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Chapter 1
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Rita

I once climbed nine flights of stairs in order to avoid the elevator. No, I’m not afraid of heights. I’m just afraid of falling hundreds of feet to my death. One of the perks of living in Swan Pointe, California is the absence of skyscrapers. I haven’t taken an elevator in years. 

But I’m not in Swan Pointe. I’m in Boise, Idaho, currently stepping into the elevator of literally the tallest building in town. I would have taken the stairs except I’m going all the way to the seventeenth floor for a big corporate shindig and I can tell you from experience that sweaty redhead is not a good look for me. I have no choice but to suck it up.

Being in this little floating box inside a massive elevator shaft would be bad enough, but being in it with Dallas Huntington is so much worse.

He’s near the opposite wall, in his charcoal suit and tie, giving me a smirk and preparing to take advantage of the fact that we’re the only two people in here. He probably thinks we’re going to exchange the normal snide remarks we always do. 

We both work for the same company back in Swan Pointe, each on opposite sides of a hallway everyone calls The Great Divide, no kidding. He’s an investigative journalist for the Swan Pointe Daily Times, and I’m the snarky gossip columnist for an Indie rag known as The Voice. 

He may have everyone’s respect, but at least my shit sells papers.

Finding creative new ways to insult Dallas Huntington as we pass each other in the hall is fun in its own twisted way. It doesn’t hurt that this guy is extremely easy on the eyes. I mean, if you have to look at someone, right? 

He’s not really my type, but he has that rugged jawline that gets just a little bit scruffy at the end of the day, and an oh-so-professional haircut that nevertheless looks luxuriously thick and soft. 

And steel gray eyes that fascinate me. 

His eyes turn to flint when he’s playing hardball; like me, he knows how to get what he wants from his sources. But when he throws a playful jab in my direction, those eyes of his take on an almost boyish twinkle that ties the whole visual of him together and brings to mind the phrase ‘male pinup model’.

I have no idea if he really would make a good pinup model because I’ve only ever seen the guy in a shirt and tie. He seriously needs to loosen the fuck up.

I would tell him that right now, because judging by the smirk he’s wearing over there he’s ready to play. But I’m a little busy trying not to freak out over the fact that I am now six, six, stories high, with nothing between me and the ground but a thin metal floor and a shit ton of air. 

Make that seven floors. Oh God.

My eyes are locked on the little digital number that’s climbing, climbing, climbing as my pulse gallops through my veins in rapid-fire fashion. I take a slow breath, trying not to let Dallas see my distress.

“It’s been a while since I’ve seen you,” he says, winding me up for something.

“Uh huh.”

“I’ve noticed there’s been a little less bite in your column recently.”

“I don’t know why you bother to read my column.” 

Actually, I do. We read each other’s stuff all the time. How else are we going to razz each other about it?

The little number above the door switches from a nine to a ten. Shit. Double freaking digits. 

I pinch my eyes shut briefly, looking away and to the red high heels beneath my slender, black cocktail dress. But that doesn’t help because do you know what’s beneath the heels?

That’s right. Ten fucking floors of a gaping black hole.

I’m squeezing the life out of my little red clutch, and Dallas keeps talking.

“Well, when your headlines say things like ‘Swan Pointe Darling’ I have to find out who you’re so enamored with.”

He’s referring to the column I wrote about Emma Swanson, the unlikely woman who swept Swan Pointe’s most notorious rake of a bachelor off his feet. I never would’ve believed the whole thing was real had I not witnessed it myself. 

That moment in the café, when I saw him profess his love for her, not caring for once if anyone saw or what anyone thought about him... that moment did something to me that I still haven’t figured out.

No, I’m not about to get snarky about those two because they’re the cutest fucking lovebirds I’ve ever seen. But Dallas does need to know that.

“I’m not enamored with anyone.” I don’t say that nearly as calmly as I’d like, because we’re on floor eleven. Jesus, why is this taking so long?

I glance at him out of the corner of my eye. He’s watching me more closely than usual. Is it obvious that I’m a tiny bit losing my mind over here? 

I lift my chin and give him a defiant glare and he breaks into a handsome grin. He’s annoying like that.

“Then again,” he says, “you really stuck it to the mayor. Poor guy didn’t know what hit him. That’s how I knew it was still you writing those columns and not some lackey ghostwriting for you.”

If only he knew what I have been ghostwriting, for years.

I glance back at the numbers. Twelve. Twelve floors worth of falling, falling, falling. I don’t think you can survive that shit. 

My stomach does a sickening flip. I close my eyes and rub my fingertips on my forehead. “The mayor had it coming.” 

“Yeah,” Dallas says slowly. “Are you all right?”

If I didn’t know better, I’d think he was dropping all pretenses. He sounds so genuinely concerned, and like such a surprisingly safe place to land that I almost say, No, get me the fuck out of here.

Then. 

Then the horrible thing I knew was going to happen starts to actually happen and I drop all pretenses myself. 

There’s a deafening grinding sound at the same time the elevator gives a terrifying jolt and comes to a stop and I just know the next thing that’s going to happen is we’re going to drop, tumble, plummet.

I close the space between us in half a heartbeat and start climbing Dallas. Literally climbing him, frantic to go I don’t know where and find some sense of safety because I just know we’re about to plunge to our deaths, and all the while he’s saying “Oof!” and “Rita!” and “Hang on! Hang on! We’re just stuck. Calm down.”

My legs are wrapped around his chest—his chest, not his waist, because like I said, climbing—and I’m clinging to his shoulders and he’s trying to hang on to me and somehow keeping us from tipping right over. Someone’s making panicked noises like a frightened rabbit and I think that someone is me.

Then he says firmly, “Enough now.”

The next thing I know he’s taking hold of me, plopping me on my feet, and bringing me close to his hard body while he speaks gentle and firm in my ear, “Whoa there. Whoa.”

Like he’s a fucking horse whisperer or something.

But there’s something about the deep timbre of his voice that compels my body to stop fighting. I freeze, caught off guard by this sudden authority. 

I’ve never heard Dallas’ voice sound like that before and I respond to it on an almost primal level.

My heart is still racing and I’m clutching myself to him, my arms beneath his heavy suit coat, but other than that, I’m not moving at all. He’s firmly cupping the back of my head, his fingers laced up into my hair, and he’s tucked me into the warm crook of his neck.

“I’ve got you. You’re all right. You’re okay.”

His voice is a steady presence of a rushing stream. He is a sturdy tree that smells of sandalwood and strength.

“We’re a little stuck but we’re safe.”

With every word I am more and more calm. I’m not thinking about anything anymore except for this little cocoon he’s wrapped me in and the comfort of his voice.

Dallas Huntington is the Rita whisperer.

Who knew?

My heartbeat continues to slow and my grip on him becomes less vice-like. His hold likewise lessens in intensity but is still firm and steady. Warm and safe.

“I’ve got you,” he says gently. “All right?” 

I nod against his neck. My hair rustles softly against his shirt, echoing in my ear. I slowly inhale through my nose, breathing in his scent again. It blooms inside my chest.

“We need to press the call button.”

I nod again, but I’m pretty sure he intends to move so I tighten my arms around his broad chest. There’s nothing between my hands and his skin besides thin, soft fabric. I’m getting a better sense of how he might look underneath the shirt and tie. He’s solid. Firm and trim. 

Pinup model worthy after all, I’d bet.

With one hand still cradling the back of my head, he reaches for the call button with the other. The loss of that security around my body causes my heart to race and I cling to him again.

“Shh, shhh,” he whispers in my ear, and that’s enough to keep me from panicking until he’s pressed the little silver button and his arm is back around me. My heartrate starts to slow again.

Someone answers the call, and as he explains the situation, his deep voice resonates inside his chest. I nestle the side of my head more firmly against him to better hear it. I’m aware that I, Rita Becker, just snuggled into Dallas Huntington’s chest. But it’s so nice and he’s letting me and it’s so, so nice. 

When he stops talking to the voice on the other end of the call, the elevator falls to silence. I can hear his heartbeat pumping calmly. Slow and steady. Not frightened at all. 

“They’re on their way,” he says to me.

Thump thump. Thump thump. Thump thump. 

Calm. Safe. Strong. And he smells so good. Like, amazingly good. I angle my head slightly upward so I can smell him better. 

My pulse starts to quicken. 

Not out of fear. 

As if of their own accord, my hands soften on his back. Then start to move, just slightly. Then next thing I know, I’m exploring the firm muscles and dipping into the ridge of his spine. I can’t help it. I just want to touch him. 

His touch is changing, too. The hand that’s cradling my head slowly lightens.

My fingertips softly brush along his back. Almost a caress.

His hand drops until he’s gently resting on the base of my neck. 

His heartrate has picked up speed. Tha-thump. Tha-thump. Tha-thump. It’s beating in time with mine.  

I slowly pull back, just enough to look into those gray eyes of his. They’re soft, questioning, heated. 

My body is alert everywhere his body is touching me, and tingling with wanting everywhere he’s not. My lips part slightly and his eyes drop to my mouth. And stay there.

What the hell are we doing? Are Dallas Huntington and I about to kiss? 

I want the answer to be yes, and am too caught in the sudden desire for it to care why. Those gray eyes have gone stormy, darkened with longing and intent. 

We’ve tilted toward one another, my chin lifted upward and his mouth now hovering inches above mine, perfectly aligned. His gaze flits between my eyes and my mouth.

What’s gotten into us? I can admit that sometimes our teasing feels a bit like flirting. But this? This is a line we’ve never crossed in the years we’ve known one another. Why are we all of a sudden doing this? Why never before now?

I don’t know, but I suspect the answer is because we’ve never touched before. Certainly not like this, with our bodies so joined together. We fit so perfectly too, our curves and shapes molding to the other. 

We never had a reason to be in each other’s arms before, but if we had? I’d bet it would’ve led exactly to where we are right now. Because touching Dallas Huntington is too powerful not to want more.

“I’m pretty sure,” he says slowly, his eyes still on my mouth, “this would be taking advantage.”

“Advantage?” I repeat vaguely. His lips are soft and full. What would they feel like on mine?

“You’re scared.”

“Not anymore.” I slowly tighten my hold on him and he responds in kind, pulling me more firmly against him. But otherwise he does not move.

“Aren’t you?” 

I shake my head. “No. And I don’t let people take advantage of me.”

His eyes fly to mine. 

In the space of two heartbeats, he holds my eyes, deciding. My body is taut with anticipation. Then Dallas Huntington leans down and kisses me full on the mouth.

I get the swooping sensation of falling, followed by the soaring feeling of rising. My lips part, wanting more of whatever it is Dallas is giving me. He answers with a soft brush of his tongue against mine, then a deeper, more urgent one. 

A hot lick of wanting strokes at my center. My hand sweeps along his jaw and into his hairline, the soft thickness of it shocking my fingertips. My breasts swell against the lacy fabric of my bra.

Holy lord, what is this?

We break momentarily, just long enough to exchange heated looks of confirmation. We’re not done here. Not by a mile. 

He claims my mouth again, tilting his head and coming at me from a different angle. 

I rise on my tiptoes. 

He grips my hair, pulling at the roots. 

I press my chest against his. 

He gives my rear an authoritative squeeze.

Damn, is this what it’s like to kiss Dallas Huntington? Vanished is the image of the stuffed shirt I pass in the hall from time to time. No. This guy is nothing but pure, unadulterated man and knows exactly how to kiss a woman. 

Oh yes, he does. 

I never would’ve thought this straight-laced guy could deliver such wicked hot kisses. 

And I’m letting him. More than letting him. I’m doing everything I can to encourage it.  

We open wider to one another, bold and greedy. He leans over me, a low growl escaping the back of his throat. 

Just as my body responded to the sound of his voice before, it responds now. Only this time, I am the opposite of calm. I am flush with rising heat and dizzy with fierce, sharp desire. 

He breaks our kiss and I gasp for breath as he works his way over my jaw. He sucks my earlobe into his mouth, at the same time he cups my breast. 

I throw my head back and angle my hips against him, pulling him closer to discover a rapidly growing erection.

He takes hold of my shoulders and breaks our kiss abruptly. I startle slightly, confused as to why he stopped. He pinches his eyes shut as he drops his forehead against mine. We’re both exhaling heatedly. “Wait,” he says.

“Why?” 

He pulls back slightly, his expression torn with indecision and eyes dark with wanting. “Do you know what you’re doing?”

“Don’t insult me.” 

I grab his cock, and we both inhale with surprise. Him, no doubt, from my boldness. Me, from his sheer size. An ache of longing pulses in my core, craving that thickness inside me.

His indecision seems to vanish and I’m backed toward the wall, my high-heels shuffling as I try to keep up. He lifts me and I wrap my legs around his waist. He pins me against the wall and presses that hard shaft against my core.

Oh yeah. Now we’re talking.

I’m suspended in his steady embrace and whimpering, too overcome by the powertrain of desire raging through me to try to maintain any semblance of control. 

I never imagined Dallas could get me to yield to him for anything. Like, fucking anything. But I’m ready to give up whatever he wants. I am soft and fluid, eager in his arms, letting him claim my body with his mouth, his hands, his impressive erection. 

He’s hiked my form-fitting dress around my waist, exposing my red lace bikini panties. He’s still fully dressed but we’re grinding against each other as if we’re fucking already, the heat in my core rising and rising. I’m throbbing with need. 

Clinging to his broad shoulders, I slide my free hand between us and grab at the belt at his waist. 

“Rita, don’t fucking tempt me,” that deep voice says in my ear.

But I’m fumbling with the buckle. “Just tell me you have a condom.” 

He half groans, half grunts in answer, grabbing my panties with two hands and yanking them halfway down my thighs. I’m exposed and throbbing against bare air. I feel a rush of wetness at the sound of his zipper.

Then the car gives a sudden jolt and my stomach drops as I come to several realizations at once: we’re in an elevator, we’re ascending up toward a company party hosted by the CEO himself, and we’re both in a very, very compromising position. 

Oh yeah. And I’m strangely not as terrified of being in this elevator as I am of what happens if this door opens to a room full of professional colleagues.

“Fuck,” I breathe. 

We are a frantic rush of setting ourselves aright and getting properly dressed as quickly as we had become improperly undressed. As I’m hastily smoothing out my hair, he turns away so he can tuck that massive specimen of manhood into a less revealing position.

“Well...” I spit out, disoriented and at a loss for words. Which happens almost never, let me tell you.

But my brain is trying to catch up with what just happened. 

Now that I’m out of the heat of the moment—kind of—I can hear that tiny voice in my head saying that it’s definitely better that Dallas Huntington and I didn’t take things any further. We’re colleagues. On opposite sides of the Great Divide. We’d have to live with the consequences later and those consequences could’ve been huge. 

But, oh how I wish we’d been stuck in this elevator just a little longer.

The car comes to a smooth stop and we exchange knowing glances just before the doors open. That was close.

“Heh,” I say stupidly, trying to snap my brain into action. “Disaster averted, huh?”

Then the doors ding open to reveal a landing with a white marble floor, and a few hundred fellow cocktail party attendees in the massive room beyond. 

I hurry off the elevator without even looking back.
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Chapter 2 
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Dallas

Shit, she really wasn’t in her right mind. Not that I was either. 

What in the hell was I thinking? 

I step off the elevator less surefooted than I would like. There are a couple people mingling on the landing, holding their glasses of champagne and little plates of hors d’oeuvres. 

Rita is already several paces ahead of me, seemingly determined to disappear into the crowd. All I see is her long, dark auburn hair and her lithe body, which is in total command of that snug cocktail dress. 

What was I thinking? 

I was thinking the woman who’s been the sexy temptation I knew I should never indulge in was wrapping herself around me like a goddess and I did not want it to stop, that’s what I was thinking. 

That was the wildest, hottest kiss I’ve ever experienced. 

Which is a little pathetic given how close Christie and I were to getting married. Not that there wasn’t any attraction between us, but it was nothing like that. It was more restrained with Christie, I guess, though I didn’t realize it until just now. 

Because that kiss with Rita was off the rails. 

I don’t know why I should be surprised. Everything that woman does is bold and brash. She’s not afraid of anything, or anyone. Least of all, me. 

She said she doesn’t let people take advantage of her, and I believe her. But disaster averted? I can’t help but wonder if she would’ve been so willing had she not been completely freaked out only minutes before.

Rita’s making short work of cutting through the crowd. The party’s in a large room that’s lined on two sides with floor-to-ceiling windows and a stunning view of Boise at sunset.

She’s walking with the confident gait she always has, but when she turns and heads for the far side of the room and I get a glimpse of her profile, I can see how flustered she is under her don’t-fuck-with-me persona.

A woman like that will eat you for breakfast. 

But she surprised me. 

Not her passion. That didn’t surprise me. I mean, look at her. That woman oozes sorry-boys-this-isn’t-for-you sex appeal. But experiencing it? Fuck. So much better than my periodic imaginings. 

What did surprise me was her softness. She was like a little kitten, nestled in my arms. That hard exterior she carries around with her like a shield and a sword, it was gone. Just, gone. And I got a glimpse of the woman underneath it all. 

The kind of woman a man maybe could get close to.

And that’s the thing that surprises me more than almost anything. For months now, I’ve been hanging onto the hope that Christie will come around and be the woman I was in love with for so long. Maybe then she’d be ready to try again.

I’ve been nursing this hope even though I’ve known for some time there’s no going back with her. That accident took her on a different path, and the truth is, I’m not on it.

But even though I knew all this, in those moments when I was honest with myself, I still couldn’t picture my future with anyone else in it.

Until now.
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Chapter 3
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Rita

Dallas is over there chatting up the boss and being charming as hell. He’s handsome as the devil and he knows it. Admired by his peers. Respected and respectable. Everything I’m not.

But I’m going to have to do a little sucking up of my own if I have any chance of landing the Boise job. It’s not exactly my dream job, but it’s a way out of Swan Pointe. A way to save face. Because no way am I admitting to anyone that I just don’t get the satisfaction out of my column that I used to.

God, I’m such a fucking softy now. Rayce Rivers and Emma Swanson took all the fun out of giving the Johnson to people like that.

And maybe showed me that I’m not always right about people. 

To top it off, now I can’t stop thinking about the one thing I really want to do. The thing I’ve wanted to do all along but was always too chicken to try.

So Boise could be a fresh start. An opportunity to reinvent myself. 

Plus, I’d get to see those mountains every day. The rolling foothills are all lit up with the oranges and reds of the setting sun. This view is novel worthy, that’s for sure. 

But even the view isn’t enough to distract me from that unexpected elevator ride with Dallas Huntington.

I take a sip of my champagne and watch him over the rim of my glass. Our eyes meet briefly, and if I’m not mistaken, Mr. Stuffed Shirt over there is giving me one seriously hot look. Not that he exactly looks like a stuffed shirt to me anymore. He looks like one stunning piece of man meat I would not mind unwrapping.

Right now.

In the nearest dark room.

I’m still pretty worked up, wishing we’d been stuck in that elevator for just ten more minutes. Why couldn’t we have had just ten more minutes?

Now I have to try to schmooze the CEO in hopes he’ll transfer me to their new operation in Boise, in spite of the fact that it’s going to be a nice, respectable paper and I’ve been writing gossip trash for their trashy, cash-cow rag.

But my writing is solid, and I’m a damn hard worker who never misses a deadline, and all I need is for him to give me a chance.

I can hardly think straight about any of it thanks to hot lips over there.

I spend the next twenty minutes trying, and failing, to get my lady parts to just forget about Dallas Huntington while I mingle with fellow company folks from various locations: Swan Pointe, Portland, Seattle, Boise, Salt Lake. Writers and accountants and editors and marketing gurus are all here for the same thing: to celebrate the company’s twenty-fifth anniversary.

Mr. Michaelson’s company is killing it, too. His little conglomerate makes a shit ton of money so he probably had no trouble affording all the cash he dropped on this little shindig. It’s not too bad either. Great food and even free wine.

Free. Wine.

I feel bad for the sorry saps who had to stay behind at the local offices to keep things running. It’s gotta suck not to make the cut.

As I watch Dallas and Mr. Michaelson finally part ways, I’m hoping the fact that I did make the cut will play in my favor.

Dallas is coming in my direction, eyes on me, but I’m not letting him get me off task. The fact that I want to find a dark corner somewhere and climb him like a tree will just have to wait.

As we draw nearer to each other, Dallas gives me a truly panting-melting smile.

Stand down, lady parts.

“Rita—” 

“I’ll deal with you later.” I brush my hair back from my shoulders and pass him up, making a direct line for the boss.

I have to stay focused. Having a chance to schmooze the boss is a solid follow-up to my interview earlier and is literally the only reason I stepped into that elevator to brave the seventeen-story Ascent of Death. The free wine and heart-pounding make out session was just a bonus.

I glance over my shoulder to find Dallas watching me.

A big, big bonus.
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I’m putting little prime rib crudités on my plate, a freshly-filled glass of white wine on the table in front of me, and obsessing about what happened in the elevator. Now that my chat with Mr. Michaelson is over—it seemed to go all right, fingers crossed—there’s nothing to distract me from that coitus almostus with Dallas.

I still can’t believe we did what we did. In the course of mere minutes, my entire perception of Dallas Huntington changed. He went from a good-looking professional rival to a hotter-than-fuck man who I actually got real with. Because he felt safe. 

I don’t let people see my vulnerabilities. Because people will screw you every time. But when Dallas had me in his arms, there was no fear of that. 

Of course, I can’t be sure, but if it had been anyone else in the elevator with me, I think I would’ve extracted myself from him. I don’t usually like that kind of containment. With anyone else, I think I would’ve finished my little panic attack in a far corner, claws out. 

But I didn’t with him.

Why?

“It’s later,” Dallas says from behind me, his low voice resonating in my ear. The deep, rich tone both soothes something deep inside me and makes my thighs clench.

I look at him over my shoulder as he comes around, those gray eyes alight with a mischievous twinkle.

“Huh?” Because apparently I can’t think of anything more clever to say than that. Geez, it’s not like I work with words for a living or something.

The corner of his lips turns up. “You said you’d deal with me later. It’s later.”

“Right. Yes.” I return to my plate and place a couple grape tomatoes on it with a pounding heart. “That wasn’t exactly fair.”

“I know. I’m sorry.” 

Sorry? I look up at him. 

He’s close. Not inappropriately close, sadly. Just close enough to make me remember exactly what it felt like when he gave me those knee-buckling kisses, when he squeezed my ass, thrust against me with his cock, yanked my panties down my thighs. 

If I could, I’d be all over him this second. 

But he’s penitent and apologizing and I have no idea what for. 

“Should I not have done that?” he continues.

Oh that. 

“Look, it’s not like you took advantage of me when I was drunk or something. I knew what I was doing.”

“Are you sure? Because you seem a little out of sorts.”

“That’s not it,” I say, agitated and irritated. I pick up my wine and take a hasty sip.

“Then what?”

I take a hurried glance around to make sure no one’s paying attention to us, then drop my voice. “It’s just not nice to leave a girl hanging like that.”

His eyebrows raise and I’m reminded of the surprised look he gave when I grabbed that massive cock of his. I’m tempted to glance down. I wonder if it’s semi-hard, craving a satisfying ending just like I am.

And no, it’s not like me to act like this with a guy, least of all this guy, but here’s what I’m deciding. Dallas Huntington is like crack. All I can think about is how to get my fix, truly spiraling out of control. 

“Not nice? The elevator started up.”

“I realize that.” Holding my plate and wine, I advance down the line, keeping my eyes on the platters of food in front of me. He follows smoothly. “But still. A gentleman would finish what he started.”

He laughs lowly at my boldness, a deep, throaty laugh. But he’s giving me that same, hot look he’s been tossing in my direction all night. I have years of experience closing a deal and I smell victory. He hasn’t even agreed yet, but my body is humming and throbbing in anticipation.

“You’re a trip, Rita. Not subtle at all, are you?”

“Hey, no point beating around the bush.” Because I’m a crack whore for Dallas Huntington.

I take a step closer. “You can’t tell me I’m the only one who wants to finish things up.” 

Our eyes lock and I let him in. Like, deep in and I don’t do that. But here he is.

“And if we do finish things up?” he says lowly. “What then?”

This I wasn’t expecting. “What then?”

He nods slowly, still holding my eyes. This time he’s the one to take a step closer. We’re almost touching. We’re separated by a mere half inch of electrified space. 

I’m starting to get serious about finding a dark room. My hotel is just a couple miles from here but I don’t think I could make it.

“Yes, Rita,” he says in that slow, sexy, Rita whisperer voice of his. 

That’s when I realize something else. 

I’m about to close a deal where I am not the one with the upper hand. Because Dallas is doing something to me. This isn’t just physical. It’s roaring, raging, filthy, hot-blooded desire, yes.

But underneath all that, there’s something more.

“That’s what I said,” he continues in that deadly soft voice. “What happens next?” 

Uhhh.

Tha-thump. Tha-thump. Tha-thump.

“Nothing.” I’m slowly shaking my head, but still held fast by those gray eyes. “We just finish it. Get it out of our system.”

His eyes drop to my lips and an amused smile emerges on his face. 

Danger, danger. Abort. 

The tiny part of me that’s still sane warns I’m at serious risk of getting sucked right into this guy. But there’s no stopping this freight train.

“So we do this, and that’s it?”

I nod my head, in answer to his question. I don’t even have the strength to speak, but I need to stick to my guns about this being a one-time deal. I’ll just get in, and get out. I can do that.

But that sexy smile of his doesn’t go anywhere. Instead he leans in, his breath hot on my ear as he says, “I’ll give you what you want. But I guarantee, you’re going to want more.”
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Chapter 4
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Rita

Just before we reach the elevator, the doors open and an older couple starts to go in. We’re still seventeen stories high. That thing could totally get stuck again, or worse. 

I take a hard left, heading for the stairs. Going down is easier than going up. I can handle it. 

“Where are you going?” Dallas asks. 

“Stairs.”

He chuckles and slips his arm around my waist, pulling me snug against his body as he gently redirects me toward the elevator. “It’s perfectly safe.”

“How can you say that after what happened?”

“We didn’t get hurt, did we?”

Well, that’s true. Just the opposite, in fact. We step inside and I put one arm around his waist, hanging on. 

The doors slowly slide closed and I’m hyper aware of them, how they’re closing us off from all that space beyond and leaving us in this little box with these strangers who are just too damned close and that button panel with all the buttons because we’re so damned high and—

His voice sounds in my ear. “You’re okay.”

I close my eyes and turn into him, wrapping my arms around him and tucking my nose into the crook of his neck. He pulls me into a steady embrace and now it’s just me and him. I’m only vaguely aware of the fact that there are witnesses to my behavior. But they’re strangers anyway so why the fuck should I care if they think I’m too scared of an elevator to ride one properly? 

All I know is Dallas is going to carry me safely down and I’m going to let him. 

“Alright?” he whispers in my ear.

I nod.

“We should ride elevators together more often.”

I tighten my hold on him. “Is it almost over?”

“You mean are you one step closer to finishing what we started?” His voice still has that Rita Whisperer thing going on... that thing that tells me it’s okay and I’m safe. 

But it also has this deep throaty quality that made me remember what I nearly forgot. We’re headed to his hotel room where I get to hold this strong body as much as I want. With clothes off. 

My clit pulses. 

“If there weren’t people in this elevator with us,” he growls deeply.

I make a humming sound, almost a purr, and mold my body to his in a different way. Then the elevator comes to a stop and I turn just as the doors ding open. 

Well, that was fast.

The old couple leaves and Dallas brings me out into the building’s main lobby, our arms around one another and our sides linked together.

“How far is your hotel again?” I ask. He chuckles, but we both pick up the pace. He’s staying just a few short blocks from here, but it suddenly feels farther.

We go through the streets of Boise, lit up with street lights and flowing with people out enjoying a night on the town, stuck to each other’s sides and verbally flirting to keep the fire stoked. 

By the time we reach his hotel and are stepping into yet another elevator—he’s on the third floor—we’re practically mauling each other. We’re the only ones in here so his hands are on my ass and my breasts and I’m stroking his massive erection all while indulging in shameless, hungry kisses. 

I’m barely aware of going down the hall. Or of the door opening and closing. All I know is we’re alone at last and all constraints are gone. 

He peels my dress off in one fluid motion. I undo his belt, which he rips out and throws to the floor. His shirt is somehow already untucked. I don’t even know where his suit coat went. 

We tackle his shirt as one and when his chest is bared to me at last, I place both hands on his firm skin, followed by my mouth. I move to his taut nipple and suck, swiping the hard peak with my tongue. 

He inhales, his hands hard in my hair. “Damn, Rita.”

His hand slides under the fabric of my panties, cupping my ass and giving it a firm squeeze. I slide my hand down the front of his open pants and wrap my fingers around his warm, taut cock. 

He groans in my ear, his hand sliding between my legs from behind. I shudder, opening to him, going on tiptoe, wanting him to have room to touch me properly.

“Get on that bed, woman.”

We ditch the rest of our clothes and I comply, hurrying to lie down, ready for him come on top of me. He’s standing at the foot of the bed and squats slightly as he grabs my thighs and yanks me downward. 

He leans over me, supporting himself on his arms as he kisses my mouth, my jaw, my neck. I’m angling my hips, trying to get him lined up. I want him right now. Then I remember. 

“Condom?” I breathe.

“When it’s time.” Then he spreads those hot kisses along my collar bone, over my breasts, down my abdomen, my hips, the tender place at the crook of my thigh. 

I open to him, aching for it. “Dallas.” I’ve never said anyone’s name with such raw wanting. “Please.”

When his tongue touches my clit, my back arches hard and my head angles back into the mattress. I didn’t realize how long it’s been for me until this moment. I don’t leave room for men in my life. And when I do, it’s not like this, so raw and vulnerable. 

My body is consumed with fire, yes, but more than that, my heart is vibrant and molten. I’m yearning not just for a man’s touch, but for this man’s touch.

Does he know what he’s doing to me? He’s getting something inside of me to open. 

He’s also bringing me to a rushing, raging orgasm, almost embarrassingly fast, but it feels too damned good to leave room for embarrassment. His tongue is like liquid fire. I’m bucking and crying out and trembling on that delicious, delicious sharp edge. 

It’s almost unbearable, the acute ecstasy peaking between my legs and the powerful waves of pleasure washing over my body. All under the masterful ministration of Dallas Huntington.

Then I’m gripped in the claws of climax, shaking and gasping and wanting it to never, never stop.

And it damn near never does. Whether from instinct or experience, he knows exactly what to do to draw out every last ounce of pleasure until I’m left a boneless mass on the bed.

He stands up, wipes his mouth, and gives me an erotic, in-command look that perks up my core in anticipation. 

“Is it time?” I breathe. I look at that massive cock standing at full attention. Please, let it be condom time. 

He answers with a naughty, crooked grin and retrieves the necessary goods from his wallet. As he sheathes himself, his hand running firmly over his hard cock, my heart doesn’t know whether to calm down from the high of the world’s most amazing orgasm or speed up in anticipation of Dallas coming inside me at last. 

He doesn’t scoot me up on the bed, and I don’t bother either. He hitches his arms under my knees, stands right there at the foot of the bed, and enters me as I’m spread and exposed. 

It’s a pretty tight fit and he stretches me pleasantly, but I’m so slick that he comes right in. “Oh yeah,” I breathe as he pinches his eyes shut, a mixture of pleasure and relief on his face. Because he’s been craving it, too. 

This part is just as fast as the other. Not because he’s rushing either one of us, but because we’re speeding down this track together and can’t seem to stop. I’ve never needed anyone like this. No matter how much he gives me, I want more, harder, faster, more, more. 

He’s giving it to me rapidly, just like I need it, his hands pressing against my inner thighs spreading me hard. Every time he hits bottom, I’m jolted with a burst of pleasure. A pleasure that’s sharply rising as my body starts climbing again. 

His muscular abs and chest flex as he takes command. His eyes are on me the whole time, his face awash with raw desire as mine must be. This is new for me, too. This kind of eye contact in the midst of such shameless lust. It’s making the whole thing so much better, so much more, but it’s almost too much for me to handle.

Then he falls on his elbows and I wrap my legs around his waist and we are a hungry tangle of lips and limbs, moans and thrusts. He’s bringing me high enough that I’m starting to believe he may actually give me that elusive second orgasm. 

Usually I can’t get there twice, especially so soon, but all I need is a few more minutes of Dallas’ expert attention. I may cross that peak again before he does. 

He reaches down, grabs the base of his cock, and aims for my G-spot like he knew exactly where to find it. Then it’s all over. Even more than when he claimed me with his mouth, I am undone. My head thrashes back and forth, once, twice, then we’re both coming together. 

His body is taut in my embrace as he jolts and shudders and I am out of my mind with pleasure. 

“Yes,” his deep voice resonates within me. “Rita. Yes.”

And the sound of my name on his lips carries my heart to his. 
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Turns out, banging around with Dallas Huntington works up the appetite. He ordered in and paid for it online, so when I hear the knock I’m free to jump up and grab it. I’m wearing nothing but my underwear and Dallas’ shirt that goes to my mid-thigh. If the delivery guy wants to judge me for it, I don’t really care. 

I grab the bag of Styrofoam containers and hand over the cash to cover the tip. Dallas wanted to pay for everything, but that was the deal.

As I bring it to the dining table near the patio doors, Dallas joins me. Advantage number one of wearing his shirt instead of my dress is it’s more comfortable. Advantage number two is I get to watch Dallas walk around bare chested. 

It all works out for everybody.

The spicy scent of enchilada sauce gets my stomach to actually rumble. I’m fine with the distraction. My mind’s spinning a little with everything that’s happening with Dallas. But eating, I can handle. 

“Now to see if Boise is worthy of a location change. If they don’t have good Mexican food, I can’t be living here.”

I freeze and our eyes meet in surprise. I can’t believe I just said that. 

Now, I dig up dirt for a living and know how to keep my lips sealed. It’s not like me to let something slip that I don’t want out there. But all my usual rules don’t seem to apply with Dallas. I still don’t know why. I just know that they don’t.

“You’re moving here?”

And I surprise myself yet again. For two reasons. One, the thought of coming to Boise while he stays in Swan Pointe is strangely disturbing. And two, Dallas asked me a question I intend answer. Honestly.
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Chapter 5
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Dallas

“Are you transferring here?” 

When our company announced they were starting the new paper here in Boise, of course there were several positions that came with that. Apparently they’ve been getting applications from all over the company’s network. They’ve also reached out directly to people they would like to be in certain positions. 

As I know all too well.

“All right,” she says running her fingers through her long hair. She lets it fall in a soft sheet on her shoulder. “I’ll tell you, but you have to keep it yourself. We also have to eat while we talk because I’m starving.”

We dig out our meals and settle down with our plastic forks and knives. All the while, she tells me she’s applied to one of the positions here, but won’t tell me which one. 

“No way. I’m keeping that part to myself. I don’t need anyone giving me shit about it in case I don’t get it.”

“Don’t I have to keep all this to myself anyway?”

She waves her hand at me impatiently. “Just never mind. I’m getting out of Swan Pointe. That’s the important part. Things have been off for a while now, and when they announced the new paper I realized that what I needed was to get out of that town.”

She dips her taquito first into the little cup of guacamole and then into the little cup of salsa, and takes an enthusiastic bite.

I cut off a piece of my chimichanga. “Yeah. What’s up with you? I don’t care what you say, you haven’t been yourself in your column recently.”

She nods. “I know. Apparently I’m a great, big softy now.”

I raise my fork. “Oh yeah? How’d that happen?” I pop my bite in and instantly raise my brows. “Wow. This is good. How’s yours? Pass the test?”

She nods in approval, chewing herself.

“Although, if you’re wanting to test the quality of the Mexican food here, you have to do better than taquitos and cheese enchiladas. You can hardly screw that crap up.”

“Yes you can, and no they didn’t. This tastes pretty authentic. Who would’ve thought? In Boise freaking Idaho.”

“So this big change,” I prompt, taking another bite of my delicious chimi.

“Right. Well, I’ll tell you, but you have to promise not to tell anyone.”

I shake my head, smiling. “You’re not secretive or anything, are you?”

“Yes. I don’t talk to people about stuff like this, so don’t blow it by blabbing all my secrets.”

I smile. She’s confiding in me? I like that. A lot. I was right about the glimpse I got of Rita in the elevator on the way up to the party. There’s another side of her. A side I’m seeing more and more with each passing minute. And I’m enjoying the hell out of it. 

More than enjoying it.

“So it’s kind of annoying,” she says. “I was at this café, minding my own business, enjoying their chocolate silk pie, when in comes Rayce Rivers ready to profess his love for Emma Swanson, and apologize for being such an asshole, and all that stuff. You read my piece on that right?”

I nod, unable to do anything else since my mouth is full.

“Yeah, so...” she hesitates.

I was getting ready to take another bite, but she has me intrigued. I lower my fork.

“So?”

“So I totally bought it. He was completely sincere. It was crazy too, because it was like neither one of them had any sense anybody else was in the restaurant. It was like watching this super touching, crazy romantic, private moment between these two and I fell for it hook, line, and sinker. How am I supposed to be pissed off at him now?”

“Where you pissed at him before?”

“Well, yeah. People like that are such entitled brats. This one, all he cared about was his image. Such a phony. Then this woman comes along and it all completely changes. The whole thing got in my head.”

She waves her hand in the air like she’s trying to swat away a particularly annoying thought.

“It made me think maybe I’ve been wrong about other people, too. I don’t know, maybe I’m just sick of pulling everyone’s chain. If people want to be assholes, why the hell do I have to care? I have better things to do.”

God, I love her spunk. Truth be told, I always have. But that combined with the softer side she’s showing me tonight is definitely making me pay attention to her in a way I haven’t before. 

“Better things to do like what? What position are you going for?” 

“Oh no,” she says, covering her mouth because she’s still working on a bite of her quesadilla. “I’m telling you too much already. Besides, it’s not the job that matters. It’s the fact that it’s in Boise. This is my chance to get out and make a fresh start. What I really want to do won’t pay the bills, at least not for a while. I need something.”

“Why? What do you really want to do?”

She’s bopping her taquito up and down in the salsa, assessing me as if to see if she should tell me this, too.

“I promise I won’t tell anyone,” I say with a grin.

She points the taquito at me. “You’d better not.” She takes a bite, finishes chewing, then finally spills it. “It’s what half the people in our profession want to do but never do. Great American novelist and all that.”

She’s trying to toss it out there like it’s not that big a deal, but her vulnerability is showing through. Cutting another bite of her enchilada, she looks at me through her lashes, nervous.

Does she think I’m going to make fun of her for it?

“I think that’s great. I can see you doing something like that.”

She lowers her utensils. “Really?” 

“Sure. You’re a damn good writer, that’s for sure. Knowing how to write a column may not be the same as knowing how to write a novel, but why not go for it?”

“Well, actually, and I swear to God if you tell anyone this I will hunt you down and pummel you.”

“Can we just make a blanket statement that everything we say in this room, stays in this room?”

She presses her lips together, evaluating me. 

“You can trust me, Rita.”

Her face softens, like being able to trust someone is a rarity for her. 

“Well, all right.” She smiles, looking down at her half-eaten container of food, a pretty blush tinting her cheeks. “Here’s the thing. I’ve been ghostwriting books for about four years now.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “What kind of books? Novels?”

She nods. “Genre stuff. Mainly young adult fantasy, some paranormal, a little bit of romance.”

I grin at her. “Romance?”

“Shut up,” she says, grinning herself and digging into her rice and beans. “I can write romance. I get the general idea.”

I laugh. “If tonight has taught me anything, it’s that you more than get the general idea.”

She gives me a sexy, self-satisfied grin.

We’ve ridden that particular horse twice, once when we first got here, and once while we were waiting for the food to arrive. And if she’s game, I could go for it again. She’s the sexiest woman I’ve ever been with, that’s for damned sure.

But it isn’t just that. Rita’s woken up a part of me I didn’t even realize had been sleeping. 

“Anyway,” she says. “I got the inside scoop on Mr. Michaelson, did my studying, and talked his ear off about the PGA during our interview. I hate that crap but he loved it. I made sure we hit on the refugee thing, too, because he’s so passionate about it. At least that, I didn’t have to fake. I wanted to show him I can do the hard-hitting stuff, you know? I’m not just a trashy gossip columnist.” 

Now, this is revealing. Rita’s never once apologized for what she writes, or indicated she wanted to do anything other than, as she’s put it, “milk the cows that pay for the farm.” 

“I submitted some pieces I wrote just for him and he said he was really impressed.”

“I’m sure he was.”

“It seemed to go well. I think I have a good shot at it.”

And that circles us back to where this whole conversation started. Her in Boise. Me in Swan Pointe. I’m not sure how I would’ve felt about this new development if I’d heard about it before tonight. 

Yeah, I’ve always had more than one eye on Rita. She’s sexy and invigorating. She’s expert at verbal dueling. Technically, I guess we’ve been rivals, but I’ve never had any disdain for her either. I guess I would’ve been sad to see her go. I would’ve missed our little jabs as we passed each other in the Great Divide. 

But now? 

Now I feel like I’ve been given a glimpse at something far deeper than that. So much more. I’ve tasted just enough to know I want more. And she’s leaving. 

I’m not liking this at all. 

We’re holding each other’s eyes, not moving, our expressions sober. 

“I can’t stay in that town,” she says quietly, almost apologetically. 

“I understand,” I say, just as soberly. “You have every reason to leave and no reason to stay.”

She fusses with the corner of her Styrofoam container. “Well. I wouldn’t say no reason.”

“But you’d be stuck,” I say, thinking now of my own situation. “Just like I am.”

She cocks her head at me. “How are you stuck?”

“Hmmm.” Well, that’s a whole other topic. I take my last bite and close up my container. She closes hers as well. I stand and reach for her hand. “Come on.”

I lead us onto the balcony, leaving the sliding door open behind us. The night air is a little chilly, but it’s refreshing after being inside so long. We lean on the metal railing and look out over the busy streets of downtown Boise. She’s close to me, her arm pressing softly against mine. 

“You heard about my former fiancé?” I ask, keeping my eye on the lights of the soaring Zions Bank building, where we’d been earlier that night. 

“You mean the accident?”

“Yeah.”

“Yeah. I’m sorry about that.” 

Rita had actually expressed her sympathy to me after it happened. That had been a rare moment of her letting her guard down, too, now that I think back on it. But I was too caught up in everything else to notice. Not that it would’ve mattered back then. I was in love with Christie, and that’s all there was to it. 

“She blamed herself.”

“My god.”

“I know.”

“That wasn’t her fault.”

“Try telling her that.”

“Jesus.”

We look out over the city for a moment in silence.

“I can’t imagine feeling responsible for the deaths of five other people.”

“Not to mention the two who were so banged up their lives will never be the same again.” 

It was the kind of multiple car pile-up that makes headlines. 

Rita turns toward me and rests her hand on my bare arm. “Let me guess, she hasn’t been the same either.”

I shake my head.

“Is that why you two broke up?”

I nod. “She did the breaking. She’s completely out of control. She’s not the person she was before. I kept thinking she’d come around, but I don’t think so. It’s just... too late.”

There’s a heavy pause. 

I look at Rita. She’s examining me openly, and asks her next question as if there’s some part of her that doesn’t want to hear the answer. “Are you over her?”

“I’m over her,” I say definitively, without hesitation. Because it’s true. 

It seems she’s reassured by my conviction, because her expression relaxes. 

“What I’ve been struggling with is being over what I thought my life was going to be. I don’t do well with change, and this one flipped my entire world on its head.”

She nods sympathetically. “I can only imagine.”

“But...”

I look into those beautiful sky blue eyes of hers. I want to tell her that she’s making me see I could have a different future. A better future. A beautiful future. Getting a glimpse at the real Rita Becker has made me see I can survive horrible things and go on to be deeply, wildly, impossibly happy anyway. 

But the phrase too much, too soon comes to mind, so I keep to myself just how much she’s affecting me. Just how much I want more of her. Not just tonight, but after that, too. 

So instead I say, “Imagining a different future than the one I had planned has been hard. I haven’t been hanging onto her, exactly. She’s been gone and we’ve been over for a long time. But I’ve been hanging onto the idea of everything she represented.”

“Yeah.” She’s stroking my arm, keeping me grounded. “It sucks when we realize we’re not in control of our lives as much as we thought we were.”

I smile a little at that. “Right.”

“But, I don’t know. I think the only thing we can do is embrace that, you know? Throw ourselves into the wind. Let life surprise us a little.” 

That right there. That’s the thing about Rita that’s always intrigued me. She throws herself into the wind just in the way she walks down a hall. 

There’s a side of me that responds to that. Needs it. But I was locked into Christie, and Christie represented the safe path. The predictable path. 

If I’m honest with myself, there was a part of me that thought I wanted the kind of life we’d have together, but there was this whole other side that had been silenced and left unfulfilled. 

It’s far past time for me to stop hanging onto what I lost in that tragedy, and instead reach for everything I gained. 

This could be a chance for me to start over, too. To reinvent myself, just like Rita wants to. 

“You make me brave,” I say, pulling her closer to me. 

She smiles up at me. “You should. You’re the elevator superhero. The Rita Whisperer.”

I laugh. “The Rita Whisperer?”

She shrugs, that little blush creeping up on her cheeks again. “You make me feel things, too, okay?”

I take her face into both my hands and lean down. “Yes,” I say tenderly, our lips an inch apart, her body softening against mine, “It’s okay.”
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Chapter 6
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Rita

Dallas kisses me and I am awash with the sensation of it. My heart swirls with the dizzying presence of him, and my mind is humming with confusing, delicious thoughts like, maybe there’s something to this and maybe I’ll stay in Swan Pointe after all. 

But right now all there is, is this. And this is not like the other times. This is slow and heated, tender and powerful. This is bringing out a side of me I’m usually too scared to let out. And I’m not just talking the secret spilling I did earlier. 

Hooking up with a man is one thing when it’s fast and dirty. It keeps the heart out of it. 

Usually.

But the way he’s gently stroking my face and body. The way I’m tenderly caressing him. The heart is front and center, and I’m surprised how much I want from Dallas, too. 

Then I let go. Really let go.

If I’m going to do this, I’m going to do it. Even if only for tonight, I’m going to drown myself in Dallas Huntington.

As we continue to sink deeply into slow kisses, he gently lifts me and I wrap my legs around his waist. He carries me into the room and puts me on the bed, his weight solid and comforting on top of me. 

And we make love just like that, with the cool Boise breeze caressing our skin. 

Wrapped in each other’s arms, chest to chest, our hearts beat next to one another, and every touch, every kiss, every movement inside of me is a potent caress. 

More times than I can count tonight, Dallas got me to be vulnerable with him... and like it.
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Chapter 7
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Dallas

“Well, I’ll let you go, Dallas,” Mr. Michaelson says on the phone, “but I’ll say it again. I’m glad you finally came around.”

It’s the next morning, and I’ve been having this conversation out on the balcony so I don’t wake Rita. Who snores like a little puppy, by the way. It’s adorable. 

“Well, I realized I was being stubborn over nothing.”

Mr. Michaelson laughs. “Not a bad quality to have in an editor.”

“That’s true.”

“We’ll wrap up the details Sunday.”

It’s a little risky, accepting this position in Boise before I know for sure if Rita’s going to get hers. But whatever it is, her chances are probably good. She’s fierce, a crackerjack writer, and knows how to get things done. 

But if she doesn’t, well, I can deal with that as it comes. This job isn’t a done deal until the contract is signed anyway, and there’s still more negotiating to do. Which is what Sunday is all about. 

“See you on the golf course,” I say.

“Be prepared to lose.”

“We’ll find out, won’t we?”

He laughs again and we hang up. I look out over the city, so bright in the morning sun, and feel ridiculously exhilarated. 

I know it’s far, far too soon to be planning my job around Rita, or to be expecting her to plan her job situation around me. 

But Mr. Michaelson has been begging me to take this position and she’s likely coming to Boise, too. Why can’t we both get our fresh starts and gain the freedom to explore what’s happening between us at the same time?

Because making love to Rita was an otherworldly experience. It’s never been like that with anyone else. I don’t know where things are going with us, but I’m not willing to just let it go. 

I’m already grinning, but when I hear her moving around in there, my smile gets even wider. My heart does an actual flip. And I practically spring into the room. 

First, I’ll make her coffee, because she warned me last night that she’s not a morning person. Then, I’ll tell her the good news. Then I’ll give her a proper morning hello. 

Maybe not in that order. 

But when I find her fully dressed and slipping on her heels, a scowl on her face, I stop short just inside the door. 

“Where are you going?”

Maybe just downstairs for coffee, I think, but I know that’s not it just from the look on her face. Something’s wrong.

“I’m going to my hotel, where do you think?”

“Uh...”

Having put on the last heel, she straightens, brushes her hair off her shoulders, and stares daggers at me. God, what did I do?

I start moving toward her. “What’s wrong? Why are you leaving?” 

“Please. As if you care.”

What on earth happened? I reach for her. “Rita—”

“As if I do.”

I drop my arm. 

“Like I said. I just had to get it out of my system. Mission accomplished.”

Then Rita storms out of my room and I’m left standing in the middle of it in shock, watching the door swoosh close with a damning click. 
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Chapter 8
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Rita

I should’ve known when we were making love that I was letting myself get too vulnerable with him. Hell, the fact that I’m even thinking of it as making love should tell me something. 

I got too close.

And look what happened. 

He took his opportunity to be a selfish bastard, just like everyone does. I gave him an in to Mr. Michaelson and he took it. My skin was crawling almost the entire time I was listening to that conversation.

See you on the golf course. 

Why not invite along a bunch of refugee kids and seal the deal, Dallas? If you’re going to be a piss ant jerk about it. 

Well, to hell with him. And to hell with me for thinking he was different.

No one’s different. 

Everyone sucks and they can just all go bite the big one.

The fact that my heart is bleeding all over the place is inconsequential and my own damned fault anyway. Let that be a lesson learned. 

Of course I’m crying over Dallas. What did I think would happen? That we’d live happily ever after?

God, I’m an idiot. I should’ve known better.

My only consolation is knowing that only one of us can get that editor job, and therefore the other one will be in a completely different city. Because the last thing I need is to pass Dallas Huntington in the hall again. Not there. Not here. 

Not anywhere. 

But if only one of us is getting the Boise job, it’s going to be me. 
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“I’m afraid we’ve decided to go in a different direction,” Mr. Michaelson says. “Besides, you’re such a valuable asset in Swan Pointe. We’d hate to lose you there.” 

I’m clutching the phone to my ear to keep it from shaking. My desk is in a shared space and the last thing I need is for all my co-workers to see me getting all emotional. 

I mean, again. 

But the only witness to that one was Too Nice Nancy and what else was I going to do when she sat herself down in the break room and opened that little Styrofoam box with the chimichanga inside? 

Apparently nothing else but start bawling, because one damned night with Dallas Huntington has turned me into a weak, brokenhearted female who will cry over nothing. 

It’s ridiculous how much I still want him. Or how much I want to go to him and beg him to come up with some brilliant lie so I don’t have to believe he just fucked me over.

But as I listen to Mr. Michaelson tell me that Dallas will be the editor at their Boise location, what else am I to think?

He had to have known that was the position I was going for. He’s a fucking investigative journalist. He finds things out for a living. Besides, how hard would it have been? I saw him and Mr. Michaelson talking at the party. 

Maybe he got the idea that I was the front-runner, as Mr. Michaelson himself had hinted at before and is telling me right this very second, and decided to lure me to the hotel so he could get some inside tips. 

But you lured him, not the other way around.

And you’re the one who brought up the job, not him. 

And Dallas isn’t the kind of guy to do this.

God, I’m such a confused mess and just not used to opening up my heart the way I did to Dallas that night. I’m definitely not used to getting it stomped all over. 

Maybe I’m missing something here, but there was no mistaking from the conversation I overheard that Dallas decided to throw his hat into the ring at the eleventh hour, knew just where to take Mr. Michaelson to butter him up, and is now getting the job when I’m not. 

I’d fucking love to tell Mr. Michaelson just where he can shove his nine iron, but he’s still my boss so I graciously thank him for the opportunity and blah blah blah and get off the phone. 

I sit there staring at the phone as the clacking of keyboards and chatter of employees and shuffling of paper goes on all around me. 

I glance at my screen. I’m halfway through a column titled, “Councilman’s wife suspected member of underground sex club.” 

This is not suspected. It is solidly confirmed. Her husband is into it, too, so as far as I can tell it’s consensual and an open marriage and I don’t give a fuck about any of it. But the editor here at The Voice wants me to reveal the councilman’s involvement later. We have a whole series planned out in order to maximize the shock value. 

And the profit. 

That’s the kind of “valuable asset” I am to them here in Swan Pointe and I’m sick of it.

I pop up from my chair and storm out of the room.

“What’s the matter with you?” a co-worker asks as we’re passing each other in the Great Divide. 

“Nothing. I’m great.” 

Fantastic. Lovely.

I’m also done. So fucking done.

I head for the smoker’s patio, which is currently abandoned thankfully, and pull out my phone. I don’t smoke, but this was the closest place I could go. I can’t send this email quickly enough. 

I pull up my email and draft a note to Mr. Michaelson. 

I’ve fantasized about this for months. Months. I’ve mentally written versions where I tell them what fuckers they are. I’ve written versions that are existential, long, boring explanations of how I want more out of my life. And I’ve mentally drafted the kind of resignation letters that are brief, professional, courteous, and don’t burn any bridges. 

Exactly like the one I’m sending right now. 

I even give them three weeks’ notice. Cuz I’m an angel like that. 

I hit send, return my phone to my pocket, and look out over the bare, concrete slab that serves as the smokers retreat. 

The emotions trying to surface inside me are so polar opposite, it’s rendering me numb. I’m relieved and elated to finally be free from the job I’ve grown to resent so much. I have no idea what I’ll do next, but I’m resourceful. I’ll figure it out. 

The point is, it can be whatever I want. 

But it can’t be with whoever I want, and that’s the thing that’s keeping me from the high I thought I’d feel when I finally left this job behind. 

It was one night, Becker. Get a hold of yourself. 

But that night with Dallas was like that moment in the café watching Rayce and Emma. It changed me. Touched me. And I can’t seem to go back to who I was before Dallas Huntington revealed himself to be the Rita Whisperer. 

No matter how much I want to. 

I calmly walk back down the Great Divide, return to my desk, grab my purse, and head home where the hot tub and a bottle of wine awaits.  
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By the time I’m leaving for work the next day, I’ve had all the expected conversations about my resignation with all the expected people. My editor thinks it’s about money and offered me such a sizeable raise it only made me think I’ve been ridiculously underpaid the whole time. 

Mr. Michaelson wants me to stay, too, and after I made it clear I’m not staying in Swan Pointe—or freaking Boise—he said he’d find a place for me. 

But I don’t know. I don’t know what I want. 

Other than the obvious. 

I get to the end of the Great Divide on the second floor, walk past the elevator, and head for the stairs. 

“Rita!”

I freeze at the sound of his voice, coming up from behind. I’ve managed to avoid running into him ever since I’ve been back. I guess it was inevitable. Still. 

I clench my teeth and start walking again, my heart galloping in my chest.

“Wait!”

“I don’t want to talk to you,” I answer, my heels click clicking on the tile steps. It’s true. I don’t want to talk to him. I want to turn around and pummel him. And then kiss him while he holds me in his arms and—

No, no. I just want to pummel him.

“Rita, will you please stop?”

I stop on the landing between the second and first floors and turn to him, my arms crossed. “What?” I say, as if I couldn’t care less what he has to say. I’ve no idea if he’s buying it.

He comes up to me and it’s difficult just looking at him. He’s so handsome and so freaking right for me... or so I’d thought. I don’t even know what to do with the fact that he looks so heartbroken.

“We need to talk.”

“No, we don’t.”

“I heard you quit.”

“Why do you care? I heard you got the job I was going for.”

“I—wait, what?”

Those gray eyes look so genuinely surprised and concerned. It’s confusing. But I’m not making the mistake of trusting again. I spin, intending to leave. He takes hold of my arm. 

“Wait, what do you mean the job you were going for?”

“Don’t act like you didn’t know.” I yank my arm away even though it was so good to have Dallas touching me again. Too good. 

“I didn’t. I swear.”

“Do I look like I was born yesterday? I’ve made a living reporting on other people’s bullshit and so have you, so don’t give me that...”

But I don’t even know if he’s listening. His face has undergone a transformation of realization.

“Rita,” he says low and soft, in that Rita Whisperer voice. It silences me immediately. “Is that what happened? You overheard my conversation and thought I was going after your job?”

I examine his face. Is he playing me, or is this for real? “You did go after my job. And got it. Congratulations.”

My mind is a confusing swirl of thoughts. I can’t handle this. I have to get out of here. I turn to leave but he gently hooks his hand under my bicep. “Rita, wait.”

I look up at him. Did he really not know? Was this all just a coincidence? 

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t know.” 

I want to believe him, which is exactly the danger. I want to believe him. I need to believe him. Which means I’m in the ideal frame of mind to be deceived. 

He puts both hands on my arms. This time, I let him. 

I’m trusting him. But I don’t know if I should. “Don’t bullshit me.”

“I’m not. You never said which job it was. And it didn’t even occur to me that it’d be that one.”

“Why? Because you think I couldn’t handle it?”

“Are you kidding?” he says, like the thought never crossed his mind. “No, I... I guess I figured it’d still be a writing position because it seemed like you wanted something that fed you more creatively.”

“I—hey, this isn’t about that.”

He cocks his head at me and his gray eyes sharpen, like he’s just figured something out. I get that sensation I had with him before. That sensation of being seen. Being vulnerable. 

“You’re right. It’s not about that. You’ve been telling yourself you left because of what you overheard that morning.”

This investigative reporter is onto something, I can tell. But I don’t know what. “I was just done,” I say weakly. “Like I told you.”

“Uh huh. Who’s bullshitting who?”

“I’m not bullshitting you.”

Am I?

“No, you’re bullshitting yourself.”

“No, I—”

“You absolutely are. And I know why. But let’s talk about the job thing for a minute, all right?”

“Uh...”

“Are we really not allowed to apply for the same job? Especially a job that you yourself said you were lukewarm about.”

“Um...”

“It’s not the job,” he says, shaking his head. “That’s not what this is about. You didn’t even talk to me about it. Why?”

I want to pull away but he’s tearing down my resistance. Maybe I did just overreact. And I definitely wasn’t being fair not to at least talk to him.

But I was so hurt. So fucking hurt. And I’m not used to people having the ability to hurt me like that. 

It’s terrifying, how tied into him I already am. After just one night. 

And now?

Now I can’t even argue. He’s right. It wasn’t really about the job at all.

“What this is really about,” he says, coming closer and softening his voice, “is you being vulnerable and afraid to trust people.” I look up at him, tears welling up in my eyes. Tears. There is no part of me this guy can’t touch, and he’s right. That scares the shit out of me. 

“Right?” he asks. 

Maybe.

But maybe I can’t do this. Maybe I’m not cut out for this. Maybe I can’t handle what he’s giving me, or maybe I can’t give him something so basic as a mature relationship where people talk about things instead of storming off and avoiding the other person for days after.

“I wasn’t trying to move in on your job,” he says gently. And I believe every word. “I understand what you thought you heard, but that wasn’t what happened.”

He’s sucking me right in. If he’s lying to me, he’s doing exactly what I’ve been wishing for. I wanted to fall back into that hole with him again. But now that it’s happening, I’m terrified. 

What if I take off my armor only to get squashed again? 

“I...” I say weakly. I blink back those tears. I want to throw up my barriers, tell him it’s nothing like he says and that I just got my fix. A one-night stand and no more. 

But I also want to open all the way up again. No walls. No protection. 

Nothing but trust. 

And as if he knows exactly what kind of conflict is raging inside me, he’s giving me the most handsome, understanding, sympathetic look. How has this man figured me out so quickly?

“Come on.” He slowly pulls me into his arms. His forehead drops against mine. “Be brave with me, Rita.”

And as I look into his eyes, I soften in his arms.

“You scare me,” I whisper. 

He smiles and brushes my cheek with the back of his fingers. “I know. But don’t be scared. I’m the Rita Whisperer remember? I’ve got you.”

My heart flutters in my chest. 

He’s got me?

“I don’t think I’m good at this.” 

He smiles. “You’re a fast learner. I’ll teach you.”

I slowly wrap my arms around his waist, still looking in his eyes. “I don’t want to screw this up.”

“Just relax. I’ve got you.”

“You’re not going to let me fall?” I whisper. “You promise?”

“Only in the good way,” he says, cupping my face with both hands. “If I’m lucky. If you’ll let us.”

Oh hell. What am I going to do. I mean, really. I guess I should follow my own advice. Sometimes you just have to see where life takes you.

“I’ll let us,” I say, slowly rising on tiptoe. “Just promise you’ll catch me.”

Then our lips meet and our embrace tightens and I truly am falling. Seventeen floors and more, but Dallas is right here.

He’s got me.
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Epilogue
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Dallas

Rita and I are walking along Eighth Avenue in Boise, headed to Ruth’s Chris Steakhouse for our one-year anniversary. She’s wearing a slim cocktail dress, like she did that night we fell into each other’s arms, but this one’s emerald green and is a lovely, striking compliment to her deep, auburn hair. 

We go into the lobby of the Zion’s Bank building, where it all happened so long ago, and get on the escalator that goes to the second floor where the restaurants are.

“Avoiding the elevator?” I tease, even though no one takes the elevator to the second floor with this escalator right here.

She gently leans against my body, slipping her arm around my waist. “I handle elevators just fine now.”

“Because I cured you.”

“Something like that,” she says with a smile. Not to take credit or anything, but that isn’t the only thing I cured her of. Ever since I asked her to take a leap with me, she’s been all in. 

And amazing. 

The few misunderstandings we’ve had have been a breeze to handle, because we talk it out with love and trust. 

I was right. She was afraid to get into a real relationship, but she was a fast learner, too. 

She runs her fingers down my tie. “You look so good, all dressed up.”

“Not like a stuffed shirt?” I tease.

She shakes her head and gives me a sexy grin. “Not when I know exactly what’s stuffing that shirt.” She glances down. “And those pants.” 

I smile and slide my hand around her waist, pulling her closer to me. “Come here, you.”

I give her a kiss that gets my heart thumping against my chest. I’m so ridiculously in love with this woman. Even though the last year has been full of firsts and adventures—new jobs, a new city, and Rita’s new books—the overriding theme of it has been one thing: 

Falling deeper and deeper in love with the most amazing woman I’ve had the privilege to know.

We pull apart just in time to get off the escalator, and hold hands as we go into the restaurant and are led to our table. 

We’re seated by a window, where we can look out over one of Boise’s most charming downtown streets and it’s here that we end up enjoying the best—and most expensive—steak in town. 

We laugh and talk about memories we’ve shared so far: our trip to Yellowstone and the thigh-burning climb to the top of the white Mammoth hot springs, the crazy manager at one of the condos we were looking at before we found the one we’re in now, and the insanity of trying to clean spilled paint off the broad wooden floors. 

It could’ve been a stressful mess, but thanks to her, it was flat hilarious. 

I’ve seen Rita sick, angry, playful, stubborn, saucy, and downright swoony. 

I love all of it. The whole package. 

And my heart has been thumping against the little box in my breast pocket all night, just at the thought of making that whole package truly mine.

The waiter clears away our dinner plates, we place our dessert order, and I take Rita’s hand into mine. 

“Happy anniversary,” she says, her blue eyes glittering at me. 

“Happy anniversary. I have a gift for you.”

“We already exchanged gifts,” she says, simultaneously stern and pleased. 

“This one is special.”

I release her hand, pull the velvet box out of my pocket, and carefully slide it in front of her. 

Her eyes lock on it, her lips parting in surprise. She slowly reaches for the box, opens it, and I slide out of my seat.

“Dallas...” she whispers, the tips of her fingers on her lips. 

I get to one knee and her eyes come to mine. 

“Rita, life has been such a beautiful adventure with you. An adventure I never want to end. You are everything I’ve always needed, and more than I ever dared hoped for.”

Her face softens and her trembling hand squeezes mine. 

“Will you make me the happiest man alive? Will you marry me?”

She bursts into that mix of crying and laughing only females are capable of. She slides off the seat and wraps her arms around my neck, kissing me over and over again. 

She grabs the box and hands it to me, holding out her hand in happy anticipation. 

“You haven’t said ‘yes’ yet,” I tease.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she says, laughing and hanging onto me and kissing my neck and crying all at the same time. 

The highlight of my entire life. Easily. 

The restaurant erupts in applause and I startle. I forgot all these people were even here. I look back into Rita’s eyes and nearly forget about them again. 

I pull her into an embrace, and she tucks herself into my neck. I cradle the back of her head, my fingers wrapped in her soft hair. The most precious person in my world. 

“Now I’ve got you,” she says, and I laugh. 

“You do.”

And she does. 

Forever. 

––––––––
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Fall in Love with the Rivers Family...

Rita Becker is the intrepid, off-screen gossip columnist mentioned in the Beautiful Rivers series, a collection of steamy contemporary romance standalones ...

Begin with Connor and Whitney’s whirlwind romance. Can she capture the heart of this wandering Rivers brother? Find out in BEAUTIFUL MINE. 

Let’s not forget the beautiful Rivers sister. When Lizzy crosses paths with “Brett Freaking Carmichael”, the son of her nemesis, she learns there’s more to this heart-stopping single dad than she first believed. Get swept away in their sexy, heartfelt love story, BEAUTIFUL FALL. 

Not to be left out, the Rivers’ beloved cousin Corrine falls for the mysterious Mason Reeves, a man with tragic ties to the family clan. But family secrets aren’t the only things standing in the way of their happily ever after. Experience all the feels of their stunning love affair in BEAUTIFUL DARK. 

Be sure to find out who tames the eldest Rivers brother. Fall in love with Rayce and Emma in BEAUTIFUL DEEP, a powerful tale of passion, love, and redemption.

Discover Heart of Glass...

Keep reading for an excerpt from Jordyn White’s secret crush, friends-to-lovers story, Heart of Glass. 

I moved three thousand miles to get away from my best friend, Luke Fraser. 

Gorgeous.

Funny.

Intelligent.

He was the whole package.

Did I mention he was married?

I couldn’t take the heartbreak of wanting something I couldn’t have, so I bailed. 

I had convinced myself that I was over him, until he ended up in my town for a six-week art commission. 

One look was all it took for my heart to break all over again. I wasn’t over him. Not one bit. 

But things have changed, and not for the better.

Recently widowed, Luke is carrying darkness and secrets.

Everyone tells me to stay away. Even him. He’s a mess. Broken. Incapable of giving me what he says I deserve.

But regardless of what I deserve, there’s only one thing I need. 

Him.

Excerpt from Heart of Glass

Mia

Such a stunningly beautiful place for one’s heart to be ripped out. 

We’re gathered on the sprawling lawn of the new expansion of the Swan Pointe Botanical Gardens, at a reception hosted by the Rivers Paradise Resort. The area has been set up with high cocktail tables, a full bar, and buffet indicative of the resort’s five-star reputation. 

The highlight of the expansion—for the moment—is a round platform in the middle of the huge pond. The platform’s circumference is about four car lengths. Its base is nothing but cement. 

A blank canvas. Waiting for some magician to come along and make it something worthy of notice. The centerpiece of the entire space. The reason we’re all here.

The source of my current troubles.  

“There you are,” my sister Cat says, approaching with her fiancé, Marcus. “You didn’t bail after all,”

“I considered it.” I give first her then Marcus a hug.

We look like sisters, except instead of keeping her hair dark like mine, she goes for the blonde hair, dark roots look. She has more edge than I do, so it totally works on her. 

The two of them look amazing, actually. He’s in a dark suit, no tie, the top two buttons undone and she’s wearing a red dress with an uneven hem. Such a gorgeous couple. 

Even though they’ve only been back together for six months, Marcus was such a constant presence in our lives when they were first together that it’s easy to feel like he never left. 

Especially because they look at one another with an overflowing love that makes my heart melt, and maybe break a little.

It made me so happy to see things work out between Cat and Marcus, a couple I’ve always felt were meant to be together. But why can’t I have that for myself?

“You look beautiful,” Cat says pointedly.

“Thanks, so do you.” She does, too, as always. “Are you sure this dress doesn’t make things obvious?”

“Not at all. You’re a beautiful woman at a fancy event. Why wouldn’t you look amazing?”

Cat insisted I needed to look and feel my best tonight, and I guess I agreed even though there’s literally zero point. 

I’m in a dress we picked out just for the occasion. A mulberry-colored form-fitting gown with two-inch wide straps and a swooping back. 

When we went shopping for it, Cat declared it made me look, “Sexy as fuck.”

That should have made me put the dress back. 

But it didn’t. 

The dress really isn’t helping me feel any better about things. Because this dress is not going to change the fact that my dating life is a disaster. 

The last guy I went out with, someone I met on a dating app, spent most of the evening talking about his ex-wife. No, make that ranting. It didn’t start out that way, but eventually that’s what it turned into. 

I don’t know her and I don’t know him, and I don’t know what actually happened between them. Maybe she’s as horrible as he said, but he didn’t come off looking too good either. 

The whole thing left a bad taste in my mouth.

It’s been a week and I’m still miffed about the whole thing, because I haven’t exactly been handling the ups and downs of single life very well recently. I know exactly why, too.

“Have you seen him yet?” my sister asks. 

Him. 

Both the reason I’m here and the reason I don’t want to be anywhere near here.

I shake my head. “I haven’t really looked though.”

“Are you nervous?”

I take a deep, steadying breath. “Well... yes. But it’ll be fine, right? I mean, it’s been two and a half years since I’ve seen him. It’s been so long, it won’t be like before, right? It should be fine. Right?”

“Riiight,” Cat says slowly, giving me a knowing look. “Let’s get you a drink.” 

We head to the bar where I get a glass of Chardonnay. Cat is trying to distract me with talk of work—she wants me to meet one of her interior design clients because he’s a potential collector for my gallery.

This strategy to divert my attention wasn’t a bad idea. I love my work. And tonight is definitely about work; I have no small list of people I need to connect with while I’m here. 

But right now I can’t focus on any of that because the crowd is starting to quiet and everyone’s attention is being drawn toward the stage. My heartbeat starts to pick up. I know what’s coming.

I look toward the stage too, and immediately feel I’m hovering above the ground somehow. I grip the delicate sphere of my glass and watch as two men cross the temporary platform set up at the far side of the lawn. 

One of them is our evening’s host, Mr. Rayce Rivers. In addition to being one of the owners of our local, world-renowned resort, he likes to spend exorbitant amounts of money on the arts in his spare time. 

Which leads me to the man next to him. Luke Fraser. 

As I take him in, my pulse stutters and my legs start to tingle. Luke isn’t in the typical suit, like every other man here. He’s in a black dress jacket with a dark maroon collar and maroon pocket square. It’s the kind of thing that’s typical in the New York art scene or maybe the red carpet in Hollywood, but not so much in this central Californian tourist town. 

It makes him stand out. It says he’s something unique and worthy of notice, though I highly doubt he was purposely trying to make that sort of statement. 

Next to him, Mr. Rivers is a commanding presence, as he always is. But Luke holds his own. Maybe I’m already prejudiced because I know him, but it seems to me that he exudes the aura of artistic genius. 

His hair is the same dark brown, shorter on the sides and back, and longer on top. He has a short, neat beard, almost just scruff. He’s strikingly handsome, at least to me. Impossibly gorgeous. Though I’m hopelessly biased. 

Hopeless period. 

Cat’s arm comes around my waist. “See? You’re doing fine.”

I huff. What a crock. I’m not even trying to hide my reaction to him. 

It’s no different from before, not at all. Because all I want to do is plop down on the grass, rest my chin in my hands, and stare at that man all day. All damned day. 

Luke. 

Here.

Back in our shared hometown and not where I last saw him in the dusty bowels of his mentor’s glass studio on the outskirts of Manhattan—where he’d gotten me my first post-college job. 

I’d already been secretly in love with him for some time. It happened when I was a senior in high school and my new friend introduced me to her brother visiting from college. Even then, I thought Luke had both the plans and the talent to take on the whole damned world.

He is almost the entire reason I left New York, along with my own failed attempts to conquer the world. After my grandfather’s passing, I returned home to lick my wounds instead.

I’ve been hoping and praying that it’s been long enough that it wouldn’t be so bad to see him again—knowing all along that I was hoping in vain. 

I know perfectly well that time makes no difference. Every time I’ve seen Luke, it’s been after a long period apart. It never seems to matter. My heart has been unrelenting in its desire for him. 

No matter how off limits he is.

Mr. Rivers approaches the microphone and at his simple, “Good evening,” an attentive silence falls over the crowd.

I am not able to take my eyes off Luke, who has assumed a professional smile. He wears that humbly honored smile all through Mr. Rivers’ announcement, that a certain Luke Fraser has been awarded the commission for an art installation in the Swan Pointe Botanical Gardens.

Of course, I knew this. I’m the reason it happened. 

Mr. Rivers, my gallery’s best client, asked me for a recommendation for this installation and I gave him Luke’s name. I almost didn’t. Because I knew it meant I’d be faced with this moment. 

I even tried to think of other people I could recommend with a clear conscience: the glass artist in Michigan, the one in Texas, the one in British Columbia.

But in the end, there was only one person who fit the bill. 

Now, faced with the consequences of that decision, I try to remind myself of all my valid reasons for giving Luke’s name. The sizeable finder’s fee. The fact that finding an undiscovered gem like Luke would mark an important step up for my gallery. The fact that Luke truly fit every criteria Mr. Rivers was looking for. 

The fact that it would help Luke, too.

That was the factor that tipped the scales more than anything else, actually. How could I not want Luke to have such an amazing opportunity?

But now, watching the unobtainable love of my life with blissful anguish, the real reason becomes clear.

I just enjoy torturing myself.

My attention is starting to sharpen on something else, though. Even from this distance, I’m picking up on something underneath Luke’s professional countenance. He seems weighed down. There’s a somberness there that makes me want to go to him and find out what’s wrong. 

“Breathe,” Cat whispers.

I inhale, realizing I’ve been holding my breath. “God,” I whisper, “why is this so hard?”

“You’re okay,” she says reassuringly. “It’s only one night.”  

“There will be another reception for the installation.”

“Okay, two nights. But that one won’t be for a while.” 

“I haven’t even talked to him yet. I still have to go talk to him.”

She nudges my hand. “Take a drink.”

I take a hearty swallow, then nearly choke on it when Mr. Rivers says this: “Mr. Fraser has also been granted a six-week residency here in Swan Pointe.” 

“Wait, what did he say?” I spin on Cat, but she’s exchanging a panicked look with Marcus. “He’s building it here?” I ask. “Why is he building it here?”

“I don’t—”

“I can’t do six weeks of this.”

“Yes, you can. You’re just...” Her eyes go back and forth between mine as she tries to come up with something comforting. “It’s just hard right now because it’s been so long and you’re not used to seeing him. But you used to see him every day and you survived that.”

“Barely.”

“Now, now,” Cat says, rubbing a soothing hand down my arm. “It won’t be like before. You won’t have to see him all the time. And when he’s done, he’ll go home.”

Applause erupts around us. The announcement must be over, but I don’t look away from Cat’s face. “They’ll go home.”

She gives me an understanding look as I remind myself, for the millionth time, about the reality of this situation. She nods sympathetically. “That’s right.”

My eyes go back to the general direction of the stage; Luke and Mr. Rivers are descending the steps and some people are already moving forward to meet the artist. But I’m scanning the area for someone else.  

Luke’s wife. 

His elegant, beautiful, high-class wife. The niece of his beloved mentor. The bane of my existence. 

The reason why Luke and I will never, ever happen. 

Keep reading Heart of Glass. Get your copy here.
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GET YOUR FREE BOOK
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He’s my ex and now my client.

There are so many reasons to say no to him.

So why can’t I stop saying yes?

KEEPING HER is the standalone prequel to the Hearts on Fire series, available exclusively to newsletter subscribers. 

Experience Cat and Marcus’s fiery, emotional love story today. Get your copy here. 
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THE FIREWORK GIRLS

“Like an addictive TV show where you feel like you’re friends with the characters and are glued to every development.” - SPR

FORBIDDEN HEAT

Isabella and Shane (Firework Girls #1)

MIDNIGHT HEAT

Chloe and Grayson (Firework Girls #2)

ETERNAL HEAT

Ashley and Erik (Firework Girls #3)

NUCLEAR HEAT

Sam and Jack (Firework Girls #4)

HANDLE THE HEAT
A Firework Girls Short Story
Sam and Jack (Firework Girls #4.5)

HOLIDAY HEAT

Bobby and Sophie (Firework Girls #5)

––––––––
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THE BEAUTIFUL RIVERS SERIES

“I loved the Firework Girls series but I think I'm loving Beautiful Rivers more!” – Mary M, Five-star Amazon review

BEAUTIFUL MINE

Connor and Whitney (Beautiful Rivers #1)

BEAUTIFUL FALL

Lizzy and Brett (Beautiful Rivers #2)

BEAUTIFUL DARK

Corrine and Mason (Beautiful Rivers #3)

BEAUTIFUL DEEP

Rayce and Emma (Beautiful Rivers #4)
BEAUTIFUL LIES (a novella)

Rita and Dallas (Beautiful Rivers #5)
HEARTS ON FIRE SERIES

HEART OF GLASS

Mia and Luke (Hearts on Fire #1)

LOVE ON THE ROCKS

Raven and Spencer (Hearts on Fire #2)
Coming summer of 2019

For a complete, up-to-date list of all Jordyn’s books and shorts:

Jordyn White’s Reading Order Page
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Connect with Jordyn!
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Go to my website for excerpts from the books, news, and more. www.JordynWhiteBooks.com

Become a Firework Friend! Join my fan group on Facebook. 

Like my Facebook Page.

Follow me on BookBub.

Follow me on Book+Main. 

Or feel free to drop me a line. jordyn@jordynwhitebooks.com
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