, I knew I had to stop her. There was no way I was going to let her cover up that gorgeous body of hers. I wasn’t anywhere near done with her. She was going to need all weekend to recover. 
 
    She was pulling out a drawer when I walked up behind her and pushed it back in. “Whatcha doing, baby?” I whispered against her ear. 
 
    Goosebumps broke out across her skin and I wanted to fucking howl. “Ge…getting some pa…pajamas,” she whispered back. 
 
    My lips left her ear and started raining a trail of kisses down her neck and across her shoulder. “You’re not going to need them, Sophia.” 
 
    “I’m not?” she sighed. 
 
    I reached around and pulled apart the tug of her towel and let it fall to the floor. With one hand I reached down and removed my towel as my other hand cradled one of her big tits. Still peppering kisses along her skin, I answered, “I’m going to spend all night inside that tight, hot pussy of yours, Sophia. It’d be a pain in the ass to have to remove your pajamas every time.” 
 
    “Michael…” she moaned. 
 
    I skimmed my other hand down her stomach, over her pelvis and slid it between her thighs until I had two digits buried deep inside her pussy. She let out a hiss, and it made my dick even harder. I loved that she was uncomfortable from being a virgin. No man was ever going to know her the way I did. 
 
    “I’m sore,” she uttered. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” God, I hope she didn’t want me to stop. If she wanted to cuddle the rest of the night, I’d do it, but, God, I hope that wasn’t the case. I might possibly could die. 
 
    Her next words unleashed an insanity in me I hadn’t known could exist. “I’m so scared, so insecure and so sore that…” She let out another moan as my fingers kept working inside her. “I…I’m afraid I’ll tell you to stop. And, oh God, Michael I don’t want you to stop,” she admitted. 
 
    I stilled. “What are you saying, Sophia?” I think she was saying she wanted me to force her. To take the choice out of her hands. I had to be sure though. I needed the words; the clarity. Because if that’s what she was saying…God help her, but she was giving a special kind of permission that no woman should give lightly. She would be saying that I can take her any way I wanted, no matter what. 
 
    “I’m saying if given the choice, I’ll probably back out of…this,” she murmured. “I don’t want to have a choice, Michael. I don’t want to miss out because I’m scare.” 
 
    I let go of her tit, and fisting her hair in my hand, I yanked her head back and twisted it so that she was looking into my eyes. I needed absolute clarification. “Are you saying that you want me to force you whenever I want you? Are you giving me permission to ignore your refusals?” 
 
    Her brown eyes were dangerously swirling with lust, longing and trust. “Yes,” she whispered. 
 
    One word. 
 
    One simple word and my entire world was changed. 
 
    I was never going to let Sophia go. Ever. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    I walked into BI’s lobby with my head down and my shoulders hunched. I knew the possibility of me entering invisible was slim to none, but I was trying. 
 
    Good Lord was I trying. 
 
    It felt like all eyes were on me and everyone knew all the perversions I was up to this weekend. 
 
    I mean, realistically, I knew they didn’t know, but when I was still walking gingerly and my body ached from head to toe, how could they not notice that something was up? 
 
    Michael’s virginity confession had blown me away, especially when he hadn’t screwed like a virgin. The man had spent the rest of the weekend experimenting with me in ways that shocked me. 
 
    Or, at the very least, some of the things we did should have waited until a few more dates down the road. But no. I was utterly shameless, curious and eager to learn everything he wanted to teach me. It could be my intellect level made learning an automatic urge for me, but whatever it was, I let Michael do the most obscene things to my body all weekend long. 
 
    And I couldn’t wait for him to do them all again. 
 
    He had been insatiable, and I suppose that was normal. But it seemed like the more sex we had, the more out of control Michael became. He thirsted for me and I’d never been so turned on in my life. 
 
    Michael made me feel desired, and I was pretty sure I was addicted to that feeling. So much so, I feared he’d call me into his office, and I’d start stripping before the door even shut behind me. 
 
    I ignored everyone as I rode the elevator up to the finance floor. It wasn’t anything out of the norm, I never spoke with anyone and nobody ever spoke to me, but today just felt…different. 
 
    When the elevator came to a stop, and people started filing out, I followed suit with my head down and on a mission to avoid everyone. I got to my cubicle, took off my sweater, hung up my purse, sat down, powered up my computer and tried to clear my mind of everything but work. 
 
    That goal was quickly squashed when I saw an email from Michael requesting a lunch meeting with me. My palms started to sweat, and my core clenched. Did he mean he wanted an afternoon quickie? Isn’t that what lunch meetings were for when you were sleeping with someone? 
 
    When he had left my apartment Sunday evening, he had kissed me sweetly and told me he’d see me Monday. He hadn’t exactly run out the front door, but I wasn’t quite sure what we were doing. Was he my boyfriend? Was this a friends-with-benefits situation? Was it a freakin’ mistake now that he realizes he’s the Human Resources boss? 
 
    I stared at the email and took the mature, professional approach. 
 
      
 
    Monday, September 10th, 2018    06:38:20 am 
 
    To: Sophia Martella 
 
    Re: Business Lunch 
 
      
 
    Sophia, 
 
      
 
    Good Morning, I hope all is well. Please carve out an hour of your day to attend a lunch meeting that will take place at noon sharp, in my office. 
 
      
 
    Thank You. 
 
      
 
    Michael Buchanan 
 
    Buchanan Industries Human Resources 
 
    mbuchanan@BI.com 
 
      
 
    Okay. I could do this. 
 
      
 
    Monday, September 10th, 2018    07:10:12 am 
 
    To: Michael Buchanan 
 
    Re:Re: Business Lunch 
 
      
 
    Mr. Buchanan, 
 
    Good Morning, all is well, thank you. I can meet you at noon. 
 
      
 
    Thank You. 
 
      
 
    Sophia Martella 
 
    Finance Analyst 
 
    smartella@BI.com 
 
      
 
    I sent off the email and promptly opened the rest, addressing them in order of importance. I also had to put the finishing touches on the Rose-McCurry account. On Saturday, Michael had let me breathe long enough to work on it. He actually did his best to help, and while his area of expertise wasn’t finance, he did manage to help me get a lot done. 
 
    A half hour into my day, a shadow covered my cubicle, and I looked up to see Katrina standing over me. I knew why she was here. “Good Morning, Katrina,” I smiled. “The Rose-McCurry report will be on your desk before noon.” 
 
    Her face took on a look I’ve never seen before. I knew she didn’t like me, and she passively-aggressively bullied me, but I’ve never seen blatant hatred on her face the way I was seeing now. She looked like she wanted to scratch my eyes out. 
 
    Or flat out murder me. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me you knew the Buchanans?” 
 
    “I don’t,” I clarified. “And even if I did, we’re not friends, Katrina. Why would I tell you who my friends are?” Yeah, I get that it was a little farfetched to call the Buchanans my friends, but it worked for this scenario. 
 
    Her face turned an ugly shade of beet red. She looked like she might spaz out any second. “You should have told me so I could keep an eye on things,” she sputtered. “If you think because your friends with the Buchanans that you’ll get special treatment, well, you’re mistaken, Sophia.” 
 
    I stood up because I didn’t like her lording over me. “I would never expect anything from anyone here other than mutual respect and common courtesy, Katrina,” I retorted. “I do my job and I do it well,” I reminded her. “I don’t need special treatment. From anyone.” 
 
    And then she got to the real reason for her little morning visit. “Are you dating Michael Buchanan?” 
 
    I could feel heat creeping along my neck, but I did my best to maintain my composure. “Who I’m dating is none of your business, Katrina. Like I said earlier, we’re not friends. You are my supervisor and your concerns should be limited to my work performance only.” I wasn’t exactly being insubordinate, but this is the first time I’ve engaged in my defense. Most times, I’d just ignore her. 
 
    “It is my business if the head of Human Resources is screwing one of my employees. It’s unethical, unprofessional and I’m not about to let you cause problems for my department,” she seethed. 
 
    I wanted to give her a definite answer, but the truth was, I didn’t have one. I wasn’t sure if Michael and I were actually dating or if we were just two virgins who got lost in the discovery of sex over the weekend. Michael had whispered a lot of pretty things in my ear while he was inside me, but I knew better than to believe them. I might have been a virgin, but even I knew people didn’t mean what they said during sex. It was all about the euphoria of emotions that made people say stupid crap in the heat of the moment. 
 
    Besides, if I believed everything he said, then I’d have to believe that he really did think I was made to be his dirty, little slut, because that shit came out of his mouth, too, this weekend. 
 
    I pulled my shoulders back and did my best to remain a professional. I’d talk to Michael about our…uhm, status at lunch today. “If you have an issue with how Michael Buchanan engages with BI employees, I suggest you take it up with him or Mason Buchanan,” I informed her. “I will not speak on his behalf, nor will I discuss things that are clearly none of your business.” 
 
    Katrina stepped into my personal space and that’s when I realized the extent of her disgust for me. “I don’t know what’s going on, but I will not let a nobody like you ruin all my hard work.” Ruin her hard work? What the hell? “Don’t think you can hide behind the Buchanans,” she hissed. 
 
    I took a deep breath and went back to what I always do. I ignored her. “If that’s all, Katrina, it’s Monday morning and I have a lot of stuff to catch up on.” 
 
    She raised her chin and spun around-in the most dramatic fashion, might I add-and stalked away. I watched her go and wondered what the hell was going on. 
 
    I also wondered what her choice of revenge was going to be. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    It was a few minutes before my lunch meeting with Sophia and I couldn’t believe how nervous I was. 
 
    Of course, this wasn’t just any lunch meeting. 
 
    I told Mason to give me 15 minutes to prepare Sophia before everyone joined us for lunch. I had called Gabe yesterday after I left Sophia’s and told him I had finally found the girl I was meant for. He turned a brotherly moment into an emotional circus when he conferenced in Aiden and Mason on the call, and in turn, Denise, Shane and Justice. 
 
    The call had been one of the most bizaare conversations we’ve all ever had, and that’s saying something. My brothers wanted details on finally getting my dick wet, while the girls wanted to hear all about how in love I was with Sophia. I finally had to hang up on the nutjobs just to end the torture. 
 
    The phone on my desk buzzed and my assistant’s voice came through the speaker. “Mr. Buchanan, Ms. Martella is here for her meeting,” Florence announced. 
 
    “Thank you, Florence,” I replied. “Please send her in. Oh, and moving forward, she needs no appointment, Florence. Ms. Martella has the same access as all the other Mrs. Buchanans.” 
 
    I heard a little gasp come through the phone, but I wasn’t sure if it was hers or Sophia’s. Wording it as ‘all the other Mrs. Buchanans’ implied that Sophia would be one herself one day. However, I hadn’t had a chance to speak with her about that just yet. 
 
    “Very well, Mr. Buchanan,” Florence responded, automatically. I wasn’t too fond of being called Mr. Buchanan, but Mason had insisted on it. I, personally, thought there were too many Mr. Buchanans running around this place and thought that first names would be a nice distinction. Not to mention the girls insisted on being called by their first names, too. But Mason would not hear it. He said the only reason the girls could be addressed by their first names was because Shane had insisted on it and there’s nothing he’d ever refuse her. Now feeling what I felt for Sophia, I didn’t blame him one bit. 
 
    There was a soft knock, and I looked up to see Sophia walking in. She was dressed in a similar office appropriate outfit she had donned on Friday. The colors were bland, and the outfit standard and I wondered if she did that purposely to avoid standing out. 
 
    I knew she thought she was weird and avoided people because of her penchant for speaking her mind, but I thought she was remarkable. If she was wearing bland clothing to blend in out of fear or anxiety, well, that bothered me. Sophia’s personality was meant to shine. Her honesty was something to revere, not slight. 
 
    I stood up, rounded my desk and met her halfway. I leaned down and kissed her temple even though what I really wanted to do was bend her over my desk and make her scream the building down. It was even harder to resist when I knew my brothers would totally support that idea. 
 
    Jesus, we were a dysfunctional group. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” 
 
    Her sweet brown eyes were all pensive. “I’m not sure why we have a meeting, but can I talk to you really quick before the meeting starts?” 
 
    I smiled and led her to the small conference table. I pulled her chair and sat down next to her. “What’s up?” 
 
    “You can’t do what you’re doing, Michael,” she said, taking me by surprise. 
 
    I leaned back in the chair and regarded her. “And what, exactly, am I doing?” 
 
    “Well, not to bring up the past or anything, but you pulled me away from my job, forced me to go to a party that I was excused from, made me mingle with your family, got me all hot and bothered, causing me to invite you to my apartment, took my virginity-all my virginities, encouraged me to work from home, didn’t let me sleep, called a meeting that, let’s face it, didn’t need to be called since I’m not in trouble…oh, shit! Am I in trouble? You know, for sleeping with you?” she asked, wide eyed. 
 
    “Uh, no-” 
 
    Sophia let out a deep breath and then continued to list all my offenses. “Well, you called a meeting that didn’t need to be called, putting a spotlight on my…suspected association with you and it’s causing problems with my supervisor.” 
 
    My body tensed. “What do you mean it’s causing problems with your supervisor?” I wasn’t an idiot. I knew this situation wasn’t ideal for her, kind of how Denise had struggled with Aiden’s pursuit, but Sophia would need to get over it. I wasn’t fucking letting her go. 
 
    Sophia sighed. “Katrina’s just concerned I might use my…association with you and your family for special treatment or perks,” she mumbled. 
 
    I’ve spent years working on my temper and my knee-jerk reaction to emotional situations that involved the people I loved. My temper was unstable and unreasonable most of the time and nothing good ever came from me losing my shit. But between overhearing Katrina talking shit about how she didn’t like Sophia, the way she behaved towards her at the party, Sophia’s self-image and, now, coming in here telling me she got a dressing down because of our relationship…well, my temper was skimming closer to the surface than usual. 
 
    And that was something none of us needed. 
 
    “Okay, first, quit using the word ‘association’ to describe our relationship,” I told her. “We are not associates, and we don’t have an association.” Sophia rolled her eyes, and I wanted to spank her for it. “You’re my girlfriend. We are dating. You got that?” 
 
    She looked down at her wringing hands in her lap. “Michael…” she murmured. 
 
    I reached out and lifted her chin with my index finger. “Sophia, you’re my girlfriend, whether you want to be or not, so I suggest you find a way to deal.” 
 
    Sophia went from anxious to affronted in half a second. “Whether I want to be or not? Who the hell says stuff like that, Michael? You can’t just force me to be your girlfriend,” she huffed. “This is America, you know. I have rights.” God, it was shocking how much I could already love this quirky woman after only a weekend together. 
 
    I smiled at her and her finger came up immediately and she was pointing at me like I was a suspect in a lineup. “Don’t! Do not,” she said, eyes narrowing. “Put that smile away, and Jesus Christ, have some care with that weapon!” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. My head fell back in a laugh so genuine and deep, my happiness was real. I went from being on the fringes of a temper eruption to full-on laughter. When I was done laughing, I looked over at Sophia and she was sitting with her arms crossed over her chest and a face full of irritation. 
 
    I tried to control my offending smile, but I just couldn’t help it. “I’m sorry, Sophia,” I said, not sorry at all. “But what do you expect me to do when you’re the one who makes me smile?” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “Jesus,” she breathed out. “No wonder you guys are ruling the world. You’ve got the looks, the money, the charm and you’re great in bed.” She cocked her head to the side in thought. “Of course, in all actually, you might totally suck in bed and I’m just too inexperienced to know otherwise.” 
 
    I coughed, and I had to clear my throat. Christ, this woman. 
 
    Before I could throw her across my desk and rip her clothes off to prove that I was great in bed, the door to my office opened and Aiden and Denise walked in. “Hey, Michael,” Denise greeted. “Hi, Sophia.” 
 
    I watched as Sophia immediately shrunk into herself and I didn’t fucking like it. 
 
    Not. One. Mother. Fucking. Bit. 
 
    She gave them a shy wave with a timid smile, and I could feel the heat of my temper trying to distract me. I hated that she didn’t see herself the way I saw her. Hated. It. 
 
    Sophia looked over at me while Aiden took a seat on one of the armchairs and Denise helped herself to a water in the mini fridge behind the bar. Sophia leaned in and whispered, “Aiden’s here. Does that mean I really am in trouble?” 
 
    “Soph-” I was cut off when the door opened again, and Gabriel entered my office. He was alone, and I wasn’t expecting that. “Where’s Justice?” 
 
    Gabe walked over to the bar as Denise took a seat across from me at the conference table. He pulled a water out of the mini fridge, too. “She said she was finishing up a meeting with Claymore for Shane but would be here in a few minutes.” 
 
    He was taking a seat on top of my desk when Mason and Shane walked in carrying bags full of food. They didn’t say anything as they set all the bags down on the conference table and started pulling out all the food and arranging it across the table. They had ordered sampler platters from a great Mexican restaurant a few blocks over. The samplers had a little bit of everything, so everyone was sure to find something they liked. Mason arranged the food while Shane arranged all the plastic cutlery. 
 
    Everyone started milling around the table when Sophia finally stood up looking like a deer caught in headlights. “Michael, what is this?” 
 
    Everyone stopped what they were doing and looked over at us. “Lunch,” I stated simply. 
 
    “Lunch?” 
 
    “Well, lunch and formal introductions,” I clarified. “My family’s dying to officially meet my girlfriend.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    They wanted to meet his girlfriend? And I was his girlfriend? Like for reals? No sex fueled declarations? 
 
    “So, you’re saying I’m your girlfriend, like really for reals?” I asked, not caring who heard. 
 
    “Pretty sure that was established this weekend, babe,” he quipped. 
 
    “It was?” 
 
    “The exchanges of virginities pretty much cemented that, Sophia.” 
 
    “Michael!” I cried, absolutely mortified. The chitchat and clatter stopped all around us, and I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me whole. It wasn’t that I was ashamed to have been a virgin, I just didn’t need the entire Buchanan clan to know that level of detail about me. 
 
    I didn’t have time to be mortified when the door swung open and Justice Buchanan came strolling in. “Hey,” she greeted. “What’d I miss?” 
 
    “The confirmation that virginities were indeed exchanged this weekend,” Aiden answered. 
 
    “Oh, my Sweet Jesus,” I groaned loud enough for everyone to hear me. 
 
    My head whipped around to face Michael’s twin when his voice hit my ears. “You’re going to have to get over that, Sophia,” he announced. “Buchanans have no secrets.” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around my waist because I didn’t know what to do with my hands. They were shaking from nerves. “I’m not a Buchanan,” I pointed out. 
 
    The snorts, laughs, eye rolls, huffs and ‘yeah right’s threw me for a loop. I looked back over at Michael. “Is the insanity hereditary and then somehow contagious?” 
 
    Everyone went back to setting their plates of lunch, but conversation was being thrown about all over the place. “That whole ‘love at first sight’ thing, that’s real,” Aiden informed me while studying the variety of salsas. 
 
    Gabriel waved a hand over his head and said, “Yeah, pretty much.” 
 
    “Buffoons,” Denise muttered. “Absolute buffoons.” She shook her head and said, “What they’re trying to say is that the odds of you becoming a Buchanan before the month is out is pretty high, Sophia.” 
 
    I could feel my eyes bug out. “What?” 
 
    “It’s like the Bermuda Triangle,” Justice Buchanan added. “It exists but there’s no explanation for it. The Buchanan Insanity is the same thing.” 
 
    “Are you calling me crazy, babe?” Gabriel asked. 
 
    “No,” she retorted. “I’m calling all of you crazy.” 
 
    “Amen,” Shane Buchanan muttered. 
 
    I looked back down at Michael and he just shrugged a shoulder, not denying the accusation. I was calculating the odds of me escaping out the door before Michael could reach me when Mason Buchanan’s voice joined in. “Sophia, the rumor is that you’re smarter than everyone in this building combined,” he stated. “Is that true?” 
 
    I hated questions like that. I didn’t want to come across as arrogant, because I wasn’t. But I also wasn’t going to lie. “Something like that,” I muttered. I was doing my best to keep his gaze, but Mason Buchanan was super intimidating. 
 
    I’m not sure, but it looked like he was taking pity on me, because he gave me the smallest of smiles and I didn’t think Mason Buchanan smiled. At all. “Well, then it shouldn’t be too hard to figure out that, seeing as how Michael waited all this time to…share himself, there’s no way it’s not love, and there’s no way he’ll ever let you go, Sophia.” 
 
    This was too much. 
 
    This was crazy. 
 
    Like not just crazy, but institutionalized kind of crazy. 
 
    Like shock therapy crazy. 
 
    Love at first sight doesn’t exist. 
 
    And it sure as hell doesn’t exist for someone like me. There’s no way a man like Michael could look at me and fall instantly in love. 
 
    No. Damn. Way. 
 
    I scanned the faces of people who were sitting themselves down to have lunch, completely ignoring my look of shock. “And all you…you people are okay with this?” I asked, gob smacked. Gob-fucking-smacked. “You have no issue with Michael introducing a woman he’s just met to the family?” 
 
    Gabriel let out a chuckle. “The Family,” he snorted. “This isn’t the Godfather, Sophia.” 
 
    I saw Mason still looking over at me. “It might as well be,” I said, flapping a hand in Mason’s direction. “If that man isn’t the definition of a modern-day mafia don, then I don’t know who is.” I totally face palmed myself when I realized what just left my mouth. 
 
    “She’s got a point,” Aiden chirped, and it made me feel like an even bigger fool. 
 
    I turned to Michael, and I found he was looking at me and not his crazy family. For some reason, my eyes started to water, looking at this beautiful man. When I spent the weekend with him, it was because I wasn’t proud. I’d take whatever I could get. The odds of another man being interested in me enough to sleep with me were super low. If I hadn’t taken Michael up on his offer of sex that Friday night, I probably would have died a virgin. But now, here he was, calling me his real girlfriend and introducing me to his family; to freaking Mason Buchanan. 
 
    “Michael, I don’t belong here,” I whispered, honestly and as seriously as I’ve ever been in my life. Michael’s entire demeanor changed right before my eyes. His smile and carefree banter with his family, suddenly, in the past. 
 
    He looked livid. 
 
    “What the fuck does that mean?” he snapped, not caring that his entire family could hear. And hear they did, because all conversation ceased. 
 
    I glanced over at the table and everyone was frozen in random states of activity. The girls were looking at me, while the men were all looking at Michael. So much for privacy. 
 
    I blinked the wetness in my eyes away and gathered some gumption. “It means that…it means you can do so much better than me for a girlfriend, Michael,” I told him. My eyes shifted to his family really quickly before returning to his burning, green gaze. “You need someone who looks like them.” I jerked my head towards the eavesdropping group. “You need someone who looks like you.” My voice caught, but I was okay with the truth. The truth never scared me. “I’ll only embarrass you if you date me.” 
 
    “Michael…” Mason Buchanan’s voice reached us, but Michael wasn’t looking anywhere but at me. 
 
    There was a heartbeat of silence and then…“That’s fucking bullshit!” Michael raged, and what ensued next, is something I’ll never forget. 
 
    Michael stood up, grabbed the chair he was sitting in and threw it across the room in a magnificent display of male strength, passion and unadulterated rage. 
 
    I mean, real, real rage. 
 
    I heard gasps, and I could only watch in stunned silence, as all three Buchanan males rushed over to Michael, surrounding him. 
 
    I was not going to stick around to see how this thing would end, because I was pretty sure it was going to end with me getting fired, and I didn’t need to have a genius IQ to know that much. I stood up and ran out the door. The door shut behind me and I looked up to see Michael’s assistant, Florence, standing at her desk, staring in my direction, her face saying it all. She heard the commotion. And if she didn’t, she sure as hell could hear Michael’s screaming my name from inside his office. 
 
    I ignored Florence, and I ran. 
 
    I even skipped the elevator. I found the stairway entrance and flew my fat ass down four flights of steps. When I hit my floor, I headed straight to Katrina’s office, and without giving her a chance to even question me, I told her I was going home sick. She gave me a shocked nod of her head-because I’ve never called in or gone home sick in all the years I’ve worked for BI-and I raced to my workstation, turned off my computer (without saving a damn thing) and ran out of the building. 
 
    My heart was racing, but by the time I made it to my car, my hands were shaking, and I was a mess. It took me a few seconds to unlock the driver’s side door, work the handle, get in and start the ignition. 
 
    I was fucking terrified. 
 
    Driving out of the parking structure, I managed to make my way onto the street-driving the correct direction-and it wasn’t until I was a couple of streetlights away, that I could finally focus. 
 
    I had no idea what I was feeling because I’d never been in a situation like this before, but I knew I didn’t like it. I didn’t like the attention, and I didn’t like…well, my heart was actually, physically hurting and I didn’t understand how it could do that. 
 
    I spent the entire drive to my apartment wondering how I was going to be able to show my face at BI tomorrow. Or even if I wanted to. 
 
    But I was a smart girl. I could figure it out. 
 
    Couldn’t I? 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    I wasn’t drunk, but I was pretty close. 
 
    I didn’t know what else to do. I kind of felt like Mason when I found him draining a bottle of liquor the morning after he had that big blowup with Shane. 
 
    It had taken all three of my brothers to hold me back from going after Sophia after I lost it in my office earlier. Justice’s ‘holy shit’ hadn’t penetrated my fog of rage, nor had Denise’s ‘holy fuck’. It was Shane’s quiet sobs that had snapped me out of my red haze. And as I looked over at her, sleeping peacefully on my couch, I hated how I upset her and made her feel like she needed to come home with me to babysit me. 
 
    Getting drunk seemed like the thing to do. 
 
    Closing my eyes and dropping my head back over the couch, I sighed. The last time I lost it like that, I was going after my father for talking ill about Shane. But, even then, I can’t recall feeling as much rage as I did when Sophia said she would only embarrass me if we dated. 
 
    I wanted to pummel anyone who has ever made Sophia feel like she was less than spectacular. 
 
    I couldn’t understand how she didn’t see it. I’ve been to her place, so I knew she owned a mirror. So, I just didn’t get it. 
 
    When I looked at Sophia, all I saw was a beautiful face that didn’t need makeup. I saw a body lush, ripe that was made to be worshipped-by me, and only me, that is. And being around her was like rain after a decade long drought; refreshing and much needed in my life. 
 
    Sophia was a one in a million. There were thousands of beautiful blondes, stunning brunettes and gorgeous redheads. There were thousands of those perfect humans who were curved to perfection and had not even an eyelash out of place. 
 
    But there was only one Sophia, with her genius IQ, her unfiltered mouth, her shy quirks and a body made just for me. 
 
    I had been a 23-year-old virgin before I met her. I’ve had countless girls and women throw themselves at me over the years, and not any of them ever make me feel a fraction of what Sophia does when I just look at her. 
 
    And now she’s seen me at my worst, and she ran. 
 
    Hell, that’s not even my worst. My worst was bought off many times by my father and there were the times he didn’t even know about. 
 
    Mason, Aiden and Gabriel knew I was our father’s favorite punching bag, but they didn’t know the extent of his abuse and I never told them. I knew that if I did, Mason would have killed him without hesitation, and Aiden and Gabriel would have helped him bury the body, no questions asked. I couldn’t and would never put them in that position. So, I downplayed a lot of what my father did. 
 
    I still don’t understand why he favored me for his bullshit, but he did, and I never asked why. It wasn’t until I was older that I realized the more I could take, the prouder he became. He wanted to turn me into a monster, and I think it’s because his deranged mind believed that he was forming a bond between us. 
 
    Oh, and he formed a bond alright. 
 
    The hate I had for Harold Buchanan was cemented in the marrow of my bones. It was almost as strong as the love I have for my brothers. 
 
    At first, the abuse was very much like he dished out to Mason, Aiden and Gabriel. But as Mason and Aiden went off to college and Gabriel was busy with Justice, it was just me and the abuse got creative. It was almost military style tactics. 
 
    He would cut me without stabbing me. He would choke me without strangling me. He would always take me to the edge of my life and then bring me back, reminding me who was in charge. 
 
    I never cried, and I never begged. 
 
    The scars didn’t bother me, but my temper did. 
 
    I didn’t like worrying my brothers and frightening my sisters. I didn’t like not being in control. I valued self-control. I looked up to Mason and reveled in how cold he was. Sometimes I envied that; his ability to remain cold to his emotions. 
 
    I was able to remain calm when everything else around me was falling into chaos, but not if it involved my emotions regarding the people I loved and cared about. Mason, Aiden, Gabriel, Shane, Denise, Justice, and now, Sophia…they were my ticking time bombs. 
 
    Sophia. 
 
    I opened my eyes and raised my head, looking back down at the drink in my hand. What was I going to do about Sophia? 
 
    She had run out of my office like she never wanted to see me again, and I sort of couldn’t blame her. With all the questions she was asking, I knew she wasn’t a hundred percent on board with us dating yet, and then I go and throw a fucking chair across the room. 
 
    I’m such a fucking idiot. 
 
    I turned my head when I noticed Shane beginning to wake up. I didn’t need a babysitter, and I knew Mason loathed to not have her at home, but my mental state seemed to be the priority for everyone. The girls had never seen me lose my shit, but my brothers have. So, while it was par for the course for them, I knew I had frightened the girls. And I really felt like shit over that. 
 
    I watched as Shane rubbed her eyes, stretched and sit up. She turned towards me and cocked her head to the side. “Hey,” she whispered, a small smile on her lips. My eyes darted to the mole on the edge of her right eye. Mason once said it made his dick hard, but I thought it looked sweet on her. 
 
    My eyes found her pretty hazel ones, and I said, “Hey, back.” 
 
    Shane’s eyes wandered to the glass of amber in my hand and back up to mine. “How many of those have you had?” she asked, mother-henning me. 
 
    “Not enough, Pretty Girl,” I answered. “Not nearly enough.” 
 
    She sighed. “Michael, Sophia was just shocked,” she said, trying to downplay my behavior. “As we all…okay, maybe not your brothers, but us girls were…surprised, to say the least.” 
 
    “I know,” I breathed out. “And I’m so sorry, Pretty Girl. That is not something I ever wanted you girls to witness. It’s not fun.” 
 
    Shane nodded and started biting on her lower lip. After a few seconds, she said, “It’s just…it was such a contrast to the Michael we usually see, that’s all.” 
 
    I reached over and patted her knee. “There’s only one Michael, Shane.” 
 
    “I know,” she said, her voice worried. “And I love him dearly, I do. And because I love him so much, it kills me to see him upset.” 
 
    “What do I do if Sophia decides she never wants to see me again?” I asked her. I needed advice on this one. There was no one like Sophia, so common, run of the mill advise didn’t apply to this situation. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s going to happen,” Shane replied, giving me hope. “I’ll admit, I don’t know Sophia outside of the party and lunch today, but she seems stronger than she gets credit for, Michael. I mean, a girl who speaks her mind the way she does has to be strong to the responses and reactions around her.” 
 
    “But she’s also sheltered, shy and…doubtful,” I countered. “She might decide I’m too much to handle.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she conceded. “Or, maybe, she might decide she’s found a man who isn’t scared to protect her and fight for her.” I snorted, and she slapped at me. “Hey! It’s true,” she argued. “Why do you think Mason’s…uh…ways don’t bother me? It’s because, even though I know he’s a bit of psychopath, his mental instability falls in my favor.” 
 
    I eyed her, but what she was saying wasn’t necessarily untrue. “If you were Sophia, what would you want from me right now?” 
 
    “My honest advice, Michael, is that…well, I think you should go to her,” she answered. “Sophia speaks her mind and leaves nothing to chance where she is concerned. If you go to her, she’s going to tell you exactly what she’s feeling and thinking. It’s better than trying to get through the workday tomorrow unsure of what’s going to happen. Not to mention, we don’t even know if she will show up to work tomorrow after all this.” 
 
    “What if she says she doesn’t want to see me?” I had no qualms about voicing my fears and insecurities to Shane. She brought a peace to all of us that we’ve never had before she came into our lives. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s going to happen, Michael,” she said. “Sophia is so open-minded and unfiltered, I think she’ll want the chance to talk with you about it. And if she does decide she wants nothing more to do with you, she’ll tell you point blank and, at least, you’ll know.” 
 
    I set my glass down on the coffee table and ran my hands down my face. “Therein lies the problem, Shane,” I groaned. “I won’t accept it if she says she wants nothing more to do with me.” I turned to face my sister. “I won’t let her go. Not for anything or anybody, Shane.” 
 
    Shane smirked before her face lit up with a full smile across her face. “I wouldn’t expect anything less from a Buchanan, Michael.” She leaned in, grabbed my face and planted a kiss on my forehead. “Go get your girl.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    After one cold dinner, one hot bubble bath, one minor meltdown and three episodes of South Park, I was still an emotional mess. 
 
    Time was already trying to reach 10 o’clock, and I still didn’t know what to do about tomorrow. I was almost one hundred percent sure I was fired. I mean…I caused one of the bosses to throw a chair across the room. Who wouldn’t get fired for that? 
 
    Not to mention, I slept with said boss and let him do the most obscene things to my body that went way beyond what was appropriate. Christ. For someone with an IQ as high as mine, I sure am doing some stupid things lately. 
 
    It wasn’t even Michael’s violent temper that had me all discombobulated. It was going from being a nobody-whom no one noticed-one day to becoming the center of attraction for a Buchanan luncheon. I mean, they discussed Michael and I losing our virginities as if they had been discussing the change in weather. It had been…overwhelming. 
 
    And I hadn’t meant to upset Michael, but what I had told him had been the absolute truth. If he was truly serious about dating me, it’d be humiliating for him. Someone who looked as he does, and comes from a family who, all, look like they belong on the cover of fashion magazines, needed someone who was gorgeous on his arm. 
 
    I was not gorgeous. Hell, I wasn’t even pretty. I was plain and I couldn’t even be bothered to try my hand at makeup to try to improve on that plainness. I was happy being plain and invisible. 
 
    But, in one night, Michael Buchanan was able to put me in the spotlight with his forced date to that stupid company party. I just didn’t understand it. 
 
    I even thought that maybe he liked unattractive women because we were less of a hassle, but when he told me he had been a virgin, too…well, for the love of all that is pure and untouched. At first, I struggled to believe him, but then, that entire night, Michael had acted like a kid in a candy store. He had wanted a taste of everything. And once we decided to jump out of the plane with no parachutes, the entire weekend had been nothing but desperately fueled sex. 
 
    It had been fantastic. 
 
    But I hadn’t expected it to last beyond the weekend. I mean, come ooooonnnnnn…we’re talking about Michael Buchanan, here. He could have any woman he wanted…hell, there were probably women out there who were willing to share him; he was that hot. And, then, the sudden thought of him with other women made my heart hurt. It was the same feeling I had when I fled his office earlier. Now, I wasn’t an expert in relationships or feelings, but I was pretty sure I was experiencing heartbreak of some sort. 
 
    What a crappy Monday. 
 
    The knock at my door confirmed my crappy Monday assessment, and all I needed was a visit from my mother or sister to top off this day. And, of course, it could only be one of them because no one else ever visited. I was even too despondent to wonder why they were visiting so late. I just figured it had to do with the crappy Monday theme. 
 
    I turned the lock and swung the door open, prepared to face off with Satan and her Hell Hound, when my eyes landed on a male chest; a very muscular male chest encased in a blue Quicksilver shirt. 
 
    I knew that chest. 
 
    I had run my hands and tongue all over it this weekend. 
 
    Goddamn it! 
 
    I tilted my head and looked into the green…bloodshot eyes of Michael Buchanan. I sighed. “Michael…” 
 
    He stuck his hands in the pockets of his jeans and hunched his shoulders like a child in trouble. “May I come in?” 
 
    I stepped back and pulled open the door wider to allow him entrance. As he passed me, I got a whiff of his cologne. It’s the same cologne you smell outside the liquor store. “Are you drunk?” 
 
    He whipped around to face me, his eyes wide. “No,” he said curtly. “I’m not drunk.” 
 
    I shut the door behind me. “Then why do you smell like a bottle of liquor?” 
 
    Michael let out a sigh and ran his hands up his face and through his dark tresses. “Because I’ve been drinking,” he said. “A lot. But not enough to be drunk.” 
 
    It’s times like this I wish I had a filter. But I didn’t, so...“Why were you drinking? Is it because you have to fire me and it’s causing you undue stress?” 
 
    His eyes started blinking and I couldn’t tear my gaze from his thick lashes. “Fire you? Why on earth would you think you were being fired?” he asked incredulously. 
 
    I put my hands on my hips and cocked my head at the simpleton. “Oh, I don’t know,” I grated out, sarcastically. “Let’s see…I was going to miss the party. I caused drama at the party with my supervisor. I went home with the HR Manager. I let that same HR Manager do countless things to my naked body. I did countless things to his naked body. He did some of my work over the weekend. My supervisor has a serious issue with me and, this time, it’s legit. I ruined a Buchanan luncheon, and I pissed off the HR Manager to the point of violence and, then, I left work a half day early, lying that I wasn’t feeling well,” I recapped. “Do I need another reason to get fired?” 
 
    He was standing before me in three long strides. He placed his hands on his hips and matched my stance. Staring down at me he said, “You were excused from that party. Your supervisor caused drama by approaching our table. Hell yeah, you went home with the HR Manager, who wasn’t going to give you a choice, I might add. As for the countless things done nakedly? Well, take those off your list, because we’re going to keep doing them. Your supervisor is a raging bitch, so it wouldn’t matter if you were perfect or an outright fuckup. You didn’t ruin the luncheon, since it was for you, anyway. And as far as pissing me off? Baby, it doesn’t take much. I’ve also looked over your employment files, at the rate you’ve been working, we probably owe you a year’s worth of sick time and vacation time,” he countered. 
 
    His chest was heaving by the time he was done with his little rant and the only thing I could focus on was when he said we were going to continue doing naked things together. 
 
    I was such a loser. 
 
    I blinked back up at him. “I’m not fired and we’re still going to do naked things together?” 
 
    Relief swamped his face. “No, you’re not and I sure as fuck hope so,” he breathed out. 
 
    I dropped my hands from my hips-no longer feeling sassy-and stepped into his body, wrapping my arms around his waist. His arms immediately circled me and were pretty much crushing me to death. “I’m so sorry,” I mumbled into his chest. 
 
    His voice sounded pained. “For God’s sake, what for, Sophia?” 
 
    “Upsetting you,” I answered plainly. I mean, I was sorry for whatever it was I said that made him throw a freakin’ chair across the room. 
 
    Michael untangled my arms from around his waist, took my face in his hands and bent his knees so that we were half-ass at eye level. His green eyes looked so damn sincere, it was a little bit heartbreaking. “Do you know what it was that set me off, Sophia?” 
 
    “No,” I whispered. “I just know it was something I did.” 
 
    His gaze fell to my lips, and that one little microsecond act had my body tingling with memories of the weekend. “It’s when you said you’d only embarrass me if we dated, Sophia,” he informed me. “That’s what set me off and…well, my temper is not one to treat lightly.” 
 
    I scoffed. “Ya think?” The corner of his lip lifted, and the dimpled smirk was almost enough to make me forget what we were talking about. Damn the man. “But, Michael, it doesn’t make what I said any less true,” I reiterated. “I mean…have you looked at you?” 
 
    And then he said something that would have knocked me on my ass had he not had my face in his hands. “Yeah, baby,” he whispered. “I’ve seen me, and I see a body riddled with so many scars, I couldn’t escape how fucked up I am even if I tried.” 
 
    His words broke my heart. The idea that this beautiful human being who had money, status, family, power, stunning looks and a big dick (I did do some minor research in penis sizes) could feel like that about himself absolutely broke my heart. “Michael, you’re not fucked up,” I replied, but added, “Of course, I don’t know you that well, so you could very well be a complete nutcase, but I don’t think so.” Michael let go of my face, straightened to his full height, threw his head back and started laughing. I slapped at him. “Quit laughing at me.” 
 
    He looked back down at me and his face was pure joy. “I’m not laughing at you, Sophia. I swear,” he quickly replied. “You’re just so damn refreshing, baby.” 
 
    “Are you still mad at me? Do I still have a job? Does your family hate me?” I realized that just because Michael found me funny, didn’t mean his family did. 
 
    Michael smiled down at me and I almost scolded his dimples again. “I was never mad at you. Of course, you still have a job. And my family loves you blindly, no questions asked.” 
 
    I shook my head. “You guys are weird, Michael.” 
 
    “You have no idea, Sophia,” he chuckled. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    Sophia looked so razzled, I had to smile. I knew she hated me smiling at her, but I couldn’t help it. I had been so terrified that she was going to want nothing more to do with me, the fact that she was allowing me to be in her apartment with her was a huge victory for me. 
 
    “Can we sit down, Sophia?” We needed to have a serious heart-to-heart about what was going on between us. I also needed to explain my temper to her. She needed to know what she was getting herself into, because she was in…I wasn’t going to allow anything less. 
 
    “Sure,” she said, already heading towards the couch. 
 
    Once we sat down, I angled my body so I could look at her. “My father used to beat us,” I started, figuring I might as well rip off the bandage. She gasped, but I ignored her shock. I needed to get this out. “Mason’s biggest struggle wasn’t his beatings, so much as…he couldn’t protect Aiden, Gabe and me as much as he wanted to. He carries that burden heavily. Plus, my father, Harold, knew Mason would take over one day, so he did his best to straddle the line of keeping Mason in check without crossing the line. Aiden’s always been a good dude, so he didn’t do much to warrant many beatings. He fell in line behind my dad unless a situation found us choosing sides. Well, then, we always chose Mason. Always.” 
 
    Sophia placed one of her dainty hands on my left knee and leaned forward. “Michael, you don’t have to tell-” 
 
    I put a hand up to silence her. Hell yeah, I had to tell her. She still didn’t get that we were going to be her family now, so she needed to know us. “Gabriel and I…well, Gabriel wasn’t home much. Gabriel and Justice met when we were 15 and Gabriel fell in love hard and spent as much time with her as he could. They recently got married, but they’ve been together since they were 16 years old.” I still can’t believe Gabe waited so long to marry Justice. Anyway…“I was the last of my father’s…toys…” 
 
    “Michael…” Sophia whispered, heartbrokenly. 
 
    “It’s okay, babe,” I assured her. “It’s been years since my father put hands on any of us, but unfortunately, his physical, verbal and mental abuse made their marks. And, for whatever reason, I got the worst of it. I don’t know why, and I never asked, but Harold beat me the worst. The scars on my body are the only way you can tell me apart from Gabriel. The scar under my eyes is the only way anyone paying attention to us would be able to tell the difference. Even our tattoos are the same.” I had to smile at that one. “Well, they used to be until Gabe and Justice got matching tattoos.” 
 
    Sophia’s eyes widened and then she blew me the fuck away with her next words. And just when I thought I was getting used to her…“Did you want to go out and get matching tattoos to match your brother’s and sister’s?” 
 
    I laughed. I couldn’t help it. “No,” I chuckled. “Their tattoos are personal. It would go way beyond weird if I got a tattoo to match theirs.” 
 
    “No…I meant-” she stopped, and I could see her face turning red with embarrassment. 
 
    It fucking killed me when she became embarrassed of herself. 
 
    Fucking. Killed. Me. 
 
    “What d’you mean?” I said, prompting her to finish. 
 
    Sophia shrugged a shoulder. “I was thinking, like…we could get tattoos like theirs…uh, in the same place, but not matching theirs. Like…we’d make…” She shook her head and let out a soft, sad laugh. “Sorry, it sounds stupid.” 
 
    Holy fuck. 
 
    Sophia wanted to get matching tattoos with me so I could still feel connected to Gabriel. 
 
    Fuck. Me. 
 
    If I wasn’t already in love with the girl, I sure as fuck was now. 
 
    “I love the idea and we can go get them now, but I have to ask,” I hated having to ask. “How did you go from not wanting to be my girlfriend to willing to get matching tattoos with me? Not to mention my violent episodes...we haven’t even begun to touch on that subject.” I needed to be completely honest with her. “My demons run deep, Sophia.” 
 
    She started wringing her hands in her lap, but her chocolate gaze never faltered. She looked me straight in the eye when she answered, “As you know, I’ve never had a boyfriend before, and while you’re way out of my league and this can only end badly for me, I can’t lie and deny that I feel things when you look at me, Michael,” she confessed. “And I really feel things when you touch me. I…I may never get this chance again and I don’t want to miss out because I’m scared.” 
 
    I reached for her and pulled her into my lap until she was straddling me. Her face reddened, and I knew she was thinking back to the last time she was straddling me. We had been naked, and her big fucking tits had been in my mouth and hands as she rode my cock like a seasoned pro. My dick jumped at the memory. Goddamn it! We were trying to have a serious conversation here. 
 
    And that effort went right out the window when Sophia let out a little moan and rubbed herself across my hardened dick. “Sophia, baby…” 
 
    Her eyes searched mine. “I can’t help it, Michael,” she whimpered. “It’s one of the things you make me feel.” 
 
    “But we need to talk, Sophia,” I reminded her. “We need to talk about my temper.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I don’t care about your temper, Michael. It doesn’t scare me.” 
 
    My hands tightened on her thick hips. “It should, Sophia,” I countered. “It really should.” 
 
    Sophia placed her hands on my chest and started rubbing her pussy back and forth over my dick with no shame whatsoever. She was killing me. “I didn’t run out of your office today because you scared me, Michael. I ran out of there because I was terrified that I ruined everything. I’d never experienced emotions like that before and it was too overwhelming for me to handle. You’re too overwhelming for me to handle.” 
 
    My dick was ready to jump out of my jeans. “Seems like you’re handling me just fine, Sophia,” I said, contradicting her statement. And, fuck, was she ever. 
 
    Her breathing labored, and I knew she was getting her clit off against the roughness of my jeans. “I don’t know what I’m doing, Michael,” she continued, searching for her orgasm all the time trying to hold a conversation. “I…but, oh God, I want to try. I’ll…I’ll try to understand your temper, if you try to understand everything that’s wrong with me.” 
 
    Just like back at my office, her words fucked me up. I grabbed her hips and placed her on her feet. In record time, I had my pants and boxers down around my knees, and thank God, Sophia had been dressed in a loose t-shirt and little cotton pajama shorts. Because the second I had her back on my lap, I reached in between those thick thighs of hers and ripped the center of her shorts hard enough to hear the fabric tear. Her shorts and panties became useless pieces of scrap as I gripped her hips and slammed her down on my cock. 
 
    Her hands came down on my shoulders and she threw her head back as she screamed my name, “Michael!” 
 
    Sophia’s pussy was tight, wet, still swollen from overuse this weekend, and absolutely perfectly wrapped around my cock. I wanted to live with my dick buried in her pussy. And when her pussy couldn’t take me anymore, I wanted to live with it buried in her ass. And when her ass couldn’t take me anymore, she had a perfectly working mouth and two fucking hands. 
 
    I wanted to live wrapped up in everything that was Sophia. 
 
    My eyes fell to where she was taking me into her body, but my words could be heard clearly. “There’s nothing wrong with you, Sophia,” I insisted. “Not a motherfucking thing.” 
 
    She must have believed me because she started bouncing up and down on my cock so hard, I was able to remove my hands and rip her flimsy t-shirt down the middle. And, praised be The Lord, I suspected she didn’t have a bra on, but I hadn’t been sure until this moment. Her tits were dancing in my face and I loved how she was so full, it took both my hands to capture her tits and feed them into my mouth. 
 
    I was switching from nipple to nipple like a madman, and when I bit down on her right ridge, Sophia’s soaking wet cunt grabbed hold of my dick and refused to let go. “Holy, oh my God, I’m cumming!” she screamed as her fingers dug into my shoulders. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, baby,” I growled. “Just how I like it, Sophia. Cum all over my cock.” And because I had issues, I added, “Only my cock, baby. Only ever my fucking cock, Sophia. No other man will ever touch you.” 
 
    I thought she’d get all starry-eyed and fall in love with me, but instead, she panted, “Okay, I can do that.” She dropped her head against my shoulders and gave herself over to the tremors wracking her body. But in a voice as clear as day, no matter how out of breath, she said, “No other woman will ever get to touch you, either, Michael.” 
 
    I wanted to laugh at her declaration, but I didn’t dare. I still had my cock inside her and I knew how she felt about my laughing. And my smile. So, I just wrapped my arms around her and brought her as close to me as possible. “Sophia, that’s not possible,” I told her. “I waited all my life for you. There is no way in hell another woman will ever grab my attention. It’s just not possible.” And it wasn’t. Even without my brothers’ bouts with love at first sight, I knew Sophia was the one for me. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    Tuesday at work had been surprisingly…normal. There hadn’t been any whispers about Michael’s…uh, display of passion in his office. There hadn’t been any whispers about me going home sick, although Katrina did stink-eye me when she had passed me in the hallway first thing in the morning. There also hadn’t been any Buchanan sightings on my floor. I didn’t know if it was because they were giving me some room to breathe, or if they were just busy. Either way, I was happy to not have had to face any of them. I was still embarrassed no matter how much Michael had tried to reassure me that they weren’t thinking ill of me. 
 
    “God, baby,” Michael’s breath danced across my…uh, comfy stomach. “I don’t know how I manage to stay away from you during the day.” His hand skimmed across my stomach and over my right breast until he was cradling it like a freakin’ new born. “I want to set up a desk for you in my office so I can just have at you whenever I want. 
 
    I hadn’t been home an hour when Michael showed up at my door and dragged me into the bedroom. Chores, errands, dinner-all of it forgotten as Michael stripped me out of my clothes and proceeded doing those naked things he promised we’d keep doing. 
 
    Now we laid in my bed, naked and spent, and I don’t know about him, but feeling oh so good. I had my hand buried in his hair, lightly scratching his scalp. “You’re in charge of all of HR, Michael,” I reminded him. “You can’t just be…doing inappropriate things like that at work.” 
 
    He rolled his beautiful green eyes at me. “I know for a fact at that Gabriel, Mason and Aiden are inappropriate a few times a day at work with the girls. Don’t talk to me about inappropriateness, woman.” 
 
    I couldn’t stop my grin. He truly was ridiculous. “Your brothers are not in charge of the Human Resources department. And, besides, they’re getting it on with their wives, Michael, not…not women who aren’t their wives.” God, I sounded stupid. 
 
    Michael raised his head and crawled over my body until he was covering me, supporting all his weight on his elbows. He brushed my hair back from me face. Nothing had ever felt better than Michael’s body covering mine. He felt so damn good. “You feel so good on top of me, Michael,” I blurted out. 
 
    His confidence was showing when he smirked and said, “Just on top of you?” 
 
    I blushed. I couldn’t help it. Michael’s done the dirtiest things to me and I still blushed in front of him. “I like it all,” I admitted. “But when you’re on top of me, I feel wanted and safe,” I said like a dork. “Like you won’t let anything bad come near me.” 
 
    He kissed the tip of my nose before saying, “I’m not going to, Sophia. Y-” Whatever he was about to say was cut off by a knock at my front door. We’d yet to stay at Michael’s, but I knew that was because he was still trying to give me time to get used to all of his…Buchananness. “You expecting someone?” 
 
    I almost rolled my eyes at his tone. Hell no, I wasn’t expecting anyone. I had no friends, and I rarely had any deliveries. “No, you psycho,” I snorted. “I wasn’t even expecting you this afternoon.” 
 
    He jumped off my body and started gathering his clothes. “Get dressed,” he ordered. “I’ll go see who it is.” 
 
    I eyed him. “I should probably object to your highhanded ways, you know,” I said wryly. 
 
    The fucker winked at me and flashed his dimply weapons. “You probably should,” he agreed before turning his back on me and walking out of the bedroom. 
 
    I gathered my clothes wondering who it could be. Granted, Michael would probably send them on their way, so it wouldn’t matter. And that was probably a good thing, since I was sporting the just-fucked look. 
 
    My shirt was just falling back over the hips of the skirt I wore to work today when I heard the voices. 
 
    Their voices. 
 
    Goddamn, fuck, shit, hell, fuck, fuckity, fuck, fuck, goddam it! 
 
    I raced out of the room, down the hall and skidded to a stop on the hardwood floor of my living room to see Michael standing there, in a t-shirt and jeans-damn, he’s fine-with my mother and sister. 
 
    I was pretty sure I was going to throw up all over the place. 
 
    “Mm…Mother,” I stammered. “Mother, Phoebe…what are you guys doing here?” I’m not sure what my face conveyed, but Michael’s eyes darted over towards me and I could tell he picked up on my tone. 
 
    My mother huffed. “Really, Sophia,” she chastised. “Is that any way to greet your mother and sister?” 
 
    “Really, Sophia,” Phoebe chimed in, falling right in step with my mother like she always did, and probably always will. 
 
    “I just…” I could feel Michael’s eyes on me, and it was him that was causing me anxiety more so than my mother and sister. I was used to them. “I wasn’t expecting you guys, is all.” 
 
    My mother adjusted her purse over her arm and raised a brow. “Well, you’ve been avoiding us for days, so I figured we’d have to come to you.” 
 
    My eyes down casted. “I haven’t been avoiding you,” I corrected…or maybe I have. “I’ve just been…busy.” 
 
    Both their eyes flickered over to Michael before my mother remarked, “I guess so.” 
 
    I couldn’t avoid it any longer. “Mother, Phoebe, I’d like you to meet Michael Buchanan.” I glanced over at Michael. “Michael, I’d like you to meet my mother, Edna Martella, and my sister, Phoebe Martella.” 
 
    Michael stepped up to them and stuck out his hand to shake my mother’s hand first and then my sister’s. They each took his hand and shook, but the awkwardness was loud and stifling. “It’s nice to meet you Mrs. Martella,” Michael said politely. “Miss Martella.” 
 
    My mother cocked her head at him. “Likewise,” my mother muttered. And then I watched in fascination as her eyes lit up and recognition dawned. “Buchanan? As in Buchanan Industries?” 
 
    I’ve never felt worthy before in my life. I’ve never felt as if I mattered or made a difference. I had a genius IQ, but never did anything with it because I wasn’t…a person who reached beyond her station in life. And I had been okay with that. I was fine with being invisible. But, then, Michael came into my life, and when he’s been with me, he’s managed to make me feel like I mattered. Hell, even his family willing to have a luncheon to meet me had made me feel important. 
 
    So, when Michael walked over to stand behind me, placing his hands on my shoulders in an unmistakable show of support…well, I almost started crying. It made me want to believe that he really meant what he said when he said it was love at first sight. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he answered her from behind me. “My family runs Buchanan Industries.” 
 
    Phoebe paid no attention to the fact that Michael was touching me with familiar ease. Her entire face lit up, and she had no qualms about what a meeting with Michael Buchanan could mean. “Oh, well, it’s wonderful to meet you, Mr. Buchanan,” she purred. “How do you know Sophia? I mean, she’s just a worker at BI, isn’t she? I can’t imagine the head of BI would have much to do with her.” 
 
    I felt Michael’s body tense behind me. My first thought was of his temper and I didn’t want him doing anything that would garner a lawsuit. So, I did the only thing I could think to do. 
 
    I gave Michael everything he wanted. 
 
    “Michael’s my fiancé,” I blurted out. “As a…as a matter of fact, we were just heading out to get married right now. Before you showed up. Uhm…so…how about I call you later or something?” 
 
    I felt Michael’s forehead drop on top of my head and I felt his chuckle. My mother’s and sister’s faces were absolutely riddled with shock, but I couldn’t stop the smile that spread across my face. 
 
    I calmed Michael down. 
 
    And it wasn’t until this second that I realized how important that was to me. 
 
    Of course, now, he was probably going to hold me to my unconventional proposal. 
 
    My mother finally broke the silence. “You cannot be serious, Sophia,” she screeched. “Michael Buchanan is not about to marry you when he has his pick of any woman in the world.” 
 
    I was about to agree with her, because…let’s face it, she’s right, but Michael raised his head off the top of mine and spoke for me. “Well, Mrs. Martella, seeing as how I can have the pick of any woman I want, it just so happens I want Sophia, so I picked her,” he said smoothly. 
 
    I tilted my head back as far as I could, surprised he wasn’t in a rage. “You’re awfully calm,” I said, not caring that we had an audience. 
 
    And what does this fucker go do? He looked down at me and smiled his smile at me, dimples and all, and said, “Of course, I am, babe,” he smirked. “You finally agreed to marry me.” He stressed the word ‘finally’ to give my sister and mother the impression that he’s been begging for a while. 
 
    “This has got to be a joke,” Phoebe snapped. “There is no way you are marrying a Buchanan. I mean, look at you, Sophia!” Her attitude wasn’t anything new to me. Phoebe’s treatment of me was well learned from our mother. 
 
    But, this time, when Michael standing behind me…and, well, with me trying to make sure he didn’t go off half-cocked, my response to their cruelty was different. “I am marrying a Buchanan and I don’t have to look at me, Phoebe, because I have Michael for that.” She gasped that I would dare stick up for myself. “Michael looks at me and loves what he sees and that’s all I need.” 
 
    Michael gave my shoulders a quick squeeze, and I realized I meant every word I just said. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    “So, then, did you marry her or not?” Mason asked. It was Wednesday morning, and we were all sitting in his office. 
 
    Sad to say, after Sophia stood up for herself against her mother and sister, we had not headed down to the courthouse to get married. She had ushered her family out of her apartment, and as soon as the door was locked behind them, she had dragged me back to the bedroom and fucked the holy shit out of me. All thoughts of running out and getting married gone in favor of some rough, dirty fucking. 
 
    “No,” I answered. “We spent the rest of the night in bed.” 
 
    Aiden snorted. “Of course, you did,” he quipped. “What else do you do once you’ve lost your virginity?” 
 
    I side-eyed him. “It’s not like that,” I argued. “Well, not exactly like that.” 
 
    Gabe rolled his eyes. “Dude, I remember exactly what it felt the first time I slid into Justice,” he shared. “Do not try to tell me you’re not doing everything you can, right now, to keep from summoning her up to your office.” 
 
    He wasn’t lying. 
 
    “I’m the HR Manager, Gabe,” I retorted. “I have some self-control, you know.” He cocked his head at me and raised a brow. 
 
    The fucker. 
 
    “So, is she going to marry you or not?” Mason asked, bringing us back to the topic at hand. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, she’s going to marry me,” I said. “She can’t take back her proposal. It’d be rude.” 
 
    “Okay, I can call the guy I used-” 
 
    Gabriel’s brows shot up at Aiden. “For Christ’s sake, Aid, this isn’t a drug deal,” he clarified. 
 
    I laughed as Aiden flipped him off. “I can have everything arranged by the end of the week. You guys can get married here on Friday.” 
 
    Mason shook his head. “We have got to be the worst,” he said, a deep, sad sigh to accompany. “Gabriel marries Justice in Vegas, Aiden married Denise in his office, and I married Shane at the goddamn county clerk’s office the second the papers were signed. And now Michael’s going to marry Sophia in his office? There’s four of us and not one wedding to speak about.” 
 
    Aiden flapped his hand at Mason, dismissing his comments. “These women are smart, Mase,” he argued. “We did what we had to do. If we had given them time to really think about it, they probably would have said no. I’m not apologizing to Denise for our wedding. It was perfect.” 
 
    Mason laughed. “I’m not saying I regret it,” he clarified. “I’m just saying we’re pretty lucky they loved us more than they loved the fairy tale.” 
 
    Before anyone could comment, the door opened, and in walked my worst nightmare. My mother had come a long way in repairing her relationship with us, but our father was still a dick. Things had really gone south when his racism showed when he found out about Denise and Aiden. It was a miracle Mason hadn’t let Aiden kill him. 
 
    He walked into the room, pretending he still contributed to BI and had a say, but we all knew the truth. He knew it too. 
 
    He stopped right in front of me and glared down at me. I could see it in his eyes; he’s forgotten that I’m not the youngest son anymore. “You know, I stood aside as Mason married a goddamn foster kid with no social standing whatsoever. I stood aside as Aiden married a woman who…has a mixed heritage on top of having no money or social standing. And, then, a few weeks ago, I get wind that Gabriel has gone off and married that trailer park trash that he’s been fucking since he was 16 years old. Oh, yeah,” he snarled. “I knew all about that. And, now, I hear that you’re running after some accounting clerk who’s no better than a pig? You’re the last Buchanan to make a decent match for our family and this business, Michael. I am not going to let you marry some nobody!” 
 
    There was a long, deafening heartbeat of silence. The shock of his words was crippling. If I didn’t know better, I’d think that he’s truly lost his mind. To come in here and insult his sons’ wives as if there was no price to pay for that, I couldn’t wrap my mind around the nerve. 
 
    And then what he said about Sophia penetrated my mind and settled deep in the pit of my soul. I would have kicked his ass for daring to speak ill of Denise or Justice. I would have killed him for insulting Shane. But Sophia? 
 
    He wasn’t worthy enough to even speak her name. 
 
    I launched myself out of my seat and had him on the ground before my brothers could completely process what he had said about their wives. 
 
    I had never laid hands on my father before, and while the motherfucker could still throw a punch, I was raining down years of resentment, anger, hurt and hate that has permeated in my blood since the first time my father ever put hands on me. 
 
    There was blood everywhere, but I couldn’t see it. There were shouts all throughout the room, but I couldn’t hear them. I was blind and deaf to everything around me, except this motherfucker underneath me. “If you ever say another word about Sophia, ever again, I will fucking kill you!” Hell, I probably was already killing him, but I didn’t care, and I didn’t stop. 
 
    I realized with a clarity that was clear as crystal that I really wanted this sonofabitch dead. 
 
    My fists started coming down harder and I was hell bent on killing him and just being done with it, but, apparently, my brothers were smarter than my temper. Instead of trying to get me to stop, they pull together to drag his limp body away from me. 
 
    The second Aiden and Gabriel were able to drag him aside, and Mason was standing in front of me, I was able to stop. My hands were a ripped mess. My clothes were blood splattered. My breathing was labored, and I knew my eyes looked crazy. 
 
    But I stood there. 
 
    I stood there with my fists at my side staring at my brother while Aiden and Gabriel checked to see if our father was still breathing. 
 
    Mason didn’t reach for me. He didn’t yell at me or scold me. He didn’t check on our father. He didn’t do anything, except look at me. 
 
    Sanity started to return, and I glanced over at where Aiden and Gabriel were still tending to our father. Well, I suppose they weren’t really tending to him, so much as making sure he wasn’t dead. 
 
    Mason finally spoke and his words almost brought me to my knees because I knew he meant every single word. “Do you want me to kill him, Michael?” 
 
    My green eyes flew to his grey ones. Grey ones the exact replica of our fathers. I couldn’t believe how much he resembled our father, but how completely opposite the two men were. I mean, they were both psychopaths, but Mason was still human. 
 
    I honestly didn’t know how to answer him. I wanted to say yes, so badly, but I would never do that to my brothers. If Harold died, it would be solely on me. 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I finally answered. “If…I decide he needs killing, I’ll do it.” 
 
    Ignoring the limp, broken body at his feet, Gabriel jumped up and growled, “Fuck that, Mike. If he dies, we killed him.” 
 
    “No, Gabe,” I replied, strangely feeling a calm I shouldn’t be. “This is all on me.” 
 
    Aiden stood up, ignoring our father, too. “Fuck that, Michael,” he said, repeating what Gabriel said. 
 
    I looked over at Mason. “I don’t know what to do, Mase,” I confessed. “I want to kill him. I want to kill him. I don’t want anyone doing it for me. I need to kill him.” 
 
    “Go get Sophia, Gabe,” he called over his shoulder, his eyes never leaving mine. I didn’t tell him not to, either. Sophia needed to see this. She needed to see what I was capable of. And if she left me, then I would kill Harold and be done with it. 
 
    I couldn’t live without Sophia. 
 
    A few minutes later, Harold still on the floor, but conscious, Sophia came running into the room, Gabriel behind her. Her eyes scanned the room, landing on Harold for a quick couple of seconds, before she rushed over towards me. 
 
    She stopped in front of me and I could only imagine what I looked like through her eyes. Sophia grabbed my bloody hands. “Are you okay, Michael?” 
 
    I jerked my head towards my father. “He…Harold came in here saying some shit about you and the girls,” I told her honestly. “He can’t come in here and do that. No one…no one can talk shit about you to me. No one.” 
 
    She gasped and her now bloody hands flew to her mouth. She turned her head to get a really good look at my father. Mason, Aiden and Gabriel stood by silently waiting to see what she was going to do. “Is he alive?” 
 
    “Barely,” I replied. “I still want to finish the job, though.” 
 
    Sophia was quietly contemplating what to say next, and they were words I never would have expected. “Women are better planners,” she said. “Let Shane, Denise, Justice and me kill him.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    I was sitting at my cubicle and so lost in thought, it’s a wonder my underwear wasn’t on inside out. 
 
    I was still shaken up over yesterday, but I did my best to hide it. Michael had been a mess and my main priority was to bring him back from over the edge he clearly went over. 
 
    When Gabriel had rushed into my cubicle telling me Michael needed me, I hadn’t known what to expect, but his father half-dead was not it. Looking down at his limp, broken body and seeing his sons stoically standing around, more concerned for Michael than their own father, I knew whatever had happened in that office, Michael was the one who needed saving. 
 
    And when I offered to get the girls so we could kill him for Michael that was when I knew I was in love with him. I mean, I wouldn’t kill for just anyone. And, then, things really got serious when Aiden had agreed that I had a valid point. 
 
    It was then that Michael wrapped me up in his arms and begged me to take him home. Mason had insisted that they would take care of their father and Michael would be fine. So, I took Michael home, and it was the first time I had stayed the night at his place. 
 
    It was also the scariest. 
 
    Michael had poured every emotion he was feeling into fucking me and it had been brutal. No part of my body had been left untouched and there was more pain than pleasure at some points, but I hadn’t told him to stop. I begged him for more because I loved him, and I wanted to be everything he needed. 
 
    Michael had dark, dark demons, and I wanted to sooth them as best I could. And if letting him use my body to the point of pain was the way to do it…well, that’s what I’d let him do. 
 
    My body was paying the price for it now, though. 
 
    I was still lost in thought when a shadow fell over me. I looked up to see Katrina looming over me. Great. That’s all I needed on the morning after realizing I was in love with a violent charmer. “How can I help you, Katrina?” 
 
    She arched a brow and crossed her arms. “Sophia, I don’t know who exactly you think you are, but I am not going to stand for your unprofessionalism any longer.” 
 
    I stood up because…well, because this bitch…“I’m not exactly sure what you’re talking about, Katrina. What unprofessionalism?” 
 
    “First, leeching yourself to the Buchanans the night of the party. Then, leaving work sick, and then, abandoning your station again yesterday to run after one of the Buchanan Twins,” she snapped, clearly pissed that didn’t know which twin it was. “I don’t care what your IQ is, your behavior is unbecoming of an accounting clerk under my rule.” 
 
    We were both too busy staring each other down, that we hadn’t heard Aiden Buchanan’s approach. “What’s going on here?” 
 
    I winced. I couldn’t help it. It was one thing to be sleeping with Michael-which was inappropriate enough-but Aiden was my actual boss’ boss’ boss. I turned to look at him and I could see in his eyes that yesterday was hard on him too. Suddenly, Katrina’s fit seemed trivial and ridiculous. 
 
    “Nothing,” I answered before Katrina could. “Ms. Roth was just expressing her…displeasure at my recent…uh, failure to concentrate on my job.” I mean, Katrina was a first-rate bitch, but she wasn’t wrong. I had been distracted by Michael and his family from the second I met them. 
 
    Granted, I didn’t know Aiden Buchanan that well, but I always thought of him as the easiest of the four. He wasn’t looking easy now, though. “Is that so?” 
 
    “We…well, I was just…” Katrina started blathering like a fool. “I…well, she can’t just-” 
 
    Aiden put his hand up to stop Katrina’s ramblings. “Ms. Roth, I am very well aware of Ms. Martella’s employment history with us and I’d say that she’s entitled to have a couple of off days after her impeccable employment record, don’t you think?” 
 
    Her face paled. “Mr. Buch-” 
 
    Aiden put his hand up again to stop her once more. “Sophia, gather your stuff and follow me, please.” 
 
    I didn’t argue. I turned and went to get my purse when Aiden’s voice stopped me. “Gather everything from your workstation, as you’ll be working for Mrs. Buchanan now, with my approved transfer.” 
 
    I turned back to him wide-eyed. “Which Mrs. Buchanan?” 
 
    He smiled, and damn, the man was hot. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Shane. I’m referring to Shane. You’ll be working for her now in her department.” 
 
    I was about to comment, but Katrina turned out to be stupider than I originally gave her credit for. “You can’t do that, Mr. Buchanan,” she claimed. “Her transfer has to go through proper HR channels and-” 
 
    Aiden arched a brow and his voice was Arctic cold. “Michael Buchanan will be happy to deal with her transfer, Ms. Roth,” he told her. “He’ll also be happy to deal with your upcoming annual review. So, you might want to watch how you treat his fiancé in the future.” 
 
    Katrina gasped, and I smiled. 
 
    Fake engagement or not, it was nice to see Katrina being put in her place. And it didn’t even matter to me or not if Shane Buchanan had a spot for me or not. 
 
    I ignored a shocked Katrina and gathered my stuff, which consisted of the picture of Porkchop, my cat, my purse and coat. I powered down my computer and left my station as is. The work on the desk was, now, Katrina’s problem. 
 
    I looked up at Aiden and smiled. “I’m ready, Aiden,” I beamed and further ignored Katrina’s second gasp. 
 
    Aiden threw his arm around my shoulders and smiled down at me. “Let’s go, Sis.” 
 
    I’d never felt so…accepted before and I left Aiden’s arm where it was and walked, happily, down the hallway with him, not caring about the shocked looks on everyone’s faces. 
 
    As soon as we entered the elevator and Aiden hit the button to take us to Shane’s floor, I turned to him and asked, “Is there really a job with Shane?” 
 
    Aiden chuckled. “If there isn’t, there is now,” he replied cheekily. 
 
    I groaned. “This is a total abuse of power, Aiden. I mean, I get that you guys are the boss, but this looks bad.” 
 
    He laughed. “So, report me to HR, then.” 
 
    I looked up at him and he winked. “You guys have got to be the most unconventional group of powerhouses I have ever met,” I mumbled. 
 
    Aiden cocked his head at me. “Have you met many powerhouses?” 
 
    Okay. He’s got me there. 
 
    “What if someone sues for…favoritism or…nepotism or whatever,” I asked. I was really worried about how badly this would look for Michael. It seemed like I was the only one who was concerned about his being head of HR. 
 
    “They can’t, Sophia,” he said as the doors swooshed open. “Once you guys get married, you’ll own this building, along with the seven of us. Well, us and Mom.” 
 
    I tripped as I followed him out of the elevator. “Y…your mom?” 
 
    He stopped and turned to face me. “After yesterday, Harold…well, Harold won’t be a problem anymore.” I didn’t know what to say to that. “And, Mom…well, she failed the first half of our lives, but she’s been coming through like a champ these past few years. You’ll like her.” 
 
    “I think I’m going to faint,” I breathed out. 
 
    “Don’t,” he said, reaching for me. “Michael will kill me if anything ever happened to you.” 
 
    Before I could reply, Shane Buchanan was walking towards us; the kindest smile on her face. God, it was like looking into the sun; she was so warm and comforting. “Aiden, Sophia,” she greeted, coming to a stop in front of us. “What are you guys doing?” 
 
    Aiden cocked his head towards me. “Meet your newest employee, Sis.” 
 
    Shane’s smile grew, and she actually clasped her hands together in front of her as if this is the best news she’s heard in forever. She had a…strange aura that just kind of made you want to hug the shit out of her. “Oh, that’s so awesome!” she gushed. “I get to have all my sisters-in-law with me.” 
 
    “Uh-” 
 
    Shane flapped a hand at me, while Aiden chuckled beside me. “Give it up, Sophia,” she said, grinning. “My sweet Michael is never going to let you go. You’ll probably be a Buchanan before the week is out.” 
 
    My head swiveled back and forth between her and Aiden. “You guys are so weird,” I replied, still not used to them. I mean, I thought I was strange, but the Buchanan clan was super strange. Who in the hell believes in love at first sight, anyway? 
 
    Aiden laughed and pretty much confirmed what Michael had said. “You have no idea.” Then the jerk winked. “But you will soon enough.” 
 
    I turned from him to Shane and asked, “Do you actually have a legitimate job for me?” 
 
    She scoffed. “With your IQ? I have a million legitimate jobs for you!” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    I sat in my office and wondered what Sophia was doing. Aiden had called me this morning and told me about his run in with Sophia and that bitch, Katrina, and how he transferred her to Shane’s department. And as much as I loved the idea that Sophia was now working with the girls, I was still head of HR and fucking her was not doing anyone any favors. 
 
    I needed to marry her. And I needed to marry her now. 
 
    Our situation was a little more precarious than Aiden’s and Denise’s because Aiden had manipulated some facts to make it appears as if they had been dating before he took over the reins. The second Aiden laid eyes on Denise, he knew where he was headed with her, and so, he had taken preemptive steps to prevent a scandalous fallout. 
 
    Sophia’s solitary reputation was legendary, and no one would believe we were dating before the night of the party. And, while I didn’t give a fuck what people said about me, I gave a huge fuck about what people said regarding her. 
 
    I had my elbows propped on my desk, head in my hands trying to figure out how to get Sophia to marry me, when the woman in question walked into my office. 
 
    The seconds my eyes found hers, it was like my soul settled into a peaceful lull. “Sophia…” 
 
    She smiled and kept walking until she rounded my desk, planted her palms flat on my desk, and propped herself up to sit down on top of it. 
 
    I looked up at her and ignored her ban on me smiling. “Hey, baby.” 
 
    Sophia got right to the point. “So, I suppose you heard about my transfer and that I’m now working for Shane?” 
 
    I leaned back in my chair and nodded. “Yeah, Aiden called me after he left you guys this morning.” 
 
    “This is all so inappropriate, Michael, but I’m finding I care less and less as I get to know your family better,” she admitted. 
 
    It was like fucking music to my ears. 
 
    “My family’s pretty amazing,” I agreed. 
 
    Her face turned serious, and she addressed the topic I was dreading. “What happened with your father?” 
 
    I took a deep breath and told her the truth. “After we left my office, the guys cleaned him up and were able to get him home without anyone seeing…uh, the state he was in. We have a private access elevator that goes straight from the building’s garage to our floor.” 
 
    She started nibbling at her bottom lip. “What did your mother say?” 
 
    I snorted. 
 
    Mom was turning out to be just as ruthless as Harold. 
 
    “When they dragged him into the house, they dragged him into his study and Mom came running in to see what was going one. She took one look at her husband and asked what happened. Mason told her-sparing her no details, even the part about you offering to kill him yourself.” 
 
    She winced, and I loved her for it. It showed that she was impulsive, but still compassionate. “I probably shouldn’t recruit people if I’m going to kill someone, huh? If I can’t do it alone, I probably shouldn’t do it. That’s how people get caught.” I cocked my head at her ridiculous statement. I mean, she had a point, but I couldn’t believe she was discussion murder so casually. 
 
    “Well, after Mase told Mom everything, she looked at my dad for confirmation. According to Mason, he hadn’t said much-mostly because I had broken his jaw, but he did manage to threaten to send me to jail.” 
 
    Sophia wasn’t having it and I fell in love with her just a little more. “I knew we should have killed the bastard!” 
 
    I leaned up and ran my hand across her bare knee. “Thanks, baby, but that won’t be necessary.” I brought my other hand to rest on her other knee. I couldn’t have her sitting on my desk and me not touching her. “Mason threatened him back, telling him that if he so much as looked my way again, Mason would sell off every piece of Buchanan Industries and leave my father with nothing. My father tried to laugh off the threat reminding Mason how many shares he and my mother owned, and Mom went gangster on him. She told Dad she didn’t need her BI shares and said she was breaking up her shares evenly amongst her sons. That put Dad in the minority.” 
 
    “Wow,” she whispered. “That’s…well, I’m not sure what that is, but I can’t see something like that stopping your father.” 
 
    I smirked and my hands left her knees and started rubbing over her thighs. “You’re right. It didn’t. He threatened to make our lives hell if we tried to oust him.” I finally stood up and stepped towards Sophia until I was standing in between her now spread thighs. I kept my hands on her skin as I finished explaining, “That’s when Mason told him that if he didn’t stay away from us and our wives, we’d sell all our shares of BI to our wives for a dollar and we’d retire now, letting you girls run the show.” 
 
    Sophia’s eyes widened. “And he didn’t die of a heart attack right there?” 
 
    I chuckled. “Unfortunately, no.” 
 
    Her hands came up to play with my tie; her troubled mocha orbs searching my face for some peace. “Do you think that worked?” she asked. “Do you think he’ll leave you guys alone?” 
 
    I grabbed her by her hips and tugged her towards me until her pussy was lined up perfectly with my hardening cock. “As long as he leaves you girls alone, I don’t give a fuck,” I told her honestly. 
 
    She kept playing with my tie, but I know she could feel what I wanted to do to her. “I would like nothing more than to let you bend me over this desk, Michael, but we can’t.” 
 
    I pulled back and growled, “Why the fuck not?” 
 
    She sighed, and I just knew she was going to hit me with a valid argument as to why I couldn’t fuck her right now. “People are already whispering about us, Michael. Aiden’s unorthodox transfer this morning is making tongues wag if nothing else has already. I can’t be…Look, normally, I don’t care what people say about me, but I’d rather not be-” 
 
    I gripped her chin in between my fingers and squeeze. “Don’t you dare finish that sentence, Sophia,” I warned her. “You are my girlfriend. You got that? No. Actually, you’re my fiancé, because believe me, babe, I haven’t forgotten about your marriage proposal. So, the only time you are going to become the office slut, my shameless employee or my dirty whore, is when we’re roleplaying, and you want to be fucked like one.” 
 
    Sophia squirmed a little, and I knew my words were turning her on, but she held fast. “I’m not your fiancé, Michael,” she snipped. “That was…that was just to shut my mother and sister up.” 
 
    I rubbed my hard cock against her center just because I could. “No take backsies, Sophia,” I dictated. “I took your ramblings as a marriage proposal and I’m not letting you take it back.” 
 
    She laughed. “Take backsies? You have a goddamn Blaineview College education and you’re throwing around words like ‘take backsies’?” 
 
    I shrugged a shoulder. “Blaineview is not the Holy Grail of vocabulary.” 
 
    Sophia blinked twice before blurting out, “I should probably run away from the crazy lot of you now while I still can.” 
 
    God, she was so clueless. 
 
    I stopped molesting her and took her face in my hands. “Baby, it’s too late for that. I’ll always chase you no matter how far and fast you run from me.” 
 
    She wrapped her tiny hands around my wrists. “Why me, Michael?” she asked, her eyes shiny. “I don’t understand it. Even if I’m doing my best to accept it, I just can’t understand why me?” 
 
    How do I answer that? I didn’t know why it was her. I just knew that it was. But I had to give her something. I had to say something to make her realized how serious this was for me. This also meant I had to will my dick to go back down. The last thing I wanted her to think was that I was just using her to get my dick wet now that I’d lost my purity status. 
 
    “Do you remember the night of the party when I found you working, and you told me you thought it was unprofessional of me to laugh at you?” Sadness danced in her eyes as she nodded at the memory. “I think that’s when I first knew you were going to be the woman who was going to change my life. I had never met anyone who was so honest with their…everything. From telling me to turn around because you couldn’t concentrate with me looking at you, to you asking my family if they all took medication…” I chuckled, and she winced. “I knew that whatever made you the way you were, I wanted to possess that. I’d never had a girlfriend or sex, but I knew…I knew that I needed what it was that you could offer me. And it turns out I was right, because I found out that it was peace that you offered me.” I leaned down and placed a quick kiss on her forehead. “Sophia, you are what settles my troubled soul. All the beatings, all the abuse, neglect, superficial people in my life, all of it…it all becomes nonexistent when you walk into the room. And you’re out of your mind if you think I’ll ever give that up.” 
 
    Sophia launched herself at me and started crying in my arms. I wrapped my arms around her and held on as tightly as I could without suffocating her. But one thing was clear as crystal between her sobs. 
 
    And that was her chanting ‘I love you, I love you’ over, and over again. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    I’d only been working for Shane for two days, but I was already in love with her, Denise, Justice and Shane’s entire division. Even Justice’s friend Bea was cool. It was just such a different work atmosphere from the seriousness of BI. Now, don’t get me wrong, Shane took her job very seriously, but I think she exuded like…happy pheromones or something, but everyone was just so…pleased to work alongside her. 
 
    It was late Friday afternoon, and we were all in one of the conference rooms going over a last-minute marketing strategy for a client who was screwed over by their previous marketing firm, and it was a small business that took a huge hit when they got fucked over. Sure, they were in the process of trying to recoup their losses with the other firm, but they still needed something to garner revenue now to sustain their continued success. 
 
    At first, I had been surprised that Shane would take on such a small business client, but then I remembered she was Shane Buchanan, and it all made sense. I had also overheard her telling Mason that, if she failed, he needed to bail the client out of their financial jam because it was their responsibility to help people who have been wronged. 
 
    I fell head over heels in love with her right then. And I didn’t have to hear what Mason’s response was to know that he agreed to whatever she was asking of him. Mason Buchanan would dump millions of dollars into a sinking ship if his wife asked him to. Kind of like all the Buchanan men would do for their wives. 
 
    And how Michael would do for me. 
 
    I knew that now. 
 
    So, because Shane was a talking, walking, breathing, living angel on Earth, no one was minding running a late Friday work day to rally for her. The conference table was littered with papers and pictures and plans and all kinds of stuff I wasn’t familiar with, but I was excited to learn. 
 
    “I hate it when crap like this happens,” Tina, one of Shane’s marketing members, mumbled. “I mean, it just sucks when a big company takes advantage of the working class.” 
 
    Shane placed her hands on her hips. “I agree, Tina. That’s why we really need to pull through for Grand Ideas.” 
 
    Grand Ideas was a small party planning company that was run by Tammy Whittle and her two daughters. They wanted a more online presence-understandably-but the firm they hired, cheated them something fierce. They had only created one website and it could have been put together by a five-year-old. 
 
    I was about to comment when we were all brought up short by the music that began playing over the intercom system. 
 
    “Is that…is that Barry White?” Victor asked. He was another marketing member. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Justice Buchanan exclaimed. “That is Barry White.” 
 
    “Who’s Barry White?” Bethany asked. She was Shane’s artistic visionary. She was also very…young. She was interning and a freshman in college. 
 
    Denise Buchanan gasped. “What do you mean who’s Barry White?” Bethany shrugged a shoulder. “Oh, honey, I just can’t,” Denise muttered sadly. 
 
    “Never mind who Barry White is,” Beatrice chimed in. “Why is ‘Can’t Get Enough of Your Love’ playing over the speakers?” 
 
    That was a legitimately good question. Why was Barry White being blasted over the intercom system? 
 
    “Oh, my Sweet Jesus,” Shane breathed out. 
 
    Every head in the room turned to see what she was looking at, and when I caught notice of what she was expressing shock over, my knees almost gave out on me. 
 
    The conference room was made up of clear glass walls and everyone in the room could see-as clear as day-Michael Buchanan striding down the hallway towards the conference room, with his brothers tailing behind him. 
 
    And, if his purposeful strides didn’t suggest he was the reason behind Barry White singing about how he can’t get enough of some girl’s love, the smirks and Cheshire grins on Aiden’s, Mason’s and Gabriel’s faces were sure indicators that Michael has lost his fucking mind. 
 
    “What are they doing?” Justice asked, a little fear in her voice. No doubt she was hoping they were here for anyone but her. 
 
    “Oh, Holy Mary up in Heaven,” Denise mumbled. 
 
    “That’s a hell of a sight,” Tina breathed, and I couldn’t even be mad at her. Because it was. 
 
    Michael swung the doors open-in a most dramatic fashion, might I add-and didn’t stop his strides until he was standing in front of me. And he must have practiced or something because the timing of his arrival and halt in front of me was absolutely in perfect tune with Barry’s crooning over the speaker. 
 
    The second verse started, and as God-and everyone in the conference room-as my witness, Michael Buchanan started singing along with the music, belting out how my love is all he needs. 
 
    “Oh, my stars and galaxy…” I muttered, shocked to shit. 
 
    And what didn’t help? 
 
    The second the song hit the second chorus, Justice started hootin’ and hollerin’ and that set off a chain of claps, and whistles, and all-around nonsense. The girls were laughing and being…girly and the guys were cheering Michael on like he was in a college keg drinking contest. 
 
    He was the goddamn head of HR. He shouldn’t be…be…he just shouldn’t! 
 
    When he was done, the song faded away and the infectious mood around us was about to bust the doors wide open. 
 
    Who in the hell does this kind of stuff? 
 
    Michael was staring down at me and his face was so happy, he rivaled fairy tale endings. “Hey, baby,” he greeted as he tucked a wayward strand of hair behind my ear. 
 
    “Are you insane, Michael?” I asked, because…well, it needed to be asked. 
 
    He laughed as Gabriel said, “Duh.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked, not really giving much thought to the fact that there were people in the room who were not Buchanans. 
 
    “I’m showing you that the head of HR doesn’t give a fuck who knows that you’re my fiancé,” he said, his voice confident and clear as day. 
 
    People gasped and murmured around us, but I ignored our audience. “What happens if we get married and I decide to quit and spend the rest of my days lying by the pool with a cabana boy named Raul?” 
 
    Michael arched a brow. “Neither of us have a pool, but I can buy you one. However, there will be no cabana boys or even a pool boy. I’ll clean the pool my-goddamn-self,” he barked. 
 
    Aiden Buchanan busted up laughing. “That caveman look fits you, Mike.” Michael didn’t even spare him a glance as he flipped him off. 
 
    I stood on my tiptoes and wrapped my arms around Michael’s neck. I looked up at him and clarified, “I don’t need a pool, cabana boy or anything else, Michael. All I need and want is you.” 
 
    “Uh, that’s not going to work, Sophia,” Gabriel chimed in. “If you have him, you get all of us. And we’re not easy to shake.” 
 
    I started laughing and Michael leaned into my ear. “You want to see caveman, baby?” 
 
    The old Sophia would have said ‘hell, no’. The responsible Sophia would have gone on to explain how this was so inappropriate. But the new Sophia was kind of falling in love with being loved. For the first time in my life, someone loved me. 
 
    All of me. 
 
    “Show me what you can do, Mr. Buchanan,” I teased. 
 
    “Sure,” he agreed. “But there’s one thing first.” 
 
    He stepped back and gave Aiden a quick nod. Aiden sent a quick text and everyone in the room waiting in awkward silence as nothing happened for a few minutes. 
 
    And, then, I saw them. 
 
    A man dressed in an expensive-looking suit, followed by a freakin’ priest. Like a real priest; straight from the church and everything. 
 
    My eyes shot up to Michael’s face. “Michael?” 
 
    He looked down at me and smiled. “Well, see…Aiden knows a guy…” 
 
    What happened next had everyone…well, everyone except the Buchanans, muddled. Myself included with the group of the muddled. 
 
    Suit Guy presented me with forms and documents that I signed, still a bit confounded. 
 
    Michael signed his name next to mine. 
 
    Twenty minutes, one priest, one county clerk, six Buchanans, five random employees and one Barry White song later, I was legally Sophia Buchanan. 
 
    I was freakin’ Sophia Buchanan. 
 
    And then the caveman showed up. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
    Michael~ 
 
    The second the priest pronounced us husband and wife, I had shaken his hand and thanked him, along with Thomas, the county clerk who was Aiden’s hook up, then threw Sophia over my shoulder and stormed out of that conference room with her slapping at my back, begging me to put her down. 
 
    I now understood somewhat what Aiden had been feeling when Denise had wanted to keep their relationship a secret. Not that her points weren’t valid, but there’s nothing like showing off the woman you love to the world. 
 
    My door was locked, and while this might not be an ideal wedding night or honeymoon, I couldn’t wait until we got home or went away to slide inside my wife. 
 
    My wife. 
 
    I honestly never thought I’d have one, at least, not this soon. I always figured I’d have to do the whole, best foot forward song and dance with a few women, before I found one who could handle my volatile moods. 
 
    I dropped Sophia’s ass on my desk and stepped in between her legs before she could protest or shut me out. I looked down at her, and her hair was a mess, her face flushed, and her clothes wrinkled from hanging upside down, but I still thought she looked beautiful. 
 
    When she brought her hands up to brush her hair out of her face, my eyes zeroed in on the diamond that now decorated her left ring finger. It was almost as stunning as the platinum diamond band that decorated mine. 
 
    I fucking loved having that piece of jewelry on my finger. 
 
    Sophia gave up on her hair and narrowed her eyes at me. “I cannot believe you did that, Michael,” she scolded. “You are not acting what is becoming of someone who is head of an entire conglomerate’s Human Resources department.” 
 
    “Well, shit’s about to get super unbecoming in a few minutes,” I warned her as I reached in between her spread legs to pull on her panties. “Because I’m going to fuck the ever lovin’ hell out of you on my desk and everyone who’s left in the building is going to know it.” 
 
    “Michael,” her voice a cross between scandalized and needy. “We can’t…you can’t…oh, God…” 
 
    I had her panties hooked to the side with my fingers already running up and down her sweet slit. I grabbed her jaw with my left hand and pushed her head back until she was looking into my eyes, as I worked two fingers from my right hand into her tight pussy. “We can’t what, baby?” 
 
    “This is so wron…ohhh,” she mumbled. 
 
    Sophia was doing her best to fight the good fight, but her body was not on her side. Whether she realized it or not, her legs opened wider, her body was warm, and her pussy was already dripping wet from just a few strokes of my fingers. 
 
    I tightened my grip on her jaw and I slammed my lips down on hers. Sophia had me constantly feeling intoxicated, but now that my brain knew she was my wife, it felt as if every emotion I’ve ever possessed was trying to fight its way out of my body. 
 
    I broke off the kiss, and her tiny whimper had my blood running hot as fuck, that I started to truly not give a fuck. I loomed over her, pulled my fingers out of her pussy, and grabbing the lapels of her delicate blouse, I ripped that fucker open until buttons were scattering all over the place and her bra encased tits were presented for my perverted pleasure. 
 
    My hands immediately went for her tits and I bent at my knees so I could stuff them in my mouth. I really, really, really loved my wife’s tits. 
 
    Sophia’s hands slid into my hair, and God bless the woman, she held me firm as I lowered the cups of her bra and sucked her right nipple into my mouth. “Oh, Michael…” I sucked, laved, bit, nip and just flat out devoured her perfectly heavy tit. It wasn’t enough though. 
 
    I needed inside her. 
 
    I released her tit and straightened to my full height. I started unbuckling my belt and told Sophia, “Hike that skirt up and take off those panties, baby. Show me that wet pussy that’s just waiting for my cock.” She immediately complied, and I almost shouted Hallelujah. 
 
    It’s amazing how far we’ve come from being virgins a couple of weeks ago. Now we were fucking in my office and Sophia was no longer shy about all the things she thought were wrong with her body. 
 
    Her body was fucking delicious. 
 
    I had my cock out and stroking it when I said, “Beg me to fuck you, Sophia.” 
 
    She stilled and then the most sensual aura came over her. She spread her legs farther, and I watched hypnotized, as she slid one of her hands over her tits and down her body until she was playing with her fucking clit. 
 
    Holy fuck. 
 
    If this is the freedom marriage gave her, I should have married her the night of that party. 
 
    I started stroking my dick faster. “Show me how filthy you can be, Sophia,” I encouraged. I mean, I was her husband now, right? And, as her husband, I’d never judge her. Ever. 
 
    Sophia smirked, and it was the first signs of alpha confidence I’ve ever seen her display. My heart felt like it was going to explode, I was so happy. It meant she believed me, finally. 
 
    She believed that I loved her wholeheartedly. 
 
    Just when I was pretty sure I was going to cum where I stood, Sophia jumped off my desk, stepped out of her panties, lifted her skirt up over her hips, turned around and bent over my desk. “How about I tell you, instead?” she teased. 
 
    Her words were kind of garbled because I couldn’t stop staring at her ass, all bent over and waiting for me, but I managed. My slacks and boxers were puddle around my ankles, but I stepped to her until my groin was rubbing up against that hot ass of hers. “What do you want, Sophia?” 
 
    Sophia lifted her ass and rubbed herself against me. She sounded breathless and beyond turned on. “I want you to…” 
 
    Nu uh. 
 
    I wasn’t going to let her get shy on me now. “What, Sophia? Tell me what you want from me, baby? Tell me how you want to be fucked by your husband for the first time?” 
 
    She whimpered and dropped her head against the desk, and I knew it was the husband bit that did it. “I want you to…I want you to get your dick nice and wet, so…so…oh, my God, I can’t believe I’m asking this,” she muttered. 
 
    And that’s when I couldn’t hide my smile. I knew exactly what she wanted, and it made my entire body weep with joy. 
 
    The first time we had done this, it hadn’t been pleasant. Sophia had been so tight and there had been so much preparation for it, it had taken out a lot of hot lust out of the act. The second time was better. The third time, even better. 
 
    And, right now, knowing she actually liked it and wasn’t just doing it to please me? 
 
    Well. Fuck. Me. 
 
    I cover her back until my lips were at her ear. “Do you want me to fuck you in the ass, Sophia?” I whispered darkly. “Do you want me to fuck that nice, tight pussy of yours until you cum and then stuff your ass full of my cock?” 
 
    And my always honest wife answered, “Oh, God, yes, Michael. Please…” 
 
    I grabbed her ass, spread it wide and slammed my cock into her wet channel. “Fuck!” I hissed. I was never going to get tired of feeling her wrapped around me. “Fuck, you feel so good, baby.” 
 
    “Fuck me hard, Michael,” she begged. “Please do it hard. I don’t care anymore.” 
 
    Music to my fucking ears. 
 
    I dug my fingers into her hips and started slamming my cock into her cunt as deep as it could go. Everything on my desk began to rattle and fall to the floor, but I gave two fucks about anything in the room other than my wife. 
 
    I fucked her long, hard and deep until she screamed my name and came all over me. I fucked her through her spasms, and I didn’t stop until she was mewling. Once the tremors subsided, and she was limp from her high, I pulled my dick out, and working her white cream all over it, I made sure it was slick from head to base before working the head into her tight ass. 
 
    She tensed but then immediately began to relax and push back into me. I would never have guessed when I first laid eyes on this sweet, shy, awkward beauty that she was going to let me do dirty things to her. 
 
    We worked together in a synchronized dance until my cock was finally lodged balls deep in her ass. I ran my hand down her back and asked, “Are you okay, baby?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered, breathlessly. “I just need you to move, Michael. Please, move.” 
 
    And, so, I did. 
 
    I fucked into her like we’d been doing this for years. 
 
    I fucked into her until the night took over and the cleaning crew came knocking on the office door. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    I was married, and there was no getting out of it now, but it was still a little…surreal having my apartment full of Buchanans just packing up my apartment like they were normal people. I had always pictured them all as too refined to be doing any manual labor. 
 
    And I said as much. “You know, you guys didn’t have to give up your Sunday to come help me pack,” I announced-again-to whoever was around to hear, which, right now, was Aiden, Shane, Denise and Justice. Mason, Gabriel and Michael had made a trip to the moving van with whatever boxes they had been carrying. 
 
    “Nonsense,” Shane chastised. “Besides, we’re doing this for ourselves just as much as we’re doing it for you. The sooner we get you to Michael’s, praised be Jesus, the sooner that man can relax.” 
 
    “Amen,” Aiden added. 
 
    I was about to defend my husband’s insanity when a gasp took over the room. We all turned to the source of the drama, and lo-and-behold, there stood my mother and my sister in my opened doorway. And, as always, my father was still missing from the picture. 
 
    I stopped packing my box and walked over to where they were, now, standing inside my living room. “Mother,” I greeted. “Phoebe.” 
 
    And as always, my mother jumped to the immediate conclusion that I was somehow a failure and not to what was really going on around her. “Seriously, Sophia,” she barked. “Are you telling me that with what you earn at Buchanan Industries, you can’t even afford to pay your rent? Have you been evicted? What am I to do with you? Why do you insist on embarrassing our good name?” 
 
    I wanted to throw a lamp at her. 
 
    I didn’t. 
 
    But before I could explain, I deep, masculine voice boomed throughout the room. “Are you serious, lady?” Aiden asked as he stomped over to stand next to me. 
 
    My mother’s evil eyes shot to Aiden’s. She must have not noticed the resemblance because she said, “And who might you be?” 
 
    “Mother, Phoebe, I’d like for you to meet Aiden Buchanan,” I said drolly. And, ignoring Phoebe’s embarrassment and my mother’s puckered fish look, I continued the introductions. “I’d also like you to meet Shane Buchanan, Denise Buchanan and Justice Buchanan.” 
 
    Phoebe wisely kept quiet, while my mother’s eyes turned back towards me. “What is going on here, Sophia?” 
 
    “Yeah,” came a pissed off voice behind her, “what is going on here?” I closed my eyes and prepared myself for the inevitable. 
 
    Michael, Gabriel and Mason had just made it back from their trip downstairs and their timing was really movie worthy. By now, Denise, Justice and Shane had joined Aiden in standing next to me, and when Mason, Gabriel and Michael all took their rightful places next to their spouses…well, it was a hell of a freakin’ sight, let me tell you. 
 
    It felt awesome! 
 
    Michael stood behind me, with his hands on my shoulders, very much like the first time he met my horrible family. “What’s going on?” he repeated. 
 
    “My mother and sister came by to visit and were shocked to see us packing,” I explained. “The assumption is that I got evicted.” 
 
    Gabriel’s laugh turned into a grunt when Justice elbowed him. And I’m pretty sure I heard Aiden growl. The weirdest family, ever. 
 
    “Well,” my mother huffed, “why else would you be packing up your apartment? You act like my assumption is out of the realm of possibilities.” 
 
    I knew I should probably speak up for myself, but after years of enduring her petty, sometimes scathing remarks, it felt good to have someone sticking up for me. Michael reached down, grabbed my left wrist, and started waving my hand around like a lunatic. “How about you recall what Sophia told you the last time you were here, how about that?” Michael questioned instead, his voice biting. “We got married and we’re here to move Sophia to my place since it’s bigger.” 
 
    Phoebe’s eyes rounded to the size of dinner plates and my mother’s face turned an ugly shade of red. Phoebe had always been her favorite. Phoebe was going to be the one to make a wonderful social match. Phoebe was going to give her perfect grandchildren and that perfect family Christmas card. 
 
    Phoebe. 
 
    Not me. 
 
    Never me. 
 
    My mother tried her best to eye my ring, but after Michael was done waving my limb around, he took my hand in his. She looked up at Michael. “You actually married Sophia?” 
 
    Michael’s hold on my hand was starting to sting a little. “You bet your fucking ass I did,” he seethed, not caring about respecting her title as my mother, when she obviously had no respect for me. 
 
    “But…but…why?” she asked, sadly genuinely confused. “She’s nothing compared to Phoebe!” 
 
    Before Michael could murder her, Mason stepped forward and you could feel the shift in the air. I felt it and I know my mother and sister felt it when I watched Phoebe shrink a little and my mother straightened her shoulders, trying to make herself look more intimidating than she was. 
 
    I should probably feel sorry for her at this point, but I couldn’t bring myself to. She’s been awful to me my entire life, and now knowing what it feels like to matter to someone, I’m realizing how not okay her treatment of me has been. 
 
    She deserved whatever Mason Buchanan was about to do to her. 
 
    “Who in the fuck are you?” he asked, his voice placing her at the bottom of the food chain. 
 
    A perfectly manicured hand flew to her chest, the perfect look of outrage coating her face. “Well, I am Sophia’s mother, and who are you?” 
 
    She really was a tool. All the Buchanan men looked alike, save for Mason having grey eyes instead of green, but the resemblance was obvious. “I’m Mason Buchanan, Sophia’s brother-in-law,” he announced, and my mother’s face paled a bit, her shoulders drooped. 
 
    “Well…well, I’m her mother and this is Phoebe, her sister,” she repeated. 
 
    Mason cocked his head at her and eyed her like a bug with no purpose. “So, let me make sure I’m clear on this,” he said coldly. “You’re one of the people who is supposed to know Sophia best, but you think she’s the type of person who would get herself evicted and is not good enough for my brother?” 
 
    My mother’s eyes widened, and it was then I could tell she knew her image of the perfect mother and family was cracking. She always made sure to insult me privately, and she worked her hardest to appear as if we were all perfect and she was ruining that. 
 
    The Buchanans were such a refreshing change from trying to be the perfect family. They weren’t perfect, and they admitted it. And they accepted just how imperfect I was. 
 
    And because she didn’t have the opportunity to backtrack, she confirmed Mason’s accusations. “Well, she might have a high IQ, but that doesn’t mean she’s smart. And a person has to only look at her to see that she does not belong with you lot.” 
 
    I’m pretty sure Mason was about to incinerate her, but I couldn’t let him do it. I had to exercise my own demons. I couldn’t let the Buchanans do it for me. 
 
    This was my fight. 
 
    I shook Michael off of me and stepped towards my horrible mother and weak sister. “Mother, Phoebe, I understand your shock-” 
 
    “Sophia-” 
 
    I looked back over my shoulder. “It’s okay, Michael.” I turned back to face my mother and sister again. “I understand your shock at the fact that someone like Michael Buchanan could actually fall in love with me and marry me. Hell, I’m still in shock and can barely believe it, and I was actually there at the wedding.” I could hear one of the men chuckle behind me and I was betting it was Aiden. “But he did. He fell in love with everything you’ve always told me I should change about myself.” God, the words hurt. “All my life you’ve made it clear that Phoebe was your favorite, and I made myself okay with that.” I turned to my sister, and she actually had tears in her eyes. “I don’t fault you for how she raised us, Phoebe. But I do fault you for being okay with preferring to be her daughter instead of my sister.” I turned back to my mother. “I’m indifferent to Dad because, while he never stood up for me, he never went out of his way to be cruel to me, either. So, he’s sort of a nonentity.” I actually smiled for this next part. “But I have a new family now, Mother. I have a family who accepts how strange I am and embrace me, regardless. I have brothers and sisters and I’m going to have a new mother who can’t be any worse than you are.” 
 
    Michael’s voice boomed behind me. “And more importantly, Sophia now has a family who will never let anyone, including you, ever hurt her again.” 
 
    When his statement was followed by affirmatives all around me, it gave me the balls to tell my mother the one thing I’ve always wanted to, “Now, get the hell out of my house and don’t ever come back.” 
 
   


  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Sophia~ 
 
    We had done it. 
 
    Grand Ideas had loved Shane’s presentation and were positive that it was going to take them where they had wanted to go. But, better yet, Shane had presented them with the opportunity at an interest-free loan, if they so choose, during their fight with the previous marketing firm they hired. Tammy Whittled declined, but they came to an agreement that the BI attorneys would take over her case and help her fight her case free of charge. 
 
    I wanted to bottle up my sister-in-law and hang her around my neck as a necklace to keep all the evils of the world away. 
 
    I didn’t think Mason would go for it though. 
 
    Shane, Denise, Justice and I were in Shane’s office privately celebrating that Grand Ideas was going to pull through. Shane had planned a separate celebration for her entire department for later this week, but she was so excited that we helped the little guy, she couldn’t wait. 
 
    “God, this feels awesome,” she said, a bottled water in her hand, having announced last week that she was pregnant. “This is the first time someone came to us after being screwed over and I love that we were able to help them.” 
 
    Before anyone could comment, her office door burst open and in walked that magnificent sight that is the Buchanan men. Let me tell you, nothing was sexier than a hot-looking man who was proud to sport a wedding ring; knowing they were wanted constantly, but having eyes for no one but their wives? 
 
    Awesome! 
 
    The guys naturally gravitated towards their wives and butterflies took up residence in my tummy like they always did when Michael wrapped his arm around my waist, pulled me in and kissed the top of my head. “Hey, baby.” 
 
    I was about to return the greeting when Gabriel snatched Justice’s glass out of her hand. “What’s in here?” 
 
    “Jesus, you’re ridiculous,” she retorted. “It’s a mixed berry drink, you fool.” 
 
    “And I thought I had control issues,” Mason muttered, then kissing Shane on her beauty mark. 
 
    “What are you guys doing here?” Shane asked. “I mean, not that we’re not happy to see you fine specimens.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Aiden answered, then jerked his head towards Gabriel. “Ask him. He dragged us all over here.” He nuzzled Denise’s neck before mumbling, “Not that I mind, mind you.” 
 
    Michael’s arm tightened around my waist and I turned into him until we were hugging. God, this is where I wanted to be every minute of every day, just wrapped up in Michael’s arms. 
 
    “We’re pregnant!” Gabriel announced without any work up whatsoever. 
 
    Justice just cocked her head at him with a stunned look on her face. No doubt, she had envisioned their announcement differently. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Shane squealed. 
 
    “Oh, oh, oh,” Denise exclaimed as she clapped her hands. 
 
    I slapped my hands over my gasp, and I could feel tears gathering in my eyes. Michael knew already. That’s what his squeeze meant. He knew what Gabriel was going to blurt out. I watched Mason and Aiden hug and congratulate Gabriel and Justice. The fact that Michael was still holding me was confirmation that he had already known. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I finally found my voice. “Congratulations!” 
 
    Justice smiled at me. “I’m two months behind Shane,” she gushed. “It’s going to be perfect.” 
 
    And then Aiden reminded me why I belonged with this family. 
 
    He turned to Denise and placed his hands on his hips. “How could you let this happen, Dibtab?” 
 
    Her brows slammed down over her pretty hazel eyes and she cocked her head at her crazy husband. “How could I let what happen?” 
 
    “We were supposed to get pregnant next,” he unreasonably stated. “I’m the second oldest. That’s how it works!” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure that’s not how it works, Aid,” Michael said behind me. 
 
    Aiden stink-eyed his brother. “Hush, you.” 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. I started laughing and realized how wrong I was when I once believe that I didn’t have what it took to be a Buchanan. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
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