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            This is a Hawwwt Read

          

        

      

    

    
      Hello Gorgeous,

      

      The Rules of Attraction  is a full-length standalone novel. 

      It’s a super-hot, super steamy read  that I hope you’ll enjoy.

      Beware you may need ice.

      Enjoy xx
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      Don’t fight Attraction

      Those were the words Alex spoke to capture me at hello.

      I’d never met a man like this before.

      Sexy as hell, hot like sin.

      A man who came with his own rules.

      He looked at me like he wanted to devour me, made my heart pound, and my soul shiver with need.

       

      Attraction.

      That’s what he called the insane chemistry that sparked between us.

      He tempted me to explore and play by the rules.

      After the disaster of my last relationship I should have run a mile from the gorgeous, godlike man who called me angel.

      But …I allowed him to tempt me.

      Just for one night I decided to escape life.

       

      I never thought I’d see him again.

      Attraction, however, had other things in mind for us, and I started a game it wanted me to finish.

      It turns out the god-like man is my new boss…

      I’m not sure how many more shocks my life can take.

       

      It would be a mistake to fall for this man.

      So I try not to.

      But he wants to own me.

      He wants to make me his.

      He wants us to get lost in each other and escape life together.

      Lost, until the scorching heat from attraction burns out.

      The call of desire is too strong.

      I should say no but I can’t resist the irresistible …
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        The Rules Of Attraction

        (according to Alex Sullivan)

      

        

      
        1. Don’t fight attraction, do what it tells you.

        2.Never give up when you find an equal.

        3.You can’t resist the irresistible.

        4. Decide the pace: fast or slow.

        5. Nothing else matters when you’re together.

        6. Get lost in each other until you burn out.

        7. Opposites don’t just attract, they belong together.

      

      

      

      
        
        Beware: you have to play the game if Attraction chooses you…
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        * * *

      

      What the hell kind of day was this?

      I thought I’d managed to escape the shit, but no, it followed me all the way to Chicago.

      Tom was marrying Becca.

      My stomach plummeted again just at the thought, and I felt sick.

      Tom.

      The man I’d spent eleven years of my life with was marrying my best friend.

      My hands were still shaking, had been for the last few hours.

      It was the immediate reaction on finding the satin textured, cream colored envelope sitting on the floor of my flea-bag apartment when I got back in from grocery shopping.

      The envelope contained their wedding invitation inviting me to attend the glorious union of Tom Underhill and Rebecca Kennedy at two PM on Saturday the fourteenth of September.

      I’d dropped the envelope, ran to the toilet as bile rose right up into my throat and threw up everything I’d had since fourth grade.

      Then I must have lost my mind as I left the said flea-bag apartment and went walking, and somehow ended up here at The Hideaway, a night club.

      It was eight o’clock.

      I should have been at home prepping to start my new job tomorrow, not here.

      I wasn’t even dressed up. The blue summer dress I wore was more fitting for a quick trip to the supermarket or a walk in the park. Definitely not for mingling with the Tuesday night partygoers at a sassy club.

      And my stomach still felt queasy.

      It was so stupid. This reaction. I shouldn’t have felt like this.

      Tom hadn’t been mine for a long time, but what gripped me was the hurt I felt. The hurt and despair from the rejection.

      Four months ago when Tom and Becca told me they were together, and had been for a while, I dealt with it.

      At that time, Tom and I had been on a break for eight months and I’d just buried my father.

      I thought the break was Tom’s way of helping me while I needed to care for my father during the time he needed me most. I thought we’d simply get back together at some point because we’d been together for so long.

      But he had no intention to do that.

      He’d acted like he’d done me a favor.

      Doing me a favor would have been to end things properly with me and not crush me with news of being with Becca.

      Back then I didn’t have the strength to accept the truth for what it was. That they’d been seeing each other behind my back for God knew how long. Or, that while I was at my lowest going through all manner of shit the man I loved was screwing my best friend.

      For the last four months I’d gone through the motions of trying to pick up the pieces of my life, and bereave my father.

      Like a shell, I felt hollow inside and the person who used to be me was lost in the void somewhere.

      Today though… the bubble popped. It snapped like someone stuck it with a sharp pin and landed me on my ass that was already at rock bottom.

      Today was when I actually woke up, and reality slapped me with all the emotions I’d suppressed.

      The loss of my father had displaced time around me and I had no grasp of anything until today when I held the wedding invite and life as it was stared me in the face.

      Tom was getting married to Becca, my father was dead, I was broke, in debt and in Chicago waiting to start a new job that was several downgrades from the career I worked my ass off for.

      That was my life summed up in a nutshell and it sucked.

      I hated it.

      Worse yet, I hated that I couldn’t have seen Tom for who he was. Becca too.

      I hated that I allowed them to get to me now, and that I’d allowed them to damage the little strength I had.

      All I should have had on my mind was healing my broken heart from the loss of my dear father, and getting back into the career I loved.

      Just those two things, nothing else.

      I didn’t need confirmation of how much Tom loved Becca.

      “Would you like some more water?” The bartender asked.

      I turned my attention to him and blinked.

      Water.

      My brain was in a state of tumult.

      

      I was going to need something a lot stronger than that.

      What I needed was an escape from the torment that had filled my mind. I needed an escape from life.

      My attention was drawn to a pretty blonde woman in a bubblegum pink dress who laughed out loud. She sat on the opposite side of the bar with a man who seemed to be dazzling her with sauciness. They’d been there since before I came in, which was well over an hour now.

      The woman looked happy and carefree.

      I didn’t know when I would feel happy again, but maybe I could do carefree.

      “Can I have what she’s having?” I asked motioning towards her with my chin.

      The bartender chuckled and nodded, allowing one of his dreadlocks to fall over his eye. I’d seen him take a pink colored cocktail over to her in one of those tall glasses with lemon on the side and blue syrup drizzled around the rim. It looked cool.

      “That’s a real strong drink sweetheart, do you think you can handle it?”

      “Yes.” I said firmly. Maybe a little too firm, but damn it to hell yes I wanted a strong drink and yes I could handle it.

      The smile on his face grew. “Okay I’ll mix one up for you.”

      Minutes later I had my drink before me. It was called Angels on Sex.

      No wonder the woman ordered it.

      “Go easy on it. Sipping is best to start.” He advised.

      “Thanks, I’m sure I’ll be fine.” I picked up the glass and instead of the sip I was advised to take, I took a huge gulp.

      Immediately, I grimaced at the sharp, searing taste of vodka contrasted with sugar syrup strawberries.

      It sent a hot shiver through my whole body as it hit the back of my throat, making my skin burn and tingle.

      Damn the stuff was seriously strong. Maybe I should have sipped and taken it easy as advised, especially since I normally kept drinking to a minimum.

      But screw it. I needed this.

      Once the tingling and burning feeling left, a sense of calm spread over my brain, having an effect similar to taking a painkiller and feeling it starting to work.

      I practically downed the rest of the drink, and Jesus it felt like I’d overdosed on pure happy.

      I had to close my eyes, squeezing them shut at the sensational intensity. When I opened them again I saw the bartender standing before me with a glass of water.

      “Drink this it will help balance things out.” He smirked.

      “Thank you.” I took the glass from him and sipped on the water.

      The balance he spoke of came along with the buzz I was going for.

      “Better?” He asked.

      “Yes, could I have another one of those drinks.”

      “Sure, but make sure you drink the water.” He winked at me as he sauntered away.

      I loosened my ponytail, allowing my platinum blonde locks to tumble down my shoulders and spill down to the center of my back.

      I could see my reflection from the mirror behind the drink rack that I looked better, and more fitting to the setting.

      When the bartender came back I noticed he gave me that once over look most guys did when I let my hair down. It was a look I’d grown accustomed to ignoring because I was with Tom.

      I didn’t have to do that anymore.

      “Enjoy.” He smiled with another wink and left me.

      I started on it straightaway. Thankfully since I was used to the taste I went straight to the enjoyment and lapped up the buzz that filled me. Another one of these and I’d be drunk.

      I knew my limit and didn’t want to start my new job tomorrow with a hangover.

      This mellowness was good.

      It numbed that part of my brain that ached from all I’d been through, putting it on pause so I could calm down.

      Calm down enough to entice that carefree vibe I needed right now to escape.

      As the alcohol worked its way into my bloodstream I allowed my thoughts to drift.

      I closed my eyes again, tuning the music out and the people around me.

      Focusing, breathing, focusing, steadying my breath.

      Good… it was working.

      I’d come to Chicago for a fresh start.

      I had more important things to deal with than Tom and Becca. Bigger fish to fry.

      I couldn’t allow them to get to me.

      They were both as bad as each other and bad for me. Tom had been a terrible boyfriend with all his negativity, and criticism, and Becca had always kept me in her shadow. I’d known her practically since birth, and it was always the same. I was second best.

      When they came to tell me they were together –two days after my father’s funeral –that fucking bitch had the audacity to act like I should be happy for them.

      Fuck them.

      Fuck them both, and life too for taking my father.

      Defiance filled me as the buzz danced through my veins.

      I was checking out of reality, just for tonight.

      Tomorrow I’d start again with this job.

      Just for tonight I’d be someone else.

      Not Summer Daniels. The high achieving Miss Goody Two Shoes.

      The music changed to a song I recognized and I opened my eyes. It was Touch Me, one of those songs that could bring out the sexy in me no matter how I felt.

      Up by the bar, the volume had been kept to a low beat so people could enjoy the music and still hold a conversation.

      Just like the cocktail, the chilled beat did something to me, lulling me towards it.

      I was on the second level. I looked down to the main dance floor and saw all the fun everyone was having there and at the three other bars that circled it.

      I wanted that too. Fun. Carefree fun.

      How long had it been since I danced?

      My body moved even before my brain could register that I was moving, and straight down the steps I went allowing the music to envelope me.

      Swirling lights spiraled over me as I took my descent, immersing myself into the vibes.

      The beat pumped through every single fiber of my body.

      I found a good spot where I could move freely. Then I got sucked into the music and allowed it to move me in whatever way it chose.

      Sexy, that’s what I felt like as I ran my hands over my head, down my chest and onwards to my waist. Soon, like everyone I was completely lost in the sounds of smooth sexiness.

      It had been too long since I’d allowed myself a moment to relax, or just to stop and indulge in nothingness. Like now, dancing to the music with no thought other than to enjoy the beat, and enjoy the calmness that had settled over my mind.

      I would have indulged in the temptation to become truly lost if I didn’t suddenly feel the distinct impression of eyes focused on me.

      The club was packed, heaving with people and there were a lot of guys looking at me as I danced, but the magnetism and intensity of the stare was so strong that I had to see where it was coming from.

      When I twirled around I stopped mid sway, locking my gaze with a man standing by the column near the doors that led out to the roof top terrace. The raised platform he stood on allowed him to tower over the people that danced around him.

      It was him…

      He was the one looking at me.

      That was where the heated, penetrated blaze I felt came from, and he was still focusing on me.

      This man was what I would have called deadly handsome and had the kind of gorgeousness you’d see on the Hollywood heart throbs women swooned over. The flashing club lights bounced off his blonde spiky hair and made his light eyes look brighter.

      He was tall, standing over six feet and displayed a body that was all muscle with a mile wide chest  that looked toned even from where I stood.

      He oozed style with his black blazer and white button up shirt. The top buttons lay open allowing me to see corded muscle and just make out hints of a tattoo in the flickering lights.

      I didn’t know what impressed me more. The confident, cocky manner in which he stood, or the masterpiece he was.

      And… he was still looking at me, giving me his complete undivided attention, doing something to me that I couldn’t quite describe and hadn’t felt before.

      It was like he paralyzed my mind and spoke to my inner desire. Then as if he knew what he was doing to me, a slow satisfied smile crept up the corners of his sensual mouth making him look sexier.

      Feeling embarrassed for staring the way I was, I turned away and changed my movements to a light sway.

      The song was still going, it was in its height of the beat. A guy shuffled closer

      to me and started dancing.

      He was cute. Not as gorgeous as Mr. Perfect over by the column but cute, and seemed to be a little goofy too.

      More what I would class as my type. He got me back into my flow and I would have continued dancing with him if I didn’t catch sight of Mr. Perfect now standing amongst the crowd, eyes locked on me.

      The lights flickered on him. Blue, red, gold, green, but didn’t mask the sexiness that radiated from him or the fact that he was fixated on me.

      I slowed my movements again, unable to look away like I had before.

      I was the last person to stare at anyone because I thought it was rude, but this man made me want to stare.

      Someone bumped into me from behind, breaking the connection. It was only then that I turned away.

      I’d lost Mr. Goofy in that little shuffle and was now surrounded by a bunch of guys who looked at me like I was fresh meat. One started dancing with me. He was gorgeous with his shoulder length locks and that laid back style.

      Again, though, not like Mr. Perfect who I’d seemed to lose.

      Maybe this was a little too much carefree for me. I wasn’t here to pick up guys.

      I should go. Go back to the apartment. I’d had the drink and danced myself silly if only for a few minutes, but me dancing with all these guys was probably a bad idea.

      I shuffled away from them and headed back up to the stairs where the beat was chilled.

      I was about to turn the corner for the exit when the warmth of a strong, large hand grabbed mine, stopping me.

      Twisting to look, I found myself gazing up at Mr. Perfect, who towered me with his height and that fascinating masculine presence.

      “You couldn’t possibly be leaving yet.” He said in a deep, alluring voice that immediately captured me.

      His eyes roamed over my body and I allowed myself to look at him too.

      I didn’t think it was possible, but the man was hotter up close.

      His face was all angles with a chiseled jaw, tanned skin and a five o’clock shadow.

      Those compelling eyes riveted me to the spot, looking at me in a way that did sinful things to my body. I saw pure, raw desire in them.

      Being this close also allowed me to see his eye color.

      They were gray, like silver. Very unusual looking, almost otherworldly reminding me of a smoky cloud.

      “Yes.” I answered realizing that I was simply staring and hadn’t answered him. I also noted that his hand was still clasped around mine.

      “Don’t tell me I’m the only one who felt that back there.” The slow easy smile widened in a cunning way.

      “What?” I acted like I didn’t know what he meant, but I knew.

      If I didn’t know anything else it was that, whatever that was. And, I felt it now.

      “Attraction.” He cajoled.

      “Oh, really?”

      “Yeah. Definitely.” He nodded. “Pure energy with the power to evoke and control.”

      “You make it sound like an actual thing.”

      “It is, and there are rules.” The smile up close was well and truly sexy too. It paralyzed me.

      At least I had to give him credit for being original with his pick-up lines, but then guys like him didn’t have to worry about what they said.

      “Like a game?”

      “Yes, exactly like a game. And, we just got chosen to play.” I noticed the way he lingered on the word play.

      “We?” I smiled inched across my face. Yup, definitely original, and not bad at all.

      He nodded.

      “What are the rules?” Why did I ask? That was letting trouble take me, but some part of me reached out for this attention.

      “Don’t fight attraction, do what it tells you. That’s the first rule. So I can’t allow the most beautiful woman here to leave without dancing with me first.”

      God, what should I say to that?

      An electrifying shudder reverberated through me.

      I was a wreck inside, and didn’t exactly look my best on the outside, but this perfect man thought I was beautiful, and he was still holding my hand.

      It had been awhile since I felt beautiful, and definitely not in the last few months.

      His gaze, bold and assessing dropped from my eyes, to my shoulders, to my breasts, then drifted casually down the rest of me. The look was so galvanizing that it sent a tremor through my body and scattered my nerves.

      “I should –”

      This guy was one of those that spelled trouble, and I didn’t need trouble right now. I usually avoided guys like that. The cocky, arrogant sort that were usually assholes. But what did I know? After Tom I could hardly claim to be a good judge of character.

      “Dance with me, angel.” Magical words which charmed me. Jauntily, he cocked his blonde head to the side.

      “Dance?”

      “Yes,” he stepped towards me and suddenly I became aware of how close we were standing. He dipped his head low to my ear, and with a low, seductive voice said, “I liked the way you danced. It was damn sexy. The guys who got close to you were lucky. I just want a chance too.”

      I considered it and allowed the fantasy of dancing with him to take over.

      How could I resist a dance with a truly handsome man who thought I was the most beautiful woman here?
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        * * *

      

      It was electric.

      Magnetic and hot.

      Dancing with him was like nothing I’d ever done before.

      Rhythm poured from him and our bodies moved together like they were made for each other.

      This was what people called chemistry.

      Every touch sparked a connection, a reaction. It interested me, intrigued me, and yet I didn’t even know my mystery man’s name.

      That thing I felt, attraction, drew me to him.

      I didn’t think that anything could make me forget the reason I sought refuge in this place. Dancing with this gorgeous man had proved me wrong.

      As we moved I became more and more aware of his touch.

      His hands on me, his hips moving with mine and the fact that he made no effort to mask the desire in the way he touched me.

      He wanted me to know he was attracted to me.

      We were dancing like we’d known each other long enough to be dancing this close.

      Like we knew each other intimately.

      There was nothing chaste in the way that we moved and I got lost in the moment and the feeling.

      People were watching us and actually giving us our own space.

      Gold lights beamed down on us and I turned to face him. Heat washed over me when I saw the intense lust in his eyes. It pulled me further into this enchantment.

      Butterflies filled my stomach and fluttered straight to the pit of my groin, alerting me that I was completely turned on.

      He took hold of my hips and pulled me closer so that our bodies were touching again. He then dipped his head low to my ear and whispered when the music changed so I could hear.

      “Sexy, truly sexy.”

      His face was close to mine and I was aware of his hand creeping down the hollow of my back.

      “You too.” I whispered back, but my voice got lost in the sound of the beat that came back.

      This song was slower, made for lovers.

      We should stop here. I should stop because this man was making me lose control of my mind and I didn’t think that was a good thing.

      That would have been the logical thing to do but for some inexplicable reason, I couldn’t move to leave him. That part of my brain was shut for business.

      It had been a long time since I was touched this way. A long time since I allowed myself to be turned on.

      A long time since I actually felt sexy, as sexy as he said.

      The fire that took over from this new persona I’d created for the night had wanted me to tease and play so I did. Something inside me caved and allowed my emotions and inner desires to run free. I realized in that moment that that was what the drink had done to me. It stopped that part of me that held myself back from doing what my inner desires pushed me to do.

      Like this. I would never normally be in a club, drinking and dancing with a stranger.

      And, dancing like this.

      I wiggled my hips to the beat of the music setting alight a wicked smile his face. He leaned closer, so close that I thought he was going to kiss me. He stopped just a breath away from my lips and paused with that sexy smile for effect. The heat of his body radiating. Hot, just like him.

      “Again.” I read his lips.

      When I did it again I amplified the move, making it more sexy just for him.

      Moving my hands slowly over my hair, down my chest drawing his attention to my breasts.

      His gaze heated up turning into a look reserved for a predator stalking a prey.

      Devour. The look told me he wanted to devour me.

      He slid his hands across to my waist, but it was like I could feel him all over

      me.

      God, if Tom and Becca could see me now. If they could see this man who was a million times more gorgeous than Tom, and sexy, looking at me as if I was one of those women who were perfect.

      And, me… being in this man’s presence instantly gave me sinful thoughts that must have come from a combo of the drink and the wild streak my mind was running on.

      The music stopped but that didn’t stop us. He pulled me closer, compelling my head to turn into his powerful shoulders then he dipped down to brush his lips against the curve of my neck.

      Just like his voice, it caressed my skin and sparked the endings of my nerves making desire pool deep in my core. I moved away, completely aware of what this man was doing to me, but he caught my hand and pulled me back.

      Gazing into his eyes, I saw something sensual there.

      It froze me, holding me in place just like earlier.

      He reached up and brushed the side of my cheek with his thumb, then lifted my chin towards him.

      The cockiness of his smile danced on his lips but served to keep me in the trance of the moment.

      His eyes…

      They clasped me with lusting invisible fingers and I felt powerless to resist his charm.

      “Let me buy you a drink.” He offered.

      Nice as this was I couldn’t have another drink, and I was cautious of what having another drink with him would lead to.

      “Just had one, but thanks. It was nice to meet you. I should go now.” I stepped out of his touch and moved away.

      He was trouble, dancing with me like that. And I would be in trouble to entertain any further contact with him.

      I wasn’t used to feeling like this, or sparking weird connections with strangers who could get me all hot and bothered with sinful thoughts I’d need to book a week in confession for.

      That wasn’t me, and as carefree as I wanted to be for the night I didn’t think adding a man to the drinks I’d had was a good idea.

      Especially not this man, who I shouldn’t have been surprised wouldn’t take no for an answer.

      He caught my hand once again before I could get away from him, stopping me in my tracks.

      I looked down at our hands joined and then back up to him, and the charmer that he obviously was lifted my hand to his lips and kissed it.

      Damn.

      I noted how soft his lips felt on my knuckles and couldn’t stop myself from wondering how he’d feel on my lips.

      “Just one.” He mouthed as the music started up again, and held up one finger.

      This was the part where I could walk away, and go back to my hovel of an apartment where I knew I would sink into depression over Tom and Becca again.

      Or I could have one more drink with this guy?

      “Okay,” I gave in. “Just one.”

      The smile he gave me now reached his eyes.

      Instead of going to the bar I was originally at he led me up to the VIP section, which was actually a room on its own with glass walls. The volume was controlled in here too.

      The room hovered over the dance floor literally creating the feel of floating in a glass ball, but while we could see outside no one could see us in here. This was the kind of room designed with style, with the definite VIP’s in mind.

      A bartender came inside to take our orders when we sat down in the booth.

      “Water.” Mr. Perfect ordered to my surprise, then slid a little closer to me. “And orange juice for the lady,” he looked at me. “Unless if you want something stronger.”

      “Orange juice is good. Thank you.” Orange juice was better than having anything else alcoholic.

      The bartender went away with the order leaving us together.

      “What’s your name angel?” Mr. Perfect asked.

      Angel, I liked that. For a moment I wondered if this was how the woman in the pink dress felt when that man was talking to her.

      “It’s Summer,” I replied. “And you?”

      “Alex.” I liked the sound of his voice. It was deep and masculine, strong and sexy, but also playful.

      The bartender returned with our drinks handing me mine first.

      “Are you here by yourself Summer?”

      I wondered how to answer that question. Was telling him I was here alone a bad thing?

      Bad things happening to women in clubs were always on the news. I didn’t get the impression of this man being harmful in that way, but what would I know? I’d just met him.

      I was attracted to him, and knew that much but as for anything else I didn’t know.

      He laughed on seeing my contemplation. “I swear to God I don’t bite. Just wanted to know if I should expect a boyfriend or a husband storming over here to kick my ass for being with his woman.”

      I smirked. When I was with Tom that would never happen. Tom was too laid back and never said anything when guys hit on me. Even when I got the creepy kind who were overtly undressing me with their eyes, he still did nothing.

      “No, there isn’t anyone here like that. I just came here to check the place out.”

      “By yourself?” He raised a dark brow. I noticed his lashes and eyebrows were a shade darker than his hair. It was a very striking contrast.

      “Yes,” I replied tentatively.

      “What would bring a woman like you out to a nightclub, all by herself?” Those eyes of his brightened with a glint of wonder.

      The thing that brought me inside here was Tom and Becca. I didn’t want to talk about them to anyone and sound more pathetic.

      Earlier my brain felt like it was going to implode on itself and I needed to…

      “Escape.” The words went straight from my mind to my lips.

      “What were you escaping?” He looked intrigued.

      “Life,” I said with a nonchalant shrug as if it wasn’t a big deal.

      “Oh, I see.”

      “Are you by yourself?” I decided to ask too.

      “Is that like my question? As in am I here with a girlfriend, or just here physically by myself?” He held my gaze as he took a sip of water, eyes never leaving mine.

      “Both,” I replied. Why not? This was me chilling out right? And being carefree.

      The smile on his face widened with satisfaction. “There is no one like that here,” he borrowed my words. “And I’m here by myself. Turns out I’m escaping life too.” He leaned closer brushing against my shoulder.

      “Really?”

      “Yes.”

      I didn’t think there could be a girlfriend here because of the way that he danced with me, and we were sitting together now. I couldn’t imagine though what he’d have to escape from. He looked like wealth, smelled like it too with the rich woodland aftershave that tantalized my nerves. He had the arrogance and cockiness of a man sure of himself and I didn’t think I needed two guesses to know that he was here to pick up women.

      “Here’s an idea,” he began, mischief flickered in those eyes of his making him look more seductive. “How about we be here together?”

      The way that he looked at me held a purely sexual flame.

      I was single, very single. I’d been single for the last year, and hadn’t acknowledged or accepted it.

      Until today. Right now it waved itself in front of me, telling me I didn’t have to worry about loyalty to anyone.

      Just myself.

      I couldn’t tear my eyes away from his, being mesmerized by him and the idea of being here together.

      “Together?”

      He reached out to touch my cheek, running his fingers along the line of my jaw.

      Heat rose from the soles of my feet and spread throughout me, worsening when his knee brushed against mine.

      “Together,” Alex’s eyes flicked down to my lips, lingered there, then snapped back up to my eyes

      “What would that involve?” I asked cautiously, looking at his lips too and the perfect angles in his face.

      Butterflies fluttered in my stomach, going wild as he lowered closer, his finger still on my chin.

      “This.”

      The look in his eyes turned hotter and gut instinct told me he was going to kiss me.

      My heart fluttered in anticipation, skipping past the fact that I’d only ever been with Tom. He’d been my first everything and my only, but that was just a useless thought like everything else that used to be. Best left in the past.

      I was here, right now with the gorgeous and perfect Alex and as he came closer I did too, feeling the temptation luring me in. Casting the thrall of a spell that gripped me.

      His lips pressed to mine and I swore my mind went blank of everything except for the zing of desire that rippled through me.

      The kiss pulsed throughout my entire body. Bone-tingling and sensational, the type that was possessive, greedy, full of the firestorm of passion.

      I felt lost when he moved away briefly to offer a wicked smile that curled my toes from the sauciness that filled it.

      Seeing that I definitely wasn’t ready to stop kissing him, he moved back to recapture my lips and that was when we really got going and I got lost in him.

      Lost in the kiss, lost in the moment.

      Angels on sex had worked on me like a drug, but kissing Alex wiped Tom and Becca clean from my mind.

      Kissing him cleansed everything from my mind and I had to struggle to recall who I was and where I was.

      His hands slid around to the back of my head to bring me closer. I allowed myself the privilege of running my own fingers up his jaw, feeling the stubble of a beard on his chin. Feeling him and enjoying the softness and teasing of his lips on mine.

      When we broke apart my lips burned feeling ravished from the desire filled way that we kissed. And I wanted more.

      I couldn’t believe I could feel this way after a kiss.

      “Come home with me.” He whispered against my lips.

      It was only then that my sense of awareness returned.

      “What?” Shock heated up my cheeks.

      “Come home with me,” he repeated with that sexy smile.

      That would be crazy. Completely insane, and it could be dangerous.

      “I can’t.” I shook my head. Yes, I wanted carefree, but this was several levels ahead of carefree. “I don’t know you.”

      “We can fix that problem.” He smiled and stopped my next words with another kiss equally as fiery as the first.

      I melted against him, allowing him to devour my mouth. “Come home with me, angel.” Came his words again.

      “We just met.” My voice came out breathy as if I’d been running a marathon.

      “I’m not a serial killer or some kind of creep. I’m just a guy interested in you.”

      Alex looked me over with true seduction and my heart fluttered in response, heating up from the sexual fire that consumed it. The smoldering fire I saw in his eyes captured me and I was powerless to resist.

      Could I really do this?

      Go home with him?

      I needed a moment to evaluate this. Alex was hot, hot like hell, but that was as much as I knew.

      Going home with him would just lead to one thing.

      A one night stand.

      I didn’t do things like that, or hook up with gorgeous men in a club and go home with them .

      “I can’t. This is crazy.”

      “Why is it crazy?” He chuckled.

      “We just met,” I was twenty eight years old, met Tom in high school and had all my firsts with him. I hadn’t as much as kissed another man in the year that I’d been single so how was I supposed to go off with a man I’d just met?

      “What does that matter? I think we both know what we want.” That fire appeared in his eyes again.

      I was a little embarrassed that I seemed that transparent so I resumed my former play. “Anything could happen to me.”

      “Take out your phone and find the number for the person you’d call if you were in danger.”

      I widened my eyes at him. He was actually being serious?

      I shook my head at him and really entertained the possibility of me doing this.

      Going home with him.

      Other than the police, there was only one person that I had that I would call if I were in danger.

      That was Eilesh.  Next to Becca, Eilesh was the closest friend I had. I guessed now though that she was the only friend.

      If she were with me now, I doubted she would tell me to turn this guy down.

      Eilesh had been that one crazy friend everyone had who pushed the limits and loved gorgeous men.

      She’d caught Cody, an Australian deep sea diver, who was her own gorgeous man. They’d been married for the last three years, but marriage hadn’t dimmed her craziness, and spontaneity.

      She knew about Tom and Becca being together and how they’d treated me. If she knew about the marriage update, Eilesh would have probably shoved me into Alex’s arms with a box of condoms.

      God, was I seriously thinking about going home with him?

      I looked at him, looking at me in that playful manner, eyes taking me in in a purely sexual way.

      Eilesh was visiting Cody’s sister in San Francisco. She was going to be there for the next two weeks. She wouldn’t have been able to help me if I needed to be saved, and that was just stupid thinking that because if I needed to be saved I would call the police.

      “Give me your phone,” he chuckled.

      “Why?”

      He wiggled his fingers beckoning me to hand it over. I reached into my bag to retrieve it, unlocked it and handed it to him.

      He tapped something into it and held it out to me to show a google search for the Chicago Police Department.

      My lips parted in surprise when he pressed the number to call them and I widened my eyes at him in astonishment as he started talking when someone answered.

      “Hi Alex Sullivan here. I’m just letting you know that I’m taking Summer,” he paused and took the phone away from his ear for a second. “What’s your last name angel?”

      “You called the police?” I couldn’t believe that he wanted me to go home with him that much.

      “Angel come on, I’m validating myself here so you’ll trust me. Can you think of a better idea Summer?”  He gave me a look of expectancy and I found myself smiling.

      “Summer Daniels.”

      He put the phone back to his ear. “I’m taking Summer Daniels to 55 Park Lane Towers. My car registration is ASUL10. Yup, it’s unique. If anything happens to her come and see me. we are leaving from the Hideaway and it’s now nine. Thanks bye.”

      He hung up and handed the phone back to me.

      “You’re crazy.” I smiled.

      “Yes, but in a good way. Feel safer?”

      I wish it was just the safety part that I had to worry about.

      “I feel safe yes, but I …” he held my gaze, looking at me the way he did earlier  when he stood by the column.

      That same paralysis seized me, and I wondered what it would be like to be with him. His kiss still burned my lips, my body, my soul.

      He stood up and reached out his hand to me.

      “You coming angel?” He smiled revealing dazzling, straight white teeth. “We could escape life together.”

      Temptation in its fullest seized me.

      Escape life.

      Yes, I wanted to.

      Tom and Becca had drained me out.

      I wouldn’t even begin to address the grief I’d shelved to the back of my heart over losing my father.

      Escape life with him.

      Alex, the gorgeous man who’d taken to calling me angel.

      Could I do it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Summer

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      There were two things that I was aware of as I entered Alex’s apartment.

      The first was that the man was definitely incredibly rich.

      The next was that he was a damn good kisser.

      Really. Damn. Good.

      Jesus, my body felt like it was on fire with every kiss and touch. It made me wonder what else he was good at.

      The kissing eclipsed the myriad of thoughts and fears that zoomed through my mind.

      On the way here I must have thought about everything under the sun, while he’d remained calm driving me in his Lamborghini.

      Lamborghini.

      I nearly fainted when I first saw it. The only other time I’d seen one was on TV.

      I couldn’t help the skip in my step as I hopped inside thinking I was actually going to be driven around in a fancy, fast car. That temporarily dimmed my worries and my decision to go home with this man to his penthouse apartment .

      I must have lost my mind because this couldn’t be me.

      But this was living, because the way he touched me made me feel alive.

      Alex picked me up, sweeping me up weightlessly, as if I weighed nothing.

      I’d always been slim built but admittedly felt I’d gained a few pounds from stress eating in the last few weeks. His lips never left mine and he touched me as if I was indeed perfect.

      Instinctively I wrapped my legs around his waist, but slid back down him as he pressed me up against the smooth surface of the wall nearest the sliding doors.

      I settled against it as he pulled back and rested his strong arms either side of me.

      “You’re scared.” He observed, looking at me with assessing eyes, but with a flicker of excitement. “Still worried something could happen to you?”

      I didn’t think I showed my fear, or rather concerns, but maybe I was wrong.

      “I’m not scared.” I tried to sound confident but I may have sounded more convincing if I didn’t have that quiver in my voice.

      “What are your limits, angel?” A sinful smile flashed across his face and there was that flicker of excitement that I saw before in his eyes.

      My limits, what were they?

      I didn’t know. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had sex.

      Again, I thought of Tom. We knew each other and I was used to him.

      How did I explain without looking like a loser that I’d spent my life with exactly one man and with my nose buried in law books? So, I didn’t really have time to explore my limits.

      I was aware that the beautiful man was waiting for my answer, but I was lost in my mind and lost in him, still trying to work out the best thing to say.

      “I don’t have any.” At least it sounded like I was daring and the adventurous type.

      The buzz from the drink that remained in me must have thought it was a good idea to give that answer, because the minute I spoke the words, the lawyer in me screamed.

      That was like trying to negotiate an offer and allowing the opposing side to pick whatever they wanted to settle. Which if we were talking money could have been a dollar.

      Alex laughed, looking truly amused. “You’ll love my dungeon then. I’ll have fun handcuffing you to the wall and tasting you everywhere.”

      My eyes nearly popped out of my head, and my heart squeezed in my chest with terror. I wasn’t into anything like that!

      Dungeons and handcuffs?

      “Jesus Christ, no,” I muttered but I thought I was thinking the words. Not saying it out loud.

      “Angel,” he chuckled. “I’m joking. You should see your face.”

      “I’m sorry, I…” Maybe it was best to come clean, a little. “I’ve never done this before.”

      “What?”

      “Go home with a strange man.”

      “You think I’m strange?” he smiled, raising his dark brows.

      “No,” I smiled. “I mean stranger. I don’t think you’re strange.” I hadn’t formed any other opinions on him other than the fact that the man was perfect.

      “You know what, angel? How about we explore what your limits are.”

      Seduction flashed in his eyes now as he leaned closer and brushed his lips against mine. I was ready for more kissing but he moved back a fraction. “Your mouth likes me.” He noted.

      He then moved in to place hot kisses along my neck and damn I felt myself grow wet just from that.

      The buildup in my core grew as he made his way down to the tops of my breasts, stopping there and looking up at me.

      “I’ve been looking at these all night.” He stated and ever so lightly he ran his hands over my tight, taut nipples. The silky fabric from my dress and the lace from my bra were the only barriers to my actual breast but it felt like he’d touched my skin.

      I didn’t have to wonder what that might feel like because as the thought popped into my head he moved the fabric away along with the cup of my bra. The huge swell of my left breast popped out as he did that.

      “Fuck.” He breathed on seeing me.

      I pressed back into the wall when he ran his fingers over my already diamond hard nipple and I nearly fell apart when he moved closer and covered my nipples with his mouth.

      Any thoughts of reality and my life were zapped from my mind as he started to suck me.

      When he saw that I liked it, he sucked harder as if he could really taste me, and fondled the neglected breast.

      I couldn’t control the moans that escaped my lips, and the more I moaned the more he sucked. Just when I thought I’d fall apart he pulled away.

      “Your breasts like me.” He smiled. “I’m going to enjoy playing with these all night.”

      I pulled in a breath. The wickedness and mischief in his smile told me I was in for one wild night.

      He took hold of my hips and moved in for another kiss. “I’m the devil, angel, and I’m afraid I can’t let you go now without tasting you everywhere. Will you trust me to explore you?”

      A lump formed in my throat at his words and the intensity of the sex appeal that oozed from them, materializing into a lustful, sexual cloud around me. Around us.

      How could I trust someone I hadn’t even known for one full day? But, damn how could I say no to him? Did I even want to?

      As I looked at him I wanted him to do whatever he wanted to me. “I trust you.” I breathed against his lips.

      “Good. I promise that by the time I finish with you you’ll know what your limits are.”

      The rest of my brain just faded away.

      He smiled and swooped me up taking me up the floating stairs and into his bedroom, all the while kissing me.

      When we got inside he set me down on plush white carpet that my feet sank into.

      A king sized bed sat in the center of the room which looked more like it belonged in a five starred hotel than in an apartment.

      It was made of solid mahogany with a beam going across the head board and…

      I would have continued to admire but Alex turned me back to him and recaptured my lips, running his hands over my left breast. I’d completely forgot that one was hanging out.

      “Take your clothes off for me, angel.”

      I didn’t know what this man had done to me but I felt like he well and truly had me under his spell and I was to do everything he said. My nerves were left downstairs and now what I relished was the way he looked at me.

      I undid the zip on the side of the dress loosening it, then I lifted it over my head and shrugged out of it. Next came my bra, but I left on my panties.

      “Take those off too baby, this is a no clothes zone.” He was talking but his eyes were glued to my body.

      “What about you?” I had to ask because here I was naked, except for my panties and he was fully clothed.

      He lifted his head to meet my eyes. I realized that the beautiful light gray that I saw earlier was now darker and almost looked like liquid silver.

      Was that how he looked when he was turned on?

      Wow.

      “You get to take my clothes off, but …only if those come off.” Mischief danced on his lips as he smiled and pointed at my panties.

      The thought of me taking off this man’s clothes sounded like music to my ears, and overpowered the fact of me completely stripping for him.

      I’d passed the point of shock long ago.

      That predatory look returned to his eyes as he watched me slide my panties down my legs, all traces of the good girl, goody two shoes Summer dissipating with it.

      I was naked now.

      The look of satisfaction on his face was like a drug to me.

      He shrugged out of his blazer leaving the shirt on.

      “I’m all yours angel,” he spread his arms out at either side. “Take off what you want.”

      I liked the sound of that, doing it was another matter, but I willed myself to move. As I started undoing the buttons on his shirt he cupped my breasts and ran his hands over my nipples.

      More wetness formed in my core and by the time I managed to get his shirt off I had to stop for two reasons. The first was his touch was too much and next the way that his body looked stunned me into a stupor of thought.

      There was a reason why the man looked like a god. It was because he was one.

      My eyes ran over a torso that displayed serious muscle. Abs that were carved with peaks and valleys displaying each muscle group. There were contours and planes I didn’t know could exist in real life. Then there were his tattoos.

      I’d never known anyone with so many that made it look stylish.

      Across his chest were the words:

      Dream. Believe. Achieve.

      Then along the right side of his torso was a dreamcatcher, the feathers at the end running down his waist and flicking out to his happy trail.

      “That all you want to take off angel?” He smiled that sinful smile and looked down at his pants which now had a very distinct bulge at his crotch.

      He wanted me to take off his pants.

      I had to give him credit for the way he made me feel like it was me who was in control but really it was him.

      The nerves I thought I left downstairs came fluttering back into my chest, filling my stomach. Filling every cell of my body.

      I could take off my own clothes, stand here naked in front of him, take off his shirt… but his pants.

      I didn’t know if I could do that.

      Seeing my nerves he took my right hand and shocked me to no end by placing it on to his crotch so I could feel his cock straining against the soft cotton of his pants.

      “You better hurry up, angel. I won’t last if you continue looking at me like that with no clothes on.”

      He shocked me further by closing my hand over the thickness of his cock and moving my hand up and down it.

      “Hurry up, angel.” He added.

      I could have come right there and then and had to reign in my emotions.

      He slid my hands over to the buckle of his belt where I managed to undo it. Then the buttons that held the pants together, next the zip.

      Once that went down so did the pants, drifting to the floor. He stepped out of those and now my eyes were glued to his bottom half. The same definition of muscle ran along his legs making me wonder if he was an athlete. He looked like one.

      I saw more tattoos going up his legs. There was a dragon on his left leg and Japanese characters on his right.

      Up my eyes went until they landed on what I could no longer call a bulge.

      His cock pushed against black Calvin Kline boxers, and he looked every bit the fantasy man he was.

      He looked fascinated with me, and I was about to fascinate him further, and shock myself. I ran my fingers along the band of the boxers and tugged at them.

      All the while he looked at me with that deep satisfaction in his eyes.

      I pulled in a small breath as I took the plunge and pushed his boxers down his thighs immediately releasing his massive cock which exceeded what I imagined up.

      The boxers fell down his legs and he kicked those off too, but my eyes were still on his cock.

      I was five feet and four inches tall, tiny in comparison to the godlike man who stood before me, towering me with his height and muscle.

      “Don’t worry I’ll make sure you enjoy it. More than me.” He enticed. “Ready to play?”

      I didn’t know how he could be so cool and calm, but I guessed the answer was simple. He knew what he was doing, and that came with experience.

      How many times had he done this? Bring a woman home to this very apartment and turn her brain to mush with just one look.

      She probably stood where I was standing too.

      It shouldn’t bother me, but deep down it kind of did. But not enough to stop me. That was the buzz from the drink still. Had to be, because being with a player would have bothered the heck out of the old Summer. Or rather, the one that was being repressed.

      The smoothness of his hands tickled my skin as he lifted me again and carried me over to settle me in the center of his bed. The sheets were cool against my body, but his touch was warm, hot even.

      He kissed from the base of my feet and up my legs sending sparks of electricity up and down my body. I saw the wild flicker in his eyes as he kissed his way over to the very sensitive skin of my thighs.

      I wasn’t ready to feel his fingers sliding into my center, and I couldn’t control the sharp gasp that escaped my lips.

      I was hoping he’d give me a moment to recover but he didn’t. He slid in and out and circled around the sensitive bud of my clit with his fingers. I managed to catch sight of the sinful, carnal smile on his face and I remembered he said he was the devil.

      I guessed that meant I was definitely at the mercy of his hands which were doing unimaginable things to my body.

      Heat rushed over my skin and set ablaze when he parted my legs further and replaced his fingers with his tongue.

      “Alex.” I called out his name but that just encouraged him to continue.

      “Come for me, angel.”

      I didn’t need any encouragement though because I was there, exactly where he wanted me to be. The orgasm that gripped me sent me over the edge. It had me writhing beneath him as I called for him. I grabbed a fistful of the bed sheets in an attempt to grab on to some control.

      And, I really tried hard to catch my breath.

      “You like me here too. I think we’re good to go. We can try other things later, angel.” He chuckled.

      Later? I wasn’t sure if I could survive the next five minutes never mind later. I was still moaning against the remnant of the electrical spark from the orgasm that had taken me.

      When I saw him move over to the night stand and retrieve a condom, I remembered that we hadn’t even gotten down to business yet.

      Watching him sheath himself was even sexier than watching him.

      “You ready angel?” He asked with a confident smile.

      I couldn’t believe I was doing this. And with him.

      As logic threatened to pierce its way back into my mind I held a mental hand up and thought screw it.

      It was time for actual fun, and with a man that I was convinced was a god.

      “I’m ready.”

      I watched him guide himself to where I craved him and as he pressed into my core I arched my back and moaned.

      He took his time to work his way deeper inside me, until I felt full of him. I winced in half pain, half pleasure as he hit my g-spot causing another wave of orgasmic bliss.

      “Did I hurt you, angel?” He stopped looking concerned.

      “No, I’m great.”

      “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

      “No, please don’t stop.” I couldn’t bear the thought of him stopping, and this not happening, but I loved that he was concerned.

      I also loved that he didn’t need to be told twice.

      He pulled out and thrust back into me and started pumping slowly in a sure rhythm we both enjoyed.

      Just in those few seconds I forgot Tom as if he never happened, but took the time to note that what I’d had before wasn’t sex. It was more the case of trying a thing that resembled what it was supposed to be, but wasn’t it at all.

      This, what I was doing with Alex, was sex.

      Faster, he moved faster and I felt my mind once again slip.

      This was ultimate pleasure, and my body was on fire with it. Luxuriated in the fiery sensation. Alive with savage energy.

      The way that he held me and took me was almost primal. It was raw, needy, instinctual. As if he needed me as much as I needed him.

      I wanted to believe that.

      Every nerve quivered in my body as he slid out of me and turned me over so that I was on my hands and knees.

      “You like me that way. Maybe you’ll like this position too.” He said in a ragged  but controlled voice.

      I didn’t get the chance to answer. He thrust in from behind and that took what we were doing to several levels beyond heaven. A white hot climax ripped through me as he started pumping again, then pounding.

      “Oh fuck, I’m sorry angel you feel too good this way. I’m going to have to fuck you hard.”

      I just remembered thinking I would have been appalled and definitely offended if anyone ever spoke to me like that in real life. I had to put it that way because this couldn’t have been real, and I wasn’t appalled or offended. The dirtiness of his words made thrills run up and down my body and shattered my senses.

      Suddenly we seemed to be moving as one in the madness of the passion that took us.

      I’d never needed anybody, or anything as I needed this man right now and the pulsating bursts of ecstatic pleasure he gave me. The fury of his deep thrusts filled me and my eager, needy movements made him go harder and faster.

      Jackhammering now, pleasure racked my body. It was more than I could bear. More than I could cope with.

      For him too, I realized. Our bodies shuddered, blasted with the passion and when the climax came it came for both of us in mutual surrender.

      I couldn’t hold myself up. It was his hand around my waist that kept me up.

      His hands in the center of my back, stroking me brought me out of my reverie.

      “Are you okay, angel? He asked scooping me up into his arms. He slipped out of me

      “I’m okay.” I managed. We were both dripping with sweat and my hair felt clammy against the back of my neck.

      “You sure?” Again the concern was touching.

      “Good, well now that we know each other we should do some exploring in the hot tub. Sex and water go great together.

      That wicked smile would make me agree to anything. I couldn’t believe how good I felt.

      Of course I was going to say, “yes.”
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        * * *

      

      The first rays of the sun pried my eyes open.

      There was an arm around me, around my waist. I was in the arms of a man.

      Tom?

      Please God, don’t let it be him.

      Shuffling around to look I felt relieved when I saw Alex, but then all the ways I shocked myself last night came flooding back into my mind.

      I remembered everything, and … I searched my mind and the way I felt.

      The effects of the drink were gone and apart from feeling like I’d had

      wild sex, I felt like my usual self. As in I could think straight and I was aware of all that I’d done last night.

      And that awareness brought old Summer.

      I couldn’t believe I’d had a one night stand, and with a man that looked like this being who held me.

      This was the part where I was supposed to leave before he woke right? And do the walk of shame.

      I’d leave, but I didn’t feel ashamed of anything.

      Was that bad?

      He was out cold which wasn’t surprising. I swear I’d had more sex with this man just last night than all the time I’d been with Tom.

      Okay maybe not, that was a complete exaggeration.

      It just felt that way because it was so intense.

      I needed to go so I could get ready for work. At least I wasn’t hung over and would hopefully make a good impression.

      That was all I wanted for today, or even the rest of the week.

      Careful not to wake him I slipped out of Alex’s arms. I looked at him asleep still and took a moment just to look at him, sealing him to my memory.

      I’d had a really good time with him. Being with someone like him was something I could only ever imagine up in a wild fantasy. I was glad that I got to live that out.

      Gathering my clothes, I left the room so I could get ready without making any noise. I then called a taxi.

      However, as I was heading to the door to leave big strong arms grabbed me and surrounded me as I passed the corridor.

      “Leaving so soon?” Alex asked.

      Damn, he was awake.

      He turned me to face him but kept me in the corner between the wall that divided the kitchen and the sitting room. Again those strong arms were placed either side of me.

      Eyes silver, heavy with seduction. He was only wearing his boxers so I had the rest of his body to admire.

      “I’m supposed to leave now,” I replied trying to act like I knew what to say, and like I wasn’t affected by how gorgeous he looked in the bright sunlight.

      “Who say’s?” He challenged.

      “Most people who do one night stands.”

      “Stay, don’t leave. I had no intention of making this some one night stand.” The corners of his mouth lifted into a sexy smile.

      There was nothing I wanted more than to stay.

      It was tempting. Really tempting since I wasn’t even going to be doing what I was trained for.

      With all those years of working hard, all my legal education, talents and experience, I should have at the very least been going to start a job as an associate or junior partner in a top firm. But no. I was going to be a PA.

      A PA in a very prestigious law firm but a PA none the less.

      It was salt on my wounds, but I had to see it for what it was. A way back in.

      A way back to what I should be doing.

      “I have to work,” I replied.

      “Forget work, angel. You’ll have more fun with me.” He cooed leaning in to kiss me.

      The kiss. I should have run away when I saw those lips coming but I remembered how they tasted and how he made me feel. I kissed him back loving the feel of his tongue on mine.

      A finger was flicked backwards and forwards over my breasts reminding me of how much my body loved attention from this man.

      “Stay baby. Let’s go back to bed and stay there until we absolutely have to leave it.” He teased against my lips.

      “What would be a reason to absolutely leave the bed?” Slowly I could feel myself getting lost in that presence he had.

      “Angel, for you I would happily die in the fucking bed.”

      God, how the hell was I supposed to leave?

      I was about to answer when the phone rang. It was the house phone.

      A low growl resonated from deep in his chest and a scowl rested on the handsome features of his face.

      The phone continued to ring and he stayed there with me. It rang out and then started up again much to his annoyance.

      “I’ll be back. Please stay.” He moved to the lounge giving me a great view of his firm ass in those boxers.

      With him gone I got the chance to think and damn it, reality crept back in.

      Who was I kidding? I couldn’t stay.

      And I couldn’t do this either.

      Last night was amazing, but I had my life to sort out.

      I had to fix me. That part of me that was broken and affected by losing my father, and yes Tom and Becca.

      I wasn’t ready for a man in my life. Not even to play with.

      The mission was to get my life back on track and that had to be focused on the one constant in my life.

      My career. So I needed this job.

      On that thought I left.

      Leaving behind the only man who’d ever blown my mind, rocked my world and made me feel like a goddess.

      Alex Sullivan.

      Was I crazy?

      Maybe.
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      Bradford Sullivan loved to hear the sound of his own voice.

      I’d heard it my whole life, heard it in my sleep and waking hours.

      Heard it when he was mad at me, definitely mad at me. Annoyed, furious, had enough of my ass making him look bad, had enough of my ass outsmarting him, had enough of me being me.

      I got it.

      Even I knew that I was an acquired taste. The only person to truly get me was my mom, my mediator, but since she would be away for nearly two months teaching art in France, I had to deal with him.

      Him, my father, the great Bradford Sullivan of Sullivan’s, one of the top ten law firms in the country and a global empire eager to make its mark.

      The firm began with my great, great, grandfather, and had been handed down to the Sullivan men ever since who lived up to the renowned name everyone knew.

      My father always started his lectures with a reminder of that, as if I didn’t know. Then he followed by highlighting how much hard work he and my two uncles put in to the company, and since we ran the flagship branch the onus was on us to set a high example.

      I was growing tired of being treated like a child, or like some reckless teenager who didn’t have his head screwed on.

      My father was nearly sixty-five and looking to retire soon. He should have done so already, according to his previous plans but hadn’t because of me.

      It was my fault.

      One hour and a half.

      That was how long I’d sat in his office listening to this. With him behind his grand desk, and me on the opposite side doing my best not to wither away.

      Jesus. I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve this.

      I worked so hard.

      My older brother, Preston was the apple of his eye. The favorite, the perfect one. The man my father wanted to run the place. It was why he’d made Preston one of the senior partners, right there alongside him, and not me.

      However, Preston couldn’t run the place by himself and dad didn’t trust that I was ready to join the partnership.

      I had to jump through hoops, but I still displeased him. Nothing was ever good enough.

      It didn’t matter what I did or how well I did it.

      It didn’t matter that I came with more areas of specialty than my brother. Or, that a lot of those areas were niche, opening up more business opportunities for us as a firm.

      My knowledge, talents, and skills surpassed both of them. Both my father and my brother. Neither of them could hold a fucking candle to me.

      So why was I just a mere senior associate, while my father had given my brother all the power?

      Apparently dad thought that I, a man of thirty two years old, had no regard for authority, showed lack of professionalism, and had this don’t care attitude that didn’t fit the firm’s ethos.

      I’d sat here in the four grand walls of his office for an hour listening to him blow off all his fury at me.

      “Are you even listening?” He balked, looking more flustered. His bright blue eyes bore into me.

      “I’m looking at you aren’t I?” I shot back.

      “I don’t understand why you would do such a good job on the case and then ruin it by making us look bad.”

      I sat up straighter and pulled in a breath.

      “Dad, I don’t know what the problem is, we won the case.”

      The damn Cartwright bankruptcy case took up nearly ten months  of my life. It was the longest case I’d ever worked on because it was so complex with its cross border components. My team and I did a fucking great job on the case, and actually made sure all sides got a fair outcome.

      We were the complete opposites to that asshole Quin Bailey, the prosecuting attorney, who was going in to clean Cartwright out. Their way would have caused all manner of unwanted loss.

      “Judge Pederson, Alex. Don’t act like what you did is something to be excused.” Dad yelled.

      I shook my head at him. “You don’t know what happened or even care about that man’s unsavory habits.”

      Judge Pederson, asshole number two, would have sided with Bailey if I hadn’t put him in his place and show him that I knew all about his dirty little secrets.

      “You’re right. I don’t care. What I care about is that you chose to bring it up in court. It wasn’t the place Alex, he almost held you in contempt.”

      “And why didn’t he?” I raised my brows questioningly. “Oh could it be because I’m right. And guess what?  Had I not pointed out knowledge of what he gets up to in his spare time months of work could have gone down the drain.”

      I’d had months of the idiot trying to undermine my intelligence and I just lost my patience.

      Bailey tried to intimidate one of the accountants who was there to give her testimony. He outrightly accused the woman of stealing and fiddling the records so she could pay for her cancer treatment. His behavior embarrassed me as an attorney, and his lack of compassion disgusted me to no end.

      It was evil. Low and below the belt.

      What happened to the Cartwrights was one of those terrible occurrences where their stationary chain simply just ran out of business. It was literally a case of inexperienced management and unfortunate circumstances that happened over time. Probably with the rise of all these online companies who could offer everyone a better deal.

      We’d all seen it happen over the last few years with the recession. Their biggest problem was they were already in debt so there were a number of parties involved.

      Baily tried to turn it into something more sinister by implying some type of embezzlement had occurred. That was why the case had dragged on for so long because I had to prove that nothing like that had happened.

      As he badgered the accountant, Judge Pederson did nothing. When I objected he overruled me four times and insisted that the questions were irrelevant.

      They weren’t because we were at the end of the case, we, Sullivan’s, had it in the bag and they were just tying up loose ends because that accountant hadn’t been able to make it to court before due to being bedridden from her illness and treatment.

      I hated injustice, and hated watching others take advantage of vulnerable people so I had to do something to stop it.

      Judge Pederson only changed his tune when I asked if he would allow Bailey to take out his whip and flog the woman in public. It was the way I said it that got his attention. I made sure I said it like I was implying I knew something. Then when I asked if he’d prefer Bailey go to a private dungeon and wear a leather suit and mask the man knew a hundred percent what I was trying to say, and that I knew the idiot spent his Friday evenings at a sex club. A full on machoism sex club known to cater for every fetish under the sun. The place where he was known as Master D.

      It was one of my private investigator sources who found that out.

      Dear old Judge Pederson kept that part of his life private, what with his wife and two teenage daughters.

      He must have shit himself when he realized I knew what he got up to.

      “Alex, there’s a time and place for everything. What you did was unprofessional.”

      “Dad, for what I said anyone could have taken it to mean anything. He knew I knew what I know, and got pissed about it.”

      “It doesn’t change things.”

      Of course he would never take my side. “Okay… fine. Whatever.”

      “I’m not finished with you. Next topic , the college girls.”

      Oh Jesus. I’d already listened to this on the phone last night, and this morning. Except he’d screamed more last night. That was what sent me to the club because I know he’d use it as an excuse to not consider me for the partnership.

      “What about college girls?” I feigned innocence.

      “No more of this shit behavior, Alex. You’re a grown man you can’t be running around town with college girls embarrassing the family name.”

      “I was with Emily. You know Emily. We went to Princeton together.” She was the only woman I had for a friend, and she was getting married.  We were never bed buddies either, despite everyone’s beliefs. “We were with her sister who is in college.”

      “And what were you doing with Emily and her sister?” My father scowled heavily.

      I knew exactly what he thought we were doing but since I was done with this one on one I decided to give him a cheeky smile and allow him to believe what he wanted.

      “What do you think I was doing dad? I’ll give you a clue, we weren’t playing with her dog.” I taunted.

      He gave me that look he used to when I was a child. A look that told me he actually didn’t know what to do with me.

      It was one of frustration, and of being completely fed up.

      Good, that was how I felt when the angel escaped this morning because I had to answer the fucking phone. It was how I felt now because instead of being here being told off like a child I should have been searching the city to find her.

      Instead I had to deal with this shit.

      “You don’t take anything seriously do you?” He folded his arms and glared at me.

      “Well you wouldn’t believe me if I told you we were rescuing her sister’s cat from a tree so why would I bother to say that?” I smirked.

      His nostrils flared and eyes blazed but he just looked at me.

      The cat story was the truth.

      The paparazzi had on this occasion managed to make me look like the playboy I was trying to step away from.

      The other truth was, until last night I hadn’t hooked up with anyone for over ten months. The reason for that was the damn case, and me trying to put on my best self and presentation for the public so that it could be known by the one person who mattered that I too was ready to join the senior partnership at Sullivan’s.

      Everything went to hell yesterday when dad called me completely enraged. He’d gotten the complaint from Judge Pederson after the case closed off–the man was probably scared I was going to spread the news of his fetish.

      And  in the same day Celebrity Gossip magazine chose to put me on their front page with Emily’s sister climbing up my body while Emily was squatted in front of me, looking like she was giving me a blowjob.

      The picture was made to look that way and cut out the fact that I’d lifted her sister into the tree to retrieve her cat, and Emily was squatting to get a better look up the damn tree. Emily and I met up on Monday. While we caught up on her upcoming wedding, her sister called panicked that her cat had gone missing.

      That was the honest truth.

      This kind of shit always happened to me when Marc was away. If he was around I would have at least gotten a heads up on the picture before my father saw it. Marc and I had been friends since high school and he always seemed to stop things like that from getting out. Like my mother, he too would be away for months. Marc was in Hong Kong setting up the training program for the Sullivan’s branch there.

      The two people I had to back me up would be out of the picture for what I knew would feel like forever.

      “I don’t know what to do with you.” Finally he said it.

      “You do know what to do with me, you just don’t want to.”

      “You think I don’t want to make you senior partner? Really?” He balked. “Alex you’re a talented lawyer, better than me. You just don’t know how to be professional.”

      “Dad, you’re just looking for any excuse.”

      He shook his head. “I’m not. You’re my son Alex and this is business. I’ve turned the blind eye for far too long and allowed you to get up to all manner of shit. People aren’t receptive to your blasé, bootleg ways of doing things. So you leave me no alternative but to lay down some terms.”

      I pressed my lips together and glowered at him. “Terms?”

      The way he looked, tense with his eyes dead set on me told me this was something I wasn’t going to like.

      “Terms. I have three. You get one more big case to work on. I checked your work in progress and you currently have ten run of the mill clients, so you can work around it.”

      “And what case is this?”

      “Devon’s company is being sued for mismanagement. We’re taking the case and you’re going to represent him. You do good and I’ll consider making you senior partner.”

      All I could do was stare. Not only was he throwing another case on me but he was making me represent the devil himself.

      I called myself the devil in a playful, sexual manner, but Devon Langdon really was the damn devil. He also happened to be my father’s best friend. I hated that guy and thought he was dirty, although I’d never had any proof of it.

      It was just the things I’d heard happen over the years that gave me a bad feeling about him. Mom didn’t like him either, and always found some excuse to be away whenever he and his family arranged get-togethers.

      “No,” I answered flat out.

      I didn’t want to represent him. I couldn’t imagine anything worse.

      Dad frowned. “It’s non-negotiable Alex. Of everyone here you have the skills to deal with these sorts of investment disputes. This is a chance to show me that you can contribute to the team.”

      “Dad, do you hear yourself. You just said of everyone here I have the skills. That alone should qualify me. I’ve never expected to get by just because I’m your son. In fact I’ve worked hard to prove myself, and that I was deserving on my position. I’m not going to represent someone I think is dirty.”

      “Devon is fine. I know him, and he’s clean. Alex I’m on the board of directors for Langdon Inc. I wouldn’t take on anyone I thought would cause trouble.”

      Deluded.

      That was what my father was. He had that wool over his eyes that made him blind to see what his friend could be.

      Something to do with Devon or a member of his family was always popping up.

      Early last year the man laid off twenty people from his company in one week. Then he replaced them the following week with cheaper, agency, staff. By the end of the year his wife was rumored to have had an affair with the states attorney. Then the son began the year with a driving under the influence charge. I couldn’t even get started on the daughter, Celeste, the bitch hell spawn.

      “He’s guilty as fuck dad.”

      Dad’s face turned red. “Alex, you haven’t even seen the paperwork yet. This is what I’m talking about. You can’t go around saying things like that.”

      “Have I ever been wrong?” I snapped back and that stopped his next words.

      Sure, I knew I could cut people with my abrasive manner sometimes because I said what was on my mind but when I said things like that I was never wrong.

      “Alex, you’re doing this or…” his voice trailed off and he shook his head.

      “Or, what?”

      “I’ll have to make a business decision and choose Johnson to join the senior partnership.”

      I felt the blood drain from my body. I narrowed my eyes at him unable to really believe what he was telling me.

      “Johnson?” I asked in disbelief. There was a distinct quiver in my voice I was unable to hide.

      “He works really hard, he’s been here for eleven years, and is exactly the kind of person I want to lead this firm. I’m planning to retire next year. I want to appoint someone to the senior partnership in the next six months. I hope that will be you. Of course you’ll get the opportunity when I go, but it will be down to Preston and Johnson to make that choice.”

      It sounded to me like he’d already made up his mind.

      I wouldn’t have cared normally, but this was something I’d spent my whole life working for.

      “You’d pick Johnson over me?” I had to ask because I couldn’t believe that was even an option.

      “It wouldn’t be about that Alex.” He rested his hands on the table and leaned forward. “I need you to be a certain way, and this is me giving you a chance. Take the case if you want the chance and show me that you can be the man I need you to be.”

      I closed my eyes for a few brief seconds to absorb this.

      What were my choices?

      This was part of my birthright, my heritage and legacy.

      I’d always, always seen myself being a senior partner here.

      Neither Preston nor Johnson could stand me. If I didn’t up my game now, and allowed my father to choose Johnson that would be it. They wouldn’t pick me when my father retired. Being a senior associate would be the furthest I’d get here.

      I opened my eyes again and focused on him.

      “I’ll do it.” I answered but with reluctance.

      “Good. You have a month to prep an answer for a mediation meeting. Devon wants to meet with you in two weeks to go over the suit.”

      I groaned inwardly, hating this already.

      “What were the other terms.”

      “No more loose women, party girls or college girls. I was thinking that working on Devon’s case would give you a chance to possibly get to know Celeste a little more.”

      Well if this wasn’t the day from hell I didn’t know what was.

      The sound of the woman’s name made my skin crawl and my balls shrink.

      “Why would I need to get to know Celeste a little more?”

      “You two have a lot in common. She travels in our circles, you two know each other, you two together would make sense.” My father said that like it was the most natural thing in the world.

      Me on the other hand, well…

      My mouth dropped when I realized what he was saying. “Dad what the fuck are you saying to me?”

      “Alex, I hate your vulgar language.”  He hissed looking well and truly annoyed.

      Since I was the only one of the two of us who deserved to be annoyed I was going to show him how vulgar I could be. “Dad, please clarify what the fuck it is you mean for me to do with Celeste.” I demanded. I wanted to hear him say it to me. Confirm my thoughts, my horrors.

      “You’re thirty two years old Alex, you can’t play around anymore. It’s time for you to think about settling down.”

      “Jesus, God in heaven. You want me to settle down with Celeste!” I shrieked.

      “It’s not a bad idea. You should consider it.”

      “Dad, the woman sleeps around like she breathes oxygen.”

      “Son, you do the same thing.” He pointed out.

      “No. I do not.” I couldn’t have been more offended that he thought that. I didn’t care what anyone thought of me, but this would be the exception. I cared that my old man thought I was like her. “I don’t cheat, ever. My woman knows I’m with her a hundred percent and I’m loyal.”

      I’d had a few long term relationships, nothing really to shout about or miss. I preferred being free and untied because it was less drama, but I was no cheater.

      “And I don’t split up families,” I added.

      “That was speculation and rumors.” Dad had the audacity to say.

      “It wasn’t, the maid caught her live in action. You know Celeste was sleeping with Will Bryn, and worse while his wife was in hospital in labor. Damn it, dad, and damn you. How could you want me to be with a woman like that? My dick’s not going anywhere near her.”

      “Alex.” He looked furious.

      “No.” I held up my hands. “The case is work related. I accept that but you don’t get to pick any sort of woman for me, and definitely not a woman like that. No.” No way in hell would he do this to me. And, especially not since the one woman I had on my mind had managed to slip through my fingers.

      I didn’t have a way of finding the angel, but it didn’t stop me from trying, and the more time I spent here listening to this bullshit, the less chance I had of seeing her again.

      “Fine, but I stand by my terms. The case isn’t negotiable. You are to stop this loose behavior with these random women you’re with and no more beautiful PA’s.”

      I loved the way he snuck in that last part, as if I had anything to do with choosing my PA’s.

      Tracey, my last PA left last month because she was going back to college to finish her studies. The fact that she was beautiful was nothing to do with me. I’d had two other PA’s, both beautiful, but again their appearance was nothing to do with me.

      “Dad you’re HR manager picked them, not me.”

      “Well to help you along, and lessen the temptation I’ll be using Tracey’s departure as an opportunity to select a great PA for you. This one is coming from Eilesh’s agency, so we know she’s very experienced and should be able to accommodate everything you need her to do.”

      Eilesh had a good name in the recruitment world. You knew the people she sent were the best. That didn’t mean though that my father had selected the best person for me.

      He reached into the folder that he’d rested on the table earlier and slid a photo over to me, confirming my suspicions.

      A woman who looked to be in her mid to late sixties stared back at me, actually looking like she was trapped in the sixties. She sported a beehive up-do and dark rimmed glasses. Wrinkles covered her face as she smiled.

      The women looked more like she belonged in a library than in a firm.

      “This is Maureen, your new PA.” Dad proudly declared.

      What a damn mess, and a joke. Only last night I’d been with an angel, and today I was being hooked up with the devil’s daughter and getting this Maureen for a PA.

      Why did I answer my phone?

      If this senior partnership wasn’t so important to me I would have ignored it’s ass and took my angel back to bed.

      It wasn’t often that I brought a woman to my apartment. In fact, I actually couldn’t remember the last time I did that. We’d usually end up in a hotel.

      For some reason it was different with her. I went to the club to blow off steam after I got the call from my dad. I had no intent on hooking up with anyone. I just needed a drink and a place to escape from my troubled mind. Then I saw her dancing by herself on the floor.

      Summer Daniels. Pretty name, for a beautiful woman who took me to heaven with her sweetness and left me wanting to consume her.

      I’d imagined the beauty in my bed as I watched her dance, and my hands running over that white blonde hair and golden skin.

      I had to have her.

      I loved a woman who knew what to do in the bedroom, but it was a rarity to find a sweet woman who I could shock, and mesmerize.

      The door opened and Kayla, my father’s PA, came in. Her long curly hair bouncing vibrantly against her gorgeous brown skin.

      “Does the PA rule go for you too?” I asked under my breath. Kayla was very beautiful, the woman always looked like she was ready to step on the runway.

      Dad cut me a sharp glance.

      “Mr. Sullivan I have Alex’s new PA here. Shall I show her in?” She asked.

      She gave me a curt nod. I smiled back.  They all called my father Mr. Sullivan, and Preston and I by our first names.

      “Yes, that would be great,” Dad replied.

      “Okay, I’ll go get her.” Kayla went back outside.

      “I want you to work together with this woman, get to know her and allow her to do her work. She is for keeps as long as she wants to be here. You’ll be spending a lot of time together so make her feel comfortable, and no wise cracks about anything.”

      I listened but I’d given up paying attention.

      Kayla returned coming in first.

      I prepared myself for Maureen, expecting her to be dressed in one of those flared skirts the women wore in the nineteen sixties, and maybe a striped scarf around her neck. Something that would match the hair.

      But the woman who walked through the door behind Kayla was not Maureen.

      I didn’t think I’d ever had my heart soar before, but I had the pleasure and memory of feeling that today, along with several other memorable memories this woman had given me last night.

      At first I thought I was imagining things. I had to be because coincidences like this didn’t happen.

      My eyes widened with surprise and delight at about the same time that my father growled with complete displeasure.

      I quickly realized that I couldn’t have been imagining anything when I saw the peeved look on his face. I could have laughed at the situation, as I didn’t know who amused me more.

      The look of utter shock on the beautiful face of Summer Daniels, my angel, or my father.

      Since I shocked and displeased him ninety percent of the time I was going to go with the angel.

      Summer.

      She was my new PA.
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      At first I thought I’d strayed into a dream.

      Or possibly that I was experiencing some sort of delayed reaction from the drink last night.

      A hallucination.

      Had to be that because this couldn’t be real.

      The handsome blonde haired man I was looking at couldn’t be the same Alex I spent the night with last night.

      Alex Sullivan.

      That was his name and I’d commit the name to memory because I never ever wanted to forget, so I knew I couldn’t have gotten the name wrong.

      Alex… Sullivan.

      Sullivan, as in …Sullivan’s?

      Shit. No way, No way at all.

      My heart stopped beating in the cavity of my chest and I was pretty certain all the air whooshed out of me as realization dawned.

      It couldn’t be him, but it was.

      But it couldn’t be.

      If it truly was then God and the universe were having a real good joke at my expense, and I didn’t know why.

      I’d followed Kayla in here with my brightest smile, ready to start the day, ready to start the rest of my life.

      This was supposed to be the first step towards doing something just for me. My fresh start.

      Then I saw him.

      Alex.

      He was here, and he looked even better in a suit.

      His eyes were glued to me.

      The man who I presumed was Bradford Sullivan stood on the opposite side of the desk looking well and truly annoyed. Alex had been sitting but rose when he saw me.

      I didn’t fail to notice that the more he looked the more annoyed Bradford appeared to be, and I didn’t know why.

      Several things dashed through my mind, right now it was the fact that Alex looked a lot like Bradford. Like he could be the younger version of the man, except that Alex had silver gray eyes and Bradford had bright blue eyes. Alex also had really light blonde hair, and Bradford a sort of dirty blonde hair speckled with gray.

      “Guys this is Summer Daniels.” Kayla introduced me against the weird tension that filled the room. There was a questioning look in her eyes when she looked back to me and saw my expression. “Summer, this is Bradford Sullivan and his son, your new boss Alex Sullivan.” She continued.

      I looked at her then when she said Alex was my new boss and my poor heart nearly completely stopped in my chest. My breathing had already ceased.

      There I was contemplating their relation only to be shocked that Bradford Sullivan was Alex’s father and then double shocked to hear that Alex was my new boss.

      What sort of madness had I just walked into?

      Or, alternate dimension.

      When I didn’t say anything and they didn’t say anything she raised her eyebrows.

      “Okay… I’m leaving now.” Kayla stepped backwards. “You guys can get acquainted and talk to each other. It’s kind of normal to talk when you first meet. Helps the meeting.”

      On that note Kayla left us.

      Alex was still just looking at me, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him. His father looked from me to him, focused on Alex like he wanted to say something then looked back at me.

      He made his way over to me, hands out stretched but still with that look of uncertainty on his face.

      “Miss Daniels, pleasure to meet you,” Bradford said.

      I had the good sense to snap out of my shock and take his hand, giving it a firm shake.

      “Great to meet you too.” I must have been on auto-pilot because I didn’t know how I was able to form the words that came out of my mouth.

      “You too, we’re just a little thrown because Eilesh was supposed to be sending someone else.”

      Talk Summer. Hold it together. Don’t flake out. If only for Eilesh’s sake.

      I couldn’t make her look bad because she’d really looked out for me and contacted me straight away when this position came up. The woman who was supposed to be here instead of me found her dream job and went after it.

      Eilesh ran the recruitment agency that supplied a lot of the top law firms their support staff.

      That was what brought me to Chicago to kick start my fresh start.

      “Oh I think she took another assignment.” I managed, and was able to keep the quiver out of my voice. “I was told this was a last minute opportunity.”

      That was what Eilesh told me to say. How I remembered anything right now was a mystery to me, but at least I was talking.

      “Not to worry. Eilesh only sends the best. I may however have to place you with one of the other lawyers though.”

      “No.” Alex interrupted quickly from across the room, cutting in before his father could say another word.

      That wicked smile from last night was plastered on his face. It brought back the craziness of the situation to my mind and I could no longer focus.

      “There’s no time for messing around like that. I need a PA today and you need me to get on to Devon’s case.” He added but my ears were ringing and I could barely hear him.

      Bradford turned to face Alex, eyes blazing.

      At that moment Kayla came back in the room. “Sorry to disturb you. I have Devon in reception. He needs to see you urgently.” She said to Bradford.

      Bradford narrowed his eyes at Alex. “We’ll talk later.”

      “Can’t wait,” Alex answered, that wicked smile turning menacing.

      “We’ll catch up later.” Bradford said to me and then left with Kayla, leaving me with Alex and the true essence of my shock.

      What now?

      Alex was looking at me, and now he was coming over.

      It was hard to look at him and not remember everything about last night.

      How he touched me, how he kissed me, how he devoured me. There wasn’t a place on my body that this man hadn’t touched.

      I wondered if I would feel differently if I’d only slept with him once, instead of so many times that I’d lost count.

      Of course because I was thinking of sex, my damn face felt hot, and my skin prickled with the heat from the memory. I didn’t need to guess if I was blushing because I knew I was and I’d now lost the ability to think of anything else besides him.

      He stopped just before me with those amazing eyes, now dark liquid silver, which I’d come to know meant he was turned on.

      And, I shouldn’t have known that because he was my new boss.

      I had a one night stand with him and now I was here at the place that was supposed to give me that fresh start.

      “Angel,” he said with that smooth voice that filled my ears with pleasure only hours ago. God, it was only about three hours ago since I last kissed him. “We could have had a much better day if you’d stayed with me.”

      I watched the slow easy smile inch across his face and my breathing constricted even more.

      Taking the ends of my ponytail he curled it around his thumb and beamed down at me causing something I didn’t want to flicker in my heart.

      It was then that I realized that I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t work here. It didn’t matter what working here would do for me.

      I stepped back  and the curl unfurled itself from his thumb.

      “I can’t.” Was all I could say.

      Confusion filled his handsome features, but I didn’t stay to hear his next words.

      I rushed away, going back through the door.

      I couldn’t do it, work here.

      My luck was absolute shit.

      Who went to a club to blow off steam after finding out that their ex best friend and ex-boyfriend  were getting married only to land themselves in bed with a man comparable to a god, then find out that the godlike man was their new boss?

      I didn’t know anyone that had ever happened to, and all practically in one day.

      Only me.
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        * * *

      

      “Eilesh, I need another job.” That was the first thing I blurted when she answered her phone.

      “What!” Eilesh shrieked. “Are you kidding me? Summer this is the job that will put you back on the market, the ladder. Damn it why do you need another job?”

      How did I say this? I was on the verge of another bout of tears and I didn’t want to beat about the bush trying to find an excuse that she’d accept.

      I was so embarrassed to tell her what happened though. But I had to.

      “I slept with my boss,” I replied.

      “Holy shit!” Eilesh cried and then started coughing like she was choking. There were a few seconds when her coughs sounded far away so I assumed she’d moved the phone away from her ear.

      “Eilesh, are you okay?” I didn’t want her to choke to death. “Eilesh.” I sat up and rested against the head board of my bed. The thing creaked and something shuffled underneath.

      I had this worry ever since I’d moved in that the apartment may have … ugh, I dreaded to even think the word.

      Mice…

      Thinking it sent shivers down my spine. Back home when we had mice my dad used to take care of that situation before it could enter my mind. We had them when we lived in the farm house.

      “Damn it woman, you’re going to kill me.” Eilesh came back on the phone, voice sounding gravelly. “You’re supposed to be the friend who does everything sane, and right. No shocks.”

      “I hear you, and that was the very problem. For one night I just decided that I didn’t want to be old fucking reliable Summer.”

      “Summer, what the hell? Okay, talk to me. Which boss did you sleep with? I wasn’t told which brother you’d be working for. Please tell me it was Alex, because Preston is a prick.”

      My shoulders slumped at the sound of his name. Alex.

      “It was Alex.”

      “Yassssssss.” She shrieked. “Summer, that guy is hot, as in smoking hot, hot damn hot, hawwwwwt.”

      I stifled a groan. “I’m aware of that, Eilesh. Honestly I am. But please come back to reality. I’m a mess here.”

      If I knew nothing else it was that Alex Sullivan was most likely the hottest man alive, and God knew exactly what he was doing when he made him. In fact, hold that thought. I would go out on the limb and bet my last dollar — which I was nearly at— that God reserved him, slotting in some extra time just for Alex so he could create a masterpiece.

      I’d never seen anyone alive look like him, and that unearthly look was probably a thing. Just thinking of his eyes confirmed it.

      Silver gray wasn’t an adequate description of the color, especially when he was turned on. Something like maybe slate, or gunmetal went in a little deeper for description.

      “Oh honey, I’m sorry. Right, start from the top. Tell me what happened.” Eilesh sounded more like her usual self now. The friend who was my listening ear, and my comfort.

      I told her what happened. All that happened . So that included telling her what happened with Becca and the wedding invitation.

      “Tom, that fucking evil son of a bitch.” She cursed. “Did Becca even call you?”

      “No. We haven’t spoken in months.”

      I almost laughed. Becca and I hadn’t spoken on the phone as friends since the week of my father’s funeral. That last call must have been a way of testing the waters to see when it would be best to tell me the wonderful news about her and Tom.

      “Months? Summer, those people were never friends.”

      I could have laughed at the situation. Better to do that than to cry. Nothing was truer than what Eilesh just said. I just never saw it.

      “No, they never were.”

      “You should have called me.” Eilesh snapped. “Look, I can come back early and see you. They don’t need me here. Also sweetie, you still haven’t told me where you live.”

      I shook my head. No way was she going to see where I lived. I couldn’t allow anyone who knew me to see this dump. No way.

      I felt bad enough about myself as it was. I didn’t need to feel worse with people pitying me. This place highlighted the depth of how bad things had become.

      And, I’d just hit a stumbling block again.

      “Thank you, but I’d rather you didn’t.” A tear ran down my cheek.

      “Why?”

      “It’s just this place. I’ll get a better apartment soon. Then you can visit.”

      “Jesus, Summer you’ve been through so much. Do you really think I’d make any kind of judgement of you if I went to your house? Plus I told you, you could stay with us.”

      I didn’t want to impose on her and Cody that way. “You’re helping me enough as it is.”

      “It’s what friends do.”

      “I won’t be here for long.” I think that was more for my benefit. I had to tell myself that because thinking anything else would be a disaster.

      I’d gone from earning six figures a year to having nothing.

      My father never told me how bad things were until it was too late.

      He kept everything from me, including the fact that he had lung cancer and was terminal.

      He never told me he had to close down his restaurant because he was too sick to run it. He never told me he had to take loans to pay for his extensive medical bills insurance wouldn’t cover, and run the home we ended up losing.

      He was still trying to protect me from pain, and overcompensate by being both father and mother. Just like he always had.

      There wasn’t anything he wouldn’t have done for me, and I would have traded all that I had when I had it to help him.

      I just never had the chance to know.

      “You sound terrible, I should be there with you. Someone should be there with you.”

      “I’ll be okay.”

      “Are you though? What are you feeling about Tom?”

      “I don’t know if there’s a word to describe it.” Saying I was hurt opened the floor for me to wonder if I was still hung up on losing him, and I didn’t want to be.

      “Do you still feel for him? What you’ve done so far is classic for someone who just broke up with their boyfriend. Although you guys haven’t been together for a while.”

      “It’s the shock. In my head they’ve only been together for four months and their getting married. I was with Tom for eleven years and …”

      I didn’t want to go down this road again because it was painful.

      “And marriage was never in the cards for you guys.” Eilesh filled in.

      “Yeah, exactly. But… I don’t feel the way I used to about him. I haven’t had time to recover from one thing before another happens. I’m hurt.”

      It was the hurt that I couldn’t quite describe to anyone, and just as my delicate heart started to function again it got hit with this news to worsen the wounds.

      “Of course.” She sympathized, her voice soft.

      “As for feeling for him… I don’t know. I don’t think I can just switch off that way. But, I’m not pining over him. He was bad for me, and I want to get to that stage where I can let it all go and snap out of this gloom.”

      “Summer, the best thing you can do is keep busy. Even better if you’re working on something positive. Take the job. This is like a golden egg being handed to you. Bradford never even bothered to contact my office for your résumé because he knew I sent you. That’s how much I’m trusted in these parts.”

      “He told me you only send the best.” I was impressed with how quickly he’d accepted me, without asking any further questions.

      “I do. You loved being a lawyer.” She reminded me. “This is the way back to that.”

      My skin tingled. I’d absolutely love to go back to what I loved, but that had been tainted too. It would have been so nice if I was going to work as an associate, not a PA.

      I knew sometimes life dealt you a bad deal and you had to take a step back to move forward, but this just felt like I was living in a perpetual nightmare where things kept going wrong.

      The job should have been the simple part of this equation but, even that had gone to hell. I slept with my boss.

      Me.

      “I can’t do it.” I winced.

      “Summer, seriously. I feel like I should tell you to suck it up. People sleep with their bosses all the time and knowing Alex maybe he’s already forgotten you.”

      Great…

      I knew that was supposed to make me feel better, and give me some encouragement but I didn’t want him to forget me. I didn’t want him to remember me either, which was just ridiculous because I couldn’t have both.

      “Yes, maybe he has forgotten me. I can imagine him picking up women in clubs on a daily basis. While poor me, he’s the second man I’ve ever slept with in my life.”

      More coughs sounded on the line and a few curses. “Damn it Summer, will you stop doing that.”

      “Doing what?”

      “Shocking me. You can’t seriously tell me that Alex Sullivan is the second man you’ve ever slept with.”

      I didn’t know why that surprised her. “You know I’ve always been with Tom.”

      “Sure, but I kind of thought that in college you might have played around. You two had a long distance relationship. Those don’t tend to last or work especially during college, and damn working in LA too.”

      “I know.” I breathed.

      A few months back I would have said all sorts of positive things about long distance relationships and how Tom and I made it work for us because we loved each other, but no way was I saying that now.

      Instincts were a powerful thing. They were innate warnings, and I’d categorize them as a sense like a sixth sense, to forewarn you of bad things.

      In college while I remained loyal to Tom, despite the numerous guys who hit on me daily, I felt that he’d cheated on me. I never accused him of doing so. It was just something I felt.

      When he came to me with Becca to tell me they’d been seeing each other for awhile I had the feeling that that awhile hadn’t been a recent thing. Neither went away to college. They went straight into work after high school.

      I’d felt they’d been together at various points in our lives.

      “Okay so this has a little more meaning then.” There was a playful tone in her voice.

      “No, there is no meaning, I shouldn’t have slept with him. Damn, I shouldn’t have gone home with him.”

      “Wait, you left that part out. He took you home?” She giggled.

      I didn’t see what relevance that was. “Yes, does it matter?”

      “Okay honey, let’s just put it this way. Let me give you the four one, one on Alex Sullivan. Yes he’s the hottest man alive, and a playboy but even I know that the word on the street is that he practically never takes women back to his house. Five star hotels we’d have to spend our yearly salary on for sure, but no not his home. It’s just a thing he has about himself.”

      I didn’t know how to interpret that.

      The fact that Eilesh knew his bedroom rules, or whatever they could be classed as wasn’t exactly a good thing, and didn’t make me feel comfortable one bit.

      On the other hand I remembered how easy it was for him to ask me to go home with him.

      If he didn’t take women back to his home then how could he have asked me so effortlessly.

      On the other, other, hand did the fact that asking, and taking me mean there was something special about me?

      I was going to definitely doubt that. After all I’d been through it would have been foolish for me to even contemplate that.

      “I feel really awkward about this.” It was bad enough that I felt like I had to watch myself with the whole Ashfords situation. There wasn’t a firm around that didn’t know what happened. I was just hoping that being in a new state would help.

      Eilesh sighed. “Summer, I’m your friend and I’m going to be real with you. Things move fast in the legal world. You know this. It’s tough to get back in after you’ve been out of the game. You have been out of the game for over a year.”

      God, had it been that long?

      Had it really been that long since I did what I loved so much. Standing in a courtroom, armed with knowledge and flair stating my client’s case.

      I missed that. I missed helping people who really needed me. I’d helped so many with all sorts of problems.

      “I’d feel more comfortable trying to get something else,” I winced.

      “You know I’ll do whatever makes you feel comfortable. So I’ll help you find something else. It’s my job as your friend though to tell you the stuff you might not like. Ashfords left a huge black mark on the legal world and I’ve told you that there are a lot of  firms who have specifically said they don’t want anyone from there.”

      It made my heart ache every time I heard something like that. It really did.

      “I know.” I could barely talk, barely breathe.

      Weeks ago when this job came about I didn’t like the idea of it because it wasn’t what I wanted, but I saw the opportunity it would give me. The idea was to work for Sullivan’s for six months to a year. Then apply for an associate position at another firm.

      Having them on my résumé meant that a top firm, of great prestige, had trusted me and let me back in.

      “What if you can’t find an associate job for months? Or even another PA job. This was sort of a done deal and what brought you to Chicago. And then there’s your finances…”

      Her voice trailed off because she knew I hated talking about money.

      The thing was, both of us knew that at the moment I didn’t have the luxury of picking and refusing jobs. Everything Eilesh said was right and truth be told if I turned this job down I would be digging a deeper hole for myself.

      When the world found out that Ashfords was in league with Philiopolis Inc. the investment company that was guilty of stealing millions from their clients, and securities fraud I didn’t know that I would go down with them as well.

      I’d worked for Ashfords for two years and saw myself staying for a while. Just until I’d had enough experience and backing to start my own firm.

      I’d dreamed big of having my own firm one day, right there in LA too.

      Things were going so well until that disaster.

      It was in the height of that that I found out that my father was dying.

      Then a spell of bad things all happened at once and my world changed.

      “My finances are bad, but please, I don’t think I could work for a man I slept with. Eilesh I didn’t think I’d ever see him again.” Sure I would admit that I would have stayed with him today when he asked me to this morning, but I knew that at some point I’d have to leave and leave the fun I had with him too.

      “Okay, honey. I’ll look and see what we have. Can I please ask you to keep an open mind though? I’m going to have to find Alex a replacement. I’d hate to have to give someone else the position when I know you’re desperate.”

      I pulled in a deep, deep breath.

      I was desperate.

      All I needed to do was look around at the horrible apartment I was staying in to confirm my desperation.

      “ I need a day.” I breathed, rubbing my forehead. “Maybe two. Could you give me that before you send someone else?” At least that showed I was considering it on some level.

      Just as a backup. My plan was to glue my ass to my laptop and apply for as many jobs as I could find.

      “Have it, and Summer I’m here if you need me. I’ll be back in two weeks but if you need me please call. We can have a nice girlie night when I’m home and a Brad Pitt fest.”

      That made me smile. We loved Brad Pitt.

      It would be nice to go to her place and have a long bath, then curl up on her sofa and indulge myself in a bunch of movies I loved.

      I longed for those days.

      I’d only seen Eilesh for dinner when I got here two weeks ago. Then she left that weekend for San Francisco.

      “I’d like that.” I smiled.

      “Good. Summer, can you please promise me that you’ll really use the next two days wisely? Sullivan’s would be a good move for you. I’m telling you this as your friend and as a recruiter.”

      “I promise.” I could do that. I could think.

      “Cool, luv yah.”

      “Right back at you.”

      We hung up and once again the silence of this dank, little apartment engulfed me.

      I straightened out my legs on the bed and looked around the box room. The room I had when I was ten was bigger than this. And this here was my whole apartment.

      A unit with a stove top for cooking was by the window.  A microwave sat next to it on a slim, shaky counter. The sink was next and had a mere basin with a cupboard under it.

      A breath away was a curtain that separated the shower and toilet from the rest of the place. There was hardly any point to the curtain because it was poorly hung and the broken window next to the shower that overlooked the street displayed everything I had inside. I had to hang a towel up at it when I used the shower that ran ice cold water.

      The place was horrible, really horrible. And there was that skitter again.

      God, if the place had mice I didn’t know what I’d do.

      I could be this no nonsense woman in court but put me in a room with a mouse and I would lose my mind.

      The skitter sounded again and my stomach tightened, but then there was a knock at the door.

      The buildings super had come up a few times during my days here to check on me.

      She was a sweet elderly lady. She said she would do her best to get someone to look at the window for me.

      I got off the bed, guessing it could only be her since no one else came to visit.

      It would be good to have the window fixed because it also brought in the cold at night, and I’d ask her if she could get someone to check if there were mice.

      I opened the door and forced myself to look at least pleasant, but froze as the door swung open.

      Before me was not Susana, the sweet elderly lady.

      It was Alex.

      Standing before me was Alex Sullivan, looking better than ever.

      He slid down the Oakleys he was wearing and that wicked smile filled with sin lifted the corners of his sensual mouth.

      “Hello angel,” he said.

      That deep voice of his working its way inside me, making my skin tingle.
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      I didn’t think I’d ever had a woman flee from me before. This one had left me twice in one day.

      By presenting myself on her territory I’d avoided the possibility of her running off again.

      At least I hoped so.

      As I looked at the angel in this tacky, grubby, God awful apartment I didn’t think I would blame her from running out of the place.

      I expected somewhere in the city, or a little house in Spring Lands.

      Not this, and not this part of town.

      “Alex.” She said my name like she couldn’t believe I was here.

      I supposed I would be shocked too if I were her, and if I was being honest with myself I had to admit that this whole looking for her was completely out of my character.

      “Hey, angel, you going to let me in? Or, no?”

      She stepped aside making way for me to walk into the tiny apartment.

      Room.

      This was no apartment, not at all. It was a room that reminded me of a prison cell but without the bars or metal wall.

      “Baby, what are you doing in this place?” I couldn’t help it. I knew that came across as rude, and I was trying not to be rude or judgmental, but damn. “Is this really where you live?”

      I looked back to her and found that she still had that perplexed expression on her face.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked. Her voice sounded shaky.

      “Looking for my PA, looking for my angel. Who would have thought they were one and the same being?” I chuckled but she didn’t seem to find it funny.

      It was then that I hoped I hadn’t imposed by coming here. I got her address from Kayla’s files. The angel had filled out her new starter form before coming into the office this morning. I made good use of the info, even though I knew I shouldn’t have.

      “I didn’t know who you were,” she replied.

      “I didn’t know who you were either. Looks like the universe keeps throwing us together. Trust me you shouldn’t have left me this morning. We would have had a really, really good day together. We didn’t finish exploring your limits.”

      I couldn’t help it. That was just me being me. Plus I liked to see her blush. That rose color that filled her cheeks actually encouraged me to continue with the teasing and flirting but I held back.

      This was how I’d summed her up.

      Relationship girl. Not a party girl who went out on a nightly basis looking for fun. Those were easy women that usually threw themselves at me.

      This woman was not that. She was a challenge and like all challenges I’d ever been faced with I was reeled in like fish attracted to bait.

      I liked challenges. It was that taste of adventure that lurked within me that made me want to conquer unchartered territory .

      When I saw her in the club I thought she stood out amongst the sea of partygoers. She was the one who stood out to me.

      The good girl.

      I knew the difference.

      She was the good girl who needed to let her hair down. She needed to step into the wild and have a taste of fun.

      Just like she’d said, she was escaping life.

      “I reached my limit,” she replied but she didn’t sound too sure.

      “No you didn’t. There was more.” That was the part where I was supposed to back down and leave her with her answer. No way.

      People didn’t know how to take me. That was part of what made me such a good lawyer. I had that element of surprise, always an ace up my sleeve.

      “How do you know?” she straightened up.

      “Attraction.”

      “Is that your answer for everything?” She tried to hold back a smile.

      “Nope. Just where true attraction exists. Rule two, never give up when you find an equal.”

      Me with my rules of attraction. It was something I’d come up with back in college. Everyone had their claim to something, that was mine.

      It was something I lived by, although I’d never met anyone who I’d connected with on a level to test out all the rules on.

      She seemed to be fascinated with it last night, and she looked fascinated now.

      “An equal?”

      “You can’t ignore the chemistry here, angel.” I motioned my hand from her to me. “So I’d be happy to let you know how our day could have gone.” I tilted my head to the side and regarded her with keen eyes.

      “No.” she shook her head.

      “Why, angel? You don’t like exploring alternatives? Or, are you scared you may love the ideas I plant in your head. It’s only two o clock. We could have the rest of the day to play.” Screw it, I couldn’t be anything other than myself and I wanted her.

      “Is sex all you think about?”

      I didn’t know what sort of question that was. What man didn’t think of sex all the time? She narrowed her gaze at me, looking at me like I’d said something wrong. But, her body betrayed her. She was thinking about sex too. I noticed that against the little pink camisole top she wore, her nipples had suddenly become hard. It was very obvious.

      “Yes.”

      “I’m not having sex with you.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because you’re Alex Sullivan.” She frowned.

      “What does me being me have to do with anything? You don’t seem to want to be my PA and now you’re telling me that sex is off limits. I really wish like hell I didn’t answer that damn phone.”

      “Alex, I don’t normally go to clubs and pick up random guys. I’m in a really weird place in my life right now and I have no room for confusion. Last night was…”

      I thought she was going to say it was a mistake. I really did.

      “Last night was… great.” She continued to my relief.

      “Okay, let’s do this. Take the job.” She clearly needed it, look at the place. No one who had money would live here.

      “I don’t know if I can work for you.” She pressed her lips together, lips that I remembered being soft and smooth. I wished I could kiss her now to refresh that memory.

      “You can, plus… it’s a live in position.” Of course it wasn’t. I just made that up for two reasons. The first was she needed to get the hell out of here and I doubted she would have accepted an offer to stay with me. The next reason was pure selfishness. There was the problem of me wanting her. We had unfinished business.

      Since I knew she wanted me too, I just had to work out the kinks.

      I wanted this woman back in my bed. I wanted last night all over again. I wanted the day we would have had if  I hadn’t answered the phone.

      “A live in position!” Damn she was shaking her head.

      “Yup. I need a PA who is flexible, and this new case we’ve just taken on is going to be tough.” That part I didn’t doubt because the more I’d thought about dear old Devon today in the spare moments when I wasn’t thinking about Summer I knew I’d need all the help I could get.

      “So I’d have to live with you?” Her eyes widened.

      “Summer, look at this place. I’m going to be real with you. You can’t stay here.” I looked around the place and saw a suitcase resting in the corner between the broken window and the curtain that I guess must have separated the bathroom from the rest of the room. It looked like she hadn’t been here long which was good because I hated to think of her having to stay in a place like this.

      I went over to the curtain and pulled it back. Yup it was exactly as I thought, but looked worse. She had a shower and a toilet, accompanied with a large hole in the wall that should have been a window.

      “What are you doing?” She rushed over to me.

      “Angel where the fuck is your window? You shower with people watching you?”

      “Course not, I have a towel that I put up.”  She looked annoyed. “I stick it on the wall.

      That was insane. “Take the job. I’ll leave you to think about it. You know where I live.”

      I didn’t want to leave her here but I thought it may be too much to push and insist.

      I took one last look at the angel before I left, hoping it wouldn’t be the last time that I saw her.
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      “How was your day?” Dad asked through a forced smile.

      Poor guy, I knew I was trying his last nerve.

      “Wonderful.” I smiled back. My smile was forced too.

      Summer hadn’t come in today, so I was guessing that meant she wouldn’t be taking the job. And, since I thought going to her hell hole of an apartment bordered on being a little too much on the obsessive side I decided to leave it alone.

      Leave her alone for a while.

      Maybe I just needed to get her out of my system.

      It was Thursday. On Thursdays we all met up at the family home for dinner. It was mom’s idea.

      She insisted on us meeting up and eating together like we used to when we all lived together.

      We may have all had busy lives but we still managed to do it every week, except for when one of us was away on vacation.

      “Wonderful, oh great. That’s good to hear.” My father placed the gravy in the center of the table.

      Preston cut me a glance out of the corner of his eye, taking a break from whatever he was doing on his phone.

      My father was pissed at me because he’d heard that Summer ran out of the office yesterday within two minutes of being alone with me. He also knew she didn’t come back, which he assumed was my fault.

      He didn’t get the chance to shout at me because we’d taken an oath that on these special nights we wouldn’t argue. My mother made us promise.

      “Did you have a good day Preston? You do know phones aren’t allowed at the table right?” I said to my brother who looked at me fully now, bright blue eyes staring into me.

      “Yes, Alex. Phone gone.” He placed the phone on the table face down. “And you know what my day is about to get better.”

      “God, why is that?” I’d bet he had a date. His hair was all shaped and cut in that sharp style he liked.

      “Date with Andrea.”

      I laughed when my father grimaced and turned away to get the tray with the roast chicken.

      “Which Andrea is that now?” I knew exactly which Andrea Preston was talking about but I just wanted to hear him say.

      He gave me a knowing look, the kind he gave when he knew I was shit stirring.

      “Andrea Searman.” His eyes bore into me.

      Dad scowled at the mention of the name, just like I knew he would. I feigned

      surprise.

      “Jesus, Preston aren’t you scared your dick might fall off?” I chuckled.

      “Alex.” Dad hissed chiding me. His face was classic disapproval of my word choice.

      “It’s true, dad, these things can happen you know. Especially with women like that.” Now I feigned concern for Preston, of which I was not.

      My father was always on my ass about women. Preston was the one he should be worried about though. My brother had no morals, and picked anyone available in the moment. Didn’t matter if they were taken or not. He’d work his charm, lure them into his bed and drop them most often than not leaving a string of broken hearts in his wake.

      Some people thought we were just as bad as each other but I’d be the first to point out our differences and they were vast. The one big one being I had limits and Preston did not. Hence why he was going out with Andrea Searman, a woman who was just a fraction worse than Celeste.

      Word on the street had it that she was an escort who’d made it big with a rich old guy who suddenly died a week after their wedding leaving his young widow of twenty years old his billion dollar fortune. But that wasn’t enough to satisfy dear old widowed Andrea as she would hook her fingers into any man with wealth.

      The woman was always at a party, always involved in some scandal. Just always.

      “Andrea is just fine little brother, but I appreciate the concern.” Preston gave me that fake smile.

      When dad walked over to the far side of the kitchen I leaned closer to Preston and whispered, “I hope your dick falls off. What the hell are you doing with Andrea you idiot?”

      “Mind your own business,” Preston hissed, his eyes darted to dad who was just going into the pantry to get the wine.

      “You know I can’t do that.” I goaded.

      “Try.”

      “You just got divorced.” I reminded him.

      “Exactly, so I should get back out there.” Preston smiled that smug smile of arrogance.

      His marriage to Victoria Secrets model, Piper Ainsworth, was destined for failure. The only good thing to come from it was Katherine, my four year old niece. She was the most beautiful little girl who adored Preston.

      That bitch, Piper, had full custody and moved to Florida early last year out of spite. She was the kind of woman that loved to mess with people and wreck their lives just because she could.

      Preston took every chance he got to see Katherine, but I saw the strain it placed on him.

      After his disastrous marriage, I thought Preston would try to pick better women. Clearly, I was wrong.

      “You want to get back out there with Andrea?” I gave him a deadpanned expression.

      “Yes, I heard you scared away the fresh pussy at the office.” He smirked.

      I didn’t quite realize what he meant until seconds later when it hit me. the newest member of staff we’d had was Summer.

      My whole body tightened at his reference and I had to wonder if this was how my father felt when I joked around with my vulgar language. It was all fun and games until people were talking about someone you knew. In my case, I knew I didn’t exactly know her but we’d had a massive connection and I wouldn’t stand for anyone, not even my brother, talking about her in that way.

      “Don’t,” I said with warning in my tone. “She was nothing of the sort, and nothing to do with you.”

      Preston smiled, “Did I hit a nerve little bro?”

      My father came closer so I withheld on telling him to go fuck himself. Instead I narrowed my eyes and seethed at him.

      With the table set my father took a seat but I noticed that he brought over two bottles of wine, instead of the one we would share, placed one in the center of the table and kept one to himself.

      Most unusual since my father didn’t really drink that much. Preston noticed it too, and cut me a worried glance.

      “How was your day dad?” Preston asked.

      “Perfect.” Dad said a little too quickly. He started cutting off slices of the chicken and setting them on his plate.

      “Doesn’t seem like it was perfect.” I pointed out.

      Dad stopped and looked at me. I landed myself in that one. What I should have done was kept quiet.

      “Okay Alex, it actually wasn’t, and the little time I was hoping to spend with my boys is spent talking about loose women and dicks falling off. So you pretend to be me and tell me how you would feel.”

      Dad looked stressed out. He’d been stressed before, but usually it didn’t warrant a bottle of wine which he was now opening. I watched him fill his glass and put the bottle back near him, which confirmed it wasn’t for sharing.

      We didn’t say anything else while we ate which was completely unlike us because this was the time that we got together and spoke.

      Preston polished off the last bit of food on his plate, pushed his chair back and stood.

      “I got to run,” he said.

      “Okay.” Dad answered without looking up from his plate. He’d barely touched the food.

      “Hey kid.” Preston said referring to me. I didn’t know why he still felt the need to call me that. He was only two years older than me. It wasn’t as if there was such a massive age difference. “Don’t stress the old man out.”

      I watched Preston place his plate in the dishwasher then leave.

      With him gone I returned my gaze back to my father. I watched him cut his food up in several pieces in a mindless fashion.

      “Penny for your thoughts.” I stated breaking the silence. Mom always said that.

      He looked at me with a flicker of appreciation in his eyes. “I’m not really in the talking mood, Alex.”

      “I can see that. But we gather every Thursday to spend time with each other. Mom would have told you off by now for your sour mood.” I smiled. “She’s not going to like that you wasted a perfectly good evening in a bad mood, and I will tell her how you ignored me.”

      “I miss her,” Dad said.

      It wasn’t often that he showed his feelings. What he presented to the world was this bad ass lawyer. Few people saw this side of him.

      My father didn’t, and wouldn’t connect with Preston this way, although he thought the guy was perfect.

      “Me too.” I agreed.

      He poured himself another glass of wine taking the bottle down to half.

      “I miss her presence, and having her here.”

      “But she’ll be back in approximately seven weeks.”

      “Seven weeks, three days and ten hours. Her plane lands at ten am on the fifth of June.”

      “Okay, you win, you miss her more than me.” I chuckled.

      I expected a laugh or something but all he did was tap the bottle and looked at it with sadness. He did really miss her.

      Thirty five years of marriage and I’d never known my parents to act any other way than in love with each other.

      My mother was an art professor who also had her own art work she indulged in. She did the most amazing oil paintings but what was more breathtaking were her sculptures. We had a garden here that was alive with them. I used to play in it when I was a kid and pretend that her fairytale like creatures were part of some adventurous world.

      She taught the Bachelor of Arts program here at the University of Illinois, but travelled to France every year for the last three months of the program with her students. Since Mom was originally from France she always looked forward to this time of year.

      My father on the other hand always got soppy from the minute she said goodbye at the airport.

      I didn’t think I’d ever seen him like this though.

      Tonight there was a lost look in his eyes that I didn’t like.

      “Dad geez, she’ll be back soon. Cheer up garcon amoureux.” I laughed.

      “You’re calling me lover boy?” That made him smile.

      “You should see your face. You look like you lost your foot.”

      “Wait till you fall in love son.”

      I had to laugh at the absurdity. I couldn’t imagine falling in love. I could imagine having a family maybe but I didn’t think the part about being in love was possible.

      My family hardly knew how to deal with me, I couldn’t imagine a woman who would have the kind of patience required to do the same.

      That aside, I just couldn’t imagine me acting the way my father did with my mother.

      Being in fun, on the other hand was different. That was me. Mr. Fun, the no strings guy who lived by my rules of attraction. It was less complicated.

      But on a serious note, I just thought my parents were from a time when things were different. And they’d known each other since they were in their early teens.

      “You’re funny dad.”

      “I’m not son. I’m actually being realistic here.” He took a sip of his drink and set the glass back on the table.

      “So in your realistic world you thought the woman I was going to fall in love with was Celeste Langdon?” I gave him a pointed look.

      “Alex it was honestly just a thought. I was trying to pick someone I felt you’d get on with. I’ve seen you talking to each other.”

      “We were arguing.” I quickly filled in. The woman would show up at the worst times and annoy the hell out of me because she thought I was part of her sea of admirers.

      “She’s my best friend’s daughter, of course I would pick the closest person I thought would be suitable for you.”

      “She’s not.” I gave him a mystified stare.

      “Fine. I wish you luck in finding the woman you want.”

      Luck was exactly what I would need to get the woman I wanted out of my head.

      Or maybe I needed something more than luck because Summer Daniels had definitely done a number on me.

      If I truly never saw her again, I didn’t think I’d ever be able to forget that night we spent together. Everything about it burned me up. Heated me up with want that lingered on the edge of obsession and I didn’t obsess over anything.

      I usually just took what I wanted no matter what that was. Usually it was a thing because women gravitated to me and I’d never had to try.

      “I’m going with your mother next year, Alex.” Dad took another sip of his drink and looked over at me.

      “Yeah? That’ll be good for you. You won’t have to miss her so much then and when you get back you would have maybe retired by then.”

      He chuckled and placed the cork back on the bottle which I was glad to see.

      “No, I’m retiring before we go, and so is she. We don’t plan to come back.” He held my gaze.

      I straightened up and stared at him long and hard. “What? You’re going to live in France?”

      “Yes.”

      “When did you decide this?” I couldn’t help but be surprised.

      “Some time ago, I was just working out the kinks and hoped that a certain person would have been ready to join the senior partnership by now.”

      Me.

      “Dad, that’s your fault.” I had to point out. “You’re too hard on me and you don’t give me credit for what I do.”

      “I need you to be more serious. People know you’re good but they don’t like your attitude.”

      “Who cares about my attitude when I know my stuff?”

      “Alex the way you work it’s like destroying a building and killing everyone in it just to get rid of an ant’s nest.”

      “That’s harsh.”

      “It’s for your own good. You handled the Cartwright case well. It was all fine until Judge Pederson complained.”

      “He was allowing Bailey to bully a woman who’d been through serious cancer treatment. She didn’t even have to come to court, but Bailey thought he could squeeze one last drop of something to hang on to from her by insisting she was stealing. Don’t you think that’s bad?”

      “I think it’s evil, but what you should have done is allow Bailey to look bad by himself, not practically threaten Judge Pederson with whatever knowledge you have of his private life. It wasn’t the place Alex, and that’s the part that irritates me about you. You have all this skill that I know surpasses all of us, you’re the most skilled lawyer at the firm, but you sacrifice being professional.”

      I was listening, and not really liking what he was saying but decided I would try to see things from his perspective.

      I guess that maybe there was some element of truth there, but I still felt he glossed over all the good that I’d done.

      “Is this case with Devon going to be one of those things where I work my ass off and you tell me I didn’t make it for one reason or another?” I had to know because that’s what the Cartwright case felt like.

      “Nope, I told you it’s your last chance to show me you can do this, so I don’t think you’ll let me or yourself down.”

      I couldn’t stand Devon, and his family. It was hard to not allow my personal feelings to get in the way but what choice did I have.

      “Okay, well I guess we’ll see then.”

      “We will, and while we’re on the subject of work you need a new PA. You’ve been without one for weeks and it was just luck that we were able to manage your diaries with Kayla’s magical abilities to multitask. With your new case we won’t be able to do that.”

      “Summer will be back.” I was still hoping.

      “Kayla said she practically fled.”

      “She’ll be back.”

      “You have until Monday. I want the case underway pronto. If she doesn’t come in Monday we’ll get someone else.”

      I nodded. “Sure.”

      I’d give her tomorrow, and then I’d try one more time.

      One more time to go to her and I was hoping like hell I’d be able to convince her to at least take the job.

      I wasn’t finished with her yet.
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        * * *

      

      I’d officially hit rock bottom.

      Seriously. All I needed was the seal of approval to stamp the word Loser on my forehead.

      I’d taken the day to think about working for the Sullivan’s just as Eilesh advised but bounced between decisions on whether or not I could get over what happened with Alex and suck it up.

      By noon the next day I thought that maybe I could try for myself to enquire at a few firms. Eilesh had been doing all the leg work for me, and it wasn’t that I didn’t trust her opinion. I just wanted to give it a try for myself.

      I contacted Silver and Fox and spoke to their human resources manager, wowed her with my experience, but lost her when I got to the part about working for Ashfords.

      She was nice and wasn’t rude to me, like most had been, but she flat out told me no. She said that Ashfords still had a very bad taste in everyone’s mouth for the sheer reason that the pension and investment fund they’d assisted stealing from had involved a number of people based at the firm.

      I didn’t know what to say after that other than to thank her for her time.

      Needing to clear my head I took a walk around Millennium Park but when I got back to the apartment I found myself with a whole new problem.

      Someone had broken in and took all that I had left that was of value.

      I’d packed light to come to Chicago putting most of my things in storage back in Ohio, but I’d carried all my favorite things with me. My laptop, shoes, clothes, jewelry.

      Whoever broke in took the laptop and all the good stuff , leaving me with what I’d brought for house wear. They even took some of my lingerie, leading me to believe that the thief was a woman.

      I reported the theft to the police but they were unable to do anything other than take the report and blamed me for not securing the place because of the broken windows.

      The craziness ran into the next day when I checked my bank balance and saw that all I had left was twenty bucks. I wondered if someone had hacked my account too because I should have had five hundred dollars in there.

      When I checked at the bank I discovered that the money had gone to my car insurance, for the car that I’d sold a few months back and no longer had. I’d forgotten to cancel the annual auto renewal.

      With everything that had happened with my father, and Tom and Becca, I’d forgotten to cancel the damned thing.

      When I called the insurance company they said they would return the payment to me but it would take fourteen working days because of processing and all manner of shit I didn’t need.

      So here I was with twenty bucks to my name.

      Eilesh had called me several times but rather than pick up I texted back when I felt I could.

      She called again five minutes ago but I couldn’t answer. I was too numb to talk to anybody.

      I lowered to the bed and lay in it, feeling like I was waiting to die and feeling like a pathetic shell of my former self.

      Somewhere along the line I’d lost myself and I was trying so hard to get back on track but it just wasn’t happening.

      What was I going to do now?

      This stupid thing with the insurance was going to set me back and I would have to end up borrowing money. I didn’t want to borrow anything.

      I didn’t want anything from anyone, I just wanted to be me again. The woman who had everything under control. It was hard to go from being such a strong person who was independent and able to deal with whatever came at her, to this.

      How had I taken so many steps backwards.

      As tears spilled down my cheeks I closed my eyes.

      It must have been the distress that made me fall asleep because it was only four in the afternoon.

      I shuffled when something soft brushed against my face.

      Opening my eyes I saw that it was now dark outside. The stupid window brought in the cold night breeze along with the smell of Chinese food from the take out below me.

      I didn’t realize how hungry I was until I smelled the food.

      Something like a chicken chow mien would have made me feel better but take out was the last thing I should get on the little money I had.

      Something fell on the floor when I shuffled making a loud thump sound.

      “What the hell!” I shrieked and looked around the floor in the dark. Whatever the hell it was skittered across the floor but I couldn’t see it.

      I straightened but soon realized my focus shouldn’t be on the floor but on the large thing moving under the sheet that covered my legs.

      Panic gripped me taking over my mind, rendering me useless to myself as I flapped around in the bed trying to get off but ended up tangling myself up in the sheet. I realized now that I’d trapped whatever it was moving beneath the sheet with me and it was panicking as well.

      And screeching!

      I screamed and dropped to the ground with the sheet still wrapped around my legs.

      The action undid the entrapment unleashing my worst nightmare.

      I would have taken Becca telling me that her and Tom were getting married any day over this. I would have taken being robbed and losing all my money over this.

      What came out of the sheets and ran over me was a truly disgusting rat. I was lying on the floor and the horrid creature ran straight onto my stomach, across my chest and then I felt the things claws brush over my face.

      It was like something from a horror film and in true horrific style I screamed a blood curdling scream that came from my soul and jumped up from the ground, running.

      I must have gotten down to the next block before I realized I was on the next block and I did the only think my brain told me to do in a state of panic and horror.

      I sought refuge. I hailed the first taxi that came rumbling down the street and jumped in.

      It wasn’t until the gorgeous blond man who I’d run from days ago opened his door that my senses came back to me, but I was a mess. My poor brain couldn’t even question my actions as to why I’d come here.

      Why did I run to him?

      Why was he the first person my brain chose to come to in my desperation?

      It was because I didn’t have anyone else.

      With Eilesh in San Francisco, there wasn’t anyone else I could turn to.

      I’d come to this big city on my own, leaving behind all I knew and who I knew in Ohio.

      Take Eilesh out of the equation of my life and I had no one.

      No one else besides the man I thought it was a great idea to have a one night stand with.

      Everything that happened had messed me up and I couldn’t even pretend to have things under control. Tears were streaming down my cheeks, my clothes were ruffled and I didn’t even want to know what my hair and face looked like.

      But, he still looked at me as if I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

      “Angel.” He greeted me with a smile which fell on seeing my distress. “What happened to you?”

      I allowed him to cup my face.

      I’d been crying in the taxi on my way over. The driver had looked at me with pity several times and I saw him even trying to build up the courage to ask me what was wrong, but didn’t. It was fine I understood that most people, men in general, didn’t know what to do with a crying woman.

      But Alex seemed to, even though I might have lost the ability to talk.

      Maybe it was seeing a familiar face, or just the fact of seeing his genuine concern for me but I just broke down.

      “Please help me.” I could barely get the words out of my mouth. “There’s a rat in my apartment. It ran on my face. This whole day’s been horrible.” I shook my head.

      “Come here.”

      He pulled me into his arms and the strangest thing happened.

      I felt… comforted.

      I felt safe, but the kind of safety and comfort you feel when you had someone to look out for you. To take care of you.

      It was reassurance.

      I hadn’t felt like that since well before my father died. Before I knew what disappointment was.

      His heart beat steadily against my ear, and the strength of his chest added to that asserted feeling that I was so desperate for and hadn’t realized.

      “Don’t worry I’ll sort it all out.” He whispered against my hair as he held me.

      His words seeped into my heart, speaking to the person who was screaming inside, begging to be rescued.
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        * * *

      

      Forty minutes later we were back at my apartment.

      Alex took charge and walked ahead of me.

      I’d left the door open in my escape. He frowned when he saw that.

      I hung back as we went inside not wanting the dreadful creatures to suddenly run across my feet. I was wearing open toe sandals so that would have been a horrible feeling.

      The fact that I hadn’t been able to wash my face yet was killing me and after my wearied babble it dawned on me that the thing I’d felt brush across my face when I’d woken up earlier was another rat. It was of course what must have fell on the ground.

      So there were two or more of them.

      I could already hear shuffling near the bin in the kitchen. Anger swelled in me at the thought that I’d left the door open and they were still inside. Couldn’t they have left?

      Alex turned on the light and the shuffling increased. I yelped when I saw a mouse skitter around the bin.

      Rats and mice.

      “Oh my God.”

      Alex turned to look at me and grimaced. “Where are your things? Place looks different.” He glanced around the place.

      “I was robbed earlier, most of my things are gone.” I managed, pulling in a shallow breath.

      Concern filled his hypnotic eyes as he widened them.

      “What’s left is in that drawer.” I motioned to the little chest of drawers near the mess of the bed, and the crumpled bed sheet I left on the ground. I’d placed the rest of my stuff in there just so I could keep it together.

      Without any further instruction he walked over to my suitcase, grabbed it and then moved to the chest of drawers. I watched him open my suitcase and the top drawer and started putting my things inside.

      He was packing my stuff.

      “What are you doing?” I was confused as to why he was packing, or how this would help get rid of the rat and mouse problem I currently had.

      “Packing, angel.” He smiled when he came across my panties.

      “Hey.” I protested.

      I braved going closer to him as more shuffling and squeaking sounded just so

      I could stop him from going further, but he held up one of my pink sets. A lace bra and thong.

      “Jesus, why couldn’t you have been wearing this the other night?” His eyes flickered that dark liquid silver color.

      “Alex this isn’t funny. Give those to me.”

      I tried to grab them but he held them high so I couldn’t reach them.

      “I’m not joking.”

      I folded my arms and pouted. “Shouldn’t you be trying to catch the rats?”

      Rich laughter erupted from his lips. “Sweetheart do I look like the kind of guy who catches rats or any kind of vermin?”

      “What are you doing then? I thought that was why we came back here.”

      “I told you, I’m packing. You’re coming with me, to my place.”

      “What?” I couldn’t do that.

      “You heard me, baby.” He inclined his head to the side and gave me a dead serious look which enunciated the sharp chiseled features and angles of his handsome face.  “I have a massive pent house apartment with three bedrooms, my fucking bathroom is bigger than this shit hole. And that’s just the bathroom in my bedroom. You remember it. Don’t you?” The seriousness faded from his expression and was replaced with a no mistake about it sexual one.

      Why couldn’t I have been the kind of person to get drunk and have that drunken amnesia most people talked about?

      Like the rest of my bad luck, I’d been fortunate enough to remember our night of passion in full detail. And I wasn’t likely to forget having sex with him in the said bathroom anytime soon. Or, even in the very distant future.

      My whole face burned at the memory and I felt like I needed air.

      “Good, let’s go.” His eyes flickered with that sexual haze and he grabbed the rest of my stuff, shoved it in the case and zipped it up.

      In the meantime I contemplated this.

      I was myself, under no influence of alcohol, yes thrown off my game by what happened today and my current situation with the job hunt. And, admittedly insanely attracted to him even with all that was going on.

      This was just like when he asked me if I would go home with him. I was aware that the PA role involved like he’d said the other day the need to live in but tonight hadn’t exactly happened with me saying I’d accept the position.

      “I can’t.”

      His shoulders slumped. “Why? You would seriously rather stay here than come with me?”

      “Alex you met me in a club, and we slept together. You don’t even know me, and I don’t know you. I shouldn’t have…” my voice trailed off when I saw the look in his eyes. It was just like the other day.

      There was a look of anticipation that seemed to fear me saying that I shouldn’t have slept with him.

      “Tell me. Finish the words. I’m a big boy I can take it. Are you going to say that you shouldn’t have slept with me, and it was a mistake?”

      I held his gaze and looked at him long and hard.

      The Summer of the past would have frowned up on my actions and questioned my sanity and she wouldn’t have believed the answer I was about to give him.

      “No.”

      Even he looked surprised. “No?”

      Damn it to hell one of the rats chose that moment to rush out. I jumped when I saw it heading towards us, towards me.

      My body took me straight to Alex’s arms as if it remembered what it was like to be this close to him. I wrapped my legs around his waist seeking higher ground, far away from the disgusting vermin.

      Placing my hands on wide shoulders I drew my head back and found the amused expression on his face.

      “No?” he said with emphasis placing his large hands to the small of my back, securing me to him.

      “No what?”

      “We were talking baby. Heated discussion that I really want the answer to. You don’t think we were a mistake?” Our eyes locked.

      “No. I … don’t.”

      At my answer mischief flickered in the depths of his eyes which now had me captivated by the intense color.

      “Then this thing with us is by no means finished, and we still have more exploring to do.”

      It was like he was speaking straight to my inner desires, melting my boundaries, or what I thought were my boundaries. How could he manage to do that while we stood in a room with the creatures I hated most in life?

      When I was younger I would faint at the sight of them. I’d toughened up but I still hated them.

      Alex had managed to diffuse my anxiety and awareness of them with his words, and his presence. I wished that I could deny feeling anything for this man, especially since the whole disaster with Tom but I couldn’t.

      “I can’t right now,” I said pressing my lips together. That was the best answer.

      It was better than a no, and closer to the truth. I really couldn’t put myself through anything emotional.

      I just needed things to be manageable.

      “Right now as in right now? Because I can think of several ways I could explore you.”

      I bit the inside of my lip to keep the little smile away from my lips. “I hate mice, rats and everything like that. Also, the sex talk isn’t going to make me move in with you any quicker.”

      He frowned then sighed. “Okay, here’s what we do then. We put this thing between us on the back burner and sort you out in the meantime. Take the job and stay with me. Sort yourself out. If Eilesh recommended you, you must be good. Can we do that?”

      That was the question of the hour, of the last two days.

      Could I do it?

      It would be perfect for me, all of it. Maybe Eilesh was right. No one at Sullivan’s had my records. They’d taken me on her word.

      If I didn’t say anything about Ashfords then no one had to find out. Besides, it wasn’t even as if I’d done anything wrong. I’d just gotten mixed in with the bad stigma that had been attached to the place.

      I needed my life back.

      It also didn’t hurt that Mr. Alex Sullivan was Hollywood gorgeous.

      A rat ran passed us and I winced leaning in to cling to him, my face only inches away from his.

      “I really hate being here.” I breathed.

      “Is that a yes?” He brushed his face against mine and as I twisted to look at him better our noses met.

      We could have easily kissed at that point. We were so close.

      “It’s a yes.” I replied, although I wasn’t really thinking. Butterflies filled my stomach and fluttered straight to my groin making my core pool with desire.

      “Don’t tell me I’m the only one that felt that.” He smirked with a cocky smile. “Are you sure we can’t just have break up sex? Just for like twenty minutes or so. Half an hour tops. Then we can get back to real life where your just my PA.”

      I didn’t have to wonder if he was being serious. I could see he was, but I surprised myself by laughing.

      I then shook my head, although the little minx inside who I unleashed the other night was actually nodding.

      “Fine, can I at least carry you to my car? You don’t exactly look like you want to get down.”

      “Won’t it look weird you carrying me like this?”

      “I don’t care what people think, angel.” He beamed.

      Somehow that didn’t surprise me.
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      I woke and panicked when I didn’t immediately recognize my surroundings.

      Confusion filled me and my brain felt foggy.

      Looking up at the chandelier that hung from the ceiling with its crystal shards sloping down confirmed I wasn’t in the grubby apartment I’d rented.

      I turned on myside and was met with sheets soft and silky and I sunk into the comfort of the cozy bed I lay on.

      I remembered now.

      Alex.

      I was at his place.

      This was his guest room, which like his bedroom, looked like it belonged in a hotel.

      I sat up and looked at the beauty of it, taking the moment to relax and not worry.

      Taking the moment to have a moment.

      I noticed an envelope on the edge of the bed when I straightened up. It had Angel swirled across the front of it.

      Since Alex had taken to calling me that I assumed it had to be for me.

      I shuffled over to it and opened it. There was a note inside that said:

      

      Hi Angel,

      Don’t get mad at me. I got you some stuff. Had to look through your suitcase to get the correct size, although I was going to get size perfect. Go into the room to the left. Hope you like the additional sets in the Victoria’s Secret bag.

      Knock yourself out. Also if you need help getting dressed just call me.

      Luv,

      A.

      I didn’t even realize I was smiling, but I was.

      This guy was something else. He really was. I felt like I was imposing enough just being here, he shouldn’t have taken the trouble to buy me anything.

      I did wonder though what he could have bought me.

      Victoria’s Secret was probably a dead giveaway for lingerie, which I couldn’t be squeamish about given our meeting and first night together.

      I wanted to see what time it was because I didn’t know how long I’d slept for but I was intrigued to see what he’d gotten me.

      I went to the door that opened to the room on the left. When I opened it I froze. It was a walk in wardrobe with the rails running on either side, but that wasn’t what made me freeze.

      There were four rails in front on me full of clothes. On top of the first rail was a sign saying:

      
        
        These are all for you, Angel

      

      

      My mouth dropped. One rail had Dior printed on the pole , the others were Gucci, Channel and Cartier.

      Was all this really mine?

      He couldn’t have bought all of this for me. It was too much.

      I walked further in and stopped in my tracks again bringing my hands up to my cheeks. I couldn’t help the little shriek that escaped my lips.

      The man had also bought me shoes. They were all on a little platform, just like the kind you’d get in the actual shop.

      I loved, loved shoes. They were my guilty pleasure and to me it was like a sweet addict being in a sweet shop. I counted twenty pairs.

      All designer including my favorite, Louboutin.

      Those shoes costed so much I’d only eyed them up in magazines and wouldn’t torture myself by going to Nordstrom or Neiman Marcus to have them waving in my face with no option to buy.

      “God, this isn’t real.” I said to myself.

      I willed my legs to move, walked over to the platform and took those first. They had a six inch heel that was diamante encrusted on the back of the heel. I ran my hands over the smooth royal blue leather that was so beautiful and then I had to try them on.

      They fit perfectly.

      I twirled around in them enjoying the elation I felt from the moment. It had been a long time since I’d experienced this type of happiness. The happiness of just being a woman who loved to shop and had on amazing shoes.

      Walking over to the full length mirror I got a good look at myself.

      The shoes looked amazing indeed and immediately made me look like the woman I used to be. Fashionable and glamorous.

      Moving away from the mirror my eyes landed on the Victoria’s Secret bag. It was next to the shoe platform but in my excitement I didn’t see it.

      I had to laugh when I looked inside and found several pink bra and thong sets, all in varying shades of pink.

      If another man had done this for me I would have been shocked and offended at the insinuation. But, Alex seemed to live outside my hemisphere of what was acceptable.

      It was nice of him to do this for me but it really was too much. He must have spent a fortune and when in the hell did he have the time to go to the stores.

      Surely it was early, like before the shops opened early.

      I slipped out of the heels deciding I’d go and find him before getting ready.

      He was in the living room, standing by the window shuffling his weight from one leg to the other while he spoke on the phone.

      I couldn’t help but look at him and admire his incredible physique while his back was turned to me.

      Serious muscle bulged over his arms which he’d displayed in the white tank top he wore. It showed off the perfect V cut of his abs.

      My eyes next went to his jogging pants and the way his ass looked in them.

      I’d never really gotten the whole looking at anyone’s ass thing until I met him. He made me want to look.

      I also loved the athletic definition in his legs, and conjured up the image of what the muscles looked like beneath the clothes. And all his tattoos.

      I couldn’t believe that I actually knew what he looked like, everywhere. What I could see, and what I couldn’t from where his clothes covered. I had those parts stored away in my memory.

      “You know I might get the wrong idea if you continue to stand there checking me out.” He suddenly spoke and turned around.

      Heat prickled my cheeks and I knew they would color in a matter of nanoseconds at my obvious blushing.

      He turned around and faced me, lowering the phone.

      “I thought you were on the phone.”

      “Can’t get through, “ he smiled that dazzling smile that showed off his perfect, straight, white teeth. In the bright sunlight his face lit up even more and his hair looked lighter.

      I didn’t think it was possible for the man to look any better than he already did, but seemed like I was proven wrong, and it didn’t help that he was giving me that obvious, completely overt look of sex.

      That was the best way I could describe it. The look looked like sex.

      I’d never come across anyone who was so open about sex before and did nothing to hide their intentions or thoughts. I thought Eilesh was bad but Alex was something else.

      “Good sleep?”

      “Really good.” I offered him a smile. “Thank you, for everything, and a massive thanks for the clothes, and shoes, but I can’t take them. It’s too much. Far too much. As obsessed as I am with shoes , I can’t take them.” I shook my head.

      “If you’re obsessed you have to take them, plus this is one thing I’m not taking no for an answer on. You need clothes and shoes.”

      “Alex they are all designer things. God, how much did you spend? At least let me pay you back.” I had the feeling that I would spend the year doing that, but I still had to offer.

      He moved over to me, stopped just in front of me and reached for the ends of my ponytail that hung down the side of my left shoulder.

      Closeness. It lulled me into the captivation of him just like it first did at the club.

      “No, think of it as your uniform.” The scent of his woodland aftershave surrounded me, and his presence… was too much. Everything about him reached into me and I found my nipples pebbling just from him twisting the ends of my hair around his thumb and his heated gaze.

      I pulled in a steady breath to clear my head and regain some of my composure.

      “You bought me lingerie. That is not uniform for a law firm.”

      “Since when?” He smirked with that cocky smile. Eyes flickering with sin.

      “Since always.” I informed him.

      Closer, he leaned in closer and I didn’t have the instinct to move away.

      “Did you try it on?”

      “No.”

      “You should have, babe, and kept the bra on. You can’t walk around with pointed nipples, looking aroused if you don’t want me to get the wrong idea.”

      To my horror his eyes landed on my breasts and lingered over my said pointed nipples.

      I jumped back and covered myself.

      All he did was laugh.

      “It’s not funny.” I was appalled at myself and my stupid body.

      “It kind of is, baby,” he chuckled and stepped back to lean against the back of the sofa.

      “How is it funny?” I retorted.

      “I’m not going into details for fear that you may leave.” He shook his head.

      “What details? No one talks like you, as if we’re talking about food.”

      “Angel, stop please,” he held up his hands. “I’m conjuring the image of me eating you in the purely sexual sense. Let’s talk about something else.”

      God, this was going to be impossible.

      “What time is it, and is the office open on Saturdays?”

      I thought I could go in and maybe set up my desk for Monday.

      He laughed again. “What time do you think it is?”

      I looked around for a clock and couldn’t see one. Outside was bright, like when the first rays of sunshine beamed in the morning.

      “Seven-ish.”

      “It’s three pm. Office closes at noon on a Saturday and we don’t encourage working on weekends unless if there’s an absolute necessity”

      “What!” My hands flew up to my cheeks. “Why’d you let me sleep all day?”

      He walked over to me, took my hand and led me over to sit in the softness of the beige leather sofa.

      Alex sat opposite me and smiled.

      “You needed to sleep so I let you. You were stressed out, exhausted and needed a break. I’ve already paid you for the month. How about we just take a few minutes to get to know each other.”

      All I could do is stare at him.

      He called me angel but so far he’d acted like the guardian angel taking care of me and treating me to no end.

      Again, it was too much.

      “Alex, I haven’t even started working yet. You shouldn’t have paid me, and for a month?”

      We were already into the second week of April and I understood from the contract that at Sullivan’s you got paid per calendar month.

      “Don’t think you have to stay because I paid you. That’s just how I roll. The other stuff can be sorted with HR.”

      “But you paid me for a month.” I pointed out, feeling like it was all too much again.

      “Summer, forgive me if I step over the line in asking you this. I would hate to insult you in anyway at all. But, do you need the money?” It was the first time since I’d met him that he looked serious.

      My dad had always taught me to never look or act like I needed money, even when I was desperate like I was now. Acting like I was fine would give me the upper hand, even if I had to starve like I had been. However, something told me I could be honest with Alex.

      I thought for a prolonged moment, holding his gaze that was filled with concern. “Yes.”

      “Okay, so stop pointing out that I paid you and just be happy I did. There’s no problem. I got some keys cut for you, and everything will be set up at the office for your workstation here and there by Monday. You can use my office here for whatever you need. And you can work from home when you need to, except on court days.”

      Yup, he’d switched to serious mode, which I quite liked.

      “That sounds great.” I nodded. “Thank you.”

      “Stop thanking me, you might think I’m an asshole after your first week with me.”

      “Why?” I couldn’t imagine thinking that.

      Okay, admittedly he was too cocky for me. Definitely too cocky, and confident, in a way that threw me off kilter.

      But, at the same time I found the combo interesting.

      “I need my PA’s to bounce ideas on. We work together contrary to my father’s beliefs.”

      “What does your father believe?”

      “That I sleep with my PA’s.” He chuckled.

      I landed myself in that one. “Oh. Aside from me, is that what you do?”

      I probably shouldn’t have asked. It was a personal question and none of my business. My brain didn’t register that though before I said the words.

      His smile widened. “Not always.”

      “Okay. So people will assume we’re sleeping together?” I stifled a mental groan.

      “I don’t care what people think. Neither should you. No one should waste time worrying over what others think. It stops you from doing what you want.”

      “Noted, we don’t care what people think.” I’d try this. It would be weird to go back to being told what to do and not taking the lead or having my input on a case, but I’d do it. “What’s our work list like.”

      “We have a number of cases. One big one that will take up a lot of time. Seriously a lot. The others are small fry.”

      “What’s the big one about?” Of course I was interested to know.

      “Pause.”

      “Pause? What do you mean?”

      “We don’t know each other. I hate talking about work on Saturdays.”

      “But I want to know about the case.” I insisted.

      “I’ll tell you after you tell me about yourself.”

      I sighed. God how did I do this? “I’m from Ohio, and …”

      I used to like introducing myself and telling people I’d studied and excelled at George Town. I loved reeling off all the places I’d worked at but I couldn’t do that here, with him. He’d wonder what the hell I was doing working as a PA, and that would lead to more questions.

      “That all, angel? You’re from Ohio.” He raised a brow at me. “What about family, what do you like, what you don’t like?”

      “My dad died a few months ago. I have cousins and an aunt and uncle, but we’re not close.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that.” Concern filled his fine features. “ Are …you okay?”

      “I try to take one day at a time.” That was probably more than I’d said to anyone in months about the grief I still felt over my father.

      “Yeah, I felt like that when my grandfather died. I was close to him, and people tell me I’m a lot like him, so he’s to blame for my craziness.”

      I smiled at that. “Really?”

      “Yes, apparently the crazy gene skips a generation and goes to the second born son. My grandfather from my mom’s side was a fighter pilot in WW2. He got a medal of honor for singlehandedly rescuing a team that had been captured while on a mission.”

      “Wow.” I was definitely intrigued. “That’s really cool.”

      “Yeah, I thought so too. He used to tell me all his stories, and taught me how to fly a plane.”

      “You can fly a plane?” Now that was something truly impressive.

      He nodded. “I have a Cessna.”

      “My gosh.” The man had a plane, an actual plane. I’d never met anyone wealthy enough to own their own plane. It was cool, and this little talk of ours was distracting in a good way.

      “What did your dad do?”

      “He owned a restaurant. People used to come from all over to taste his food. He had these amazing recipes that no one had ever heard of. Most of them were my mother’s.” I was simply talking, just giving information but not really thinking.

      “Did they run the restaurant together?”

      I lived my life for so long looking at pictures of my mom that sometimes she felt alive to me.

      “Yeah. Before I was born. I didn’t really know her. She died when I was three.”

      “Oh God, I’m sorry. I’m prying now.” His brows lowered.

      “No, no. It’s general questions. She had an undiagnosed heart condition. There wasn’t anything anyone could have done. I think I remember her smile, maybe. It’s… something.”

      The look of sympathy on his face was so evident I had to say something.

      “Please don’t look like that.” I said with a little smile.

      “Like what?”

      “Sad. I’m okay. I’m just having a rough time getting myself up and running.” I wished not having parents was my only problem. There was so much more that added to my depressed state. It just felt like because so much was happening that it was everything rolled into one.

      “Well, I can help you with that. I hope.”

      “You have. A lot.” I saw a flicker of desire in his eyes and I knew he was thinking about the night we had together. “Chicago seems like a nice place.” I said quickly to keep the mood light.

      “It is. Lots to do here.”

      “That’s exactly what Eilesh said. When she told me about the job. I figured I’d come here for a fresh start.”

      “You sound like you know her outside of business.” He narrowed his eyes.

      “I do,” I thought for a moment and came up with the perfect excuse for everything. One that would allow me to have some form of clear conscience while I was here. “We met in college.”

      “Eilesh went to George Town.” He stated, then continued with curious eyes. “You went to Georgetown?”

      “I’m… a civil litigation lawyer.” It felt so good to say that.

      “Well hell.” He chuckled. Then the smile that crept up his face made me confused me. I wasn’t sure if he didn’t believe me, or if he was actually amused.

      Some people didn’t believe me when I told them I was an attorney, the common argument I’d had to contend with was  I didn’t look the part.

      “What? What’s funny?”

      “Attraction.”

      There was that word again. His explanation for everything, but I was kind of starting to believe it. Coincidence was too meager a word to describe how we’d been thrown together.

      “Attraction?” I echoed. I wasn’t ready to show him I’d accept his theory yet.

      “Yes. Have another explanation? We meet at a night club, knowing nothing about each other. Then it just happens to turn out that I’m the boss of the job you left me to get to, and we’re both lawyers.”

      “It’s a strange occurrence.”

      “It is what it is.” He held my gaze for a few long seconds before talking again. I could literally see the interest peaking in his mind and geared myself up for more questions.  “Why the PA job? I’d hate that, plus I don’t follow orders very well.”

      “It’s manageable right now.” Here was the excuse I’d thought up. I didn’t have to tell him about Ashfords,  or where I’d previously worked. I also felt comfortable with what I’d said so far. “It’s manageable while I find my feet again. I didn’t want something too stressful.”

      That wasn’t far from the truth either, but it was a truth I hadn’t quite acknowledged.

      When Eilesh and I were talking about this job, she thought it would be good for me to ease myself back into something that wouldn’t be too demanding.

      “I get it.”

      “I do hope to have my own firm one day though. That’s the goal.” Sure maybe in another hundred or so years, or in another life at this rate. It was still my goal though, no matter how long it took. I didn’t want to lose sight of that, it was the thing that kept me going through everything from way back when. Every time I went to work for someone new I thought of how it would enrich my own experience and add to the skill set I’d need to run my own place.

      “That’s really cool.”

      “I like doing things my own way too much. It’s great to work for someone, but there gets to a point when you see better ways of doing things. More efficient.” I’d gotten to that stage at Ashfords. Honestly if things hadn’t ended so badly, I would have probably looked to get the wheels in motion sometime this year to get my own firm. That would have been in LA.

      “I agree.” He nodded and seemed to be thinking about something. “Did you work in Ohio?”

      This was the part that I had to gloss over and conveniently skip over the two years of my life that I spent at Ashfords.

      “No, I never worked in Ohio. I did my internship at the Washington branch of  Silvermans the minute I finished college.”

      “You got into Silvermans?” he raised a surprised brow and looked truly impressed.

      “Yes.”

      “Damn.”

      Silvermans was one of the hardest firms to get into for anything. They took on exactly six interns per year, and your recruitment with them would have started from the end of your freshmen year of college. They did a summer scheme and if you didn’t get into that you could forget about ever applying to do anything with them.

      I’d gotten into the summer scheme twice, and by the time I graduated I practically had a desk there waiting for me. They wanted to keep me on after my internship, but I had my eyes on LA.  I stayed for a year and then headed out for bigger fish.

      “After Silvermans I went to LA and worked at Gold and Thorpe.”

      Hearing that he brought his hand to his chin.

      “Gold and Thorpe? My old college professor ran the training program there.” He straightened up.

      “Eli Parker?” I threw in recalling the wiry looking man who was very eccentric in his behavior. He had that kind of personality you couldn’t forget.

      “Yes.” Alex’s eyes sparkled with interest. “Wow, angel, are you sure a PA position is what you need? That’s some solid experience you have there.”

      If only he knew. I would have given anything to go back to any of those firms. Sadly, after the Ashfords disaster neither had gotten back to me when I reapplied. I felt that they didn’t want to flat out reject me because I worked there before and left on really good terms. Not hearing back was simply that. It left it to me to take their non-response in whatever way I wanted.

      “Yes, I think I’ll be okay.” I lied.

      “Well, now that I know I’ll be treating you like an equal, and not just like a PA.”

      “Oh no, I would never expect you to do that.” I smiled.

      “I don’t think that I could treat you any less after hearing all that experience. I’ve never met anyone who got into Silvermans, and Gold and Thorpe is on the same level. They take the best. I know what it’s like to be bossed around doing something your hearts not into, I’m not about that.”

      “Thank you.” I appreciated it, and it did make me feel a bit better.

      “So hey, I still don’t know what you like and don’t like.” He pointed out. “Law can’t be the only thing in your world.”

      It was nice that he wanted to know more about me. “I like shoes.” I offered.

      “Oh yes, you’re obsessed.” His eyes crinkled.

      “I’m twenty eight and still I go absolutely crazy over a great pair of shoes like a teenager. I love shopping too, love Italian food, and despise lamb chops.”

      “How can you despise lamb chops. They taste great.” He chuckled looking at me askance.

      I shook my head. “It’s awful, and smells bad like the lambs still alive.”

      He laughed at that. “No babe, you let me cook for you and then you can tell me if you don’t like lamb chops.”

      “You cook?”

      “Love it.”

      That was interesting. I wouldn’t have figured him to be someone who loved cooking. I gazed at him wanting to know more. “Your turn.”

      “My turn? So you want to know about me?”

      “We’re going to be working together I should know about you.” I smiled. “What if I bring you orange juice with bits but you like it smooth?”

      I was going for cool and casual, trying to mask the tingle of nerves that heated up my skin when his eyes roamed over my body.

      “Work and orange juice? Is that the only reason why you want to know about me?”

      I could see that he was going to find every chance he could get to flirt.

      “It’s the most pressing reason now.”

      “Alex Sullivan, age thirty two, corporate litigation lawyer.” He emphasized the last few words.  “I have niche specialties in insolvency, company and  business law. Graduated from Princeton, did everything there. I’m single, and like it that way. I hate complication, and drama. I have a four year old niece who I adore, you met my father, you don’t need to meet my brother, my mom is an art professor. She’s in France for the next few months and that’s it.”

      That was a lot, but I fixated on the fact that he said he was single and liked it that way.

      Meaning it would only ever be sex with him, and he would never be tied to a girlfriend.

      He lifted his chin a little higher and smiled. “You look disappointed, angel. What don’t you like?”

      “Nothing. All sounds great.”

      “Liar. Is it the part about me being single?” He caught me out. “I’m … single and I like it that way because that’s how I’ve always been. I’m the devil, not many women like that. Want to change my mind, angel?” The full sweep look that he gave me ended once again on my breasts.

      It was hard to resist someone who looked at you like that. Even in my state of wanting to keep things a certain way between us, I couldn’t ignore the way my body responded to him.

      I rolled my eyes at him in a nonchalant manner, pretending I wasn’t affected.

      “What’s the case about?” I had to change the subject again.

      He noticed and smiled.

      It would have been so much easier to ignore my uncontrollable reactions if I wasn’t so damn attracted to him.
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      I was struggling as it was to pay attention to our conversation

      I was too excited just to have her here in my apartment and couldn’t get enough of looking at her and getting to know her. Unknown to her the top button of the night shirt she wore had come undone when she tried to cover her breast earlier, but I didn’t tell her.

      I was enjoying the extra cleavage on show reminding myself of what her fully rounded breasts looked like until she gave me that look.

      It reminded me of how she was back at the club when I knew I’d won her over. The look intrigued me more than finding out she was a lawyer.

      Although, admittedly, hearing that added to the list of things I liked about her.

      Beautiful women who were smart were a huge turn on.

      “Summer, can I ask you to keep everything we discuss strictly between us?”

      She nodded “I swear, everything you tell me is between us.”

      “Thanks, angel.” I pulled in a steady breath.  “I don’t like representing people who I think are guilty. It doesn’t sit well with how I carry out my work. I like helping people who actually need me. If the guilt is upfront and I’m working with the client in that capacity it’s cool, but the guilty trying to pass off as innocent, no. I don’t like it. That’s shady.”

      “You shouldn’t do it then.” She looked concerned.

      “I kind of have to, baby. The thing is I’ve been trying to be part of the senior partnership at Sullivan’s for years. This is my ticket in and my last chance.”

      “But you think the client’s guilty?”

      “I feel like he could be. He’s my dad’s best friend, and an absolute prick, but maybe my personal feelings are getting in the way.”

      “Is it just your feelings?”

      “Yes, right now it is. So I’m willing to push that aside and look into it.”

      “Okay. Can I do anything in the meantime to help?”

      “Look through the files Monday and tell me what you think. We have a meeting in two weeks. I’d like you to sit in. Take notes of everything even stuff you don’t think is important. Like if he touches his face too much.”

      She started to laugh. I liked the sound.

      “That’s not a thing to be worried about.”

      “Angel, it could be.”

      “So you’d be suspicious of me if I touched my face too much?”

      “You could let me touch your face, or other parts of you.” I couldn’t help myself.

      “Is this how we’re going to be?”

      “It looks that way.” Until I was lucky enough to have her back in my bed with me inside her. “Go. Go do what you do on Saturdays. I won’t bother you anymore.”

      She smiled. “I don’t have a thing I do yet. How about I get dressed and then cook an early dinner.”

      “Really?” It would be nice to have dinner made for me. Other than my family’s Thursday night dinner I cooked for myself.

      “Yes. I make a mean lasagna.” She nodded.

      “Wow. It sounds great.”

      She rose in one fluid motion showing off her gorgeous golden legs and moved over to me.

      I felt like I was in heaven when she lowered and gave me a soft kiss on my forehead. It was probably the sexiest thing any woman had ever done to me.

      “Thank you.” She breathed.

      I smelled vanilla in her hair and all over her.

      When she went to move back I caught her waist and pulled her back.

      “What’s the thank you for, angel?”

      She brushed away a wayward strand from her face.

      “Everything. The clothes, the shoes, I’m going to try those on.”

      I pulled her closer so that she was practically in my lap. “Can I come and watch?”

      This woman was going to drive me crazy. This was day one of her in my home and I could barely control myself.

      “No.” She giggled.

      “Can I at least have a kiss?” I wanted to see what I’d get away with.

      “I just kissed you.” Her eyes sparkled.

      “Yes, the way you would kiss your grandmother. Kiss me like we kissed the other night.” I smiled up at her.

      “You’re my boss now, Alex. I can’t be doing things like that.

      “It’s Saturday, a non-work day, and it’s just kissing. It’s enjoyable and fills the gap when you can’t have sex.”

      Yes… she was thinking about it.

      Good.

      “Kissing could get us in trouble.”

      “I’m in no form of trouble, angel. I’m the devil remember. Trouble is my name. Come on kiss me. Just a quick one to satisfy what we have waiting on the back burner.” I probably did sound like the devil whispering temptations to the angel who seemed to be fighting so hard to resist me.

      I understood that she wanted this professional relationship, but I’d never been a man who could turn off his emotions.

      She felt so good in my arms. Holding her was bringing back memories of our night together and my body couldn’t understand why we couldn’t be like that now.

      “A quick kiss?”

      She really was warming to the idea. It enticed me and just the thought of her lips on mine hardened my cock.

      “A quick kiss.” I confirmed.

      I pulled her even closer, she was in my lap now, and she wasn’t protesting or making any attempts to move.

      I kept my gaze on her face, on her mouth because that shirt of hers was showing off a little too much and if I lost my will power and looked down that would be it.

      I would be taking her straight to my bedroom instead of asking for a kiss.

      “Come here, angel.” I tilted my head back and intensified my stare.

      Slowly she lowered to my mouth pressing those beautiful, delicious lips to mine.

      Eureka.

      I meant to only give her the quick kiss I suggested but in my head, my mischievous head, I recalled saying kiss me like you did the other night. We didn’t have any quick kisses that night.

      Summer had pressed her lips to mine with something quick in mind, but the mere action must have taken her back to the other night too.

      My body quivered at the sweet tenderness of her kiss. I tried to control myself, but damn it I couldn’t and I thought screw it.

      I captured her mouth, indulging her sweetness as lust burned my brain. It made me lose my mind and in that passion filled moment I had to note that I’d never felt such undiluted desire before, and definitely not from kissing.

      When I heard a soft moan escape her and she gave in to the unyielding call of attraction I took the moment to explore her mouth. Soon the kiss turned hungry, and I lost control of my hands.

      I ran my fingers up her back and while one hand reached into the back of her head to keep her at my lips, my other hand found her left breast.

      I went completely hard, as in ready for action when I felt the diamond hard nipples beneath my fingers.

      Backwards and forward, I ran my fingers over it taking the mere kiss outside the remits of just kissing.

      I would have continued because she was allowing me to do this to her, and enjoying it like she needed me to touch her. But something happened that I didn’t expect.

      It was a thought that popped up in the forefront of my mind. It flagged to me that I needed to stop if I wanted her to stay. I thought of how much I wanted her to stay and that I’d gone so far as to tell her that the job was a live-in position so she would stay. I didn’t normally go through such efforts.

      But more importantly, I needed to stop for her.

      She was in a vulnerable position and had resisted me for her own personal reasons. Reasons I didn’t need to know in order to respect.

      I was disrespecting her now by making the kiss more.

      That thought made me stop and I quickly removed my hand from her breasts.

      “I’m sorry.” I whispered against her lips. “That was …”

      She lifted her head moving out of my hold and looking down at me, clearly thrown by her actions too. “I’m sorry. It’s me too.”

      Hurt flashed in the wondrous green hue of her eyes and I wondered why.

      Was that it?

      Had she been hurt?

      Women were mainly withdrawn and reserved after they’d been hurt. Talking to her had allowed me to see a part of who she was. It was sad about her parents and that she said she wasn’t close to her other relatives but I saw the pain of something else that troubled her. I felt it was that thing that made her resist me.

      “Let’s put this back on the shelf.” I suggested. “Last kiss for now. Don’t expect me to stop looking at you though.”

      “I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone quite like you.” She stated.

      “And you never will, angel.” I chuckled. “Go try your clothes on.”

      “Dinner’s at five?”

      “I look forward to it.”

      I could have melted when she leaned in again and gave me a kiss on my cheek.

      She hopped off my lap and I watched her go up the stairs. I watched her until she turned the corner and even after when I couldn’t see her anymore.

      I’d never had a woman live with me like this before. The task was going to be a hard one to act like I was so busy that I needed her to live with me.

      I shook my head at myself. I’d have to come up with ideas.

      It would be interesting to see how this was all going to play out, and how we’d be. It was going to be hard to be this professional person she wanted me to be.

      To be her boss and play this game of boss and PA.

      It just might be the very thing that made me crazy indeed.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Summer
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        * * *

      

      The next week that passed was a good one.

      I’d worried how I’d flair out living with Alex but I was surprisingly okay.

      Sucking it up and moving past the whole I slept with my boss drama worked.

      I was glad that I took the job, even though the whole taking it was kind of thrust upon me.

      I settled in well, and as the days rolled on I busied myself with setting up at the office and getting to know everyone I was going to be working with.

      Kayla was amazing at helping me mingle with the other PA’s and other legal support staff.

      What was surprising too to me was how at ease I felt, and I actually liked the job. Turned out that my fake excuse for needing something manageable for now could have held an element of truth to it.

      In my rocky state of mind I didn’t think I could have handled throwing myself back into the busy fast paced lifestyle I used to have, and taking on clients who would need me to be on top form.

      I also, like Eilesh said, was out of the game. I’d forgotten how quickly I needed to think on my feet, and multitask. I’d forgotten how much my brain worked like a computer, accessing files I’d tucked away in the crevices of my mind, accessing them when I needed to.

      All of that kind of slipped away during my time off.

      I decided on a strategy to get myself back in the game so that maybe in a few months I’d get back to that level again. Sullivan’s had an excellent reference library that would help with that.

      What helped too was my new boss.

      Alex really did treat me like an equal. After the first day when he’d caught me reading a legal journal he gave me a file of people who’d made basic enquiries that weren’t too technical and allowed me to deal with it. He extended that permission to include anything new that came in and told me it would help lessen his workload, although I knew it was more of a favor on my part.

      Then when I checked my account I realized he hadn’t just paid me for a month. The money that was in there would cover me for at least six months. When I asked him about it he said it was part of my new starter bonus, and apparently all employees got it.

      I knew he made it up, and since he wouldn’t take it back or adjust things so that I wouldn’t get paid more money for the next six months I put it to good use.

      As I was living rent free, and had all this extra income I paid off the last of my loan closing the door on the debt situation, and vowing never to return to it.

      I also bought a car. Nothing fancy, just a little Volkswagen Beetle to get around town in.

      Then the shops called to me. With money in my pockets I gave myself some much needed retail therapy. That ended the week nicely.

      Finally, Eilesh came back from San Francisco.

      I went to see her the same evening she returned. It felt like I hadn’t seen her in years, and that I’d been through a lifetime of events but in a short space of time.

      We met in the coffeehouse that was ten minutes away from Alex’s apartment.

      She was already there when I walked in and hugged me hard when I approached looking weary with worry, for me. I knew she was going to be like that.

      It came after hearing I’d been robbed.

      I’d spoken to her on the phone several times over the last week to assure her that I was fine. While she was glad I’d taken the job and was safe with Alex she was still concerned and felt bad that so much had happened to me with her being away.

      “Summer, I wasn’t sure which I would do when I saw you. Shake you or hug you. You are lucky you got the hug.”  She ran her hands over her black pixie cut hair that made her dainty features look more fairy like.

      “I’m so sorry.” I offered reflecting over the past week and back to the week before when I’d first arrived.

      “Good, be sorry.”

      “It’s been a crazy time.”

      “Summer, I don’t get it. Why didn’t you want to stay with me when you first got here?” She shook her head at me.

      “Pride,” I answered. I’d always marveled at how real I could be with Eilesh but today was the first that I’d realized that I’d held back on the things that actually bothered me the most.

      “Fuck pride, Summer. You know what it’s my fault I should have insisted. At least you would have been safe. My door is still open.” She always babbled when she was anxious and worried. “But if you’re comfortable with Alex, stay. I know how the whole spending the night with him got to you. I just don’t want you to feel like you had no other options.”

      “Eilesh, calm down. It’s all good. I’m… comfortable.”

      Comfortable. I didn’t know if that was the word I should use but I supposed that whatever it was I felt by staying with him was working.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. I think I’ll be okay.” I bobbed my head.

      “Summer, I honestly wish you would confide in me more. I get it. I do. Becca was your best friend, and I’m not trying to replace her and act childish by slipping into her shoes. But you are my best friend. So that makes me worry about you and be afraid when you keep things from me. Like, God, I know I was all mesmerized when you told me about Alex because of the way that you explained it but then it all sunk in and freaked me out. Summer, what you did was dangerous.”

      I looked down at my hands I’d rested on the table and the rigid patterns made from the oakwood surrounding my fingers. I knew that she was right.

      “I know.” I muttered and brought my gaze back up to meet hers.

      “Going to a night club on your own and going off with a man you didn’t know. And you went to his house.”

      “Eilesh, you were excited when I first told you.” I pointed out.

      “Because of Alex. But what if it wasn’t him? What I’m trying to say is please don’t just go off on these flights of fancy that could end up putting you in a more compromised position. I’m sorry to launch into you but you need to know that I’m here for you.”

      I nodded. “You’re my best friend and all I have.”

      She looked touched to hear that. “Then please confide in me. I would never dream of hurting you the way Becca did.”

      “I know.” As tense as I felt from all that was going on seeing her made me relax. “At the club I thought about my life with Tom, how naïve I was about him and Becca, and how much time I wasted. I just wanted to escape for one night and forget everything that happened to me. Being the good girl got me nowhere. I just wanted to forget the big loser I turned out to be.”

      “You aren’t a loser.” She looked pained to hear that.

      “Eilesh, you went to George Town with me and you know how hard I worked. It was years of it, and now I’m a PA. And, all that time I was such a good girlfriend to Tom, only to lose him. I didn’t even do anything wrong.” I was close to the tears I didn’t want to cry.

      “None of that makes you a loser.”

      “Doesn’t it?”

      “No. Summer, shit happens sometimes and realistically, let’s focus on how your life was back then when you worked for Ashfords and you had Tom. Were you happy?”

      I blinked then focused on her, thinking about the question.

      Was I happy?

      I was in the career that I loved and with a man I thought I loved, my father was still alive so I should have been happy right?

      “My father was still alive.” I said more to myself than to her, holding his memory close to my heart. Those last few months with him were horrible. He just deteriorated right in front of me and there was nothing I could do to help him.

      It killed me to see him suffer that way. It killed me to think of his suffering now.

      Eilesh reached across the table and covered my hands with hers.

      “You can’t do anything about your father, and when he was alive, you did all that you could do. He couldn’t have asked for a better daughter. No one could.”

      Her words soothed my grief, and I was grateful for them.

      “Thank you.”

      “There’s no need for thanks Summer, truth is truth. Now back to the question and just think of Tom and Ashfords. If memory serves me right I don’t remember you being happy back then. You seemed okay working for Ashfords but you were looking to leave when you saw that they were being picky with which attorneys they gave their cases to. I guess we now know the reason for that.”

      “I got all the basic stuff.” I sighed with remembrance.

      When I first started working at Ashfords I got to do a lot of exciting cases like mergers and acquisitions. Towards the end I practically acted like a legal assistant. It drove me crazy.

      “And Tom. Don’t even get me started. You called me a lot complaining that he would be away when you went back to Ohio to see him on weekends. And I’ll point out that you made all the effort in your relationship. God bless the times he went to LA to visit you. You did all the travelling, backwards and forwards to Ohio several times a month.”

      I hung my head down. She was right. Again.

      I did do most of the work. I flew from LA to Ohio to spend time with him, and book time off every chance I got.

      I spent more time with him than I did with my father. I saw Tom at least four times a month and my father twice if I was lucky.

      He on the other hand would go out when I was back, come home drunk, or just be away.

      “And then there was the things he’d say to you.” Eilesh added looking truly annoyed. “Remember the strip club?”

      I frowned now at the memory. He came back drunk one night and let it slip that he’d been to a strip club, and that I should consider having work done on my breasts to make them look more like the stripper who’d given him a lap dance.

      “God, I’m such an idiot.” All of that was my own stupid fault for allowing it to happen.

      “No, you just loved him. I went through something similar with Jaxon. That was a tough time for me, but I got through it.”

      Eilesh and Jaxon were together for a few years but the guy couldn’t commit to her. It took her a very long time to get over him.

      “I know, and look you have Cody.” I smiled. I might have been bitter about my horrible relationship with Tom, but I could tamp down my feelings for Eilesh. If only for a few minutes. I was happy that she found love with a man who worshipped the ground she walked on.

      “I have Cody, and you will have your Mr. Right too. It just wasn’t Tom.”

      “It was never him. I feel so stupid that I didn’t know about him and Becca. Worse that I thought we’d be okay with a long distance relationship.” I felt that with all my intelligence I should have been clever enough to see the truth sooner and prevent myself from getting hurt.

      “There’s nothing stupid about it. You aren’t the first woman that something like this has happened to. This is time for you to reflect.” She stated. “It’s the calm after the storm.”

      “Are you going all wise on me?” I giggled.

      “Yes, but hey it’s true. You know after a storm when there’s a period of uncertainty and everyone’s not sure what’s going to happen? It’s that time for you, and you can make it whatever you want.”

      “I’d feel a lot better if I was an associate somewhere, but being a PA’s not exactly a bad thing right now.”

      She looked pleased to hear that. “I’m really glad you took the job. It was a good move, Summer.”

      I nodded in complete agreement.

      “What’s it like living and working with Alex?” A mischievous smile lifted her pretty red lips.

      I shuffled in the seat and rested my hands on my knees. “It’s nice.”

      “You look a little more taken than just nice.”

      “He’s nice, and he’s a good lawyer.”

      He was really good, and I liked the care he took with his clients.

      The playful guy who I saw outside of work didn’t exist when it was time to be serious.

      “Coincidence much,” Eilesh beamed.

      “I can’t get over it myself. It’s too weird.”

      “And, your skin’s glowing.” She smirked fluttering her lashes.

      “That’s the beauty cream.” I splashed out yesterday on the skincare range I used to get before I left Ashfords. My skin literally absorbed it the minute I put the moisturizer on, desperate for the care.

      “Summer, your skin is glowing like you just had sex.” She chuckled then lowered her voice. “Did you?”

      “No, God. I’m not. He’s my boss.”

      “And that means no sex?”

      “No sex. I’m not. I just…” my voice trailed off when I thought of the last kiss Alex and I shared.

      “Just what?” Eilesh widened her curious eyes in expectation.

      I slumped my shoulders. “Okay, we kind of kissed the other day.”

      “Kissed! Oh my gosh girl. And how can you kind of kiss?” Her shriek elicited a few curious stares from the people close to us. “Seriously?”

      “I shouldn’t have kissed him. It was stupid.” Although it was a really good kiss.

      “What are you going to do?”

      “I don’t know. And living with him is going to make resisting him a hundred times harder.” It was going to be near impossible to be serious around him and act like I wasn’t attracted. I didn’t like that I couldn’t trust my body, or my mind for the matter. I couldn’t think when I was around him and honestly was I supposed to just conveniently forget that I’d slept with the man?

      “Would it be such a bad thing? I mean just to enjoy yourself with a man who wants you. What woman wouldn’t want that, Summer?”

      I didn’t know any.

      “He’s my boss.” That was the thing I had to place I’m my mind. Alex is my boss, that made him feel forbidden. “I don’t need things complicated. Just simple. It’s complicated enough with the job being a live-in position.”

      Eilesh narrowed her eyes at me and inclined her head to the side. “You know, Summer, I still can’t remember that being part of the job specs.”

      I bit the inside of my lip as I contemplated the possibility of Alex making that part up like he did with the money, but I didn’t know why he would.

      “Alex said it was a live-in position.”

      Eilesh started to laugh. “He’s eccentric and spontaneous so let’s chalk it up to that. If you want I can check it out with his dad.”

      Somehow I didn’t think I should do that. “No. That’s fine. I don’t think there’s anything weird going on. We talked about how we’d work at the office and the apartment.”

      “Did you guys schedule in kissing breaks?” Eilesh giggled.

      I grimaced. “No.”

      “It’s good to see you like this.”

      “Like what? I’m a mess.”

      “Honey the definition of a mess does not meet her friend dressed in designer wear and Dior pumps.”

      I couldn’t resist wearing the beautiful rose gold slinky top Alex got me and the wrap over skirt. The pumps just carried everything off. I felt like a model as I walked here. It was the most beautiful I’d felt in a long time.

      “You know what I mean.” I sighed resting back against the soft leather of the booth.

      “I can’t wait to see what happens next.”  She brushed back a lose strand of her hair and giggled.

      “I’m a woman on a mission.”

      She shook her head. “You’re a single woman on a mission.” She corrected. “Imagine the possibilities.”

      “I can’t think like that right now.”

      “Give it time.” She smiled at first then the seriousness returned to her face. “For everything.”

      Time was what I needed. For everything. I’d been hit with three massive blows in a short space of time.

      I looked at Eilesh and nodded.
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        * * *

      

      Jesus, this man was the definition of Asshole in every essence.

      I’d sat here in the meeting room with Devon and his PA for over an hour while he dictated to me what he wanted me to do.

      I didn’t know who the hell he thought I was but he must have taken my usual light hearted manner to mean I could be easily controlled.

      Or, that I would turn a blind eye to the obvious lascivious manner in which he looked at Summer.

      She sat at the little desk that was set up with a laptop and stationary so she could take minutes for the meeting and do her thing without any distraction. It was off to the corner of the room but aligned so both myself and Devon could see her.

      Her cheeks looked flushed and even though she typed away, she looked uncomfortable.

      She’d lived with me for a total of ten days now.

      I’d miraculously managed not to kiss her, or do anything of a sexual nature.

      It was torture, but I managed.

      To say she was beautiful was an understatement. She had the kind of beauty that would make you want to stare, but in the way that would tell her you were admiring her.

      The way Devon, a man of sixty five years old, looked at her made me feel like I would get up from this chair and pulverize him.

      Celeste, his fucking hell spawn, was the same age as Summer. I didn’t know how men like him could be like that, and I really hoped that I didn’t come across as creepy or leery whenever I looked at a woman.

      “I’m certain that you should have this in the bag. The prosecution doesn’t have a case. I have shown every step of the way that I was offering good customer care. It’s the woman’s meddlesome nephew that’s trying to take advantage of a situation, and my company.” Devon said with furrowed brows.

      I continued to look at him and wondered if he was seriously going to be like this for the whole time.

      The way I saw it, the outcome could go either way, but we actually had a strong case.

      Mrs. Denman, a war widow of fifty years old was the woman suing. She’d been contacted by a broker in Devon’s company who wanted to tell her of a great investment opportunity. There was a new metal called silveranium being mined in the Ivory Coast in Africa. It became quite popular in use in the medical world. It was all trial and tests at the moment but there was a lot of talk about it for its anti-cancer properties.

      Mrs. Denman bought twenty thousand dollars’ worth of shares in Silveranium Tech one of the companies that had jumped on board to benefit from the profit. When she bought the shares business looked like it was booming. But then a few weeks later the shares plummeted and practically became worthless.

      I’d done a bit of research and saw that there was talk of one of the medical trials going wrong, but it was inconclusive as to whether that was from the silveranium dosage. It looked like that was what caused the share price to fall so dramatically. But then I noted that Silveranium Tech was a new company that didn’t really have a share history of any length of time that anyone could make much assessments from.

      I didn’t dig deeper than that because it all appeared to be one of those instances where a risky investment hadn’t worked out. There wasn’t much anyone could do when that happened because of the risk involved.

      Mrs. Denman was however suing because she felt she’d been given information that misrepresented what she was putting her money into, and because she felt the broker should have analyzed the market more before advising her to purchase the shares.

      She suffered a heart attack when she heard the news and was claiming emotional distress for that reason. She’d spent her entire life savings on it because it was a sure deal.

      I looked over the files and the allegations raised by the prosecution, tried very hard to find fault with Devon’s company, but so far found nothing.

      Devon’s company had actually taken extra steps to warn the woman of the risks. She even signed a disclaimer that excused them of liability because they were only acting in an information only capacity. They weren’t providing the advice they normally gave for other investments.

      Things like gold, and shares in established long standing companies were what they gave ground advice on and even allocated a wealth management advisor to their clients if they took on a huge investment of that nature.

      To settle the suit Devon was willing to offer the woman her money back, but she was suing for seventy thousand dollars. That included medical treatment her insurance didn’t cover, plus her loss of earnings due to being off work and not being able to work for the few months until she got signed off from her doctors.

      I had to admit that this was the first time I’d be wrong.

      Although, I still had a feeling in my gut that told me something wasn’t right, it all seemed legit. Didn’t make me like the guy anymore but I guess that I could put my indifference towards him aside.

      Whatever I felt, I couldn’t let it get to me because that would be shooting myself in the foot.  This case was my own trial, and I had a lot weighing on it. From my understanding I just had to do my best, and what I would normally do. Whether the outcome was favorable or not to Devon.

      “I can assure you I’ll address everything.” I said templing my fingers and bringing them up to my chin. The settlement meeting was set for eight weeks’ time. Long enough for both sides to prepare. “I’ll look into the case thoroughly.”

      “Make sure you do,” Devon nodded. “You know what these people can be like.”

      “She’s lost a lot, it’s understandable that she’s pissed. But looks like you took the steps you needed to excuse liability.”

      Summer tapped away at the keyboard and Devon turned his attention to her looking straight at her breasts.

      His eyes lingered there. Feeling his gaze on her she lifted her head and looked at him.

      She looked away and frowned.

      That was it. I’d had enough. If I was going to work with him then we’d need to set out some ground rules.

      I stood up and walked over to her, then bent low to whisper into her ear.

      “Angel, go to the office and wait for me.” I told her trying to keep my voice low.

      “Don’t you need me to take notes?”  She replied, whispering back.

      “Summer, if this man looks at you like he has been one more time I will kill him and end up on trial for murder.” I told her straight.

      She turned so she could look me in the eye, surprised by my words. But, at the same time looking grateful.

      I held her gaze, finding myself falling into the depth of that wondrous color that filled her beautiful eyes.

      I wasn’t above staying like this forever, frozen in time staring at each other. Breaking the contact I stepped back and nodded, giving her approval to go.

      “Are you sure?” I liked that she was so professional, willing to stay and do her job even though this creep was being such an ass.

      “Yes, plus I’m about to give this jerk some hard words. I don’t want you to hear me talk that way.” I knew I was going to lose my cool and didn’t want her around for it.

      She gave me a little smile and then got up to leave.

      The minute she went through the door and closed it behind her I walked over to Devon, sat on the edge of the desk and stared him down.

      “Why’d you send her away? She was a nice sight for sore eyes. New girl? I like her more than the last. She has a nice rack.” He winked at me like we were old buddies.

      All the time he talked I just stared at him, and stared, and stared until he seemed to get the message that I wasn’t impressed.

      “Look Devon, first things first don’t ever look at my PA again, ever. You’re old and I would hate to beat you to a pulp.”

      Devon looked taken aback. “That’s hardly called for. I was simply making a statement. She’s a beautiful woman, and I know what you’re like so don’t play saint with me.”

      He straightened up, taking on a cocky, authoritative attitude.

      “Devon, you and I haven’t had the privilege to really talk like this. Man to man. I’m a serious guy when I want to be. I take my job very seriously, and those I work with even more serious. Don’t fuck with me. Don’t do it. And don’t cross me either, or test me.” I made sure there was solid eye contact so he could see the depth of my seriousness.

      “Noted.” He cocked his head to the side.

      “Good. Next thing. Is this everything? Do I have everything from your side?”

      That was me trying to make sure I’d covered all bases and settled the concerns I had.

      “Everything you need to know is in the file.” He gave me an assessing look. “Also, I would appreciate if we can wrap this up outside of court. I don’t want any bad publicity.”

      From all that I read I couldn’t see the settlement meeting working. It would actually be better to take the case to court where a judge could make a sound decision.

      “If you want this out of court, you’ll have to give something more than what you’re offering.” I advised.

      “I’m willing to give her, her money back. She should be lucky I’m going to do that. It’s not fair for her to blame us because things didn’t go as she hoped.” He argued with stubbornness.

      I knew how these things went. Sure giving her the money back was good but I doubted that it would cover all her newfound expenses. “It’s up to you, but I suggest you offer more if it’s that important to keep the case out of court.

      “More like how much? I’m not giving her seventy grand.”

      “Then we go to court. It’s the best place to be, and you won’t have to give anything back if we win, which is likely.”

      “I don’t want the case to get that far, Alex.” He eyed me sharply and that spiked my nerves again, making me suspicious.

      Okay… I was going to go back to my former stance and assume there was something else at work here.

      Some level of guilt.

      But in terms of what?

      Everything did look legit to me, but something told me it was more than just bad publicity he was worried about. If he did everything right he would be fine.

      Unless if he didn’t and what I was seeing was what he wanted me to see.

      “Let’s just see how the settlement meeting goes.”

      He looked antsy when I said that. “The goal needs to be to settle out of court. You do your job and make it happen. Talk them into accepting a refund and not a cent more. I know this case is of great value to you. I wouldn’t want to see you work so hard only to have Johnson get the senior partnership and not you.”

      I didn’t think that my father would have told him about that, and knowing they’d discussed me in that way made me feel unnerved.

      What was more unnerving was the air of threat in Devon’s tone. I didn’t like it.

      “Thank you for your concern. I can assure you, I will do my job.”

      The asshole had the audacity to smile at me.

      “Good boy.” He stood up.

      I watched him go and stayed where I was for a few minutes thinking about what just happened.

      The paperwork looked legit, what didn’t feel legit was Devon himself.

      I could do my best to settle out of court, but there was only so much I could do. I couldn’t control what happened and he hadn’t exactly given me much to work with.

      I sighed with frustration not wanting to think about this anymore.

      I stood up and went to find Summer.

      She was in my office standing by the window. She gazed ahead at the surrounding skyscrapers, admiring it all.

      I looked her over, doing my own admiring of the way the clothes looked on  her perfect body. They were simple, but the woman herself enhanced it.

      Her silk top was powder pink with a lace high collar that graced her elegant neck. She had it tucked into a black flair skirt that stopped at the top of her thighs. She carried off the elegance by pulling that gorgeous mass of blonde hair into a pony tail.

      Hearing me come in she turned to me and smiled.

      “Are you okay?” I moved over to her, concerned that she might be upset by Devon.

      “Yeah. I’m fine.” Summer nodded seeming as okay as I could tell. She didn’t have the flush in her cheeks she previously had in the meeting room. Her smile actually brightened. “You should have let me stay.”

      “He was being an asshole.” I furrowed my brows and frowned.

      “I’m used to assholes.”  She shrugged lifting her delicate shoulders.

      “Not on my watch, and I hope you don’t mean me. I can be sometimes.”

      She laughed at that. I relished the sound as it filled the space between us and soothed my troubled mind. I used to hear my father talk about my mother’s laugh all the time but I didn’t get it. A laugh was just a laugh to me until I heard Summer laugh the other day.

      I kind of understood what he meant then. It wasn’t only the sound of the laugh, it was how it left you feeling after.

      “Of course I don’t mean you.” She shook her head at me and the ends of her ponytail bobbled and the little curl at the end flicked over her shoulder. “What did you say to him?”

      I looked out to the scene she’d previously been staring at of the surrounding city. “Nothing good, angel.” I turned back to her. “Did you read through the full file?” I was interested to know what she thought.

      There was a twinkle in her eyes as she nodded. “I did. Interesting case.”

      “What did you think about it?”

      “Me? You seriously want my take on this?”

      “I do.” She seemed to have formed an opinion.

      “It all looks like they did things properly, but what gets me is the amount of money Mrs. Denman invested. It was a risky transaction, plus it was the first time she worked with them. I’d be more inclined to side with the prosecution argument that she needed more guidance.”

      “What about the disclaimer?” Well hell. Since she was on a roll I thought why not let’s bounce opinions off each other.

      “The documents they gave her had a lot of information, and looked like everything she needed to know so the disclaimer could hold, but I think we’d have trouble with the other things that happened and how their meetings were conducted.”

      “Tell me more.” I looked at her giving more attention to her words.

      “I think that even though she signed a disclaimer to excuse their liability, when dealing with that amount of money a company like them would have been required to do a little more than what they did.”

      I simply looked at her, mesmerized by her intelligence and her beauty.

      “You make smart look sexy, how do you do that?”

      My comment threw her and she pressed her lips together.

      “I’m not doing anything.”

      “That’s the best kind of sexy, imagine what would happen to me if you made an effort.” I liked watching her struggle to not like me.

      As far as coincidences had ever gone in my life this was the best one. I was having a hard time though being around her.

      I still wanted her back in my bed.

      “Why are you looking at me like that?” She blushed.

      “You’re the smart one, you just picked up on something I didn’t consider in the case. How about you tell me why?” I challenged.

      “No.” She tried to get past me but I stopped her and took her hand, holding it.

      “Let’s get out of here, call it a day.”

      “Alex it’s eleven o’clock. I have to go type up the minutes and organize the appointments for the rest of clients.”

      “Do they need to see me today?”

      “No. But I promised to call and make the arrangements for next week.”

      “Great, you can do that tomorrow. Let’s go out.” I kept my gazed fixed on hers.

      “Out, where?”

      Bringing her hand up to my lips I kissed her knuckles and kept her hand at my cheek.

      “Out.” I felt her pulse quicken.

      “And do what?”

      “What do you want to do with me, angel?” I teased.

      “I have work to do.” She smiled coyly.

      “I mean it we’re done for the day.”

      I released her hand and backed off my jacket. I took off my tie too, undid the top buttons on my shirt and ruffled my hair so I looked more casual.

      “But…”

      “Baby, there’s no but’s come on let’s get out of here. Enough’s enough.”

      “Where are we going?”

      “You need to see Chicago and I need to gather my thoughts.” I had an idea.

      I wanted to get her out of the place but in all seriousness, I didn’t sit in my office contemplating for hours like my father or Preston when something was bugging me. I got outside and did things.

      There was something off about everything, and I felt that the person I needed to speak to was my father.

      But not yet. Time for some fun.

      Summer had been in my house for more than a week and I’d only kissed her once. I’d been good.

      Time to take things up a notch.
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      I shook my head firmly, deciding there was no way on earth that I’d be going in that plane with him.

      No way.

      It sat in the car beaming at us off in a distance in the hangar. Sure it was a beauty with its glossy white finish and old WW2 style that caught my attention the minute we had arrived but no. I wasn’t going up in that thing.

      Alex had gotten out to speak to a guy that looked like a mechanic. When he rushed back up to the car and leaned on my window telling me excitedly that we were good to go up I nearly fainted.

      “I’ll sit here and watch you.” Was my flat response.

      “Babe, are you kidding? I didn’t come here for you to watch me fly.”

      I wasn’t scared of flying normally, and loved travelling when I got the chance.

      But that was with American Airlines, or British Airways, Virgin, or any plane of that nature with two pilots and all the correct safety things they’d put in place to enable you to fly.

      The plane I looked at was a two seater Cessna which meant there was room for just Alex and me.

      Both of us at the front sitting together, flying up in the sky with him at the wheel.

      “No, I’m not doing it.”

      “Summer, you have to see Chicago at sunset. Bosses orders.”

      I widened my eyes at him and shook my head again. “You are crazy, Alex.”

      “You already knew that before we came here.” He gave me that gorgeous smile that made me feel like melting.

      “Alex, you didn’t tell me we were coming here.” We’d had a good day. He’d taken me around the city and showed me all the great sights.

      I’d come to Chicago to visit Eilesh before, but we’d never gone around the city like I did today.

      I was enjoying the break and the chance to do something spontaneous until we got here.

      “Okay, I’m sorry, but trust me, angel, it’s fun.”

      “We could crash.” I pointed out to which he laughed.

      “We’re not going to crash, I’m an ace at this. Come on, lets end the day on a high. I promise you you’ll feel different after.” His eyes twinkled with excitement. “It’s a true escape. Imagine being up there.” He straightened up and pointed to the vast expanse of the wondrous sky above us.

      It was nearly five and it had come to that pause in the day where the sun had begun to retreat inch by inch.

      Alex opened the car door and held out his hand for me to take it.

      I looked at him with that big smile on his face and I found myself unable to refuse.

      What had this guy done to me?

      God, what had he done?

      I took his hand and allowed him to help me out of the car. He didn’t let go of my hand once I stood next to him. He continued to hold me and made a point of showing me that he had no intention of letting go.

      “Alex if you kill me either by fright or by crashing I will haunt you for eternity.”

      “That sounds like a good way to spend eternity, angel.” He chuckled.

      I simply shook my head at him. “I’m being serious.”

      “Me too, plus if we crash, and we won’t, I’ll be dead too. It’ll be great to have company for eternity.”

      “You are something else.” I tried to take my hand back but he held on and gave me a cocky smile.

      “Stuck like glue baby, can’t seem to let go.” He pulled me along up to the plane. I had major anxiety being so close and almost said no again.

      He let go of my hand to help me get inside the cockpit which was small, then got in and sat next to me looking even more excited.

      I was about to say no again but when I saw how happy he was to take me up in his plane I found that once again I couldn’t protest.

      “It’s going to be fun.” He cajoled.

      “Alex, I can’t speak right now.”

      He smiled and strapped me in then himself too.

      I pulled in a very deep concentrated breath as he fired up the engine and I watched the windmill come to life.

      I thought of the single engine the plane had and how I was used to flying planes with four engines with massive powerful turbines. Jumbo jets with rafts attached if we landed in the sea and oxygen masks.

      “Do we have oxygen masks?”

      “Yup.”

      I looked up to the ceiling to see if there was some compartment where the masks automatically fell down. When I didn’t see anything of the sort I looked back to him.

      My mouth opened to ask where the masks were but the kiss he leaned in and gave me filled me with pure oxygen.

      “Just let me know when you run low again.” He winked at me leaving me with burning lips to accompany my anxiety. All he did was laugh at my stunned reaction.

      “That isn’t funny, what if I needed oxygen?” I complained.

      “I got it covered angel. Just relax.” He tapped the top of my thigh.

      He switched on a few more things on the control panel, took hold of the wheel and suddenly we were moving. Rolling out of the hangar and down the path that led to the runway.

      I pushed my head back into the soft leather of the seat  and winced as we built speed.

      “I can’t believe I’m doing this with you,” I shrieked as we went faster.

      “You’ll be doing many things with me, angel.”

      I couldn’t respond. My voice got lost somewhere in the ether as a burst of energy gripped the plane and we started lifting, then climbing.

      Up and up we went.

      I clutched my hand to my heart to steady the wild beat. At the same time I stared out the window, watching the scenery change before me, before us. All around us.

      My breathing calmed and so did the rapid beat of my heart as amazement took over.

      Normal flying when you travelled didn’t allow you to see the sky like this. The artful patterns made in the clouds mingled with the rays of sunlight. Looking down at the picturesque landscape below stole my breath away as the scene blended into one and I could see beauty all around me. Patches of green came together, then patches of blue. Houses became specs. Colors clashed and merged.

      “I knew you’d like it.” Alex’s voice cut into my thoughts.

      Feeling mesmerized, I looked over at the beautiful man who sat next to me. Sunlight shone down on his hair turning it golden.

      “It’s beautiful.” I smiled, smiling a smile I felt from deep within. Like when I was happy.

      When was that?

      I thought over the moments I’d considered happy in my life and remembered one distinct event.

      It was at my high school graduation. I remembered standing next to my father, waiting to take a picture and he looked down at me, eyes filled with tears because of the pride that filled him.

      That was the first time I saw how proud he truly was of me. The happiness I experienced then had this stillness and calm that reassured me that what lay ahead was all good things. Things I had to look forward to.

      I felt a similar sense of that now, although the two events couldn’t have been more different to each other.

      One was my graduation and the other flying with Alex. Alex who I’d known for exactly two weeks and one day.

      In that short space of time I’d done many things that had taken me so far beyond the limits of my comfort zone I couldn’t see my way back.

      I suppose though that, that was just it. The point of having a fresh start wasn’t to find my way back. It was to create something new with what I already had.

      Alex winked at me and turned his gaze ahead. I went back to my observance of the aerial view until it grew darker.

      The sun was beginning to set.

      “Wait until you see this.” Alex announced looking pleased with himself. He approached the vast beauty of Lake Michigan, climbed higher and circled the area as the sun went down. “Here, look.”

      He pointed out to the horizon at the mass of red and orange mingling together where it met the surface of the water.

      That was true beauty, and something that could be easily missed in the fast paced lifestyle that existed in the city where it was so busy.

      From just the few days that I’d started working I’d gotten sucked into it. Just like when I worked in LA.

      I looked on marveling at the sight, feeling appreciation ripple through me, but at the same time I stole a chance to look back at Alex.

      He’d shown that there was more to him than what I’d seen. More that I felt compelled to know. But shouldn’t.

      A fresh start brought all sorts of things with it.

      It was easy to say that I should accept all of it. Doing it was another matter. Especially where the thing I should accept required me to feel.

      I was scared to feel.

      Alex looked at me too, the same way he did that night at the club but enhanced by the admiration he showed the sunset before us.

      Those eyes of his flickered with interests, taking me in and looking straight into mine as if he could read my mind.

      I looked away, wary of the thought. I didn’t want him to see what was there.

      There was too much pain and hurt that left me feeling broken.

      My heart was…

      Warmth seeped into my skin as Alex smoothed his hand over mine. The sensation ran along my arm and made its way all over me.

      I returned my gaze to him and that was when the feeling caressed my poor heart.

      “Enjoy the sunset, Summer, and think of nothing else.” His silky voice came to me low and smooth, lulling me into the relaxed mood created by the surroundings.

      The underlying sensuality of his tone captivated me and calmed my nerves. I remembered back at the club thinking that he was like a drug to me.

      He felt like that now too with his hypnotic eyes and soothing touch.

      I looked back ahead of us and got lost in the scenery before me.

      We both watched the beautiful sunset until it settled and the darkness of night took over filling the scene with shadows.

      I enjoyed the flight back to the hangar, not even thinking about flying anymore. Just relaxing in the freedom I felt.

      Our landing didn’t have the drop I expected and had experienced with most flights in my travels. Alex landed us effortlessly, showing off his piloting skills with finesse.

      Five minutes later we pulled up to a slow, steady stop in the hangar.

      It was just us, the mechanic I’d seen earlier and some of the other people milling about had left.

      “How often do you go flying?” I asked. We’d been quiet for a while.

      “Not often enough.” He said. “You loved it, didn’t you.” He knew I did.

      I smiled and turned my attention to him. “I did, a lot more than I expected.”

      “Well maybe that means we should do this again. Soon.” He winked.

      Despite myself, I liked the thought of that. “Okay.”

      His eyes lit up at my answer.

      He got out first then helped me.

      I took a step to go once my feet touched the ground, but he held me there, hands secured to my waist, fingers caressing the edge of my hips.

      “Two minutes.” He said leaning in close. The cool night breeze glided through his hair.

      “Two minutes for what?” I was trying not to smile but failed as I looked up at him.

      “Two minutes to escape reality.”

      “We just did.”

      The light caress on my hips turned more needy. He pulled me right up to his chest and I had no choice but to press my hands on the hard walls.

      “No we didn’t. Stop fighting it.” He held my attention.

      “What am I fighting?” I knew exactly what he meant. These last two weeks I’d succeeded on keeping my emotions restrained.

      “Attraction. I can’t stop dreaming of that mouth of yours and I know you want me.”

      I stood speechless, my mouth hung open, those hypnotic eyes holding me in place.

      What was I supposed to say? That I didn’t want him…

      Electricity bounced between us making my senses come alive. I shouldn’t want him. Wanting him would throw me of course.

      But …I did want him.

      He lowered his head and brushed his nose against mine.

      Melting against him I turned my face up, my lips ready for his, but he pulled back a little to tease me and smiled.

      Slipping a hand behind my head he brought my lips to him, pressing his mouth to mine.

      Damn, I’d forgotten how this felt. Too good to resist and too good to deny myself.

      He ran his tongue over my lips making my nipples harden as I remembered how he did that to the rest of my body in an effort to taste me everywhere. I closed the space between us when his arms circled around my waist, getting closer to savor the taste of him and the magic he worked on me.

      Our tongues slicked together, tangling, entwining with desperate need, making the kiss come alive with heat. His talented mouth sending shivers throughout me. I couldn’t get enough of him.

      And just as I was about to get lost in the passion that drove us he pulled away again. This time with a cunning expression on his face.

      “Time up.” He declared.

      “Time…” he was timing it.

      “Two minutes. Now we’re back to reality.” He turned the smile up a notch. “See how you feel?”

      “I’m …” Honestly, my lips were still burning from the kiss, and I was so aroused I couldn’t think straight.

      “How do you know how I feel?” I challenged.

      “Because I feel it too. You feel unsatisfied, like you want more. More of me. That’s how I feel every time I look at you.”

      I was so tempted to give in. To tell him that I did want more, and that he should give it to me.

      “You stopped kissing me.”

      He leaned in again. “The kiss was just a brief reminder.” He brushed his lips over mine again and I absorbed it, indeed wanting more, wanting so much more. “I want to kiss you all over, Summer. I want you just like I had you that night. I want to kiss you and taste you everywhere. But… I won’t take you until you admit that you want me like that too.” This was a game to him. A game of emotions that I’d gotten drafted in to. “There’s no fun if it’s just me. So, until you can admit it you can feel just as tortured as me.”

      He chuckled and a wide grin spread across his face.

      All I could do was look and listen, feeling trapped in my own state of fear, want and desire. It wasn’t a good combination.

      Definitely not when desire and want were threatening to overpower me.

      Those were two emotions I couldn’t control and I got the feeling that if I ever lost what little control I did have that would be it.

      I’d be lost.

      But.. would it be so bad to be lost in him?
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      “Alex, just try to focus.” Marc chuckled. His voice echoed on the phone.

      The signal was bad where he was so every now and again the connection would either break or his voice would have a rasp of static.

      It was difficult to follow at times but I didn’t care, it was just great to be talking to him.

      “I am focused.”

      “On the wrong thing.” Marc laughed. “Always a woman with you.”

      “No, this one’s different.” I shook my head even though he couldn’t see me and rested my head back against the chair as I swiveled it around to face the window.

      We’d been on the phone for an hour. I’d given him the full run down of everything.

      This was the first chance we’d had to talk in weeks because we were both so busy and the time difference didn’t help.

      It was nearly eleven so must have been just after midnight in Hong Kong. He’d messaged this morning to let me know he’d call after my first meeting, and stayed up to speak to me.

      “I have to write that down in my diary. Never heard you say that before so I want to reference it, should you say it again.”

      I smirked and shook my head. Somehow I wasn’t certain if I would be saying it again. Summer had this way about her that got to me. It was like I wanted her to know all of me. Not just what she saw.

      Maybe that’s why I tried so hard, but damn to no avail.

      “She just has my interest.” I expressed.

      “Alex, how about you put that interest of yours on getting the senior partnership. Your dad sounds serious. He’s never really given you a trial before.” Marc sounded concerned.

      “I know. He is serious and I think this is it.”

      “Sorry I’m not there man.” Marc sighed.

      “Me too.”

      Me more than him. I was a lost soul when both Marc and my mother were away. They were the two people in my world who kept me sane.

      My mom could chill out my father and stop him from focusing so much on me, and Marc was probably more of a brother to me than Preston.

      A guy should never be without his best friend. I’d known Marc since junior high. We were completely different to each other but we got on like a damn house on fire.

      He was tall and lanky with that geeky but cool look he carried off with his dark curly hair that was always a little too long.

      In high school while I chased girls and played basketball, he was more at home in a lab cooking up some sort of experiment.

      The main thing that we shared a love for was being lawyers, but then our differences came into play again.

      Marc specialized in technology and intellectual property law. I claimed to be niche but he was the definition of niche which is why my father asked him to set up the team in Hong Kong.

      “I’ll be back in a few weeks, but it’ll be hard to come back. I love it here.”

      “Don’t love it too much.” I winced.

      “Come join me for a weekend, if you can drag yourself away from your new woman.”

      New woman? I wish she was. “I’ll think about it. I wouldn’t want to leave her so early in the job. She may need me.”

      “Right. The job. You forget who you’re talking to.” Marc laughed and his voice sounded raspy again.

      “Seriously, she may need me.”

      “I’m sure you’re hoping she’ll need you for other things too, outside the job.”

      “Of course I am.” That was a given. “I won’t lie and say that I’m not, I just wish she didn’t make me so crazy.”

      “It sounds like she’s been through stuff.”

      There was no question about that, and when she got that lost faraway look in her eyes my theory of someone hurting her kept popping up. I just didn’t like assuming.

      “I think you’re right.”

      “Why don’t you just ask her and put yourself out of misery?”

      I didn’t want to pry but I felt like I might have to ask at some point, before I lost my mind.

      Marc yawned and said something but I couldn’t make out what he said.

      “Grab some sleep man.” I suggested. The poor guy must have been tired. “We’ll catch up properly some other time.”

      “Okay, promise me you won’t go crazy.”

      “I promise.”

      “Good, there’ll be too much to fix when I get back if you do.”

      I rolled my eyes at him. “I make life more interesting.”

      “Yup, sure do. Over and out bro.”

      When he hung up I put the phone back down on the desk and closed my eyes.

      I could still feel Summer’s lips on mine. The softness and the want she suppressed burning for me.

      Was I a fool to entertain this?

      This want that drove me insane and kept me fixated on her.

      Summer Daniels, was the one woman who’d managed to make me, Alex Sullivan, her bitch for one night and leave me chasing after her like a wild, hungry dog.

      I’d met the one woman who’d managed to hook me, and have me wanting to go back to her for more. I wasn’t used to waiting, or playing a game I wasn’t sure I’d win.

      She’d done a good job at resisting me so far.

      Maybe that would be it. We’d play this game and I’d lose.

      But then why would she kiss me the way she did?

      Last night when we went home. I had to try hard to keep myself under control. I drove us back with a damn hard on, had to do my best not to make it look obvious and give myself an ice cold shower the first chance I got.

      The shower helped but did nothing to my mind that thought of her all fucking night. I imagined her in the little bed in the guest room. Her perfect body that I’d had the pleasure to indulge on wrapped in the silk of the sheets.

      I thought of her wearing that long shirt she’d worn the day after she’d moved in. It gave her voluptuous breasts the chance to move freely and allowed me to see when she was turned on.

      By morning I woke up hard again from the erotic dreams that tortured me all night, but she came down for breakfast worry free. Unbothered and chilled from her obvious restful sleep.

      At the office she’d come several times this morning to talk about my schedule and clients. I didn’t hear her properly as she spoke because I was too taken with how her legs looked in that pencil skirt.

      Each time she’d come in she at least avoided too much eye contact, showing me that there was some feeling behind the mask she wore.

      My plan yesterday to get outside and gather my thoughts had landed me in this wound up state of sexual tension and I didn’t feel any less anxious about Devon.

      I’d decided though that I’d hold off on speaking to my father. Right now he knew I didn’t want to take on the case, and I didn’t want to look like I was trying to find excuses not to do it.

      Despite my inner discomfort, I had to give it my best, put everything I had into it. That meant being prepared for the meeting in a few weeks and if we couldn’t come to an agreement then I’d have to prepare to battle it out in court.

      There was a little knock at the door.

      It was her. I could tell now from the cautious manner that she knocked.

      “Come in.” I called out.

      The handle turned first and then the door opened. She came in holding a blue folder close to her chest drawing my attention to the little tear drop pendant that nestled in her deep cleavage.

      “Hi. Me again.” Her cheeks turned rosy with the little smile that inched up her sweet mouth.

      “You say that like I’m tired of seeing you. You should know I’m not.” I stared at her giving her a look that sized her up.

      “I know your busy and this is the fifth time I’ve been in here today.”

      “No complaints here.” I shrugged lifting my shoulders up and tilting my head to the side.

      She locked the door and came closer to the desk.

      “Thanks, I’m sure that once I get the hang of things I’ll be able to leave you to work.”

      I didn’t know how she could do it, pretend as if this was how we’d always been. Simple work colleagues.

      It was like she was two different people. The sexy woman from the club who allowed me to explore her body, and this equally sexy woman who’d put up this wall around her that I was trying to pull down.

      There she was worrying about bothering me, but my mind had switched off and I was thinking with my dick of all the ways I could take her. That in just a few seconds.

      “Well I hope that doesn’t happen.” Seeing she looked uncomfortable I decided to change tactics and switch back to work mode. “ What can I do for you, angel?”

      “We just got an email from Clarissa Parker.”

      “Is she okay?” She was one of my first clients. She actually picked me because she wanted to give me work. She’d gone through a pretty tough time in the last three years when her husband left her. They had three kids under ten.

      “No, I don’t think so. The last check she sent bounced, but so did all the others and she sent in a final notice from her creditors along with an application for bankruptcy. She wants you to help with that. She can no longer afford to run her restaurant. I thought I’d speak to you first before I called her.”

      I helped set up that restaurant. I helped her from scratch to form her company and build a brand. Clarissa had three kids to feed, she couldn’t lose her livelihood.

      “Bankruptcy?”

      “Yeah, she wanted to find out if you’d consider taking her grandmother’s antique watch as payment.”

      I got up, shrugged out of my blazer and grabbed my biker jacket from the coat rack.

      “What are you doing?” Summer asked with curiosity, eyes narrowed. “Are you going out?”

      “Going to save the day?” When things got that bad there was only one thing anyone could do. Fix it.

      I felt bad that Clarissa didn’t think she could come and see me and tell me herself that things had gotten worse. And that she thought I’d take her grandmother’s watch.

      “How?” Summer looked confused.

      I took off my tie. I hated the whole office look and today it just made me feel even more restrained than I felt.

      “Buy the restaurant and pay the debts.” I undid my two top buttons and gave myself a once over look at my reflection on the wall to ceiling window.

      Looking back at Summer, I saw the surprise on her face.

      “Won’t she owe you big time?”

      “Summer, when I help I help. I don’t expect any owings. She has three kids and that restaurant is her everything. I’m not going to stand by and allow her to lose everything when I can do something about it.”

      Her surprise now bordered on shock.

      “You’re seriously going to pay for everything?”

      “Yup, have a better idea, angel?”

      She shook her head. “You really are going to save the day?”

      “I know it probably won’t be as straightforward as I’m saying but I’ll take care of the bad parts, we’ll deal with the rest.” I imagined that if things had gotten to the stage where Clarissa wanted to apply for bankruptcy as a business owner she may have owed for a lot that we could make arrangements to pay.

      Summer looked surprised.

      “Not as bad as you thought I was right?” I stated with a smirk walking up to her.

      “I didn’t think you were bad.” She shook her head. “There’s… more to you.” Her eyes searched mine.

      “There’s more to you too.”

      “What more do you see?” she asked.

      “I know you aren’t all work and no play.  You didn’t seem like that at the club.”

      “I was drunk.” Her cheeks colored fiercely.

      “Bullshit,” I smirked.

      “I was drunk.”

      “Bullshit.” I laughed to her annoyance.

      “You couldn’t possibly know how I felt.” She shot back.

      “You were chilled out and mellowed. I know the difference. If you weren’t, I wouldn’t have taken you home.”

      She immediately straightened up. “Why?”

      “I would never sleep with a woman who was drunk.”

      She looked like she didn’t believe me. “How comes?”

      “Number one, drunk means being vulnerable and unable to make a definite decision. I would never want to be accused of rape. And two, when you’re with me, you’re with me, and because you want to be.”

      She seemed more impressed. “Okay that makes sense.”

      A thoughtful look crossed her face and I couldn’t stop myself from continuing on with this topic. “Thinking about what I said last night?”

      “No.” she answered a little too quickly. I stepped a little closer into her personal space.

      “Liar.”

      “I’m not thinking about that.”

      I was ready to be done with this game but she continued to resist me for whatever reason she had.

      “Then I need to try harder.” I placed my hands on the wall either side of her so that she couldn’t escape.

      I leaned in for a kiss but she turned away and I got her cheek. That was fine too and I stayed there kissing her there. I liked that she giggled.

      “Alex, we’re at work.”

      “I don’t care. I’m working overtime here, putting in the extra effort to get you to like me.” I placed more kisses along her cheek and neck, feeling her resolve melt.

      She turned her head and our lips brushed against each other.

      “I do like you.” She confessed but as soon as the words fell from her lips, worry filled her eyes.

      I suspected again that she’d been hurt in the past.

      “Newsflash, I like you too.” I thought that would help but it didn’t.

      She still looked uneasy, but surprised me by reaching out to touch my chest.

      “Do you?”

      I smiled down at her. “I thought that was obvious. Are you thinking about me now?”

      “You better go save Clarissa.”

      Changing the subject.

      “Answer the question. Then I’ll go.” I challenged. “Come on simple yes or no question. Are you thinking about me? And what I said last night.”

      “If I say no would that be safer?”

      “Is no the truth?”

      “No.” She smiled when I touched her face.

      “Then why can’t you say yes?”

      “Because you’re my boss. And we’re at work.”

      God, she was stubborn. It was fine I could fight fire with fire. I reached out and took the edge of her waist band. My fingers were met with the soft silky fabric of her blouse, then her skin when I reached over the band.

      “We had fun that night didn’t we? Do you remember that?” The best way to deal with her was to tease out her own feelings.

      “I remember.”

      Good, now we were getting somewhere. I leaned closer to her ear for effect and whispered in her ear.

      “Do you remember how I made you feel?” I teased. She hugged the file to her chest. “And how I made you scream my name when I was inside you?”

      Raw.

      Sometimes it was the only way. “Tell me you remember.” I gave her a wicked smile.

      “I remember.”

      “Good, now answer the question. Are you thinking about me?”

      Moving so I could see her, I gazed deep into her eyes waiting for an answer.

      “Yes.”

      “Good. We should finish exploring your limits Summer.”  Closer, I went closer now pressing my lips to hers for a light kiss. The scent of her perfume filled me, making me wild. It urged me to taste her. “Do you want to?”

      “We can’t here.” She replied against my lips.

      I liked that her resolve was fading.

      “Where can we?” My skin begun to tingle at the thought of her giving in, but then I watched, annoyed, and sexually frustrated, when I saw the hesitation return.

      “I can’t… you should go save Clarissa.”

      “ We have unfinished business, Summer. And, the longer you drag it out the worse it will get. But we’ll see how long you can keep up this charade.”

      I knew she was as aroused as I was but I also knew that if I continued I’d either have to drag her off to one of the cupboards or take her right here in my office.

      I stepped back, deciding to go.

      Nothing else needed to be said.

      From the look of her I could tell that I’d said enough.
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        * * *

      

      Whoever said that good things happened when you did good had to be lying.

      When I left Clarissa yesterday the woman was so overwhelmed with joy that she couldn’t stop crying. Thankfully I really did save the day, and stop things in their tracks before it got worse.

      I was happy I’d been able to help and made a mental note of that being my one good deed of the day.

      But then today hit.

      I had the morning from hell when I got a call from the police because one of my clients decided it was a good idea to rob a bank to clear his debts. I had to refer the case to Preston because he was the best criminal defense lawyer I could think of.

      Then the system crashed and I couldn’t access most of my notes for the rest of my meetings for the day. I had to improvise with Summer’s help. The time it took to get everything together meant that I couldn’t spend the time I wanted with her to take her to lunch, and there were points during the day when she came in to see me but I was with one person or another.

      The worst part of the day though was saved for last.

      Trouble came to find me as the last trace of daylight retracted into the evening sky.

      It was my fault for answering the door without checking first to see who’d rang the bell. I’d gotten home before Summer and thought she must have forgotten her key.

      How was I supposed to know that the evil queen was going to be the one standing on the opposite side of the door?

      Celeste Langdon didn’t even wait for my invitation she just waltzed in, walking straight past me. Taking her place in the living room as if she owned it.

      Just like her father, she moved with that air of authority that demanded attention.

      She sat in the center of the largest sofa and put her feet up. The notion allowed her raven hair to fall to the side, along with that God awful slick black fur coat. To me it looked like the animal it was made from was about to regain the life it had lost and run out of the room. Away from her.

      “God, why?” I had to ask.

      As I walked into the living room she looked over at me and smiled that icy smile I hated from way back when we were kids and she used to get away with murder. It was as cold as her pale almost white blue glacier eyes.

      My mother couldn’t stand her either, and always said to both Preston and me to stay away from her.

      “Pick anyone else, but not that girl.” Those were my mother’s words exactly.

      “Well hello Celeste, why don’t you come in, or better yet stay outside?” I said with a bright smile.

      “Is that anyway to talk to a woman that could be your future wife?” She inclined her head to the side and laughed.

      “Fuck off.” I kept the smile on my face and made my way around to sit on the love seat.

      “I would love to, except that it would appear that our fathers are keen for us to get to know each other in the biblical sense.”

      I would have laughed at the biblical reference if I didn’t feel so annoyed that my dad had still pursued the issue.

      “I came to give you a test run.” She added. Her devilish smile widened making my skin crawl.

      “No, not going to happen but thanks for stopping by. You know where the door is.” I waved my hand towards the door.

      She laughed. “Alex, you have to be the only man alive that’s ever resisted me.”

      “Please say Preston too.”

      “I got a kiss out of him. Would have been more though if he wasn’t so drunk he passed out.” She cooed.

      “Oh that makes sense. I mean the part about him being drunk. Something would have to be wrong with him to go near you.” I nodded with conviction. She didn’t like that.

      Knowing her as long as I did, I’d gotten to know what could break down that bravado she wore. That suave, resting bitch face diva act didn’t cut it with me. I saw past that shit and knew a weak, pathetic, miserable person lived inside her.

      She was an attention seeker. Never really had her parents attention so she went the long way around to get it. That molded her into the demon who sat before me today.

      “I think it’s a good idea, you and me. I’m beautiful, wealthy, smart and literally the female version of you.”

      “We’ve known each other for what?” I thought for a moment. “Twenty five years, give or take and you’ve just now come to that conclusion.”

      “We’re getting older, time to start taking life seriously. Right? My theory is you’ve never tried me out so how would you know what I’m really like.”

      She got up allowing the coat to slip down her shoulders, revealing her bare arms. The loss of the coat drew more attention to her breasts which I knew she’d had surgery on multiple times to make them that big.

      She came up to me and placed her foot on the sofa, right in between my legs near my crotch.

      I guessed that was supposed to either turn me on, or show me she had some power over me, but I didn’t feel anything.

      A sinful smile lifted the corners of her red mouth and she moved the dress so I could see the barely there thong or whatever it was she wore for underwear.

      I couldn’t quite describe it. It had a string of pearls running along the sides to hold it on her and a thing line of material that ran down to … well I stopped looking at that point.

      “Want to see more?” she asked running her hands over her breasts and undoing the first button that held the top together.

      “No thank you.”

      “Stop being such a prick. Fucking will solve everything. You’ll enjoy it.”

      I heard the front door open and close.

      That would be Summer.

      I cursed under my breath.

      She’d head straight in here to get to her room and see us.

      “I thought you lived alone.” Celeste observed looking on. The smile on her face fell when she saw Summer walk in.

      Summer saw Celeste move her foot from my crotch and I watched the realization fill her eyes, much to my annoyance.

      I did however feel a sense of redemption when I noted the jealousy that took over. Celeste looked Summer up and down as she wondered who she was.

      I would be fair and admit that Celeste was beautiful. But put next to Summer, she didn’t stand a chance. If I were some sort of artist I would call this scene

      The Angel and The Demon.

      Summer walked in bringing in the sunlight with her ethereal glowing beauty. That hair literally looked like a halo over her head and her delicate, beautiful

      features were something to behold.

      Celeste on the other hand was a mass of darkness. Dark clothes, raven hair, evil eyes, dark personality.

      I would have basked in the scene and the obvious tension between the two women if I didn’t see the look on Summer’s face too.

      Jealousy.

      And when she looked at me I saw hurt.

      “New toy?” Celeste cajoled with deep sarcasm.

      I gave her an indignant look and narrowed my eyes at her. “This is my beautiful PA, Summer. Summer this is Celeste.”

      Summer looked her over and at least offered a  polite nod.

      Celeste raised her perfectly arched dark brows at me then returned her focus to Summer. “Alex and I go way back. You’re working late?”

      “I am.” Summer replied, her pink glossy lips pressed into a thin line. She looked back to me and shifted her weight from one side to the next. “Do you need me to get you anything? I’m going to dinner with Eilesh.”

      “I’d absolutely love a bottle of holy water, a bible, and if you can find a priest who specializes in exorcism at this hour that’d be great.” I chimed in.

      Celeste laughed. “He’s funny isn’t he?”

      “I’m being serious. Tell him we have a demon in our home, angel.”

      “Our home? Angel?” Celeste laughed again and I instantly realized why. “Do

      you live here, Summer?”

      “I do. Is that a problem?”

      Shit. I’d fallen in my own trap.

      “Your PA lives with you?” Celeste turned back to me and smiled.

      “The job requires it.” I quickly said.

      “Of course it does.” Celeste cooed, voice heavy with sarcasm.

      Then I saw that look of evil I’d grown used to fill her pale features. She was

      going to rat me out just like when we were kids.

      “It does, so drop it.” I snapped now standing up.

      “Okay, well as long as she keeps away from the bedroom for the next hour or so I’m good.”

      Rat me out, or ruin what I had.

      Those were her tactics, and just like always I got caught in my own trap as the alpha female made her mark.

      The bitch.

      “Don’t worry, I won’t be going anywhere near there.” Summer’s voice cut in. she looked directly at Celeste and never acknowledged me as she walked away and went up the stairs.

      “Get out.” I said to Celeste when I knew Summer was out of earshot.

      I didn’t like her seeing this side of me.

      Me angry.

      “Excuse me?” Celeste narrowed her eyes.

      “I said get out.”

      “You’re throwing me out?”

      “Celeste, don’t fucking piss me off any more than you have. Get the fuck out of my house and don’t come back.”

      “But our fathers—”

      “Our fathers nothing.” I yelled. “Just get out.”

      She reached for her coat and slung it over her arm, not bothering to put it on. Then she stormed off and slammed the door shut.

      “Fuck.” I hissed. This was hell.

      I didn’t spare another second to go and find Summer.

      I was already at a dead end with her, and there was no way that I was going to allow Celeste of all the people to mess things up for me.
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      Should I really have been that surprised to find a woman here with Alex?

      Don’t feel.

      Don’t.

      I grabbed on to the rail and sighed with frustration.

      I’d gone outside to the roof top terrace for air. Thankfully it was a cool, windy night with fresh air in abundance.

      “Summer.” Alex came through the sliding doors and rushed up to me. “It’s not what you think.”

      I gave him an askance look and shook my head.

      “Really?” I couldn’t hide my sarcasm. “Looked to me that if I’d been a minute later I would have walked in on a lot more.”

      “No, Summer, I promise you. That would have never happened.”

      Right now I wasn’t sure which made me feel worse. The damn Celeste – what a name –or the obvious revelation that this position of mine wasn’t a live in position.

      Okay, admittedly a part of me guessed that maybe the whole live in thing had been made up. I was just going through so much at the time he offered that I didn’t question it much. Instead I hoped it was true.

      So, maybe the annoyance I felt leaned more towards walking in and seeing Celeste with her foot wedged in between Alex’s crotch in some weird kinky position. And, her bare leg in his face.

      It was stupid. Why was I even annoyed?

      Alex and I weren’t anything. We had a one night stand, and a few heated kisses. That was it.

      But… as he came closer and I saw the wealth of worry that filled his eyes, that damn feeling I tried so hard to push away came back to me, now telling me that I was wrong.

      Against my will it lessened my annoyance enough to hear him out.

      “Celeste is Devon’s daughter,” he continued. “Just someone I grew up with. She loves to cause trouble wherever she can. Nothing in this world would make me go anywhere near her.”

      “it doesn’t matter, you don’t owe me any form of explanation.”

      “It matters, and I’m telling you the truth.” He never took his eyes off me.

      “It’s not just her.” I pointed out quickly. “This was never a live-in position, was it?”

      “No, it wasn’t. I lied about that.”

      “Why?” I was interested to know his reasons.

      “I couldn’t bear the thought of you being in that awful apartment I found you in. You couldn’t stay there, and I wanted you to be somewhere I knew you’d be safe. It was the only way I knew you’d stay with me.”

      The wealth of sincerity and care in his expression reached out to me, softening the tension, opening my heart.

      I couldn’t help it.

      Other than Eilesh, I didn’t have anyone else who would have cared like this for me.

      I couldn’t even be mad at him for that.

      “Please don’t leave.” He added.

      “Alex...”  I didn’t want to leave but I had to be level headed here. I had to be. “I thought this was a live-in position, knowing it’s not changes things. I can’t just live with you.”

      “Why not? There’s no reason why you can’t. I think it’s obvious what we both want.”

      Just like the night at the club he saw straight through me and saw that I wanted him.

      That strange electrical vibe shot through me like a bolt of energy the minute he touched my face, making my nerves tingle. As he ran his finger along my jaw his eyes darkened. I saw the dark liquid silver form in the faint lights that lit up the terrace and paralysis threatened to take over.

      I’d gotten to the stage where it was getting harder to control myself around him, and I realized that he knew.

      That dangerous smile inched across his mouth confirming my thoughts. Everything this man did, whether it was a touch, a look, his words, it was all for a reason.

      “Don’t tell me I’m the only one who felt that?” he grinned.

      I tried, made an attempt by stepping back out of his reach, but Alex decided he would follow me and came back close.

      Close, so that our bodies touched, and my body definitely came alive at the proximity.

      He didn’t bother speaking anymore. He just yanked me against him and smoothed his hand over my cheek and across to the back of my neck. Then, he captured my lips with the hunger of his.

      I didn’t fight back. I couldn’t.

      The kiss robbed me of my senses and I couldn’t remember the reasons why I should fight back. Or why I needed to resist him.

      This was unlike the previous kisses we shared. It held a greediness that seemed to course through both of us.

      He tilted my head to deepen the kiss and I smoothed my arms up the deep mass of muscle on his chest, and up to circle them around his neck.

      A moan that illustrated the pleasure that rippled through me escaped my lips, moving from me to him.

      It caused him to kiss me harder. I felt that sensation again. Like he wanted to devour me whole, and take every piece of me. Owning me.

      With my breasts crushed to him, and heart practically beating out of my chest I wanted him to take me.

      To have me.

      To own me.

      I was so stunned when he broke the kiss and stepped away, leaving me breathless.

      “We’re not done yet. I’m not finished with you , and you aren’t with me. So you can’t leave.” He rubbed his hand over the shadow of his beard, breathing heavily. “What happened to you? Who hurt you, angel? Tell me who’s robbing me of you. I know you just lost your father, and that you must be hurting from the loss of him, but something else happened to you. Something that made you want to escape life.”

      I swallowed hard. Was I that obvious?

      So transparent that he could tell I’d been hurt.

      The intensity of his words didn’t escape me.

      Who’s robbing me of you…

      It didn’t matter what bitterness on earth I’d harbored for the way Tom hurt me, those weren’t the kind of words to be overlooked.

      “Tell me, Summer.” He prodded.

      “I just got out of a relationship that ended badly.” I heard myself say. “My ex- cheated on me with my best friend and now they’re getting married.”

      There, I said it, and saying it made me feel like I’d dropped my guard and exposed myself.

      He held my attention, his jaw tight and eyes wide. “Your ex is an asshole and your best friend was never really your best friend. Forget them both.”

      I released the breath I’d been holding on to.

      “It’s easier said—”

      “No, don’t finish that. People say that all the time, easier said than done. It can be done, you just have to do it. Take your time, but do it, and note this...” He slipped his arm around my waist and lowered so that he was inches away from me. “The third rule of attraction.” He smirked.

      “The third rule?”

      “Yes. The third rule. You can’t resist the irresistible. I’m not going to fight this wild chemistry that we have. I want you for myself. I want you back in my bed. I want you to be mine, every part of you. This.” He placed a soft kiss on my lips.

      “This.” He trailed hot fiery kisses along my neck and down to the swells of my breasts.

      “These.” He ran his fingers over my breasts and fondled my taut, tight nipples, lingering there. His smile broadened when he felt how tight I was. And my poor body flushed with heat.

      “I want this.” He kept his eyes on me as he lowered to crouch down and ran his hands up my thighs.

      My breath hitched somewhere between my chest and sternum. His hands crept up my thigh a step at a time, pushing my skirt up higher and higher.

      Alex watched me with an intense, curious look, eyes hot with desire. Pure sex was in his eyes, speaking his thoughts which mirrored my own.

      God, I could have melted, and I knew I could have stopped him but I didn’t.

      I was eager for him to explore me.

      His hand reached higher, up to my center and stroked me through the silky cloth of my panties that were now wet. Through the cloth he stroked the hard sensitive nub of my clit, and I couldn’t hold back the moan that hummed from my lips.

      “I want this, here, and all of you to be mine.” He shocked me further by moving up and planting a kiss right there on my crotch.

      While I was left completely thrown into arousal, he exuded a calmness that I couldn’t believe.

      “I want you to be mine, and I will be yours. I don’t cheat ever. When I’m with you, you know I’m with you. We could belong to each other, getting lost in attraction, exploring the rules. That’s my offer. I’ll give you time to think about it, but don’t take too much time.” His smile lifted into an irresistible, devastating grin that glinted with eroticism.

      Every inch of me burned with lust.

      It consumed me, pushing me over the edge, making me hunger for him.

      I watched him as he walked away from me.

      He was right.

      Nothing was truer than that third rule.

      You can’t resist the irresistible.

      I didn’t think I could.
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        * * *

      

      God, my skin still heated up at the memory of that night.

      Heated up like that time when my father took me hiking up the grand canyon and the baking sun seared my skin.

      I survived the weekend. Barely.

      Saturday morning was weird. Alex gave me that cat watching a goldfish waiting for the right moment to pounce look of his, but thankfully Eilesh saved me with an invite to an open air cinema showing of Thelma and Louise.

      Since the movie finished late and I was closer to her place I stayed over. That took care of most of Sunday day time

      Last night however was a different story. I got the look again when I tried to talk to him and I wasn’t sure what was worse. Alex staring at me, undressing me with his eyes, or him being flirtatious.

      Whichever was too much.

      It didn’t help too that I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him.

      I couldn’t focus on anything else and my damn mind had been consumed with contemplating this offer of his.

      I was crazy. Had to be.

      This was so unlike me, but could this be what I needed?

      Kayla came into my office with a broad smile on her face. I loved the lipstick she wore today. It was a bright orange red color that looked amazing on her dark skin.

      It matched the flowers on her halter neck top.

      “Hey, a bunch of us are going to check out the new nail bar at lunch. Do you want to come along?” She beamed.

      “I’d love to.” I agreed.

      “Cool, and there’s a really neat Japanese restaurant near by too. We could grab lunch there.” She looked excited, but then gave me a mischievous smile that held a hint of suspicion. “Unless if you need to get back to Alex.”

      “No, I’m good. I have some time later where I’m not needed.”

      This was the beginning of my third week at work.

      The first time that I stepped in the building I knew it was the kind of place where people would be nice, professional as expected in a law firm, but they took note of certain things and loved gossip.

      I’d heard all about Preston on my third day here, knew who was sleeping with who, who’d cheated on their spouses, whose husbands had left them and all manner of  other things.

      Since I was the newbie, working for Alex, who I heard was the object of many women’s affection in here that left me with eyes all over my actions.

      When you had a boss/man who wanted to own you and make you his, who didn’t care what people thought, that just fanned the flames of gossip.

      When I’d walked anywhere with Alex, his hand was always placed at the small of my back, or around me, or touching me somehow.

      Then there was the way that he looked at me. If people didn’t see the touch, I figured they’d be able to guess from the look that something was going on between us.

      “Okay, just checking. I’m glad you like working for him.” Kayla cooed. “He’s a nice guy.” She nodded.

      “Thanks for the endorsement.” That deep, sexy voice that filled my dreams and waking thoughts filtered into the room.

      I looked over to the door and found Alex leaning against the frame, eyes fixed on me.

      Kayla rolled her eyes at him as he stepped away and walked into the office.

      “I might say you were really nice if you came clean and told Mrs. Jefferson that we don’t have a legal aid department.” Kayla shot back.

      “I’m not saying anything.” Alex shook his head.

      “You can’t keep playing St. Alex to people, you’ll never make any money.”

      “I don’t need money.”

      “I’m over here.” Kayla waved her hand in front of him because he was still looking at me, then she turned and gave me a quick wide eyed glance. “Don’t scare her away again.”

      People still thought Alex had scared me away that first day.

      Alex looked at her and gave her a big ol’ smile. “Yes Kayla, I can see you.”

      “Whatever,” she shook her head. “I invited Summer out for a long lunch, is that okay?”

      “This woman is the boss of me. She can do whatever she wants.” He answered and turned back to focus on me.

      I seriously felt like I’d taken a turn somewhere and walked into an alternate dimension, where I’d found this gorgeous man who’d placed me so high on some pedestal that I had to look several levels below heaven to see what was happening on earth.

      Again Kayla shot me a suspicious look, but was clearly amused by him . “Okay, I will note that for future reference.”  She laughed. “See you guys

      later.”

      She sauntered away, leaving us alone. The minute the door closed that desire filled tension surrounded us.

      I got up and walked around to join him.

      “You left before me this morning.” He pointed out.

      I purposely left super early.

      It was going to be a busy day. That was one reason, but not the first. I kind of just wanted to start the day without tension, so I’d have a clearer mind.

      “I wanted to get a head start.”

      “Oh really?” A muscle quivered at his jaw. His gray eyes beheld me sharp and assessing, but with a sheen of purpose.

      “Yes.”

      “So you aren’t avoiding me?”

      “I don’t think I can.” That was probably the most I’d ever said in line with this thing we seemed to have going between us.

      Alex seemed happy with that answer. He stepped closer into the sunlight that spilled through the window. It reflected off his eyes making them so much lighter. I allowed myself the moment to appreciate his beauty.

      His large hands took my face, holding it gently and he drew near. Close enough to kiss if I dared and he did.

      I moved back out of his reach and smiled. “You can’t kiss me here.”

      “Here? Be more specific, angel. If you don’t want your lips to be kissed I can kiss you somewhere else.” His eyes roamed over my body and landed on my crotch.

      Jesus the man was impossible.

      “Alex.” I chided.

      Liquid silver darkened his eyes with desire. “Summer.”

      I shook my head and laughed. “I mean here at the office.”

      “Do that again?” he looked intrigued.

      “Do what?”

      “Laugh.”

      I smiled instead. “You are so silly. People don’t just laugh for no reason. Okay maybe some do.”

      He answered with a smile of his own. “You have the most beautiful laugh. I like hearing it.”

      Yup, I’d definitely walked into that alternate dimension. My theory was this was still a few weeks ago and I was actually still at the club drinking Angels on Sex.

      I must have drank too much and ended up in a coma whereby I’d made up this crazy world and created the man before me.

      “Thank you.”

      “Kiss me.”

      “No, the door is open and people could walk by and see us in here kissing, and what if one of them happens to be your father. Or, your brother.” I hadn’t met Preston yet but I heard he was a tough cookie to crack. Also, Eilesh said he was a prick.

      “Come here.” He reached for me and I moved away.

      This felt like that time in tenth grade when Billy Gillman tried to kiss me , except he had chicken pox and I ran like hell away from him for fear of catching the virus.

      Alex caught up with me and took me into his arms, planting a kiss on my cheek while I giggled.

      “Alex, you are crazy.”

      “Maybe.” He placed more kisses along my neck. “I’m just showing you all the benefits of my offer. Should I go through it again with you? Or maybe I could show you what you get in return.”  He pulled me closer and pressed his distinct erection into my ass.

      Shit, I felt myself grow wet.

      I had to move again. This time he just gave me that grin.

      “You are too much, Mister.”

      “Okay, I won’t shock you anymore for today.”

      Good, because my head felt like it might explode.

      “Thank you. Tell me about this legal aid.” This was my thing now, changing the subject.

      “Legal aid is me.” He smiled.

      “What do you mean.”

      “I help people who need legal advice. There’s a community center on the east side. They run a program for families who are going through a tough time. I leave my cards there and sometimes I get a few people who need me. Mrs. Johnson is one of them.”

      “You do this for free?”

      “Yeah.” He shrugged.

      I felt that force that drew me to him working its magic. Every day I saw more of his personality and more things to like about him. First Clarissa, and this, and I guess there was me too. I was the damsel in literal distress.

      In my mind he became less and less some guy I picked up in a club and had a one night stand with.

      “See I’m not so bad.” He said that just like he did the other day.

      “You aren’t bad.”

      “Only when it comes to wanting you.”

      Of course my cheeks flushed at the confession.

      “Offer’s on the table angel, waiting for you to sign the dotted line.” He added. “Don’t torture yourself by waiting longer than you need to. Have fun with the girls.”

      “I will.”

      He crooked his finger and beckoned me to come to him. I did.

      He leaned forward for a quick kiss that felt like a taste to me, then left.

      Giddiness took over. The kind that made my heart flutter and fill me with warmth.

      I was liking this guy way too much, and the attention.

      Maybe I could do this.

      Accept his offer, and lose myself in him. I’d never met a man like him before. One that came with his own rules.

      His rules of attraction. He talked about it like it was an actual thing and reeled me in with each rule. I knew there were laws of attraction, and something scientific to do with attraction, but Alex had given his take on relationships a whole other meaning.

      I gathered my bag just in time to hear the phone buzzing. I hoped it was Eilesh. I left her a message earlier.

      Retrieving it my eyes widened and I nearly dropped the phone when I looked at the caller ID and saw who was calling.

      It was Tom!

      My breath caught in my throat and my chest tightened.

      The phone buzzed on in my hands and I watched it wondering if I should actually answer.

      I couldn’t imagine what he would be calling me for.

      What did he want? There was nothing left that needed to be said.

      I looked at the phone in my hands buzzing away and remembered how I always answered on the first ring. I always felt excited when he called and had that nervous excitement too when I spoke to him. it didn’t matter that we’d been together for so long. That was simply how I was.

      I watch the buzz fade and the phone stilled. Moments later it buzzed again but this time with a voicemail notification of a message.

      The anxious side of me took over and pressed the button to access my voice messages.

      I pressed the phone to my ear and within seconds Tom’s voice came across the line. I hadn’t heard his voice in so long that it felt strange to listen to it now.

      “Hi Summer. It’s me, Tom. I really wanted to speak to you. I know you must have gotten the wedding invite by now and I just…”

      His voice trailed off for a few seconds and I heard him sigh.

      “This wasn’t the way that I wanted to talk to you, and I get it if you saw that it was me calling and didn’t answer. I deserve that. Summer, I made a mistake. I made a mistake with us and I really need to talk to you. The um, wedding is off. Please call me. I love you.”

      Shock flew through me and my entire body stiffened.
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      There was a knock at my door different to the little taps Summer would give it so I knew it wasn’t her.

      Disappointment filled me. I hadn’t seen her properly last night because I got home late. Her lights were out so I figured she’d gone to bed.

      Preston came in before I could answer.

      “What’d you want?” I asked straight away. I wasn’t in the mood for his shit today. It wasn’t often that he came to see me at work. And, he didn’t come unless if he wanted something.

      “I need to talk to you.” He replied, walking up to my desk. He stopped in front and sat on the edge.

      I leaned back in my chair and focused on him.

      “What for?”

      “Are you busy?”

      “Always.”

      “Do you need help with Devon’s case?” His eyes wandered over the desk looking at the stacks of paper.

      It was strange for him to ask me if I wanted help. “No.”

      “You sure?” He raised a dark brow.

      “Why’d you think I need help, Preston?”

      He probably came to see how far I’d gotten in my research and hoped that I would mess up.

      “Just checking, little bro. Maybe I want to make sure you’re taking this case seriously.” He gave me a look of concern now that caught my attention. “Maybe I just want to make sure that in a few months I’ll be welcoming my brother to the senior partnership instead of Johnson.” Something sincere flashed in his deep blue eyes.

      “I’m working hard, Preston. Should be a straightforward case.”

      “Dad’s being serious you know.” He nodded. “I saw him in the meeting room with Johnson yesterday. I asked him what they were talking about and he said it was the partnership. He wants to be ready in case you don’t make it.”

      Disappointment gripped me. I wanted to act like hearing all that didn’t bother me but it did.

      “Wow. I feel so encouraged right now.” My pulse raced. This wasn’t what I wanted to hear. Definitely not because I’d tried hard over the last two weeks to get my head around this case.

      “I wanted to talk to you last night but you rushed off. He’s just preparing, Alex. He wants to retire and know that the firm is in good hands”  Preston smiled.

      “You think he’s going to pick him, don’t you.” I inferred.

      “I think you should try not to mess up.”

      “I don’t trust Devon, Preston.”

      “Neither do I,” he revealed. “There is something not quite right about him that I’ve never been able to place my finger on. Which is why if you need help you got it. Just ask me.”

      I appreciated hearing that. Seeing we were on the same page of suspicion, I decided to test his thoughts on my fears.

      “Preston. Devon doesn’t want the case going to court. He seemed very adamant about it, and I don’t see that not happening.”

      “If you don’t think you can settle don’t bother with the settlement meeting, just move to get a date set for court.”

      “I would. In fact I feel like I should in this case because he’s just going to give a refund. They won’t accept that.” I pulled in a breath.

      Preston raised his brows. “From what dad said the case should be a straight win for us. It’s odd Devon doesn’t want it in court.”

      “I don’t get why and I don’t want to jump to conclusions.”

      “Publicity, maybe it’s that. There’s a lot going on in the investment world and maybe he just wants his company outside all that.”

      “He mentioned the press, but I feel like he has other reasons.”

      “Like what?” He squinted.

      “I don’t know. Why would you want to stay away from court?”

      “To keep things private. A deeper investigation is always needed and you’d have to show more evidence to support your case.”

      I considered that already, but hearing it made me think again and I couldn’t get past the feeling that there had to be something more.

      What if he was hiding something? Something he wouldn’t want revealed if he had to provide evidence.

      “It’s going to be difficult to keep my personal feelings out of this. I don’t trust him and it’s wrong for me to represent someone I think is shady.”

      “I get it, I do but you need to reign in how you feel and stick to the basics. Go with process.”

      If I were going with process I would have done a number of checks on Devon before taking him on as a client.

      But maybe I needed to indeed go back to basics and process, so that meant doing what I normally did. My own vetting, for my own peace of mind.

      “Okay. Basics and process.” I agreed.

      “Good.” Preston nodded. “Just stick to that.”

      The little tap on the door I’d grown accustomed to sounded. My eyes darted straight for it as it opened and Summer came in.

      She stopped when she saw Preston, and damn him he gave her that look I’d seen him give the women he was interested in.

      “I’m so sorry I didn’t realize you were busy.” She apologized.

      “It’s fine, I wasn’t busy.” I replied eyeing Preston with a crude stare.

      “I don’t believe we’ve met properly. I’m Preston. Preston Sullivan.” He spoke before I could so he could do that thing he did when he introduced himself and place emphasis on his name. It was his James Bond impression that he said grabbed the ladies from hello.

      Not my girl though – okay she wasn’t mine yet – but, I was working on it.

      Summer didn’t look grabbed. She looked at Preston the way she looked at everyone else, and not the way she looked at me.

      When he put out his hand to shake hers she took it and smiled.

      “I’m Summer, Alex’s PA. Nice to meet you.”

      The asshole kept hold of her hand for a moment longer than what was expected from a normal handshake.

      “I hope Alex is treating you good. You let me know if he steps out of line.” He was still holding her hand.

      “I will.”

      Finally, he let go, and I felt the annoyance that seeped into me fade.

      This Summer Daniels had me acting like a teenager. A jealous teenager, and with my own brother. And I was still jealous from the way that he was still looking at her.

      I was grateful for the one to one pep talk we just had but it didn’t move me to look beyond the fact that Preston was doing his best to impress Summer, and he looked at her like he wanted her.

      I cleared my throat, grabbing his attention and Summer’s too.

      “Preston, are we done here?” I couldn’t hold back on the sharpness in my tone, which showed the way I felt.

      Being my brother, he knew straightaway –just from that –that my interests in Summer ran deeper than our business relationship. Mischief flickered in his blue gaze when he looked from me to her.

      “We’re done. Remember what I said.” He answered, focus now on me. “So you might want to keep your extra-curricular activities under control.”

      Narrowing my eyes at him, I plastered a tightlipped smile on my face. The asshole couldn’t leave well enough alone. He had to say something and the manner in which he said it too, although ambiguous, spoke droves what he meant.

      “Certainly.” I nodded.

      He had to look at Summer one last time before he left. The look to my annoyance made her blush.

      I kept my eye on him until he went through the door and it closed. When I looked back to Summer I saw that she was already looking at me.

      “I saw you first,” I declared.

      She smirked. “What?”

      “Don’t what me, he was flirting with you and doing that I’m senior partner Preston, Preston Sullivan mojo to impress you.”

      “Are you kidding? He was simply introducing himself.”

      “Right and I’m going to visit the pope tomorrow for tea.”

      She laughed and once again I relished the sound. “Okay Alex, I hope you have fun with the pope.”

      “I’m actually serious, and make no mistake about it he’ll make a move on you if he can. I’m the better brother. I don’t show off, I look better, smell better, not full of myself.”

      “You don’t think you’re full of yourself?” She gave me a soft smile.

      I straightened up and grimaced. “No, not always. But he’s like that all the time.”

      “Okay, noted. You’re the better brother.”

      I looked her over and noted that something seemed off with her.

      “You okay, angel?”

      The minute I asked the look became more pronounced. Her cheeks flushed and that pained look engulfed the beautiful green of her eyes.

      “I am.” She pulled in a breath. “I was wondering if maybe I could take you up on the offer to work from home for the rest of the day.”

      “Of course you can, but how about you just take the rest of the day off.”

      “I couldn’t. There’s stuff to do.”

      She wouldn’t have been asking to work from home for no reason. It was clear from the first day that we entered the office that Summer worked hard. Maybe a little too hard.

      “Can it wait until tomorrow?”

      She thought for a few seconds. “I guess.”

      “Then leave it.”

      “Thanks, I appreciate it.”

      “Anytime, angel.”

      There it was again, the flicker of something in her eyes that told me she wasn’t as okay as she said.

      Seeing the pensive shimmer in the shadow of her eyes, I got up and walked around to her. I took her arm and pulled her closer so I could lean down and kiss the top of her head. She seemed to like that.

      “Thank you.” She whispered.

      With her long, graceful fingers, she reached up and touched my chin. I caught her hand just as she was about to withdraw it and held it to my chest.

      “What’s up with you?” I asked.

      Summer shook her head, opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. It was the gesture of someone who wanted to talk about what was wrong, but would rather not.

      “I’m okay.”

      “Do you want me to come home with you?”

      “No, I’m good.” She stepped away from me and backed away. “I’ll see you later.”

      Although she gave me a little smile, I knew it was forced because it didn’t reach her eyes the way it usually did.

      She left quickly too.

      I thought I’d get to work on Devon’s background checks now so that I could fit in everything around my afternoon meetings. If I could get home early enough I’d see if maybe she wanted to go out or make her dinner.

      I got the same off feeling about her as I did when I thought that something wasn’t quite right with Devon.

      It made me wonder what she must have gone through with her ex. It had to be him she was thinking about.

      If it was feeling bad about her father, I figured she would tell me.

      It got to me that some other man could have this hold on her.

      The question was, could I do anything about it?
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      I didn’t want to cry in front of Alex, or show my feelings.

      I knew he could see that I wasn’t myself and I didn’t want to talk about what was bothering me.

      Tom had called me again.

      More than once yesterday, and just before I went in to see Alex. I didn’t answer the phone on any occasion.

      After that last time, I realized I couldn’t deal with the anxiety it gave me at work.

      I just couldn’t, and I didn’t want to speak to him.

      I really didn’t.

      Tom calling was messing things up in my head. This was something I didn’t expect.

      I’d just started to feel like myself again, or truthfully better.

      Alex made me feel better than the normal me.

      Tom, however, had thrown me off balance.

      He had been my boyfriend for over eleven years. I saw myself having a future with this man. I imagined the whole thing. We’d get married, have a house, have children and spend the rest of our lives together.

      That was the order that I saw things going.

      He saw something else with Becca and ruined that vision for me. I loved him with everything in me, and the question I was faced with now was: was that love strong enough to make me forgive him?

      Was it strong enough to make me gloss over all that had happened with Becca and take him back?

      Was it real?

      I thought that maybe those questions would be easier to deal with had I not met Alex.

      I had to be crazy for even thinking about him, because I didn’t have a relationship with Alex. I never had. What we had was fun.

      But, it was something new that I liked.

      Something that was so strong it scared me because I’d never met anyone who’d had such an intense effect on me.

      When Alex looked at me I felt like he was looking at all of me, inside and out.

      It was a look that told me he wanted me, and was just as effective as if he’d said the words.

      So, with that in mind, how was I supposed to give my ex-boyfriend of eleven years, who cheated on me with my best friend, and never looked at me like he even loved me a chance?

      How?

      Besides, I felt that there were some things in this world that could literally kill love. I couldn’t get passed the day that I found out Tom and Becca were together, and had been together behind my back.

      How was I supposed to trust someone like that again? Add the fact that I’d be an idiot to take him back so shouldn’t even be considering it.

      I went to see Eilesh, who was completely against Tom. She flat out told me no, and not to give him a chance. Then reigned in her anger and told me to think it all through, and not allow him to push his way back into my life.

      I got back home about half an hour ago. It was six o’clock so I didn’t expect Alex to be back.

      His schedule took him up to six thirty today.

      I did appreciate the sweetness he showed me back at the office.

      It was what I needed, different in comparison to the emotion overload I felt when I was with him.

      The phone started buzzing when I went into the kitchen to grab a snack. I froze before looking at it and rested my hands on the smooth surface of the island.

      It buzzed on until it stopped, but then it started again.

      “Shit.” It was him. It had to be.

      I took the phone out of my pocket and confirmed it was Tom.

      It was ridiculous to keep on like this in this anxious state with him practically traumatizing me.

      I left Ohio to get away from the shit, and didn’t come here to have it here too.

      I couldn’t move on if he was going to keep doing this. The thought of the hindrance kicked my sense of bravado in gear and I answered the phone.

      “Summer.” He spoke before I did. “Is that you?” He sounded drained out.

      Speaking to him in real time was a lot more effective than listening to a recording of his voice.

      “It’s me.” I replied, tone cold.

      “Oh God, I thought that I would never hear your voice again. Summer, baby please tell me you listened to my message.”

      I found my hands shaking and tried to steady them.

      “I have.” My voice sounded so cold and emotionless it surprised me.

      There were a few seconds of silence then he spoke. “I really need to explain things Summer.”

      “I don’t think there’s anything left to explain.” Thank God, I was talking and saying the words I wanted to say. I could feel his surprise from here. When we were together I’d never sounded as defiant as I did just now.

      “There’s a lot. Summer, everything is complete shit. You have to understand what happened.”

      “Why? You and Becca not working out doesn’t give you some sort of access to come back to me, as if I’m the fail safe.” I felt proud of this me and welcomed her back.

      This was the version of me that took people on when they tried their nonsense with me. This was the Summer I was in court.

      Boy did I miss her.

      “You aren’t. I just realized what I lost, what I gave up and how I hurt you.”

      “And you didn’t before? Tom, my father was buried for two days when you came and told me about the two of you. Two days. And, I knew you were with her before that.”

      “Summer, I swear it wasn’t a continuous thing.”

      Hearing that confirmation gripped my insides and I started to welter like a rose that had stayed out in the sun for far too long. Parched from the beaming rays of the sun.

      Hearing him say that sapped my energy. It was one thing to have a feeling something had happened but to get the confirmation.

      Jesus, this was hell.

      “A continuous thing?” I didn’t know why but I felt I had to know the details. “When did it happen?”

      Silence filled the line to the point where I thought he’d hung up.

      “Tom,” I cried.

      “When you first went away to college. That was the first time we were together, and then …we…” his voice trailed off.

      “It was the whole time I was away. Wasn’t it?” I just went in for the kill, refuting his shit about it not being continuous.

      “Yes. We were on and off.”

      “God, you are such an asshole. How could you cheat on me with my best friend? Becca, of all the people. Someone close to me. Was it even just her?”

      I didn’t know how much more I could take. His silence said it all.

      “Summer, please.”

      I sucked in a sharp breath. “It wasn’t just her was it?”

      “No. It wasn’t. There were others.”

      I covered my mouth with my hand trying to hold the tears back in.

      The whole time I thought I had this long standing relationship with this man, it was all a joke. A joke inside my head.

      “Summer, I was a complete jerk and I didn’t know what I was doing. I was confused.”

      “You think that’s a good excuse? Were you confused when you were fucking Becca and God knows who else?” I snarled. “Didn’t you think it was wrong? Did it cross your mind that you had a girlfriend who loved you, and would have done anything for you.”

      “You were away all the time, and I didn’t see us working out. But then I realized that we did, but I was too late.”

      “Tom, if you were cheating on me the whole time, you were always too late. And then you asked Becca to marry you.”

      I didn’t realize I was crying until a tear dropped unto my elbow. Another followed, and another.

      “I asked her to marry me because she’s pregnant, Summer.”

      I gasped, stunned into deep astonishment.

      “What?”

      The bravado I’d taken on completely faded. Rose petals dried, body drained out in every sense.

      I had to sit down on the chair around the breakfast table and hang my head down.

      “She’s three months pregnant. I proposed because I thought it was the right thing to do.”

      “Fuck.” I couldn’t do this.

      “Summer, please listen to me. I knew it was the wrong thing and I knew that I couldn’t marry her because I love you. It’s always been you.”

      “You bastard. Don’t patronize me. You slept with my best friend and got her pregnant. You cheated on me, and you think this is okay to tell me that it’s always been me. Damn you!” I cried, hot tears spilling down my cheeks.

      “Summer, please. We were together for eleven years.” He said with emphasis. “Something must have kept us together for so long. We loved each other with the kind of love that doesn’t just go away. I called the wedding off it wasn’t right. She wasn’t you. Please, Summer, can’t you just think about it. I swear to God I’ll never, ever hurt you again because I’ll never love anyone the way that I love you.”

      What a disaster.

      What a damn disaster.

      My whole body trembled to the point where I couldn’t think straight.

      When I thought I suffered emotion overload with Alex I was wrong.

      That didn’t feel like this. With him it was more the case of me trying to slow my feelings down and not jump in head first.

      With Tom it felt … wrong.

      It all felt wrong. All of it.

      That kind of emotional overload was the type that could give a person a nervous breakdown.

      “You loved me once,” he reminded. “And maybe you stopped when you found out what I did, but love like ours doesn’t just go away. A part of you must still love me.” He added.

      Those words broke into me. Broke me right down.

      I did love him once, but it meant nothing.

      I’d loved him so much that I tried my hardest to make us work, make everything work. Both what I wanted and what he wanted. I tried and that was just the thing. It was me who tried, and that spanned over a lot of years.

      So yes, sure, I would never deny loving him once.

      But, he killed it.

      He’d killed everything I’d ever felt, and  this call was salt on my wounds that were starting to heal.

      He was toxic to me.

      “Tom, I really need you to leave me alone and stop calling me.” This was hurt. Heartbreak and hurt.

      “I won’t give up, Summer.”

      I didn’t answer. I just hung up.
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      Sometimes I really wished that I could be wrong.

      I started my checks on Devon with a clear mind, clear of my judgements and reservations.

      Clear of any suspicious thoughts I had towards him.

      I did the normal security checks first to get those out of the way. Those were all fine.

      Satisfied that Devon was clean that way, I then looked at his company website and did my own personal review I usually carried out when working with a company.

      First I’d go to their website and look over their updates, their products and services page and it helped if they had a section where their customers could leave reviews.

      Devon’s company had one of such, and being the professional businessman he was he had a really good webpage.

      Too good. That led me to a further search and I stumbled across a comment on Devon’s company left on a site called Which Investments. It was one of those community discussion sites that people threw out questions and answers.

      The comment stated:

      “Langdon Inc are a bunch of thieves. Investing in Bottlebrite ruined my life. Something has to be done about these people who take our money and leave us to rot in the dirt when everything goes to hell.”

      I looked up Bottlebrite, a company that specialized in these new age water bottles that were supposed to be made with water filters. Their shares plummeted recently and the company went bust.

      Seeing that made me go back to Devon’s website. I was simply checking to see the investments they’d recommended in the last few months.

      Doing that only heightened my suspicions, and further checks revealed that at least eighty percent of the investments they’d gotten people to invest in had gone down the drain. All the companies had gone bust.

      All of them.

      What were the chances of so many investments going wrong?

      It just screamed that something wasn’t right and now that I’d seen this for myself I worst didn’t want the case. I couldn’t remember a time in my life when I didn’t follow my instincts.

      I couldn’t ignore them now.

      On that thought I went straight to my parent’s house to see my father.

      When I walked into the living room he was sitting in the armchair reading a newspaper. Classical music played in the background, part of my mom’s collection, which meant he was missing her and maybe in a mood about it.

      He lifted his head when he saw me and frowned.

      “Do I even want to ask why you’re here?” Were his first words.

      Yup, he was definitely in a bad mood. Normally he would at least welcome me with a smile.

      It was late and I didn’t want to spend more time than necessary on this. I had Summer on my mind too and I was anxious to get home to see if she was okay.

      “Dad, did you know that more than three quarters of the investments Devon’s company sold in the last few months all had problems. The companies all went bust after a while leaving any shares held in them worthless.” Straight to the point.

      This was one of those times when I wished my father would hear me out and not think I was trying to defy him.

      “Alex, what relevance is that to your case?”  He rested the paper in his lap and brought his hands together.

      “It’s part of my vetting process. Checks I do before I take on a case.”

      Dad pulled in a haggard breath. “Did you do the standard security based checks on him?”

      “Yes.” I knew where he was going with this before he continued.

      “And was everything okay?”

      “They were fine, but that’s not the point. Dad, I work in finance law, you don’t just do a standard check on a client. Plus with so much money laundering going on these days you have to be careful. You absolutely know this, but you’re clouded by your friendship for the man.”

      The look he gave me now was on of sheer frustration. “I can’t believe you Alex, you’re going to mess this up aren’t you?”

      “I’m not messing anything up. Dad, something isn’t right. Something doesn’t feel right and doesn’t look right. This is the part where I’d get a PI involved and do further investigation.” Or I’d ask Marc. Damn it, he couldn’t go away for so long next time. If he was here I would have run it all past him and gotten his take on it. “Or, I simply wouldn’t do the case.”

      “Alex, can you give me concrete evidence of your suspicions? Or, even tell me what your suspicions are. Give me a label.”

      Fuck, this was absolute shit. He wasn’t budging, and this conversation was pointless. I didn’t have a label, I had suspicion.

      “You want me to find proof of something I suspect?”

      “No, I don’t. what I want is for you to stick to the case. Damn it, son, it’s a simple task. Stick to the case and stop looking for something wrong. We represent people who are guilty all the time and advise them within the remit of the law. You can’t play defense and prosecuting attorney all at once. You have to pick.”

      “It’s not about me trying to do both. I feel like he’s hiding something.”

      If your client was hiding information it didn’t matter if you were prosecuting or defending. The worry over not being upfront would bite if found out later.

      “Alex. You’re allowing your personal feelings to get in the way of the case. You don’t like Devon, I get it, but he’s a client who needs our help. He’s provided all the information we need. I looked the case over myself and I couldn’t see a need for anything else. If he’s hiding something then it’s his business and doesn’t affect our work. Your work.”

      “Dad –”

      “No!” He held up his hands. “Enough. No more of this. You are going out of your way to find fault and I’m tired of you doing things like this. This is it, Alex. You know no other firm would stand for your craziness. Some of the things you’ve done in the past are so outlandish you would have been fired on the spot. So this is it. If you’re going to mess things up and make us look bad, ruin my friendship with a friend I’ve known and trusted forever, then tell me now.”

      Dad was so furious his whole face turned red.

      In all my years I’d never seen him look like that, and I had admittedly done a lot of outlandish things.

      I’d just never come across a case like this where everything in me screamed don’t do it.

      But what choice did I have?

      I had to admit too that he was right. All I had were my suspicions. That’s it.

      The information I found earlier didn’t say much in regards to my case, but I got the feeling it would tell more if I looked a little deeper.

      Was I going to do that?

      “I’m being serious, Alex. I want an answer. If you want to be part of the senior partnership this is the way. Are you in?”

      “Yes.” I felt my own anger rise within me.

      Since I had nothing further to say I walked out, leaving him.

      This was the first time in my life that I felt restrained. Normally I’d have some form of control, even minimal.

      I hated feeling this way. Hated it like nothing else. But I wanted the damn partnership. Wanted it badly.

      I seethed all the way home as I thought about how I was actually going to pull off working this case without feeling like something was wrong.

      It wasn’t until I got inside and saw something else that I wanted that my frustration abated.

      All thoughts drained out of my mind when I looked at the angel sitting on the sofa watching some chick flick.

      Meet Joe black.

      My mom loved that film and watched it over and over again. She liked anything like that.

      I looked at Summer sitting there wearing, to my surprise, one of my shirts and a pair of sexy as hell denim shorts that showed off her golden legs.

      She had that mass of platinum hair up on top of her head in one of those loose buns. It drew my attention to her high exotic cheekbones, but also to the sadness that was evident on her face.

      She had the light dimmed while the film played, but I still saw everything.

      It wasn’t until I walked up to her that she noticed me.

      Summer straightened up, eyes red, face blotchy looking like she’d been crying.

      “Hi.” Even her voice sounded shaky.

      I kneeled down next to her and reached for her hand.

      “Hello angel. Are you okay?” There was no way I couldn’t ask. Just like earlier.

      “I’m okay.” She seemed a little shaken, definitely not like herself, for what I’d seen so far.

      “You’re in my shirt.” I smiled at her.

      “My clothes, um … I left them in the washing machine.” She blinked.

      I could have said something flirty, like she didn’t have to wear clothes if she didn’t want to, but held back. She didn’t look like she was in the mood for that tonight, or me being that way with her.

      “Looks good on you.” My shirt swamped her tiny frame but still managed to look sexy on her. “Bad day?”

      She nodded, eyes cast down. “The worst in a while.”

      “You want to talk about it?”

      She shook her head slowly and the tear that ran down her cheek clenched at my heart. I didn’t want anything or anyone making her cry.

      I remembered when she came to me for help when the rats were in her apartment. I felt for her then too.

      She was crying then. This felt different.

      “Can I at least sit with you?”

      She lifted her head and gazed at me. “Yes, I’d really like that.”

      I stood up and shrugged out of my jacket, then I took my place next to her.

      When she leaned against my chest, I placed my arm around her.

      It felt like we’d always been like this. Like we were supposed to be like this.

      “You’re heart’s beating so fast.” She whispered against my shirt pressing her hand to the flat of my stomach.

      “That’s cos I’m not used to having angels on my chest.” I stroked the side of her neck.

      She lifted her head. “Alex, why do you call me that?” The look in her eyes showed an eagerness that told me she really wanted to know. Like it meant something to her.

      I thought for a moment as I watched and straightened up a little. “Angels are the most perfect beings I know. Flawless and beautiful inside and out. But the best part is it’s their inner beauty that overpowers everything else. The outer appearance is just a bonus.”

      “You think that about me?” she asked, barely able to get the words out. More tears streamed down her cheeks.

      “I know so.”

      “How? You barely know me.”

      “So you keep telling me.” I grinned. “If I’d known you for years would you believe me more?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “I personally don’t need to know you for any length of time to tell you what I see. But I seriously hope that the people who’ve known you for years make you feel better than me. I’m actually jealous.”

      “Don’t be.” She broke down.

      I straightened up and cupped her face. “What’s wrong, baby? Talk to me.”

      Her lower lip trembled, quivering as more sadness and tears clouded her features.

      “I can’t…” she winced.

      Whatever it was must have been real bad.

      Instead of persisting, I did the only thing I could and took her back into my arms.

      She rested her head near my heart which never beat like this before.

      “I got you.” I whispered into her ear.

      When she took hold of my hand and held on to it something I wasn’t prepared for happened to me.

      She felt like she was mine and my heart ached to see her in pain.
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        * * *

      

      “I don’t love him. I don’t love Tom anymore.” Saying the words sounded freeing as if I’d slipped out of the bonds that had held me down for the last few weeks.

      “Shouldn’t you sound a little happier than that?” Eilesh asked.

      We’d been on the phone now for a few minutes. She’d called every chance she got since the last time I’d spoken to Tom.

      I sighed and pressed the phone to my ear while I shuffled around on my chair.

      “Its left me bitter, Eilesh. The whole thing. I feel like a fool.”

      “I understand. I do, and I wish that I could do something to make you feel better.”  Her voice sounded weak.

      “Talking to you helps.”

      “I still wish I could do more. Summer, it’s all such a mess. I can’t begin to understand how you must feel.”

      I couldn’t quite begin to describe it. And, the situation was worsened by Tom’s continuous calls. He’d called every other day for the last two and a half weeks.

      I’d taken the plunge and decided to change my number tomorrow. The one I had, had been with me for the last six years. I knew it off by heart and it had just become a part of me. I didn’t want to have to resort to changing it but I didn’t know how much I could take of his constant calls which were now bordering on harassment.

      I wasn’t sure who in their right mind would expect to not only have forgiveness, but for me to take him back.

      Really?

      “I just want to stop feeling bitter.”

      “Would that include giving more thought to Alex?” Curiosity filled her voice.

      God, this really was such a mess because I was so scared of the feelings I’d developed for Alex that I’d avoided him as best as I could.

      For two and a half weeks the poor guy had done all the he could to see if I was okay, help me in whatever way he could, or just talk to me but I just kept myself to myself.

      “I shouldn’t.”

      “Shouldn’t? That sounds vague, and full of possibility.” Her soft chuckle filled the line.

      Realistically, I should have kept the focus on my career. Working at Sullivan’s was the only step I’d made so far in the right direction.

      But something had happened to me in the last few weeks that I couldn’t overlook.

      I felt terrible that day when I found out that Becca was pregnant, and that Tom had cheated on me for years.

      I felt like I was nothing, not important enough to be valued, and like something must have been wrong with me for him to have treated me that way.

      But then Alex came home and called me angel. How many times had he called me that since I’d met him?

      More times than I counted, and I’d never asked why until that night.

      Hearing him describe me as perfect and flawless reached into my soul and awakened something that I didn’t know existed. He’d pried open my closed heart that I was trying so hard to keep from breaking any more than it had.

      That was the part that scared me, and what I was afraid to feel. All these weeks I’d sensed it coming and wanted to hold back.

      “I shouldn’t.” I repeated, talking more to myself than to her.

      “Why?” Eilesh’s voice brought me out of my thoughts. “Why shouldn’t you? He’s not Tom. I understand that you’re hurt and bitter about what’s happened, but does that mean you should make yourself more miserable. The man is practically throwing himself at you. God, can’t you just use him for sex?” She laughed.

      I had to laugh too. “Right, Eilesh, I’m supposed to use my one night stand guy who happens to be my boss for sex.”

      If that didn’t sound like digging a hole for myself I didn’t know what did. Add the fact that I liked him, and he knew it was a time bomb.

      “He’s not though. He’s not a one night stand. A one night stand doesn’t go looking for you to make sure your safe, spoils you rotten, flies you around in his plane, and calls you his angel.”

      I pressed my lips together and held my breath.

      I hadn’t really thought about him in that way, or maybe it was more like I was trying not to for fear that I would see more of what I wanted and indulge on the desire I felt when I was with him.

      “Shall I continue?” Eilesh asked with another giggle knowing she’d made a good point.

      “No, don’t. Eilesh, I don’t want to like him too much. Fun is fun, but feeling is different.”

      “I totally get that, and I know you don’t want to risk heartbreak but that doesn’t mean you have to walk on egg shells for the rest of your life avoiding anyone you may  feel for.”

      Subconsciously, that was actually the plan.

      “I could try.” I sighed and hugged my knees to my chest.

      “Summer, you’re a smart girl, and I’m your friend. You can’t live like that. It’s not a good way to be. You like him. There’s nothing wrong with exploring that and becoming closer.”

      “Being closer changes everything.” It felt stupid to say that since Alex and I had gotten as close as we could get. “And then there’s Ashfords.” That had been at the back of my mind, but very much there.

      “That is so not even something you should be worried about. Plus, I don’t think he’d care about that. I was concerned in the beginning, but now that you guys are close it’s different. It’s just work. Nothing more, and not anything to worry about.”

      I heard the front door open and close. Alex was home.

      It was nearly eight. He’d been busy all week which was perfect for my avoidance tactics but he still came in to check on me before going to bed.

      My eyes darted towards the door and I moved the phone slightly away from my ear so I could listen out better.

      “He’s back.” I muttered.

      “Good. I’ll dash then.”

      I could hear him coming up the stairs, then his footsteps sounded near the door.

      “See you tomorrow for lunch?”

      “Yes, let’s try that new pizza place. They do a great garlic and herb base.”

      Sounded good.

      “Sure.”

      “Oh, Summer. Remember what I said. Also I’ll just highlight that most women would sign up to be in your shoes right now. I mean the part about living with an uber gorgeous man who’s begging you to be his.”

      I sighed at that, unable to argue. “Noted, Eilesh.

      Alex knocked on the door.

      “Stay strong, and remember safe sex.” She giggled and hung up before I could answer. That little minx knew exactly what to do to shock me. I felt my damn cheeks turn red.

      “It’s open.” I called out and twisted around in my chair to look at him as he opened the door.

      He’d had his beard trimmed and his hair looked sharp like he was going out.

      His eyes sparkled when he looked over at me and he came inside.

      “I’m ordering a pizza, I just thought I’d check to see if you ate.” He smiled.

      “I’m okay, I’ve eaten.” I had a sandwich for dinner and didn’t feel like anything else. Lately my appetite had been non-existent.

      “What did you eat?” he asked, the smile toning down.

      “Fish.” I’d had a tuna sandwich.

      “Fish doesn’t fill you up.” He folded his arms.

      “And pizza is unhealthy.” I threw back.

      “Okay, I’ll make you a vegetable stir fry then.”

      “I’m not hungry, Alex.”

      He sighed and furrowed his brows.

      I’d turned down every opportunity to hang out with him, giving one excuse or another. Last week I thought the best excuse ever was telling him it was the time of the month and I had cramps. Tom used to practically flee from me during those times.

      However, Mr. Alex surprised the absolute hell out of me by going out into the night –past nine o’clock –to the drug store and brought every kind of thing possible that would make me feel better. A hot water bottle covered with pink fur, Tylenol, lavender drops and all of this other herbal stuff that smelled amazing.

      And he didn’t stop there, he bought me a basket of chocolate and then gave me the next day off work.

      He marched over to the window, grabbed one of the little chairs  and brought it over to sit down in front of me. Alex then leaned forward and stared at me.

      “You’ve been avoiding me. Why?”

      Straight to the point as usual.

      “I haven’t.” I lied.

      “Bullshit. You’re avoiding me. Summer, I barely even see you at work. And when I do see you it’s for like five minutes a day.”

      Five minutes was all I could take. Any longer and I’d start thinking. And feeling.

      I couldn’t handle that magnetic pull I felt from him. It was too much and exactly like holding opposite ends of a damn magnet together.

      “I’m busy. You know how much work comes in for you each day and there’s all the files.” The paperwork for each case was enormous and it didn’t help that he specialized in so many areas either, because I had to order in separate drawers to keep it all organized. I didn’t know how his previous PA kept everything together.

      “The files.”

      “Yes, the files. Maybe if you weren’t so busy we’d see more of each other. Anyway, I should sleep I have to get to work early tomorrow.”

      He looked truly annoyed when I said that. Truly annoyed, and it made me feel bad.

      “Go to dinner with me tomorrow night.” He said quickly.

      My breathing stilled then sped up again making my pulse race.

      Dinner meant spending time together.

      Every time I spent time with this man, I ended up paralyzed and left at his mercy. The first night I slept with him. Then every time after that I ended up locked in his embrace kissing him.

      “I’m busy.”

      “Busy doing what?”

      Think fast. “Sorting out paperwork.”

      He grimaced. “Jesus, I can’t believe you’d first of all lie to me, then not have the decency to come up with something better than paperwork. Fuck the paperwork Summer, let’s go to dinner.”

      “What kind of dinner is this?” This was stupid. I was being stupid and annoying. I felt like strangling me, or at the very least slapping myself.

      “I’m asking you out on a date, a dinner date where we eat food. Italian, you said you like Italian food. I’ll take you to an Italian restaurant.”

      My cheeks flushed. That did sound perfect, and I wanted to say yes, but I wasn’t sure if I could.

      I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out.

      “I’m still waiting, Summer, my offer is still there. It’s been weeks.” He held my gaze. “I know something’s up and you don’t want to talk about it, so I’ve been purposely holding off. You could at least have dinner with me.”

      “Maybe some other time.”

      In typical Alex style he didn’t take no for an answer, and had to do something outlandish.

      He slid down to his knees and took hold of my thighs. I had on a pair of denim shorts that frayed around the edges. He pushed the material up and tried to touch as much of my leg as possible.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’m begging and touching.” He smiled up at me.

      I laughed at the pleading face he made. “Alex, you are so crazy.”

      “No. Just doing what’s necessary, and taking the chance to touch you. God, you smell so good.” He ran his fingers along my bare thighs making my skin tingle at his touch. Then he rested his head in my lap.

      My nipples hardened as I watched him. His eyes turned darker to that liquid silver making me see exactly what he felt.

      He was turned on, as much as I was.

      His fingers ran up close to where my shorts stopped and he lingered there, just at the edge of my inner thighs.

      “I remember here.” He stated referring to my skin. “And here.” With his index finger he traced a line up and over my center making me instantly wet.

      “Alex.” This was already too much.

      “Summer.” He gave me a sexy, mischievous smile I found difficult to resist. “I’m still waiting to explore your limits, Summer.”

      The same moment that I rested my hands on his shoulders he took hold of my waist and swooped me up.

      I squealed and started laughing.

      Alex sat back down in his chair and placed me on his lap, locking me there so I wouldn’t move.

      “I’m done talking about work, and playing boss and PA.”

      “But that’s what we are.” I smiled as he leaned in and kissed my neck.

      “No baby, we were whatever we were first.”

      “What was that?” Saying one night stand didn’t seem right, especially since Eilesh pointed out all the ways he wasn’t.

      “Still waiting to find out. Accept my offer. How long are you going to do this?”

      “What?”

      “Pretend you don’t want me. Come here.” He crooked his finger and beckoned me closer for a kiss. “Kiss me and clear your mind of everything else.”

      That sounded like heaven. A kiss and a clear mind.

      I moved in to his lips that captured mine and devoured me.

      I’d forgotten how good he was at this. Like he was born to do it. It felt like it was a lifetime ago since we did this and I could have kicked myself for allowing Tom to stop me from doing this every day.

      We skipped past the usual teasing and got straight to tasting each other. He sucked on my tongue sending me into oblivion and groaned when I did the same to him.

      Hearing that deep masculine groan ripple from deep within his chest spoke to my inner needs too.

      Sliding his hand up my waist he went up to cup my left breast and squeezed.

      “Show me.” He breathed against my lips.

      “What?”

      With his finger going over my nipples, running backwards and forwards I knew exactly what he meant.

      “These.” He pointed to my breasts. “I’ve been good. I deserve to see.” His eyes turned dark with desire as he watched me with that predatory look.

      Controlled by the force he held over me, I undid the buttons on my top and allowed the fabric to fall open exposing my bra. His eyes widened and fixed on my breasts waiting with anticipation and raw hunger.

      A low growl rumbled from deep within his chest when I snapped open the clasp holding my bra together and my breasts spilled out, bobbing and swaying as I moved.

      “God.” He groaned. “Beautiful and perfect.” He traced the heft of my breasts leaving me feeling like I was on fire, but also sending shivers throughout my body. The contrast was intriguing.

      He pulled me closer so I could feel the bulge of his erection pressing into my center and smiled, knowing I could feel him.

      My whole body responded to his eager touch as he molded and shaped my breasts , stroking the nipples with his thumb.

      As he took my left nipple into his mouth, working the tips to life, his hand skated down my back pressing me deeper into his mouth. I gasped and moaned deep releasing my own desire and the restraint I placed on myself.

      I relished him, everything about him. The clean scent of fresh pine that clung to him, his skin on mine, his desire for me, his need for me.

      It fueled mine for him.

      My mind drifted as he continued to suck, lulling me away from reality but then the buzz of my phone brought me back. It cut into the heated moment and dragged me back to what I tried to escape.

      He released me and looked at my phone on the desk next to us. I looked too and froze when I saw Tom’s name flash up on the screen.

      Alex looked at me, a question in his eyes that intensified when he saw that I didn’t answer the phone.

      I allowed it to buzz on and slid off his lap so I could fix my clothes back on.

      It buzzed on the desk filling the silence between us, and like every other time since I spoke to Tom I allowed it to ring out.

      My eyes met Alex’s when the noise stopped.

      “Who’s Tom?”

      I shook my head deciding I didn’t want to talk about Tom.

      “Is that him? Is Tom your ex?” Bold silver eyes bore into me, heated with the blaze of anger. “Tell me Summer.”

      “Yes.” My voice sounded fragile.

      “Why’s he calling?” Anger grew in his eyes.

      “He wants me back.”

      “You spoke to him?”

      “Alex, I can’t do this now.” I couldn’t talk about it.

      “Are you going back to him?” Something else besides the anger flashed in his eyes. It looked like fear.

      “No.” I replied. “I’m not.”

      “Do you… do you still love him?”

      I shook my head. “No.” That was an answer I could give with ease.

      He straightened up at the same time the phone started ringing again.

      Shock consumed me when he picked it up and answered it.

      “What are you…” I attempted but stopped mid-sentence when Alex started talking to Tom.

      “Hello Tom, this is Alex. You need to stop calling Summer. Now. If you don’t, you’ll have me to deal with.”

      I brought my hands up to my cheeks.

      Alex stood up looking enraged. I wondered what Tom’s response was and what he was saying now.

      “Don’t fuck with me, don’t do it!” Alex balked down the phone. My breathing stilled as I continued to look on in utter disbelief. “I’m not a man to be played with. I don’t give a shit about you being any fucking long term boyfriend. I would be ashamed to call myself that if I cheated on my girl constantly. Should have kept your dick under control. Don’t call her ever again.”  He hung up and whirled around to face me, nostrils flared and eyes still wide with rage.

      I’d never had anyone stand up for me before. Never, and definitely not like that.

      He walked over to me an stopped a breath away.

      “I’m sorry I don’t usually lose it like that, and I don’t like talking like that in front of you. I –”

      “Thank you.” I cut in. “Thank you.”

      It was something towards justice for me that I could take from this disaster.

      “You’re welcome. Why didn’t you tell me you spoke to him?”

      “It’s hard to talk.”

      “Summer, are you sure you don’t still love him?”

      “I don’t.” That was the truth.  “I’m hurt. I’m deeply hurt because I can’t believe that someone I knew for so long, and trusted, could treat me the way he did.”

      Tom had disgusted me with his actions. All I wanted now was for him to leave me alone and allow me to move on.

      Alex looked like he wanted me to elaborate so I did.

      “Tom called a few weeks ago to tell me the wedding was off, and that he proposed to my friend because she’s pregnant. He thought telling me that he felt he was doing the wrong thing would make me take him back.”

      “I see.” He sympathized. “That is truly messed up and makes me feel sick. How long were you with him?” Alex looked curious.

      “Eleven years.” It sounded so strange to say because it really was a long time.

      Alex looked surprised by that, and a little thrown. “That’s a really long time.

      “We met in high school. I was seventeen and he was all I ever knew.”

      “All you ever knew?” He asked with narrowed eyes. It was only then that I realized what I said and my whole body flushed with embarrassment. “He was the only man you’d ever been with?” he asked like it was so hard to believe.

      “And …you.”

      He blinked several times, opened his mouth to speak but closed it again.

      “Me?” He said more to himself than me.

      “It’s not a big deal. I just…”

      “It’s a big deal.” He held my gaze for a few seconds before continuing. “I would never hurt you the way he has.”

      “No?” I didn’t know how he could say that.

      “No.”

      “You can’t know that.”

      “I do,” he smiled.

      “How?”

      “Because Tom was an idiot, and he couldn’t have wanted you more than me. I want you in every way that a man could want a woman, and I won’t lie and tell you otherwise.”

      I wasn’t sure if my brain could work to answer him.

      “Forget him. Can you do that?” He added.

      “I already have.”

      “Good.” A slow smile smoothed along his lips. “My offer is still on the table Summer… just waiting. You might want to give me an answer. No more of this torture and resistance.” His eyes turned that liquid silver. “Just be mine again.”

      His.

      I felt like I already was.

      He walked up to me and planted a kiss on my forehead, lingering there for a few seconds with his lips pressed to my skin.

      He then backed away. As he did, the fog clear from my mind, and a flicker of anticipation dance through me.

      I didn’t want to resist anymore and I didn’t want to be miserable.

      That was last year’s story.

      My career was being taken care of, so that just left me.

      Forget Tom?

      Absolutely, and definitely for a man who wanted me to be his.

      A new found determination filled me, awakening the part of me that I’d restrained for far too long.

      It awakened and told me that I wanted to be his too, and I could no longer resist the irresistible.
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      “Man I swear to God. All manner of shit happens to me when you go away.” I gushed.

      “You put yourself through shit, Alex.” Marc raised his dark brows and laughed

      “No, it comes to get me every time you go somewhere. I’m convinced.”

      Marc continued to laugh and adjusted his cufflinks. “I forget how much babysitting you need.”

      I laughed too. He’d come back yesterday, and should have probably taken today off to recover and get back to Chicago time but came into work because he knew I could do with seeing him.

      We’d sat in my office for over an hour. I’d brought him up to speed on the recent developments and we’d talked like we always did.

      Having him back was good for me.

      Talking to him in person was even better, although I was having a difficult time concentrating.

      I was stuck on what happened last night.

      Stuck on knowing that I was the second man Summer had been with.

      I wished I could have been her only, but that wasn’t fair since I was shamefully a far cry from being that innocent.

      I thought of Summer again and her gorgeous body. The image of her undoing her buttons for me filled my mind and made my cock stir.

      God, I wanted that woman so badly my whole body ached. I only left her last night because  I wanted to be the only thing on her mind. I didn’t want her thinking about that damn Tom when she was with me.

      I wanted her all to myself, every part of her. Mind, body, and soul.

      I’d held back when I was on the phone to Tom. I would have lashed out a lot more if she wasn’t in the room with me.

      It was unbelievable that anyone could do what he did and hurt her like that. Last night was something else and I could have killed the asshole for interrupting what would have been a wild sex filled night. But then I suppose that if he hadn’t called I wouldn’t have known what was going on with Summer.

      It all made sense now.

      I wouldn’t have known all that she’d gone through. I still got the feeling though that there was more.

      Call it intuition.

      She’d told me a lot, heck it was more than the average person had to deal with, but I felt I’d gotten to know her well enough that I could tell more was on her mind. There was something else she wasn’t saying, but it was fine. I didn’t want to pry too much. If she wanted to tell me she would hopefully do so eventually.

      We seemed to have gotten somewhere though. We’d made progress.

      “Earth to Alex.” Marc was waving his hand in front of me and looking at me like he’d said something.

      I hadn’t heard a word.

      “I’m sorry man. My mind is elsewhere.”

      “Yup, I can see that. Specifically on blonde hair and green eyes. Can’t wait to see her in person.”

      “She’s great.”

      “What are you going to do about the settlement meeting?” Marc asked

      The damn meeting was next Friday and I still felt really uncomfortable about it.

      Although it infuriated me to no end that my father wouldn’t hear me out, I decided that I’d follow orders and lay my suspicions to rest.

      I had to if I wanted a shot at the senior partnership.

      I knew my father was trying to teach me to focus and stick to a plan. But, what made me good was instinct.

      I always felt that you needed to know when to divert from the plan, and when you had to be flexible and adaptable.

      However, those qualities were all bad in his book.

      “This case doesn’t feel good to me. I don’t trust Devon. Not one bit, Marc.” I shook my head.

      Marc looked concerned. “You never take on a case you feel bad about. And Devon isn’t exactly our favorite person.” He knew Devon and their family. We’d all travelled in the same circles growing up.

      “My dad’s on my ass, Marc. He doesn’t want to hear anything I have to say that’s not relevant to the case.”

      “You know I’ll always support you. I admit, you have your moments but you’ve never done anything without reason.”

      “My dad thinks I’m reckless, and doesn’t want me ruining the good name of Sullivan’s when he retires.” That was it.

      Mom came back a few nights ago and we had a long, overdue conversation. She explained the situation the same way Preston had. She said my father was just making sure the company got taken care of. She didn’t like the idea, but she understood my father’s motives.

      What neither had said, but was obvious, was that my father’s real worry was in me ruining the firms name.

      “So that’s it, you’re suspicious and you’re just going to let that slide?”

      “Yeah, I’ll do my job. Nothing more, nothing less.” Basics and process.

      “Really?” Marc asked tilting his head to the side.

      “I can’t do anything else.”

      “Alex, it’s weird that so many investments went bust. It screams suspicious and Sullivan’s have a stake in it if something goes wrong.”

      “I know.” I nodded.

      Apart from representing someone who could be shady, my father being on the board of directors at Langdon Inc. wouldn’t be good for us as a firm if it was found that Devon was doing something illegal.

      “Look at what happened at Ashfords. Everyone got dragged into that whole scandal. The innocent along with the guilty.”

      I sighed and nodded remembering when that happened. It was really bad and a lot of trust was lost.

      I would hate for anything like that to happen to us. It wouldn’t be the same thing because I knew my father wasn’t into fraud and theft, but what if Devon was.

      At Ashfords there was hardly a member of the senior management that hadn’t had some part to play in the whole scam and scandal. That was why it left such a black mark in the whole legal and financial world.

      There was more than eighteen months in the space between it all going down but I knew there were some firms who still wouldn’t take on former employees.

      “I can’t go digging around, Marc. If there’s nothing to find I’ll just cause more upset and tension.”

      “Well, maybe you can’t. But that doesn’t stop me.” Marc smirked.

      I straightened up and chuckled. This felt like one of our little schemes we used to pull back in high school and college.

      “My father will know I put you up to it.”

      “Alex, you know I have my ways. No one has to know anything. Let me check it out. See what I find. If there’s nothing then there’s nothing to find. It may take a while though, so you’ll have to play nice.”

      I didn’t know if having him do that was a good idea. I got the feeling that even if I found evidence of something my father would still shoot me down. What he didn’t like was the idea of me going out of my way to find fault, especially since what I was looking for wasn’t part of the case.

      Honestly, the whole thing had worn me down and I just wanted to be done with it. Until then I had to put up and shut up. Two things that were against me.

      I heard a tap at the door and I knew it was Summer. Immediately my spirits lifted.

      “This sounds like my angel.” I smiled

      Marc chuckled. “Cool.”

      “Come in.” I called out.

      She did and my heart stilled when I saw her.

      I didn’t see her leave this morning so I didn’t get the chance to prep myself for the sexiness she displayed before us.

      Before me.

      Unlike the professional business wear she usually wore she had on a black vintage halter neck dress. It enunciated her delicious breasts showing off her deep cleavage and tapered out into a flair that danced about her thighs.

      Her hair was down and looked stylish with the loose curls that graced the ends.

      As if that wasn’t bad enough, she’d done that smoky thing with her eyes which made her eyes look bigger, sultry and seductive and she wore heels.

      All the air left my body and I couldn’t remember what I was saying, or even if I was talking prior to her entrance.

      I saw Marc’s eyes widen at the sight of her and the pair of us stared like two teenage boys hyped up on crazy hormones.

      “Hi,” her voice cut into our stares.

      Marc was my savior, he covertly moved his leg under the desk and kicked me breaking the trance that had charmed me.

      “Hi. Summer, this is my best friend Marc.” Quickly, I got it together and regained some ounce of my brain.

      “Hi Marc.” She smiled and came closer to shake his hand.

      “Heard a lot about you. Great to meet you.” Marc answered in his normal way.

      I smelled the sweetness of her perfume and had the urge to kiss her right here and now.

      “You too.” She smiled at him sweetly then returned her gaze to me, meeting the heat of my gaze with her own. “I was wondering when you’d be going to lunch.”

      It was lunch time, I didn’t even realize. I had a call to make and a few other things I had to do before a meeting later. “Maybe another hour or two.”

      “Oh, that’s a shame I’m going now.”

      It was the way she fixated on the syllables of now that held my attention. I was looking at her glossy lips and the swell of the breasts that I’d indulged on last night and I couldn’t think straight.

      I wanted to tell her I’d gladly eat her but held back because of Marc, although he was used to me.

      “Have a good lunch.” I heard myself say.

      “Thanks, you too.” She gave me a little smile and Marc a curt nod.

      I had the pleasure of watching her perfect ass as she walked out , saving the view to memory.

      “Something is wrong with you.” Marc leaned forward and snapped his fingers in front of my face.

      “What. What? What’d I do?”

      “Dude, you must have lost it while I was away. She was trying to tell you she wanted to see you now. Even I got that part and I’m usually the clueless one.”

      Fuck.

      That was it, I’d had enough. No more thinking about work and the senior partnership shit. I needed a break from it. It was throwing me off my game.

      How’d I miss that?

      The dress, the shoes, the way Summer had come in here. It was for me.

      Lust immediately filled me at the thought.

      “I’m going.” I rose to my feet and was out the door before Marc could make another comment.

      I moved under the thrall of the force that had always drawn me to her. It reached out to that wild taste of adventure that beckoned me to do whatever it willed.

      That taste that made me give up whatever worry I had on my mind to fulfill that need.

      I found her near my father’s office talking to Kayla.

      Her angelic presence captivated me and lulled me into thinking of nothing else but having her, and making her mine.

      It must have been the intensity of my stare that made her turn towards me as I approached.

      Kayla looked at me too but I couldn’t spare the second it would take to say hi. I just took Summer’s hand and led her away.

      I ushered her around the corner, away from everyone, into the janitors’ store room.

      I made sure I locked the door with the key before closing the space between us, practically pouncing on her.  I claimed her delicious lips with a savage, earth shattering kiss that made a shudder run through me.

      It was a brazen kiss that held nothing back, wild and filled with passion.

      I couldn’t control my greed to possess her, to have her, be inside her.

      And her…

      God, I noticed straightaway how badly she wanted me.

      Her kisses were hard and searching, searing against my lips.

      My hands couldn’t work fast enough to pull at her clothes. She felt like coming home, tasted like a rare, delicacy that kept you coming back for more.

      As our lips crashed together I cupped her face bringing her closer, tasting the sweetness of her hot wet mouth when she opened for me.

      She reached up with her delicate hands and touched my face, but I swear I felt the touch inside my soul.

      I moved back with her into the wall pressing her against it.

      My hands ran over her gorgeous breasts, feeling the hardness of her nipples that drove me wild with need and wild with desire.

      I squeezed her softly eliciting a moan that I felt from her chest to mine.

      I just managed to loosen the strap holding the dress together at her neck when she moved away.

      “No, come back, angel.” I caught her arm and pulled her back. She giggled making me smile.

      “Alex, we’re in the store room. We can’t do anything in here. People will hear us.”

      “I don’t care, we could be outside. I still wouldn’t care.”

      I didn’t, not one bit.

      Desperation and need fueled me. I wanted her to be mine again, and I wanted her now. I cupped her face and brought her back to me for a kiss.

      I then picked her up and moved further into the room. She wrapped her smooth legs around my waist.

      Delicate fingers ran through my hair bringing warmth to my scalp as her fingertips brushed against my skin.

      I pressed her up against the wall and moved away from her lips, wanting to see her face, and the pleasure filled look on it.

      There it was, along with the whole package of her, just for me.

      I took in the ethereal vision of her, committing this image of her to my memory. The wildness in her ruffled hair, glistening against the sunshine, dress exposing her breasts heaving in that silky black bra and riding up her thighs, desire in her eyes.

      It filled me with raw passion.

      “Tell me you want me.” I wanted to hear her say it. I wanted to know if she felt that magnetic life-force that pulsed between us, that drove me to this insane attraction to her.

      “You know I do.” She answered through soft pants.

      “Tell me.” I’d always told her, so she knew. I wanted to know too.

      I lowered her to the ground giving her the chance to reach up and she smoothed her hand over my cheek. She gave me one of her sweet smiles and spoke the words I was eager to hear.

      “I want you, Alex. I want you in all the ways a woman wants a man.”

      Unexpected elation surged through me and I took her again kissing her.

      She tried to talk again but I silenced her by running my hands across her thighs, straight up to the entrance of her slick opening to feel that she was soaked. My fingers there made her knees buckle, throwing her off balance, but I caught her.

      I wanted to taste her but if I did I knew I wouldn’t last. My cock was already straining against my pants and I didn’t want to embarrass myself by finishing before we’d began. I’d been hard since last night, and I’d gone past that point of controlling myself.

      Everything was beyond control.
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        * * *

      

      When Alex kissed me the world faded into a mass of nothingness.

      That wicked, devilish smile lifted the corners of his mouth now. It weakened me as he claimed my lips once more, teasing my tongue with his, exploring my mouth , his hands wondering all over me.

      God, could anything feel better than his kiss and his touch?

      He had the ability to make me feel instant pleasure without doing very much.

      His lips felt like fire on mine, scorching me and sending a blast of heat that sizzled every nerve in my body.

      We kissed each other with raw hunger, tearing away at each other’s clothes until I stood before him in my little black thong and he was just in his pants.

      Ripples of muscles tensed a my touch feeling more solid and hard.

      When I woke up this morning, I felt excited at the thought of being with him. It was all I could think about. I hadn’t felt that kind of excitement in years and I decided that I had to push all the bad things that had happened to me right to the back of my mind.

      Whatever it was I felt for Alex spoke directly to my emotions and engaged my soul.

      Being with him had never felt wrong even when I’d just met him.

      It always felt right.

      It felt like living.

      “I need you now, angel.” He groaned against a kiss he placed on my neck. “Want to suit me up?”

      My ears were already ringing, but now I had to contend with the drumming of my pounding heart.

      I nodded, trying not to look too eager at the chance to touch him.

      He reached into his back pocket and handed me a condom packet. Magnum extra-large.

      I took it, then ventured to the zipper to his pants. Once I slid that down the pants drifted down his legs revealing Calvin Kline boxers.

      The sight of him stole my breath away, and the tattoos just served to make him look truly delicious.

      I looked at the boxers and felt my heart flutter signaling that it was at least still working. I decided on taking the condom out first, then moved the soft cotton fabric down his waist, down his hips, away until his massive cock jutted free of restriction.

      The boxers drifted down his legs and he stepped out of them.

      The wicked smile on his face returned when I took hold of his length and rolled the condom down from the tip to the base of his shaft.

      He reached out and played with my nipples, rolling them between his fingers and making me wetter.

      “Ready to go.”

      “Yes.” I answered giving him a little smile.

      He turned me to face the wall and ran his fingers down my spine as he positioned me.

      “Hold on tight baby.”

      I tensed when he moved the side of my thong away and pressed the fat head of his cock against my core. Then slowly he made his way inside me. One inch at a time until I felt full of him, full of passion, full of what I wanted.

      What I craved.

      I wasn’t sure which gripped me more. That or the way that my whole body tingled from the arousal that seized it.

      I gasped and reached for the edge of the wall where it curved into the corner. It felt like someone had lit a haze of fire around me, around us, but instead of being burned from the flame it was a burning of intense pleasure.

      The walls of his chest hardened as he slid in deeper making him buried to the hilt. A deep growl rumbled into my ear and his hot, sexy breath caressed the skin on my neck.

      More pleasure filled me when he wrapped his arm around me and placed one had over my breasts so he could squeeze me. The other hand ran down the flat surface of my stomach and back down to my waist. That was all he did but I came right there moaning into a needy orgasm. I was vaguely aware that we were in the cupboard, so I tried my best to keep my voice low.

      “Scream if you want to baby. Right now is about us. No one and nothing else matters.” His voice was rough but at the same time soothing and tempting. Alluring.

      My body responded to him, obeyed his touch, obeyed his words.

      I thought he was all the way in, but a deeper thrust confirmed he wasn’t previously. That thrust was a direct hit to my g-spot.

      I couldn’t control the cry that fell from my lips as pure pleasure took hold of me.

      “That’s it, baby.” He whispered into my ear.

      I contracted around him and tried to steady my breathing as he started moving his hips and pumping slowly.

      Each thrust flicking the flames of passion over me.

      Faster and deeper he went until I felt lost in us, and the sensation that washed over me.

      In those moments I felt like I was his. I felt like I was with someone who wanted me, who desired me and I didn’t have to be anyone else besides myself.

      I could just be Summer with this man. Being me was enough for him, because that was what he wanted.

      Me.

      His movements grew even faster, and deeper fueling me to several levels beyond reality. Beyond the line of what was real. I’d never felt like this before. I thought the first time we spent together was an experience I’d always remember but this was it. It was more than words could describe because I didn’t just feel the pleasure in my body. I felt it in my soul.

      His grip tightened as he started pounding into me, he seemed to have lost his own sense of control as did I, and suddenly we moved together as if that primal attraction that connected us had evolved into raw need. His grip on me was almost painful, but I took it and just when I thought I’d collapse he paused for a second, slid out of me so that he could turn me to face him.

      “I want to see your face.” He groaned, his handsome face filled with need.

      I couldn’t answer. I was void of thought and words.

      He plunged in again lifting my legs around his hips and holding me closer so that I wouldn’t slam into the wall.

      Mindless ecstasy gripped me as he started moving inside me again, his length searing and stretching me in this position which felt more intimate.

      “Alex.” I cried, my head falling back as his relentless thrusts rammed into me with feral need and hunger.

      When I caught my breath I managed to focus back on him, my eyes meeting his locking in the prison of desire.

      Suddenly, the woman who fought to break free inside me from all the pain, heartache and misery emerged. She emerged and I immersed myself fully in the enjoyment of him.

      Suddenly, I too didn’t care where we were.

      Body to body, mouth to mouth, we moved together trapped in ecstatic bliss.

      He pistoned harder, his shaft slicking in and out and I met his strokes eagerly fueled by my own passion.

      We were completely lost in each other by the time a supernova of an orgasm took hold of both of us. Every muscle tensed, his breath rumbled as he crossed the point of release, my body paralyzed by pleasure.

      We climaxed together, bodies shuddering and shivering into the waves of ecstasy in mutual surrender.

      His breath was a hot caress. I couldn’t catch mine.

      I was too weak.

      He enveloped me with both arms and I held him too.

      Slowly he slid out of me, but he didn’t let me go. It was like he wanted to show me that he wanted me like this too.

      “Let’s go home baby.” He whispered into my ear.

      “Home?” I exhaled, now holding his gaze.

      He smiled. “Home.”

      “But work –”

      “Screw it. We’re going home, I am taking you straight to my bed and we’ll be there until further notice.”
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        * * *

      

      He took me straight to his bed and practically consumed me.

      The day rolled passed us and the night too. I only registered that it was morning because the bright sunlight pierced through the windows and was too much for me.

      Since Alex was out cold I took the chance to shower. It was seven, time to get up for work.

      As much as I would have loved to stay in bed and press repeat on yesterday, I had to force myself up. It was hard to think about work when we were so wrapped up in each other, but I had a ton of work to catch up on.

      I went in the shower allowing the blast of water to pour down onto my head. It was a little colder than I normally went for but it did the job of waking me up.

      What was even better than the water was the warmth I felt minutes later from big strong hands that circled my waist.

      I hadn’t heard Alex come in.

      I turned into his embrace and gazed up at his gorgeous, gorgeous eyes.

      Water ran down his handsome face which he rubbed away and ran a hand through his hair.

      My eyes travelled over his perfect, naked body, lingering at the masterpiece he was.

      “Forgive me. I couldn’t resist.” He cajoled. “Or, be without you. I’ll leave you alone if you want me to.”

      “Don’t. I’ll miss you.”

      He smiled at my answer.

      Smoothing my hands up the hard walls of his chest and up to his chin, I guided him down for a kiss.

      Still couldn’t get enough of his kisses.

      When our lips met it was with that hunger from yesterday. I could have kissed him forever, but he stepped back and looked down at me.

      “No, you always do that.” I complained.

      “Summer there’ll be plenty of time to kiss me. I need an answer. I’m still waiting for you to accept my offer.”

      I gasped and covered my mouth  to stop myself from laughing as I realized I hadn’t exactly confirmed anything with him. We didn’t do much talking yesterday.

      “I’m so sorry. Alex, I accept your offer.” I nodded feeling excitement ripple through me at the prospect of this. I felt like I was about to go on some adventure, by playing his game.

      That big smile I loved settled on his face.

      He turned the water down so that it was a light sprinkle.

      I looked up at him and took a few seconds to marvel at how I felt and savored the sweetness of happiness that danced in my veins.

      It was refreshing to feel like this.

      “Fast or slow angel?” His voice brought me out of my thoughts.

      I rested back against the granite walls and gazed at him. A sexy smile crept up the corners of his mouth.

      “Fast or slow? What does that mean now?” I giggled.

      “Do you remember how we were the night we met?”

      “As if I could forget?”

      He smiled tweaking my nose playfully. “Fourth rule of attraction. You have to decide your pace. So we have to pick which version of us you want us to be.”

      “You made it all up, didn’t you? The rules of attraction.”

      “Yes.” He looked pleased with himself. “But it’s really a thing. You’ve felt it all working so far haven’t you?”

      I couldn’t deny that I had. “I have. Is there more rules?”

      “Yes, but you can’t move past one rule to get to another. So pick. Fast or slow baby?”

      I rolled my eyes at him.

      “What’s fast?” I cooed.

      A carnal, seriously sinful smile flashed over his face.

      “Fast is sex.” He careered the curve of my waist and lowered to whisper into my ear. “Sex. Non. Stop. Whenever, and wherever we want , all the time.” He kissed his way down my throat and paused. “It’s fucking. It’s me indulging on your sweet pretty, pussy and giving you maximum pleasure all the time.”

      Desire pooled deep inside me. His dirty words gripped me so much I could barely speak. “All the time?”

      “All the time.” He confirmed.

      My mouth watered at the thought of a repeat of the wild fun we had yesterday.

      “Fast sounds good. I like fast.” I liked watching the dark gunmetal color fill his eyes.

      “I like fast too.”

      “ Is slow no sex, or sex slower?” I asked.

      “Slow is this.” He pulled me closer to him and held me. “Slow is us how we are now, showering together naked but not having sex. It’s me admiring you, dying to know more about you, and guessing what your favorite things are. It’s me taking you out to dinner and you allowing me to spoil you every chance I get. And we still have sex whenever we want. We just don’t burn out as quick as fast.”

      His voice faded into a hushed stillness, and the smile in his eyes burned with a sensuous flame.

      The sentiment in his words moved me. I stared wordlessly up at him, not sure what to say. There were a few other times over the last few weeks when he’d said things like that, leaving me mesmerized.

      “Slow sounds dangerously close to a relationship. Are you giving me a choice on whether or not we have a relationship?” I decided to tease.

      I thought he would scowl at the mention, but he didn’t. Instead he gave me that magnetic look where his eyes clung to mine, analyzing and assessing me.

      “It’s simply attraction.” A sinful smile danced on his lips. “Existing outside everything.”

      “Can’t we have fast and slow?”  I wanted both.

      He narrowed his eyes as if he were considering it. “Hmmmm.”

      “Maybe we could decide which days we could do fast, and which will be slow. I want both with you.” I added in a lower stilled tone.

      “Both?” He continued to consider it.

      “Fast is physical, and I want physical. But I want to know you. I want to know what your favorite things are too, enjoy dinner with you. I want my chance to spoil you too. And we have to dance.” I remembered the fun we had dancing at the club.

      His eyes were gentle and contemplative, alive with hope and excitement.

      It was how I felt too.

      This was new for me. It felt good.

      “Let’s do it,” his whole face spread into a smile.

      I beamed up at him, and slipped my arms around his neck. “Fast and slow?”

      He nodded. “Fast and slow. I hope you can keep up.”

      “Worry about yourself.” I teased.

      “Fuck, Summer don’t make me fast track fast.”

      We both laughed.

      “Ready to hear the next two rules?” he asked

      “Just two, how many rules does attraction have?”

      “Seven.”

      “Can’t you just tell me all of them?”

      “You have to wait for the last.” One thing was certain about this guy, he never ceased to amaze me or keep me fascinated with him.

      “Okay I’ll play.”

      “Rule five nothing else matters when we’re together. Nothing from the real world.”

      “Nothing?”

      “Nope. We can talk about things on or minds on a very minimal level, but not so much that it takes away from this bubble we’re creating now.”

      I nodded. “I like it.’”

      “Good, you’ll like rule six too. Get lost in each other until you burn out. So we escape life together. We’re exclusive to each other until the day when we can’t feel this connection anymore.”

      “What if it doesn’t burn out? What if we always feel like this?” Those rules assumed an end point, but what if it never came? Surely we couldn’t just keep going, and waiting for the connection to frazzle out.

      He held my gaze and really looked at me. “Then we’ll have to decide what we do next based on rule seven.”

      I looked at him askance. “You have to tell me what rule seven is.” I giggled feeling the suspense killing me.

      “We both have to wait. It’ll be worth it if we get there.”

      “Have you ever gotten there before?” I knew that was maybe a personal question, but on account of him knowing he was the second man I’d ever been with I figured it was a good trade.

      “No. Never gotten past anything more than maybe where rule two would apply.”

      I bit the inside of my lip to keep from smiling, and taking some triumph in that.

      “Really?”

      “Yeah. So, does it sound good to you?”

      “It does.”

      “Come here, my lips miss you.” He crooked his finger and  I moved in close again to receive his lips.

      I drifted into the swirl of emotion that took me, getting lost in him and relishing how right this felt.
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        * * *

      

      The day for the meeting finally arrived.

      I had to force myself back to the real world, and back to this case that had burdened my mind.

      We were in the largest meeting room.

      Mrs. Denman sat opposite us with Jude Kennedy, her lawyer.

      I’d met Jude in court before and knew the guy was a badass lawyer. He wiped the floor with me a few years back, but hadn’t managed to do it since.

      I’d watched him with Mrs. Denman.

      I could feel her nerves. She had the typical victim look. Haggard and drained.

      Devon on the other hand sat beside me, smug like some kingpin who owned everything.

      Summer sat at the desk in the corner with her computer ready to take the minutes. Jude’s PA sat opposite her doing the same.

      Summer glanced across at me and gave me a little smile. It helped and reminded me what I had to look forward to later.

      It was a slow day for us. We decided that because we didn’t know how this meeting was going to flair out.

      “Are we all ready to get started?” I asked opening the floor. We’d been sitting her for about five minutes getting what we needed ready.

      “We’re ready.” Jude replied.

      “Good.” Here goes. I pulled in a breath. “We’ve looked at your clients demands and have decided to offer a refund of the money that was paid for the investment  as a gesture of goodwill.”

      Jude immediately looked pissed off. “Are you kidding? You’re client’s company had a duty of care to make sure they looked into what mine was investing in. She lost more than what she paid out, and she’s unable to work because of it.”

      “Mrs. Denman signed a disclaimer, she knew what she was getting into. It’s unreasonable to expect my client to do anything more. He shouldn’t even have to offer a refund.” That was my best argument.

      “A disclaimer is nothing. There was a duty of care here to at least make sure what she was putting her money into was suitable for her. Even if no further advice was given. My client relied on the information she was given and bought stocks in a company that hadn’t been assessed properly in terms of their longevity. The shares plummeted after a few weeks. That’s crazy.” Jude fumed, looking at me as if I should have seen the incredulity of that. “It’s a little suspicious don’t you think?”

      My skin felt numb. Jude couldn’t have been more right. But I wasn’t here to agree with him.

      “I don’t know what you’re trying to imply, but investments are risky. When you invest you take a risk. We all know and accept that.” I straightened up and squared my shoulders. “What happened to Mrs. Denman is very unfortunate, and I sympathize, but I don’t agree that my client exercised any form of ill will or misconduct. If anything he went above and beyond himself to exercise customer care.”

      I felt like such an asshole for saying that. Saying what I didn’t believe. And… all the while Devon sat next to me with his stupid smug face like he had this in the bag.

      “You know this is wrong, Alex.” Jude held my gaze.

      “I’m not here to decide what is wrong or right. I’m here to set out what happened within the realms of the law. A disclaimer was signed showing me a conversation must have taken place to highlight that my client would not be held responsible for any losses on a risky new investment. She was provided with a copy of all the terms and conditions, and information on the investment. That is fact. I’m arguing fact. You are arguing ethics.”

      Jude pressed his lips together. “This has mishandling written all over it. There were no steps taken to ensure the investment was suitable, and nothing was ever mentioned about the extra riskiness of this particular investment.”

      “Mrs. Denman was contacted and informed of a great investment opportunity that was expected to have a great return. At the time the market showed that it did. If I said the same about fluff because some celeb had made it popular, you’d probably invest too. It would be no one’s fault if the fluff took a nose dive days later and became worthless because another celeb made something else popular. It’s just how the market works.”

      “Right, well I guess this has to be settled in court then.” Jude nodded, eyeing me with dismay.

      I knew this would happen.

      It was only when Devon heard that that he shuffled next to me.

      “I’ll give another fifteen grand.” Devon cut in just as I was about to talk. “Fifteen thousand and nothing more. It’s fair.”

      “Fair?” Jude took him on. “You know it’s not. She has medical bills and loss of potential earnings. We’ll let the judge decide what’s fair.”

      “Twenty,” Devon replied.

      “Stop it.” I interrupted his next words.

      Jude laughed. “Ridiculous. We’re done here. Seventy grand was the minimum, we’re taking this all the way with a minimum settlement of a hundred grand.”

      “We’ll see you in court.” I retorted.

      Mrs. Denman looked worse as they left and I saw her wipe a tear away from her eyes.

      Summer gave me a worried look when she left the room too making my stomach twist into knots. She knew how I felt about the case. I hadn’t shared any of the things I’d discovered that night when I was researching, but she knew enough.

      Devon twisted in his chair to face me when the door closed.

      “You were supposed to keep the case out of court, Alex.” He spoke in a slow purposeful tone that infuriated me.

      “What the fuck was that? Don’t undercut me ever again.” I balked. If the fool had told me before that he was willing to pay up to twenty thousand grand more I would have worked it into my argument.

      It was fine though, because he’d just showed desperation which just added to my suspicions.

      “You were supposed to keep the case out of court.” He blurted now, face red, and eyes blazing.

      “Why are you so determined to keep it out of court?” I shot back. “What aren’t you telling me?” I decided to test and see his response.

      “Nothing.” He slammed his fists down. “Just make sure this doesn’t get blown out of proportion. I’m a private man. I don’t want my company dragged through the court and the media.”

      “Is that all your worried about?” I was really testing him.

      His face contorted into a heavy scowl. “Look Alex, I don’t know what you’re implying or what you think I may be worried about. I simply don’t like going to court. But here we are, at the place I didn’t want to be. I know Jude, he’ll dig as far as he can to make me look bad. Don’t let that happen.”

      I didn’t answer because I knew Jude too. The guy was a shark, but a little like myself. He didn’t do anything without a reason and he did what was necessary to do the right thing for his clients. Even if that meant pissing off a few people on the way.

      Devon stood up, annoyed by my silence and marched out of the room slamming the door as he walked out.

      I knew I’d end up feeling worse than I did before, and I couldn’t do anything about it.

      Was I supposed to pretend that my suspicion wasn’t through the roof?

      The door opened and Summer came back inside.

      “Hi.” She walked over to me.

      “Come here, angel.” I took her hands and pulled her into my lap.

      “Alex, if someone walks in here and sees me in your lap their going to have questions.” She smiled.

      “I don’t care, baby.” I didn’t. There was so much crap going on. Summer was my compensation.

      “Alex, are you okay?” Her eyes were filled with concern.

      I shook my head. “No, I’m not.”

      “I didn’t think so. You gave a good argument, but you didn’t believe any of what you said.”

      I had to look at her, really look at her. “How’d you know?”

      “I just do.” She slipped her arm around me and ran her fingers across the back of my neck. “You said you thought Devon was guilty. But you never said why.”

      “You know when you get a bad feeling about something and you know that you’re right but you can’t prove it? That’s how I feel.” I answered. It was the best thing to say.

      She was an attorney too, if I told her what I’d found out about the other investments she would definitely think something was weird with the situation. And worse she’d probably question me.

      I didn’t want that. Work was work, and this case wasn’t me. It didn’t represent how I normally conducted myself.

      “You shouldn’t work on this case if you feel that way.”

      “I know, but I have to. If I don’t that will be it for me here.”

      Now she looked worried. “Alex, don’t say that. I’m sure your dad will arrange something else.”

      “No. He was being serious. This is it. if I don’t see this case through I can kiss the senior partnership goodbye.”

      “Alex, I’m certain your dad would find some other way for you.”

      I shook my head. “No, angel. He was clear.”

      She moved forward and gave me a sweet kiss. “How about we do something to get your mind off this. It’s Friday. You pick.”

      “Let’s just go home.”

      She nodded with a smile. “Home.”

      I always liked the way that she said that.
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        * * *

      

      I pulled in a deep breath as Marc walked into the living room.

      I planned to see him at some point this weekend anyway, probably not today because I was too wrapped up in Summer, but tomorrow. Just to hang out though for an hour or so.

      I didn’t want to talk about work and he was here to do just that.

      I knew I’d planted the seeds of mystery in his mind and it would only be a matter of time before he’d hunted out what he wanted to find and unearthed something.

      The thing about it was, deep down I wanted to have my suspicions confirmed with evidence, but I knew my father.

      I knew when he was being serious. I knew when to push him and when to fall back.

      “Marc, dare I ask what you found?” I sighed dropping into the armchair.

      He rolled up the long sleeves of his T-shirt that had a picture of The Flash on the front. Outside of work he reverted to his usual comic book, superhero loving self. I had to admit though that the way he did it made it cool as he’d added a pair of chinos and loafers.

      “Yes.” He beamed with wide eyes. From the large white envelope he carried he pulled out a file and handed it to me.

      I flicked through it. It was twenty pages long and contained details of foreign bank accounts. It wasn’t transactions just balance sheets for each bank with the remaining balance and name of the bank.

      All I could think was the people who owned the accounts must have been extremely wealthy. Each account had between a hundred and two hundred grand.

      “Are these clients?” I asked.

      Marc shook his head. “Alex, look at the top of the page at the account holder information.” He held up his hands and shook them, seeing that I’d just skimmed through the paperwork.

      I looked closer and saw the name Devon Langdon.

      I jumped up out of my chair and tightened my grip on the file feeling my cool slip.

      They were all his accounts!

      “Holy shit!” I ran my hand through my hair and pressed my lips together. “That’s more like it.” Marc rolled his eyes.

      “Marc this is twenty off-shore accounts.”

      “And there’s more, I couldn’t get access and a few of my sources couldn’t either.” Marc could hack into anything, and for him to mention sources suggested that Devon had some serious firewalls set up to keep all this stuff hidden.

      “Marc. Jesus, what the hell?”

      “I found fifty personal accounts. I was only able to get around the firewalls because they were written in an old code I remembered back in college, and I couldn’t get into the account itself. That suggests he’s paying for extra protection to remain off grid. Alex no one can justify having that many accounts. It’s obvious that he’s doing something illegal. I suggest money laundering and embezzlement.  You’ve seen the figures.”

      I sank back down into my chair. “Fuck, this could all come out in court.”

      “No, this is high tech shit the feds would have to pay a high level hacker buckets for. This stuff is completely off, off grid. However, if they suspect him enough for something they’ll do it. I know they will.”

      I thought of what would happen if I took this to my father. He would most probably be so furious he’d fire me. He’d ask me what relevance this was to the case and be pissed at me for digging around.

      I would never take on a client that had this many off shore accounts and I doubted that my dad knew about this.

      “I don’t know what to do.”

      “Alex, this is enough for you to refuse to do the case. It’s enough for Sullivan’s as a company to refuse working with Devon and report his ass to the feds.”

      “My father would kill me if I did that.”

      “But I found it, he can’t blame you.” Marc narrowed his eyes.

      “He won’t care. He’ll think I put you up to it. None of this is relevant to the case.”

      “Well I’ll find something relevant.” He insisted.

      “Marc, I’m not sure.” I couldn’t believe I just said that.

      “I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that because your mind is taken up with the damn senior partnership.”

      “It is. Marc,” fuck, of course it was. I wouldn’t have been on this damn case if my career wasn’t involved. “I’m hoping that when we go to court we don’t get subpoenaed to provide company records.” I worked out that it had to be that, that Devon wanted to keep hidden. Although I was certain the man would have started to take measures to hide things.

      It crossed my mind yesterday after the meeting.

      “Jude would have to bring specific allegations for that to be requested, do you think he suspects anything shady happened?”

      I nodded. “Yeah, he does.” I remembered what he said yesterday and I knew the man was no fool. Jude was a good attorney and looked at all angles of the box, the inside and out before he was happy.

      “I’m thinking of the future here. Let’s say you win this case, and you probably will with the evidence you have so far. Those people who invested in those other companies could bring a class action against Devon. This is where he would definitely have to provide records and no one could hide everything. There’s always a trace of something. Always. We get caught up in that and we’re screwed. Just like that.”

      This had gone several levels beyond me.

      I never imagined that I’d stumble across anything that could put Sullivan’s at risk. That wasn’t in the cards.

      But like Marc said, this was stuff that couldn’t get found out unless the feds were looking.

      So what should I do?

      Take the risk that it would all be okay for the moment, get the senior partnership and then remove all dealings of Sullivan’s with Devon and his company?

      Could I do that?

      What if it didn’t work that way? I had no idea what would happen when we went to court. Jude could be cooking up anything.

      “How about this,” Marc began. “I have a friend who can try to look a little deeper. He could maybe find something that’s relevant to the case. Depending on what relevance is.”

      “Relevant would be direct evidence to show some form of market manipulation.”

      It would be very hard to find that and find a direct causal link. But that’s what it was looking like to me.

      If I was going to be myself for a minute I’d jump to the conclusion that either some sort of inside dealing had taken place, where Devon had someone on the inside of these companies telling him when the shares were going to be highest in their worth. Or, and this was a big one which could have been more plausible –he was running some sort of pump and dump scheme.

      With that, stock promoters bought stock in worthless, often risky, companies who were usually new and had no real backing but looked like great investment opportunities.

      They’d promote the stocks to investors through calls and emails. Inflating the prices of these stocks then sell their shares for a profit. When the stocks plummeted it would be worthless.

      Maybe it was all of it.

      A bad feeling crept inside me as I thought about the possibility of that. Alarm bells were practically going off in my head.

      “Alright, then I’ll go fishing and you can decide what you’ll do if I find anything.”

      My shoulders slumped.

      It was a hard task to ask a man to put his career on the line and make a decision that would throw him off track.

      I’d never been in a state of flux before where I didn’t know what to do.

      If Marc found something what would I do then?

      I simply didn’t know.
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      A court date was set for two months’ time.

      The day I got the notice was the same day I decided I wasn’t going to allow the damn case to get to me anymore than it had.

      Or, my father.

      I took a step back to time out. There was no point worrying during the times I didn’t have to.

      I had something that I never had before, my angel, and I was going to make damn sure I enjoyed her.

      A month passed with us doing this fast or slow agreement we’d concocted.

      Damn, I swore I hadn’t truly lived until then.

      To say it was wild was an understatement.

      It was unreal, and somehow I got the feeling that that I’d get to try out that last rule of mine.

      Opposites don’t just attract, they belong together.

      I didn’t know how I came up with these things. They just came to me and felt true.

      I figured that if two people didn’t burn out, and that connection that brought them together never faded then it was worth noting. Worth taking seriously.

      That was the theory. I didn’t have experience of getting that far and I wouldn’t dwell on it either. I was too busy enjoying the now.

      We were having a fast day. Should have been a slow one but that changed within five seconds of waking this morning. We skipped work and indulged on each other all day. Then we thought we’d end the night at the club.

      We managed to dance to exactly one and a half songs before I dragged her off to that private VIP room we had when we first met.

      The room that looked like a glass ball floating over the dance floor. We could see outside, but no one could see in, and no one would disturb us if we didn’t want them to. I’d booked the room out just in case we needed it.

      I was particularly glad that I did as the gorgeous blonde sat on my lap and wrapped her legs around me, allowing me to feast on her delicious sweet mouth.

      I guess people would describe what we were doing as kissing in the conventional sense but it felt like so much more. To me kissing this woman felt like sex, and sex for us was something else.

      Our kisses were a feasting of hungry desire that always let to sex, my favorite part. It didn’t matter where we were, we found a way.

      This was approaching one of those times.

      I moved the soft fabric away from her dress and exposed her breasts. Just like that first time when I saw her perfection I got that rush to consume her.

      She arched her back and pressed into my mouth as I sucked on her nipples, alternating from one breast to the other.

      Her body shuddered and I knew an orgasm had gripped her. She’d be wet now and ready for me. Just thinking that made me hard.

      I wondered what it would be like to take her here, and look like we were having sex in a display of all these people.

      The door was locked and only we could open it, and this was just a room like any other. Only made of glass.

      “Here.” I brought my lips back to hers and muttered.

      She giggled knowing what I meant. “Here?” She looked down and around at all the people oblivious to us.

      “I want you here, angel.” I groaned.

      The little minx wiggled her hips and moved backwards and forwards over my cock which was already straining against my pants.

      “Oh fuck, Summer don’t do that.”

      “Why? You always get to have all the fun.” She pretended to pout.

      “You always look like you’re having fun.”

      “I am.” She smiled teasing me with those pink glossy lips and shifting so that her massive globes bobbled.

      God, I loved her body.

      I ran my fingers over her pointed nipples loving the hum of satisfaction that slipped from her lips.

      “I want to play with you too.” She moaned deep in her throat.

      My hands stilled, raptured by the thought. “Do what you want to me angel, my body belongs to you.”

      Excitement flickered in her eyes. “Take your clothes off. This is a no clothes zone.”

      My mouth dropped. The angel was using my own words against me.

      I smiled at her. “All of it?”

      “Every last item.” She cooed with seduction and moved back, sliding off my lap and on to the soft leather of the seat. Her dress rode up her legs, giving me a good eyeful of those smooth golden thighs.

      Jesus, the angel had turned into a damn tease.

      I shrugged out of my t-shirt and undid the zip to my levis. Standing up, I shook those off, remaining in just my boxers with the bulge of my cock forcing its way through.

      She smiled when she saw that and reached out to clasp her hands around the length of my erection.

      “These come off too.” She tugged at the waistband.

      “What about you?” I tilted my chin towards her.

      “You get to take my clothes off when that goes.”

      Well remembered.

      I remembered our first time together too, and I never wanted to forget.

      I pushed my boxers down my legs as instructed releasing the full length of my cock.

      I moved to touch her but she stopped me. “Oh no, I’m still playing.”

      She stood up, pressed her hands on my chest and pushed me back into the seat. Then she shocked me by dropping to her knees and wrapping one slender hand around my erection. I became harder in her hands, and grew straining towards her, aching for release.

      I held back the groan that wedged in my throat, while she stared at me beneath the long, thick lashes that framed her emerald eyes.

      It was too much already but she was just getting started.

      Summer ran her fingers down to the base of my shaft and slid her hand up and down the length, her strong fingers stroking. I couldn’t hold back on the deep moan that rumbled within me.

      I gasped when she lowered her head and took me into her mouth and glided her tongue over my shaft in rasping strokes, licking me like a cat.

      No longer did she resemble that sweet shy, girl I met months ago.

      This woman before me was the goddess who owned me, and made me hers.

      I fought against my release, forcing breathing and the swirl of pleasure to slow down. I didn’t want to finish here.

      Not yet.

      She stopped and pulled back at the right moment knowing me and smiled.

      I pulled her up to me and undid that zip holding her dress up. It floated to the ground, pooling by her pretty feet. Next was the lacy pink panties and the angel stood naked before me.

      She climbed back into my lap and placed her hands back on my chest.

      “I’m on top this time.” She declared with a wicked smile on her beautiful face.

      “Ride me, angel.” My mouth watered at the thought.

      She straddled me, easing herself down, hips grinding to guide me into her. This part would never cease to amaze me. Being inside her skin to skin.

      We’d abandoned condoms weeks ago and relied on her birth control. She was the first woman I’d ever been with where I’d decided to do that.

      We trusted each other, belonged to each other, trapped in the ecstatic bliss of attraction.

      Her muscles gripped tighter around my shaft as I plunged into her wet heat. Arching her hips she met my thrusts as I started moving. She moaned into each thrusts and soon we moved as one in a sure rhythm her inner walls rippling against me. Although she was in control, I jackhammered harder, shamelessly, losing my own control when thrills ran up and down my body.

      She felt too good this way.

      “Summer I can’t…” I couldn’t hold on any longer. I strained body and mind, fighting the rush that built within and failed as she coaxed me towards climax.

      I thrust deeper, faster, then clasped her hips, pulling her hard into my final thrust and growls with pleasure as I erupted into her like a hurricane.

      Her body squirmed against me, vibrating in response as she came too.

      She wrapped her arms around me. I held her too close to me until our breathing stilled and we looked at each other.

      What we just did was indescribable. Hot, and wild, ultimate pleasure that a person could only imagine.

      But this look we shared held a new feeling that touched me deep, to my soul.

      Had I ever felt that before?

      No, and not about anything.

      When I looked at her I felt like I had everything good in this world.

      Because she was mine.
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      Eilesh poured the drink into the large flute shaped cocktail glass.

      “Angels on sex.” She giggled. “I did my best to replicate it. I don’t know if I did it right though.”

      I laughed and bobbled my head.

      Taking a sip I inclined my head and waited for the sharp contrast of vodka and sugar syrup, but it only came in tingles.

      Either my taste buds were used to the sharp tang and I would no longer have to wait to feel it, or she hadn’t mixed in enough alcohol.

      Since it tasted amazing I decided to go with the first theory.

      “Is it good?” she asked.

      “It’s delicious.” I giggled.

      “Yayyy. I hope the guys love it.” She tapped the juice jug with a large spoon looking pleased with herself.

      We sat in her kitchen around the breakfast table, watching our guys at the bottom of the garden working on Cody’s sail boat.

      They’d been at it for the last two hours. In the meantime Eilesh and I had done our nails, watched Fashion Police, and come out here to indulge on cocktails.

      It was nice.

      “We’ve never done this,” Eilesh beamed.

      “What?”

      “This.” She flicked her wrist around. “Me, you, Cody and your guy. I couldn’t even get you to do it in college.” She giggled.

      “I’m sorry.” My shoulders slumped . I was sorry. I would have loved to do this with her sooner. “It’s nice now though right?”

      “It’s amazing.” She gushed with a bright smile. She poured herself a drink and held it up for a toast. “To us, and friendship.”

      I held my glass up too and clinked it with hers. “To us and friendship.” I repeated. “Thank you for being such a great friend.”

      “Oh sweetie, it’s a two way thing. I’m, so grateful to have you too. And to see you happy.”

      I was happy. Very happy.

      A part of me was waiting for the happiness to run out. To burn out, but every day was better than the day before.

      The last two months had flown by and changed everything.

      Alex’s plan for this attraction we had going on worked like a charm.

      I felt like I was wrapped in a cocoon of euphoria.

      I was still however waiting to hear the last rule.

      “I’m happy Eilesh. At the start of the year I never imagined I could feel like this.”

      “I know and I worried about you. Summer, what are you going to do? You can’t tell me that this thing with you and Alex isn’t something worth holding on to.”

      “I accept that it is what it is.” It was better that way. I still held in my mind that he didn’t do relationships so I didn’t want to push and spoil things.

      “The way he looks at you is unreal. You guys look like love.” She giggled.

      “If he heard you say that he’d probably run a mile.”

      “No, I know what I’m saying.” She looked at me with determination. “He really looks like he’s into you.”

      Into me. Geez. Alex had done everything to show me that he was exactly that.

      He’d spoilt me rotten, completely rotten.

      He’d also started inviting me to go to his family’s Thursday night dinners. I still remembered the anxiety I felt for the first visit and meeting his mom who turned out to be truly lovely.

      She spoiled me too by taking me to the spa and shopping.

      Dare I say it.

      This was starting to feel real. Like a real relationship.

      I guess though that it was.

      It felt real to me and …I was completely into him.

      How could I not be?

      “He’s good to me.”

      She smiled a soft smile but then cast her eyes down ant the vinyl on the floor. I got the impression that she had something more to say.

      “What?” I smiled.

      “Nothing, it’s just I wanted to tell you something, but sometimes it’s not always the best time.”

      “It’s always a good time. Are you kidding? You’ve been there for me whenever I needed you. Always.” I pointed out.

      She brought her hands together and smiled. “I wanted you to know that you had me. I knew how important Tom and Becca were to you, and that when you didn’t have them it must have been like you lost everyone.”

      “I didn’t though. I always had you.” I nodded. “Tell me, what is it?”

      She pressed her lips together and gave me a little smile. “Cody and I are thinking of starting a family.”

      I gasped, and gasped again when I looked at the cocktail. “Eilesh we just had cocktails.”

      “I know. It’s fine. I’m not pregnant. I’m just saying we may be soon.” She laughed.

      I was so happy to hear that. “Oh my goodness. This is the best.” I threw my arms around her and hugged her. “Why wouldn’t you tell me this?”

      She looked hesitant to respond and I immediately guessed why.

      “It just felt like the wrong time because of all that happened with Tom and Becca with the whole pregnancy thing. I didn’t want to add to your worries.”

      That was what I thought. I shook my head. “I’m over it. I really am.”

      “Are you?”

      “Yes. It was raw when I first found out but I don’t feel like that anymore. It just feels like a thing that happened to me, something I want to sweep under the rug.” It felt good to be strong, to feel strong inside.

      “Did you ever hear from Becca?”

      “No.” I never expected to and I probably wouldn’t ever again.

      I changed my number after that last time that Tom called. I knew that it meant severing any possibility of either of them contacting me.

      They knew where I’d lived back when I was at my old horrible apartment, but that was it. And, it was all they needed to know.

      “Do you ever think about her? Or wonder if she fight feel bad about what happened?”

      “Knowing Becca she’ll be more upset that Tom wanted to get me back. She won’t feel bad for anything.”

      That was classic Becca. As for thinking about her, I couldn’t say that I didn’t. I didn’t have a single childhood memory that didn’t include her. We had some good times when we were little, the best at summer camp and at school.

      She changed though at some point and I failed to see it. When I thought back now I think the change came when we were about sixteen and we both liked the captain of the high school football team.

      It was the typical case of two teenage girls crushing on a guy. She knew that I liked him but she made sure she got him first. It went to her head.

      Tom came along the following year, moving in from Florida with his family. I sensed that she liked him, but he liked me more.

      Those things were snippets of what was to come.

      “You miss her?”

      “No. That part of my life with her and Tom is closed.” Like a case that had been given the final verdict.  “Some things are best left in the past. You were right about time and healing. I’m not completely there yet, but I’m in a better place. And…I’m so happy for you.”

      “Thank you. That means a lot. I’m a little scared. Cody and I have been married for three years. He’s always wanted a family but I wanted to wait. I think a part of me was waiting for something bad to happen to us to break us up. Hasn’t happened yet.”

      “And it won’t.” I knew a strong relationship when I saw it. “Cody treats you like a queen and worships the ground you walk on.”

      “Thank you. I know a guy who does the same for you too.” She raised her brows and glanced sideways towards the large French doors that opened out to the garden.

      I looked ahead at Alex, he’d just handed a hammer to Cody .

      The bright afternoon sun beamed down on him lighting him up in the way that always fascinated me.

      He must have felt my eyes on him because he turned and looked at me.

      “And, there’s the look.” Eilesh pointed out with a soft chuckle.

      I couldn’t talk down any of those points because it was true.

      If anyone were to ask me how I felt when I was with Alex, I’d say that he looked at me as if I was important to him, and that he treated me like a queen and made me feel like I was perfect. Like an angel.

      He made me feel like I belonged to him.

      And always would.
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      We knew the week ahead was going to be busy so we tried to squeeze everything into this weekend.

      Friday was Devon’s court case but Alex had started to get antsy about it from last week.

      He was like that at work a lot, and tried not to be at home, but I’d caught the worried look on his face a number of times.

      We’d spent the last few hours flying and decided to finish up at the little coffee house near the apartment.

      We sat outside, enjoying the late afternoon sun. The table we chose was right by the canal that verged off to a stream the ducks had become fond of. It reminded me of somewhere European.

      He looked out to the shimmering water with a faraway look in his eyes.

      “Alex.” I reached forward and took his hands.

      He turned his head and focused his attention back on me.

      “Yes, angel.”

      Like always I marveled at how the sun shone on his eyes turning them colorless. It was he who looked like an angel.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing, I’m good.”

      “Liar,” I smirked.

      He smiled and took hold of both my hands. He brought them up to his lips and kissed them. “I want to take you somewhere. Away. We should go away somewhere nice.” His eyes sparkled.

      “The chocolate factory.” I teased.

      “No.” He frowned. “I don’t mean like that. I mean on vacation.”

      I giggled. “You’re too busy.”

      “Not for you. I’ll drop everything for you.” He nodded.

      It was these moments that lifted my spirit to a state of warm bliss that I couldn’t ignore. I tried to push such feelings away to protect my heart but sometimes I couldn’t. Sometimes I just wanted to be the hopeless romantic that I was and relish in the beautiful, god-like man who’d worked so hard to be with me, and always made me feel like a queen.

      Who could ignore that?

      “Thank you. It means a lot that you’d do that for me.”

      He kissed my knuckles again. “Where would you like to go?”

      I laughed and thought of the prospect of this happening. “The Bahamas.”

      “The Bahamas? I like that. We could be away for weeks.”

      “Alex we can’t be away for weeks.”

      “Why not?”

      “I’m your PA. Who will manage the work? Plus people will know we’re away together. There’s no need to take me on vacation with you.”

      “Oh my God, are you serious? Everyone knows we’re dating.”

      Dating.

      He’d never said that before.

      “We’re dating? Sounds relationshipy.” I chuckled and expected him to say something against relationships or whatever but he didn’t.

      “Yeah I guess it does.” He looked down at the square patterns on the table.

      I tried not to think about what would happen when we burned out. It was there in my mind, but I’d decided I didn’t want to consume my thoughts with it.

      I liked that we took each day as it came to us, and that every day was so different. Like an adventure.

      “We can go away if you want. I’m saying yes.” I brought the conversation back to focus.

      “I’ll take you to The Bahamas. We can go for three weeks or something. They’ll manage at the office.”

      “Okay.”

      “Besides, I need to take every chance I can to spend with you. I’m sure you can, and should, start applying to firms soon. You look more settled. You’re talented and you shouldn’t let your talents go to waste.”

      Every time we talked about me and work I felt this sense of guilt weigh in on me.

      He still thought I was working with him because it was an easier job to cope with while I dealt with the loss of my father.

      When I told him that all those months ago I never saw us being like this.

      “I appreciate that. I do.”

      “It’s true. You should get back out there, or I’ll keep you for myself at Sullivan’s.” He gave me a wink and grinned, but the light in his eyes receded to that lost look again. “That’s if I ever get the partnership.”

      “You will.”

      “I don’t know. I actually don’t know.”

      I wasn’t sure why he would say that since he was doing all the things he was supposed to.

      “Okay, I’m breaking the rules.” I announced and pulled my hands away.

      “Don’t you dare.” He chuckled.

      “I am, screw the rules for a few minutes. Plus you came up with these rules not me.”

      “Angel, you agreed to them. This is sacred time, any second we talk about something else is not time spent together.”

      “But it is.” I stated, and reached for him again. “We’re allowed to talk about the real world on a minimal level. I want to know what’s bothering you. I don’t like seeing you so miserable. You’re different  and it’s like your suppressing something.”

      “I don’t like being restrained, and I’m that guy who’s so outspoken that it gets me in trouble even when I’m right. I work too much on impulse and instinct. Not everybody likes that.”

      “But you don’t care what people think.” I reminded him.

      “I don’t generally, but there is one person who lives outside that box for me.”

      “Your father.” I surmised.

      He nodded.

      “Alex, tell me what’s happening. Let’s take a minute to talk. I think that since we’re dating we can at least open the door to sharing our worries.”

      He laughed. “Okay, I won’t go into details though.” He pulled in a slow breath. “I’m worried that when it comes down to choosing I won’t choose to do the right thing. I’ll choose me.”

      Now that was an interesting thing to say.

      “Well, if you know that could happen just make sure you do the right thing.”

      “I don’t know if it’s that simple. It could mean repercussions for me. There’s only two things that have ever mystified me this much.”

      “That’s specific?” I gave him a little smile.

      “Yes. Getting the senior partnership has been something I worked for my whole life. I didn’t think it would be this hard for me.”

      “I think it will all work out.” I squeezed his hands. “I really do.”

      “It’s the how that bothers me. The case has taken the meaning out of it. Preston never had to do anything like this, and if you’d seen how I managed the Cartwright case you’d know how I feel.” His cheeks flushed.

      This was the part where I would have loved to share how hard I worked at Ashfords only to lose everything. But I couldn’t.

      It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him, or thought he’d fire me. It  had gone past that and was more the fact that I’d kept it hidden for so long. It also looked like I’d taken steps to hide it and with Eilesh being my friend that added to the guilt.

      “Don’t worry about what Preston had to do, or that it’s different for you. Sometimes having to go through more makes you stronger. I know it’s easy for me to say, and it’s not me having to go through it, but from what I’ve seen so far you always seem to do the right thing.”

      He looked grateful for my advice and support. It was the best I could offer right now.

      “Thank you.” He gave my hands a gentle squeeze. “Come here, angel.” He tugged on my hand, pulling me to stand.

      I moved over and lowered into his lap, placing my arms around his neck. He held me, bringing me closer and pressed his face against my chest. I wished he would give me more details about whatever was troubling him.

      “I need you.” He breathed against my skin.

      “I’m here.” I stroked his hair.

      He looked up at me with that appreciative look again but there was something else. It was that spark I’d started seeing recently. The same look Eilesh highlighted.

      It reached out to me.

      “Summer.” He whispered my name with adoration.

      I ran my hands down to his chin and across the stubble on his chin. “What else mystifies you Alex Sullivan? You said there were two things. Is it that weird cheese you bought at the supermarket last week? I swear I saw you staring at the ingredients for a good hour before you decided you’d use it.” I thought I’d try to cheer him up.

      It seemed to work because he laughed. “No, I was just interested to see how they smoked it in the earth with the chili peppers. That’s not what mystifies me Summer.”

      “What is it then? Many things mystify me. You’re lucky you’ve been able to narrow yours down to two.”

      He held my gaze and smiled. Taking my hand, he guided it to his lips and kissed it again.

      “You.”

      “Me? What me?”

      “You mystify me.”

      Me.

      “How? Am I that hard to work out?”

      “It’s not that.” His smile widened. “It’s the fact that I’ve never met anyone like you, anyone who made me feel like this.”

      I searched his gray eyes trying my best to hold on to that line I’d drawn under our relationship. Attraction.

      This thing I had with him was supposed to be exactly that. A thing.

      Something that would come to an end when we burnt out.

      When he said things like that and considered us dating it was hard to think of myself being without him.

      “What do you feel?”

      “Everything.” He breathed.

      The first thing that I’d ever noticed about this man was the intense effect he could have on me.

      Strong and powerful, undiluted emotion always surged through me. Right from that night  when I first met him.

      “Everything?” I asked trying to keep my heart from racing.

      “Have I scared you? You look scared.”

      “No, I’m not.” That was perhaps a lie. Giving into my feelings did scare me, but now that I thought about it I saw that I’d given into my feelings well before now. It was the day we agreed to this arrangement of ours. When I accepted his offer and our rules of attraction. “I feel everything too.”

      My answer wasn’t one just to return the sentiment. It was indeed how I felt.

      Truly.

      He cupped my face and brought me down to his lips for a sweet, soulful kiss. One that reflected the ripple of desire, and emotion that surrounded us. I felt it move through my entire being, filling every cell in my body with new life. When he pulled back I felt heat escape me, and lost without his lips on mine.

      I moved in for another kiss, playful this time and did that thing he did where he tugged on my bottom lip.

      “Sexy as hell baby.” His voice was husky with a sexual desire that mirrored my own. He pulled back again and chuckled.

      “I want you.” I whispered into his ear.

      “Jesus, angel. We need to get inside now before I take you here.” He gave me another quick kiss.  “Let’s go. Looks like we’re attracting an audience. This guy is clearly jealous of me.” He motioned his chin and looked over my shoulder.

      I twisted slightly to look and froze in place, my heart practically leaping out of my chest.

      Fury almost choked me.

      The person watching us wasn’t just some guy.

      It was Tom.
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      “What’s wrong?” Alex asked.

      I looked back to him and pressed my lips together tight, holding in the anger.

      What the hell was Tom doing here?

      “Summer.” Alex shook my arm. “Who is that?”

      “Tom.” I sighed.

      “Fuck, what the hell?” Anger immediately replaced the tranquil look Alex sported only seconds ago.

      It seemed fitting that the minute I started to appreciate what I had with Alex that tom would come and ruin it. Like a reminder that of what could happen to me when I opened my heart.

      Alex looked from me to him and his face softened a little. “I’m going to beat the shit out of him.”

      “No.” I clutched on to his arm to stop him from going. “I’ll go talk to him.”

      Worry washed over his face. “Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

      “I should. I should talk to him. Just go home and wait for me.”

      “I should wait here.”

      “No. I’ll come up when I’m finished.” I got off his lap.

      He glared at Tom with burning, reproachful eyes and stood too, expression clouded with anger.

      “Call me if he tries anything. I mean it, Summer. Call me.”

      I nodded wanting to get this over with as quick as possible. I couldn’t believe the nerve Tom had showing up here.

      I turned to walk away but Alex caught my arm. “Summer…”

      I gazed at him waiting for him to speak but he just looked at me. All his feelings reflecting in the tenderness of his eyes.

      It was everything.

      I knew that Alex and I hadn’t labelled ourselves as a couple, but I felt everything I thought I’d ever wanted when I was with him. Right from that first night.

      “I’ll be okay.” I assured him.

      He nodded and I continued walking, heading to the wall across the street where Tom stood.

      He straightened when he saw me and had the nerve to smile.

      He looked the same, which was ordinary. Nothing striking about him, but had that quirky way about him that I used to like.

      I couldn’t believe I’d allowed this man to put me through so much.

      “What are you doing here?” I didn’t give him a chance to speak first with any pleasantries. He didn’t deserve it.

      “Looking for you.”

      “How did you find me?” I knew Eilesh would never have told him.

      I’d given my aunt and uncle my new address, but I doubted that they would have told him too because they were as disgusted as I was with him when they heard about all he’d done. I hadn’t meant to tell them but it came out one day when my aunt called me to see how I was doing.

      There was no way either of them would have given him my details so how did he know where to come?

      And, he had this tentative expression on his face, as if he was scared to reveal it.

      “I hired a private investigator. Summer, I thought if you saw the lengths I took to find you, you’d see that I’m being serious.”

      “No, I’m outraged. You were told to leave me alone.”

      “By Alex, was that him?” He frowned.

      “Yes, that was Alex.”

      “Summer, look.” He took a step towards me and reached for me but I stepped back and held up my hands.

      “No. Tom, please. Don’t touch me or anything.”

      “Summer I really messed up.”

      “You did mess up, but it wasn’t just what you did. You never loved me.”

      “Yes I loved you always and clearly I still do,” he defended. “I was just foolish.”

      “You don’t hurt people you love. You do everything, and anything to make them happy and take care of them. You didn’t do anything like that for me. I always had to constantly prove myself to you, and all that time you were with Becca and other women.”

      “Summer please. I’m here. That has to count for something.”

      “It counts for shit in my book. Tom this ends here. I don’t love you anymore. Please don’t look for me again.”

      “That’s it, eleven years down the drain? You won’t give me a chance to make it up to you? To try.” His face turned red and his eyes widened.

      “There’s no point. I don’t want the life I used to have with you. I wasn’t happy.”

      “Is it him? Alex? You’ve known him for two seconds. We were together for a decade Summer. I’ve known you since you were seventeen.”

      “What I have with Alex is none of your business. And the length of time that we’ve known each other is irrelevant. Means nothing.”

      “You selfish bitch.” He retorted shaking his head. “I’m here, in Chicago. I did everything to find you. I have apologized repeatedly and you won’t even give me a chance.”

      “You’re calling me selfish?” This was ridiculous. I knew it was, and I knew I should have walked away but I couldn’t. Disgust and rage coursed through my veins. “I’m not the one who cheated constantly.”

      “How do I know? You were always away, you could have been fucking everyone for all I know.”

      “I’m done here.” Best to walk away and not engage in this craziness. I attempted to move away but he caught my arm, tightening his grip on my wrists. “Let go of me.”

      “No, you fucking selfish bitch. I’ve been through so much to find you, only to see you shacked up with that jerk. Whore!”

      As soon as the words came out of his mouth a force moved him backwards with such power it moved me too because Tom was still holding on to my arm.

      He released me and it was only then I saw the person who’d grabbed him.

      Alex.

      It was Alex, he hadn’t left and gone back to the apartment like I’d asked.  But thank God he hadn’t.

      A quick one two punch was landed in Tom’s face which sent him whirling.

      Seeing it was Alex he firmed up and threw some punches too which Alex dodged with ease.

      Tom was stupid enough to lunge himself onto Alex.

      I screamed when the two hit the ground because I knew it wouldn’t be Alex getting hurt, it would be Tom.

      True to my thoughts, Alex flipped Tom over with very little effort and gave him a few punches in his face again. Then he grabbed him around his neck and in one fluid motion rose with him, and hoisted him up into the air. He growled like a ferocious hell beast and shook Tom like a rag doll.

      Alex was tall and all muscle. I knew he was strong but I’d never seen the extent of his strength. Tom wasn’t exactly a small guy or meagre in any way. He was what most considered to be average in stature and was a few inches shorter than Alex.

      Those details had no impact on what I saw before me because Alex continued to hold Tom high up choking him.

      “Alex,” I cried.

      He looked like he’d lost his mind.

      “How dare you speak to her like that?” He growled.

      Tom flapped about, trying to escape from the clutches of doom.

      “How dare you? Miserable bastard. You have no respect for women, and you had none for her.” Alex balked.

      Tom started gasping for air. It was only then that Alex dropped him, but he stood over him with an air of command and authority.

      “Apologize now.” He screamed at Tom. “Look at her and apologize, for everything.”

      Tom looked at me, tears filled his eyes and trickled down his cheeks. “I’m sorry. Summer, I’m sorry.”

      I stared at him, wordless.

      There wasn’t anything I could think of saying.

      “Don’t come here again,” Alex told him sounding more like himself. “Just leave her alone.”

      Tom nodded. He was a pitiful sight to watch but I didn’t want to entertain any sympathy for him.

      When Alex took my hand I gripped onto him and walked away, leaving Tom with all the curious eyes that saw what happened.

      As we walked away it felt like another chapter had been closed in my life and I actually felt free.
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      “I’m sorry you had to see me that way.” Alex apologized the minute we stepped into the living room.

      I answered by throwing myself into his arms. Warmth filled me, surging through my body , igniting hope in my soul and healing in my heart.

      I felt this sensation before in small sparks but today I got the full impact.

      Every touch fed the feeling. His arms around me, caressing my shoulders, then cupping my face.

      “Thank you.” I told him.

      “I don’t like fighting, especially fighting someone weaker than me. Makes me feel like a bully and I hope you don’t think less of me.” He actually looked worried.

      “No, oh God Alex. That was the first time I’ve ever had anyone defend me.”

      “He was hurting you, and calling you names. You… you are mine and I couldn’t allow him to do that.” Affection glowed in his eyes.

      I felt it and in that moment I realized what was happening to me.

      The pieces of my broken heart were all being put back together. It started from when I first met him. All it took was that first look.

      It sparked the reconstruction and as the weeks went by those little tingles were shards of my heart fitting together to make me whole. Today, and after what happened just now with Tom, enough of me had been repaired for me to know what was happening.

      I felt myself and the strong woman I used to be return, as if she’d been placed back inside me.

      I didn’t feel broken anymore, or like I was less of anything.

      It was liberating and exciting.

      And, all because of him.

      Alex.

      He healed me, but it wasn’t with this mere attraction thing we’d created. I knew the difference, and knew something for what it was when I felt and saw it.

      I was healed with love.

      “I am yours.” I told him getting lost in thought at this revelation.

      His face brightened and I saw his heart reflect in the tenderness of his gaze

      I opened my mouth to continue but he silenced me with his lips giving me a heated kiss that set my soul on fire.

      Everything was pushed from my mind as the kiss swept me out of reality and into our dream world, reminding me that I craved and desired this man. He’d been able to mesmerize me  with just a look and make me feel whole.

      I couldn’t get enough of him.

      There was something more personal about his touch today.

      I noticed it straightaway.

      Alex angled my mouth for a deeper kiss, pressing his lips more firmly to mine, waking every cell in my body.

      He scooped me up into his arms and carried me upstairs to his bed, setting me down in the center gently.

      We kissed and tore at each other’s clothes until we lay there naked, skin to skin against silky sheets.

      His hands moved magically over me compelling me to arch into the curve of his body where I melted from the fire that consumed us.

      My body welcomed him as he penetrated deeply, burrowing towards my core. My inner walls rippled against him and each thrust racked with pleasure.

      Passion and heat flowed between us, pure and explosive. I could feel it everywhere and all around. As if it had taken on its own life force.

      This was beyond sex. Beyond attraction and had no rules.

      It was reaching a higher plane of thought and feeling.

      It was something I’d never experienced before.

      Pure bliss and contemned raged inside me, holding us in the bonds of ecstasy for what could have been eons.

      It was only when a wild orgasm rippled through me, too intense to control, that  I came back to earth.

      My body buzzed from the experience, a million glowing stars sparkling around me. Around us.

      Alex cried out his own release and collapsed next to me breathing heavily.

      We were both trying to steady our breathing but he pulled me into his arms, close to his heart where I would have happily stayed forever.
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      Opposites don’t just attract, they belong together.

      I was the last person to lie to myself.

      I tried in the past and failed. I found it to be a pointless activity that wasted a lot of time.

      I sensed from the other day that something had changed between Summer and I. I’d relished it for what it was because of the newness, but I never stopped until today to acknowledge what I was feeling.

      I was in love.

      I remembered sitting in my room back at Princeton thinking I was so clever to come up with my rules of attraction.

      I thought I was freaking Einstein coming up with my own theory that I thought was comparable to relativity.

      The hot headed twenty year old I was figured that there was this thing that existed between two people and it didn’t have to have the label of a relationship if they didn’t want it to be.

      It didn’t have to be the standard coming together where you hoped for love, or anything complicated.

      Attraction, as I’d bottled it, would just be this intense feeling that connected you. I made up the rules to make it more exciting. Like it really was a damn game.

      What I never imagined was the day, today, heading my way.

      I used to laugh at my father when he spoke of love. I’d laugh at the absurdity of me, of all the people, finding one woman that would capture me that way.

      That was something I didn’t really think could happen, but then I met her.

      The beautiful angel who lay on my bed, tangled in my sheets with her gorgeous mass of hair sprawled out around her. The moonlight bathed her in its light and the stars serenaded her like the goddess she was.

      I’d been sitting here on the window ledge watching her for over two hours. Watching her and thinking about life.

      I didn’t deserve her. No one did.

      There were just some women who were too good to live in the sphere of this earth with everyone else. Summer was one of them.

      All this time she’d captivated me with her beauty inside and out.

      No, we didn’t know each other long but we never needed to.

      That was never an issue, even when we thought it was.

      We just bonded and gelled, connected like we were meant to fit. As if we were made for each other.

      I’d made love to her. That was what that was earlier, and all the other times that followed.

      The feeling was something I wanted to commit to memory and keep locked away in my heart.

      The reason why I hated relationships before was because I hadn’t found the right person.

      She was it for me.

      However, I was in a state of conflict with everything going on at Sullivan’s and the fact that I didn’t know what to do from here.

      She shuffled and turned on her side. My spirits lifted when I watched her reach out her hand in her sleep searching for me.

      The gesture brought a smile to my face.

      When her hands came away with nothing her eyes fluttered open and she sat up.

      A bright but sleepy smile filled her face when she saw me.

      “Alex.” She cooed, slipping off the bed. She grabbed my t-shirt and pulled it on, sadly covering her gorgeous body.

      I took her into my arms and kissed her when she made her way over to me.

      “Hi baby.”

      “Please don’t tell me you’re worrying like earlier.” She rested her head on my shoulder.

      “I’m thinking.”

      “At this time. it looks either really late or very early.” She giggled.

      “It’s both.”

      She lifted her head and looked at me.

      “Move in with me,” I said before she could say another word. It was something I’d thought up a few weeks back. The time was right for me to ask now.

      She started to laugh. “I’m here. I live here.”

      “You’re here because I tricked you into thinking it was a live-in position. This is me asking you to move in with me, as my girlfriend.”

      She blinked several times and her lips parted into a little O shape.

      I hoped like hell I didn’t just scare her away. I just had to do something to show her how I felt.

      “What?”

      “Summer, please move in with me. In here, so this would be our bedroom instead of my room and this would we our place. Or if you don’t like it we can move.”

      She looked at me as if she was trying to figure something out. “You’re being serious?”

      “I’m way serious. Do you want to think about it? Please at least think –”

      “Yes, and no I don’t need to think. My answer is yes.” She replied with an excitement I’d never seen in her.

      “Yes, you’re saying yes.”

      “I am.” She beamed.

      “And you’ll be my girlfriend?”

      “Yes… but, isn’t that against our rules.” She laughed. “That sounds dangerously close to a relationship.”

      “It … is. Do you want it to be?”

      “I do.” A blissful smile lit up her face.

      “Me too,” I did. I truly did, wanting nothing more.  She was everything to me. “Come here angel.”

      When she threw her arms around me I held her never wanting to let go.

      It was wonderful to feel like this.

      As if I’d finally accomplished something good in my life.

      I guess I just had to sort out all the other stuff now.
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      “Summer, if your skin glows anymore you’ll be brighter than the damn sun.” Eilesh complained.

      “It’s the facial.” I told her giggling myself silly like a high school girl.

      “No facial on this earth can make you look like that.”  Eilesh shook her head. “Trust me I know. I’ve had them all. You guys have too much sex. There has to be a point where you have to stop.”

      “We’re good, Eilesh.”

      “Yes, I can see that. I can’t believe all the drama though. It’s ridiculous.” She brought her hands to her cheeks and shook her head.

      I’d filled her in of the events of the my crazy dramatic weekend. Just the parts about Tom though and the fight with Alex.

      It was the most excitement we’d had in a while and made good chatter for a Monday.

      We were in the coffeehouse. I’d just finished work and decided we needed to meet and have some fattening food. I wanted to tell her about Alex, moving in with him and being his girlfriend in person.

      “I think the whole Tom thing had to happen. Him coming was actually good for me. it was closure.”

      Eilesh nodded in agreement. “Yes.  You needed to see him again, and since that wasn’t going to happen on your terms it was good he came of his own accord. I wish I could have seen it all. I would have punched him myself if I could.”

      “Me too.” Things unmistakably ended badly, and it was his fault.

      I was still hurt by what he said, but my hurt would pass. I wasn’t going to allow him to take any more space up in my brain.

      “So, I have some news for you, which I got just after lunch.”

      My interests immediately spiked. Any news that Eilesh could have for me had to be job related in a really good way.

      “Oh God, what kind of news?”

      “I found you a senior associate job.”  She squealed.

      “Oh God in heaven.” I gasped. “Eilesh you are amazing. Thank you so much.”

      As usual we attracted attention with our girly giggles and over the top shrieks.

      “No thanks needed my dear friend.” She was smiling at me but then I noticed an uneasy look dull the sparkle in her eyes. “Summer.”

      “What? I’m so excited I could burst.”

      “There’s a thing about the job that may be a problem.”

      “Is it Ashfords?” I bit the inside of my lip.

      “No. Consider yourself cleansed of that disaster. Okay so the job is at Morgan and Ackerman.” She smiled again.

      My eyes widened to the point where I thought my eyes would pop out of my head. Sullivan’s were amazing, but a speck in comparison to Morgan and Ackerman.

      “Morgan and Ackerman? Eilesh I would scream if we weren’t in here. I’m happy as in the kind of hills are alive with the sound of music happiness and excitement.

      “Me too. I spoke at length with Chance Morgan himself when I saw the advert. I thought this would be a great opportunity for you so I lay all the cards on the table and told him all that had happened to you at Ashfords and the time out you had for your father. He read your CV, went as far as reading your thesis you did at George Town and is so interested he’s holding the position for you. It would literally be a meet up to sign the contract.”

      I was so stunned I could barely talk. “That’s all amazing. What problem could there be?”

      “The location.”

      “But their based in Chicago.”

      “Yes but they have offices all over the US and in forty different countries. When I saw the position I thought it was Chicago and it kind of is. But their looking for a Senior Associate to work at their office in Dubai. Someone who could live there for ten months of the year and come back to Chicago for their annual meetings. The want someone to run the place with a view to being senior partner in a years’ time. When I heard that and heard how interested and excited he was about you I had to at least run the idea past you. Summer it’s a great opportunity, but I know how much you love it here, and … how you feel about Alex.”

      A feeling that I could only describe as anguish squeezed my heart as my spirits fell.

      A suffocating sensation tightened my throat, squeezing out all the excitement I experienced moments ago.

      We shared a minute of silence with me just staring at my friend in wonder and confusion.

      Eilesh looked sad. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

      “No, don’t apologize. I…” I brought my hands up to my cheeks and whipped away a tear.

      “Oh Summer.” She sighed.

      “It’s fine. I’m fine and thank you. It’s amazing news and more than I could have ever hoped for, ever.”

      “But Alex…”

      I smiled at the thought of him. “He asked me to move in and be his girlfriend.”

      Eilesh gasped. “Oh my God. That is… my timing sucks. It really does.” She frowned.

      “No, it doesn’t. I have to think of my career right? So I should consider it.”

      “No. It’s just an idea. Summer.. we could go back to the original plan and focus on Chicago.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes.”

      “Am I crazy for thinking of staying? It’s a really great opportunity.” It was fantastic and my career would be set for life.

      But to leave here. Okay it wasn’t the fact of just leaving here. I had Eilesh here, and I knew wherever I was in this world we would always be friends. Location had never changed that and would never be a problem.

      The essence of the problem was that during my short stay here I’d found something I wasn’t looking for and never expected to find.

      Love.

      Was it enough though to influence such a big decision?

      “Chance gave me two weeks to come back to him.” Eilesh said quickly, probably seeing my thoughts rolling in motion. “He knew it would be a big thing to ask you to live in a whole other country so hey. We have two weeks.” She nodded.

      “Two weeks.”

      “So we can just shelve it to the back of the closet and I can look for something here as planned. You file it away, know it’s there as an option, but not your only option. Being at Sullivan’s has worked exactly the way we wanted it to. It’s the buffer. It shows trust regained.”

      Okay, this sounded reasonable. It was an option that showed I had a chance. If Morgan and Ackerman could consider me then the door was open for other firms.

      It just would have been nice to work with them.

      I guess since I was already thinking this way it meant in my heart I’d already chosen.

      “Am I being stupid, Eilesh?” I wanted to see what she thought. “I haven’t known Alex that long. Is it stupid to pass up such a chance? It just feels like I should find another way if I can.”

      “Summer, I’ve known you for a very long time and the last thing I think you are is stupid. Feelings aren’t stupid, love isn’t stupid.”

      “Love.” I whispered, savoring the way the word itself seeped into my heart.

      “Yes, love. You love Alex.”

      “I do love Alex.” It felt so good to say. “Long distance was a problem with Tom.”

      “No sweetie,” Eilesh chuckled. “That was never a problem. It was used as an excuse. Any man who loves you will love you weather your right next to him or a million miles away. Which is why you’re filing away this job just in case you think you may want it and you see a way that you can make both work.”

      “Thank you.” I nodded feeling grateful and relieved. I trusted her, and her opinion.

      It meant a lot that she reasoned it out in that way because right now I couldn’t see much past Alex.

      By the time that I got home my mind felt more at ease.

      Alex had gotten all these brochures for the Bahamas and bought a bedside lamp for me, for my side of the bed.

      The man was bursting with excitement as if I was something wonderful that had happened to him.

      “Do you like the lamp? I swear I won’t complain about you reading before bed, and with this you can have the light on for as long as you want.” He bubbled, eyes gleaming and his handsome face beaming at me.

      “I love it.” I hugged him.

      We stood in his room.

      Our room.

      I rested my head on his chest and felt completely taken with the way that he held me and the soft kisses he placed on my forehead.

      “Let me know when you’d like to bring your stuff in.”

      “Anytime you want, Alex. I just want to be with you.”

      That was the answer to everything.
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      It was the week of the case and I was a mess.

      The damn case was in three days, on Friday.

      Every time I thought about it my stomach churned.

      I went to see my father first thing this morning. He’d messaged me last night, requesting my presence.

      He lifted his head from the paperwork he was going through and smiled.

      “Morning son.” The smile grew.

      Lately, my father had greeted me the way he did Preston. With respect.

      I’d worked my whole life just to earn that. I had to admit it felt good.

      “Hey. You okay?”

      “Perfect. Just wanted to see how you are.”

      “I’m fine.” It was a half lie. If I was referring to Summer then I was off in the heavens, high of on love happy. But, my feeling about work were a whole other story.

      “Good. I’m glad, and proud.”

      Proud.

      My father had never said that to me. Not when I graduated from high school with the highest GPA of my year, which was higher than Marc’s. Not when I finished at Princeton with firms begging to take me, and not when I won my first case.

      Which, I might add was so difficult and complex that no one else wanted it. It was cast off to me as the newbie at the time. It involved high tech embezzlement. I was the prosecuting attorney and everyone thought I’d end up making a fool of myself.

      I really thought my father would have been proud of me then but he’d just given me a pat on the back.

      “it’s nice to hear that.”

      “I am, you’ve really changed a lot and it’s shown me how much you want to be part of the partnership. I just wanted to have a one to one with you and see if everything’s set for Friday.”

      “All set.” I nodded.

      “Good. There are a few cases I’d like you to take. We’ll book in time to talk about them.” He nodded and smiled. “I thought I’d give you the heads up now so you can plan. Senior partners are busy people. I suspect you’ll be rushed off your feet.”

      My breathing stilled. Senior partner, wow. He was talking about me.

      I couldn’t resist the smile that inched up my face.

      “I’m ready for it.”

      “Looks like you are. It’ll be an honor to pass the torch to you” He nodded and smiled.

      Excitement at the achievement looming before me made my whole being tingle, showing me how badly I wanted the position.

      “Thanks. It means a lot.”

      “You’re more than welcome.”

      “That all? I’m rushed off my feet.” I joked.

      “I’m done. Enjoy being rushed off your feet.”

      I gave him a curt nod before I left.

      Summer was in my office putting letters in my in tray. I closed the door and swooped her up into my arms bursting to share what happened.

      “Alex, you are so crazy,” she giggled.

      “My dad was just talking about me being senior partner. It’s happening, Summer.” I sounded like a kid who’d just gotten everything he wanted for Christmas.

      “That’s amazing. You did it.”

      I set her down.

      “Not yet. Got to make it to Friday first and hope that goes well.”

      “It’s all gone well so far right?”

      I nodded and gazed at her beautiful face. “It has.”

      It had gone okay so far. Marc hadn’t been able to find anything else but what he found was damning enough to make me sever any links Sullivan’s had to Devon once I became senior partner.

      That was the plan, in my head. Since Preston didn’t trust him I thought that part would be easy. Plus it was my father who had that direct link with Devon’s company. Once he passed the torch, as he put it, the connection would change.

      I just wanted to leave no stone unturned.

      “Baby, I can’t wait till it’s all done and dusted.”

      “I know.” She beamed. “Then I can have my man back completely, and not have him looking like a lost boy.”

      “I happen to love the lost boys Summer, who wouldn’t want to live in Neverland and go on one adventure or another?”

      She giggled when I kissed her. “I could see you doing that.”

      “Yes, me too angel.”

      We were just waiting to see what happened with the case and then we’d book our vacation. I couldn’t wait to be away with her.

      Just us, having fun and getting lost in each other as we escaped life together.

      I pulled her closer for another kiss which I relished for all of ten seconds before the door flung open and Marc came in looking flustered.

      “We need to talk, now. In private.” His eyes darted at Summer.

      It was weird because I couldn’t think of anything that would be so secretive that he wouldn’t want Summer here. Unless, he found something about Devon.

      Fuck, he did, didn’t he?

      He looked like he did.

      I looked at Summer who was just moving to go but caught her arm.

      “It’s fine. Tell me. I want Summer here.”

      She looked appreciative to hear that.

      “Okay.” Marc nodded looking uneasy.

      He carried a large brown envelope under his arms which he placed on my desk.

      “What have you found?” I asked.

      “Nothing good, Alex. Nothing good at all.” He took out several sheets of paper and laid them out. “Take a look and tell me what you see.”

      I sighed knowing I was going to hate this to no end.

      Picking up the first wad of paper I looked at the front sheet. It was a bank statement in Devon’s name with several transactions showing seriously large amounts of money being credited to different companies.”

      “Do you recognize any of the companies?”

      I felt my heart ache when I realized what he was saying.

      Yes I recognized the companies. At least five anyway. They were all companies that Devon had investment dealings with. Bottlebrite was one of them.

      “This is of relevance to you.” Marc picked up a sheet to my right and handed it to me.

      Silveranium Tech, the company that had mined the silveranium were listed. I saw transactions listed for stock purchase at amounts up to a hundred thousand dollars.

      “And this.” Marc showed me a process receipt showing evidence of the sale of those shares for  eight hundred thousand dollars.

      He’d sold the shares for a more than handsome profit.

      “And this.” Marc added with another sheet of paper with email conversations.

      He looked at Summer who’d stood next to me the whole time looking at the same things I saw. She looked rigid and pale. “Summer, this is seriously top secret info. I beg you not to say anything to a soul.”

      “I won’t be saying anything, Marc.”  Her tone was flat and emotionless, one I’d never heard.

      “This is confirmation of inside dealing. He bribes the company secretary or someone who deals with the company finances and they work together to pull off a pump and dump scheme. It’s been going on for years. It looks like he does one every few months and deposits the earnings into his off shore accounts.”

      “Fuck Marc, what the fuck?” I winced. This was the nightmare I saw coming.

      The thing I feared. The thing that could lose me what I’d worked so hard to get, and shit now there was a link to my case.

      How the hell was I supposed to defend Devon in court now?

      What was I supposed to do? We’d never take on a case like this which I now knew was all a load of bullshit.

      No disclaimer could refute this.

      “I know. I was shocked.” Marc grimaced. “I’ve never liked the guy, but this is beyond what I expected.”

      “You can’t do the case, Alex.” Summer cut in. She was shaking her head. “You shouldn’t. It’ll be a disaster.”

      “Angel, it’s on Friday. My dad won’t make me senior partner when he sees I went digging.”

      She looked shocked by my answer.

      “Alex, she’s right. Screw the partnership. This is serious shit. We can’t get mixed up in it.” Marc jumped in.

      “It’s easy for you to say, you don’t hope to be senior partner. You’re happy doing what you’re doing.” I snapped.

      “Alex, there is so many things going on here. It’s all securities fraud of the highest level.”

      “Marc. I plan to get rid of any ties to Devon after I become partner.”

      “Has your dad given you a date for this inauguration?” Marc narrowed his eyes at me.

      “No, but I know it’s next month some time.” He gave us the update a few weeks ago. “Maybe when I’m done with the case.”

      “Alex, you have no idea how long this case could go on for. And, you don’t know what evidence will be called. I suggest you take this to your father and we contact the feds letting them know we suspect illegal activity. We should do this now. That way we stay out of it.”

      “There has to be another way.” I insisted. I couldn’t lose my chance. I couldn’t.

      I was too close to getting what I wanted.

      “There isn’t. You have to do something before the shit hits the fan Alex.” His eyes pleaded with me.

      “You said this stuff would be hard to find on a normal basis.” I pointed out trying to clutch on to whatever I could.

      Summer shocked me by walking out.

      I looked to the door as it swung backwards and forwards and then to Marc.

      “We’ve always been friends, man, and I have always looked up to you. This isn’t you. Doesn’t matter what the goal is, wrong is wrong. You know that. Alex, what if you win on Friday? A woman will lose everything. She’ll pay legal fees, more money for something bad that happened to her. And Devon will get away with all of this. You care about people. This isn’t you.”

      It wasn’t. It wasn’t me at all. Confliction tore at my insides, and it was heightened by Summer walking out.

      “I have to go.” I left him and went to Summer’s office. She was standing by the window slumped over with her hands resting on the ledge. She tried to steady her breath.

      “Summer.”

      My voice caught her attention and she turned to face me.

      “Alex, you can’t do this case.” Now she was giving me the pleading look. “Please listen to me. you can’t. bad things could happen and getting the senior partnership here would mean nothing if Sullivan’s gets dragged in to a securities fraud disaster.”

      “Summer, you know how badly I want to be senior partner.”

      “It’s not worth it. Alex, your father would have to find another way.”

      “Angel, he won’t. This is it. He made it clear that I should focus on the case and not go digging around for anything that wasn’t relevant.”

      “But all that Marc found is relevant.” She contested.

      “I know, but it’s only relevant in the sense where I know where we stand with any further relations with Devon.”

      “Alex, trust me I know what I’m talking about.” She pulled in a deep breath and released it.  “I worked for Ashfords.”

      “What?” I thought I must have heard her wrong.

      “I worked for Ashfords. I worked there after Gold and Thorps. I was there during the disaster and it dragged me in and messed everything up for me.”

      Jesus.

      This was the thing she was hiding. The more I felt that she wasn’t saying.

      My mouth dropped. “Why didn’t you tell me that before?”

      “So you could kick me out for working for a firm with a bad rep?” A tear ran down her cheek.

      “I would never have done that.” I shook my head.

      “I was scared, and maybe you wouldn’t but I’m sure your father or Preston might have.”

      “I would never have allowed anyone to do that to you.” I assured her.

      Maybe I should have been mad that she didn’t tell me, but I wasn’t. I understood why she kept the secret, and why she was telling me now.

      It made sense.

      “It means a lot to hear you say that. It really does.” She sighed. “It was something that killed me to keep from you and I felt worse every day for keeping the secret. I took this job because no one else would hire me as an attorney. I was up to my neck in debt and had to find something. I suffered like I was the one who was guilty, when I didn’t do anything wrong. I lost my job before I realized my dad was so sick, and I came here to restore my name and get some credibility. I can’t live through something like that again.”

      “I would never consider going ahead as planned if I thought for one moment that anything could get exposed in court and drag us all into a crazy mess.”

      “But you don’t know what could happen. I’ve listened to you talk about how much you wanted the senior partnership, and I’ve held back on telling you how much I just wanted to be a lawyer again, and be me. I worked hard too, and it wasn’t so I could be a PA forever.”

      “I know, and I don’t expect you to be a PA forever. Summer… all the stuff that Marc found was from me being worried and wanting to do extra checks. And, all the findings have been done by people with special skills to find this shit. They had to dig deep. A simple run of the mill case won’t require that level of deep investigation.”

      “But what if later something happens and it’s found out that you knew what was going on? How can you even trust the people who found the stuff? They could come forward at any moment and say they found it and gave it to Marc who then gave it to you. What would you do then? ”

      That was a possibility but one I didn’t want to entertain. “Hopefully I would have sorted things out by then.”

      “This isn’t right. Alex you don’t want to be caught up in a lie that could turn uglier than it already is. You told me only two weeks ago that you were worried you’d act selfishly, you knew something was going on from then didn’t you? All the time you looked worried you knew something wasn’t right.”

      I thought for a moment, then looked deep into her eyes. I didn’t want to lie or evade the question.

      “I did.” At the time I knew about the offshore accounts.

      “Alex, the reality of this is anything could happen. We don’t know what the prosecution could have found, and it could get dragged into court. Please see it all for what it is and not what you want it to be.”

      I was losing my grip of everything and didn’t even know what to do anymore.

      “I’ve worked too hard to mess things up now.” I thought of what my father said back in the office earlier.

      He told me he was proud.

      I’d lived my whole life waiting to hear those words.

      He’d never praised me when I did anything good, because he found some sort of flaw with it. He never looked at all the abilities I had as a good thing, but that I had more experience in certain areas so I should take on whatever he threw at me.

      If I brought this to him that would be it. I’d lose more than the chance for the senior partnership.

      It would also be that respect that I’d gained from him, from following orders and doing what he told me to do.

      “So your choice is the senior partnership?” She held my gaze and looked at me with wide worried eyes.

      “Yes.” I heard myself say. “But I’m going to sort out the kinks later. I promise I will do that.”

      She closed her eyes, squeezed them and opened them quickly and blinked several times like she couldn’t believe my answer.

      “Okay.” Came her breathy reply that held an air of defeat in its tone. “Okay.”

      I wanted to continue to reassure her that I would do all that I could to make it okay but what I saw next caught and held my attention.

      Whenever I looked at Summer, the first thing I always saw in those beautiful green eyes was that spark.

      It was fire that came straight from her soul, and I knew it only burned for me.

      In the flashing lights of the club that night, months ago now, I saw it ignite.

      But just now I saw the light go out.

      The spark was gone.

      It went out as if someone had switched it off, and I knew in that moment that I lost her.
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        * * *

      

      I went home about ten minutes after.

      Couldn’t stay with my tormented mind.

      It seemed that I’d been mistaken again. But this time it was my own fault.

      I knew Alex was just determined to pursue his dreams.

      However, the man I saw today wasn’t the person I thought I knew.

      As I sat here in the living room I went over today’s events.

      Thinking about what I was going to do.

      All of the things that Marc found was enough to damn Devon to hell. If the authorities found out he’d go down big time and anyone associated with him would either get dragged down with him, or get a bad rep. Just like at Ashfords.

      At Ashfords, the senior management were all guilty, but the people below them like myself weren’t. Look what happened with that.

      When people wanted to form an opinion they just did it. If the terrible thing that happened was so bad that it affected thousands, it wouldn’t matter what an innocent person did to show they were innocent.

      I’d must have tailored my CV all six ways to Sunday before I had an interview.

      But, I’d been invited as a scapegoat. The interviewer wanted someone to scream at someone from Ashfords for her loss of investment, and that happened to be me.

      I’d never forget her telling me that I’d be lucky if I ever worked as an attorney again.

      Those words stayed with me for a long time, and were in my mind now.

      They rung in my ears and warned me that the same thing could happen to me again if I stayed at Sullivan’s.

      Alex was blinded by his desires to be senior partner. Blinded and focused on pleasing his father.

      He wasn’t thinking of the consequences of his actions.

      I couldn’t believe that on the bare surface of it, he was willing to go to court, probably win and end up cheating that poor lady out of her investment that he knew was set up to rob her.

      It was wrong. Getting involved was wrong. And, that just wasn’t the guy I’d come to know. That same guy who rushed off to help Clarrisa because he didn’t want her to go bankrupt and lose everything. The same guy who offered his services for free for a ton of clients who couldn’t afford his normal legal costs.

      I’d seen him in action and knew that the person who could act with such kindness wasn’t thinking straight.

      What did it all mean though?

      All of that meant nothing if he was going to follow the plan. It was like giving someone poison, knowing what you’re giving them will kill them and then trying to find an antidote after they’d drank it. It was a problem that could have been prevented from the start.

      That was him.

      As for me…

      I couldn’t allow myself to get caught in that if it all went wrong. My father worked hard to make sure I got what I wanted out of life.

      I honored him by working equally hard to make sure I got the most out of whatever it was I did.

      It would be a terrible move on my part to entertain Alex’s plan, follow it all through and miss a chance to further my own career.

      The answer that came to me was one that I’ve arrived at, at least ten times but rebooted my thought process to see if I could come up with anything else.

      I hadn’t and that answer stuck with me.

      Alex chose his career. That was the bottom line. That was what he chose. Above everything. He chose his career. 

      Even when he knew there were chances things could go wrong, and even after I said I didn’t want to get caught up in another work scandal.

      He chose his career, but weeks ago I chose love.

      I’d sat on this Morgan and Ackerman job for over a week, shelving it to the back of my mind as an option I was just keeping there, but would sacrifice for love. 

      After all that had happened today I suddenly felt like a fool. 

      After all I’d been through why would I even consider passing up such an opportunity?

      So this was where I was at. Alex chose his career. Shouldn’t I choose my career too?

      If I stayed and Sullivan’s got caught up in a fraud scandal I’d get caught too. 

      Same problem as before, just different characters playing the same role.

      Then what? 

      I had to choose me too, because in the end I’d only have myself to rely on.

      Just me. 

      Being with Tom opened my eyes immensely. I’d experienced firsthand how much effect one person could have on another. 

      I spent months feeling like I wasn’t good enough, or like something was wrong with me. 

      The same thing hadn’t happened here but some of the principles were similar. 

      Tom chose his own personal desires over being loyal to me. 

      Alex knew what it would mean for me if I got caught up with another firm in a scandal. 

      Both chose themselves. 

      So now it was time for me to take control and choose me.
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      I was actually scared to go home, fearing what I may find when I got there. 

      I knew Summer left early. 

      The thing to do was to go after her and see if she wanted to talk some more, but since I knew that wouldn’t work I stayed at work.

      It was eight o’clock by the time I got home, and when I saw her in the living room sitting with the lights dimmed and her suitcase packed my heart just…

      Well…

      I couldn’t feel my heart anymore.

      “Summer.” At the sound of my voice she turned her head and stood.

      She was dressed up, wearing a black jacket, a pair of jeans that hugged her slender legs. Her hair pulled back into a ponytail.

      “Hey,” she gave me one of her little smiles.

      I walked right up to her and took hold of her hand.

      “No.” I wanted to get straight to the point before she could tell me she was leaving. “Stay don’t leave.”

      “I have to.” She breathed and just like earlier today a tear ran down her cheek.

      “No, Summer, what happens at work has nothing to do with us. You and me, exist beyond work.” The quiver in my voice was something I’d never heard before.

      “It actually doesn’t. You chose your career and I’m choosing mine.”

      “You’re making it sound like I’m choosing my career over you.” I wasn’t doing that.

      “Alex, I know you know that going ahead to represent Devon is wrong. You don’t know what can happen, and if you get caught up in it you won’t have control over what happens either. I’m certain that your father would prefer to find out all the things you found out today and stop a problem in its tracks rather than think everything is fine and it’s not.” She nodded and pressed her lips together.

      “I’m still thinking about what to do.” I confessed because right now I wasn’t sure.

      Losing the chance to be senior partner would cut me deep, but losing her would break my heart.

      “Well I hope you choose the right thing.”

      “Please don’t go.”

      “There’s a job I think I’m going to accept. Morgan and Ackerman are interested in me taking on a senior associate role in Dubai. It’s with a view to being senior partner in a year. I’m going to stay with Eilesh until I go.”

      That was an excellent opportunity.

      “You found that out today?”

      She shook her head. “Nearly two weeks now. I was going to turn it down.”

      I stared into those eyes of hers, wondering why she would turn down something like that but the answer came to me.

      “Why?” Like most things I wanted to hear her say it.

      “You. I wanted to stay with you.”

      “Why?” That too, I knew the answer but wanted to drag it out of her.

      Again she shook her head. “Doesn’t matter now.”

      “I love you.” This was on me. It was for me to say. The only woman I’d ever said that to was my mother. No one else.

      “I love you too, but it’s not enough.” More tears ran down her cheek.

      “How can that not be enough? It should be everything.”

      “It’s not, because it doesn’t solve anything. If you choose to do something you know isn’t right you aren’t the man I thought you were. I won’t do that again either and be in a relationship that is destined for doom.”

      “Summer, I said I’m still thinking about it.”

      “So think. But, I can’t be here.” She stood on her toes and planted a soft kiss on my lips.

      A kiss from an angel.

      She took her suitcase and walked away, leaving.

      I didn’t realize how empty and lonely this apartment felt until then.

      But, what was worse was the emptiness I felt.

      And the loss.

      I didn’t realize how empty and lonely I was until she left me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Don’t drink anymore.” Marc said. “Don’t drown your sorrows in the bottom of a bottle.”

      “If my sorrows could be drowned in a damn bottle I’d drink every last bottle of wine in this house.” I slammed down my glass on the dinner table and rested my head back against the chair. The hard wood of the frame felt cool against my skin.

      I was certain I’d drank a whole bottle of wine, and I did need to stop now.

      It was best because I wanted a clear mind tomorrow. The last thing I wanted was either to skip out on tomorrow because I had a terrible hangover, or go in to work with it.

      What did it matter though?

      Lost in the wind.

      That’s how I felt. Like one of those balloons that had floated away and soared far beyond anyone’s reach. Drifting around without hope or an aim.

      Just there.

      “You look like shit.” Marc stated. “Hey.” He snapped his fingers in front of my face. “Come back to me man. I came by to talk. We need to talk.”

      I straightened up and stared at him. “I don’t know what the hell to say.”

      “Let’s start with Summer.” Marc held up his hands. “I think she’s probably the most important topic here.”

      “I want her back.”

      It was nearly ten. Nearly three hours since she’d stood in this very room and left me.

      It seemed like forever. The scene had played itself over and over again in my mind like a film on repeat.

      “I’m sure you do. But she’s right, Alex.”

      Mark had gotten here about an hour after Summer left. My cavalry ready to rescue.

      He came by knowing I’d need to talk about today. He didn’t know though that today was only the start of my problems because with Summer gone it felt like I’d lost everything.

      “I know. You’re both right. I know that.” Of course I knew. And I knew I’d been a complete jerk today. Selfish, out of character, and completely self-focused.

      I’d kind of kissed the damn senior partnership goodbye the minute Summer closed the door.

      The problem now was what to do.

      “Don’t let her go to Dubai thinking she wasn’t important to you. I can see she was.”

      “She is. I told her I loved her and she still left.” I reached for the bottle and poured myself another glass of wine. When the glass was full Marc took it and started drinking straightaway. “Hey, come on man.”

      “Told you, no more for you. You need to get your woman back Alex.”

      “Marc, the whole thing is a mess. Everything.”

      “I don’t know about that. From what you told me, you did most of those things exactly the way you normally do things. Except that this whole trying to be senior partner has placed you into this suppressed box where your being told how to act. Alex, you’re a leader, not a follower. And you’re a damn good leader too.”

      “My father doesn’t think so.”

      He pointed at me. “Hold that thought.” He smirked. “Do you remember how you thought you might want to go to Harvard instead of Princeton. Do you remember why you thought that?”

      Of course I remembered. “My dad would have gone ape shit at me. All the Sullivan men went to Princeton.”

      “Right, then do you remember back in high school, how you wanted to play football but choose basketball because your father thought the sport was more classy. Also how you turned down like ten different scholarships to play because you knew your father wanted you to focus on everything academic.”

      I loved basketball, would have loved football more too. I was a natural at sports and enjoyed playing it, but I tossed the idea of playing seriously aside because I knew it would have pissed off my dad to no end.

      “I remember, Marc. Is there a point to this walk down memory lane? It’s not helping.”

      “Everything I say has a point. I’m reminding you of those things because they were important points in your life that could have had life changing results. You could have been an athlete. You could have gone to Harvard and maybe worked at another firm. But you didn’t entertain the possibility of any of those things because as long as I’ve known you, you’ve always tried to please your father. I think that this, all that happened today is down to that.”

      I closed my eyes and took in what he’d said.

      This wasn’t anything new to me. It wasn’t new news. I actively knew that I’d made certain decisions in my life that were geared at pleasing my father. The significance about my recent actions was that this was the worst thing that had happened so far, and he was holding something over my head that I’d wanted badly.

      I couldn’t remember a time when I didn’t live to try and please my father in some form of way. I was still me, and still acted out in ways I wanted but within reason. Always within reason. Not like this, blinded by my need to be part of the senior partnership.

      I couldn’t represent Devon, and today what I should have been doing was trying to find all ways to expose the man for what he was.

      However there was more to consider. Summer was disappointed in me and I knew my father would be hurt by this.

      “You’re right Marc.”

      “You know what Alex. I don’t think I’ve ever told you about my serious attachment issues.” Marc chuckled.

      “What attachment issues?”

      “The attachment issues that makes me go where you go, get in trouble for you, make an idiot of myself because you told me to.”

      Ugh he was still talking about that freshman year stunt I pulled when I got him to ask out Catarina St. John. The woman was a dead ringer for Claudia Schiffer. Marc would turn into a babbling fool when he saw her so I dared him to ask her out. The poor guy couldn’t even get the words out of his mouth so I had to ask her for him.

      I laughed at the memory.

      “If you’re referring to Catarina, it worked out well didn’t it? You guys dated for a year until she moved to England.”

      Marc grimaced. “I still looked like a fool, Alex.”

      “But a good fool, no?”

      “No.” He frowned.

      “But yet you still see her.” I teased him. He didn’t know that I knew all about his quarterly visits to England for God knew how long.

      “How in the hell did you find out about that?” He looked shocked.

      “I’m your best friend Marc, my job is to snoop around where my nose doesn’t belong, and never mind my business when it comes to you.”

      Marc shook his head at me. ”Whatever man, that’s a story for another time. Anyway and back to the point. I’m trying to say we’re friends, and I’ve tended to follow you wherever you go. Have you ever thought of not trying to please your dad, and maybe just doing what you want. It’ll take guts but I think you’d be happier for it. Like maybe Sullivan’s isn’t exactly the place for you. Maybe you could flourish better somewhere else. And I’d go with you.”

      “You’d go with me if I left Sullivan’s? Marc, I couldn’t do that to you. You have a good thing going there.”

      “It is good, but you’re my best friend. What’s the point of having things good when they could be better. And when I say better I’m including a lot. I may make a million dollars a year but would happily take a massive pay cut to spend more time with the woman of my dreams. Sullivan’s pays well but I’m good. We’re a duo.”

      I was touched to hear that.

      “We’re a duo. Thanks, Marc, that means a lot. I’m lucky.”

      “We both are. We’ve always been great as a team, imagine where life could take us next if we really put our heads together. Like Iron Man and Captain America. I’m Iron Man by the way.” For show he ran his hands through his dark locks.

      I laughed at him but then bit the inside of my lip as an idea popped in my mind.

      It was one that would have normally terrified me, one that I would have pushed away if it didn’t feel so right.

      Something inside me lifted and felt hopeful.

      My hands stilled the more I considered it.

      If it worked it could fix everything.

      And I could get my angel back.

      No, not could.

      Would.

      Whatever happened she would be my priority, even if I had to go to Dubai with her.

      There was no way that I was going to live the rest of my life without her.

      No way in hell.

      I wasn’t stupid, or blind.

      There was a reason why I’d never met anyone else like Summer.

      It was because there wasn’t anyone else like her.

      And, I was still trying to make her mine.
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        * * *

      

      My father stormed into my office and closed the door.

      I was over by the bookshelf taking down the last few books.

      “Alex, what the hell is this?” He snapped, eyes wild with a mixture of emotion as he held up the letter I left for him this morning.

      I looked away and marched over to the desk with the boxes I’d laid out.

      The one with the books was already full. I hadn’t realized I had that many books.

      “Alex.” He prodded with that insistent tone, and walked right up to me.

      “I’ve always done the same thing as everyone else here. Never taking short cuts because I’m your son.”

      “Son, now’s not the time for riddles.”

      “It’s not a riddle, dad. I’m simply telling you I don’t expect to have any special treatment. I entered the same way as everyone else, and I’m leaving the same way.”

      “You’re seriously resigning? Leaving?” His voice shook and he looked withered.

      His shoulders slumped and his hands seemed to shake as he placed my resignation letter on the desk.

      That was part one of my plan.

      That letter was the first thing I wrote this morning. It came after I thought about how to write it and what I wanted to say.

      In it, I thanked him for all he’d done for me, but then I listed all the reasons why I had to leave.

      In the back I enclosed all the findings we had so far on Devon with explanations of what it all meant. It didn’t look like my father had reached that part yet.

      I rested a hand on his shoulder. “You are my idol, my role model, and I’ve always wanted to be you. Just like you. That’s why I can’t stay.”

      “Alex, I’m touched to hear that, truly touched to hear that, because at one point I thought you hated me. But it makes no sense. I can’t accept your resignation. This is your birthright.”

      “Dad, I can’t be who I am here. I don’t fit as a follower. I’m a leader.” I borrowed Marc’s words because they were true to my character and personality. It explained me so well. “I do these crazy things that people don’t like but I don’t care if they like it or not, if what I’m doing is right. I know I’m not to everyone’s taste, but I don’t care. People look down on me for standing up for others, people look down on me for giving away my services for free because some of my clients can’t afford it. They say whatever they want, but I don’t care. The thing that makes me, me is I do whatever’s necessary to make sure I do the right thing.”

      I nodded and smiled but then my smile fell when I thought of what happened yesterday, and over the last few weeks. “Great grandpa Ted must have rubbed off on me, because he didn’t take orders well either, and thank God he didn’t because hundreds of people are alive today because of him. I almost lost myself this week, because I wanted to please you and it was for a thing I wanted so badly and worked hard for.”

      “Alex, you worked hard to be senior partner. You can’t just throw that away.”

      “I know, but I don’t want it anymore.” I shook my head. “And no hard feelings. I will say though that, I almost destroyed our name because you told me not to go looking for anything that wasn’t relevant to the case. Did you see what I left in the envelope? There’s more than just my resignation.”

      “I skimmed through it and what I saw made me sick.”

      “I’m glad you saw, and I hope that you’ll take action.”

      “I’m going to contact the feds, Alex.” Dad nodded. “Devon has been my friend for years, since before you were born and it’s a hard thing for me to accept that he’s done so much wrong, but it’s harder for me to accept your resignation. Alex, you can’t leave. I was hard on you, and I forced this case on you. I know that was wrong. I never wanted to push you away.”

      “I know, I do know. And honestly, it’s fine. Things happen for a reason. I enjoyed working here, and working with you, but in order to reach my true potential I have to leave and do my own thing. Preston and Johnson will make a good team. You were right Johnson does work hard and he deserves to be senior partner.”

      “But, you’re my son and you deserve to run the place.” He was shaking his head.

      “I’ll be fine dad.”

      What will you do?”

      I smiled. “I have an idea that will take some time to put in motion but it’s an idea that I’m determined to make work.”

      “I feel like I failed you.”

      “No, don’t. Don’t feel that way. I don’t want you to. How about I see you later for dinner, I’ll even annoy you a little bit more than I did last week.”

      “What am I going to do with you?”

      “I don’t know, dad.”  I laughed, feeling a little less tension than I did earlier.

      He pulled me in for a hug. “You let me know if you need anything, anything at all. Just say.”

      “I will.”

      “I’m so proud of you, so very proud.”

      Those words seeped into me just like they did yesterday, but filled me with more encouragement.

      “Thanks dad.”

      Now on to the next part of this plan of mine.

      I had to get my angel back.
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        * * *

      

      Eilesh smiled when she opened her door, but the minute she folded her arms I knew I’d better say the right things to get past her.

      “Alex Sullivan, please tell me you’ve come armed with some way of making my best friend happy again, if not you can’t come in.”

      I laughed. “This is exactly why I like you. You say what’s on your mind.”

      “I do, and I’m serious. I like you too, always have and I consider us friends, but no one messes with my girl. So state your business.”

      I straightened up. “Yes ma’am. I am here to speak to Summer. I’d like to apologize and get my girl back.”

      “She told me what happened. Not specifics, but enough. I can tell you now that if you’re here to tell her how well your little plan will work don’t bother.”

      “Eilesh, I plan to do whatever it takes to make her happy.”

      She smiled wide at my answer and stepped aside so I could enter. “She’s in the garden.”

      “Thank you.”

      I made my way through the house and down the steps that led into the garden.

      When I saw Summer, I stopped in my tracks. I had to take a moment to look. Just like I did that first night at the club.

      She grabbed my attention and my heart. That night she was amongst a sea of people. Now she was standing in the center of a sea of  the most beautiful roses I’d ever seen. But the most beautiful of roses was her.

      The angel.

      She had on a yellow summer dress that looked striking against her golden skin and that platinum hair that she’d pulled up on top of her head in a loose bun. The style showed off her elegant neck, and the grace and poise that emanated from her.

      Just like that night she turned and saw me and stared back, eyes wide with anticipation.

      I proceeded my walk towards her, love fueling my steps, pulling me towards her like a magnet.

      I wanted to take her into my arms and hold her forever, but I had to win her back first.

      I stopped just a breath away and stood before her, humbling myself so I wouldn’t appear to be that cocky, arrogant guy she knew me to be.

      “Alex.” She said my name on the edge of a whisper.

      “Opposites don’t just attract, they belong together.” I smiled at her, taking in her beauty.

      “Is that a new rule you made up?”

      “That’s rule number seven. If you don’t burn out after following the other rules then there’s a chance you belong together.”

      “What happens then? Doesn’t sound much like it’s mere attraction anymore.” She gave me a little smile but looked down at the soft grass that curled about her bare feet.

      I reached out and touched her chin, guiding her back to face me.

      “It’s not. But the thing is, it wasn’t just attraction in the first place. It was love.”

      The light in her eyes came back in an instant and my heart soared.

      That was the second time in my life that I’d experienced the feeling. Both times were with her.

      “Love?”

      “I’ve never been in love before, but I think I must have loved you from first sight. I couldn’t begin to think up any form of rule for love. It’s too big for me. I know though that love is forever.”

      “Alex, you always find a way to speak to my heart.” A tear ran down her cheek. “I love you too, and it turns out that I didn’t know what love was until I met you.”

      I bowed my head and kissed her forehead wanting to relish the moment. But there was more to say.

      “I didn’t mean to disappoint you and let you down.” I breathed. “You’re right, I didn’t act the way I should have, and I was selfish to even consider myself over doing what was right.”

      “It’s okay. I’m glad you’ve realized that. You’re a good man, I want to believe that those still exist.”

      “They do and you know what?”

      “What?” her eyes sparkled with wonder.

      “They follow the women they love wherever they go.”

      She looked at me as if she was trying to determine if I was being serious, cheeks tickled pink.

      “Really?” she asked.

      “Yeah, so, where you go I follow. If that’s Dubai, then that’s where I’ll be.”

      “I can’t believe what you’re saying. You can’t do that, you have all these dreams about being a senior partner. You can’t just follow me.” She dabbed at the tear that ran down her cheek.

      “Summer, I meant every word I said. You know I do. I do have an idea though that I think you may like.”

      “What’s that?” A smile of enchantment touched her lips.

      “I left Sullivan’s this morning.”

      “What do you mean by you left?” Now she looked confused.

      “I left Summer, as in I resigned.”

      Her mouth dropped. “What! How comes?”

      “I never fit in there. I need to be somewhere where I’m free to follow my instincts, and free to do what I think fits. I’d like to do that with you.”

      She laughed. “How are we going to do that?”

      “Our own firm.”

      She gasped pulling in a sharp breath, and clutching her hand to her chest.

      “Are you serious?”

      “Yes, angel. Imagine having our own firm. You and me. We’ll be partners, and we’ll run it together. Marc’s already agreed to work for us.”

      Part two of my plan.

      Last night I ran this whole idea past Marc. He was thrilled with it, and ready to join. Always and ever my best friend. We come as a duo, he reminded me.

      I was lucky to have him.

      “Wouldn’t you want to do this with Marc?” Her hand was still at her chest.

      “He doesn’t want to be part of a partnership, he thinks it will get in the way of what he wants to do. He wants to be in charge of the trainees and scholarship program. You know do all that stuff by travelling to colleges and representing us.”

      “You have this all figured out.” Her voice shook and more tears spilled down her cheeks.

      I cupped her face. “No more tears angel. No more. I don’t like to see you cry.”

      “I’m so happy, Alex. I haven’t felt like this in so long I can’t remember. I’ve always wanted to have my own firm.”

      “Does that mean you’re saying yes?”

      “Yes, oh my God, yes.”

      “Are you sure? That would mean turning Morgan and Ackerman down.” I teased.

      “Yes.” She laughed. “Our own firm Alex. That’s my dream.”

      “Your dreams are my dreams.”

      “I can’t believe it, and us together. You’re amazing. Thank you so much.”

      I cupped her face. “No it’s you Summer. It’s you, angel.”

      She moved in to kiss me sealing herself to me.  Every kiss was a reminder of how lucky I was to have found love.

      “I love you Alex Sullivan.” Summer whispered against my lips.

      “I love you too, Summer Daniels. Angel.” I smiled, relishing the taste of her and of love.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Summer
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        * * *

      

      My head was spinning, and elation coursed through my body.

      I tried so hard to contain myself but I couldn’t.

      The excitement, surprise, the shock. It was all so much.

      It was a dream come true.

      He was a dream come true, because with him came everything else. all that I’d ever wanted and desired.

      I thought back to months ago when I first came to Chicago.

      It was a gloomy day when my bus pulled into the station, and I was weary from the journey I’d had.

      Not just the bus journey, but the journey life had put me on.

      So much had happened to me at that point and I couldn’t see how I was ever going to fix things.

      It was all so uncertain.

      I never, ever imagined that things would work out this way.

      Love was definitely not part of the equation, and neither was owning my own firm.

      I couldn’t get past that part. It just seemed that things were bad for so long that I never thought they’d ever be good again.

      I kissed him again, savoring the way he made me feel, and all the hope that he brought.

      “Come home with me.” Alex pulled away and beamed at me. His eyes turned that liquid silver color that fascinated me.

      “Yes.” I nodded excitedly

      He stretched out his hand and I took it, ready to be led to the next adventure.

      Instead of wanting to escape life.

      I wanted to throw myself into it.

      I wanted to live life with him.

      My angel.
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        * * *

      

      Two years later…

      

      Abigale Hemingdale looked exactly like her mother.

      I couldn’t get over the striking resemblance. She had the same dainty, pixie features as Eilesh and I swore she even made the same faces as her too.

      What I loved most was that I felt the same warmth that I always had from my friend.

      “I’m going to have to get you to live with me if this continues.” Eilesh laughed as she watched her one year old daughter circle her little arms around me.

      God, I melted every time she did that.

      “I will happily move in with you.” I cooed loving this far too much.

      “You three always get me.” Cody chimed in circling his arms around Eilesh’s waist.

      I smiled at them both feeling the comfort of seeing them, and holding their one year old bundle of joy who was now nibbling on the ends of my ponytail.

      Everyone was here.

      Here at the grand event Alex and I had planned for the last six months.

      Our firm had been up and running for the last eighteen months and doing exceptional.

      We’d done more than what we’d both imagined, and we did it all together.

      It was time to take the next step though and move to a bigger building to accommodate the growth of our business.

      It was also a good time to change the name from Daniels and Sullivan LLP to A & S Sullivan LLP. Alex and Summer Sullivan Limited Liability Practice.

      We always said we’d change the name after our second wedding.

      Two years ago we tied the knot on Kamalame Cay Beach in Andros, one of the Bahamian islands.

      Like with everything about us we knew what we wanted to do so we did it.

      We got married while on our vacation.

      One of Alex’s bright ideas which I totally agreed with.

      Then because everyone kicked up such a fuss about not seeing us get married we promised them we’d do it again the traditional way. So we did that six months ago.

      I married the same guy twice and I would happily marry my angel again.

      Today was the official ceremony to open our new building which was beautiful. Everyone we knew and loved stood in the function hall enjoying the soft jazz music that played in the background.

      Alex’s parents danced in the middle of the floor, while he did a silly one two step with his niece, Katherine.

      Preston sat next to his girlfriend of four months talking and laughing with Marc and his fiancé Catarina, who I got on extremely well with.

      I smiled as I looked around.

      It had been a brilliant afternoon.

      One that was memorable.

      “You’re guy’s coming over.” Eilesh chuckled.

      She moved out of Cody’s embrace to take Abigail from me.

      “I’ll see you soon sweet girl.” I kissed her cheek. “And you.” I told Eilesh.

      “I hope so. Every time you go away now I wonder what else you’ll shock me with.” She giggled.

      Alex and I were going to Brazil tomorrow so we thought we’d get home early tonight.

      Everyone was enjoying themselves, and the party was in hand.

      “it’s not me, it’s that crazy husband of mine.” I laughed.

      “Hey.” Alex said taking my hand. “What’s this business about me being crazy?”

      “You hear too much.” I chided.

      “Dance with me, angel.” That voice, smooth and alluring was the same, and had the same effect on me as it did that night at the club so long ago.

      Eilesh and Cody exchanged conspiratory glances and smiled at us as Alex swept me away.

      He took hold of my waist and I circled my arms around his neck, gazing up into his amazing eyes.

      “Two years, five months, three days and eight hours. That’s how long I’ve known you for angel.”

      “That long?” I beamed.

      “That long. How is it that I love you more and more every day?”

      “It’s not attraction.” I teased.

      “No, no. But it led me here. To you. To this.”

      “To this.” I nodded. “To you, the most amazing thing in my world.”

      “You too angel. Hey, I was watching you with Abigail.” He smiled. “You looked good with her.”

      “I was watching you with Katherine too. You looked good with her.”

      “We need one of those.”

      “We do.” I agreed.

      “One or ten.”

      I burst out laughing. “You want us to have ten kids?”

      “Why not?” he nodded.

      “You are so crazy.”

      “Crazy for you.” He nuzzled against the side of my face and kissed me. “How about we get out of here and start on the baby making.”

      “We can’t have ten kids.”

      “Summer, if we get a head start now it may be possible.”

      I laughed feeling joy bubble within me as he took my hand and led me away.

      I loved him more everyday too.

      Every second, of every minute, of every hour in the day strengthened it.

      The best thing was knowing that he loved me too.

      Knowing that he was mine and I was his, and we weren’t just in love, we had everything.

      We were soulmates.

      Forever.
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