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Chapter 1
 
“Jane, you will not believe it,” I squealed into the phone. “For once, my name has helped me.”
 
“What Sarah?” Jane whispered into the phone. “I can’t talk long. My boss is riding my ass.”
 
“So, you know how today was my first day at Zoom Corp. as a receptionist?” I could barely contain my excitement. 
 
“Uh huh.”
 
“Well, I am now a top executive working for Mr. Green himself. And the best part is, he is out of town indefinitely, so I have enough time to become as top executive ready as is possible.”
 
“What?” Jane’s voice increased in volume. “How did that happen? No offense but you are not a top executive, Sarah.”
 
I laughed into the phone. “Shh. So it turns out that another Sarah Smith was hired for the executive position but when I turned up, they just assumed that I was that Sarah Smith. I mean, I thought they were rather nice to the new receptionist but it turns out that they thought I was the exec.”
 
“Sarah,” Jane’s voice was worried. “What are you going to do when the real Sarah Smith shows up? Then you’ll be out of a job period and I do not make enough money to pay the full rent.”
 
“Don’t worry about it, Jane.” I looked around before I said my next words. “I called the other Sarah Smith and apologized to her but said the position was filled and we no longer needed her. I felt bad because it turns out she was really sick with the flu. But the girl went to Harvard Business School. She’ll be fine.”
 
“Oh my gosh. Sarah!” Jane laughed into the phone. “What did you do?”
 
“It’s okay.” I laughed. “No-one knows who the other Sarah is, turns out she only did a phone interview because she was doing some internship in London.”
 
“Well, if you think you can get away with it.” Jane sounded unsure.
 
“Jane, I didn’t go to school for four years to be an actress for nothing.” I spoke in an English accent. “It’s going to be fine. And get this, I am making $150,000 a year.”
 
“Whoa.” 
 
“Right. We can move out of our dump and actually move into the city.”
 
“Can we move to the Upper West Side?”
 
“Hello…” I laughed. “I’ve already been looking at newspaper ads and Craigslist.”
 
“Sarah, I don’t know.” Jane’s voice still sounded unsure. “Do you really think you can get away with this?”
 
“I know so. My new boss, Lewis Walker loves me. I think he has a crush on me. There is no way that he will fire me.” I played with my long blonde hair as I walked to the subway station and smiled to myself. “Something is finally going right, Jane. Maybe you can even quit that shitty job.”
 
“Do you really think so?” Jane’s voice now sounded hopeful. She was working as a sales assistant at a cellphone shop and hated it. She had gone to school to be a history teacher but hadn’t been able to find an open position due to budget cuts in schools.
 
“Yes Jane.” I stopped outside the subway station so that I could continue talking to her without losing service. “In fact, why don’t you just walk out of there today? I get paid every two weeks and will be able to carry the rent until you find something you like.”
 
“Omg Sarah. Are you sure?” Jane’s voice got louder and louder with excitement.
 
“Of course. Do it. Leave now.” I started jumping up and down in the street, not caring who was walking by and thinking I was a mental case. “Our tide is changing, Jane.”
 
“Okay. I’m going to go and quit now.” Jane sounded excited. “I’ll see you at home later, yeah?”
 
“Yup. And then we can go out for drinks to celebrate.” I looked quickly at my watch. “But I have to go now too. My lunch break is almost over. I’ll see you tonight.” I hung up and raced down the stairs so that I wouldn’t miss my train. I was lucky, it pulled up just as I got to the platform. I grinned to myself, my luck had finally changed and I was ready to take on the world.
 
The train was pretty empty in my carriage so I was able to sit down and check my makeup. I stared in my compact mirror and reapplied some lipstick and mascara. My big blue eyes stared back at me, shining with delight and happiness. I didn’t have to reapply any blush because the cold was making my cheeks red enough. I smiled wildly to check my teeth for food and sat back with pleasure. Jane and I had moved to New York four and a half years ago from Florida to go to college. We had been best friends since high school and had been ecstatic when we had both gotten into college in the big city. She had gone to Columbia and I had gone to NYU. We had shared a studio apartment in Brooklyn since our junior year. Unfortunately, we both hadn’t studied something that had great job prospects and we were broker now than when we had arrived. I had always dreamed of being a big Hollywood actress (don’t ask why I live in New York) and all Jane had ever wanted to do was to teach 6 grade history. We had graduated jobless but we didn’t want to move back to Florida, so Jane had gotten a job in a cellphone store and I had looked for receptionist positions. We had just received an eviction notice about two weeks ago as well. If we didn’t come up with the last two months’ rent within thirty days we were going to be kicked out. Alvin, the landlord had offered us another deal but neither one of us was willing to have sex with him to stay in that dump.
 
I got off the train with new verve in my step. I walked back to the Zoom building with pride and a little twinge of worry. I mean, I’m not stupid. I was sure that I would be in a lot of trouble if they found out I was Sarah Smith, NYU drama graduate and new receptionist as opposed to Sarah Smith, Harvard MBA and new executive. But I figured if someone realized the mistake and approached me with the truth, I would just pretend to be confused. I had already practiced the lines I was going to say if that happened. “Lordy, Lordy, I don’t know what is going on here. I surely thought that God had blessed me on this good day and seen fit to find it in your hearts to give me the job I deserve and can do, even if my qualifications would lead you to believe otherwise.” I was hoping that whoever I spoke to wouldn’t recognize that I was putting on a Southern accent and send me to a mental institute; though that would be preferable to going to jail.
 
“Hi Maggie.” I beamed at the receptionist, who looked at me coldly. “I’m just going up to my office, you know the big one on the 30 floor.” I almost skipped to the elevator and giggled as I pressed the button. I couldn’t quite believe my luck. Lewis Walker hadn’t even given me any real work—he’d just handed me some files and told me to familiarize myself with Zoom Corporation.
 
“Hold the doors.” A deep voice boomed from outside the elevator and I quickly pushed some buttons. I watched as the doors closed and realized that I had pressed the close door button instead of open. Oops, I thought to myself. I didn’t think it was a super huge deal because the doors opened again before the elevator left but the man who walked into the elevator didn’t look too happy. “Didn’t I tell you to keep the doors open?” he snarled at me.
 
I frowned at him. “Sorry, I pressed the wrong button by mistake.” I attempted a smile at him but he continued snarling at me. “I mean it’s not like it’s a huge deal. You’re in here now, aren’t you?”
 
“What floor are you going to?” He ignored my comment and pressed the button for the 40 floor.
 
“Oh, I’m going to the 30 floor.” I smiled at him once again, hoping he would get over his bad mood.
 
“The 30?” He raised an eyebrow at me.
 
“Yes.” I stopped smiling. He was annoying me.
 
“Are you visiting someone?” he questioned.
 
I thought about ignoring him but decided not to, just in case I had to work with him. “No.”
 
“So you are going to the executive’s floor because?”
 
“It’s noneya,” I said smarmily to him.
 
“Excuse me?” He frowned at looked at me like I was crazy.
 
“It’s none of your business.” I looked at him coldly and watched as he burst out laughing. I studied him as he laughed. He was actually quite a handsome man, especially when he laughed. He had perfect white teeth. I always look at the teeth first, I know it’s an odd thing to do but they are what attracts me first. He was tall, a lot taller than I was and I’m 5’8. I figured he was at least 6’2 or so. And he looked like he was quite fit, though I couldn’t be 100% sure, as he was wearing a dark grey suit. His hair was dark brown with sprinkles of grey. I couldn’t tell his age, his face looked like he was in his 30’s but the grey in his hair made me think 40’s. Not that it mattered to me. He was too old for me whatever his age was. At twenty-two years old, there was no way I was going to date an old man.
 
“What’s your name?” His voice interrupted my reverie.
 
“Why?” I looked at him suspiciously; worried he was going to report me to HR. That would be the worst thing that could happen. What if they looked up my file and realized the mistake they had made. Then I’d be making $25,000 a year as opposed to $150,000.
 
“Isn’t it polite to ask someone’s name these days?” He raised an eyebrow at me.
 
“Not a stranger’s,” I retorted, my blue eyes flashing at him.
 
He laughed a deep hearty chuckle. “I suppose you’re new here, huh?”
 
“Maybe.” I was determined to give him as little information as possible.
 
“So tell me.” He walked closer to me. “What do you think of Zoom so far?”
 
“Oh I love it,” I gushed before biting my lip. “I mean, it seems cool.”
 
“Have you met the CEO yet? I heard he can be an ass,” he whispered to me.
 
“Oh, you don’t work here?” I looked at him in relief. “Mr. Green is a great employer. One of the best I’ve ever had. It’s almost like he is my good friend, as opposed to my boss.”
“Oh really?” The man raised his eyebrows at me. “I’m impressed.”
 
“Don’t take this the wrong way but I would watch how you talk to people next time. I wouldn’t want to have to tell Mr. Green anything.” I looked at him smugly, the lies flying out of my mouth easily.
 
“Oh yeah?” He smiled at me. “I’ll be sure to watch my mouth next time. I don’t want Mr. Green on my ass now, do I?”
 
“No, you don’t. He can be really hardcore when it comes to me.” I smiled at him widely. “I’m one of his favorite employees.”
 
“Oh?” He paused. “So I guess you call him by his first name then, huh?”
 
“Of course.” I nodded.
 
“What is it again?”
 
Shit, I had no idea what his first name was. “Ben.” I smiled.
 
“Ben?” He cleared his throat. “Huh. I could have sworn his name was Harry or something.”
 
Shit! “Well, it is Harry but his, uh, middle name is Ben and he lets his closest friends call him that.” I thanked my lucky stars when the elevator finally stopped on the 30 floor. “Well, here’s my stop. Nice meeting you.” I hurried out of the elevator and didn’t look back to see why he was laughing. I was annoyed at myself for the farce I had played on the man. Hopefully, he was only here for something quick and didn’t do a lot of business with Zoom or I could find myself in a complicated situation.
 
“There you are, Sarah.” Lewis came into my office just as I sat down. He watched me as I applied some lip-gloss and smiled. I could see him staring at my lips and so I made sure to lick them a few times. I knew that turned men on and I figured it wouldn’t hurt to have him crushing on me. Not that I would want to date him. He was cute enough, he looked like a beach blonde surfer but there was something about him that was just too boyish. I preferred my men to be manly. Like the man in the elevator, I allowed myself to think about him for a second—he was hot. I could still feel a flush on my body from being in his presence. It was a pity that he seemed like an asshole and that he was too old for me. He was someone I could have gone for in other circumstances.
 
“Hey, how can I help you, Lewis?” I beamed at him wondering if he was going to ask me on a date.
 
“So, I have some files that I’d like you to compare for me.” Oh no, I groaned inside. “I just got word that Mr. Green is going to be back earlier than we thought and he’s going to want the information analyzed and in a report on his desk as soon as he’s back.”
 
“Oh ok.” I bit my lip. “Do we know when that’s going to be?” Please let it be in a week or two minimum I prayed, so that I would have enough time to figure out what I was doing.
 
“No, I’m not sure.” Lewis sighed. “Harry’s plans change all the time. It could be in a few days, it could be in a few weeks; I’d rather we got it out of the way now, so we don’t have to worry about it.”
 
“Sure, sure.” I smiled assuredly at him. “I’ll take care of it ASAP.”
 
“Great.” He turned around and then stopped at the door. “And if you could create some spreadsheets with some macros that would be perfect.”
 
“Uh sure.” Macros?
What was that? I thought to myself. “I’ll get to that on my Mac.” 
 
“Ok.” He laughed. “So glad to have you aboard, Sarah. We’ll have to go out for drinks one night and exchange Harvard stories.”
 
“That sounds good.” I beamed at him, while panicking inside. As he walked out of the door, I quickly went to Google.com and searched, “Everything you need to know about Harvard University.”
 


Chapter 2
 
The afternoon seemed to drag on. The files that Lewis had handed me to create spreadsheets from looked like a foreign language. I was attempting to create a pie chart from the information but I had no idea what information was meant to be in the chart.
 
“Shit,” I grumbled to myself. I wanted to call Jane to moan to her but I was too scared that she had already quit her job. I didn’t know what we were going to do if she had quit and I got fired. “Shit, shit, shit.” I got up and decided to go and get a coffee from the break room. One of the perks of Zoom Corp. was that we got free coffee and snacks all day long. And I was going to take advantage of that perk as long as it existed.
 
“Hey Lewis, I’m just going down to the break room to get a coffee. Do you want anything?” I popped my head into Lewis’s room as I walked to the elevator.
 
“No, I’m good.” He smiled. “But you should go up to the 40 floor. They have a kitchen there that has much better snacks.”
 
“Oh?” I frowned thinking about the man from the elevator. “I thought we were supposed to go the break room on the ground floor?”
 
“Don’t worry about it.” He laughed. “I go up all the time. It’s closer.”
 
“Oh ok.” I nodded and looked at my watch. Two hours had passed since my ride in the elevator, I’m sure that the man had gone already. I decided to go up. I danced around in the elevator as I rode up hoping that would wake my body up from the coma it had gone into after reading the boring files. I got out on the 40 floor and sang to myself as I got out. I was dancing along to a Chris Brown song. I was singing when someone came out of a room and crashed right into me.
 
“Watch where you’re going!” I snapped as I readied myself.
 
“You bumped into me.” The someone turned around and faced me and I groaned. It was the man from the elevator.
 
“Oh, it’s you,” I snarled at him.
 
“Oh please, don’t tell Ben on me.” His voice sounded worried.
 
“Who?” I looked at him with impatience.
 
“Your friend Ben, the CEO?” He looked at me with a raised eyebrow again.
 
“Oh, yeah yeah,” I hurriedly answered him. “You better watch out. He’ll be back soon and then I’ll have to tell him everything that’s been going on here.”
 
“Oh please, have mercy on me.” The man grabbed his heart. “I don’t want to die.”
 
I looked at him curiously. “Aren’t you a bit old to be acting like a fool?”
 
He looked at me with a cocked face and burst out laughing again. I didn’t know what he found so amusing. “I’m not trying to be rude here…?” I waited for him to supply his name.
 
“Bradley.”
 
“I’m not trying to be rude, Bradley but I think you are too old to be as rude as you are.” I waited for his reaction, hoping he wouldn’t start shouting at me.
 
“Well…?” He waited for my name.
 
“Sarah.”
 
“Well Sarah, I think we are only as old as we feel, right?”
 
“I guess so.” I looked at him with pity; only the old said such things.
 
“I’m not going to be rude and ask you your age but I think you’ll find that as you get a bit older, you’ll be a lot wiser and be the happier for it.”
 
“Perhaps.”
 
“You’ll also find that older men are a lot better in bed.” He grinned at me.
 
“Excuse me?” I felt my face flush red. 
 
“Older men make better lovers.”
 
“I understood what you said,” I snapped.
 
“So why did you say excuse me, Sarah?” He came in closer to me. “If you want I could show you how much better older men are?”
 
I swallowed hard as I stared into his eyes. I wondered how I had never noticed them before. They were a beautiful ocean blue and I felt myself sinking into them.
 
“I could lean down right now and show you what it’s like to be kissed by an older man.” He bent his head so that his lips were mere millimeters from mine.
 
“No.” I breathed and gasped as I felt his lips on mine, warm and gentle. I walked back into the wall and felt his tongue push into my mouth, exploring and touching the insides of my teeth sensuously. I opened my mouth to say something but instead found my tongue exploring his mouth. He must have just been drinking coffee because he tasted a little bitter but addicting. I closed my eyes and reached my hands up to his face to pull him away, instead I found myself playing with his hair. It was short and silky and the ends tickled my fingers. My eyes opened immediately when I felt his hands on my waist and I saw him looking down at me with sparkling eyes. I pulled away from him with as much dignity as I could muster and frowned at him.
 
“Now that was uncalled for.” I tried to sound mad but my words came out breathlessly.
 
“You didn’t seem to mind just now.” He licked his lips and I watched his tongue slide back and forth on his luscious lips. Lips I had just been kissing.
 
“I don’t think you gave me a choice,” I bit back at him. “I’ve a mind…”
 
“To report me to Ben?” He finished my sentence for me and I turned my face up at him.
 
“You’re lucky you don’t work here, you know.” I pointed at him. “Or I’d have you turned in for sexual harassment.”
 
“Really?” He looked at me with a curled lip. “Well that’s a good thing then, isn’t it, Sarah?”
 
I flounced away from him and ignored the butterflies in my stomach. He had been right about one thing, older men sure did know how to kiss. My body was still reacting to the sweetness of his lips. I wanted to feel his hands on me again. I wanted to run my hands through his hair and I wanted his tongue in my mouth. I shook my head to banish my thoughts. The last thing I needed right now was a sexual escapade.
 
“So Sarah, what are you doing up here?” Bradley caught up with me and I sighed.
 
“I came to get some coffee.”
 
“Oh?” He looked at me curiously. “Isn’t there a break room downstairs?”
 
“Yes.” I sighed. “But Lewis, my boss, said I should just come up here.”
 
“Lewis Walker?” Bradley asked with a slight edge in his voice.
 
“Yes,” I said surprised. “You know him?”
 
“You could say that.” Bradley looked at me with a frown. “You work with Lewis?”
 
“Kinda,” I said evasively, not wanting to give him too much information.
 
“Are you his secretary?”
 
“Excuse me?” I turned towards him. “How dare you?”
 
“Huh?”
 
“Just because I’m a woman I have to be a secretary?” I snarled.
 
“Whoa there, soldier.” He looked at me warily. “You’ve got a bit of a temper on you, huh?”
 
“No,” I snapped.
 
“Oh ok. I was wrong.” He paused and looked at his watch. “I think I have to go now.”
 
“Ok bye.” I turned around and started to walk back to the elevator, deciding it was better to forget about the coffee at this juncture.
 
“Wait.” He walked up to me, grabbed my arms and turned me around before bending down and kissing me again. I felt my head going woozy and it was all I could do to stay upright. I kissed him back like my life depended on it and finally he pulled away from me and shook his head. “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself.”
 
“Uhm, okay.” I didn’t know what else to say, as I was breathless.
 
“Do you want to go out tonight?”
 
“Go out?” I looked at him in shock. “With you?”
 
He laughed. “Most women don’t react that way when I ask them out.”
 
I looked at him and I could see why. He was gorgeous. Absolutely gorgeous. “Sorry, I don’t make a habit of dating older men.” Though I could be persuaded to date him. Very easily. But I knew it would be a bad idea. I’d had bad luck with the guys I dated before and I didn’t think he was the guy to break the tide.
 
“Who said it was a date?”
 
“Oh.” I didn’t know what to say to that. “Well, what would it be then?”
 
“Sometimes adults get together just for the hell of it.” He grinned a devilish grin. “But maybe you’re too young to know that.”
 
I frowned. If there was anything I hated it was being called too young for something. “I get together all the time with men,” I lied. I hadn’t been on a date in months and the last one had gone horribly.
 
“Good. I was thinking you might be a prude.” His eyes bore into mine as he spoke and I swallowed hard.
 
“Are you trying to make this some sort of booty-call?” I swallowed hard again, unable to believe that I, Sarah Smith was being propositioned for a booty-call with a handsome older man. This was not happening.
 
“Why? What do you kids call it now?” He did his eyebrow-raising thing at me again and I wanted to physically push his brows down with my fingers.
 
“I’m not in the…” I paused. I didn’t want him to think I wasn’t worldly. “We can go for a drink, I suppose.” 
 
“Good.” He smiled and pulled out his phone. “Give me your number.”
 
“Why?” 
 
“So I can call you later and figure out where we should meet?” He looked at me like I was a dope again.
 
“Oh.” I gave him my number somewhat reluctantly. There was no way I could get out of it now. “What’s yours?” 
 
“You’ll get it when I call you.” His eyes twinkled at the look of fury on my face. He was really starting to annoy me.
 
“Anyway, I have to go back to work now.” I pushed the button for the elevator and waited.
 
“Yes. It would be good if you did some work today.” His laughter followed me as I rode down in the elevator. I studied my flushed cheeks in the reflective walls of the elevator and wondered if I had made a mistake giving Bradley my phone number. I wasn’t used to dating men and he seemed like he may be a bit more than I could handle. I shrugged my shoulders as I walked out of the elevator. I’d just go for one drink and that would be it. No big deal. And then I’d never see him again. I walked into my office and sighed, I had bigger concerns to worry about right now anyway. I pulled up my pie chart in PowerPoint and pressed delete. There was no way that this was what Lewis wanted me to create. I’d have to ask Jane what she thought when I got home. She was good with this sort of stuff. Maybe she could help me.
 


Chapter 3
 
“Sarah, this is your lucky week,” Jane squealed when I told her I had scored a hot date. I hadn’t been planning to tell her but when she started asking too many questions about the job, I decided to change the subject. I wasn’t feeling as confident about keeping the job as I had been on the phone earlier and didn’t want her worrying now that she had quit hers. “Tell me all about him.” She clasped my hands and pulled me over to the couch.
 
“Well, he’s really handsome.” And arrogant, I thought. “He was dressed very nicely.”
 
“Has he graduated already?”
 
“Uh, yeah.” I paused. I didn’t want Jane to know that he had graduated many years ago. “I think he graduated two years ago.”
 
“Ooh, an older man.” She laughed. “That’s exciting.”
 
“Yeah, he’s older alright.” I grinned back at her.
 
“How exciting! You got a new fabulous job and now you are dating a new hot guy.” She grinned. “This is so awesome. If I wasn’t so happy for you, I think I’d be jealous.”
 
“Oh, I wouldn’t be jealous.” I smiled back at her weakly.
 
“So what are you going to wear tonight?” She jumped up. “Let’s go and check your wardrobe.”
 
“Oh. I wasn’t going to change.” I bit my lip. I didn’t want Bradley thinking I went home and got all dolled up for him. I wanted him to see me in my work clothes, unkempt and scruffy. Then he’d know I wasn’t interested in anything with him.
 
“Sarah. You cannot go on a date in a business suit.” Jane went through my closet and pulled out a dress. “What about this?”
 
“Uh, no way.” I immediately grabbed it from her. “This is a casual get together, Jane. I can’t go looking like I’m off to the prom.”
 
“It’s not that fancy.”
 
“It’s still too much.” I sighed. I walked over to my closet and pulled out a pair of jeans and a black top. “This’ll do.”
 
“That top is not sexy, Sarah.” Jane frowned.
 
“I don’t want to look too sexy.”
 
“There is no such thing as too sexy, Sarah.” She grinned at me and held the top up. “Let’s make a compromise then, no bra.”
 
“No bra?” I screeched. “Are you joking?”
 
“Sarah, this is New York. And this top is too low-cut to look good with a bra.”
 
“I don’t wanna be popping out, Jane.” I pleaded with her. “It’s not like I am flat chested.”
 
“It’ll be fine, Sarah.” She laughed. “Change now and I’ll do your makeup and hair.”
 
I groaned and changed quickly. I looked at myself in the mirror and flushed. My boobs looked huge in the top and the cut made it look like they could pop out at any time.
 
“Sexy.” She grinned at me. “Plus, you know he’ll eat it up. You’ll drive him crazy with desire and have him begging you for another date.”
 
“Ha.” I laughed but something in me clicked. It would be nice to have Bradley wanting me. That would teach him. He was so cocky and full of himself. I’d have some fun with him tonight, make him think he was going to get some and then go home. That would show him. I laughed again, this time with a lot more joy. “Okay, make me up, Jane.”
 
She squealed with delight and ran to get her flatiron and makeup kit. By the time she was done with me, I looked like a sleek blonde bombshell. “You look amazing, Sarah.” She grinned. “He is going to be eating out of your hands.”
 
“Yeah.” I frowned and looked at my phone. “But he hasn’t called me yet. Maybe he changed his mind?”
 
Jane shook her head. “He’ll call.” And then as if on cue, my phone rang.
 
“Hello,” I answered the phone sounding bored, though my heart was beating with a strange excitement. I tried to ignore the feeling.
 
“Sarah?”
 
“Bradley?”
 
“Yes.” He chuckled. “It’s Bradley.”
 
“Can I help you?” I spoke in a prim voice and Jane looked at me oddly.
 
“Meet me in the Village at Bucks.” He didn’t ask so much as order me.
 
“Ok.” I had no idea where it was but I figured I could look it up on Yelp.
 
“When can you be there?”
 
“In an hour.” I figured that is how long the trains would take to get me out of Brooklyn and into Manhattan.
 
“Okay. I’ll see you there.” And he hung up. I took the phone away from my ear annoyed. I couldn’t stand it when guys were abrupt with me. Who did he think he was? I was even more determined to be a big tease and then leave him.
 
“Are you guys still going out?” Jane questioned me.
 
“Yeah. I’m meeting him in the city. Help me look up the place.” We went over to my laptop and pulled up the address on Yelp.
 
“Wow, swanky,” Jane commented as we looked at the photos and reviews. “That’s a nice place for a first date. I don’t know many guys that would take me there.” She sighed wistfully.
 
“Yeah, me either.” I didn’t bother adding on that most guys we dated were too young to even consider going for a drink at someplace that didn’t have dollar beers. “Anyway, I better go. I’ll see you later.” I gave her a quick hug and rushed out of the door.
 
 
I arrived at Bucks an hour and half later. The A train had been delayed and I hadn’t known how else to get there. I ran from the subway to Bucks and arrived extremely out of breath. I looked around when I walked in and saw Bradley sitting in a booth with a hot blonde. She looked like a model and I studied her jealously. I knew I was cute but I was never going to be a model. She started laughing at something Bradley said and reached her hand over to touch his arm. Surprisingly, he removed her hand from his arm and shifted away from her slightly. I was surprised. I would have thought he would have been all over the lady. I studied him from where I stood, he was wearing jeans and a white shirt and in the dark light, he looked younger than I remembered. He looked up, saw me then, and called me over. I walked slowly blown away by the warm smile he had given me when he saw me.
 
He stood up and looked me up and down before giving me a hug. “You look good enough to eat,” he whispered in my ear as he held me close to him. I felt my breasts pushed against the hardness of his chest and enjoyed the warmth of his body next to mine.
 
“You look like you are well occupied.” I gave him a tight smile as I withdrew from him reluctantly.
 
“Sarah, meet Alexandria. Alexandria, meet Sarah.” He introduced me to the model and I smiled at the lady, who just looked me up and down dismissively and then stood up. She reached over and kissed Bradley on the cheek. “Call me,” she said to him and then walked away. I watched her go, happy to be alone with Bradley.
 
“What would you like to drink, Sarah?” Bradley called over a waiter and ordered himself a scotch on the rocks.
 
“Uhm, Malibu Sprite, please.” I ordered a drink, even though I had told myself that I wasn’t going to drink that evening.
 
“So Sarah, are you going to tell me what you do at Zoom?” He smiled at her softly and adjusted his position in the seat so that his thigh was resting against mine.
 
“No.” I smiled at him sweetly and attempted to move away from him.
 
“Ok.” He smiled. “So what shall we talk about?” He moved closer to me once again and I felt him running his fingers up and down my thigh.
 
“You decide. You invited me.” I put my hand down on his to stop him from trailing it up and down my leg. I was starting to enjoy the feel of it too much and I didn’t want to let him think he could get whatever he wanted from me.
 
“So, tell me about yourself,” he whispered in my ear. I jumped when I felt his tongue slide in and out of my ear canal.
 
“Uhm, what are you doing?” I looked at him in shock, though I was starting to feel turned on.
 
“I just wanted to see if your ear was as sweet as your mouth.” He grinned at me and I felt butterflies shoot through my stomach.
 
“That’s not really appropriate is it?” I looked at him sternly.
 
“We’re both adults, right?” He grinned at me and started running his fingers up and down my thigh again. He looked into at my face and then deliberately let his gaze fall to my heaving breasts. “You have beautiful breasts.” He licked his lips. “Are they real?”
 
“Of course they’re real,” I shot out. “What do you think I am? A two-bit Barbie?”
 
“They just don’t look very real.” His voice was even as he looked at her. “Sorry.”
 
“What do you mean they don’t look real?” I frowned at him and looked down at my chest.
 
“They just seem too big and perfect to be real.” His voice held doubt. “I mean, I’ve seen plenty of breasts and these look fake to me.”
 
“Well, I can inform you that they are real.” I glared at him.
 
“Well, if you let me do the touch test, I can verify that.”
 
“The what?” I squinted at him. Did this guy think I was a fool?
 
“The touch test.” He leaned in close to me and slid his hand up my stomach and held it still just under my breast. “You see you can always feel if breasts are real or fake.” He slid his hand up so that it was cupping my breast. I gasped and stared into his eyes, mesmerized by his gaze and how good his hands felt on me. “Real breasts have a droop to them and,” he paused and pinched my nipple, which made me gasp, “when you pinch a real nipple the woman feels it.” His hand left my breast and he smiled. “I guess you were right and your breasts are real.”
 
I came out of my reverie and slapped him across the face. “How dare you manhandle me like that?” I glared at him. “I don’t know what sort of whores you normally go for drinks with but I’m not one of them.”
 
He looked back at me silently but his eyes were glowing with mirth. “Sorry.” He picked up my hand and kissed it softly. “I’ll not touch them without permission again.”
 
“Good.” I sat back and crossed my legs. I could feel that my panties were moist and I rearranged my legs again. Bradley had made me horny and now all I could think about were his hands on my thighs again.
 
“So maybe you can decide what we talk about then?” His voice was low and I had a feeling he was laughing at me.
 
“Why don’t you tell me what you do for a living?” I looked at him curiously.
 
“A bit of this and a bit of that.”
 
“Great answer.” I sighed. He was really starting to irritate me and I couldn’t stop thinking about his hands on me.
 
“So when did you graduate from college, Sarah?”
 
“Why?”
 
“I was wondering how old you were?” He smiled. “It might help me understand why you are so skittish.”
 
“I’m not skittish.” I glared at him.
 
“Most women I date are happy to feel my touch.” His mouth came down on mine and he kissed me again. I kept my mouth closed at first but as I felt his tongue slip into my mouth, I opened it up and kissed him back with as much passion as I could. I got lost in the moment and pushed myself into him, running my hands over his chest and allowing his hands to roam all over my back. When we eventually separated, he looked at me and grinned. “I guess you showed me.”
 
I laughed at the look on his face. He was gorgeous. When again would I have the chance to hook up with someone so handsome? I thought back to my plan to tease him and then leave but realized that was something an immature person would do. Every fiber in my body was telling me to sleep with him. To have a one-night stand with him. I’d never have to see him again.
 
“I guess I did.” Without thinking, I pushed him back into the chair and leaned in to kiss him again. This time I didn’t hold back at all and allowed my hands to run down his jeans and over his crotch. I grinned as I felt his intake of breath. I may be young and slightly inexperienced but I wasn’t a prude. I’d watched plenty of movies to have a few tricks up my sleeves. When I eventually pulled back, Bradley looked at me with eyes full of lust.
 
“Spend the night with me,” he whispered in my ears. “Let me ravish you.”
 
I leaned back and looked at him, unsure of what to say. He could sense my hesitation and leaned in towards me. “Let me show you what it’s like to sleep with a man, and not a boy.” He took my hand and guided it to his jeans and rested it on his crotch. “Let me show you how a man can fuck you.” I gasped at his words and involuntarily grabbed his cock. It was hard beneath my touch. It felt hard and thick and long through his jeans and I felt my body melting inside. He was right about one thing. The guys I had been with before had just been boys; nothing about them had been particularly exciting. This man had me feeling wetter and hornier from a kiss than I’d had ever felt before in my life. I closed my eyes and made a decision.
 
“Okay.” I opened my eyes and looked at him. “I’ll spend the night with you.”
 


Chapter 4
 
As soon as I had spoken, Bradley had dropped some money on the table and jumped up, pulling me with him. We walked out of the bar without saying a word and Bradley hailed a cab. We sat in the car in silence. Bradley played with my hair and I wondered if I was doing the right thing. I’d never had a one-night stand before. I didn’t know what was expected or if I was experienced enough to satisfy him. The buzz I’d had gotten from my drink was long gone and now I wondered if I had jumped into something I shouldn’t have.
 
Bradley seemed to have read my mind because he pulled me in close for an embrace and I melted against his lips, once again feeling overcome by lust as I felt his tongue in my mouth. I didn’t even realize that we had arrived at his apartment until he pulled me out of the cab. I followed behind him in a daze and we locked lips again as soon as we got to his elevator. When we got to his floor, I realized he lived in the penthouse apartment. I wanted to ask him what he did for a living; he had to be pretty rich if he lived in a penthouse in Manhattan.
 
“Wow, this is beautiful,” I spoke breathlessly while looking around. His place was huge. Probably bigger than any houses I’d been in. And the view was amazing. “This is gorgeous.” I paused to look at him. “What do you do, Bradley?”
 
“Shh.” He placed a finger over my lips and pulled me towards him, crushing my breasts into his chest. I let his lips silence me. I didn’t really want to know what he did. I didn’t want to know him as more than a moody man that I slept with once. I had a habit of getting too emotionally connected to guys. The less I knew the better. “Open your eyes.” He pulled away from me and stared deeply into my eyes. “I want you to know exactly who is making love to you tonight.”
 
“Uhm, don’t you mean fucking me?” The words tripped out of my mouth carelessly, feeling coarse and vulgar.
 
“I don’t fuck Sarah. I make love.” His voice was low and smooth. “I make sweet gentle love.” I stared at him in awe as he put one of my fingers into his mouth and sucked on it. I swear I nearly came right then and there.
 
“Uh, ok.” I couldn’t think of any smart retort. All I wanted was to be in this man’s bed.
 
“Come.” He led me into a huge room, it was bigger than my whole apartment, and picked me up. I wriggled in his arms, embarrassed because I knew I was no lightweight. “Stop moving.” He plopped me down on the bed and sat next to me then pulled his shirt off. I gulped as I stared at his chest. It was smooth and toned with a small scar by his bellybutton. I looked at it in amazement. I think I must have looked at it for too long because he grabbed my chin and pulled my face up. “What are you staring at?”
 
“Your scar,” I breathed. “Not because it’s repulsive or anything,” I spoke quickly not wanting him to feel bad. “It’s actually quite beautiful.”  I laughed uncomfortably as his eyes glazed over. I could feel my body heating up at his stare and I moved around on the bed.
 
“That’s one of the nicest compliments I’ve ever gotten.” He smiled at me. The first genuine smile he’d ever given me. “You are quite the woman, Sarah Smith.”
 
I pushed him down onto the bed quickly. This was not the time for me to actually start thinking he was a nice guy. I slid on top of him and leaned down to kiss him and moaned against his mouth as I felt him pull my top off. My naked breasts rubbed against his chest and I felt his hands rubbing my back.
 
“Well, aren’t you a wild one?” He rolled me over onto my back so that he was on top of me and I felt my stomach doing flip-flops as he bent his head to my breasts and started sucking on my nipples. He pinched my other nipple as he sucked on one and I felt my panties grow moist. He kissed his way down to my stomach and then stuck his tongue in my bellybutton. I moaned with desire and my body went still as his tongue reached the top of my jeans. He paused and looked up at me. “Are you sure?” he questioned, his fingers resting on the button of my jeans.
 
I nodded quickly, my eyes glazed with desire and he grinned at me as he pulled my jeans off. I waited to feel his hands on me but instead I heard what sounded like laughter. I looked up and he was bent over in hysterics.
 
“What’s so funny?” I sat up in my panties and glared at him, wondering why I felt so bad inside. He pointed at my panties and I groaned. I had on my Snoopy panties. There was nothing sexy about that.
 
“I’m guessing you weren’t planning on getting laid tonight?”
 
“No. I wasn’t.” I reached down for my top and he grabbed my arm.
 
“Oh no you don’t,” he growled and fell back onto the bed. “It’s your turn now.” He nodded to his pants and I eagerly crawled between his legs to pull his jeans down. He was wearing black briefs underneath his jeans and I swallowed hard when I saw his hard cock trying to burst out of the briefs. It looked like he was huge. I hesitated when pulling his jeans off, not sure if I should take the briefs off as well but decided to leave them on for now. He had left my panties on. I got back on top of him and the feeling of his cock in-between my legs felt like heaven. He pulled me down on top of him and his chest felt even harder to my now extra sensitive nipples. I felt his hands groping my ass and when he slipped a hand into my panties, I felt myself grow extra wet. His fingers weaved their way between my legs and he only had to rub my clit twice before I had my first orgasm. I groaned as I came and he grinned at me. 
 
“Well, that was easy.” I felt him start to rub my clit again and I opened my legs wider so that he could have better access to my sweet spot. He groaned and kissed down my stomach to my panties. I felt his hot breath on my pussy through my panties and then he sucked on my clit through the material. 
 
“Oh my God,” I moaned as I felt waves of desire run through me.
 
“Bye bye, Snoopy,” he whispered as he pulled my panties down with his teeth. I looked up at him from the bed and screamed as he pushed his face up to my pussy and stuck his tongue in me. His tongue was long and dexterous. I’d never felt a tongue do to me the things that his tongue was doing. I grabbed his hair and ran my hands back and forth through his scalp as he pleasured me with his mouth. He finally came up for air and I slid down the bed to pull his briefs off, his magnificent cock popped out and it was even bigger than I had imagined. He got back on the bed and I crawled down so I could take him in my mouth.
 
“Hold on.” He grabbed my legs and pulled my pussy up to his face. “I’ve always found 69 a most pleasurable way to start the night.” And then I felt his tongue licking my clit. I trembled as my pussy quaked in his face and slowly took him into my mouth. His cock tasted like him, salty, manly and sexy. I sucked on the tip eagerly and then took as much of him into my mouth as I could. I bobbed my head up and down on his cock as he sucked on my clit and I felt myself grinding myself into his face so that I could feel his tongue inside of me again. I groaned as he pulled me off him and flipped me onto my back.
 
I looked up at him as he reached over to the nightstand and grabbed a condom and slipped it on his huge cock. He lowered himself onto me and I felt the tip of him at the entryway of my pussy. He looked at me as if checking to make sure it was okay and I groaned and wrapped my legs around him so that I could push his cock into me fully. He growled and I felt his cock slide in and out of me with abandon. I could feel every inch of him in me and I willingly put my legs over his shoulders as he lifted them up. He then proceeded to slam into me even harder and just as I was about to close my eyes, he grabbed my hands and stared down at me. We looked into each other’s eyes as he slid in and out of me and our gaze only broke apart when I came and moaned and wriggled so loudly that he couldn’t help but come as well. He grunted before he fell on top of me and kissed me. I sighed as I felt him withdraw his cock from me. He pulled off the condom, which was full of semen and pulled me over to him. “So how did you like that?”
 
“Eh.” I grinned up at him. “I’ve had better.”
 
“Really?” There went the eyebrows again. I felt his fingers idly playing with my breasts.
 
“Yeah.” I paused. “I’d say that boys were better than men, actually.”
 
“Really?” He pinched my nipples hard. “Is that what you would say?”
 
“Ouch.” I tried to pull away from him. “That hurt.”
 
He ignored my words, bent his head, and started to suck on my nipples again. I felt them grow hard in his mouth as he alternated sucking on each nipple. Then I felt his teeth nipping each one and I felt myself growing wet again. “No Bradley.” I wriggled under him. “I don’t know if I can go again.” I’d already had three orgasms and wasn’t sure if I could handle another.
 
“I think you can.” He grinned at me and pulled me on top of him. I felt his cock in-between my legs and felt myself go weak at the feel of him growing as I slowly moved back and forth. I rubbed myself back and forth on him, making sure that the tip of his cock rubbed my clit. I could feel a climax building up and increased the speed of my movements. Bradley was grabbing my breasts as I moved back and forth on him and I felt every nerve ending in my body respond to the pleasure I was feeling.
 
As I started moving back and forth even faster, I could feel the tip of him sliding into my pussy a little bit. I wanted to feel him inside of me again but knew that I couldn’t ride him without a condom on. I figured that just the tip wasn’t a big deal but as I felt closer and closer to coming, I allowed his cock to slide in me a little bit deeper and deeper, until I realized he was fully inside of me and I was no longer just rubbing my clit on his dick, I was riding it. Bradley was on his back with his eyes closed as I bounced up and down on him, his cock enjoying the feel of my pussy lips quivering around him. I think he realized what was going on when I did because I saw him look up at me with stilled lustful eyes as I slammed down on him and slid off him. I waited for him to reach over and grab another condom and then I slid back down on his cock. He held my hips as I bounced up and down on him and we both came together a few minutes later. This time I collapsed on him and we must have drifted off to sleep because I woke up the next morning curled next to him with his hands on my breasts.
 
I lay there unable to move. I thought back to the night before and stifled a groan. I couldn’t believe that I had not only had sex with Bradley but also had it multiple times. I had never done this sort of thing before. And I wasn’t sure what the protocol was the morning after. Was I just supposed to slip out of the apartment? I looked at the clock on the wall and my decision was made for me. If I didn’t leave in five minutes, I was going to be late for work. Bradley was either out of it or pretending to be out of it because he just groaned and rolled over as I jumped out of the bed. I grabbed my clothes and dressed quickly before leaving the apartment. I looked back at his naked body lying in the bed and grinned to myself. He had been right. He was all man and he was the best sex I’d ever had in my life.
 


Chapter 5
 
I was about to run into work when I realized that there was no way I could go into the Zoom office with jeans and a skanky top. I ran quickly into a Macy’s and bought myself some new underwear and a new suit. I figured on my new salary, I could afford it. As long as I kept the job anyway.
 
Lewis was waiting in my office when I got in and I beamed up at him. “Morning.” My voice expressed my happiness. I was still on a sexual high.
 
“Morning, Sarah.” He looked at me grimly. “So I think the boss is back today or tomorrow so we need those stats ASAP.”
 
“Oh ok.” All of a sudden, my high came crashing down. “Uhm, what time?” I smiled weakly praying he would say by close of business.
 
“If you can have them in my office in two hours that would be great.” 
 
I nodded slowly and wondered if I could run out of the building and never come back. “Sure.”
 
“Great. I knew anyone who had taken two of Dr. Takei’s classes would be able to pull it off.” He walked out of the room and I sank into my seat with sweat building up in my forehead. Dr. Takei? I’d never heard of him or her. I’d taken classes with professors whose names were Flowery Summer and The Great Hilda San Tomas. My teachers were former hippies who let us watch movies in class and spent hours practicing the inflections of cartoon characters. I could do a mean Minnie Mouse but I certainly couldn’t churn out any stats.
 
I opened the file once again and turned on the computer. I felt like I was going to cry. The words on the pages just made no sense to me. I knew I had to come up with something or I was going to be out on my ear. I had no savings and Jane had just quit her job; there was no way that I could get fired. I had to come up with a plan. One that would use my real educational experience! I got a notepad out and started making a list:
 
Reasons Why I Didn’t Create The Charts
 
1.                    Get really sick- maybe fake faint
2.                   Pretend that I get a phone call from a family member that is sick
3.                   Pretend that a spirit has taken over my body
4.                   Pretend that I have amnesia and forgot
5.                   Seduce Lewis and hope he forgets
 
I paused as I wrote number five and thought back to the previous night. I sat back for a second and smiled. I hadn’t known that sex could be so good. It had been amazing. So amazing that my body was still tingling just thinking about it. I looked at my watch and tried to ignore the sad feeling that befell me. Bradley hadn’t called or texted me to see how I was doing. I knew it was irrational to feel upset. I had gone into it only wanting a one-night stand but I had hoped that he would have wanted me. Maybe he thought I was too young and immature. I sighed. Maybe he just wasn’t that attracted to me. Especially if he had slinky women like that blonde hanging on his arm every night. I wondered if I would ever see him again. It would be nice to just have one more night with him.
 
I jumped when Lewis knocked on the door and I felt my body freeze with fear. Here it comes, I thought. I’m about to be fired.
 
“We’re up, Sarah.”
 
“What?” I frowned at him.
 
“Mr. Green’s back and he wants to see us.”
 
“Oh?” I paused and clicked some letters on my keyboard. “I’m not quite ready.”
 
“It doesn’t matter. He wants us in his office now.” Lewis sighed. “Jackson says he’s mad.”
 
“Jackson?”
 
“VP of International Trading.” Lewis grinned. “Sorry. I haven’t introduced you to everyone in the executive team as of yet.”
 
“Oh, that’s ok.” I stood up. “So is Mr. Green mean then?”
 
Lewis laughed. “Mean doesn’t describe it. He’s hardcore personified.”
 
“Oh.” I twisted my fingers. “I hope he likes me.”
 
“Oh he won’t.” Lewis grinned. “Don’t take it personally. He thinks he’s the only one that can do anything right.”
 
“I’m guessing you don’t have a great history with him?”
 
“I respect him, he’s got a multi-billion dollar company but as a person I can’t stand him.” Lewis laughed. “Don’t tell him I told you that though.”
 
“Oh I won’t.” I laughed with him and we got into the elevator. I was surprised to see Lewis press the button for the 40 floor. 
 
“I thought he’d be all the way up on the 50 floor?” I questioned.
 
“Nah, he prefers the view from the 40.” 
“Oh ok.” We walked out of the elevator and I straightened my skirt. I was hopeful that I could make the best impression possible. I wanted to impress Mr. Green so that I would be able to keep my job for as long as possible.
 
As we walked down the hall, I flushed thinking about my make-out session with Bradley. Thank God, Mr. Green had not been back then. Imagine if he would have caught me. I would have been fired on the spot. I frowned. I needed to stop thinking about Bradley. He was too old for me, and he was bad news. Lewis and I stopped outside a closed door at the end of the hallway and Lewis knocked.
 
“Come in,” a muffled voice called from inside the room and we walked in. The office was huge, and I had to admit it had a great view of the city. Almost as impressive as the view that Bradley had in his apartment. I shook my shoulders trying to get him off my mind. Mr. Green was sitting in a large leather chair with his back to us. He lifted a finger up, telling us to wait and he continued with his phone call. Lewis and I stood there awkwardly as Mr. Green talked on the phone and I looked around the office.
 
It was furnished luxuriously but there were no personal touches like photographs or books to tell me anything else about the enigmatic CEO of Zoom Corp. I was staring at a painting on a wall when he swiveled his chair around. I almost fainted when I looked up and saw who it was. “Good to see you, Lewis.” Mr. Green, who looked just like Bradley shook Lewis’s hand. And then he turned to me with a smirk. “And nice to see you again, Sarah.”
 
“Uh.” My face turned red and no words came out of my mouth. Lewis looked at me in confusion. “You’ve already met Mr. Green?”
 
“I, uh…” I continued staring at Mr. Green in shock and embarrassment.
 
“We met yesterday, but I have a feeling she didn’t know who I was.” Mr. Green laughed and ushered for us to sit down. I’m not sure what made me do it; maybe it was because I didn’t have enough sleep or maybe it was because I was still in shock but I started walking around the room in circles.
 
“Sarah?” Both Mr. Green and Lewis looked at me in concern.
 
“Who ezzz dis Sarah you speak of?” I put on my best French accent and opened my eyes wide. I pretended to have a mini-seizure and spoke again. “I am Madame Bon Pain. I am seeking answers from my long lost husband, Pierre Napoleon.” I bit my lip, mad that I hadn’t come up with more original names.
 
“What? Sarah?” Lewis looked at me like I was crazy and I suddenly realized just how stupid I must have looked but I was determined to carry out my act of being possessed.
 
“Where is my Napoleon? He promised to bring me banana pudding from Magnolia’s.” As I spoke, I felt my stomach rumble, I was hungry and banana pudding sure sounded good.
 
“Sarah?” Lewis groaned and spoke to Mr. Green. “Sir, I’m sorry. I don’t know what has come over her.”
 
“Leave Lewis. I’ll deal with this.” Mr. Green’s voice sounded serious but I could hear the laughter at the back of his throat.
 
“Yes, sir.” Lewis stood up and left the room and I stood there frozen.
 
“Sarah?”
 
“Yes?” I squeaked out in my regular voice forgetting that I was meant to be Madame Bon Pain.
 
“What the fuck are you doing?” He looked up at me and started laughing.
 
“Nothing.” I pouted. “I was possessed.”
 
“Possessed?” He raised an eyebrow at me again.
 
“Yeah, you know. Someone took over my body like in Ghost.”
 
“Ghost?”
 
“You know! The movie with Demi Moore and Patrick Swayze and Whoopi Goldberg.”
 
“Ok.” He frowned at me. “So you’re an executive here?”
 
I felt the panic rise up in me and I knew he was going to fire me. “You lied to me, Bradley!” I pointed a finger at him. “You didn’t tell me you were the CEO.”
 
“I didn’t want you to report me to Harry.” He grinned.
 
“You are Harry,” I shouted.
 
“I know. It’s hilarious, isn’t it?” He couldn’t stop laughing. “Thanks for that. I haven’t had such a good laugh in a long time.”
 
“It’s not funny.” I am mortified at the lies that came out of my mouth the day before.
 
“Yes. It is.” He stood up and walked towards me and then bent down and kissed me.
 
“What, what are you doing?”
 
“I’m kissing you.”
“But you’re my boss.” I pulled away from him reluctantly.
 
“I don’t think we have to worry about that for long.” He walked to the door and locked it and walked back to me. “You just left me this morning. No goodbye, no nothing.”
 
“I thought that’s how these things go?” I bit my lip worried. Don’t tell me he was going to fire me for not saying goodbye.
 
“What things?”
 
“One-night stands.” 
 
“Is that what we had?”
 
“Yes.” I tried to ignore the feelings of desire building up in me. “I have to go and work now.”
 
He walked over to me and pulled me towards him, pushing his lips down on mine. I melted into him and reached my arms around his neck. He moaned as I kissed him back passionately and reached down and pulled my skirt up.
 
I pulled away from him and frowned. “Sorry, no more sex.”
 
“What?” His voice sounded surprised.
 
“I told you. What we had was a one-night stand. No more sex.”
 
“Are you playing some sort of game with me, Sarah?”
 
I frowned at him. “No. No. Of Course not.”
 
He studied my face and sighed. “You’re an enigma, Sarah.”
 
“You could say that.”
 
“We need to talk.” He walked back to his chair and sat down. He looked at me pointedly as I stood there in front of him. “You can sit.”
 
“Oh ok.” I hesitated before walking to the chair.
 
“Sarah, please just sit down. Tell Madame Bon Bon that she can go home.”
 
“Madame Bon Pain.”
 
“What?” He sighed.
 
“Nothing.” I hurried to the chair. I didn’t think I should push my luck.
 
“Sarah. I’m going to ask you a series of questions.”
 
“Ok.”
 
“Don’t lie.” He looked at me seriously. “If you know how to tell the truth that is.”
 
“I don’t lie,” I protested half-heartedly.
 
“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that.” He paused. “How old are you?”
 
“What?” I made a face at him but he remained stoic. “22.”
 
“I see.” He paused. “Have you graduated from college?”
 
“Yes.” I was annoyed.
 
“With an MBA from Harvard?” There went his eyebrows again.
 
“Uhm,” I bit my lip and looked down. “No.”
 
“What’s your degree in?”
 
“Drama.” I looked up and saw his lips twitching. “What’s so funny?”
 
“Nothing’s funny here, Sarah.” His tone was serious. “I should fire you right now.”
 
“Well, aren’t you going to?” I sighed and played with my hair.
 
“No.” He leaned towards me. “I want you to be my secretary.”
 
“What?” I frowned at him. “I don’t want to be a secretary.”
 
“I want you to be my secretary that I fuck.” He grinned at her.
 
“I thought you didn’t fuck.” My voice rose. “I thought you made love.”
 
He laughed at me then. “I’m joking, Sarah.”
 
“Ok. Don’t quit the day job,” I retorted.
 
“I thought women liked the idea of being the plaything for a rich man.”
 
“Uhm, maybe desperate women,” I scoffed. “And the man has to be young and hot.”
 
“Which I’m not?”
 
“Well, you know.” I flushed as I stared at his hands. I remembered the feel of them against my skin. In all honesty, I wanted to feel them against my skin again.
 
“So?”
 
“Sorry what?” I flushed. I had completely zoned out. I stared into his eyes, they were focused on my lips and I couldn’t stop myself from licking them.
 
“Sarah, you can’t keep that job.” 
 
“What? You don’t even know if I can do it,” I whined and stared deeply into his eyes.
 
“You aren’t qualified.”
 
“I need this job, Harry. Please.”
 
“Harry?”
 
“Well, your real name isn’t Bradley, is it?” I said annoyed.
 
“Most people call me Mr. Green.”
 
“Gimme a break.” I leaned back in my chair and nibbled on my lip. I was devastated by the fact that I had lost my job.
 
“We can go out for another drink tonight if you want?” He leaned towards me. “I’ll buy you a drink so you can bury the sorrow of losing your job.”
 
“But you’re the one who fired me.” I protested. “That’s not fair.”
 
“Such is life.” He leaned back.
 
“You’re a real jerk, you know that.” I stood up and marched around to his side of the desk. “You’re not even giving me a chance.”
 
“Well, maybe you can convince me to give you the job.” He smirked at me and I felt a surge of anger. I pushed his leather chair back and hitched up my skirt and sat in his lap straddling him. I leaned into him and started kissing him while grinding back and forth on his cock. I felt his hands slip to my butt and I could feel him squeezing my ass cheeks as he pushed me into his cock harder. I devoured his mouth, kissing him hard and sucking on his tongue. As soon as I felt him hard as a rock underneath me, I slid off his lap and stood up.
 
“What? Where are you going?” He looked at me with a frown full of desire.
 
“Home.” I walked towards the door.
 
“Wait, what?” I heard him jump out of his chair. “Wait.” I felt his hand on my shoulder and he turned me around. He was looking at me curiously. “You don’t do anything I expect you to do.”
 
“Imagine that.” 
 
“Sarah, I swear I will put you over my knee and spank you if you keep up with the attitude.”
 
“You wouldn’t dare,” I squeaked. I hoped that he would take me over his knee and then make love to me on his thick cream carpet.
 
“You wanna bet?” He leaned in close to me and I shivered.
 
“You’re too old for me.” I backed away, suddenly scared that I was starting to want this man way too much.
 
“What’s your issue with age, Sarah.” He frowned. “How old do you think I am?”
 
“50,” I lied.
 
He laughed. “Try again.”
 
“40?” This time I meant it.
 
“I’m 37.” He stared at me hard. 
 
“Oh.” He was 15 years older than me. Yet, he didn’t really act like an old man. And I didn’t really seem to care about his age.
 
“You didn’t seem to mind last night as my cock was sliding in and out of you.”
 
I stared at him with my mouth open. I could feel my panties getting wet. “You’re so crude.” I stared at him as he laughed. “If I was your mother, I’d make you wash your mouth out with soap.”
 
“I thought you preferred me to do different things with my mouth?”
 
“Whatever.” I flushed thinking about how he had made me come over and over again with his tongue. “You were okay.”
 
“Just okay?”
 
“Yeah.” I stared back into his eyes and yelped as he grabbed me and pulled my skirt up. “What are you doing?”
 
“Showing you that you need to be more careful with you words,” he snarled. He sat on the ground and pulled me down to join him. He didn’t hesitate as he pulled my panties down and I just stared at him in awe. He raised his hand to my pussy and ran his fingers across my clit. 
 
“You’re pretty wet for someone who’s not very impressed with my skills.” He grinned and then pushed me back onto the ground. I lay there not sure if I should resist but I felt so horny, I just wanted to feel him touching me intimately. I wasn’t disappointed. I felt his mouth on my pussy within seconds and I spread my legs to give him greater access. He licked up and down on my pussy, circling my clit but never quite touching it. I squirmed and tried to clench my legs around his face so that he would just take me in his mouth. He ignored my moans and took his time. When I finally felt his tongue licking my clit, I cried out in pleasure and this encouraged him to take my clit into his mouth and start sucking on it. I felt my bladder get heavy and I knew that I was close to coming as he continued to suck on my clit. As soon as he stuck his tongue into me, I felt myself come hard and I lay back extremely satisfied as he continued to lick me in my special spot.
 
When he finally stopped licking my pussy, I looked up to see him smiling down at me. “Still just okay?” He grinned and I rolled my eyes.
 
“Fine. You were good,” I muttered.
 
“That’s what I thought.” He pulled my panties back up my legs and pulled me up. He then pulled my skirt down and I sighed. “What’s wrong?” He looked at me in concern.
 
“Nothing.” I shrugged and looked away. I could hardly tell him that I had been hoping he would fuck me again. Not after my smart attitude.
 
“Look at me, Sarah.” He turned my face to look at him and his eyes were shining with concern. “Are you okay?”
 
“Well, not really.” I felt my eyes well up. “I don’t have money to pay my rent and my roommate quit her job yesterday.”
 
“That’s why you’re sad?” He cocked his head.
 
“Yes. No. Kinda.” I blushed a deep red. “I had hoped we were going to make love again. But I am also worried about my rent.”
 
Harry laughed and pulled me into his arms. “Oh Sarah. What am I going to do with you?”
 
“I don’t know. Let me keep my job?” I looked up at him hopefully. I tried to ignore the feeling of his hard cock between my legs and the feel of his chest against my breasts.
 
“You wanted me to make love to you again?” He smiled down at me.
 
“Well, you know.” The words tripped out of my mouth in a mumble.
 
“Come away with me this weekend.” He pulled me back suddenly and looked at me.
 
“What?” I frowned at him. “Why?”
 
“I have to go home for the weekend. It would help me if you came as my fiancée.”
 
“Fiancée?” I looked at him in surprise. “Are you proposing to me?”
 
He burst out laughing and kissed me on the nose. “Goodness no, Sarah. I need a fake fiancée for the weekend. It will stop my mother and grandmother from trying to set me up on dates.”
 
“Hmm, I don’t know.” I paused and looked at him.
 
“You’ll have your own room. I’ll pay you a handsome figure and you can practice your acting skills.”
 
I looked at his handsome face and pondered it. “Don’t you think they’ll be suspicious?”
 
“Why?”
 
“I’m young and cute and you’re old and snarky.” I paused. “Not to be rude or anything.”
 
He laughed again and clasped my hands. “You’ll be perfect.” He leaned towards me and whispered in my ear, “And if you’re lucky, I’ll sneak into your room and give you the fucking of your life.”
 
I gasped and looked up at the twinkle in his eyes. I felt my nipples harden just thinking about him making love to me again and I nodded. “Okay. I’ll do it.”
 
“Good.” Suddenly his face got serious. “Well, I have work to do. Why don’t you go home and start getting ready?”
 
“Ready for what?” I looked at him in surprise. “The weekend is a couple of days away.”
 
“Tonight.”
 
“What’s happening tonight?”
 
“I’m taking you out.”
 
“I’m busy.” I flounced to the door. “Sorry.”
 
“Sarah.” His voice was low. “I’ll pick you up tonight.”
 
“You don’t know where I live.” I smiled sweetly at him.
 
“Actually, I do.” He picked up a folder and I realized it contained all my HR information. “I’ll be there at 7pm. Be ready.”
 
“Whatever.” I unlocked the door.
 
“Wait.” He walked over to me, pulled me close to him, and kissed me hard. I melted into him once again and sighed as he pulled away. “I’m looking forward to tonight.” He grabbed my hand and placed it on his cock. I could feel it hard through his pants and I decided to give it a quick squeeze. I laughed as I felt it twitch and heard Harry inhale quickly. I pulled my hand away and walked to the door.
 
“Yeah. I’m sure you are.” And with that, I walked out of his office with my face flushed and my body horny. I wasn’t sure what I was getting myself into but I had a feeling that it was going to be the time of my life.
 


Chapter 6
 
I ran a bath as soon as I got home. I needed a long soak in some bubble bath and aromatic oils. In fact, I deserved some candles and a magazine as well.
 
“Jane, do you have the latest Cosmo?”
 
“What?” she shouted back at me from the kitchen. “Do I have what?”
 
“Cosmo.” I walked into the kitchen and saw her baking cupcakes. “Omg, why are you doing this to me, Jane? I wanted to go on a diet.”
 
“You don’t need a diet.” She grinned at me and offered me the mixing bowl to take a dollop of the cake mix.
 
“Yes I do.” I sighed and reached my finger in and licked the cake batter off eagerly. “Yummy, this is good.”
 
“It’s a new recipe.” She held up a cookbook. “How was work?”
 
“Eh,” I groaned. 
 
“What does that mean, Sarah?” She looked at me in concern and I felt my heart beating rapidly.
 
“So my date last night. I slept with him.”
 
“Wow.” Jane looked at me with wide eyes. “That was a bit quick, wasn’t it?”
 
“Eh,” I groaned again. “That’s not the worst part.”
 
“Oh no. Are you pregnant, Sarah?”
“Jane! We just had sex yesterday.” I laughed. “Plus we used a condom. So no, I do not think I am pregnant.”
“Phew.” 
“He was my boss.”
 
“What?” She frowned. “That Lewis guy you were telling me about?”
 
“No.”
 
“But I thought he was your boss.”
“He is.” I paused. “I slept with the big boss.”
 
“Big boss,” she repeated my words and looked at me in shock. “You mean the guy who is away on business.”
 
I nod my head. “Well, he’s not away on business anymore.”
 
“Oh my God, Sarah. How did that happen?”
 
“You don’t want to know.” I sighed. “And he fired me.” I hurried on with my words as Jane looked like she was going to have a heart attack. “But he is taking me out tonight, so I’m hoping I can convince him to give me my job back.” I decided to not tell her about the weekend offer; it seemed too cheap. Like I was some sort of hooker or escort or something.
 
“Oh Sarah. What are you doing?” She frowned at me. “I knew I shouldn’t have left my job.”
 
“It’ll be okay.” I cross my fingers. “I promise.”
 
She sighed and turned back to her cupcakes. “I sure hope so.” She turned back to me with a glint in her eyes. “So was he good in bed?”
 
I collapsed into laughter and sighed dreamily. “He’s the best sex I’ve ever had in my life. And when I say the best, I mean the best. This man knows his moves.”
 
She giggled and put the mix into cupcake holders. “Well I want to hear more about it later.”
 
“Okay.” I grinned back at her, my body tingling from the memories of last night. “Oh yeah, do you have the latest Cosmo?”
 
“Why, you want to learn some new sex moves?” She laughed at me and I stuck my tongue out at her.
 
“No. I just want some mindless reading for my bath.”
 
“Sure sure. Go in my room, I have a copy on my nightstand.”
 
“Great, thanks Jane.” And with that, I ran to her room, grabbed the copy and went to relax in the bath. I lay back in the bubbles and closed my eyes. This was the life, I thought. All I needed was a glass of champagne and some strawberries. And a hot man to scrub my back. Scratch that, I wanted Harry to scratch my back and have his wicked way with me. I felt a warm wave of desire hit me as I thought of Harry and I splashed myself. There was no way that I wanted to develop a bigger crush on him. I was just setting myself up for disappointment. He was too old, too rich and too snarky. Plus, he was too handsome. A man like him could have anyone he wanted and obviously did. He wasn’t looking to settle down. I bit my lip as I thought about the feelings he had stirred in me. The feelings that were in me were about more than the sex. I groaned and scrubbed my body hard trying to forget him.
 
I heard someone knocking on the door but was too captivated in the ‘10 sex moves to spice up your relationship article’ to ask Jane who was there. I blushed as I read some of the positions. I was lying back daydreaming when I heard a knock on the door.
 
“Uh, Sarah.” Jane’s voice sounded odd. “Some guy is here saying he’s your fiancé.”
 
“What?” I sat up. “My what?”
 
“Your fiancé.” I heard Harry’s sultry voice behind the door and threw my hands up to cover my breasts.
 
“Harry? What are you doing here?”
 
“I’m here for our date.”
 
“But it’s still early,” I muttered.
 
“Sarah, this is the guy you’re going on a date with?” Jane’s voice was filled with disbelief. 
 
“I think so.” I sighed. I had conveniently forgotten to tell Jane I was seeing an ‘older man’.
 
“Oh ok.” Jane paused. “You’re not engaged, are you?”
 
“Jane!”
 
“Sorry but I’m confused.”
 
“Take Harry to the living room and I’ll be out in a sec.” I sighed and pulled the plug out of the bath before I stepped out and wrapped myself in a towel. So much for a relaxing soak and some silly articles to get myself ready for the night. I opened the door and walked to my bedroom muttering to myself about how mad I was. I opened my bedroom door and nearly dropped my towel when I saw Harry sitting on the edge of my bed.
 
“What are you doing in here?” I hissed.
 
“I asked Jane if I could wait in your room.” He smiled. “She’s a nice girl.”              
 
I narrowed her eyes at him. “Yes, she is. But why did you need to wait in my room?”
 
“I thought we’d have some fun before dinner.” He licked his lips and I pulled my towel around me tighter.
 
“We’re not having any fun before or after dinner,” I said haughtily.
 
“Really?” He raised an eyebrow at me. “You can resist this?” He pointed to himself and I rolled my eyeballs at him.
 
“I can more than resist you.” I flounced to my closet with my heart beating rapidly. I turned away from him so that he wouldn’t see the flush in my face. The flush that would let him know that I was lying and wanted to flatten him on the bed in that very moment. He was wearing khaki pants and a black Bob Dylan t-shirt and he looked hotter than I had remembered. He also had some stubble on his face that was more appealing than it should be. I wanted to rip his t-shirt off and feel the roughness of his stubble against the smoothness of my face and breasts. I couldn’t even imagine what it would feel like rubbing against my clit. I moaned involuntarily and tried to banish his sexy image from my thoughts.
 
“What are you moaning about, Sarah?” I felt his breath on the back of my neck. He had gotten off the bed and walked over to me. I felt his arms go around my waist and I struggled to clench the top of the towel to make sure that it didn’t fall down.
 
“I’m groaning because I have nothing to wear,” I mumbled angrily. “Oh.” My voice became breathy as I felt his lips on the back of my neck, and kissing their way down to my bare shoulders.
 
“I don’t mind if you have nothing to wear,” he growled into my ear and then he tugged on my towel until it went flying to the floor. “I don’t mind at all.” His hands moved up and caressed my breasts; he moved his fingers to my nipples and rolled them with his fingertips, squeezing them gently.
 
“Oh Harry.” I leaned back into him and closed my eyes. I felt his hardness pushing into my butt through his pants.
 
"Yes, Sarah?" I could hear a chuckle in his voice.
 
               "Nothing." I squirmed in his arms. I wanted to move away from him but I didn't have the will power. He turned me around to face him and pulled me towards him hard, crushing my breasts against his chest. I felt his tongue worm its way into my mouth and I sucked on it eagerly; enjoying the minty taste in my mouth.
 
"Now now, Sarah." He grinned down at me as he pulled away slowly. "As much as I'd love to ravish you right now, we really don't have the time." 
 
"Huh?" I looked at him in confusion, my body groaning in rebellion. "I made reservations for dinner." 
 
"Oh." I peered up at him in his casual clothes and frowned. "You don't look very dressed up for dinner." 
 
"I've got clothes to change into."
 
 "Oh." I shivered at the coldness of the room and he drew me close to him and rubbed my back.
 
               "Get some clothes on before you catch a cold," he scolded me and I wanted to retort back to him that he was the reason why I didn't have any clothes on. "Unless you want us to warm you up in another way." 
 
"You just told me we didn't have time," I protested. He grinned at me. 
 
"Well, I could always be convinced." 
 
"Whatever." I pulled out a pair of panties and a bra and pulled them on before turning back to him. "How fancy is this place? Should I wear something casual or something sophisticated." 
 
"Whatever you want." 
 
"That doesn't help me," I moaned. "Men," I muttered. "I would have thought that you being an older man would know a bit more about clothes." 
 
"You're obsessed with age, aren't you?" He laughed. 
 
"No, I'm not." I pulled on a navy blue skirt and a white top. "I've just never dated an older man before." 
 
"Well, you're not dating one now either." He shrugged his shoulders. It took me a moment to realize what he meant by that. He wasn't saying that he wasn't old; he was saying that we weren't dating. 
 
"Or maybe I should say I've never slept with a man with sagging skin before." I smiled sweetly at him. "I know you may be looking for some sort of young trophy but I'm not really interested in the position. I'm not some blonde wanna-be who hooks up with an old fart like Hugh Hefner just to get into the Playboy Ranch." 
 
"No, you aren't." He looked at me pointedly and I felt my body flush.
 
“You're not exactly a Chippendale."
 
"Would you like me to be?" He raised an eyebrow at me and cocked his face. "Is that your way of asking me to strip for you?"
 
"You wish." I flattened my skirt and brushed my hair, groaning at the tangles that were resisting my stroke.
 
"Need some help?" He walked up behind me and took the brush from my hand. "You have beautiful hair."
 
"Thanks." I let him brush my hair softly and it relaxed my nerves. I wasn't sure why I felt so agitated and jumpy around him. He did something to me that I didn't really understand. "Ow!" I cried out as he hit a knot of hair.
 
"Sorry," he rubbed the top of my head. "Your hair is very long, I like it."
 
"I'm thinking about cutting it." I retorted untruthfully.
 
"Really?" His voice was low. "Don't cut it, Sarah."
 
"Why not?" My voice was surprised. What did he care?
 
"Because I prefer long hair." He bent down and whispered in my hair, "It's easier to pull on when I fuck you."
 
"Oh." I pulled away from him and then turned around and glared at him. "You need to stop talking about sex. It is not going to happen."
 
"But it already has.... several times." He grinned. "And it nearly happened again, just five minutes ago."
 
"Whatever." I pointed at him. "Let's make a deal, no more sex."
 
"Is that what you want?" His face held a crooked grin and I knew that he thought I couldn’t resist him and his sexy dark hair and crinkly blue eyes.
 
"Yes," I spoke calmly and confidently. "If I'm going to go home with you I don't want your family thinking I'm some sort of whore that sleeps around."
 
"But you're going as my fiancée."
 
"I don't want them to think we have sex."
 
"Uh, ok." He grinned at her. "And you think they are going to believe that?"
 
"Yes." I grinned and twirled around. "Because I am a Princess from Europe and everyone knows we are chaste." I spoke in an Eastern European accent and he groaned.
 
"Sarah!"
 
"What, kind sir?" I looked down my nose haughtily at him, my voice sounding decidedly English this time.
 
 "Sarah, you are not going to be using your acting skills," he snorted, "this weekend. My whole family is going to be there and they are going to be asking you a million questions."    
 
"I'll just pretend I don't understand what they are saying." I grinned. "I can be Princess Sarah of Latvia."
 
"Latvia?" His voice held disbelief.
 
 "Or England if you want, but if they’re familiar with the British Royal Family at all, they may know that that's not true. So we better go with Latvia."
 
"Sarah, you are not going to pretend you are the Princess of Latvia," Harry’s voice was stern and he groaned. "Maybe this wasn't such a good idea. You were right. Our age difference is too much."
 
"What's that meant to mean?" I protested angrily. It was all right for me to think he was too old for me but he shouldn't be thinking I'm too young for him. Not at all.
 
"Sarah, you are twenty-two and immature." He sighed. "My family is going to think I lost my mind bringing you home."
 
"Excuse me?"
 
"I'm nearly in my forties, I'm a billionaire. Millions of women all over the world want to be with me. I don't think they will believe I fell for a kook."
 
"A KOOK?" My voice rose.
 
"Yes, Sarah. You are kooky." He looked me in the eyes. "And that's nicer than calling you a liar."
 
"You're an asshole and you can leave now." I sat on my bed and lay down staring at the ceiling, trying to not let tears fall from my eyes. "I wasn't too much of a liar that you didn't want to sleep with me though."
 
"Ah Sarah." He sat down next to me on the bed. "Look, I'm sorry. I've never known someone like you before. Maybe it's because I'm an old fart." He paused. "You could say, no Harry, you're not an old fart, you know."
 
I laughed as he looked down at me with a sad face. "No Harry, you're not a completely old fart." I smiled up at him and felt tingles in my stomach as he gazed down at me. We stared at each other for about a minute and I felt a current of electricity flow through us. His blue eyes were wide and happy, gazing at me with no shadows or secrets. I felt like I could see into his heart and soul and it made me very uncomfortable. His hand found mine and stroked my palm. I felt my body flush and I shifted my gaze away. He let go of my hand and jumped off the bed.
 
“Ready to go?” he said gruffly.
 
“Fine.” My voice was exasperated and my body was disappointed. I didn’t want to go anywhere other than under the sheets.
 


Chapter 7
 
“So, Jane seems sweet.” Harry escorted me to his car. It was an Audi A4 and I sunk into the leather seats surprised. I would have thought that he’d drive a Porsche or a Mercedes.
 
“Yeah, Jane is great.” I smiled. “We’ve been best friends for ages. We moved here from Florida together to go to school.”
 
“Did she study drama as well?” Harry’s eyes remained on the road as he spoke and I studied his profile.
 
“No. Just me.” I paused. “I was the crazy one.”
 
“Why crazy?”
 
“Have you seen me in any movies or on Broadway?” I laughed.
“Not yet but I wouldn’t be surprised if you made it soon.”
“Yeah right.” I laughed. 
“Don’t be so down on yourself, Sarah. I mean, you were able to fool the people at Zoom.”
 
“Yeah.” I quickly decided to change the subject as I was hoping that he would give me another job in his company. “So, where are we going?”
 
“To dinner.”
“Duh, where?”
“Just wait and see, Sarah.”
 
“Fine.” I turned and looked out of the window watching the commuters walk to their apartments from their jobs in Manhattan. I loved how alive and real Brooklyn was, even though I was anxious to move to the city as soon as possible. “So tell me why we are fooling your family again?” I turned back to face him, curious why such a good-looking and rich man would need to fool his family. 
 
“Have you ever watched Home Alone?”
 
“Hello. Of course I have. Kevin!” I screamed. “Arrgh.”
“Uhm, ok. Thanks for that, Sarah.” Harry laughed. “Well the family in Home Alone is just a scratch on my family.”
 
“Ok.”
 
“And their biggest wish for me is to get married and to have kids.”
 
“So why don’t you?” I questioned.
 
“I don’t want to.” His voice was abrupt.
 
“Why not?” I was curious as to why he never wanted to get married. I was also strangely disappointed.
 
“I find that marriage just constrains people. I don’t want to be constrained. Plus, I don’t believe in love and most women want that in a marriage.”
 
“You don’t believe in love?” I was shocked and sad.
 
“No, not really. I mean, I believe in love of family, love of friends, love of sex.” He turned and grinned at me. “But one true love? Soulmates? Nope.”
 
“Wow, ok.” I bit my lip wanting to ask more but not wanting him to think that I cared about his answers. “Is there a reason why you don’t believe in those things?”
 
He laughed and his voice had a bitter tinge in it when he spoke. “I’ve had models, actresses, teachers, nurses all tell me how much they loved me, how much they wanted to be with me, when all they really cared about was the money. My billions. And my image. They liked the glitz and the glamour. I’m secondary to what I can provide. If I had nothing, they would be long gone.”
 
“I don’t think that’s true.” My voice was earnest. He was hot. Women would want to be with him no matter if he was a pauper.
 
“Come on Sarah, even you are only with me now because you want your job back.” He laughed. “Let’s be real here. Women just latch on to men that can provide something to them. Which is fine. But let’s not say its love.”
 
I sat back and thought for a second. What he said wasn’t untrue. I had told myself and him that I was going along for the weekend because I needed the money and because I wanted my job back but that wasn’t really the only reason I was going. I was going because I thought he was ridiculously hot and because I enjoyed sparring with him. I liked the way he made me feel. And that had nothing to do with his money. “I guess you’ll think whatever you want to,” I replied. There was no way that I wanted him to know that I was more into him than I was letting on.
 
“See, even you have nothing to say to that.” His voice sounded sad and then he turned on the radio. “Want to listen to some Miles Davis?”
 
“Say what?” I frowned at him as Jazz music reverberated through the car. “Who’s this?”
 
“You don’t know Miles David?” Harry looked at me and shook his head.
 
“Is he related to Larry David?” I thought of the bald guy from the TV show ‘Curb Your Enthusiasm.’
 
“No.” He laughed. “So what kind of music do you listen to?”
 
“Katy Perry, Rihanna, fun., Coldplay, The Verve.”
 
“The Verve?” He smiled. “Aren’t they kinda old for you?”
 
“I love them.” I reached over to the radio and starting changing the channels.
 
“Hey hey.” He swat my hands away. “Don’t you know you can’t just change radio stations like that?”
 
“What?”
 
“You never heard the saying ‘don’t ever touch a man’s radio.’”
 
I laughed. “Do you mean the line from Rush Hour where he says ‘don’t you ever touch a black man’s radio?’?” I burst out laughing. “You’re funny.” I had tears running out of my eyes from all my laughter and I just couldn’t stop myself.
 
“I’m glad you think that’s funny.”
 
“Oh Harry.” I stopped on a Top 40 radio and sang along to the Lil Wayne song that was playing.
 
“I’m thinking I should take you to a club instead of a nice dinner.” 
 
“Yeah right.” I looked at him with a smirk. “I could not see you in a club, Harry Green.”
 
“Well, there are many things you couldn’t see me doing but I do them.” He licked his lips and I shivered.
 
***
 
“So, how’d you like it?” Harry smiled at me paternally as I licked the residue of chocolate off my spoon. My stomach was full and I was completely satisfied. Every course had been delicious and the chocolate cake had been the most divine and silky cake I’d ever had.
 
“Hmm, this meal was so good.” I beamed at him. “Thanks.” I smiled into his eyes as I remembered my manners.
 
“Good.” He called the waiter over to the table. “Two glasses of Champagne, please.”              
 
“Oh I don’t know,” I protested.
 
“But we have to celebrate.”
 
“Celebrate what?”
 
“Our new partnership.”
“What new partnership?” I looked at him in confusion.
“The one we are about to make.”
“Uh ok.” I felt a chill run through my spine. Oh no, I thought. Here it comes. He’s going to tell me that he wants me to be his submissive. I’d read ‘Fifty Shades of Grey’ along with everyone else. I knew what this was about. I bit my lip and thought hard. I’d never done anything that kinky before but there was a first time for everything, right? Though I didn’t think I’d make a very good sub. And I didn’t particularly want to get beaten.
 
“So I figured the partnership would last for the next two months.”
 
“Oh.” I’d never heard of a Dom/sub relationship lasting two months, but I guess I didn’t really know much.
 
“It would start this weekend. Then you would accompany me to a family reunion next month and then to a family wedding in two months.”
 
“So three trips?” I looked at him suspiciously. “And what do I have to do on the trips?”
 
“All I will require from you is that you will pretend to be my girlfriend. Kiss me and hug me when appropriate; anything extra is up to you.”
“Hmm.” I was slightly disappointed that he didn’t seem to be begging me for anything extra.
 
“I’ll pay you $50,000 to play the role. $25,000 up-front and $25,000 when we break up.”
 
I sat there with my mouth wide open, that was a hell of a lot of money. “Whoa, what?”
 
“Think of it as your first real paying acting gig.” He smiled at me. “And if it goes well I will recommend you to a producer I know in Hollywood and see if we can get you an audition.”
 
“Omg, really?” I knew my eyes were popping out but I couldn’t control my excitement. “Wait, how are we going to break up?”
 
“I’m going to be overcome with excitement at my cousin’s wedding and propose to you.” Harry grins. “And then you are going to say no and leave me broken hearted as young girls always do to older men.”
 
“What?” I squirmed in my seat. “That’s going to be so embarrassing. Your family is going to hate me.”
 
“Sarah, you don’t know them, do you really care how they feel about you?”
 
“I guess not.” I paused. “$25,000 up-front and sex won’t be required?”
 
“No required sex, though it is an optional add-on.” He grinned. “Though I won’t be paying for that, of course.”
 
“Of course.” I growled at him. “I’m not a hooker.”
“You could play one for a night, if you wanted.” He smirked.
“I don’t want.” I retorted but I felt my body flush. That could be kind of exciting. I’d always wanted to role-play but had never been brave enough to bring it up to any of the guys I had dated.
 
“Let me know if you change your mind.” Harry grinned at me and thanked the waiter for the two flutes of champagne. I grabbed my flute and chugged down half of the glass.
 
“So, do we have a deal?” he questioned me. All of a sudden, he looked very serious and his eyes looked at me intently. “It goes without saying that you cannot tell my family the truth and you cannot act like an idiot and pretend you are being possessed by ghosts at any point.”
“I wasn’t acting,” I lied, thinking back to the encounter in his office.
 
“One good thing is I know you have the lying part down.”
 
“Excuse me?” I said offended. “I don’t lie.”
 
“What’s that?” He started counting on his fingers. “Lie number one hundred and five?”
 
“Whatever.” I finished my champagne and chided myself for having downed it so quickly. I could feel my head get light. “But yes, we have a deal.”
 
He grinned at me. “Great.” I stared at his teeth and wondered about the fact that this man would want to hire me to pretend to be his fiancée. He must be really messed up in the head.
 
“No problem.” I grinned back at him, leaning towards him and licking my lips. “I’d like the first $25k tomorrow, please.”
 
He burst out laughing then. “Well then, there you go. A woman who is not afraid to admit she is only after the money.”
 
I frowned at him then and took his hand. “You know, not all women are gold diggers and after your money. I mean, really what can you do with oodles and oodles of money? Only so much.”
 
“There are shoes and clothes and jewelry.” Harry allowed me to stroke the palms of his hands as I spoke to him earnestly.
 
“Not all women care about that.” I sighed, suddenly overwhelmed with tiredness. “I want to go home. I’m sleepy.”
 
“Oh?” Harry looked at me in disappointment. “I was hoping we could spend the evening learning facts about each other for the weekend.”
 
“Tonight?” I groaned yawning.
 
“Well, we only have a few days until we leave and I know my family, they will smell a rat if we don’t seem to know anything about each other.
 
“I guess we can try.” I yawned again. “Though I may be asleep by the time we get back to Brooklyn.”
 
“Then let’s go to my place first.” He cocked his head and studied my face. “Okay?”
 
“Fine.” I yawned. “No funny business though.”
 
“I promise.” He grinned. “No funny business.”
 
“Fine, let’s go.” I jumped up and waited for him to pay the bill before we left. I was excited to be going back to his apartment again but didn’t want to question my excitement. A part of me was wondering if I was getting into something that was out of my depth but I ignored the voice warning me to tell him no to his plan. I figured nothing could really go wrong. It was my first real acting gig and he was paying me handsomely for it. Perhaps I’d even get a real role in a real movie after this. That would be amazing.
 


 
Chapter 8
 
“Would you like anything to drink?” Harry called out to me from his kitchen as I settled into his couch comfortably.
 
“No.” My voice was soft as I answered him. “I’m fine.” I closed my eyes and snuggled into the comfy pillows.
 
“Oh no you don’t, Sarah. Wake up.” He walked back into the room and I opened my eyes. I had to stop myself from jumping up as I ogled him. He had taken off his t-shirt and was bare-chested. I just wanted to touch him. He looked even more magnificent then I had remembered. More manly than any of the boys I had dated in college. Wowzers.
 
“Can we make this quick?” I snapped at him, mad at myself for feeling sexy thoughts about him, when he didn’t seem to be feeling torn by lust for me.
 
“Well we can if you have a good memory.”
 
“My memory is fine.” I decided to hold off on asking him he had onset dementia, just in case someone in his family did and it hit a raw nerve.
 
“Ok, so let’s start.” He settled into the couch, next to me and it was all I could do to not touch him. I wanted to stroke the hair on his chest to see if it felt as silky as I remembered. I flushed as I remembered what he had done to me in his bedroom and office. “Earth to Sarah.”
 
“Oh sorry. I think I drifted off to sleep,” I lied and sat up straight, determined that I wouldn’t be distracted by his hot body.
 
“Okay, so my full name is Harry Bradley Green.” He grinned and me.
 
“Ok, Bradley.” 
 
“But everyone calls me Harry.” He paused. “Especially my good friends and of course my fiancée.”
 
“Why of course,” I purred. “Why don’t I call you naughty Harry, for a more personal effect?”
 
“No Sarah.” He sighed. “Just Harry.”
“Ok, Just Harry.” I grinned. “Like those books Just William.”
“Who?” He looked confused.
“They are English books about this rascal of a boy William and he does all sorts of crazy things and…”
 
Harry held his hand up. “Okay, okay. I get it. And no. Not Just Harry. Just call me by my first name, please.”
 
“Fine, asshole.”
 
“That’ll do.” He smiled at me sweetly and I looked away. He had no right to look so handsome and boyish when he smiled. “I’ll call you, Sarah.”
 
“That is my name.”
 
“Sarah dearest, would you like a cookie?” He reached over and caressed my face, staring at me in wonder. My heart started beating so quickly that I thought I was going to have a heart attack.
 
“Uhm what?” I swallowed hard as I stared back into his eyes.
 
“Would you like anything to eat, my love?” He moved in and lightly kissed my lips. “I just want to make sure you are okay.”
 
“Yeah, I’m fine.” I relaxed under his mouth and kissed him back tenderly, telling myself it was the alcohol making me lose my inhibitions so quickly. I pressed my lips against his harder and pushed my tongue into his mouth. I ran my hands up and down his chest and melted into him as I kissed him. “Mmm,” I moaned into him happily. I felt him gently push me away, eyes sparkling and a huge grin on his face.
 
“Don’t get too carried away, Sarah. My parents are pretty old-school, that don’t need to see us make love.”
 
“Oh.” My face flushed red. He hadn’t been kissing me because he wanted me but because he was practicing his act. “Well, I want to be convincing, seeing as you are a sex-God and everything.”
 
“Sure.” He laughed and traced his fingers across my lips. “I must say you are a very good actress, Sarah. Very good indeed.” He slipped his finger into my mouth and stared into my eyes. It tasted salty and I imagined that his cock would probably taste pretty similar at that point. I felt myself getting horny and bit his finger hard.
 
“Ow.” He yanked his finger out of my mouth and frowned. “That hurt.”
 
“Oh did it?” I smiled at him sweetly. “My bad.”
“So, what’s your middle name?” He pulled away from me slightly and I suppressed a smile. There was no way I could keep my hands off him if he was so close to me.
 
“Jane.” I sighed. “Sarah Jane Smith.”
 
“Cute.”
 
“Plain and boring.” I scrunched up my nose. “My parents had no originality.”
 
“Sure they did, Sarah Jane.” He teased me. “At least it wasn’t Pippi Longstockings or something.”
 
“Yeah, there’s that I suppose.”
“Ok, so you’re twenty-two.” He looked at me. “When do you turn 23?”
“Next week.”
“Oh, so I’m not as much older than you as you thought.” He grinned at me mischievously.
 
“Yeah. You are only 14 years older, I guess.” I stuck my tongue out at him.
 
“I have eighteen year olds throwing themselves at me, Sarah. Many women don’t have the same problems with age that you do.”
 
“I don’t have a problem with it.” I frowned. Who were these eighteen year olds that wanted him and did he want them? Gross!
 
“I’m not in the habit of dating younger women, Sarah.” He looked at me intently. “In fact, I don’t date them. I prefer my women mature and worldly and in their thirties.”
 
“Uh huh.”
 
“Women in their thirties don’t play games.  I don’t play games either so it’s a perfect match.”
 
“So hire one of them to be your fiancée then.” I jumped off of the couch. “And take me home.”
 
“Sarah.” Harry jumped up and pulled me into his arms. “I don’t want them to be my fake fiancée. I want you.”
 
I burst out laughing and buried my head into his shoulder. I was laughing so hard that my body was convulsing.
 
“Are you okay?” He pulled me back slightly and gazed into my eyes.
 
“Yes,” I gulped out between laughs. “Sorry you just reminded me of that Hallmark movie?”
 
“Huh?” He looked at me puzzled and cocked his head. “Hallmark?”
“Yeah, I saw this movie a few months ago called, ‘My Fake Fiancé’ and it made me laugh.”
“Because?”
“I’m not sure,” I answered honestly. “It just did.”
“You are a funny one, aren’t you Sarah?” He studied my face. “I’ve never met anyone quite like you.”
“Bippity boppity boo,” I sang randomly.
“Huh?” The confused look was back on his face.
“It’s a song,” I answered patiently.
“But what does it have to do with what we’re talking about?”
“It doesn’t. It just popped into my mind.”
“Oh.” He scratched his head. “This is going to happen a lot, isn’t it?”
“What—me singing?”
“You singing, you laughing at jokes in your head, you being inappropriate and goofy.”
“Most probably.” I grinned back at him. “Wanna see something?”
“Depends what you are showing?” He grinned excitedly at me.
“You wish.” I laughed, all of a sudden I’m in the happy high state that I get when I am officially drunk and all the alcohol has hit my system. “Sit down.” I push him down to the couch. “Do you have a stereo system?”
“Yes?” He points to a Bose iPhone dock speaker and I grin.
“Perfect.” I run over and take my iPhone out of my pocket and find a song in my iTunes.
“What’s going on?”
“I want to show you a dance.”
“You’re going to dance for me?” He grins and sits back.
“Yup.” I grin back at him in excitement and press play. “Hey hey you you, I don’t want your boyfriend.” I start singing along to the words of my favorite Avril Lavigne song and start doing a cheerleading dance I’d seen in a movie. I was huffing and puffing and raising my legs as I danced around and saw Harry looking at me with a dazed expression. “Don’t you like this song?” I asked him.
 
“It’s not the song.” He paused and bit his lip; he looked like he was trying not to laugh. “But you don’t know the lyrics very well and I’m not sure what kind of dance that is.”
 
“It’s a dance I learnt for auditions.” I pouted at him with my hands on my hips, all my dance moves forgotten.
 
“Honey, that is not the sort of dance I was expecting.” He grinned at me and winked. I groaned as I realized he was expecting some sort of lap dance.
 
“You’re gross.” I pointed at him.
 
“Well if you promise a man a lap dance….” His voice trailed off as he stared at me glaring at him.
“I didn’t promise you a lap dance.” I wiped the sweat off of my face. “I’m hot, can you turn the A/C on please?”
“Maybe you should change?”
“Into what?” I pouted.              
“I have a pair of shorts and a t-shirt you can wear.”
“One of your older women’s?” I say smartly.
“No.” He laughs. “One of mine. You’ll be more comfortable.”
“But I need to go home.”
“You can stay the night, Sarah.” He held up his fingers. “I promise not to have my wicked way with you.”
 
“Uh huh.”
 
“Again.” He grins.
 
“See!” I shout at him. “You just want to have sex with me again.”
 
“No Sarah, that’s not the only reason you are here.” He smiles seductively at me and I want to rip his boxer shorts off. “I promise no sex will be had tonight unless…”
 
“Unless what?” I look at him through slanted eyes.
 
“Unless you beg me.” He grins.
 
“Yeah, you wish. Not going to happen.” I smile at him and walk over and run my hands down his chest. “Not going to happen at all.”
 
Harry stared into my eyes and looked at me intently. I could see that he was turned on and it made me feel sexy and powerful. He caught my hand as I pinched his nipple and drew it up to his mouth. He took my pinky finger and pushed it into his mouth and sucked on it. I stared into his eyes, breathing deeply and I felt my pussy get moist. Finally, he let my finger go and stood up. “We’ll see Sarah. We’ll see.” He walked away from me to his bedroom and I threw one of his throw pillows at his back. He just laughed and continued walking.
 


Chapter 9
 
“Everything fit okay?” Harry questioned me as I walked out of his room with one of his white t-shirts on. I decided not to put on the boxer shorts because the t-shirt was pretty long on me and I wanted to tease him for getting me worked up and walking away. I’ll show him, I thought. 
 
“Yes, thanks.” I smiled at him and saw his eyes staring at my breasts. I had decided to take my bra off and it was pretty obvious as I walked towards him as my breasts were bouncing. I had contemplated taking my panties off as well but that would have given the game away too easily. “So, where were we?” I sat next to him on the couch and brought my legs up and tucked them under me. I saw him staring at my thigh where the t-shirt ended and I knew he was wondering whether or not I had any underwear on.
 
“You tell me, Sarah Jane?” His eyes caught mine and I gulped at the evident lust I saw there. 
 
“So tell me about your parents, siblings?” I leaned back into the couch and tried to relax and ignore how close he was to me.
 
“Ok.” He adjusted his body so that he was lying down next to me on the couch facing me. “Is this ok?”
 
“Sure.” I smiled weakly. His lips were mere inches away from mine.
“So my parents are Donald and Daisy Green.”
“Wait, what?” I interrupted him with a laugh. “Donald and Daisy?”
“Yup.” His eyes were alight with humor.
“Like Donald and Daisy Duck?”
“Yes, Sarah.” He stared at me patiently as I burst out laughing again.
“Sorry,” I gasped as I regained control of myself. “You have to admit that that’s funny.”
 
“I guess so,” he smiled but his gaze was not on my face. I looked down and saw that my nipples were pointing out of the t-shirt, obviously hard. I groaned inwardly at my body and its telltale sign of lust. I stretched and wiggled a bit so that my nipples rubbed against his chest briefly. I saw him take an intake of breath and smiled.              
“Ok, so we have your parents Donald and Daisy Green. What other family members will be there?” I gazed at him innocently and pretended not to notice his arm now nonchalantly placed on my hip.
 
“My grandparents will be there as well. Mickey and Minnie.” He looked at me seriously.
 
“What? No way?” I looked in him incredulously and saw him lying. “No fair.” I hit him on the arm and my body pushed into his.
 
“I’m joking my grandparents are Donald and Julie Green.”
 
“Ok, so your dad’s parents.”
 
“Yeah.” His voice was low and we just stared into each other’s eyes.
              
“Ok, so do they work for Zoom as well?”
 
“My grandfather started the company but he and my dad are both retired now, though they do sit on the board.”
 
“I see.” I felt his hand running up and down my leg and I adjusted my position.
 
“So what else do you want to know?” He ran his hand up my inner thigh and I jumped up.
 
“Uhm, I wanted to show you another dance.”
 
He groaned and sat up. “Not another cheer?”
 
“No.” I smiled at him seductively. “This one I think you’ll like.” I walked over to my phone that was still stuck on the speaker and selected an Usher song. I danced in beat with the music over to him and felt a thrill of excitement as he gazed at me. He had changed as well and was just sitting in his boxers and from what I could tell, he was starting to get aroused, the bulge hardening in his boxers was telling the truth. I shimmied over to him and stopped in front of him.
 
I turned my back to him and started gyrating my hips back and forth pulling my t-shirt up and back down again. I peeked over my shoulder and saw him staring at me intently so then I turned around to face him. I crawled onto the couch and straddled him while continuing to dance. He was definitely turned on; I could feel the hardness of his cock against the wetness of my panties. I gyrated back and forth on him and swung my hair across his face and chest. I closed my eyes and pretended I was a stripper at an exclusive club in the backroom giving the lap dance of her life and started grinding into him hard. I heard him take a sharp intake of breath as I massaged my pussy against his cock and opened my eyes and smiled at him.
 
He gazed at me wordlessly and I decided to up the ante. I pulled my t-shirt off and threw it across the room, so that I was sitting on him only wearing my panties. My breasts brushed across his chest and I felt my nipples harden even more as they felt the warmth of his bare skin. I continued grinding against him and stretched a little so that I could rub my nipples against his face and lips. Harry opened his mouth and took one of my nipples between his teeth and nibbled on it. I threw my head back and closed my eyes once again. I could feel that I was about to come and I didn’t want to stop. His mouth continued sucking on my hard nipples and he reached his hands to my ass and squeezed.
 
 I felt him slip a finger in-between my legs and he slipped it into my panties and rubbed on my sensitive clit. I increased my grinding then, as the feel of his cock on my pussy and his fingers against my clit was almost too much. I was so close to coming that I groaned when he stopped rubbing my clit. He changed his position slightly so that he had easier access to my panties. I felt him slip a finger in me and I felt myself come hard as he fingered me.
 
“Ooh,” I groaned as I shuddered on top of him. I opened my eyes and he was grinning at me.
 
“No fair. What about me?” He withdrew his fingers from my panties and I felt his hard cock once again pressed up against me.
 
“I told you no sex.” I grinned at him as he growled.
 
“I can come if you grind on me skin to skin,” he whispered into my ear.
 
“Really?” I looked at him curiously. “Hmm.”
 
He picked me up and carried me to his bedroom and I wriggled against him. “What are you doing?”
 
“It will be more comfortable for both of us on the bed.”
 
“I guess.” He plopped me down on the bed and pulled my panties off so that I was lying there naked. I watched as he pulled his boxers off and lay down next to me.
 
“You can start dancing again, Sarah.” He stared at me with glazed eyes full of lust and I watched as he stroked his magnificent hard cock.
 
“Fine.” I rolled over on top of him and felt my pussy get wet almost immediately. I looked down at him and started grinding against him. This was even more intense than before and I slid my pussy up and down his cock with fervor. He was so hard and his cock felt so delicious against me. As I slid on him, he reached up and played with my nipples and I moaned with desire.
 
“That’s it Sarah,” he growled at me. “Keep on going fast.”
 
I kept up my pace and slid back and forth on him quickly. We both groaned as the tip of his cock slid into me and then fell out as I slid back down. I wanted to feel him inside of me but there was no way I wanted him to know how badly I wanted to feel him deep in me.
 
“Oh Sarah.” Harry rolled over and got on top of me. He opened my legs wide and rubbed the tip of his cock directly on my clit. He then placed it at my opening and rubbed it back and forth in my juices and I wriggled on the bed beneath him. He then reached a finger down and stuck it in me and I opened my eyes and stared at him as I came again. He grinned at me and I lay there satiated from another orgasm when I felt him withdraw his finger. I groaned for a second but then felt him stick two fingers in me. I moaned in excitement, loving the feel of him in me, when I realized that his fingers felt very different. I looked down and saw that he had pushed his hard cock into me and I looked up at him and grinned. He grinned down at me and rammed the full length of his member into me and I wrapped my legs around his waist as he moved back and forth.
 
He reached down and grabbed my legs and put them over his shoulder and I screamed as his cock slammed into me harder and deeper than before. As I stared at him, his eyes glazed over and his body trembled before he pulled his cock out and came all over my clit and pussy. He collapsed back onto the bed and smiled at me. “Nice dance.” 
 
“Nice waiting for me to beg.” I smiled at him sweetly and shrieked as he pulled me towards him for a kiss.
 
“Didn’t you know that a billionaire will say whatever he wants?” He caressed my back as he kissed my neck and I melted into him. “Now let me tell you more about my family.”
 
I lay back in his arms and listened to him talking. I closed my eyes to relax as he talked and within minutes I fell asleep.
 


Chapter 10
 
I woke up the next morning and Harry was staring at me with a smile on my face. I groaned as I remembered I had slept with him again and hadn’t even attempted to resist.
 
“What are you still doing here?” I stretched and looked at my watch. “Shouldn’t you be at work?”
 
“That’s the good thing about being the boss,” he grinned at me. “I can go in whenever I want.”
 
“I guess.” I closed my eyes to avoid his gaze. I was starting to feel funny looking at him.
 
“What about you? Don’t you have to be at work, young lady?” He tickled under my arms and I squirmed while I laughed.
 
“Very funny.” I glared at him. “My horrible overbearing boss fired me.”
 
“Oh well. That sucks for him.” His hand snaked over to my breast. “But works for me.”
 
“Oh no you don’t.” I rolled away from him. “I’m still tired from last night.”              
 
“You’re just being kind.” Harry laughed and kissed me before getting up. “Okay. Hop in the shower and then we can go to breakfast.”
 
“What?” I frowned at him. “You don’t have to take me to breakfast.”
 
“I want to.” He laughed at my look. “Unless you don’t want to.”
 
“I won’t say no to a free meal.” I grinned and curled up into his sheets. “Your bed is so comfortable. I love it.”
 
“That’s what they all say.”
 
“All the hundreds of women you bring home, you mean?” My voice was light but I felt hurt inside.
 
“Actually no.” He paused at the bedroom door and looked back at me. “I never let them stay the night. You’re the first one to enjoy the comfort of my sheets all by yourself.”
 
“No way.” I looked at him in shock and smiled. “I guess I’m special.”
 
“Well you are my fiancée.” He grinned and walked out of the room. “Now hop in the shower and get ready.”
 
“Yes, sire.” I lay back and closed my eyes and smiled. I felt comfortable and happy and I didn’t want to explore those feelings too deeply. “Okay, okay. I’m going.” I jumped out of the bed as Harry flicked me with water. He really was turning out to be someone I never would have guessed he was; someone I was finding very attractive and appealing.
 
***
 
“This is delicious.” I finished my omelet and sat back. “I think I just gained five lbs.” I laughed.
 
“I can help you work it off.”
 
“Yeah. You’d love to, I’m sure.” I grinned at him. “Thanks. I promise to take you out for a meal when I get my first paycheck.”
 
“Ok.” His eyes crinkled. “How would you feel about us leaving tomorrow?”
 
“But tomorrow’s Thursday?” I frowned. “I thought we were going for the weekend?”
 
“I figured we could go down earlier and get you better acquainted with my parents and grandparents before my two cousins come down on Saturday.”
 
“Oh.” I bit my lip. “I didn’t know your whole family was going to be there.”
 
“Well, not my whole family.” He grabbed my hand. “It’ll be fine.”
 
“I guess so.” I scratched my head. “I really hope so.”
 
“Bring some formal dresses with you as well.”
 
“What? Why?”
 
“We dress up for dinner.” He placed some cash on the table and stood up and we walked out of the diner. “You do have formal dresses, right?”
 
“I may have my prom dress with me.” I tried to remember if I had brought it with me. “And maybe another dress that would work. I’ll have to check in my closet.”
 
“We can go shopping if you need some stuff.”
 
“That’s ok.” I smiled at him. There was no way I was spending any of my $25,000 on some dresses I would never wear again.
 
“Are you sure?” He looked at me thoughtfully. “I thought women loved it when a man took them shopping.”
 
“I’m not Julia Roberts, you know.” I punched him in the arm. “I may be hot and fun but I’m not a hooker.” I saw the confusion in his face and laughed. “Pretty Woman? Hello.”
 
“Ok.” He rubbed his forehead. “I may regret asking this but what does Pretty Woman have to do with our conversation.”
 
“Remember when Richard Gere gives her a wad of cash so she can go to Rodeo Drive to buy a bunch of expensive clothes to impress his friends?”
 
“Vaguely.”
 
“Well, it’s the same thing. You want me to get dolled up for your family. But you can’t buy me, Harry.” I threw my hands up in the air dramatically.
 
“I don’t want to be funny here Sarah, but aren’t I paying you $50,000 to play the role of my fiancée?”
 
“Whatever Harry. You do not get it.” I walked away from him and sighed. “Come on then, let’s go and buy me a dress.”
 
“I swear I can’t keep up with you, Sarah.” He grinned at me and followed me into a store.
 
“That’s likely because most of the women you date don’t have much upstairs.”
“You mean their tits?” He grinned.
 
“Their brains, pervert.”
 
“Sure.”
 
I rolled my eyes at him and walked over to the dresses, looking for the most expensive ones I could find. Let him pay out the nose if that was what he wanted. I found some couture dresses by Dolce and Gabbana and grinned. 
 
“Hey Harry, I found the dresses I want.”
 
He walked over to me and glanced at them. “Wow, that was quick. Are you sure?”
 
“Yup.” I grinned. This was kind of fun.
 
“Okay let’s get them.” We walked the two dresses to the cashier and he didn’t even bat an eyelash when the cashier asked him for $10,000. He just handed over his credit card and I felt like my whole point was lost.
 
“Now what do you want to do?” He grinned at me after I thanked him for the dresses.
 
“Let’s go back to my place. That way I can pack and you can get to know me a bit better.”
 
“That sounds good, Sarah Jane.”
 
“Bradley,” I growled.
 
“Yes, Sarah Jane?” He grinned at me mischievously.
 
“Nothing Bradley.” I smiled at him sweetly. “I just wish you were Bradley Cooper. I wonder what he’s like in bed.”
 
“I’ll get you for that,” he growled into my ear and I squealed as he patted my ass. 
“Just wait until tonight.”
 
“Nothing’s going to happen tonight.”
 
“Sure.” He winked at me and we walked to his car casually. I was grinning like an idiot with my two new dresses, happy to be enjoying myself with this man.
 


Chapter 11
 
“You sure have a lot of clothes.” Harry sat at my desk as I packed my suitcase.
 
“Not as many as most girls.” I flung two pairs of jeans on the bed and looked for my leather pants. “Do you think I should bring some skirts as well?”
 
“We’re only going for four days Sarah, not four weeks.” Harry grinned at me. “So tell me all about yourself, Sarah Jane Smith.”
 
“Well there’s not much.” I plop down on my bed to take a break from packing. “I grew up near Miami, in a town called Coral Gables.”
 
“Nice.” He smiled at me. “You’re a sunshine baby.”
 
“Yeah.” I grinned at him. “My parents divorced when I was ten but they continued living together.”              
 
“After they got divorced?” Harry looked at me in surprise.
 
“Yup.” I nodded and grinned. “I’ve got a weird family.”
 
“So when did they start living apart? When you went to college?”
 
“Nope.” I stretched out and sighed. “They still live together; even though both me and my brother have left the house.”
 
“What? Why? For money?”
 
“No. My dad’s a lawyer and my mom owns her own boutique.”
 
“So why then?”
 
“Because they are soulmates.”
 
“Soulmates?” Harry looks at me in confusion. “But they got divorced?”
 
“Haha, it’s confusing. Basically, my dad and mom met in high school and got married before college. My mom had me when my dad was in law school and then my brother right after he graduated. They were happily married until my dad boinked his secretary.”
 
“Well that will ruin the happy part.”
 
“Yeah. So my mom found out because the secretary thought she got pregnant.”
 
“Whoa.”
 
“Yeah. Only it was a lie she told my dad to get him to leave my mom. Only it backfired because he realized he still loved my mom. However, my mom couldn’t get over his cheating and so she divorced him. Only they still love each other.”
 
“So they are together but just divorced?” Harry looked confused again.
 
“No, they aren’t.” I sighed. “My mom is dating a doctor and my dad is dating a Salsa teacher.”
 
“And their partners don’t mind that they live together?”
 
I shrugged. “I dunno.”
 
“You don’t know?”
 
“I’ve never met them.”
 
“What?!?”
 
“It’s a long story.” I played with my hair and stared up at the ceiling. “I just wish they would get back together. I know they still love each other. My dad still buys her anniversary gifts.”              
 
“Do they still sleep together?”
 
“It’s not always about sex, Harry.” I turned over to face him. “Sometimes two people are just meant to be together. It’s fated. God made them for each other. They are two parts of a whole.”
 
“Whoa God? That’s a bit heavy, isn’t it?” Harry raised an eyebrow at me and I stared at him earnestly.
 
“No. It’s true. Everyone has a soulmate. Someone that just gets you and loves you for who you are, forever and always.”
 
“Forever and always?”
 
“Yeah. Someone you can just lay with and not say anything. Someone who knows what you’re thinking.”
 
“Oh someone with ESP?” Harry’s lips twitched and I frowned.
 
“No. And I don’t think it’s nice to make fun of me. What’s your problem?”
“I don’t have a problem, Sarah. I just don’t want you to be disappointed.” He came and lay down on the bed with me. “You’re still young. I don’t want you to waste your life away waiting for some perfect man to come riding along on a white horse. Real life is not like that.”
 
“Just because you’re not like that doesn’t mean that it doesn’t exist.”
 
“Edward Cullen is a fictional character, Sarah.”
 
“What?”
 
“Isn’t that who all you youngsters love now? He’s not real.”
 
“Never.” I rolled my eyes at him. “Plus, I’m  team Jacob anyway.”
 
“Team what?”
 
I laughed and rolled into him. “Do you always have to act your age and not know anything I’m talking about?”
 
“Maybe.” He smiled at me gently and stroked my hair.
 
“So tell me again why you don’t believe in love?” I paused. “Your parents are still together, right?”
 
“Yes, they are. They’ve been together for forty years now.” He smiled wistfully. 
 
“And while they infuriate each other, they do seem to have something real.”
 
“So why don’t you believe in love?” My voice expressed the confusion in my brain.
 
“It’s not a real emotion, Sarah. Humans are selfish beings by nature. No-one will love you more than they love themselves. Which means that ultimately they will always do what benefits them the most.”
 
“That’s not true.”
 
“Yes. Yes, it is.”
 
“Your parents are still in love.”
 
“I don’t know if my mom would have loved my dad if he was poor.” His voice cracked and he looked away from me.
 
“What? What do you mean?”
 
He sighed and looked at me with sadness in his eyes. “When I was sixteen I saw my mom in bed with another man.” He paused. “It was my father’s best friend, our butler.”
 
“Your butler?”
 
“Yes. John is his name. He’s a good man. Anyway, his father had been our family butler and so he and my father had grown up together. My mom had met John first and was actually dating him when she met my father.”
 
“Oh.”
 
“She promptly left John and was married to my dad within six months. But it seemed that it was John that she really loved.”
 
“Wow. She told you this?” I felt horrible for John hearing Harry talk.
 
“No. Of course not.” He sighed. “But I heard them talking. She apologized to him and told him she was sorry and that she would always love him.”
 
“Oh wow.” I pulled him close to me. “I’m sorry, Harry.”
 
“That’s okay.” He sighed. “But that was when I knew. If my own mother, who everyone thought was deeply in love with my dad could pull the wool over everyone’s eyes, then anyone could. If John had been the one with the money she would be married to him now and not my dad.”
 
“You don’t know that for sure, Harry.”
 
“Women are attracted to the man that can best take care of them, regardless of love. They will leave the man they think they love for the man with power.”
 
“Not all women.”
 
“I’m not willing to take the chance.” He frowned and trailed his hand across my breasts. “Besides, I like meaningless sex with different women. It’s a lot more exciting.”
 
“Yeah, I guess it is.” I smiled weakly at him, trying to not let him see how much pain his words had caused me I didn’t want to be the girl he had meaningless sex with. I wanted to be more special than that.
 


Chapter 12
 
I was scared to meet Harry’s family. I wasn’t sure what they were going to think of me. I knew what I would think if I was a family member of his. I’d think that I was some young gold digger who was just after his money. I mean, I was really really starting to like Harry. More than I wanted to admit but I knew most people wouldn’t think we had much in common. And in reality, we really didn’t. But we were comfortable together and while he laughed and shook his head at my kookiness, he didn’t act embarrassed to be around me. I didn’t see him making weird faces when I started acting goofy and I appreciated that. I had never had good luck with guys and my most serious boyfriend wanted me to change who I was. I’d never forget when he told me to grow up and act like an adult when I had pretended to be royalty in a restaurant. He’d gone beet red as I had spoken in a French accent. I’d thought it was really funny because everyone knew there hadn’t been any royalty in France since the French Revolution but he didn’t seem to get the joke.
 
I sat in the car with Harry and pretended to be asleep, although I was peeking at the houses through my eyes. His family lived in some town in Connecticut and as we kept driving the houses got bigger and bigger. When he finally pulled into a long driveway, I thought my eyes were going to pop out. I mean, I knew he was a billionaire but I had never had any reality of what that meant. But staring at the grand mansion that looked bigger than Buckingham Palace, I was beginning to understand.
 
“Wakey, wakey, sleepy head.” Harry gently shook my shoulder.
 
“I’m awake.” I sat up straight and tried to talk without too much awe in my voice. 
 
“This is huge.”
 
“Welcome home.” He smiled. “So you ready, Marilyn?”
 
“Yes, Mr. President.” I grinned back at him. “I ezz ready and so is Jiminy.” I spoke in my favorite French accent.
 
“Uhm who?” Harry frowned.”
 
“You know, let you conscience be your guide.” I started singing.
 
“Sarah, this is not…” Harry broke off as an older couple walked out of the house and started towards the car. “Here come the ‘rents.”
 
I peered out of the car curiously, my heart beating fast. I was scared that they were going to either hate me on sight or just not believe me. I was surprised at their appearance. I had been expecting to see some sort of glamour couple but they looked normal. In fact, they looked more down-to-earth than my own parents. I would never have guessed they were rich.
 
“Harry.” Mrs. Green ran up to him and hugged him as we got out of the car. I stood there awkwardly watching him hug his mom and then his dad. They both peered at me curiously with slight smiles on their faces. “And who is this?”
 
“Mom, Dad, meet Sarah.” He paused. “My girlfriend.”
 
I swallowed hard. I was already confused. I had expected him to call me his fiancée but then I remembered that he wasn’t going to propose until later on, at his cousin’s wedding and that was when we were going to break up.
 
“Sarah, it’s so nice to meet you.” His mother beamed at me and shook my hand warmly. “I’m Daisy.”
 
“Hi Daisy.” I smiled shyly.
 
“Give me a hug, young lady.” His dad drew me close to him and hugged me. “I’m glad to finally meet one of Harry’s girlfriends. I’m Donald.”
 
“Nice to meet you, Donald.” I smiled, immediately liking this white haired man. He looked like an older version of Harry and his blue eyes sparkled with mischief.
 
“I hope the drive was comfortable?” Daisy smiled at me and linked arms with me as we walked to the house.
 
“Oh yes, it was fantastic. Thanks.” I paused. “This is a really nice area, I’ve never seen such big houses before in my life.”
 
“I thought you were sleeping?” Harry looked at me with a frown.
 
“I was…kinda,” I responded and Daisy laughed.
 
“She just needed a break from you, Harry.”
 
“I doubt it, Sarah can talk up a storm.”
 
“Hey, no fair.” I poked Harry in the stomach. “I think you’ve kept me up most nights trying to talk, while I just wanted to sleep.”
 
“You wanted to sleep for other reasons, my dear.” Harry kissed me and swatted my ass and I blushed.
 
“Oh dear, don’t embarrass the girl.” Daisy laughed and I saw her exchange a smile with Donald.
 
“Sarah doesn’t embarrass easily, trust me.” He grinned.
 
“So how goes the company, son?” Donald changed the subject and Daisy groaned.
 
“Not now, Donald. They just got here.”
 
Donald laughed and winked at me. “I’m sorry, Sarah.”
 
“No worries.” I laughed and stared at her surroundings in awe. “Wow, this is beautiful.” I was surprised to see hardwood on the floor, I would have thought they would have sprung for marble flooring for their grand entry. I had expected an informal looking museum type of house but this place was homey and welcoming. I walked over to the wall and studied some of the paintings. “Wow, these are really cool. Who painted them?”
 
“Harry did, my dear.” Daisy beamed at me and patted Harry’s arm.
 
“No way.” I turned around with wide arms. “You’re joking, right?”
 
“No, she’s not.” Harry looked at me with a smile and I walked over to him and poked him in the stomach again.
 
“I can’t believe you didn’t tell me you were an artist. These are great. Consider me impressed.” I beamed at him, happy to be seeing into this other side of him.
“They aren’t that great.” He laughed.
 
“They’re wonderful.” I spoke earnestly. “Really wonderful.” I lifted my hand up to his face and brought it down for a kiss. I stilled for a moment when I realized what I had done. Harry’s eyes had looked into mine in surprise and confusion, but I didn’t have time to explain anything to him because Daisy and Donald were standing there staring at them. I resolved to myself that I would tell him later that the kiss had been part of my act, even though I knew that wasn’t true. All of a sudden, I wished that I hadn’t taken this job. I was starting to develop real feelings for Harry and the lines between real and fake were starting to blur.
 
“Do you want to take Sarah up to your room, Harry?” Daisy smiled at me. “We’re not terribly old-fashioned and so we don’t mind if you stay in the same room.”
 
“Oh.” I felt her face grow red. “Thanks.” 
 
“Well won’t you look at that, the girl’s blushing.” Donald laughed and smiled at her sweetly. “No need to be embarrassed girl. We know our Harry.”
 
“Dad!” Harry’s voice was sharp and bemused. “Come on Sarah, let me show you my childhood bedroom.”
 
“Donald.” Daisy chided her husband as Sarah and Harry walked away. “You mustn’t say such things.”
 
“Well, it’s not like he’s ever brought another girl home before. She’ll be the only one he’s knocked boots in there with.”
 
“Donald.”
 
“Come on Daisy, you should be happy, this might mean we’ll be getting grandkids soon.”
 
Harry smiled at me as we walked up the stairs. “Now didn’t I tell you my parents are crazy?”
 
“They’re not crazy.” I laughed at him. I was surprised at them though. From what Harry had told me, I had thought his mom was going to be really cold and distant; pining away for John the butler. But his mom really did seem to love his dad and she hadn’t seen the butler anywhere. Maybe his mom was an even better actress than she was. Or maybe Donald had found out about the affair and banished John from the house. Now that would be crazy.
 
“What are you thinking about?” Harry asked me as we got to the top of the stairs and I just stood there.
 
“Oh nothing. Sorry.” There was no way I wanted to bring up his mom’s affair with the butler, not now that he seemed to be in such a good mood.
 
“Now be prepared for this, not much has been changed in my room since I left for college.”
 
“Oh no, not photos of naked girls?” I teased him as we walked into his room. I looked around it eagerly, trying to find clues that would fill her into what he had been like as a child. He had posters of famous paintings on the walls; I recognized prints of the Mona Lisa, Sunflowers and some others from an art history class I had taken. “Wow, so you were really interested in art, huh?”
 
“Something like that.” He put my bag down next to the bed. “So do you want to have sex now or later?”
 
“What?” I glanced at him and wrinkled her nose at him as I continued walking around the room. He had a number of books on his desk and I flipped through them. “I loved Huckleberry Finn as well.”
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“Yeah.” I picked up a picture frame and saw a photo of a young Harry with a girl. They looked into the camera with bright smiles and he was tickling her. They looked like they were about seventeen in the photo. “Who’s this?” I asked casually.
 
He looked at the picture frame in my hand and frowned. “That’s Angelica. Let me have it.” He took it from me roughly and put it face down on top of his bag. “Shall we go and get something to eat?”
 
“Sure.” I wanted to ask more questions. I wanted to know who Angelica was. I tried to ignore the pain in my stomach as I thought about the photo. He’d looked so happy and alive. I’d never seen him with that much verve in his eyes. “So will I get to meet Angelica?”
 
Harry turned to look at me and snapped. “No.” And then he walked out of the door. Sarah stood there for a second before following him out of the door. Whoever this Angelica was, she definitely hit a nerve in Harry.
 
“I’m just going to the bathroom. I’ll be down in a second,” I called after Harry but he didn’t seem to hear me as he bounded down the stairs.
 
***
 
“How dare you put that photo up in my room, Mom!” Harry’s voice was harsh as I walked towards the kitchen. I waited by the door before walking in to see what else he was going to say.
 
“It’s a lovely picture, Harry.” Daisy protested weakly.
 
“Look Mom, I don’t want anything pertaining to Angelica in my room or in the house, do you get it?”
 
“You can’t just forget about what you had Harry.” She sighed.
 
“Mom.”
 
“She taught you so much Harry, look at your paintings. Remember that instead of thinking about what she took away.”
 
“I’m not going to say this again Mom, but I’m not interested in talking about or being reminded of Angelica.”
 
“Does Sarah know?” Daisy’s voice was soft.
 
“There is nothing that Sarah needs to know.” His voice was abrupt. “Where’s Dad? I need to fill him in the latest news with our merger in Germany.”
 
“He’s in the study with John.”
 
‘Oh.” I heard Harry walking towards the entrance. “I’m going out. I’ll be back.”
 
“Harry,” Daisy called after him but he didn’t stop. He barged out of the kitchen almost crashing into me. 
 
“Hey Sarah. I have to go out. I’ll be back in a bit.” He looked at me briefly and walked out of the door. I heard his car starting and he drove off. I stood there with my shoulders trembling. I wasn’t sure what was going on and suddenly I felt very out of place.
 
“Sarah, I’m so sorry about that.” Daisy walked up to me and ushered me into the kitchen. “Harry can be a hot head sometimes.”
 
“I’ve noticed.” I grimaced.
 
“Don’t take it personally, my dear.” Daisy patted a seat at the big oak table. “Have a seat my dear, would you like a snack and drink?”
 
“Uh sure, thanks.” I smiled as Daisy floated around the spacious kitchen. Daisy was short, and blond and looked like a mother. She had no airs about her and poured me a glass of chocolate milk and gave me some cheese and crackers, with some grapes.
 
“Here you go, my dear.” She smiled sweetly at me. “You must forgive Harry for his rudeness. He’s always been hot tempered. I thought he would grow out of it, or at least I hoped he would. But I fear that is part of his personality.”
 
“I suppose.” I didn’t know if that was true. I’d always thought that Harry was extremely patient.
 
“So tell me more about yourself, dear.”
 
“Oh ok, sure.” I wasn’t sure what Harry would want me to tell his mom but I knew I couldn’t just say nothing. I spent the next two hours telling his mom about my childhood, college, wanting to be an actress and my friendship with Jane. Daisy was a great listener and I found myself at ease with her. It was only when Harry walked back through the door, a couple of hours later that I realized I hadn’t tried to plug any of the things that we had talked about earlier.
 
“Hey.” I looked up at him and smiled shyly. I was happy to see him; even though I was worried that there was something wrong with him that I didn’t know about.
 
“Hey.” He smiled at me and I felt my heart singing. He came over and gave me a big kiss on the lips and a hug and I held him close to me. “Sorry about earlier.”
 
“No problem,” I whispered to him, though I really wanted to know why he had gotten so mad at seeing a picture. Who was this Angelica and what had she done to him?
 
“Sorry Mom.” He released me and gave his mom a hug.
 
“No, I’m sorry, Harry.” She stroked his hair. “I didn’t mean to cause you pain.”
 
“I know.” He looked around the kitchen. “Dad done yet?”
 
“I think I heard him pottering around. Go and check the garage.”
 
“Okay. I’ll be back, Sarah.” He kissed me once more and I stared after him with a happy smile on my face as he left the room.
 
Daisy watched me as she stared after Harry and smiled to herself. She knew the look of love when she saw it. She had been surprised when Harry had shown up with Sarah; she hadn’t looked like the sort of girl he dated after Angelica. But maybe that was a good thing. A very good thing indeed. 
 


Chapter 13
 
“Did you have fun talking to my mom?” Harry asked me as we walked into his room to get ready for dinner.
 
“Yes, she’s lovely.” I decided not to say anything else, lest he think I liked her too much. “Did you have a good talk with your dad?”
 
“Yeah. We’re supposed to be merging with a company in Germany so that we can open a plant there and I wanted to go over some numbers with him.”
 
“Oh.” I had no idea what he was talking about but didn’t want him to think I was some sort of dumbass.
 
“Oh indeed.” He laughed and walked up to me. “Thanks for doing this, Sarah. My parents love you.” He kissed me on the lips.
 
“It’s no problem.” I kissed him back hard and put my hands in his hair, loving the feel of it against my fingers.
 
“I know, I know. $50,000 will sweeten any deal but I still appreciate it.” He looked at me with a harsh smile and I frowned. I wasn’t doing this for the money anymore. Maybe I never really was. But I didn’t want to tell him that. I didn’t want him to know that I thought I was in love with him. “So, I was wondering if you wanted to take a shower together? That way we can get ready for dinner a bit faster.”
 
“Uh, I don’t know.” I paused. The idea sounded delicious but I’d never had a shower with a man before.
 
“Really?” His hand creeped up to my breast and he ran his palm back and forth on my nipples until they hardened. “Are you still unsure?” He bent his hand and suckled on my nipple through my top.
 
“Harry!” I squealed and arched my back so that he would suck on my nipples harder.
 
“Yes, Sarah?” He ripped off his shirt and jeans so that he was just standing there in a pair of black briefs. 
 
“Nothing.” I gazed at him in admiration and awe. I reached over and grabbed the front of his briefs and let out a whistle. “Wow,” I mumbled as I grabbed his cock. It was already hard and ready to go. He pulled me towards him and pulled my jeans off and then I pulled my t-shirt off, so that I was standing in front of him with just a bra and panties. I watched as he placed his hand between my legs and slipped a finger under my panties.
“Wow,” he said as he rubbed my clit and felt my already wet pussy. “Seems like I’m not the only one who is ready and waiting.”
 
I smiled at him and watched as he pulled his finger out of my panties and sucked on it. “You taste so good,” he whispered into my ear after I watched him sucking his finger. I leaned into him and kissed him. I felt him unclasp my bra and lift it up so that my breasts were crushed against his chest. I moaned and reached down and grabbed his ass and he groaned. I lowered myself to the floor and pulled his briefs down and stared directly into his cock that was jutting out at me.
 
“Why hello there.” I grinned before taking him in my mouth. He groaned as I sucked him while cradling his balls at the same time.
 
“Oh shit, Sarah. I want to fuck you senseless.” His voice was deep and sexy and it turned me on even more. I took him as deep into my mouth as possible and sucked him like a juicy lollipop. “Oh fuck Sarah, don’t stop.” He grabbed my head and held it to his cock, I felt his body shudder and then he released what seemed like a boatload of semen into my mouth. I licked him dry eagerly, excited that he had been that horny and into it.
 
“Let’s go shower now, my Sarah Jane.” He pulled me up and kissed me. I melted into him, delighted that he had called me his. Maybe he was starting to feel more for me as well.
 
We walked into the bathroom and Harry let me walk into the shower first. He then came in behind me and picked up a bar of soap and rubbed it all over my body. I pulled him towards me and kissed him, so that our soapy bodies were squished together.
 
“May I?” He picked up a razor and rubbed my pussy with his other hand.
 
“Huh?” I looked at him in confusion.
 
“Can I shave you?”
 
“Oh ok.” I looked at him in shock. I’d never really shaved down there before and certainly had never had a man shave me before. Before I had time to think about it too much he crouched on his knees and started shaving me there carefully. By the time he was done, I was completely hairless and felt a little bare. He stood up and grinned at me pulling me close to him.
 
“You’ll feel the difference tonight.” He grinned in my ear.
 
“Why tonight?” I grabbed his cock and squeezed it.
“Or right now.” He pushed me up against the wall. “Lift your right leg up.” I did as he said and he grabbed it, pulling me up so that I was against the wall with my legs around his waist. He placed his fingers on my clit and rubbed it until my body was trembling. He was right; I was already feeling more sensitive down there.
 
“Oh,” I cried out as he slowly entered me.
 
“Hold on tight,” he muttered before he rammed into me hard, his cock diving into me deeper than I had ever remembered. I felt his balls bouncing against my already sensitive pussy and I felt myself coming hard as he continued to fuck me. “Oh shit, Sarah,” he groaned as he fucked me and I felt his body shudder against me as he came inside of me hard. “I’m sorry,” he whispered about a minute later.
 
“For what?” I looked at him in confusion.
 
“For coming so quickly. I couldn’t help it. Your pussy felt so slick and wet and tight on me.” He grinned and I smiled back at me.
 
“That’s okay. You can make it up to me tonight.” I smiled at him as we soaped ourselves up again.
 
***
I went down to dinner extremely happy and satisfied. I knew that I was in love with Harry and I hoped that he was starting to feel the same way about me. Maybe I could show him that happily ever after’s did exist. As soon as we got to the dining room, Daisy came up to me and gave me a big hug. “Sarah darling, you look beautiful.”
 
“Thanks Daisy, so do you.” I looked around the room of people and wondered who everyone was.
 
“Harry, go and get Sarah a drink and I’ll introduce her to everyone.” She sent her son over to the bar and led me to the group of people.”
 
“Everyone meet Sarah. Sarah, this is Grandpa Donald, Grandma, Cousin Lucy, Cousin Laura and this is Laura’s husband, Jeff.”
 
“Hi.” I smiled at everyone shyly, once again overwhelmed by all the new people.
 
“And Sarah is?” Lucy looked at her with a puzzled face.
 
“Sarah is Harry’s girlfriend, Lucy.” Daisy’s voice was no-nonsense and she looked at Lucy disapprovingly.
“Girlfriend?” Lucy looked at Sarah in shock. “Are you joking?” She choked on her wine and started coughing.
 
Daisy frowned at Lucy. “I don’t know why you would think it’s a joke, Lucy.”
 
“No offense Aunty Daisy but everyone knows that Harry has never really had a girlfriend since Angelica.”
 
Everyone went silent and I felt my face burning. Daisy grabbed my arm and took me to the side of the room. “I’m sorry, Sarah. The family is just not used to Harry having someone here with him.”
 
“I see.” I didn’t really but I was too hurt to care. “Who exactly is Angelica?”
 
Daisy sighed. “I didn’t really want to say anything. Harry is so secretive and tight-lipped about these things. I had hoped he would have told you, seeing as you are both in love.”
 
“Oh but we’re not,” I protested.
 
“I’ve seen the way you look at him, my dear.” She smiled at me graciously. “And it warms my heart.”
 
I sighed and asked her again. “Who’s Angelica, Daisy?”
 
Daisy looked at me with sadness in her eyes. “Daisy was Harry’s first love.”
 
“Oh.” I paused. “He must have loved her very much.”
 
“He did. We all did.” Daisy smiled at me. “She was like an angel when she was in the house, bringing happiness and laughter to all.”
 
“Who was an angel?” Harry walked up to us with two drinks and kissed me on the cheek.
 
“Angelica.” Daisy’s voice was soft. “I felt that Sarah had a right to know.”
 
“Mother.” Harry’s voice turned hard and he put his drink down on the table and grabbed my arm and drew me out of the room. “Don’t you dare go asking my family personal secrets about me again, do you hear?”
 
“What?” I looked at him in shock. “I just wanted…”
 
“I don’t care what you wanted.” His eyes were full of grief. “You do it again and you won’t get a penny of the $50,000, do you hear me?”
 
“It’s not about the money, Harry,” I whispered, suddenly cold.
 
“Do you remember when I told you I didn’t believe in soulmates?” he questioned me, changing the subject.
 
“Yes.” My voice was low and I tried to make eye contact but his eyes were vacant.
 
“Well, I lied. I do believe in soulmates. Angelica was mine but I fucked up.”
 
“Oh.” I felt a sudden pain burning through me and I wanted to collapse to the floor in tears.
 
He looked at me then, really and truly looked at me and he whispered, “I’m sorry,” before walking out the front door.
 
I stood there with my heart breaking and tears dripping from my eyes and I wondered to myself if there was anyway that I could make this right.
 


 
Chapter 14
 
I didn’t go back to the dinner party after Harry left. I mean, how could I? It was awkward enough in the room before he left; I couldn’t face all of those people now that he had gone. I think I was going through the five stages of grief but in reversed order or something. My tears had dried up and the shock was gone but I was really angry. I was angry that Harry had just left me there. Without even telling me what was going on. I felt like he had deceived me. This wasn’t the easy homecoming, meet the girlfriend meeting that he had led me to believe it would be.
 
Harry had called me a liar so many times before but at least I’d always eventually been honest with him. He hadn’t given me the same courtesy at all. He was an asshole and I wanted him to come back so I could tell him that. I was aching to let him have a piece of my mind. I walked to the family library and sat in one of the dark brown leather chairs. I didn’t want to go back to the room, not when there were so many memories of Angelica in there. Who was Angelica anyway? Had he gone to her? She’d most probably dumped him when she realized what an asshole he was. It served him right, I thought. Then I bit my lip feeling guilty for my thoughts. I knew I didn’t want him to be in pain. Clearly, Angelica must have been a fool to have left him. I wouldn’t have made that mistake!
 
I stood up and went to look at some of the books on the bookshelf. I knew that getting lost in a good book would help me clear my mind. I just didn’t want to think right now. I couldn’t afford to think too much. Too many unfamiliar emotions and feelings were whirling around in me and I was confused and scared. My life had changed drastically in a week and I wasn’t sure if I was going to be okay. My eyes ran past the philosophical books, I didn’t need Kant or Mill telling me what to do. It didn’t seem to me that their advice had really worked on a large scale anyway. Utilitarianism my foot. Life didn’t work like that. No one was going to willingly make a decision to sacrifice their well-being and life for the sake of others. I mean, if I had to choose between having Harry all to myself and everyone else being miserable or to let him and Angelica be together happily for the rest of their lives, and everyone in the world aside from me would be happy as well, I would keep him all to myself. I sighed. I knew that ultimately I just wanted him to be happy and if that was with Angelica, then I guess I would accept it. I rested my head against the dusty leather-bound books and felt two tears run down my eyes. I was definitely in love. Really, truly, completely in love. It served me right that I would fall in love with a man that was completely closed off to me. It didn’t make me feel better knowing he was closed off to pretty much every other woman as well. Maybe the heartache would help me with my acting. I sighed and looked anxiously for another book that was not philosophy based. I needed to get lost in another world. I needed to not exist right now. I felt as if someone was pulling my insides apart slowly and I couldn’t stop them. And as they were pulling, they were yelling at me, “He doesn’t love you,” and “You’re not smart enough, pretty enough, thin enough.” I had to stop the voices. My eyes continued to scan the books and I sighed with relief when I spied Little Women by Louisa May Alcott, it was my go-to book as a child. And I knew that I would get swept back into that world as soon as I started reading. I grabbed the book and sat back down in the chair and sighed with relief as I felt myself being dragged into that world.
 
“I don’t know if I ever got over Beth dying.” Daisy’s voice interrupted my reading and I looked up to see her standing in front of me.
 
“Oh sorry,” I apologized. “I didn’t hear you come in.”
 
“My husband calls me Daisy the mouse.” She smiled at me. “He says I’m so quiet that even God couldn’t hear me if I was running towards him.”
 
“Oh.” I smiled weakly. “I’m sorry I left the room, I just…”
 
Daisy cut me off. “I understand, dear.” She sighed. “Harry’s had a rough time of it, you must understand.”
 
“He left.”
 
“I know.” She frowned. “He has a bad habit of leaving when he feels overwhelmed.”
 
“Isn’t he too old to just leave like that?” I sighed. “What gets solved when you leave?”
 
Daisy laughed. “Age and maturity don’t always correlate, my dear Sarah.”
 
“I’ve noticed.” I roll my eyes and put the book down. I looked over at Daisy and smiled wistfully. “And yes, Beth’s death was hard but I don’t know if I ever got over Laurie marrying Amy. That was the part that really tore me apart.”
 
Daisy laughed. “You can’t always help who you love.”
 
“But he loved Jo,” I protested. “How does he go from loving Jo to loving Amy?”
 
“He loved Jo as his best friend, my dear.” Daisy smiled at me kindly and studied my face. “He didn’t have the passion and lust for Jo. She was his rock yes, and perhaps they would have had a wonderful marriage, but in the end Amy was his match. The right match.”
 
“Maybe.” I sighed. “I just never got over that, you know?”
 
“There are some things in life that we will never get over, but it doesn’t stop us from living, Sarah.” She paused. “And remember Jo ended up with her professor.”
 
‘Oh Professor Bhaer. I loved him.” I looked at Daisy seriously then. “You know in some ways I loved him more than I did Laurie for Jo. Professor Bhaer was her rock.” I paused. “But Laurie, well he’ll always be her Teddy.”
 
“Yes. Yes, he will. And Professor Bhaer always knew that Jo had another love in her heart but he loved her enough to know that what they had was special and could never be replaced.”
 
“I don’t believe that someone can have two true loves.”
 
Daisy smiled at me. “I thought that once.” She touched my arm. “But come, the rest of the family have all gone to their rooms, let me get you a snack.”
 
“Oh, I don’t know.” I frowned, not wanting to leave the comfort of the library. It had become my safe haven and I was in no hurry to leave it.
 
“Come, Sarah.” She smiled gently. “I promise you’ll feel better.” 
 
“Ok.” I stood up and sighed. “I’m sorry; you must think I’m a terrible mess, huh?”
 
“Not at all.”
 
I followed her out of the library and to the kitchen and she made me a large cup of hot chocolate and a cheese sandwich with pickled onions and potato chips. “This is good.” I ate hungrily, surprised that the weird looking tangy onions tasted so delicious.
 
“My mom made these sandwiches for me when I was a child.” Daisy smiled. “She was from England.”
 
“Oh yeah? I’ve always wanted to go to England. To London and to Stratford-Upon-Avon.” I sighed. “That would be awesome. Then I could go to the Globe and visit Shakespeare’s house and recite monologues from his plays.” I grinned at Daisy forgetting my woes for the moment. “Now that would be awesome.”
 
“It does sound pretty marvelous.” Daisy poured herself a glass of water and walked over and stood next to me. “So tell me about you, Sarah. What…”
 
“Mother, did you learn nothing from this evening?” Harry’s voice boomed loudly in the kitchen and both Daisy and I jumped back in surprise. I peered at him over my hot chocolate and he looked the same as ever. Tall, handsome and magnetic; I studied his eyes to see if they were blotchy and red. I was happy to note that they weren’t. At least he hadn’t gone somewhere to sob over Angelica.
 
“Harry, we were just talking.” Daisy sighed and walked over to Harry. “You can’t just run off and leave your girlfriend here without saying anything.”
 
“I know. I’m sorry.” Harry pulled his hands from behind his back and presented me with a bouquet of flowers. “These are for you, Sarah.”
 
“Wow, they are beautiful.” I grinned at him happily. I never expected flowers. “I’m happy to see that you weren’t crying too hard,” I joked and groaned to myself. Now really wasn’t the time to try to be a comedian.
 
“No, no crying.” Harry looked at me oddly as I sniffed the flowers and beamed. “Have you ever gotten flowers before, Sarah?”
 
“No.” I blushed. “Well, not from a guy. Unless you count my dad, who is a guy, but you know what I mean. Not anyone I’d date or sleep with, because, of course, I’d never sleep with my dad. Eww. You know what I mean.” I grimaced at my poor choice of words and Harry started laughing.
 
“Oh Sarah. I don’t know how some young guy hasn’t snapped you up already.”
 
“They’re all too young and dumb,” I joked.
 
“As opposed to too old and intelligent?” He cocked his head to the side and grinned. “Or maybe now, you like them old and intelligent?”
 
“I don’t know about intelligent but old has some advantages.” I grinned at him.
 
“Like the way we…” He walked towards me and stroked my hair and Daisy coughed. I looked up at her, my eyes wide and embarrassed. I had completely forgotten that she was there.
 
“I guess I’ll retire to my room.” She smiled at us and gave Harry a kiss on the cheek. “Good night, dears. And Sarah it was great to meet you. I’ve been missing having another woman around the house.”
 
“Thanks, Daisy.” I smiled at her warmly. She was such a nice lady; I’d never have believed it if someone had told me that before. I just assumed that all super rich women would be catty and bitchy.
 
“And don’t forget what I said, Sarah. Think about who Jo and Amy were to Laurie.”
 
“Uh ok,” I answered slightly confused that she was bringing up Little Women again. “Night.” And with that, Daisy walked out of the kitchen. Harry drew a chair up and sat next to me.
 
“What a night, huh?” His eyes looked at me in concern as I sipped my hot chocolate.
 
“Yeah. You could say that.” I rolled my eyes and licked the whipped cream off my upper lip.
 
“Let me help you with that.” Harry leaned over and licked my lips with his tongue before pushing it into my mouth. He explored my teeth and then sucked on my tongue and groaned. “You taste so sweet and chocolatey.”
 
“That would be because of my drink.” I smiled at him, my heart beating fast. His pupils were dilated and I could tell that he was feeling horny. It excited me that I could turn him on so. I kissed him back and closed my eyes. I wanted to pretend that the night had never happened. And that I’d never found out about Angelica, that I never realized that I loved him, and that he hadn’t just disappeared.
 
“I’m sorry, Sarah. I shouldn’t have just left you here tonight.” He pulled back and looked at me seriously. “I owe you better. We are in this together.”
I nodded my head in understanding wondering if perhaps Harry had realized that he loved me as well. That would make this the best weekend in my life, I thought to myself.
 
“I should have told you about Angelica before we came home. I knew it would come up. I just wasn’t prepared for it. I haven’t talked about her in so long.”
 
“I see.” I didn’t really understand and I didn’t want to hear anything else about her. I was consumed with jealousy. “It’s okay, Harry.”
 
“No. I should explain.” He ran his hands through his hair and looked out of the window. “I had to leave tonight to clear my head, to sort through all the different emotions.”
 
“Ok.”
 
“I had to go and talk to her.” His voice was pained. But when I looked at his face, it looked like he was trying to hide a smile.
 
“You went to see Angelica?” My voice held disbelief. And my heart broke into a thousand pieces.
 
“Yes.” His voice broke. “I haven’t been to see her in years. Not since the night we broke up.”
 
“Oh.” My voice was low.
 
“I took her flowers.” He sighed. “Just like yours. They’re pretty, right?”
 
“Yes,” I answered coldly. He bought me the same bouquet of flowers that he bought his ex? Maybe these were even the same flowers. Maybe she didn’t accept them so he decided to give them to me as some sort of pity gift instead of throwing them away.
 
“She always loved flowers.” He laughed. “She said flowers helped people see the beauty in the world because they were so colorful and bright.”
 
“I see.” I closed my eyes, not wanting to hear anything else about this perfect girl. “So what did she have to say, are you guys getting back together?” I couldn’t stop the rush of words from coming out of my mouth. I was annoyed and depressed. I didn’t think any amount of money was worth me going through these awful emotions.
 
“What?” Harry looked at me in shock and shook his head. “Sarah, Angelica is dead.” His voice rose melodramatically and he flung his arm out wide.
 
I looked up at him in disbelief. “What? But you just said you went to visit her.”
 
“I went to her grave.” His voice was sad and I felt my heart break for his obvious pain. “Can you believe I’d never visited before? Not in all these years?”
 
I shook my head, unsure of what to say. I had so many questions that I wanted to ask but I didn’t want to appear too nosey.
 
“She was my soul mate. My best friend. My lover.” He smiled sweetly at me then. “So you were right, Sarah, they do exist.” He sighed. “I was lucky. We started dating when we were fifteen, seems awfully young to find your true love, doesn’t it? But we had been friends since kindergarten. We’d gone to a movie one night and shared some popcorn and it was like magic. Our fingers touched and it was like we had an electric current running through our bodies.”
 
“You don’t have to tell me all of this if you don’t want to, Harry. If it’s too painful.” I looked up at him in distress hoping he would stop. I wasn’t sure I could stand to hear him talking about this woman he loved so deeply much longer.
 
“No, I want to tell you.” He smiled at me sweetly. “I owe it to you.”
 
I stifled a groan and the urge to tell him that no, he didn’t owe it to me. That I would be fine not hearing about any of it. But I kept my mouth shut.
 
“So after that movie, we started dating. We were young and each other’s first loves. It was like a fairytale. Everything was perfect. She was perfect. And then we lost our virginity to each other when we were sixteen. And we thought that nothing could ever top that moment in our lives.” His voice drifted off and we sat there in silence for a couple of minutes before he started talking again. “It was Angelica that introduced me to Genny.”
 
“Genny?” I looked up at him curiously. “Who’s that?”
 
He sighed and continued. “You know, Sarah. Even soul mates can have issues. Even soul mates can drift apart. Love is not everything.”
 
“It can be,” I whispered.
 
He looked at me in pain and whispered, “No, it can’t.” He shook his head and the words came tumbling out. “It was the weekend after graduation. One of our friends had a great big party at his parents’ house. It was the blowout party of the year. We were all off to college and wanted to celebrate big, one last time. Angelica and I were both going to Harvard so we weren’t worried about it. Everything was seemingly perfect. But it wasn’t really. We’d been arguing a lot over little stuff.”
 
“Oh?” 
 
“She was a lot more adventurous than I was as a boy. Capricious and daring and she liked to experiment.”
 
“Experiment?” I frowned in confusion.
 
“She bought all sorts of sex books. She wanted us to explore our sexualities in different ways. We had sex at school, sex in a public swimming pool, sex in the backseat of her parents’ car as they were driving.”
 
“Oh ok.” My stomach churned.
 
“But that wasn’t enough. She needed to go further and further. I didn’t understand it.” He grimaced. “Most boys would have been happy to be with someone who wanted to try all sorts of sexual tricks but I was happy just getting laid the regular way.” He rubbed his hands through his head and sighed. “And then she had this idea that she wanted us to try anal sex.”
 
“Anal sex?”
 
“You do know what that is?” He looked at me in shock and wiggled his eyebrows. I wanted to tell him how inappropriate I thought his mannerisms were but I kept my mouth shut.
 
“Yes, of course.” I rolled my eyes annoyed. “I’ve just never heard of the woman wanting it and not the man, I guess.”
 
“Well, she did. She begged me to fuck her in the ass.” He laughed bitterly. “And I said no. I didn’t want to. And we argued about that for weeks. Can you believe that?”
 
“Not really.” I sighed. I didn’t really want to hear any more.
 
“So we went to the party and she disappeared. I went to find her and opened a door and there was Mark Classman fucking her from behind.”
 
I looked at him in shock, totally not expecting that part of the story. “Oh no, I’m so sorry, Harry.”
 
He looked at me with a glint in his eyes. I assumed it was pain but it also looked like he was trying to hold in laughter. “I just stood there in the door watching as she groaned. Until finally they noticed me. She jumped up and ran to me. Begged me to forgive her. She told me that it was only anal sex so it didn’t count. It wasn’t real intercourse. She blamed me for letting Mark do that to her.” He closed his eyes. “I was confused and heartbroken but I forgave her. I should have just ended it then and there. But I didn’t know what to think or do. I loved her so much.”
 
“I’m sorry,” I whispered again.
 
“And then we went to college and tried to pretend that everything was normal. And for the most part it was. We were still best friends, we still laughed. I still loved her more than life itself. But she just kept wanting to push the envelope.”
 
“Sexually?” I whispered at him.
 
“Yes.” He laughed. “No one would believe that it would be a man who was hesitant to try things. But at that time, I was a boy and not a man and I felt uncomfortable with many of the things that she asked.”
 
“Oh?” The image he was painting of Angelica was completely unexpected. “What did your parents say?”
 
He laughed and looked at me incredulously. “I’ve never told anyone else any of this stuff, Sarah. It’s not something you bring up in casual conversation.”
 
“Oh ok.” I bit my lip and was about to say something else but he continued talking.
 
“Then Angelica met Genny in a women’s history class and they hit it off. And she confided in me that she was attracted to Genny. I asked her what she meant and she said that she wanted to see what it was like to be with a woman. I was crushed. I thought that meant that I didn’t satisfy her and that she didn’t love me. So she suggested we have a threesome.”
 
“Wow.”
 
He laughed. “And again, that wasn’t something that I really wanted but I said yes. I didn’t want her to go off and do it without me. Now I realize that she was just trying to find herself and what she was doing was normal for a girl her age, she was finding and experimenting with her sexuality but I thought it was all about what I couldn’t provide her. So if you ever want to have a threesome, let me know.” He paused and grinned and me and then continued. “So then she brought Genny over to my apartment one evening and she was everything Angelica said she was, beautiful, sexy and charismatic. I was immediately attracted to her and it was actually quite easy.”
 
“What was easy?” I spoke with my breath in my mouth.
 
“Fucking her with Angelica watching.” He stared into my eyes with a mischievous look. “It was probably the most mind-blowing sex I’ve ever had. Angelica sat on my face and I ate her out while Genny was riding my cock. And then they kissed and switched positions. It was great. I had never felt so alive sexually.” He paused. “The problem came when Angelica decided she wasn’t into girls and didn’t want to do it again. But I’d gotten my taste of another pussy and I didn’t want to go back.” He sighed. “So Genny and I kept seeing each other on the side. I told myself it was only fair, Angelica had done stuff with Mark, so I was entitled to as well. Only one day Angelica came over to surprise me and she walked in on me fucking Genny on the couch.” He closed his eyes. “I would do anything to change that day.”
 
I swallowed hard as I watched his face contort in pain. Something was taking over him and he looked completely distraught. “She screamed when she saw us. I just stood there and continued to fuck Genny as I stared at her. I was confused and immobile. It was only when Angelica ran out of the door that I realized what was going on and I pulled out of Genny and ran after her. And then I saw it.”
 
“Saw what?” I stared at him, jaw dropped in anticipation.
 
“I saw the bus hit her.” He reached over and gripped my hand hard. “She didn’t bother to check traffic. And she just ran across the road and she screamed. She screamed again. That’s the only real memories I have of her now. Those two screams from that day.”
 
“Oh Harry.” My eyes welled up with tears. No one should have to witness that. “I’m so sorry.”
 
“It’s okay.” He stared at me and a lone tear ran down his face. “I pray every night that God will give me a second chance and bring her back to life.”
 
“Oh.”
 
“Maybe you can help me?”
 
“Huh?” I looked at him in confusion and his eyes were twinkling. “What?”
 
“Maybe you can use your powers as a medium and talk to her for me.”
 
“Uhm…” My voice trailed off in confusion.
 
“Psych.” He laughed and I stared at him in shock.
 
“Psych what, Harry?” I stared at him with squinted eyes feeling very, very angry.
 
He looked at me in dismay and bit his lip. “I think I may have crossed a line. I’m so sorry, Sarah. I was just joking.”
 
“Joking about which part?” I glared at him.
 
“All of it.” He paused. “Well from the high school party bit and catching Angelica having anal sex.”
 
“What the fuck?” I jumped up and screamed at him loudly. “That’s not fucking funny.”
 
“I’m sorry.” He sighed. “I wanted to see how far I could take the story and have you still believe me. And then I got carried away.”
 
“So there is no Genny, no threesome?” I glared. “No getting hit by a bus.”
 
“There is no Genny and no one got hit by a bus. Though there have been plenty of threesomes.” He wiggled his eyes at me.
 
“This isn’t funny, Harry. So where is Angelica?”
 
He sighed. “She’s married with three kids. We broke up after high school because she cheated on me.” He paused. “Normal sex though. And we were in love and I was devastated and we haven’t talked in years.”
 
“You told me you went to her grave, Harry.”
 
“I know it was a bad joke.” His eyes looked pained. “I’m sorry, I figured if anyone would appreciate a bad joke, it would be you.”
 
“You’re an asshole.” I felt my body heaving with anger but a part of me was actually feeling a lot lighter. If what he had said had been true, it would have been a lot harder to reach his heart. That would have been an almost insurmountable amount of baggage to get through. “I’m not talking to you for the rest of the week.”
 
“But I’m a good actor, right?” He winked at me and I continued to glare at him. He was a terrific actor. He had had me fooled completely. I could still feel my heart in my mouth from when he told me a bus hit her.
 
“So why did you get so upset when people brought up Angelica?” I frowned. “You got so mad and kept leaving.”
 
“I was about to propose to Angelica before she cheated on me.” He sighed. “I was devastated. And I’ve never trusted another bitch again.”
 
“Excuse me?” I punched him in the arm, hard. “Do not call women bitches.”
 
“I know. I’m sorry. Forgive me?” He pulled me close to him and kissed my nose.
 
“Nope.”
 
“Please?”
 
“Nope.”
 
“It was a bad joke.” His lips moved on to my cheeks.
 
“Yes, it was.”
 
“I won’t joke like that again.” He kissed around my mouth.
 
“You better not.”
 
“I’m glad you’re here with me.” His voice was soft and gentle and I looked up into his eyes and saw care and concern. “If anyone had to play my fake girlfriend. I’m glad it was you.” And then he kissed me. And I melted against him because even though I was angry, I still loved him and craved his touch more than anything. I kissed him back passionately and moaned as his hands found my breasts. I knew I shouldn’t forgive him quite so easily but inside his stupid little joke made me smile. It was so over-the-top and horrible and so not funny that it made me think that maybe we did have a future together after all. Because how many people could suck as badly as we did with our senses of humor?
 


Chapter 15
 
“Do you still think I’m an asshole?” Harry whispered in my ear as we walked up the stairs to his bedroom.
 
“Yes.” 
 
“An asshole that’s going to get sex tonight or an asshole that’s not going to get sex tonight?” 
 
“We’ll see.” I grinned at him and yelped as he slapped me in the ass.
 
“You should have seen through my story, Sarah.” He grinned. “Because really what guy is going to turn down any sort of sexual experimentation?”
 
I laughed then because it was true. “You know I had been wondering about that when you kept bringing up the fact that you weren’t interested in trying all those new moves and positions.”
 
“I can show you how much I like new positions tonight, if you want.”
 
“I don’t want.” I ran up the rest of the stairs and into his bedroom, laughing as he caught me and pulled me down onto the bed with him. “Harry, don’t.” I giggled as he nuzzled my neck. Then he moved his face up to mine and looked me in the eyes. All of a sudden his body stilled and his gaze was intense. 
 
“It was a stupid joke, Sarah. I won’t do that again.”
 
“You better not.” I sighed. “I felt so bad for you.”
 
“And you don’t still feel bad for me?”
 
“No, not as much.” I laughed. 
 
“You have no heart.” He grinned down at her. “Maybe I’ll call the Wizard.”
 
“The Wizard?” I looked up at him in confusion. “What Wizard?”
 
“The Wizard of Oz, duh. He’ll be able to give you your heart back.” 
“Did we switch brains tonight?” I looked at him in amazement, surprised that he had a sense of humor similar to mine. “Did some sort of Freaky Friday thing happen here?”
 
“I can’t be as goofy as you?” He lay down next to me and smiled.
 
“You’re goofier than me right now.” I laughed. “I’m not sure if you’re putting it on to try to get into the back of my pants or if you are normally this bad.”
 
“Back of your pants?” He raised his eyebrows at me.
 
“You know,” I whispered. “The backdoor.”
 
“The backdoor?” he whispered back at me dramatically.
 
“You know.” I rolled my eyes, exasperated. “Anal.”
 
“Oh.” He burst out laughing. “You think I want to do anal with you?”
 
“Wasn’t that the point of the story?”
 
“No.” He paused. “Though, if you want it to be, it can.” He grabbed my hand. “I wanted to lighten the mood but I got carried away. Angelica was my first and only love. I don’t know that I ever really got over her. I didn’t want to focus on that.”
 
“Yeah.” I tried not to sigh. I didn’t want to talk about Angelica anymore. I felt the stirrings of jealousy run through me again. “So instead, you made up a ridiculous story that could have been a Lifetime movie.”
 
He laughed. “I’ll pass on Lifetime. I think I’d sell the rights to HBO or Showtime instead.”
 
“Uh huh.” I rolled my eyes and him. “Harry,” I yelped as his hand inched its way under my shirt. “Harry.”
 
“Sshh.” He grinned at me. “I’m trying to have my wicked way with you.”
 
“It’s not going to work.” I stopped his hand. I wanted to ask him more about his evening with Angelica. I had an insatiable need to know more. And I was scared. I was scared that I would tell him I loved him if we made love.
 
“Sarah.” He grabbed my arms and pinned them above my head. “Are you sure?” He held both of my wrists with one hand and moved his other hand back to my breasts and rubbed his palms against my nipples. It seems to me that you’re hoping for something.” He grinned as he pinched my already hard nipples and I wriggled beneath him. 
 
“Harry,” I inquired steadily. “Did you know that Jane’s aunt was on ‘The Biggest Loser’ and lost a hundred pounds?”
 
He stopped what he was doing and looked at me in confusion. I sighed in relief. I wasn’t sure that I would have been able to keep resisting him. “What are you talking about?”
 
“Jane’s Aunt Lulu back in Miami got picked to be on ‘The Biggest Loser’ and she made it to the finals. She lost a hundred pounds.”
 
“Uhm ok? This is important to me because?” He frowned and I grinned.
 
“I was thinking that perhaps we could do our own biggest loser competition.”
 
“Why?” He looked me up and down and I flushed. “You don’t need to lose any weight and I’m happy as I am.”
 
“Thanks for the lie.” I grinned happily at his words. “But I wouldn’t mind losing a few pounds.”
 
“Trust me, you don’t need to lose anything.”
 
“I do. My ass is huge.”
 
“More cushion for the pushing.” He grinned.
 
“I told you—no anal.”
 
“Tonight or ever?” He feigned a frown.
 
“We’ll see.” I smirked.
 
“I don’t want to wait years.” He laughed and my heart stilled. Was he talking in years because he saw as dating for years or was it just a meaningless saying that had fallen out of his mouth?
 
“Oh come here.” I was so happy at his words that I drew him towards me and kissed him before pulling my top off.
 
“Whoa. What did I do to deserve this?” he rejoiced, eyes aglow taking in my heaving breasts. He quickly moved his hands to unhook my bra and he stared at my naked breasts and grinned. “If I didn’t know better I would have guessed these were fake.”
 
“What?” I frowned.
 
“They are so perky.” He grinned as he squeezed my nipples. “But I guess you’re just happy to see me.”
 
“Whatever.” I pushed him down on the bed and pulled his shirt off and ran my fingers to his nipples. “You seem happy to see me too.” I grinned down at him and yelped as he reached up and took one of my nipples in my mouth and nipped it with his teeth. “Ow.” My groan turned to a moan as his nip turned to a suck.
 
“Yummy.” His tongue licked back and forth on my nipples and I jiggled them on his face. “Definitely not fake,” he grinned. “They wouldn’t wiggle like this if they were.”
 
I laughed and bent down and took his nipples into my mouth and sucked. It was more erotic than I thought it was going to be and decided to nibble on them as well.
 
“Oh shit, Sarah.” He pushed me off him. “Are you trying to bite them off?”
 
“Oops.” I laughed. “I guess I just got carried away.”
 
“Uh huh.” He rolled me onto my back and pushed me down before straddling me. “How adventurous are you, Sarah?”
 
“Uhm, a little.” I paused and stared up at him. “Why?”
 
“I’d love to show you some things.”
 
“Uhm, like what?” I looked at him with apprehension. “Do you want to spank me or something?” I thought back to a conversation we’d had in his office previously and swallowed.
 
“I always want to spank you, Sarah.” He grinned down at me, very much reminding me of a hungry fox.
 
“Not with a belt?”
 
“I’d start with my hand.”
 
“Oh.” I think my eyeballs almost popped out of their sockets.
 
“But there is something else I’d like to do.”
 
“What?” I whispered hoping he wasn’t going to go back to anal.
 
“Do you trust me?”
 
“No,” I muttered and he laughed aloud.
 
“Oh, Sarah.” He licked my lips. “Will you let me take you on a journey?”
 
“Where?” I paused. “Maybe England and Paris but not to Congo or anything, that’s a bit far.”
 
“Sarah!” He sounded exasperated.
 
“Okay fine, to Congo.” I grinned up at him as he lowered him something down on me, crushing my breasts into his chest.
 
“Sarah,” he growled into my ear. “I want to fuck the shit out of you. I want to hear you screaming my name and begging me not to stop. I want you to feel me so deep inside of you that you think I am a part of you.” I felt my face flush at his words and knew that I was wetter than I had ever been from just words before. But I didn’t know what to say. What do you say to that?
“Yes, please,” I whispered and once again I heard him laugh. A deep guttural sound that rolled through his whole body.
 
“So then you trust me?” He stared into my eyes and I shivered in anticipation and lust. 
 
“I guess so.” I ignored the voices in my head that were telling me that this wasn’t a good idea. His inappropriate joke about Angelica and the fact that he had actually gone to see her while I was here at his house made me feel angry. It just didn’t seem right. And I knew that I was falling in love with him. And it usually wasn’t a good idea to experiment too much sexually with a man I wanted for more than sex. Unless, he wanted more from me as well. And I just wasn’t sure. He had told me in no uncertain terms that he never wanted to get married but I felt like perhaps he was changing his mind. Maybe he was falling for me as well. I ignored the niggling feeling in me that I was living in the clouds.
 
“Guess or yes?” He frowned and propped himself up on one elbow as he looked at me. “I don’t want to do this if you aren’t one hundred percent sure.”
 
“I don’t know.” I closed my eyes. I couldn’t make a decision while he was gazing at me so intently. I felt his hand tracing my breast and all I wanted was to feel his fingers on my nipples once again. I wriggled beneath him but he just kept tracing the edges of them. I opened my eyes again and whispered, “Yes.”
 
“Are you sure?” He looked at me so seriously that I grew scared for a moment.
 
“Uhm, yes?” I paused. “It’s nothing too crazy, is it?”
 
“Depends what you mean by crazy?” He laughed and my stomach flipped with desire and angst. I had no idea what I was agreeing to here.
 
“So tonight will be phase one.” He grinned. “To warm you into it.”
 
“Phase one what?” I frowned. “And to warm me into what?” 
 
“You’ll see.”
 
“I don’t want to become your sub.” My voice sounded strangely loud to my ears.
 
“Sarah, I don’t think you could be anyone’s sub.” He laughed.
 
“I don’t really wanna be a dom either.” I pictured myself with a whip and a ball and chain and I just couldn’t see it. Though I thought I would look hot in leather.
 
“Sarah. I’m not into that lifestyle.” He smiled at me patiently. “Though I will admit that I do like to borrow certain techniques from it.”
 
“Like what?” Did he have a room of pain as well? Oh my God, I thought. He’s going to make me sign a contract so I can’t tell anyone.
 
“I think you’ve read too many books, Sarah.” He watched the different emotions running across my face. “I’m no Christian Grey.”
 
My mouth dropped open. “How do you know his name?”
 
“What man in America doesn’t know his name?” He laughed. “The last woman I went out with was obsessed with the book. She wanted us to do everything they did.”
 
“Wow.” I turned my face away slightly so he couldn’t see the jealousy I was feeling.
 
“Yeah.” He grinned. “I ended it when she screamed out, ‘fuck me harder, Christian.’”
 
“Oh.” I laughed slightly. “That sucks.”
 
“Yeah.” He paused and laughed. “Not only did I not fuck her harder, I stopped fucking her altogether.”
 
“Oh.” I swallowed, hoping he wasn’t going to go on about her.
 
“Yeah.” He grinned at me. “Though we did fuck one more time.”
 
“Oh?” I rolled my eyes, trying to hide my annoyance.
 
“She’d moved on to another book then and brought two friends round and we had a foursome.”
 
“What?!” My voice was loud and I knew my face expressed my shock.
 
“Yeah. I was a little surprised myself. But who would say no to three hot Russian models whose sole aim was to please me.”
 
“Not you, obviously.”
 
“It wasn’t that great actually.”
 
“Ok.” Was he going to go on about these women the rest of the night?
 
“Not as good as you.” He kissed me and I squirmed, happy at his compliment, though I doubted it was true.
 
“So the phases?”
 
“Yeah, three phases to make you become the kinky Sarah of my dreams.”
 
“Uh okay.” I tried not to smile at his words. “We’ll see.”
 
“So phase one starts tonight.”
 
“Ok.”
 
“It’s the blindfold test.”
 
“Uh? Ok?” I grinned. “Doesn’t sound like a big deal.”
 
“It really isn’t.” He grinned. “But promise me, you will just go with whatever happens.”
 
“Whatever?” I frowned. “No safe words?”
 
“There won’t be any pain.”
 
“Well, that’s good.”
 
“There may be surprises.”
 
“Hmm, I don’t know what surprises you mean.”
 
“That’s part of the fun.” He grinned. “Ok?”
 
“I guess so.” I watched in amusement as Harry jumped off the bed and walked to the door to make sure it was locked.
 
“I don’t want to risk anyone walking in when you start screaming.”
 
“Screaming?”
 
“In passion.” He grinned.
 
“Uh, okay.”
 
“Stand up,” he commanded me and I jumped off the bed. He pulled me towards him and started removing the rest of my clothes until I was standing in front of him completely naked. He walked to his wardrobe and pulled out a silk tie. “Let me know if this is too tight.” He wrapped it around my head and I was in instant darkness.
 
“I can’t see,” I whined and he laughed.
 
“That’s the idea, Sarah.” He led me to the bed and gently pushed me until I was lying down. “Shall I tie your hands or do you promise not to touch me?”
 
“I won’t touch you,” I whispered not wanting my hands to be tied down. I felt him pull away from me and then I was alone on the bed. I think he turned all the lights off as well because my pitch black had a different hue to it. I heard him shuffling around and I shivered on his bed. “What are you doing?” I called out and he didn’t respond. I then heard light music playing and I grinned, “Is that David Gray? I love Babylon.”
 
“Sarah, sshh.” Harry’s voice was firm and I felt him join me on the bed. I held my hands tensely by my side so that I wouldn’t touch him. I wasn’t sure exactly where he was on the bed but as soon as I felt his tongue running up my leg, I tensed. He kissed all the way up my calf, to my inner thigh and then he stopped. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do next and my body was tense with anticipation. I felt his tongue lick my clit lightly before working its way up to my stomach and then to my breasts, only lightly licking my nipples. Every nerve ending in my body was anxiously waiting for what he was going to do next.
 
He then bent down and kissed me hard, his tongue plunging into my mouth, ravishing me and taking control. I kissed him back passionately, wanting to give and to take as much as I could. It took everything in me to not caress his back and run my fingers through his hair. He then moved his mouth back down to my nipples again and sucked on each one hard. I could feel the insides of my legs getting wet and wriggled beneath him. He laughed and flicked each nipple with his fingertips and I held in a yelp.
 
I was rewarded for my quietness with him pressing the tip of his cock into my pussy. He then rubbed the tip up and down my pussy and against my clit, driving me into a frenzy.
 
“Oh Harry. Please,” I groaned as the tip of his cock played with my pussy.
 
“Sshh.” He pulled away from me and I moaned. “Hold on, Sarah.” His voice was soothing and as I was about to grab him to me, I felt him enter me. His cock was hard and thick. It felt wider than I remembered and he slid into me with a little bit more prodding than before. I felt him moving in and out of me and I could barely control myself. It felt very different to our previous times. And then I felt Harry readjusting his body on the bed but his cock was still pounding me. I lay there unable to understand how he was fucking me and changing the position of his body at the same time. And then I felt something prodding my mouth. I opened my mouth unsure of what was going on and felt a hard salty cock enter it. I sucked on the cock in deep confusion. A part of me was concerned but I was so overwhelmed with lust and desire that I could do nothing but suck on his hard cock, as a cock pummeled my pussy. I closed my eyes underneath the tie and felt my orgasm building up as I trembled with the wonder of what was going on in the room.
 
“Wait.” Harry pulled his cock out of my mouth and pulled the tie off my eyes. I blinked to become accustomed to the light and sighed in relief that there wasn’t a second man in the room. Harry pulled his hand up and with it came a long dildo. He had been fucking me with a dildo as I sucked his cock. He laughed at the surprised look on my face. “I didn’t want you to climax from the dildo. I want it to be from my cock and I want to see your face as I make you come.”
 
“Oh.” I looked up into his eyes and tried to ignore the dazed feeling running through me. “What are you waiting for then?”
 
“I guess…” Harry’s voice trailed off as I pushed him down on the bed and rolled on top of him.
 
“Sshh.” I placed my finger on his lips and grinned as he laughed up at me. I used my other hand to find his cock and guided it in between my legs before I sat on top of him and pushed his cock deep into my pussy. I cried out as I felt myself coming immediately. I couldn’t believe that I had thought the dildo was his cock for a second. His cock was warm, hard and fit me like a glove. I felt my pussy lips tighten on him and I rocked myself back and forth on his cock. He reached up and grabbed my breasts as I rode him and I collapsed on top of him a few minutes later as I came hard. He used his hands to continue to rock my hips back and forth and I felt his body shudder as he came hard. I lay on him for few more seconds and then rolled onto the bed next to him. “That was a pretty fun phase one.” I grinned at him.
 
“That wasn’t phase one.” He smirked at me.
 
“What?” I looked at him in confusion.
 
“That wasn’t how phase one was meant to end.”
 
“How so?”
 
“You were meant to come with the dildo while I came in your mouth.” He laughed. “The experience would have blown your mind.”
 
“And you know this because?” I frowned at him, suddenly feeling jealous again.
 
“I’ve done it before.” He smirked. “Only before it wasn’t a dildo fucking her.”
 
“Oh wow.” I felt my face redden. “So why did you stop?”
He paused as he stared into my face. “I’m not sure. I just wanted to see your face as you came. And I wanted to feel you come on my cock. Your pussy clenches on me so that I feel you are trying to seal me into you.”
 
“Oh. Sorry?” I wasn’t sure what to say.
 
“Don’t be sorry. It’s different but its good.” He bumped his nose against mine. “If I was a different kind of man, I would think it meant we were meant to be.”
 
“Oh?” I felt my insides clench.
 
“I’ve never needed or wanted to be connected to someone during sex, but staring at your face and hearing your moans makes me feel more excited.” He frowned. “Oh well, maybe in another world.”
 
“Yeah. You don’t believe in love anymore.” I tried to laugh lightly.
 
“Nope.” His voice was bitter. “And seeing Angelica tonight confirmed it for me. She made a move on me, you know.”
 
“What?” My voice was shaking and I was trying not to cry.
 
“Yeah. She asked what hotel I was staying in. I guess she thinks she made a mistake. But I have no respect for an adulterer, especially one with three kids. For shame!”
 
“That is awful.” I bit my lip. “But not everyone is a cheat.”
 
“We just aren’t made to be faithful.” He laughed. “Not men, not women. No-one.”
 
I yawned and closed my eyes. I couldn’t have this conversation right now. The evening had proven to be emotionally draining and I wasn’t sure I could take much more.
 


Chapter 16
 
The rest of the weekend was uneventful. For some reason, Harry didn’t bring up the other naughty phases he had mentioned previously and I didn’t ask him why. We made love every night and each time we did, I knew that I shouldn’t. His touch was like a drug that I was becoming addicted to, I didn’t know what I was going to do when the drug was no longer available, but I didn’t care.
 
“You were great, Sarah.” Harry smiled at me as we drove back to the city. “I’ll even let you choose the station on the radio.”
 
“Why thank you, kind sir.” I played around and stopped on a station that played the hits from the 80’s and 90’s. “I think this is a good compromise.”
 
“I didn’t know you were so into compromising.” He grinned.
 
“It depends what it’s for.”
 
“Maybe I should test out how compromising you are willing to be.”
 
“I wouldn’t bother.” I laughed. “I’m not likely to compromise with an old man like you.”
 
“But I thought you liked being my naughty schoolgirl lover.”
 
“Why because you like acting like a headmaster?”
 
“Oh Sarah. You’re turning me on. Call me sir again!”
 
“You’re a pervert.” I laughed.
 
“You’re a wannabe pervert.”
 
“Whatever.”
 
“We could go to a store and get some clothes and act out the fantasy, if you want, Sarah. I won’t say no.”
 
“You wish. Ass.” I laughed.
“My mom really liked you.” Harry changed the subject. 
 
“I liked her as well.” I smiled softly. “She’s really nice.”
 
“They want us to join them on a trip next weekend.” He paused. “I know this wasn’t in the original agreement but I was wondering if you would want to go.”
 
“Oh.” I paused feeling excited but worried. “I’m not sure.” I knew that I should spend as much time away from him as possible.
 
“I’ll pay you another $20,000.” His voice was tense and I turned towards him angrily.
 
“It’s not about money.”
 
“$50,000.”
 
“I just said…”
 
“$100,000 and you can bring Jane.”
 
“I can bring Jane?” I paused. “Where would we be going?”
 
“The Caribbean.”
 
“Oh wow.” I imagined myself on a beach frolicking in the sand and in the ocean. “Which island?”
 
“Well, my parents are island hopping so we can decide where we want to join them. They’ll be in Grenada, St. Lucia, Barbados and Trinidad and Tobago.”
 
“Oh, I don’t know any of those islands.” I laughed. “No Jamaica, mon.”
 
“Are you a secret reggae fan?” He grinned at me.
 
“It’s not a secret, I love reggae.” 
 
“Is that a you love Bob Marley thing or a you really love reggae reggae?” He laughed.
“Well, who doesn’t love Bob Marley but I also love Tanya Stephens, Shabba Ranks, Beres Hammond, Buju Banton.” I paused and he held up a hand.
 
“Okay.” He laughed. “I believe you. I never figured you for a reggae lover.”
 
“Come on, mon, I’m from Florida, We be right by the islands,” I talked in my best Jamaican accent.
 
“Uhm I’m going to have to let you know that the Jamaican accent is not one of your best.”
 
“What, mon?” I laughed.
 
“I don’t even think I’ve heard a Jamaican say mon as much as you are right now.”
 
“Whatever.” I flicked my tongue out at him. “I’ll have you know I can sing a mean banana boat song?”
 
“Banana boat?”
 
“You know- Day oh, Day-oh, Daylight come and me wan’ go home.”
 
“Ok, consider my mind blown right now.” Harry snorted. “Just when I think I know you, Sarah Smith, you go and blow my mind once again.”
 
“You think I’m goofy, don’t you?”
 
“No. I think you’re kooky and I also think you haven’t answered my question. Do you want to come?” He looked at me with a questioning look on his face.
 
“I guess so. I’ll check with Jane.” I opened up my phone to text her and saw a message from Lewis Walker. “Ooh Lewis sent me a message,” I exclaimed in surprise as I opened it.
 
“What?” Harry frowned. “Lewis from the office.”
 
“Yeah.” I giggled as I read the message.
 
“What did he say?”
 
“Oh, I don’t know if I should tell you.” My voice was low.
 
“Sarah. Do not hide anything from me.” Harry’s voice was harsh.
 
“Gosh, it’s not like he’s sending me company secrets.” I sighed and opened up the message again. “It says:
 
Hey Sarah, I hope you are doing well. I’m so sad to hear that you decided to leave your position at Zoom Corp. I know Harry Green can be an ass sometimes. I was wondering if you’d like to grab a coffee next week? I miss having my office Barbie there to greet me in the morning. Lewis xoxo”
 
“So?” Harry’s voice was angry.
 
“So what?” I was annoyed at his abrupt change of mood.
 
“So are you going?”
 
“Going where?” I sighed.
 
“To coffee?”
 
“I don’t know.” I hadn’t been planning on it but he was starting to annoy me.
 
“I don’t think you should go.” His voice was low.
 
“Why not?”
 
“Because I said so.”
 
“Excuse me?” My voice grew louder. “You aren’t my dad.”
 
“But I could be old enough, right?” He laughed bitterly. 
 
“Whatever.”
 
“I forbid you from fucking someone else while you are fucking me.”
 
“Excuse me?” I shouted. “You forbid me?”
 
“Yes.”
 
“You are such an asshole, Harry Green.”
 
“I’ve been called worse.”
 
“I was thinking about setting him up with Jane,” I lied. Though it wasn’t such a bad idea. While Lewis’s text had made me smile, I knew I didn’t want him for myself. I wanted the insufferable Harry Green. The one man it seemed I would never be able to get.
 
“Now that’s not a bad idea. Maybe he can come on the trip as well and we will set them up.”
 
“But then he will know about us.” I frowned.
 
“Which will only make it that more believable to everyone.” He smiled.
 
“But he’s going to think I’m some sort of slut,” I cried out.
 
“He’ll just think you couldn’t resist my magic charm.”
 
“After a few days?” I sighed. 
 
“Well, it’s true, isn’t it?” He placed his hand on my leg and I shivered. “You did spend the night in my bed right when we met.”
 
“So I’m a slut and you’re not. You were there too.”
 
“I never said you were a slut, Sarah.”
 
“Whatever.” I looked out of the window and sighed. “But fine, invite him for Jane.”
 
“Awesome- what island should we go to?”
 
“I don’t really care.” 
 
“Okay, it will be a surprise then.”
 
“Whoopee doo,” I mumbled but inside I felt some excitement. I was going on a Caribbean vacation with my best friend and the man I loved. 
 
“Do you want to go home or can I persuade you to spend the night with me at my place?” His voice was hopeful.
 
“I’d like to go home, please.” I was determined to keep as much dignity as I could in this relationship. And I knew that meant being apart from him as much as I could. Or he would soon start seeing and realizing how much I cared for him.
 
“You sure? I have ice cream?”
 
“Butterscotch flavored?”
 
“I can get that if it means you’ll spend the night.”
 
“You aren’t fed up with me yet?” I laughed and poked him in the arm. “Anyway I need to ask Jane if she wants to come this weekend.”
 
“Oh and I guess you want to tell her about all the hot sex as well?”
 
“What hot sex?” I laughed and squealed as his hand crept in between my legs and rubbed against my pussy.
 
“The same hot sex you wish you were getting right now.” He laughed and I closed my legs tightly.
 
“You wish!”
 
We rode in silence the rest of the way to my apartment and Harry helped me bring my bag upstairs. “You don’t need to come up with me, you know.” I smiled at Harry as he followed me up the stairs.
 
“I want to make sure you get to your apartment safely, Sarah. That’s what gentlemen do.”
 
“So why are you doing it?”
“Touché.” He laughed and slapped me in the ass.
 
“Hey,” I yelped.
 
“Serves you right.” He laughed and stood closely behind me as I opened the door to the apartment.
 
“I’m back, Jane,” I called out and she came running to the door to hug me.
 
“Sarah. I missed you.” She had flour on her hands and I figured she must have been baking again. “Oh hi Harry.” She beamed at him and ushered is in to the apartment. “Have you guys eaten? I made a beef stew.”
 
“Sounds yummy.” I plopped down on the couch and waited for Harry to leave.
 
“That does sound delicious. Thanks for the invite.” Harry plopped down next to me and I looked over at him in confusion.
 
“You’re going to stay?”
 
“Do you have a problem with that?” He smirked at me.
 
“No. I just thought you wanted to go home.”
 
“I’ll go later.” He smiled. “Aren’t you going to unpack before you get comfortable?”
 
“No.” I laughed.
 
“That bag will stay packed until Sarah has to go on another trip.” Jane laughed.
 
“So you’re a messy one, huh?” Harry stared at me. “Why doesn’t that surprise me?”
 
“I’m not messy,” I lied. “I just have my own organizational system.”
 
“The same one that all lazy people have.” Jane grinned at me.
 
“Jane!”
 
“It’s true,” she laughed and walked back to the kitchen. “Dinner will be served in about thirty minutes.”
 
“I’ll make the drinks. What does everyone want?”
 
“A gin and tonic, please.” Harry smiled at me and I felt my stomach flip. He looked so relaxed and casual sitting back in our old ratty cream couch.
 
“Oh sorry, we don’t have tonic.”
 
“Ok, just a gin on the rocks.”
 
“Oops, no gin either.” I grinned.
 
“Scotch on the rocks?” He raised an eyebrow.
 
“Nope.”
 
“What do you have? That may be easier.”
 
“We have some vodka, the cheap stuff, some orange juice and some Bud Light.” I laughed.
 
“I’ll have a Bud Light.” He laughed.
 
“Smart man.” I walked to the kitchen and Jane pulled me to her side as soon as I walked in and whispered.
 
“Oh my gosh, how was it?” she said breathlessly.
 
“It was good.” I kept my voice low. “But I think I messed up, Jane,” I whined.
 
“Oh no.” She sighed. “Are you pregnant?”
 
“No! Why do you keep asking me that?” I sighed. “I’m falling for him.”
 
“Isn’t that good?” She frowned.
 
“No, he doesn’t believe in love.” I felt like I was going to cry.
 
“Oh shit, sorry luv.” Jane hugged me and I pulled away.
 
“Thanks.”
 
“We need to come up with a plan,” she said excitedly.
 
“What do you mean?”
 
“You know. Like a how to get a guy sort of thing. How to make him love you.”
 
“Yeah, I don’t know if such a plan exists.” I sigh.
 
“Then we’ll create one.” She grinned.
 
 I grinned back at her infectiously. “Yeah. We can call it ‘How To Catch A Billionaire’.”
 
“That’s perfect.” She laughed and I grabbed the beers.
 
“Okay, let’s talk when he leaves.” I smiled at her and walked back to the living room to see Harry completely relaxed on the couch with his shoes off. I stopped and watched him for a minute. It warmed my heart to see him there; I could easily pretend that he was my real boyfriend and that we were just spending a night in, like any other normal couple. As I stared at him, I knew that he was it. He was the one. And I wasn’t sure, no matter what Jane wanted us to plan, if I would ever see my happily ever after. I laughed to myself as I thought about the crazy story he had told me earlier about Angelica—what other man would think that acting out a story like that would make a good joke? None. Because it really wasn’t a good joke. It was an awful, awful story but it had showed me that he and I were a lot more alike than I would have ever imagined.
 
“There you are.” Harry turned towards me and smiled. “I was about to call 911, you were gone so long.”
 
“Sorry, I was just catching up with Jane.”
 
“Oh did she say if she will come?”
 
“Come where?” Jane walked into the room with some mini-quiches and nuts.
 
“Oh, I asked Sarah if she wants to come to the Caribbean this weekend with my family and I. We thought it might be nice if you came. We even have a nice guy for you to meet. And of course, the travel costs are on me. We’ll fly in my private jet and stay at a hotel I own.”
 
“You own a hotel in the Caribbean?” I looked at him impressed.
 
“I own hotels all over the world, Sarah. I’m a multi-billionaire with diversified interests. You should know that.” He laughed. “You did work for me.” 
 
“I forgot,” I lied. “So are you down, Jane?” I looked at my grinning friend.
 
“Hello? Are you joking right now? I am sooo there. Just tell me how many days we are going for and more about the guy.”
 
“Yeah, how long will we be there?” I ask Harry, not that it really matters, Jane and I had nothing waiting for us when we got back.
 
“How long can you guys stay? I was thinking a week?”
 
“A week on a Caribbean island? Did I die and go to heaven?” Jane squealed and danced around the room. “This is so awesome.”
 
“I can see why you two are best friends.” Harry grinned at me as Jane danced across the room.
 
“Yeah. We’re both a bit kooky.” I laughed. “But Jane, I’m hungry. Please go and finish dinner.”
 
“Okies,” She giggled and ran to the kitchen.
 
“So I guess I’m going.” I went and sat down next to Harry. “This better be fun!”
 
“It’ll be great.” Harry put his arm around me. “I forgot to give you your check. Is it okay if I give it to you tomorrow?”
“Yeah, don’t worry about it.” I wanted to tell him that he didn’t have to bother giving me a check anymore. But let’s be real, I needed the money.
 
***
 
“So can I stay the night?” Harry whispered in my ear as Jane cleaned up the plates from the table.
 
“Oh? You want to stay?” I couldn’t keep the disappointment from my voice and Harry laughed.
 
“Well, I’ve never had someone sound quite so happy to hear me ask to stay before.”
 
“Oh no, it’s not that.” I looked to the ceiling. “It’s just that tonight is our night to, uhm, draw comics.”
 
“Draw comics?” Harry’s voice sounded disbelieving.
 
“Yeah, we like to create our own stories for the Archie Andrews characters.” I smiled at him. “So that we can make sure Archie ends up with Betty and not Veronica.”
 
“Uhm, ok?” He stood up. “I guess I’ll get going then.”
 
“Well, if you don’t mind.” I walked him towards the door. “I guess I’ll see you soon.”
 
“Wait, what?” Harry stopped at the front door and looked at me puzzled. “You’re being serious here? You want me to leave?”
 
“Not if you are too tired to go home, I guess.” I bit my lip. “I thought you would have been fed up with me by now.”
 
“I would have thought that as well.” He stared at me. “But I like spending time with you.”
 
“That’s cause I’m Shera.”
 
“Shera?”
 
“You know from He-Man.” I grinned and held my arm up. “I’ve got the power, to pick up a flower, it’ll take me an hour or two, HE-MAN.” I sang.
 
“Are you on drugs, Sarah?” He reached his hand up to my forehead.
 
“I’ve never done drugs,” I told him honestly. “I’d like to try weed though. I’ve a feeling it would be cool to get high.”
 
“Drugs aren’t cool, Sarah. Didn’t you go to school?” He leaned back against the door and smirked. 
 
“Have you done drugs?”
 
“I plead the fifth.”
 
“So that’s a yes.”
 
“So shall I stay or shall I go?” He pulled me towards him and stared down at me.
 
“I thought we agreed you were going.”
 
“So you and Jane can draw Archie cartoons?”
 
“Comics!”
 
“So I’m leaving so you can draw comics?” He kissed my lips and played with my hair. I leaned into his kiss and closed my eyes, soaking in his essence. I pressed my lips against his harder and pretended that he wanted to stay because he couldn’t stand to be apart from me.
 
“You only want to stay for sex,” I whispered against his lips and he stopped kissing me.
 
“Is that what you think, Sarah?” His eyes looked searchingly into mine and I flinched back in embarrassment and nodded. “I don’t want to stay because I want to have sex with you.” He coughed. “Okay, that is not technically true. I do want to have sex with you tonight but that’s not the only reason I want to stay.”
 
“Why else do you want to stay?” I asked him softly, my voice hopeful.
 
“I don’t know.” He looked at me with a half-smile. “I’ve never wanted to stay with a woman before.”
 
“Maybe it’s because you want to draw comics.”
 
“Maybe.” He studied my face. “I should leave though.”
 
“Ok.” I let go of him disappointed.
 
“I have work to do.” He played with my fingers. “Contracts to read and deals to sign off on.”
 
“Good luck with that.” I smiled.
 
“Or I could stay.”
 
“Well,…”
 
“Oh my gosh, you two, please,” Jane shouted at us from the living room. “I can’t listen to you going on anymore. Stay or don’t stay, whatever. But decide soon. I want to watch a movie.”
 
Harry and I burst out laughing and he whispered into my ear, “I guess Archie is out.”
 
“Whatever.” I flounced back to the living room and smiled to myself as I heard Harry follow me. I was glad he was staying. The only reason I had wanted him to leave was so that I could talk to Jane and ask for her advice. But perhaps I could do that tomorrow instead when he left. What was a few hours? I sat down next to Jane and Harry stood by the couch awkwardly.
 
“So, I think I’m going to stay.”
 
“That’s fine.”
 
“Sarah.” Jane poked me. “I’m not trying to be a bitch guys but take the conversation to your room, please.”
 
“Jane.” I looked at her in shock.
 
“You know you want to.” She grinned at me and pushed me off the couch.
 
“I’ll get you,” I growled at her and grabbed Harry’s arm. “Come on then, have your wicked way with me.”
 
“I…what?” Harry grinned and me and followed me to my room.
 
“I can’t believe Jane just did that.”
 
“I can’t believe any of this.” Harry shook his head. “I feel like I’m in some alternate reality right now. I’ve never met a girl like you before.”
 
“That’s because one doesn’t exist.” I laughed and closed the door behind him. 
 
“You’re really special, Sarah.”
 
“Special good or special bad.”
 
“I don’t know.” He looked at me strangely and all of a sudden, time seemed to stand still. We stood there staring at each other and I giggled nervously. “I’ve never met anyone like you before.”
 
“You told me that already.”
 
“You make me think that I can be whoever I want to be. Do whatever I want to do. Without you judging me.”
 
“You can do whatever you want to anyway.”
 
“You’d think so, right?”
 
“What can’t you do?”
 
“I can’t sing and dance around a room. I can’t go to watch a Disney movie at the theaters. I can’t make bad jokes about watching my girlfriend get hit by a bus.”
 
“You really shouldn’t tell bad jokes like that again, even if you are able to.” I stick my tongue out at him. “Are you telling me you never had a childhood, Harry?”
 
“I had a childhood. I just never had an adult life where I felt I could be me. I’ve always had to be Harry Green, CEO of Zoom Corp. Playboy billionaire.”
 
“What a hard life.”
 
“It’s not a hard life. I love my life. I meet beautiful women. I buy whatever I want. My life is great.” He sighed. “At least I thought it was.”
 
“Thought?”
 
“Now I want to know what it’s like to dance in the rain and sing in a restaurant.”
 
“Are you a good singer or something?”
 
“Huh?”
 
“You keep talking about wanting to sing. Are you sad you can’t audition for ‘American Idol’ or something?”
 
“No.” He smiles at me softly.
 
“It’s not your fault you’re too old.” 
 
“Come here.” He pulls me towards him and grabs my ass.
 
“Hey.” I swat his hands away. “I have an idea,” I say and walk over to my iPod. “What song do you want to sing?”
 
“What?” He looks at me in confusion.
 
“You said you wanted to sing and dance. Let’s sing and dance.”
 
“Just like that?”
 
“Yeah.” I grin. “So what’s the first song you want to listen to?”
 
“Surprise me.”
 
“Okay.” I look through my songs and select some Michael Jackson songs; I mean, everyone knows Michael Jackson. The music starts and I grab his hands. “Let’s dance.” He looked at me oddly and stood there stiffly so I decided to start dancing by myself and grinned as he joined me in belting out “Beat it, just beat it.”
 
We sang for a couple of minutes and fell on the bed in giggles. “You look younger when you laugh.” I told him studying his face. When he laughed the crease lines in his face disappeared and the everyday stress that was apparent in his face was no longer there.
 
“Is that why you get me to laugh so often then?”
 
“Maybe.” 
 
“You know Sarah Smith, I’m most probably going to kick myself for admitting this but I’m very glad that you used your shady ways to become an executive in my company.”
 
“Does that mean I can get my job back?” I asked eagerly.
 
“Well, no.” He laughed and paused. “Though I suppose I can find another position for you.”
 
“That would be great.” I beamed at him.
 
“I’ll think of a more permanent personal position for you.” He smiled at me so tenderly that I thought my heart was going to pop out right then and there. He loves me, I thought to myself. He is going to ask me to marry him. I could barely contain my excitement and happiness and reached out to hug him. “I guess someone’s excited.”
 
“You’re really special to me, Harry Bradley,” I laughed. “I’m just glad you are giving me a chance. After everything.” I wanted to say that I was glad he had decided to give love a chance after Angelica, but I didn’t want him to talk about her again. I was just about fed up with hearing about her and the other women that Harry had been with. I knew it was because I was green with envy but I didn’t want to put myself through the gnawing pain that consumed me when he talked about other women.
 
“Oh, I am?” He pulled me towards him. “How special?”
 
“Special enough to do whatever you want tonight?”
 
“Whoa, I did something right.” His hand cupped my breast and he traced it with his fingers. “Tonight I just want to make love to you.” He stood up and made sure my door was closed and locked before pulling off his shirt and pants. He stood there in a pair of dark grey briefs and I allowed myself to just stare at his gorgeous body. He walked back to the bed and pulled me up and I lifted my arms up as he pulled my top off. And then he undid my bra slowly and just stared at my breasts. I shivered under his stare and poked him in the chest.
 
“Uh hello?” 
 
“Sorry. I was captivated by your body. You are so gorgeous. You do know that, right?”
 
“Yeah right.” I laughed slightly embarrassed and started playing with my hair.
 
“Are you nervous?”
 
“What?”
 
“You always play with your hair when you’re nervous.”
 
“Oh.” I let go of my hair and just stared at his chest. He must really love me if he had noticed one of my telltale signs already.
 
“I think your right breast is slightly bigger than your left breast.” He held them both gingerly in his hands as if he were weighing them.
 
“No, it’s not.”
 
“Yes it is.” He bent his head and took one of my nipples in mouth and sucked on it before letting go and sucking on the other one. Then he stood there and surveyed his handy work. “There we go.” He grinned and pinched my hard nipples so hard that I felt like I was about to come then and there. I grabbed his ass and brought him closer to me and he held a hand up. “Wait.” He then undid my jeans and pulled them down so that I was just standing there in a pair of black lace panties. “Nice.” He stared at my scantily clad pussy and I blushed. “See through, huh? Sexy.” I waited for him take them off but instead he grabbed me and laid me on the bed so that we were both lying there in just our undies. I was about to roll on top of him when he pushed me down and rolled on top of me, crushing my breasts against his chest. I spread my legs instinctively and felt his hard cock pressing against my pussy through his briefs. He started kissing me hard and I ran my hands back and forth on his back as he gyrated into me. I groaned underneath him and squeezed my legs around his hips, wanting to feel him closer. I could feel my panties get wet and all I wanted was to feel him inside of me.
 
“Oh Harry, please,” I moaned as he slipped his tongue into my mouth and his fingers inside my panties so that he could play with my clit. I wriggled against him wanting to feel all of him as close to me as possible. I grabbed his ass and ran my hands underneath his briefs and tugged on his cock. He groaned against me and pulled back a little so that he could pull my panties off as I pulled his briefs down. We flung them to the floor and he adjusted himself so that he was back on top of me again. This time his hard cock was in between my legs and rubbing against my pussy.
 
“Oh shit, Sarah, you are so wet.” He grinned as he fingered me and I closed my eyes as the familiar delicious feeling spread through me once again. I moaned as I felt him withdraw his fingers but soon cried out as he slammed his cock into me. He held my hands and plunged into me harder and deeper with each thrust and I called out his name in ecstasy. “Oh fuck yes, Sarah,” he grunted in my ear as he fucked me. I grabbed his ass and pushed it so that he would enter me even deeper and he moaned with guttural passion. He withdrew from me and I cried out but I soon realized he just wanted to change positions. He positioned me in all fours and then came up behind me so that he could enter me from behind.
 
“Harrrrrry!” I screamed as he started playing with my clit as he plunged in and out of me. I could barely hold it together and collapsed forward onto the bed moaning as I came uncontrollably. He was still fucking me as I came and rolled me over so that I was on top of him. I looked down into his glazed eyes and slid down onto his cock and rode him hard. He gasped as I bounced up and down on him and grabbed my hips and moved them even faster as he came. I lay down next to him and his penis slid out of me. I looked over to see him grinning at me and I smiled at him widely. I was so satiated and happy that I couldn’t stop myself.
 
“I love you, Harry.” I moved over to kiss him and he looked at me in shock with a smile frozen on his lips.
 
“What?” He frowned.
 
“I love you.” My voice was breathless and my heart was beating rapidly.
 
“I don’t know what to say.” He looked like he was angry and I felt light headed. This wasn’t how this was supposed to go. I thought this would be the point when he would tell me he loved me too and wanted to marry me.
 
“I was just joking.” I blinked up at him trying to smile and failing miserably.
 
“I’m sorry, Sarah. I told you—I don’t do love.” He rolled out of the bed and stood up. “I better go.”
 
“Okay.” I stared at him as he gathered his clothes and put them on quickly. This time he was being real. He didn’t want me to want him to stay.
 
“I’ll call you about the flights in a few days.” He looked at me with sadness in his eyes and walked to the door.
 
“Okay.”
 
“Bye Sarah.” He paused. “I have a lot of work to catch up on, you know. It’s best if I get home now to do it.”
 
“I get it.” I closed my eyes, hoping he would just leave. I’d never felt so awful in my life. I heard the door close but when I looked up he was still standing there, staring at me in the bed. He walked back over to me and kissed me on the forehead.
 
“I’m sorry, Sarah. I don’t do love. I don’t want a girlfriend. Or a wife. Or kids.”
 
“Because of Angelica?”
 
“I don’t know.” He sighed. “Yes, I loved her a long time ago. But I can’t blame it on that. Not really. I just don’t see that in my life. I don’t have the time for those things. And I don’t think that it’s worth it to fall in love. People will only disappoint you.”
 
“Yeah.” I looked away from him, hurt beyond words. “Okay.”
 
“I’m sorry, Sarah.” He kissed my forehead again and looked at me with bleak eyes. “You’ll find someone else. Someone better than me.”
 
I ignored him and rolled over and he walked out of the room. I waited for five minutes before I allowed myself to cry. I wanted to make sure he had left the apartment before I allowed the tears to take over. I heard Jane knocking on my door after he left, but I was too distraught to talk to anyone. I didn’t want to talk to anyone.  I just wanted to lie there in my misery and hate Harry Green for all the pain he was putting me through.
 


Chapter 17
 
“Sarah, we need to make a plan,” Jane’s voice was soft as she looked at my miserable face. It had been two days since Harry had left and I hadn’t heard a word from him. I was miserable and heartbroken and embarrassed.
 
“What’s the point? He hates me,” I cried out and turned the channel on the TV. “He’s right. What’s the point of love? It never seems to work out for anyone.”
 
“Sarah, you don’t believe that.”
 
“Look at my parents, look at your parents, look at frigging Brad Pitt and Jennifer Aniston.”
 
“That’s not the whole world, Sarah.”
 
“Name for me one happy couple—that’s not in a movie.”
 
“Sarah, you know there are hundreds, thousands, millions of happy couples.”
 
“Name one.”
 
“The Obama’s.”
 
“That we know.”
 
“We know the Obama’s.” Jane grinned.
 
“That I’ve met in real life. Who knows what they are arguing about behind closed doors?”
 
“Sarah, let’s go get lunch and come up with a plan.”
 
“There is no plan that can fix my life or my heart. I’m a loser. No boyfriend, no job, no money.” I sighed.
 
“Well, you have money.”
 
“I don’t want to touch the money he put in my account.” I frowned. “He hasn’t even called me, Jane.”
 
“It’s your money, Sarah. You earned it.”
 
“Yeah, on my back.”
 
“Sarah!”
 
“It’s true, I’m like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman, only I never got the guy. So you know what that makes me right?”
 
“What?”
 
“A two-bit whore. The unglamorous kind.”
 
“Huh?”
 
“It’s not glamorous to be a hooker if you don’t get the man.”
 
“Sarah, you are not a hooker.”
 
“Not yet.” I sigh dramatically. 
 
“Sarah.” Jane sighs exasperated. “Enough!”
 
“That’s easy for you to say.” I fall to the ground and clutch my heart. “I think I’m dying. Of a broken heart.” I fall flat to the ground and Jane steps over me.
 
“Let me know when you’re alive again.”
 
“Jane.” I jump up. “So much for being my best friend.”
 
“Let’s create a plan, Sarah. Look, you love him. You want to be with him. It’s worth a try, right?”
 
“But he doesn’t love me,” I cry out.
 
“He’s old, Sarah. He’s set in his ways. You can’t just give up at the first no.”
“If I don’t want to be a crazy bitch then yes, yes I do give up.”
 
“If only crazy bitches fight for the men that they love, then maybe you should be a crazy bitch.”
 
“Oh Jane.” I look at her serious face and I laugh. “Okay. What’s your plan?”
 
“We go back to the ‘How To Catch A Billionaire’ plan.”
 
“But I don’t want a billionaire,” I moan. “I want Harry.”
 
“I hate to break this to you, Sarah but Harry’s a billionaire.”
 
“But that’s not why I love him.”
 
“But you have to think that all the other women who have told him that they loved him in the last year were doing so because he was a billionaire. And if not all of them, at least half of them.”
 
“Maybe.” I sighed. I hadn’t thought about that before. I’m sure plenty of women had been trying to get him to commit as well. Just because he was all about being single didn’t mean that the women agreed with him. And I bet there were plenty who were a lot slyer than me.
 
“Not maybe. Definitely. He has most probably had so many women tell him that they love him that he is immune to it.”
 
“Poor Harry,” I say sarcastically.
 
“Really it is. Think about it. How sincere are most of these women? He most probably doesn’t know who he can trust.”
 
“Maybe.” I sigh. “But I’m not like that.”
 
“He doesn’t know that.”
 
“He should if he loves me.”
 
“Maybe he doesn’t know that he loves you.”
 
“Or maybe he doesn’t love me?”
 
“We won’t know until we try the plan.”
 
“Okay Einstein, what’s this great plan?” I sigh.
 
“Yes! I knew you would see the light. Come on.” Jane dragged me to her room and pulled out a book.
 
“Whoa, you’ve actually written stuff down?” I looked at the book as she flipped through the pages.
 
“Of course.” She grinned.
 
“Okay. So what’s the big plan?” I sat down on the chair and waited for Jane to tell me how to win the love of my life’s heart.
 
“Okay. So the first step is to make Harry fall in love with you.” She paused. “Or make him realize that he already loves you.”
 
“Oh yeah. That’s going to be easy.” I rolled my eyes.
 
“There are things we can do.”
 
“Uhm, what things? I already slept with him and that didn’t really help things.”
 
“Well you can go to his office and…”
 
“Oh hell no,” I interrupted her as my phone rang. I looked down and saw that is was Harry. “Shit, it’s Harry. What should I do?” My words came out in a rush and my voice was panicked.
 
“Answer it.” Jane sighed and pointed at the phone and I answered it with my heart beating wildly.
 
“Hello, Sarah Smith’s phone,” I said in a snooty English accent.
 
“Sarah?” Harry’s familiar drawl sounded distant.
 
“This is Sarah’s assistant, uhm, Eugenia Doubtfire.” 
 
“Sarah?” Harry sighed. “Hold on, Sarah.” I heard him place the phone on the table and speak to someone in his office. “Lewis, the Carter contract has got to be sent by courier today. Tell them I’ll accept two billion, nothing less. Also, get the Austrian office on the phone; they need to speak to the minister of finance in Switzerland about the land we are buying there. I’m not going to waste another million in attorney’s fees.”
 
“Yes, Mr. Park.” I heard Lewis’s voice in the background and waited patiently.
 
“Hey.” Harry came back to the phone. “Sarah?”
 
“This is Sarah.” I said in my normal voice. “Eugenia just gave me the phone.”
 
“Uh huh.” Harry paused. “I wanted to make sure we were still on for this weekend.”
 
“What?” My voice was surprised. “You still want me to go?”
 
“You and Jane. Yes, of course.” His voice was dry. “My parents are expecting it.”
 
“Oh ok.” I felt disappointment fill me again. It was all to keep up the pretense for his parents. “Where are we going and for how long?”
 
“Trinidad and Tobago. And for about four days. I may have to pop off to Guyana during that time period though, so you and Jane will be with Lewis and my parents.”
 
“Lewis is coming?”
 
“Yes, of course.”
 
“And I’m still pretending to be your girlfriend?”
 
“If that’s okay?” He paused. “I hope that…”
 
“It’s fine,” I cut him off. “Whatever. It’s all about the money anyway.”
 
“I see.” Harry’s voice sounded angry. “Well, I hope you saw your money deposited in the bank?”
 
“Yeah. I was about to go on a shopping spree right now actually,” I lied.
 
“Maybe you should wait until you get another job before you blow all your money?”
 
“Maybe I’ll just find another John.”
 
“Sarah,” Jane hissed at me.
 
“Anyway, when should we be ready?”
 
“Sarah, we should talk.” Harry’s voice sounded urgent and pained. “I don’t want there to be any uncomfortableness between us.”
 
“When should we be ready?” I ignored his last comment and he sighed.
 
“I’ll pick you both up tomorrow at 6pm. Lewis will be in the car with me.”
 
“Ok, bye.” And with that, I hung up the phone. “I hate him,” I whispered miserably. Jane walked over to me and gave me a hug.
 
“It’ll be okay, Sarah. You’ll see. We’ve got my rules to follow.”
 
I rolled my eyes as she hugged me and sighed. “I don’t even think your book is going to fix this, Jane.”
 
“Just wait and see.” She smiled at me mysteriously. “Let’s just wait and see.”
 


Chapter 18
 
“This is an awful lot of clothes, Jane.” I surveyed all the bags on my bed. “We’re not going for very long.”
 
“Trust me. You need to look your best at every moment. Sexy but sweet. Sultry but standoffish.”
 
“I hope I can pull it off.”
 
“You’re an actress, Sarah. You can pull it off.” She grinned. “Now, do you remember the plan?”
 
I sigh and think. “Be happy. Be friendly. Look sexy. Flirt with other men. Ignore him. Pretend I don’t care. Tease him but be undercover about it.”
 
“Yes.” She beamed. “Good girl.”
 
“Can I ask you something, Jane?” I looked at my best friend curiously. “We’ve been best friends for years. We moved to New York from Florida together for heaven’s sake. And I just want to know where you got all these ideas from. God knows neither of us have been lucky in love before and we certainly haven’t dated any billionaires before.”
 
“So don’t laugh but I watched a bunch of romance movies.” Jane grinned self-consciously. 
 
“Aw Jane. For me?” I gave her a big hug. I knew how much Jane hated rom -coms.
 
“Yeah.” She grinned. “So don’t let me down.”
 
“I won’t. I’ll be a proper damsel in distress. Oh Harry, oh Harry, stop, stop. Hehehe.” I burst out laughing and then sighed. “Okies. Time for me to shower and get ready.” I walked to the bathroom. “Oh and Jane, are you sure about Lewis?”
 
“I’m sure. Maybe I’ll find a handsome stud in Trinidad and Tobago.” Jane smiled. “Now go and make yourself beautiful.”
 
“Yes ma’am.” I laughed and sang as I got into the shower. All of a sudden, I felt excited and felt a surge of adrenaline run through me. This was it. This was make or break time. I was going to make Harry fall in love with me or die trying.
 
***
 
“You look gorgeous, Sarah.” Jane grinned at me as I twirled around. I was wearing a short plaid skirt and a white top and had curled my hair a little bit. Dark eyelashes framed my big blue eyes and my lips were glossy and red. “You look like a hot schoolgirl.”
 
“You don’t think it’s too obvious?” I frowned staring at myself in the mirror. “Like I am trying too hard to look like a sexy schoolgirl.”
 
“Guys are too dumb to figure it out.” Jane laughed. “You look hotter than Britney Spears did in the ‘Hit Me Baby One More Time’ video.
 
“Yay.” I giggled and we made our way downstairs. Harry had called and said he and Lewis were parked and waiting on us. I walked slowly not wanting to trip in the heels I was wearing. I took a deep breath before heading out of the building and Jane squeezed my arm.
 
“You’ll be fine, Sarah.”
 
“Here goes.” I walked to the back of the black Mercedes CLS550 Coupe and waited for Harry to open the boot latch. I stood there studying my nails as he got out of the car and didn’t look up until he said my name.
 
“Hey Sarah.” His voice was soft and I looked up, surprised to see his face so haggard and stressed.
 
“Hey,” I said in a bored voice and casually pushed my shoulders back and stuck my breasts out. I kept my grin to myself as I saw him take in my appearance.
 
“You look beautiful today, Sarah.”
 
“Yeah?” I looked at him nonchalantly and yawned. “Can we hurry this up? It’s cold out here.”
“Yes. Sure.” He grabbed my bag and put it in the back. “Are you okay?” He stared deep into my eyes and I felt myself falling into the blue ocean of his eyes again.
 
“I’m fine.” I smiled sweetly and as I moved away I let my breasts brush against his arm. I heard his reaction in his swift intake of breath and smiled to myself. “Jane, you can put your bags in now,” I called out to my waiting friend.
 
“And you can sit in the front as well if you want.”
 
“Oh that’s okay.” She smiled.
 
“I’d like to see how Lewis is doing,” I said silkily, aware that Harry was watching my every move. “Have a laugh, you know.”
 
“I need to go over some things with you, so perhaps you’ll sit in the front?” Harry’s voice was controlled but his face looked slightly angry. 
 
“I’d rather sit in the back with Lewis.” I smiled at him. “I know he misses his office Barbie.”
 
“You’ll sit in the front,” Harry growled at me angrily.
 
“Okay. Whatever.” I turned around and grinned at Jane and walked to the passenger side and got in the car. “Hey Lewis.” I turned around and greeted my old boss.
 
“Hey.” He grinned at me and looked me over. “Wow, you look hot.”
 
“Thanks.” I grinned as he wolf-whistled at me. “I’m so glad you are coming on this trip as well.”
 
“Yeah. I’m glad to see you.” I paused as Harry and Jane got into the car. “I’m very, very happy. The three of us will have a lot of fun.” I giggled as I spoke and reached back and stroked his leg.
 
“You betcha.” Lewis grinned. He held my hand and stroked my palm with his finger. “I think the three of us could get into a lot of trouble.” He then looked over at Jane and grinned. “I’m Lewis, by the way.”
 
“Jane.” She smiled at him and winked at me.
 
“Sarah, I take it that Lewis knows that we are dating?” Harry interrupted our banter and rested his hand on my leg. “I wouldn’t want him to get the wrong idea about your intentions.”
 
“Well, I think that…” I started angrily.
 
“Harry, I think that Sarah was just being friendly,” Jane interrupted me. “I’m sure Lewis didn’t think we were going to have a threesome.” She laughed nervously.
 
“Or that he could spank me like a naughty schoolgirl tonight?” I turned around and winked at Lewis blatantly and then smiled sweetly as I turned back around and saw Harry glaring at me. “No, I don’t know why he would think that.” I giggled and looked out of the window.
 
“I don’t know what you’re playing at Sarah.” Harry leaned over and whispered in my ear angrily. “But I will not allow you to make me look like a fool.”
 
“You can’t stop me from flirting or sleeping with whomever I want Harry; not if I do it so your parents don’t know.”
 
“You are not going to fuck anyone else,” he hissed.
 
“We’ll see.” I smiled at him sweetly and adjusted my skirt. I felt his hand run up my leg and he pressed his palm against my pussy before allowing his fingers to rub against my clit. I felt my panties grow wet as he played with me and I tried to close my legs to get him to stop.
 
“I don’t think so.” He grinned as he slipped a finger inside of my panties and rubbed my naked clit even harder. “You’re wet enough for me to fuck right here and now. I wonder if I were to dip my head, if you would let me eat you out with your friends in the backseat.”
 
I closed my eyes and gasped as he slipped a finger inside of me and pushed him away. “You asshole,” I hissed at him.
 
“Everything okay?” Lewis sat forward.
“Yeah. I was just helping Sarah with the seatbelt.” Harry leaned back into his seat and smiled at me before licking his fingers. “I wanted to make sure she was comfortable.” He stared at my pussy and grinned. It was as if he knew that my pussy was throbbing and that I felt an immense need to come. “So, who’s ready for us to leave?”
 
“Me!” Jane squealed from the backseat.
 
“Then let’s go.” Harry smiled at her and I felt a twinge of jealousy run through me. What if he fell for Jane instead of me? I clenched my legs and tried to stop my negative thoughts. Harry put the radio on a top 40 station and I peeked at him as he sang along to one of the songs. I never thought I would witness Harry singing a Lady Gaga song. I couldn’t stop myself from laughing as he mumbled along to the words as off-key as could be. “What’s so funny?” he asked me with a grin.
 
“I just never thought I’d see the day when Harry Green would listen to a top 40 station and sing along to the songs.”
 
“People can change.” He smiled at me. “And hey, if I can’t audition for American Idol, I can at least sing in the car.”
 
“Yes, yes you can.” I sat back and forgot the game I was meant to be playing and looked at him as we drove. “I’m excited for the trip. It’s been ages since I’ve been anywhere.”
 
“I’m glad. I hope Eugenia wasn’t too disappointed that she couldn’t come.”
 
“Who?” I asked in confusion and then laughed. “Oh Eugenia Doubtfire.” I spoke in my English accent and Harry laughed at me.
 
“You know there is something you can do.” Harry grinned at me as I shifted in my seat once again.
 
“What are you talking about?” I frowned.
 
“If you’re feeling horny,” he whispered and looked in the backseat. Both Jane and Lewis were listening to their iPods with headphones on so he continued. “If you’re pussy is aching and you need a release, there is something you can do.”
 
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said huffily, while shifting again. My pussy was aching with need and I really wanted to come.
 
“Sure you don’t.” He grinned and reached over and touched in between my legs again. “Your panties are soaked.”
 
“No, they aren’t,” I lied.
 
“Yes, they are.” He slipped his finger inside my panties again and grinned as he ran his fingers up and down. “Your pussy is soaking wet.”
 
“Stop it,” I groaned and pushed his hand away feeling even more frustrated. He withdrew his fingers and grinned at me.
 
“Play with yourself.”
 
“What?” I looked at him aghast.
 
“Play with yourself. And give yourself the release you need.”
 
“We’re driving!”
 
“I don’t mind.” He grinned.
 
“I can’t,” I mumbled.
 
“You can.” He studied my face. “Unless you want me to do it.”
 
“No, thanks.” I glared at him and slipped my hand down my skirt.
 
“No.” He grabbed my hand out of my skirt and lifted the front of my skirt up casually. “Pull your panties down.”
 
“No way.” I looked at him in shock.
 
“I want to see you pleasure yourself properly.” He paused. “Not through your panties.”
 
“No.”
“Yes.” He grabbed the crotch of my panties and yanked on them hard bringing them down my thighs. “Pull them down further, it will be easier.” He paused and stared at my naked pussy. “In fact, just take them off altogether.”
 
“No,” I protested but slid them off and stashed them in my bag, feeling very naughty.
 
“Good girl.”
 
I ignored him and sat back in the seat, and ran my fingers down to my pussy. I closed my eyes and imagined that it was Harry’s fingers that I was feeling rubbing my clit and playing with me. I started wriggling in the seat as I started to feel my orgasm build up and started rubbing my clit harder and harder.
 
“Fuck, that’s hot,” I heard Harry mutter and I grinned to myself as I continued rubbing my pussy. I knew that I was about to come so I started rubbing myself slowly so that I could enjoy the buildup a little bit longer. I gasped as I felt Harry’s fingers joining mine so that we were both rubbing my clit at the same time, only his fingers felt rougher and more aggressive. I kept my eyes closed and pretended I didn’t realize he was also playing with me. I was on the brink of orgasm when he stuck two fingers in me and pulled them in and out.
 
“Oh,” I cried out as he fingered me at the same time I was playing with my clit and I felt myself coming hard onto his hand. I tried to keep my moans as low as possible and when I opened my eyes, I saw Harry staring at me with a grin.
 
“It feels good to get a release, right?” He smiled and withdrew his fingers rubbing my clit as he moved his hand away from my pussy. I pushed my skirt back down and turned away from him. That hadn’t been part of the plan but boy had it felt good. I must have fallen asleep because before I knew it, we were at the airport.
 
***
 
It was late when we arrived in Port au Prince and Harry said that we were going to stay in a hotel there before catching a flight to Tobago the next morning.
 
“I didn’t realize they were two separate islands,” I said in the rental car that we took from the airport to the hotel.
 
“You learn something new everyday, eh?” Harry raised an eyebrow at me and then grinned and pointed back to Jane and Lewis who were animatedly talking about different restaurants in the city. “Seems like they are getting on well.”
 
“Yeah.” I sighed. So much for that part of the plan.
 
“Don’t tell me you’re jealous?” He looked at me with a frown. “Did you really want Lewis?”
 
“What?”
 
“I mean, I have the big bucks, I think your better plan is to try and work me.”
 
“Excuse me?” I grabbed his arm. “What did you just say to me?”
 
“If you’re looking for a man to play, I think I’m the better bet.”
 
“How dare you?” I glared at him.
 
“Look Sarah. A couple of days ago you’re telling me you love me. Now you’re pining over Lewis. Gimme a break. You’re not that great an actress.”
 
“And you’re not that great a lover.” I pulled away from him trembling. It had been a mistake to come on this trip, I thought. And listening to Jane had been a mistake. I was never going to ‘catch a billionaire’. I was never going to get Harry. And at this moment in time, I didn’t even know if I really wanted him.
 
“We’ll see.” We drove in stony silence on the way to the hotel. I stared out of the window and looked at the streets of Trinidad in wonder. There were men standing at the side of the street selling coconut water and they were opening the coconuts with big machetes. There were coconut trees everywhere and many people were walking down the streets.
“It’s so nice and warm here,” I spoke breaking our uncomfortable silence.
 
“I hope you brought your bikini, the beach is going to be gorgeous.” Harry turned and smiled at me. “And sorry.” 
 
“It’s okay.” We shared an intimate smile and I felt warm inside.
 
“That was inappropriate of me.”
 
“It’s fine.” I sighed, mad that Harry was being nice to me again. It made it so much harder to hate him.
 
“You’re a special girl, Sarah.”
 
“Thanks.” Yeah, yeah, yeah, I thought to myself. If I’m so special then why don’t you love me?
 
“I spoke to Angelica two days ago.”
 
“Good for you.” I yawned, not wanting to hear about her again.
 
“She’s getting divorced.”
 
“Oh?” My stomach clenched in fear.
 
“Yeah. She said seeing me reminded her of a lot of different things.” He paused. “It’s funny. I always thought I was the only one who looked back at our relationship.”
 
“Yeah funny,” I mumbled.
 
“She made me realize a lot of things.” His voice was low.
 
“Yeah?”
 
“She made me remember what love means.” His voice was soft and held wonder in it. “That feeling where you would give your life for the person you love.”
 
“Ha.” I turned away from him blinking rapidly.
“Sarah, I finally realized what true love means. It means that you wake and fall asleep thinking about that person, that your day is better when they are in it, that your dreams are more vivid when they are asleep next to you, that your laughs are more sincere when they can share in your smile.”
 
“Well, good for you.” Shut up, I thought.
 
“You know Angelica and I were best friends for a long time as well as boyfriend and girlfriend and when I lost her, I think a part of me closed down.” He paused. “But I realized yesterday that that part of me was opened again.”
 
“Hey, we’re here!” I shouted as we pulled up the hotel. I was excited that we had arrived. Excited that I wouldn’t have to listen to him going on about his love for Angelica. “Jane, Lewis, we’re here.”
 
“Oh cool.” Jane’s face was flushed and she grinned at me. I looked back at her and Lewis suspiciously. It looked like they had been making out. Great, just great, I thought annoyed.
 
“Hey, Jane and I are going to go and get a drink.” Lewis grinned at us and pulled Jane with him as soon as we walked into the lobby.
 
“That’s fine. Sarah and I will meet up with my parents.” Harry nodded at them. “You guys can check in whenever, everything’s paid for already.”
 
I watched as they walked away and stood there next to Harry as he got the room keys.
 
“I hope you don’t mind that we are together.” He looked at me anxiously. “I know it was a lot to assume but I didn’t want my parents to be suspicious.”
 
“It’s fine,” I mumbled. “As long as Angelica doesn’t mind,” I said under my breath.
 
“What’s that?” He frowned at me.
 
“Nothing.” I walked towards the elevators and smiled at all the tourists who were walking around and laughing. Their happiness was infectious and I found myself relaxing again.
 
“It’s nice here, right?” Harry smiled at me anxiously.
 
“Yeah.”
 
“No, yeah mon.”
 
“No, mon.” I grinned at him, unable to help myself.
 
“I thought we’d join my parents for dinner and drinks, is that okay?”
 
“Yeah, I better change though.”
 
“Aw.” He grinned. “I quite liked the idea of dinner with a naughty schoolgirl.”
 
“I bet you did.” I flounced ahead of him and gasped as he ran up and wrapped his arm around my waist.
 
“You know what else I thought about?” He grinned as we got into the elevator.
 
“No, what?” I turned around to look at him and he pulled me towards him and pushed me forward lifting the back of my skirt up. Within seconds, I heard him unzip his pants and felt him ease his cock into me. “Oh my,” I groaned as he slid in and out of me and his hands reached up and cupped my breasts.
 
“I’ve wanted to fuck you since the car,” he groaned and we both paused when the elevator stopped. “Stand up straight.” I stood up quickly and Harry kept his cock in between my legs. An older couple got in the elevator and I tried not to look at them as I blushed. I could feel Harry’s cock rubbing against my clit and all I wanted was to feel him inside of me again.
 
“This is us, Gerald.” The older lady pushed her husband out of the elevator and as soon as they got out, Harry pushed me forward again and pushed his cock into my eager pussy lips.
 
“You are so wet,” Harry grunted as he fucked me and I shuddered as he dove into me deeper and deeper. We got to our level and he reluctantly pulled out of me and we walked out of the elevator. “Walk faster.” He grabbed my arm and pulled me to our room. I gasped as he opened the door; it was beautiful and full of big bright colors. 
 
“Oh I love it!” I exclaimed and he grunted and pushed me down on the edge of the bed before unzipping his pants again. He pulled me so that my ass was on the edge of the bed and then he lifted my legs up over his shoulders and plunged into me again. I came as soon as the tip of his cock entered me and I closed my eyes as waves of pleasure ran through me.
 
“Open your eyes,” he commanded me as he slammed into me and he stared down at me as I shuddered with desire and passion as he slid his long cock in and out of me.
 
“Ooh!” I screamed feeling another orgasm building up in me.
 
“Say my name, Sarah,” he groaned as his cock started throbbing inside of me and he started plunging into me harder and harder, so that his balls were slapping my pussy.
 
“Oh Harry, don’t stop!” I screamed and he grabbed my hands as he came spurting into me. After about a minute, his cock stopped throbbing and slid out of my wet pussy. He collapsed on the bed next to me and kissed me.
 
“You’re like a drug to me, Sarah. I just can’t quit you,” he moaned and kissed me hard.
 
I kissed him back and closed my eyes, wondering if he would expect me to be available to him once he got back together with Angelica. “Are you able to get up and go to dinner tonight?” He sat up and grinned at me. “Or have I tired you out?”
 
“I’m fine.” I yawned. “Well, I should be fine.”
 
“Great.” He went to the bathroom and I quickly found a pair of clean panties and slacks to put on. I was brushing my hair when he came out. “You look beautiful.”
 
“You don’t have to say that.” I smiled self-consciously, long forgetting the plan Jane had created for me to win his heart.
“It’s true.” He pulled me towards him and breathed in. “Hmm, you smell like sex.”
 
“Oh no,” I groaned. “I should change.”
 
“No, it’s fine.” He smiled at me.
 
“What are your parents going to think?”
 
“It’s okay. I don’t care what they think. After speaking to Angelica, I realized I was wrong for doing this charade. The plan has changed.”
 
“Oh?” I tried to look happy but inside I felt depressed.
 
“Yes, I don’t want us to pretend anymore. I want to be real from here on out. My parents have to respect who I love no matter what.”
 
“Oh ok.” My voice sounded glum, even to myself, but Harry didn’t seem to notice.
 
“Let’s go.” He grabbed my hand and we walked out of the room. “Hold on a second.” He ran back into the room and I saw him stuff something into his pocket as he walked back out of the door. “My parents are waiting in the restaurant.”
 
“Okay.” I walked behind him and tried to not feel bad for myself. This was it. It was over. The charade was done. I stood next to Harry in the elevator and thought back to our very first meeting. “Do you remember our first meeting?” I grinned at Harry.
 
“How could I forget?” He grinned. “The young hot blonde telling me it was none of my business where she was going in my company.”
 
“And then I pretended I was good friends with the CEO.”
 
“Whose name you didn’t even know.” He grinned.
 
“Who turned out to be you.” I laughed. “Mr. Bradley.”
 
“Well, I had to see how far you would go with your lies.” He smiled.
 
“I was so scared that you would tell Lewis and I’d get fired.” I laughed. “I should have been more concerned at the lies I was telling you.”
 
“Oh my Sarah.” He laughed with me and we walked out of the elevator arm-in-arm. I beamed up at him and realized that no matter what, I was happy for him. I was happy that he’d found love with someone. Even if it wasn’t me. At least I knew he would be happy. And that was good enough for me.
 
“Sarah, Harry.” Mrs. Green came running up to us and gave me a huge hug and kiss on the cheek. “I’m so happy to see you both.” She grinned at me and then hugged her son. 
 
“Sarah, you are looking beautiful.” Mr. Green hugged me and I smiled at him trying to hide my pity. What must it be like to be married to someone who loved the butler? That was only with you because you were the rich one? That made me sad for the both of them. They were both such nice people.
 
“What’s wrong, Sarah?” Mrs. Green looked at me with a frown. “You look sad.”
 
“Oh, I’m fine.” I smiled at her. “I was just thinking about life.”
 
“Are you still thinking about Laurie and Jo?” She smiled at me warmly.
 
“No.” I paused. “I get it now. There are many types of love. And sometimes settling for friends is better than nothing at all.”
 
“Wise woman.” She nodded. “Not many people understand that.”
 
“Can I ask you something?” I asked her bravely as Harry chatted to his dad about some business deal.
 
“Of course, dear.”
 
“Is it hard seeing John the butler every day when you are married to Mr. Green?”
 
“No, not really. Why?” She smiled at me confused.
 
“Harry told me about you and him being in love and you only being with his dad because of the money.”
 
“What are you talking about, my dear?” She looked at me puzzled.
 
“Harry heard you and John speaking.”
 
“He heard what? Oh. Oh. Oh dear.” Mrs. Green sighed. “Yes, John and I dated years ago but I fell in love with my husband and left him. Harry most probably heard me telling John that I would always love him as my friend and that I was so lucky to have him in my life. Oh dear.” She sighed. “This explains a lot.”
 
I looked at her in shock. “Oh wow, so he misunderstood?”
 
“Yes, he did. As he does reguarly. Harry doesn’t always think through everything before he acts—he’s a bit hotheaded.” She laughed. “But you can help take care of that.”
 
“Oh, I don’t know,” I started.
 
“I can see how in love you two are, it makes me very happy to see a woman like you adore my son.”
 
“Yes, I do adore him.” I sighed and looked at him laughing with his dad, his blue eyes sparkling.
 
“Shall we eat?” She linked arms with me and the four of us sat down at the table.
 
“A penny for your thoughts,” Harry whispered in my ear after we ordered a dish called saltfish.
 
“I was just thinking how beautiful it is here.” I gazed out at the pool and the coconut trees surrounding it. “It’s so peaceful.”
 
“A lot different from New York, huh?”
 
“Yes,” I murmured. “It’s like another world.”
 
“Being with you is liking being in another world.” Harry smiled at me tenderly.
 
“Is this the part where you want me to contact someone?” I joked. “Is it time for me to be a medium?”
 
“If you want.” He laughed.
 
“Yeah right. Your parents would think I’m crazy if I started channeling someone.” I grinned at him.
 
“I don’t care.”
 
“Yeah right.”
 
“Go ahead and see.” He winked at me.
 
“Ok.” I closed my eyes and starting humming loudly. “Uhm, uhm, uhm,” I sang out loudly and opened my eyes. Mr. and Mrs. Green were staring at me in surprise and I rolled my eyeballs. “I am looking for Rasta Ma Farian,” I spoke with a Jamaican accent, hoping that they wouldn’t notice it was different to the Trinidadian accent.
 
“Sorry what, Sarah?” Mr. Green leaned towards me with a frown.
 
“I am looking for Rasta Farian lala,” I sang again and Harry poked me.
 
“Excuse me, I thought you said Rasta Ma Farian before?”
 
“What?” I tried not to glare at him.
 
“Are you looking for Rasta Ma Farian or Rasta Farian lala?” He grinned.
 
“What’s going on here, Harry?” Mrs. Green looked at us puzzled.
 
“Sarah’s just practicing her acting.” Harry laughed.
 
“No, I am not. I’m channeling someone,” I interrupted in my own voice. “Oops.”
 
“Oh good job, dear.” Mrs. Green smiled at me.
 
“Thanks.” I glared at Harry.
 
“This is good a time as any, I think.” Harry grinned and cleared his throat. “I wanted to do this with my parents present because I think they thought this day would never come.” He paused and I looked at him in confusion. “Sarah Smith, I’ve never met a woman more quirky, kooky, or annoying. I’ve never met a woman so comfortable in her own skin, who makes me laugh, cry and frown.”
 
I felt my heart beating fast. Oh shit, I thought. He’s doing his fake proposal. He wants us to break up now, so he can go back to his true love Angelica. My mind blanked on the rest of his words as I tried not to cry and then he pulled the ring out of his pocket. And it was beautiful. A huge princess cut diamond with platinum gold. I loved it and I wanted to cry.
 
“Sarah Smith, will you do me the honor of marrying me?” Harry beamed at me and I burst into tears.
 
“No.” I jumped up and looked at his parents’ shocked faces. “No, no, no. It’s over,” I cried out and ran away from the table in tears. I looked back and saw the shock in Harry’s face and I thought to myself that maybe he was the one who should be an actor. He could certainly give me a run for my money. He played the devastated lover part well. I ran through the lobby of the hotel and waited by the elevator, unsure of where to go. I stood there crying and I felt his presence before he said a word.
 
“Sarah?” His tone was gentle and confused. “I think we need to talk.”
 
I looked up and saw Harry standing there with a concerned and loving look on his face. He looked manly and I just wanted him to hold me close to him.
 
“I have nothing to say.” I bit my lip. “I did what you wanted me to.”
 
“What?” He looked at me like I was crazy. “How did you just do what I wanted you to?”
 
“You wanted me to say no, so you could play the devastated boyfriend,” I cried out. “Well, now you can. And now you can run to Angelica’s arms.”
 
“Angelica?” He frowned. “Why would I run to her arms?”
 
“Because you love her,” I spat out in tears.
 
“Wait, what?” Harry stared down and me and then hit his hand to his forehead. “Oh my. Oh Sarah. You’ve got it all wrong.” He pulled me into his arms. “It’s you I love, you dope.”
 
“Wait, what?” I looked up at him through wet eyes. “You what?”
 
“Come, let’s go sit down.” He grabbed my hand and we went and sat next to the pool. “Oh Sarah!” He kissed me on the lips and I stared back at him in shock. “I love you, Sarah.”
 
“You do?” I frowned. “But you left me when I told you I loved you.”
 
He sighed and kissed my head. “Forgive me for that, my love.” He held my hands and stared into my eyes. “That night when we came back from my parents’, I didn’t want to leave you. I didn’t want to go back to my empty house. And then we made love and you smiled at me so sweetly and tenderly and you told me you loved me and I panicked.”
 
“Why?” I whispered, barely believing the words that were coming out of his mouth.
 
“Because I didn’t believe that a person as kind, and funny and beautiful as you could fall for me. I didn’t believe that I could be so lucky as to have found a forever love.”
 
“A forever love?” I smiled at him shyly.
 
“Yes, a forever love.” He gazed into my eyes. “A love like ours transcends time, it transcends life itself. A love like ours can be felt in the heavens. It makes the angels laugh and the devils cry. It makes the thunders roar and the rain weep. It makes the sun’s rays warm and the snowflakes melt. A love like ours is something that people search a lifetime for but never ever get. A love like ours is worth giving your life for.”
 
“Don’t give your life away.” I smiled at him breathless.
 
“Tell me Sarah. I need to hear the words,” he pleaded with me, grasping my hands to his heart.
 
“I love you, Harry Bradley Green.” I laughed with happiness. “I love you more than the stars in the sky, more than the fish in the ocean, more than the billions you have in the bank.”
 
“I know.” He grinned down at me and kissed me softly. “I know.”
 
“I thought you didn’t believe in love?”
 
“Angelica made me realize…” He started and I sighed.
 
“Angelica again? Can I never stop hearing about this woman?”
 
“Don’t you understand, Sarah? When she called me to ask for my advice as an old friend, I realized that what I felt for her when we were younger paled in comparison to what I feel for you. You are part of my soul, Sarah. You are part of me.”
 
I stared at him in amazement, wondering if I was dreaming.
 
“Everything I have is yours. I don’t want to be me without you.” He pulled me up and twirled me around. “I want to dance to no music, I want to sing along to crappy top 40 songs, talk to ghosts in restaurants, be a Prince from France and a Sultan from Bahrain.”
 
“You do?” I laughed up at him.
 
“No, not really.” He laughed as he picked me up. “All I really want is for you to tell me you will marry me and love me forever.”
 
“Oh Harry, I love you. I love you. Of course, I’ll marry you,” I cried out in happiness. He put me down and pulled me towards him and held me tight.
 
“I’m never going to let you go, Sarah Smith, never.” He stared at me with such intensity that I felt like my insides were going to burst with happiness.
 
“Not even when I go to the toilet?” I inquired smirking at him.
 
“Only you would say something like that, in a moment like this.” He laughed. “And that’s why I love you so much.”
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