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        Hello Gorgeous,

      

        

      
        Mr Delicious is a steamy, sexy mid length read I hope you’ll enjoy.

        Happy reading.

        Hugs and love,

        Khardine Gray

        Xx

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Who would say no to this guy …

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m just a guy who wants to take you to Paris on a date. Is that really so strange?” 

      Those were the words AJ said to me as I stood in front of him contemplating this crazy idea of his. 

      Could I do it? 

      Just forget everything and fly off to Paris with a truly delicious, gorgeous, billionaire I barely knew?

      God knew I’d been through hell after my cheating ex stole all my money and left me up to my lashes in debt. 

      

      Mr Delicious.

      That's what I'd called him. 

      The name seemed fitting as the man was all kinds of gorgeous with his GQ looks and sexy smile. 

      The promise of wild sexual fun I won’t forget lurks in his eyes, along with sinful temptation I can’t resist.

      Everything he’s done so far is perfect. Everything. 

      Why would going to Paris be any different...
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        * * *

      

      I screamed from the depths of my soul and smashed the baseball bat down hard on the hood of Billy’s Range Rover.

      I hit the damn thing so hard the bat cracked as it made a nice little dent in the supposed gift he’d gotten from work.

      Lies, all lies.

      He didn’t get the stupid truck from work. He bought it with my hard-earned money.

      “No, stop!” Billy’s mortified cry rang out as I slammed the bat down repeatedly. “Wren stop, please don’t.” He rushed over to me in the driveway as I went ahead with my damage, taking all my frustration out on his most beloved possession.

      He was about to grab me, but I jumped back and waved the bat around like a crazy person, aiming it right at him. The warning made him stop in his tracks, eyes wide with shock, nostrils flared, and skin blazing red. Even his mustache twitched.

      He knew I would do it.

      Hit him.

      Yes.

      I would hit him.

      I could see my fucking piece of shit of a boyfriend  knew I was furious enough to land the bat right across his face, not just on his precious Range Rover. Not that he’d seen me behave like this before, but he knew the situation called for it.

      “Leave!” I screamed.

      “Wren please. I can explain.” He stuttered taking a step toward me.

      I held the bat higher, daring him, and he stopped again. “You lying, cheating asshole!”

      “Please, don’t kick me out. I have nowhere to go.”

      “Get out, or I swear I’ll beat the shit out of you.”

      The shit he’d put me through more than called for me to beat him. I was a woman who’d reached her breaking point.

      His clothes that were spread out over the front lawn spoke in droves. I wanted him out. Gone.

      It was unlike me; completely out of my character to behave like a mad woman. Throwing clothes out the window, screaming and hollering for the whole street to hear was so unlike me.

      I didn’t do things like that.

      I hated drama.

      I tried to do good and to be a good person. In fact, I would say I went out of my way to make sure I did one good deed a day. The last person to offend anyone was me because I was always considerate of others feelings; even when they were horrible to me.

      I, most certainly would never have gotten mad enough to take a baseball bat as my intended weapon with the intent to destroy Billy’s Range Rover and beat the ever-living shit out of him.

      “You have five minutes to get your things and go. And puh-lease take that…woman with you.” I pointed at the skank sitting on our front porch swing chewing gum and blowing bubbles.

      “Don’t want him,” the woman called back. “Gladly watch you beat him though.”

      The evening had kicked off with her.

      I came home after a long, exhausting day at the coffeehouse. My bed was calling to me. Exhausted was actually too meagre a word to describe how I felt. Three of my waitresses hadn’t turned up, and I had to do everything. Monday’s were always busy and being so close to the L in Chicago meant I had periods throughout the day when I was completely overrun with customers.

      Billy was sitting on the sofa watching TV and hadn’t so much as acknowledged my presence when I got in. Then the doorbell rang, announcing her arrival.

      When I opened the door, the woman practically shoved a folder full of pictures in my face—pictures of Billy and other women in the most intimate positions. Apparently, he broke the skank’s heart, and she’d been on a hunt for him for weeks. Gathering evidence and following the trail that led her to us, and this evening.

      In her folder was everything, everything that exposed the lie he was for me.

      Joining the pictures were documented details which showed that while I was at work, Billy would come back during the day with prostitutes and escorts; women of all sorts.

      It was all there for me to see on a booking sheet from Hogan’s whore’s. Our address and the times he’d booked the women.

      Unknown to me Billy was into BDSM, though his taste was more of the sado-masochist variety and hired all manner of people to come to the house to have wild sex parties every time I was away visiting my family.

      That was bad, and truly shocked me, but…What was worse, what sent me right over the edge and to this point where I thought I could kill him, was she ratted him out on his lie about the severity of his leg injury.

      He’d fallen over at work last year, injuring his leg. Little did I know was the doctors gave him clearance eight months ago, so he’d been lying  since then that his fucking leg was still bad. He even made a show of walking with a limp.

      The asshole… the evil, evil asshole. He lied. There was nothing wrong with his leg. He was fine. The whole ‘my insurance won’t cover it story,’ was a fucking lie.

      The skank showed me pictures of him snowboarding and surfing.

      And his beloved Range Rover… I got to see exactly how much he paid for it. The skank took a picture of the receipt.

      One hundred thousand and nine hundred dollars!

      One hundred thousand and nine hundred dollars of my money. Mine.

      What a fool I was!

      I played the fool.

      It was my fault for being so trusting and compassionate.

      I’d taken out a host of loans to pay for his non-existent medical treatment and physiotherapy. God, I took a secure loan out on the house.

      I couldn’t believe I’d done that.

      My house, my home. Left to me by my aunt so I would have a start in life.

      Now I knew his sex addiction was where all our money went. All my money.

      All the neighbors had now gathered by their doorways to witness the spectacle. I chanced a glance at them.

      Did they know? Did they know what Billy had gotten up to?

      Wild sex parties, and women of all sorts going in and out of the house—my house— would have definitely attracted some attention.

      I looked back to Billy. He’d ruined everything. I was pissed at the situation, yes, but more so enraged at myself. I got myself into this mess, and all for a man I didn’t love.

      I just stayed with him for the sake of finances. His lame ass part time job at the used car dealership helped.

      Two paying the bills was better than one.

      But did I think that would be okay forever?

      “Wren please. Let’s go inside and talk.” He took that step again.

      “Billy, just go.” I lashed out, glowering at him. “I mean it.”

      I would try to bridle my rage only for a few seconds more, just so he could get out of my face. I couldn’t allow him to turn me into a criminal too. If I did hit him, I’d probably kill him with my bad luck, and end up in one of those women’s correctional facilities you see on TV, wearing orange for the rest of my life.

      “Wren think about this. It’s a mistake. A simple mistake.”

      “Billy are you completely crazy?” I glowered at him.

      He was talking like he really did just make one mistake.

      “Wren, if you could stop being such a bitch –”

      Bitch? Me?

      Oh no, no, no.

      I didn’t let him finish. I swung and landed the bat down again on the hood of  his Rover and swung it across the wing mirror which flew off and smashed on impact. I hated when people called me that.

      I wasn’t a bitch, but hey I’ll be one if that’s what he wanted.

      “Jesus Christ! Stop!” He wailed.

      Stop? Like hell. I wacked the hood again then rushed him, bat held high.

      He screamed and ran around the car.

      “Get the fuck out, you lying, cheating son of a bitch!” I howled, loud and feral. “Get the fuck out and don’t come back!”

      That bad leg of his worked pretty damn good allowing him to get into the Rover safely.

      I jumped back out of the way as the vehicle lunged forward and tore down the drive into the street. Tires screeching.

      The skank got up from the swing and made her way down the steps. “I can help you clean up if you want,” she offered, blowing out a massive pink bubble. Her dirty blonde hair smelled of cigarettes and beer. A horrible combination that made me sick.

      “No,” I told her. I didn’t want anyone around me right now, least of all her.

      The skank shrugged, not caring, then set off in the opposite direction of where Billy had driven, heels clicking along the pavement.

      With my whole body tense, head pounding, and heart galloping I walked back inside the house.

      I got as far as the kitchen before my legs caved and I sank down to the floor in floods of tears as it all hit me.

      Everything hit me. My skin tingled like it was on fire and my head throbbed like it was going to explode.

      What a fucking mess. How was I supposed to pay for anything now?

      The debt. It was going to kill me. It would end me and everything I had worked so hard to get.

      I’d taken two loans out for Billy when we first got together and the secured loan on the house. That was for his debt. He gave me this sob story about using all he had to help his friend while they were going through post-cancer treatment.

      Was that a lie too?

      Jesus Christ.

      I was so stupid and trusting that I couldn’t see what he was trying to do to me.

      Hook up with a chick who had her own place and could take care of him, so he could fund his unsavory habits.

      What was wrong with me? Why hadn’t I seen this coming?

      I had sensed he was cheating for some time, but I didn’t want to believe it. I couldn’t imagine he would do that to me after I’d done so much for him.

      But then, were we even a couple? Sure, we’d lived together for the last three years. But the love had gone from our relationship long ago. I’d say since last year, at our two-year mark.

      By the time I realized it, I was already in too deep with the loans and debt. In too deep and trapped because I knew if I ended it I’d struggle to pay it all.

      Billy was currently paying half of those loans. I’d generously paid the other half while he was working part time.

      Part time my ass. Had he lied to work too? Must have to get all that time off.

      Then there was the grand business loan I got for the coffeehouse.

      Throwing Billy out was going to really blow me out of the water because as reality crept back in my brain started calculating, adding up my deficits. Throwing Billy out meant he’d have to use what he had to find somewhere to live.

      That meant I’d have to pay for everything and right now I was barely managing.

      The coffeehouse was doing good, but the money I made was just enough to pay the business loan and other loans, run the business and pay the staff, when they turned up. I rarely had a month nowadays when I made a profit.

      Money in, money out.

      All I needed was one more year and the loan on the coffeehouse would be paid off.

      That wasn’t going to happen now.

      The only thing I ever had of value was the house. What an idiot I was to put my home under such risk.

      Anything else, but not my house.

      Aunt Rena knew what my parents were like and she made sure, before she died, I’d have everything I needed to do what I wanted to do. She made sure I could have my dreams and achieve them the way I wanted.

      Home first, and twenty-five grand to put towards the deposit to set up my business. She knew I wanted to be in the city. Somewhere, where people would see me, and know me far and wide.

      We were both the odd one’s out in the family, but that didn’t matter because we understood each other.

      She did so much for me and I was going to lose it all for one stupid mistake.

      The tears came in full force, reality weighing down on my shoulders.

      What a mess, what a fucking mess.

      Get rid of Billy, yes. But, what in the hell was I going to do now?
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        * * *

      

      “No,” I said again for the fifth time.

      “Why are you being such a dick?” Marc winced.

      “Me a dick? Well if I’m a dick, you’re a fucking asshole.”

      “No need to get testy.”

      We’d been on the phone since I left my apartment. Instead of driving like I normally did, I walked.

      I walked for the pure reason of wanting to talk it out without the risk of getting so mad I’d end up crashing my car.

      Marc might be my older brother, but he was shady as shit and only seemed to get worse as the years went by.

      “The offer is too good to refuse.” Marc pointed out, with an exasperated sigh, making it sound like I was being difficult. “A billion dollars for Jordin Estates. That’s more than it’s worth.”

      “Money isn’t everything you prick.”

      The asshole knew I was well aware of the net worth of Jordin Estates.

      He also knew I couldn’t be like him and disregard what selling the place would mean to the people who already lived there.

      Jordin Estates had been around since the early days when my great-great-grandfather first set up shop as a property developer. Coming straight from France in the 1920’s, he started out by purchasing a shop he later turned into a supermarket, then he bought some land which he then built houses on. And thus came the start of our empire.

      That’s what we did. My family was into real estate and property development all over the world. I’d fallen into it as expected, as did Marc. But, it was me who had all the ideas. “Hot Headed” was what Marc called me. A result of the spontaneously, totally impulsive badass ideas I’d come up with sometimes.

      The most recent crazy idea I’d come up with was land swapping. Similar to house swapping, but so much more.

      My recent conquest was a ten-acre farm in Ohio for a château in Switzerland. Crazy, but it worked, and we made a substantial profit from it. All depended on what the clients valued.

      Jordin Enterprises was a world class company that people knew and loved.

      Jordin Estates was part of that. The complex held twenty-two apartments that were all occupied. People had grown up there and lived there all their lives. There was a school nearby, which we owned and a shopping centre, which we also owned.

      Two weeks ago, Dad was approached by a tycoon from Texas about the place, who offered us a billion dollars.

      My father was the head of Jordin Enterprises, but that complex had been specifically willed to Marc and me from our grandfather, meaning if I didn’t want to sign it wasn’t going to sell.

      “Adam, this is crazy. Don’t tell me you’re going to miss an opportunity because of some lowlifes.”

      “They aren’t lowlifes. They offered to buy the place from us.” I hated when he talked about people as though he could choose who mattered and who didn’t.

      Those lowlifes he was talking about were people who paid their rent to our company without fail for decades. They were our tenants. When Marc went behind my back and issued them a notice of intention to sell the other week, they got together, nominated a representative, and came to me with the proposition to buy their homes.

      That was more along the lines of the right thing to do.

      I stopped by a lamp post.

      The coffeehouse was just down the block. I wanted to wrap this up before I got inside. Talking like this, like I really was a prick was not how I wanted to start my morning, and I didn’t want to be one of those people who argued on the phone in public.

      Okay that might be a bit contradictory since I was walking down a busy road downtown near the L, and any passersby could hear me.

      It was just the coffeehouse I was worried about.

      Or, rather the woman inside the coffee house.

      Wren.

      I liked her name and liked the woman she was even more.

      She held a beauty that was rare. One that came from inside.

      I must have lost my mind officially because I didn’t know who else went to get coffee every day for the last two and a half years just so they could catch a glimpse, or sometimes be served, by a woman they couldn’t have.

      Me. That’s who.

      Ridiculous.

      Marc was saying something, but I didn’t hear him.

      “Adam are you listening to me?”

      “No, fuck, I’m not. And I’m not signing. We need to talk about this properly.”

      “Thanks a lot, little bro.” Sarcasm rippled in his tone. “I guess you’re going to go all valiant on me too with the Rosewood project.”

      I rolled my eyes even though he couldn’t see me.

      “Unbelievable.” I frowned.

      That was another shady as shit deal. Marc wanted me to take Taylor Dean out to dinner, and by dinner he meant “seduce and sleep with”. Except I doubted I would have to do much work since the woman had her eye on me.

      The billion-dollar heiress had the plot to a resort in the Hamptons Marc wanted.

      “Come on Adam. Don’t act like you’re some fucking saint and jump on your high horse. I would do it, but she likes you.” Said my brother, who’d been married for ten years to a wonderful woman who’d given him two beautiful little girls.

      Fucking bastard cheated on her every chance he got. He was just like Dad.

      I hung up before he could say another word and stuffed the phone in my back pocket.

      Enough.

      I took a deep breath and continued walking, the coffeehouse was about a minute away. I’d walked for an hour. Not what I banked on doing after a two-hour session at the gym at the crack of dawn.

      I was going to stick to my guns and not sign anything. In fact, I was going to work from home today and keep my phone on divert to Pamela, my trusted secretary. She’d understand.

      I couldn’t risk going in and having Marc continue being an irritating ass about this.

      Jordin Enterprises would just have to miss one of its key members today. It may be missing one of its key members for good if Marc continued behaving the way he did.

      I’d started to work for the company straight out of college. I went to Princeton just like every other male Jordin, past and present.

      I’d never had a problem following tradition since I loved working for the company. But things changed after my grandfather’s death.

      My dad took over and suddenly the company lost the virtue it once stood for.

      It was sad to see it disintegrate before my eyes.

      I sighed and pulled in a deep breath to clear my head. No way was I going to allow my prick of a brother to ruin my day. I had other things to focus on today that needed my attention.

      Pumpkin spice tickled my nose as I pushed the door to the coffeehouse open and went inside.

      It immediately calmed me, even though my usual spot had been claimed. I would have normally been here half an hour ago, so it was understandable.

      My spot of comfort which gave me an unobstructed view of my object of affection was taken up by a young mother who looked to be in her early twenties and her toddler. A boy who was drawing on a piece of white paper while she tapped away on her phone.

      Selene, one of the waitresses who was always trying to get my attention flashed her pearly whites at me, and pushed out her tits a little more. Making a show of the recent work she’d had done.

      Not that I set out to look, but it was hard not to notice when I constantly had her breasts shoved in my face daily.

      I noticed three days ago she’d gone up at least two cup sizes.

      I took a seat by the window, opened my laptop so I could pretend to be busy, and hoped it would deter her if I looked like I was working. Usually I’d answer a few pressing emails that would have come through in the night. Then I would read the morning news.

      The shushing of the coffee machines sounded along with the clanking of cups and plates as I shuffled into the booth.

      I looked around for Wren. She’d be here first thing to greet her customers, and then she’d make the first batch of coffee with those magical fingers.

      First pot always tasted the best. The other guys made the coffee any old way, without heart.

      Wren always made the first batch of cookies too. I looked like a man who never saw sugar in his life, but I’d brake my strict health rules for one of her cookies. I always took a chocolate chip and cinnamon cookie for the road every day.

      Chocolate chip and cinnamon cookies were only available here. As with everything else that woman thought up.

      Marc was right about one thing. I wasn’t a saint.

      I wanted that woman. Not just for the magical pastries, but for her.

      If she were mine I’d spoil her rotten, and I wouldn’t have her working so hard.

      The poor angel worked every day of the week. I knew that because except for when I was away travelling for business or pleasure, I was here.

      It was routine for me to start my day here.

      Maybe I was crazy indeed. And since she wasn’t mine I needed to stop thinking about her.

      I needed someone like her. Beautiful and sexy, with that heart warmth.

      All traits that idiot of a boyfriend she had didn’t deserve. I was biased though, so…  in my world no one deserved her, not even me.

      It was nice though when she looked at me it was always with interest, like there could be something. Like she wanted there to be something.

      She wasn’t a cheater though, and neither was I.

      My interest in her ran deeper still, more than she’d ever know.

      Selene came up to me with my usual. Rich black Columbian coffee, no sugar and a lightly toasted cinnamon bagel.

      Pretty girl. I probably would have gone for her a few years back, before I stepped away from the billionaire bad boy image. Most said I was still like that, but I begged to differ.

      Selene gave me a once over as she set the plate with the bagel down on the table.  But she kept hold of the coffee and twirled the ends of her blonde ponytail around her thumb. Bright blue eyes trained on me.

      “I always feel like I should ask you if you want something else.” She stated, smile widening.

      “The usual is fine thanks.” Jesus, the look of seduction she was giving me was through the roof sexy.

      “You sure? Wren has a special going on her sugar buns.”

      It was the way she said sugar buns. Slow and sexy, her blue gaze darkening with desire.

      “I’ll just have my usual cookie for the road if there’s any.”

      “Oh God, I’m sorry. The one thing you ask for and we don’t have. Boss isn’t here yet. Only she makes those.” The smile receded into a little lopsided grin.

      “Where is she?”

      “Not sure. I could try to make you something.” When she leaned forward to rest the coffee on the table I got a good view of her left breast. Nipple and all as intended.

      But just then the door opened and something more desirable stole my mind.

      Wren rushed in and headed straight over to her friend, Stella.

      She looked upset, and her usual put together appearance looked disheveled.

      My heart stilled when I noticed the tears running down her cheeks.

      All the time I’d known her I’d never seen anything but a smile on her beautiful face.

      Today was…

      What the hell could have happened to her?

      I would have asked if I’d said more than a hello to her over the whole time I’d been coming here.

      Since we didn’t know each other like that, all I could do was watch.
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      You know what went well with red blotchy eyes? Red lipstick.

      Not.

      Turned out neither did any of the make up in my bag. My foundation seemed too pink, my concealer too yellow and my powder too pale. Ghost pale.

      Suddenly nothing worked for me. The same products I wore everyday had turned on me.

      I cried for most of the night, fell asleep like that, and woke up late with tears in my eyes.

      I didn’t get the chance to go outside and clean up the clothes on the lawn. I would have opted for staying in, but I couldn’t afford the luxury of making things worse.

      There was however a beautiful surprise that hit me as I dashed out of the house to leave. The kind of surprise that touched my heart. My neighbors had cleaned up the lawn for me. The lawn was pristine and even the flowers were pruned. They’d also gone as far as to leave a goodies basket on the porch with a little card stating that I should call if I needed anything.

      That was from Mrs. Withers and four others. They were all outside yesterday when everything went crazy. It was at least nice to know they didn’t judge me or think I’d lost my mind.

      It was something, but not enough to calm the inner torment that seemed to have tripled over night.

      When I got to the coffeehouse and looked at it, the thought of losing it rushed to the forefront of my mind, and the tears came again.

      That was when I rushed in and ran straight into Stella’s arms.

      Thank God she was here. She was  always there when I needed her.

      “Lord, honey, what happened?” Stella gushed, her voice laden with her Texan accent. “Sugar, just tell me what happened.” She held me tight.

      “Oh Stella. Everything’s a mess.” I tried to keep my voice low so as not to attract attention. I hated crying, and I wasn’t the type to cry in public. There were a few people in here. Not that busy for this time of morning, but I was certain a few of my regulars had seen the state I was in when I came through the door.

      “What happened?” Stella pulled away and looked at me with deep concern.

      I didn’t know how I managed to tell her everything while keeping the tears under control, but I did.

      “The asshole!” Stella snapped, balling her fists.

      “I know.”

      “Why didn’t you call me last night.”

      I should have called her last night, but I just couldn’t. She hated Billy, always drilled it into my head that I could, and should do better. But I knew talking to her wouldn’t be as bad as the “I told you so” lecture I’d definitely get from my mother and sister when they found out what happened.

      Not only did they hate Billy, but they thought I was incapable of making sensible decisions. Me, a woman of thirty years old. They still treated me like the baby. I was five years younger than Cora, my sister, and that meant being the subject of many family discussions.

      “I’m sorry. I know I should have.”

      “Did you call your parents, or Cora?”

      I bit my lip and shook my head. My eyes fell to the square patterns on the table. I contemplated calling them to ask for a loan. Just something to help me cover Billy’s part of the loans until I figured something out.

      Either of them would have been able to help. The question was more the case of if they would help me.

      “I don’t think I can call them.” There, that was decided. I lifted my gaze back to hers. “You know how they feel.”

      Stella immediately frowned, but then nodded in understanding.

      My family expected me to become a doctor or at the very least someone in medical. Not the baker, or pastry chef, or whatever it was I called myself these days.

      Mom and Dad were brain surgeons. Cora was a cardio-thoracic surgeon. Her husband was a pediatrician. My two uncles on Mom’s side were lead consultants at a private hospital in Maine, and on Dad’s side mostly everyone were surgeons.

      It made sense I would follow suit with the majority and not follow the one person in my family who wasn’t medical and fainted at the sight of blood.

      Aunt Rena. Dad’s middle sister.

      Like me, she loved baking and taught me everything I knew about the craft.

      My family hated that I went to Brown’s to study business, became a pastry chef—albeit one who’d won many awards and worked in three Michelin starred restaurants—and they loathed I’d set up the coffeehouse.

      I could have continued to work for any of the restaurants that hired me as I was well sought after, but I’d always dreamed of having my own business. Somewhere I could have free reign of what I wanted to do and be creative.

      “I don’t know what to do.” I rested my palms on the table and pulled in a slow breath.

      “What can I do to help?” Stella asked. She looked at me with huge, sad eyes. “I should have helped you more.”

      “No, don’t say that. You helped me enough.”

      When I first set up, Stella gave me ten grand. Ten grand. And, it was a gift. That with Aunt Rena’s twenty-five, gave me a chance to get the place.

      Stella wasn’t rich or anything. She wrote for the relationship advice column in the super-cool weekly magazine, Trendy. She was always busy thinking up some crazy relationship advice and answering mail for the Dear Stella section of the column. She considered herself to be comfortable in her earnings, but just wanted to see me do well, doing something I loved. After all she’d done there was no way I could ask for more.

      “I could have stopped this.” She insisted.

      “No, I should have stopped this myself. It was just too late when I realized Billy wasn’t for me.”

      “How were you supposed to know?”

      “You knew.” I pointed out.

      “He was ugly Wren, and I thought you could do better in the looks department. I didn’t really think he would be into all that crazy stuff. And I seriously never imagined he would scam you. My lips to God’s ears.” She placed her hand on her heart. “Wren, you know I would have told you to get rid of him. Jesus, why is finding a good man rarer than hen’s teeth?”

      Normally I’d laugh at her sayings, today I didn’t have the strength. All the humor was gone from me. Particularly since I’d always been with assholes.

      Landon, my first boyfriend, was a complete dick. He didn’t cheat, but he treated me like shit, always questioning me and undermining my intelligence. I rejoiced when I built up the courage to leave him.

      Peter, Lucas, and Freddy came next. All short-lived relationships that never lasted more than six months because they were all jerks.

      Handsome faces with ugly hearts. Like most women I loved the GQ handsome types with muscles and the kind of body that would make a woman melt. But those types of guys tended to be assholes; to me anyway.

      Then came Billy.

      He was my something different guy because he wasn’t exactly good looking. Okay, he was ugly. Just like Stella said.

      Billy was supposed to be a safe option, and he turned out to be the biggest ass of them all.

      “I don’t know what I’m going to do.” Best to drop the subject of assholes because I didn’t want to start thinking something was wrong with me, or settle into some depressive state where I gave up on love. “Maybe I could remortgage or sell.”

      Stella was already shaking her head before I could finish talking.

      

      “I’m sorry, sugar. But I know there has to be another way. Putting your home at more risk is no good. You already have a secure loan on it. My cousin did it and ended up losing everything.”

      “I have to get rid of the loans somehow. That’s the only thing. I can’t lose this place. It’s my everything. Everything here is exactly as I hoped it would be.”

      The more I thought about it the more I could see I was going to lose everything. Everything I’d worked so hard for if I didn’t do something with the house.

      I’d dreamed about having this place all my life.

      Aunt Rena ran a bakery on the other side of town before she died. She was my inspiration. Her passion for baking inspired me to get this coffeehouse.

      I called it The Spot. Not intending for it to be a hip or trendy hang out. It was the spot as in it hit the spot.

      Like that aww moment you got when you were able to relax after a long day, or the moment you found something that was just right. Perfect even.

      That was my meaning.

      I baked my line up of creative pastries, but I also added in other things I thought people would like. I did flavored hot drinks like toffee popcorn hot chocolate and coffee, pumpkin teas, donut lattes with any type of flavor a person could think of. Things you couldn’t get anywhere else.

      I also did themed food and drinks, and events.

      People came throughout the day, hung out until closing time in the evening, and came to the weekly poetry reading sessions and jazz evenings where my chefs prepared themed feasts.

      It was fantastic.

      I shouldn’t have to worry about money. The fucking loans however robbed me of any happiness I got from doing all those things.

      I couldn’t believe I was about to lose it all.

      At the thought, I broke down again. “I’m going to lose everything, Stella! Oh, God!” I covered my mouth to keep from crying out.

      “Oh no, sweetie. Don’t say that.”

      My shoulders wracked and shuddered as the tears came in full force.

      I was about to say something when I saw him looking at me.

      Shit.

      Oh no.

      Of all the people I didn’t want to see me this way, he would have been at the top of that list.

      But how in the hell had I missed him? As if he was hard to miss, even when he wasn’t sitting at his usual spot.

      Mr. Delicious.

      Yes, it was stupid and silly to think of the name Stella and I had given him now, but the truth was the man was all kinds of gorgeous.

      The GQ type I’d decided to avoid. Not that any of my exes looked like this guy.

      Sitting three rows ahead of us, he stared right back at me, his light gray eyes seeming like liquid silver today with an irresistible magnetism. His shiny black hair had that ruffled, but well and truly sexy, just-got-out-of-bed look. It made him look more rugged and emphasized the perfect angles of his face.

      Until today, I’d looked on from afar, admiring, but never making eye contact. Even when I’d served him, he never spoke much more than to say ‘thanks,’ and he’d been coming here long enough for us to know his usual.

      Always a lightly toasted cinnamon bagel with a cup of rich, black, Columbian coffee. No sugar.

      Always, he’d be here at this time, in the same seat, suited and booted with his laptop and briefcase. We thought he had to be some CEO of a company, or he had some kind of financial profession because he looked and dressed the part.

      I couldn’t believe I didn’t see him and had been more of an idiot to place myself in his view so he could see the mess I was with dark circles under my eyes, blotchy skin, terrible hair, and an all-around unkempt appearance.

      “Things will work out,” Stella was saying, but, for some reason, I couldn’t bring myself to look away from the gorgeous man who stared back at me.

      The way he looked at me was… well, it was as if he could see inside my soul, and how much pain I was in.

      It felt like he could see the fear that gripped me as I worried about losing everything. Stella pulled me in for a hug, breaking our eye contact, but, I could still feel his eyes on me.
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      What an asshole indeed.

      It had been awhile since I got worked up enough to hit someone but here I was clutching the table, fists turning white.

      Selene was called away so she didn’t get to hear anything. I was happy about that because she didn’t seem like the type who would be tactful in hearing such scandalous information.

      I heard some of what happened to Wren. Not all, but enough.

      The words that kept popping up were cheating, scam and Billy. He was the boyfriend—ex- boyfriend.

      Then there was the debt.

      That was the part I heard most, and what crushed her. By then she saw me and turned her voice down to whispers so I could no longer hear what she was saying.

      Five minutes later she went out back to the break room and Stella left.

      I sat for a long time after, watching the place fill up. Couldn’t finish my bagel or the coffee.

      Unknown to her I was part of the problem.

      That business loan was…

      Well it wasn’t exactly a loan of the usual kind. It was more the sort where your friend lent you money and never expected interest. An interest free loan from me, who at the time knew nothing of this woman.

      Unknown to her all this time, I was the one who’d sort of invested in her coffeehouse.

      I owned the place much like everything around here when she got it. The bank manager, who also happened to be a very good friend of my father, contacted me about it when she’d first applied for the loan. The property was one I had wanted to make good use of myself, but I’d never been quite sure what to do with it.

      The coffeehouse stumped me until I saw the letter Wren wrote to support her loan application. It moved me, and I couldn’t have thought of a better idea than a coffeehouse. I’d also thought the name she chose was fantastic: The Spot. It was perfect.

      Unknown to her, the bank had wanted to deny Wren’s loan application because they felt she wouldn’t be able to make the substantial repayments which included a high interest rate and other charges for the location. It was almost double what she was asking to borrow. However, as I looked over the application, her financial situation, and everything else, I decided to lend her the money myself.

      So, when the bank contacted her and made her aware she had a good offer for a no-interest business loan, she well and truly had a good offer.

      At that point, I hadn’t met her yet. What drove me to meet her was that letter. She spoke of her love for baking and for her aunt. She spoke of wanting to bring something new to the community that would bring people together but would also be a refuge from the stresses of daily life. There was a certain warmth that came from it that got to me, so I decided to attend her opening party. I didn’t know what to expect, but I totally hadn’t expected her. The women I was normally attracted to were all the same—super model types with a “don’t care” attitude. They were the ones who could match the wildness I had; they were always good in bed, headstrong, and best of all had no expectations from me.

      The minute I looked at Wren that night so long ago, I knew she was different.

      People say not to judge a book by its cover, but I did it all the time. Wren was of the delicate variety. She was warm, just like the letter, and had a sort of ethereal beauty that made her seem almost angelic in appearance and personality.

      I thought she had the body of a goddess with her slim figure, large breasts, long golden hair, and those coffee-colored eyes I’d seen light up when she was happy. She was the kind of woman to kill you with kindness; she was the homely kind I figured had always been faithful and loyal.

      It wasn’t my style to watch any woman, and for so long, without making any sort of move. And, I didn’t take too kindly to wanting things I couldn’t have, like her.

      Until now…

      She was single, free of that asshole, and there was nothing holding me back now.

      Was it wrong of me to see this as a foot in?

      Somehow, I didn’t care about how it seemed. My interest had peaked all the more and I was going to seize the chance.

      She also wouldn’t have to worry about the loan on this place. I’d sort that out.

      Right now, I was more concerned with the chance to talk to her properly.

      I stayed well past my usual time waiting for her to come back out. When she did she looked a little more put together in her appearance.

      Being short of a waitress she grabbed an apron and put it around her tiny waist.

      I watched her like a predator watched its prey as she made her way up the row across from me to take the orders from the people who’d just come in.

      The place was too busy. I didn’t know how in the hell she was going to manage.

      She frowned when she got back around the counter.

      “Where’s Priscilla?” she asked Selene,

      “I have no idea. I hope she’ll be in later,” Selene replied. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine. Don’t mind me,” Wren answered. Selene left her and went out back to the break room.

      I got up and walked over to the counter. I always left a tip. Usually, I’d just drop the money in the tip jar and go, but I had other ideas today.

      Wren’s hair was pulled up in one of those loose high buns, and she wore a simple white blouse and a skirt, just casual enough to be comfortable. While I knew she wasn’t trying, I thought the outfit looked sexy as hell. I liked what the skirt did to her legs, and the way it clung to her ass, caressing it the way I would if I could touch her.

      She didn’t see me come up and was so consumed with cleaning the coffee machine she didn’t notice the opened bottle of milk that was practically falling off the counter. It didn’t take much. Her elbow just brushed against it, but it was enough to send it to the ground, splashing milk everywhere.

      “Dammit!” she cursed.

      I dropped a twenty in the tip jar. Usually, it was five, but I felt it would help to some extent today. This was the part where I would go on my way, and I still could. Maybe this sweet woman didn’t need to know more about me than she already did, which was nothing. I wondered how she would react if she knew I was the person she paid her loan to.

      Her Mr. Delicious. Yes, I’d heard them call me that several times.

      Never being the one to pass up a chance, especially when it threw itself at me, I walked around the counter, grabbed a roll of kitchen towels, ready to help, but froze when I saw her on her knees before me trying to clean up the milk with her paper towel .

      My eyes glued to her shapely behind, and I smiled. There was nothing better than looking at a gorgeous woman on her knees, and I wished this was a different setting that involved me and her naked somewhere private where I could indulge on her fine body.

      When she turned around and saw me, the color drained from her face. I held up the paper towels and tore off a few sheets and lowered to the ground to join her.

      “Hi,” I said with my trademark smile.

      “Hi.” Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and she brought her hand to her chest.

      “I’ll get this.” I smiled wider.

      “Oh no, no. I’m fine.” She looked at me as if she was trying to figure me out. It was understandable since this was the most we’d actually spoken in all the time I’d known her, or rather, all the time that I’d been coming here.

      “Let me help clean up,” I repeated.

      “I couldn’t possibly. You’re my customer and…” her voice trailed off when I placed the paper towels down on the milk and started soaking it up. “Thank you. I’m a little short staffed today.”

      I didn’t bother to tell her she was most days. If any of my staff took the liberties hers did, they’d be fired. But then it was her nature to be sweet. People took advantage of sweet, kind people. They saw their positive traits as weaknesses.

      “It’s cool.” I tore off some more and cleaned up the rest quickly so she wouldn’t have to. I placed the soaked paper towels in the bin when I was done and looked back up at her to find she was watching me.

      Even with those puffy eyes and her blotchy skin, she was beautiful, and up this close, I could see the perfection to her face. I could also tell that she’d been through a lot.

      “Thanks. I really appreciate it.” She stood up, and I followed. Nervously, she brushed away a lock of hair from her face but didn’t realize she’d left some milk on it from her fingers.

      “You’re welcome,” I replied, and could tell from the look on her face I surprised her when I reached forward and lightly brushed the slight hint of milk away from her hair. Her face reddened. “Milk in your hair.”

      I loved when women were nervous around me. It gave me the upper hand and placed me in the driving seat.

      “Oh, um, thanks. I’m a mess today.” She looked like she was trying to keep her composure, but her eyes gave her away. I gazed into them, deeply, trying to read what I saw there, but it made her more nervous.

      “Some days are like that for everyone,” I offered.

      “Yeah, sure.”

      It was the strangest thing. As I looked at her, a strange magnetic force drew me in, making me want to stay in her presence.

      Something… sparked between us. I could feel it, and I knew she could, too. I would have prolonged this meeting but felt it was appropriate to leave given the freshness of her situation and circumstances.

      “Things have a way of sorting themselves out, so I’m sure the same will happen for you.”

      “I’m sorry I… don’t usually come to work crying and talking about my personal life.” She looked even more embarrassed now because she knew I must have heard all she told Stella about her vile, cheating, son of a bitch boyfriend. Ex-boyfriend.

      I smiled, knowing exactly what to say. “It’s fine. The explanation is simple. He didn’t deserve you.” I spoke slowly and purposefully for more effect.

      It worked, and the wink I gave her before I left just added to it. I smiled to myself as I stepped outside and glanced back through the floor-to-ceiling glass windows of the coffeehouse and saw she was still watching me, watching in wonder and awe.

      I looked away and continued walking, a plan already brewing in my mind for her.
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      What was wrong with me?

      I just put the plates in the refrigerator instead of in the sink. All day, I’d been doing crazy things like that. I would have loved to say it was down to exhaustion and my dire situation, but I knew it had everything to do with a certain man who’d been like a fantasy to me for well over two years.

      Mr. Delicious.

      With all that was going on, I was appalled at myself.

      He had definitely provided a much-needed distraction though. I imagined him to be the kind of man to be able to sweep a girl off her feet with just one look, which was pretty much what he did to me. I still couldn’t get over our encounter.

      Although nothing much was said, I couldn’t deny the unmistakable spark I felt when I spoke to him and how I’d acted like the shy schoolgirl I used to be back in high school.

      I hadn’t been that nervous around anyone since then, but I had to admit it was perhaps called for. The man was just Hollywood gorgeous with the whole brooding and mysterious personality to go with it. He was exactly as I imagined him to be and I was totally stuck on the fact that we’d spoken after years of not speaking.

      What he said about Billy burned vividly into my memory:

      He didn’t deserve you.

      Would it be weird to say I actually felt a hundred times better? The words had created a buzz of bliss around me that made me feel better than I had in years. And then there was the way he looked at me. He looked at me as if I hadn’t had dark circles under my eyes and as if my hair and I weren’t a mess.

      He looked at me as if he found me attractive, and he made me feel exactly that.

      I didn’t think I was a beast. Far from it. I knew I could carry my own in a room full of gorgeous women and be just as elegant as one of these high-class, well-taken-care-of women who passed through the coffeehouse.

      But I was tired, exhausted more like. Drained out from all my problems, bills, and stress. Those things took their toll on a person and made one pay a little less attention to themselves. Things like deep conditioning and hair treatments were not on the list of priorities when you had to get from one month to the next on nothing.

      Same with makeup, clothes, and shoes. All things I used to spend a ton of money on before I took out the loans for Billy. Nowadays it was bare minimum for me, as in literally bare minimum.

      However, Mr. Delicious looked at me as if I’d just stepped out of a dream myself. The strength that fueled me from his look was just what I needed to get through the day. I didn’t even get upset when neither Jami nor Pricilla turned up for work, leaving me and Selene to run the place by ourselves.

      His attention gave me a buzz.

      That buzz continued for the next few days and was rekindled each day I saw him. The silly girly fantasy burned out by Thursday however, when I was so exhausted I slept in late again and missed the calls from Selene letting me know she had to go back to the clinic because her bra was too tight around her newly done boobs and one of her stitches had opened up. She left a voice message in the early hours of the morning.

      Stella called me too and left a text. She said she was taking care of the place, but it was just her and Louis my chef.

      It was twelve when I eventually dashed inside The Spot, but what I saw made my mouth drop and I stopped in my tracks.

      The place was busy as per usual but there were two waitresses I’d never seen before serving the customers.

      But, that wasn’t what made me stop in my tracks.

      What made me stop was looking at Mr Delicious behind the counter serving customers their coffee while Stella took payments.

      I must have died right?

      Because this couldn’t have been real.

      My heaven must be this, where I got to keep my place going, and he was here working for me… or something.

      When he lifted his head and saw me he smiled. It was a smile I wasn’t used to because I hadn’t dared look at him long enough to elicit such a smile.

      I blinked several times, still in disbelief, but at least my brain was still functional.

      I continued to the counter where he greeted me.

      Stella flashed me a dazzling, knowing smile, and cocked her head toward our Mr. Delicious.

      “Hi,” I said to him, trying to steady my poor heart before it beat right out of my chest.

      “Hey, I hope you don’t mind but I took the liberty of calling in some friends who were looking for work experience.”  He motioned to the two waitresses.

      I looked and saw they were doing an excellent job with my customers. Didn’t seem like they needed work experience at all.

      “Work experience?” I knew I should have said thanks but all I could do was look back to him and stare.

      “Yeah, they wanted a taste of working in a busy environment. And best of all? They’ll work for free.” The smile widened.

      I couldn’t believe it. “Really, you did this? And you’re helping.”

      “I hope I don’t poison anyone. I got stuck on some of the drinks but hey, no one’s complained yet.”

      Probably because they would have taken whatever he gave them and still been satisfied. It didn’t escape me that there were more women than usual in here today and the line took up the runner to the door. All women.

      I couldn’t blame them. I would have probably lined up too. I looked at him wearing his white button up shirt with the sleeves rolled up and his tie loose.

      The black pants he wore added to the effect and a lock of hair hung over his sexy eyes.

      “Thank you… thank you so much.” Thank God I could still talk.

      “Don’t mention it.”  A tentative expression washed over his face. “Do you mind if I talk to you for a second?”

      He could talk to me forever if he wanted to.

      “Of course not.”

      “Cool.”

      He placed a hand to the small of my back to usher me over to the side so we could talk in private. The touch was electric, sending sparks up and down my lonely body.

      I swallowed hard and tamped down the swirl of emotion that zinged through me with a cool smile.

      “Thanks so much for doing all this for me. You shouldn’t have had to. I can’t begin to imagine what the place must have been like earlier for you to have to step in and help like this. I’m really sorry.”

      Nice as it all was. It made me look bad. And unprofessional

      I couldn’t even remember what happened last night. I knew I worked myself into a coma. Didn’t even have time to think about Billy, like I did the night before.

      “No need to apologize. I know what the place is normally like remember?”

      “I swear you can have a lifetime supply of cinnamon bagels and cookies.” I offered knowing he’d like that.

      “I may hold you to that.”  He held my gaze and really looked at me. “But, what I really want to do is convince you to take the rest of the week off. To rest.”

      I actually laughed. Then caught myself because there was nothing funny to laugh at.

      “I wish.”

      “Good, then your wish is my command. Take the rest of the week off. Stella said she can work for half the day and there’s two more like my waitress friends who’d be eager to help. They’re fully trained and come from an agency a friend of mine uses in town. I can check up on the place and let you know if all’s well.”

      I blinked again, unable to accept that what he was saying was real. That he was real, and making such an offer.

      Except Stella, no one helped me.

      “Um…”

      “I promise I won’t let the place burn down.”

      “You can’t do all of that for me.” It was too much to ask of anyone.

      “Not even if I insist?” A smile inched across his perfect lips. Lips I was sure would feel great kissing mine.

      “Why would you insist?”

      “Because it helps you.” He opened his palms and shrugged, looking at me like the answer was obvious.

      “I have to pay you.” With what money? God I was so screwed.

      “Yes, you can pay with a batch of chocolate chip and cinnamon cookies.” He nodded and did the sexiest thing by licking his lips.

      Definitely not intended to turn me on, but he did. My nipples hardened and the butterflies that usually flittered in my stomach when I saw him flew a little further south than I wanted.

      “Cookies.” The words fell from my lips in a mindless fashion.

      “Yes, please.”

      “You can’t do all this for cookies.” I smirked. It was ridiculous.

      “I already have. Now go, line’s building up.”

      I looked over at Stella. The line extended out the door and was starting to curve. She’d also started serving as well as taking payments.

      “I don’t know how to thank you.” Tears stung the backs of my eyes. It was the kindest thing anyone had offered in a long time.

      “Cookies remember.”

      “Cookies.”

      Getting some time away from work would give me the chance to brainstorm ideas and rest. The day before yesterday I had applied for a loan for eighty thousand dollars. Another secured loan that would consolidate Billy’s loans. Then I’d just have to find money to pay the business loan and everything else.

      “I do need your digits, though.” He took out his phone.

      “My number?” Oh my God, he was asking for my number.

      Stella didn’t miss a beat. Her head snapped toward us when she caught sight of his phone.

      I saw her overly intrigued reaction out the corner of my eye.

      “Your number.” He confirmed, but the slow and purposeful manner in which he said it set off that nest of butterflies again.

      I gave it to him, all the while trying not to show how nervous I was, or seriously acknowledge that Mr Delicious now had my number.

      “Thanks again.” I felt like I should hug him, but could I do that?

      The man had just given me the chance to rest. Time off.

      A time out.

      I couldn’t remember the last time I had a day off.

      Screw it. I threw my arms around him and it felt like coming home.

      “Thank you so much.” I whispered against the hard walls of his chest.

      He held me closer, offering me more. A comfort I’d actually never experienced.

      He lowered so he was close to my ear. “You’ll be okay Wren. Just give it time.”

      Being so close I didn’t need to reach up to his height to plant the kiss I gave him on his cheek.

      Then I left before the tears came.
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      Got her number, a hug, and a kiss all in the same day.

      That was a lifetimes payment. Definitely a lifetime’s payment.

      A great fantasy if nothing else. I could still feel her in my arms even though that hug happened hours ago.

      I stayed for the day and worked my ass off. It was fun though.

      I set things up too so there was enough staff. Of course, they were paid staff from my restaurant in town and not people looking for work experience like I’d told Wren.

      I hated to lie but I got the feeling she was the kind of woman who didn’t accept help too often, and from the way she responded when I offered it I felt too, she was rarely offered help.

      I finished the day with a one on one game of basketball with Chad.

      Chad and I met in college. He played pro ball. We met on Thursday’s to catch up and shoot some hoops.

      Of course, there was no way I could beat a pro baller.

      I was good with my height and speed but had too much muscle.

      That was my take on it anyway.

      He was well versed on my Wren obsession and pleased with the update from today.

      “I’m done man.” Chad leapt into the air and dunked the ball. “Fuck, you give me a run for my money every time. Why didn’t you play pro again?”

      I laughed. “Thanks for the compliment bro.”

      “It’s true. I’m actually out of breath.” He was breathing hard.

      We walked over to the bleachers and grabbed our towels. I was sweating like a pig. It was running off my body and I was pretty certain there was steam coming off my back.

      He sat down on the bench trying to catch his breath. “Time to talk again anyway.”

      “Nothing more to say.” I held my palms up.

      He ran his fingers through his spiky blonde hair and laughed.

      “There’s always more. What do you have up your sleeve oh friend of mine?” He chuckled, then downed the rest of the water in his bottle.

      “Seriously, I got nothing.”

      “You?” He looked at me in disbelief. “It’s a woman and you seriously have nothing?”

      “Been awhile.” I confessed.

      “In terms of what?” Again, the look of disbelief and a smirk.

      His next question was going to be when I last had sex.

      “Eight months ago.” I answered his silent question.

      “Liar.”

      “Nope and that’s not what I meant, by awhile. I meant It’s been awhile since I felt like this, and it’s weird that I feel this.” I made a swirling motion around my heart. “It’s weird because I don’t even know her.”

      She didn’t even know my name.

      Chad looked me over with interest. “Did I ever tell you how my grandparents met?”

      “Oh God Chad, is this going to be one of those stories that somehow involves animals. Someone trying to catch a pig then they both caught the pig and fell in love.”

      He started to laugh but I wasn’t far from wrong. His family came from Oklahoma, had a farm that ran in the family, too, for generations.

      “No. No animals.” He dabbed his sweat drenched hair with his towel and started munching on a protein bar. “My grandpa first saw my grandma when she was six years old. Her parents took her to the spring fair that year and every year after. My great-grandpa ran the fair. Anyway. All he did was look at her and watch her from a far year after year for a good eight years. He’d look at her, and she’d look at him. That’s all. Neither had the courage to actually meet each other. Then she stopped coming.”

      He waved his hands for dramatic effect.

      “Chad is that the story?” Better not be because it sounded like there was more. Like he had a point.

      “Yes. The end.”

      “That’s a terrible story.” I frowned. “Worse than the animal ones. How’d she become your grandma then?”

      He laughed. “Now that’s the part of mystery. And I was joking, of course the story didn’t end there. Would have been lame otherwise. Okay, so she stopped coming and he didn’t see her for five years. At twenty years old, he literally ran into her in England. The other side of the world. He was studying law at Oxford and she was on a tour with the Russian ballet.”

      “No way.” He’d just saved the story. I shuffled then straightened up eager to hear what happened next.

      “Yes. He bumped into her at the supermarket and they both recognized each other straightaway. That was the first time they spoke, and they set a date for a date. He took her to dinner after one of her performances and saw her every day for the week she was there. Then she went to Russia and he followed her deciding she was his. He’d travel between England and Russia on a weekly basis to see her and she visited him every chance she got. They got engaged months later and literally lived happily ever after. You should see them now.”

      My God, my skin tingled and something about the story gripped my heart. “Why have you never told me that before?”

      “I don’t know, thought I did. I guess it’s really sentimental and you aren’t exactly a sentiment guy.”

      I gasped. “Neither are you.” I hit him with my towel.

      “Adam come on. At one stage you changed women like you changed clothes.”

      “I’m not like that anymore.”

      “Fair dues. I’ll give you that. You’ve changed a lot.”

      I had. “It was different after Ava.” That was a name I’d avoided mentioning for the last five or so years. But, before her I was probably the typical billionaire bad boy who enjoyed having his pick of the bunch of women.

      “Ava… can’t really say I missed that bitch. She was a nasty piece of work.”

      “But I loved her.” I pointed out.

      “Good you can say loved. As in past tense.”

      “Yeah.”

      It was past tense. Took me awhile to get over her. As is expected with an ex-wife you actually loved.

      Sometimes I couldn’t believe I’d gotten married. It felt like it was in another lifetime or like I was watching a version of myself from an alternate dimension.

      It was nothing like I expected it to be.

      Ava and I had been seeing each other for close to a year when she got pregnant. I thought marrying her was the right thing to do. I loved her, so I thought why not?

      I thought we were happily in love and awaited the birth of our child. Then I found out she’d lost the baby but never told me. We’d lost our child two months into the pregnancy, but she continued to act like she was pregnant. Too scared I’d want a divorce.

      When I found out about the lie it crushed me that she thought she had to do that to me, but I forgave her. I loved her enough to forgive her.

      We stayed together for another year and one day I came home and found her fucking her tennis instructor.

      So… I knew a thing or two about liars and cheats. I was a thirty-five year old man who’d gotten married at twenty-eight, and divorced before I turned thirty.

      The reason, dishonesty.

      “Don’t get stuck thinking about her man. There’s a new woman you’re hooked on. I say if you want Wren, take her.”

      I rolled my eyes at him. “Right. I think I have to give her time to get over the ex-first.”

      Although, from what I could tell seemed like she was over him already.

      It was just her debt.

      Yesterday I’d gotten my lawyers to draw up a contract to hand over the title for the coffeehouse to her. It would take a few days or so before they finished. I also arranged to refund the money she’d already paid, deposit and all.

      What I was checking out was the other debt.

      Yup, I’d gone mad trying to think up ways to make this woman happy, but hey it felt good and money was no object for me.

      “He’s an ex. Sucks to be him. Does it look like she’ll take him back?”

      “No. She doesn’t seem the type to be fooled like that.”

      “Then take my advice. If you want the woman take her.”

      Oh, I wanted to, and I would. It was just a matter of how.

      While I thought that up, I wanted to be respectful and not move in on her while she wasn’t ready.

      If there was one thing today had taught me, it was that there absolutely was a hundred percent something special about Wren; because my heart had been closed for business for years.
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      My heart caught in my chest when I looked at my phone and saw a text from Mr. Delicious.

      I’d previously been talking to my mom telling her what happened. As expected she gave me the I told you so lecture I knew she’d wanted to serve me for years.

      Seeing this text was a most welcomed treat.

      It simply said hi.

      I was about to type back when the little blue dots started jumping around on the screen of my phone.

      Mr Delicious: Don’t you want to know if the coffee house is still standing?

      I had saved his contact name as Mr Delicious. It was only when I keyed it in that it dawned on me that that wasn’t even his name.

      Wren: Is it still standing?

      My breathing stilled when the dots started jumping again.

      Mr Delicious: Yup. Please tell me you’re resting.

      Wren: I’m resting and watching Fashion Police.

      It had been awhile since I felt like this, and the rest helped. It was Sunday night and I could feel my brain working again. No longer was there a fog of darkness even though I was no closer to sorting out my debt situation. I was still waiting to hear about that loan and kind of had my fingers crossed I’d get it and everything would just work out. The quote I was given showed I’d have to pay a higher rate of interest because I already had so much debt, but it was something I’d do if I got the chance.

      Stella came by last night and advised me against taking it, pointing out it would take me fifteen years to pay it all off. Nearly the same length of time as a mortgage.

      I looked at the phone again and sat up on the sofa when the dots jumped again. This time my heart warmed at the thought that Mr. Delicious was thinking about me. A man like that.

      Mr Delicious: Me too.

      I texted back immediately.

      Wren: You like Fashion Police?

      Mr. Delicious: No. I’m lying I don’t know what that is. There’s an actual fashion police? I better make sure my socks match.

      I started to laugh. Actually laughed from deep within. From the place that used to be me. The old Wren.

      Wren: They’re not that strict. Your socks are fine.

      Dots jumped and so did my heart.

      Mr Delicious: Glad I pass. Enjoy your show and get some sleep.

      Wren: I will.

      Mr Delicious: Let me know if you need tomorrow off. Also, I ate all the chocolate chips, had to order more.

      I laughed again. This guy was funny and gorgeous. It had to be a dream I was talking to him.

      Wren: I will be in tomorrow, and don’t worry about the chocolate chips. Thank you so much for everything.

      Mr Delicious: Anytime. Sweet Dreams…

      Wren: And you.

      No more dots. I calmed a little, but I couldn’t wait for tomorrow. To see him.

      I’d get his name the minute I saw him. It was crazy I didn’t know it. I couldn’t call him Mr Delicious forever.

      My phone rang and vibrated in my hands. It was Billy.

      Great. Just when I was relishing in my fantasy.

      I rejected the call then unlocked the phone so I could go to his number and block him.

      Should have done that days ago too, but this was the first time he’d called.

      A voice message came through, but I deleted it. There was nothing that man had to say that I wanted to hear.

      Except for sending me a check for what he owed.

      The next time I spoke to him was going to be in the presence of the attorney I would get as soon as I was able to afford one.

      I planned to sue Billy’s ass for all the shit he put me through. His fraud and whatever else I could sue for. Stress and inconvenience.

      Couldn’t do it now as much as I would have loved to, but it was in the plans.

      No way was he getting away with what he did to me. No way.

      He’d pay one way or another.

      Until then I just had to survive.
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        * * *

      

      I went to work the next day feeling more positive.

      While I saw Mr. Delicious early in the morning at the usual time I never got to speak to him properly. No more than hello. The place was super busy.

      I was rushed off my feet all day, even with the work experience guys who were heaps better than my actual staff. There was only my chefs and Selene today from my team. Jami and Priscilla were missing as usual.

      Stella had offered to swing by at six to see how I was doing.

      When six came she appeared. I came out from the break room and she was waiting like the dutiful friend she was in our usual spot.

      I sat down and let out a breath of exasperation. Good thing I rested all those days. It was in prep for today.

      Stella smiled at me and set her pen down inside her notebook.

      “So, did you speak to him today?”

      She’d been pestering me since last week for all the juice on Mr Delicious.

      “No. It got so busy that we couldn’t talk.”

      “You have his number why didn’t you take a break and call him?”

      “I didn’t think I could do that. What if I disturbed him at work? Plus, and this is so embarrassing… I don’t know his name.”

      Her eyes turned to saucers and she started laughing.

      “Did you call him Mr. Delicious?” she cooed with mischief.

      “Just on my phone.”

      She laughed, and her pretty honey blonde curls bounced.

      “Well Miss Wren, I do declare it would appear that our Mr. Delicious seems to like you.”

      Blood rushed to my cheeks at the thought. “No. Pretty certain he was just being nice. I was a mess last week and he was just being nice.”

      “You said nice twice.”

      “Stella he was just being nice.”

      “Nice is opening the door, giving you the taxi he was waiting on. Heck, nice is giving a compliment. That man worked in here like the place was his.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes. Trust me. So, Lord willing and the creek don’t rise I reckon it’s safe to say he’s a keeper if you can get him.”

      Last week I didn’t have the strength to laugh at her sayings. Today was different. I doubled over, holding my stomach, laughter coming up from deep within.

      “You’re laughing.” She straightened her candy striped blouse.

      “Because you make it sound like I have a chance.”

      “Wren, don’t you make me madder than a stuck hog in a sty.”

      “It’s a nice thought to entertain. If only for five minutes.” I shook my head and my laugher rescinded. “I think I’ll hear about the loan this week.”

      “The loan you shouldn’t get?”

      “I don’t know what else to do.”

      “Well, best place to start is with what’s in front of you. The place looks busy.” Stella gave me a warm, hopeful smile.

      I leaned forward and rested my elbows on the table. “With it so busy, I shouldn’t have to worry so much about money.”

      “No, but I know you know there are a number of things you can do to work on that.” Stella raised her eyebrows knowingly.

      I nodded, knowing what she was going to say.

      Stella had told me months ago I was hemorrhaging money, especially on my staff, and my prices.

      She picked up one of the menus from the holder on the table. “Coconut and Columbian Hot Cocoa: $1.99. And I know you get the good stuff. Also, I can’t see Pricilla or Jami again.”

      I sighed. “I know. This is all my fault. Everything. All of it.”

      “Sweetie, we’re in the middle of Chicago. The station is five minutes away from us—where all sorts of business people pass through, and we know they come here. You could have charged whatever you wanted from day one.”

      Considering I was the one with the business degree, I hadn’t used any of my knowledge to my advantage. Stella was right again.

      “I know. I’m going to look at all my prices tomorrow and then I’m going to fire Jami and Priscilla and caution Selene.” I pulled in a breath. Selene was good but could take advantage too sometimes. The most reliable members of staff I had were Albert and Denise, my chefs. I worked really hard today. I figured if Selene and I could manage it, they could take care of the place on their own. I would have to ask them to work for slightly longer hours to cover the busy periods.

      “I could help out at night after work. Maybe not every night, but I’m here if you need me.” Stella smiled.

      “Oh my gosh. Thank you.” I smiled back. Thank God for Stella.

      “You’re welcome.” Her eyes twinkled.

      Her help would be much appreciated. With two staff missing, I could maybe wing it for a month or two.

      I’d have to speak to the work experience guys and see how long they could work for me.

      It wouldn’t be sustainable. Eventually I’d have to hire replacements.

      People would notice if things weren’t going well and get pissed off when they had to wait longer than necessary to be served. I didn’t want that to happen.

      The other thing was there was a chance I’d have to miss this month’s and next month’s loan payments on the loans I’d taken out for Billy. He was supposed to give me some money for that and the house this weekend, but obviously I wouldn’t be getting that.

      “I don’t know what I’d do without you. Thank you for being there for me always.” That was actually a statement of truth.

      “Friends forever, and as your eternal friend I’m going to insist we push this mess under the rug and just deal with whatever happens next in a sensible way. At least you seem… okay-ish.” Stella wiggled her fingers and flicked her wrists.

      I smiled. “I guess.”

      “Good. Maybe it’s the fact you’re single again and free of that demon.”

      “Yes.” I couldn’t deny it. There was definitely a massive element to being free of Billy that made me feel at ease. “I hate wasting time. I wish now I’d kicked him to the curb sooner. I’d be in the same position I’m in now but without the added baggage of him and all the embarrassment.”

      “You’re too nice. And you need to stop going for assholes who want to take advantage of women.” Stella nodded vigorously and tucked away a wayward strand of her hair.

      “I know, I know.”

      “Hey, help me with my article. I need a fresh mind because I’m beat. Shelly wants something different to bring in the spring.”

      Shelly was the editor-in-chief at the magazine. She tended to come out with these requests sometimes.

      “What does she mean?”

      “She said ‘less dirty and more normal.’” Stella made a face and pouted.

      I started laughing. I knew what Shelly meant.

      Stella did have a tendency to do articles where she’d recommend dirty and filthy things that would shock some people who wanted to spice up their love lives.

      One time, she told one reader to buy a sex toy for her boyfriend of six years who wanted present ideas for their anniversary. Another time, she told a reader who was bored in her relationship to go to a swinger’s party.

      I honestly didn’t know where Stella got these ideas from, and she’d gotten away with advising people to do things like that for years.

      “Well, can you come up with something that’s less dirty and more normal?”

      Us talking like this was helping a lot. Again, it was distracting. And the smooth jazz Selene just put on the sound system was relaxing. It was approaching the time of evening where people were here to relax and chill with their friends and family over a light meal.

      “No, I’m not wired that way. So, help me.” Stella looked serious. “Give me your perfect idea for a romantic getaway.”

      “Aren’t getaways the kind of thing couples do? I’m not exactly the best person to talk to about that right now.” I was the worst example.

      “Come on Wren.” She pouted.

      “Okay, what about a spontaneous getaway, completely unplanned? A kind of let’s just go kind of thing.” I thought of the time of year. It was March. Spring. “A Spring Fling.” I bubbled, laughing.

      “Yes, I love it!” Stella gushed, her eyes beamed at me with delight.

      “Good. Just go with that.”

      “No, silly, now I need ideas for content. I can’t think of anything that doesn’t involve dirt.” A wicked grin flickered across her face. “I need the normalness of your mind. Just forget about that idiot and think of the perfect guy.”

      Oh wow, I wished Stella hadn’t said that because right now the perfect guy couldn’t have been anyone besides Mr. Delicious. I couldn’t stop myself from blushing.

      “Okay, what do you want me to say?”

      “Tell me what you’d classify as perfect and the perfect location for a spring fling.”

      “Paris.” No brainer for me. Had to be Paris. I’d always wanted to go. Stella picked up her pen and wrote that down. “He’d pick me up, and we’d just go. Screw the bills and responsibilities. Then we’d go everywhere there. Dinner on top of the Eiffel Tower, overlooking the city below and the beautiful scenery. Lunch in one of those cafés by the Louvre. We’d look at the Mona Lisa and all the other paintings and we’d go to the Champs-Élysées.” Stella’s hands flew across the page excitedly as I continued. “And he’d give me a single red rose every day to make me feel good. At night, we’d dine out at the finest restaurants, the ones where you have a private booth and a violinist that plays for just you. And if we stayed in, it would be because we couldn’t get enough of each other.” I giggled. Sometimes I could be so silly.

      I was sure that was a scene from a thousand romantic films rolled into one. The truth, I knew, sucked for me, because there wasn’t anyone like that for me. No one who would take care of me like that.

      “I have to go,” Stella announced to my surprise.

      “What? But we just …” my voice trailed off as Stella stood up and grabbed her bag.

      “That was seriously good. You are amazing and the savior of writer’s blocks. I have to write that article now. It won’t be the same tomorrow.” Stella beamed with excitement. “You know how my creativity works.”

      She rushed around and gave me a quick hug and was off before another word could be said. I sat back against the chair, feeling a little meh. I was actually hoping to talk through some more things and run some ideas past her, but it was fine. I understood.

      I shuffled to go back to the break room, but before I could move I felt eyes on me, and there was a shift in the atmosphere.

      That presence.

      I knew who the eyes belonged to even before I turned to face him. But, even though I knew I’d be looking at Mr. Delicious, I still blushed.

      He was sitting in the booth across from me, watching. Watching me as if he’d been watching for a while and analyzing me. He sat back against the leather of the booth, looking sinfully delicious indeed, dressed casually in a gray, long-sleeved T-shirt and jeans.

      He’d never been here at this time, and I couldn’t remember ever seeing him wear anything other than a dress shirt or suit. Of course, to simply say he looked good was a massive understatement. My heart lifted when I saw him, and my body moved before I could even conjure up what I was going to say.

      “Hi,” I said pleasantly. I stopped in front of him.

      “Hey,” he replied.

      I was certain there was a spark of something that flickered in the depths of his silver eyes.

      He held up his hands and pointed to his T-shirt.

      “Would this pass on Fashion Police?”

      Even if he wore a paper bag he’d pass.

      “Absolutely.” I nodded.

      “Great.”

      “Mind if I join you?” I motioned to the empty seat in front of him.

      “The seat’s yours.” The truly sexy smile that danced on his lips excited me.

      I slid into the seat and adjusted myself so that I was facing him directly. “I didn’t get to speak to you this morning, or give you your Thank You cookies.”

      “I don’t mind the wait.” His direct gaze made my nerves scatter.

      “I promise to give it to you tomorrow. Along with a batch from a new recipe I made up while I was away.”

      “Wow, thanks. What’s the new recipe?” Interest flickered in his eyes.

      “Chili chocolate. It’s Mayan inspired. You look like a hot guy.” Oh Lord. I just realized what I said. “I mean you look like a guy who can handle heat. Peppers. You can try them.”

      Stop talking Wren. Just stop.

      This was what happened when you lived a sheltered life for God knew how long.

      Now it was his turn to laugh. “I got what you meant, but it wouldn’t be too terrible a thing if you thought I was hot too.”

      “Oh… um yeah, but everyone thinks that, and I’m sure you must know that, too.”

      He just looked at me. Amused.

      At least it was amused and not like he thought I was an idiot.

      “You’re not normally here at this time.”  I thought a change of subject was required. Considering the nest of butterflies that were flittering in my stomach, I was surprisingly able to act like I was calm.

      “I had an errand to run, and I heard the food’s good at this time.” The remains of Denise’s special chili nachos lay on the plate before him.

      “Cool. Glad you enjoy it,” I smiled.

      “I do. Keeps me coming back.”

      He was here practically every day, so I guessed the food must have been great. He leaned forward, settled his elbows on the table and templed his fingers together in a cool, calm manner. I liked that about him; it showed that he was a man who was sure of himself.

      “Are you okay?” he asked.

      “I’m fine. Peachy.” Truthfully? I wasn’t, but I was doing my best.

      Mr. Delicious must have guessed that. “Are you over that asshole?” His eyes fixed on me in a way that showed more curiosity than he did last week.

      “Ours was a relationship of a different kind. I was over him a while ago.”

      That seemed to interest him. “Good.”

      “Yeah, it is.”

      A still silence filled the space between us, and my breath stilled too as he watched me, looking at me as if he wanted to see inside my soul. It was the most unusual feeling, and it made me nervous, almost like I wanted to hide myself, to hide that I was going through so much. To hide that I desperately needed a break, and sadly, that I was lonely.

      Having the kind of relationship I had with Billy was completely unhealthy, and could have driven anyone mad. It was the kind I could see a couple having and staying together for the sake of their kids, or because it was financially viable. It meant as soon as there was an end date, the relationship would expire.

      I never wanted that for myself.

      “How would you feel about going out with me tomorrow?” he asked.

      I blinked several times wondering if I’d heard him right.

      “I’m sorry, what did you say?” I couldn’t have heard him right at all.

      “Will you go out with me tomorrow?”

      Now all I could do was stare. “You want to go out with me?” I pointed to myself and felt stupid after. It was because I felt a hot mess and therefore assumed everyone thought I looked it.

      “Yes.” He laughed a deep, masculine laugh that filled me and pulled at my insides. “Why’s that so hard to believe?”

      “Because…” I couldn’t avoid those eyes now. “Until last week, we’d never spoken, and you’ve been coming here for as long as the place has been open.”

      Two and a half years.

      It was a valid point.

      He straightened, his eyes never leaving me. That confident manner he exuded rippled off him in waves.

      “Well, until last week, you weren’t available. I don’t tend to interact with women I can’t have.” His sensual lips slid into a slow, easy smile that did sinful things to my body.

      Had I ever met anyone quite like him, so blunt and straight to the point? No.

      The fact I had to think about it was answer enough.

      He ran his gaze over me. From my face to the edge of my waist that was visible above the table. Then, his gaze settled on my breasts and slowly made its way back up to meet my eyes. By now, my whole body was blushing with heat.

      “So, Wren, will you go out with me?”

      There was no question as to what my answer would be.

      “Yes,” I replied, much to his satisfaction. I couldn’t wait to tell Stella.

      “Great. How does twelve sound?”

      I smiled. “A lunch date?”

      Maybe he was one of those men who liked to try something shorter first before they took the plunge to go to dinner. Or, maybe that was all the time he had.

      “Not exactly, just because we’re meeting at lunch doesn’t mean we’ll be having lunch.” His smile widened.

      “Okay.” That did sound a little weird, and I would have to get some kind of cover. Maybe I could ask Denise to chip in and help Selene. If it was just going to be lunch, then I’d most likely be gone for an hour or two. I could then rush back to help Selene cover the afternoon shift.

      “So, twelve?” He looked at me expectantly.

      “Yes, twelve is good.” Honestly, it would have been good whatever time he said. I would have found a way.

      “Cool. I’ll pick you up from here.” He rose in one fluid motion to leave.

      “Wait.” I stopped him as he was about to move away. He shifted around and now I could see how amazing his long, athletic legs looked in those jeans and the way his t-shirt hugged the rigid muscles on his abs. Wow. I couldn’t believe I just agreed to go out with him. “I don’t know your name.”

      “I like the name you gave me.” Those eyes sparkled with mischief as he looked back at me and he shifted his weight from one leg to the other.

      I inclined my head to the side and lowered my brows a fraction, wondering what he meant. “What name did I give you?”

      “Mr. Delicious?”

      Oh. God, I had to remember to control my mouth. This was especially embarrassing.

      “I’m sorry. I –” what the hell could I say?

      He laughed and took a moment to think. “Call me AJ.”

      “AJ. Is that short for something?”

      “It is, I promise I’ll tell you soon. But not today.” It was the way he said that, with mystery and sass, that made my insides tingle. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Wren.” Another wink, and then he was gone.

      I watched him leave and stared at the door long after he was gone.

      I couldn’t believe he had asked me out. And, what could be better than going out with a super-hot guy you were attracted to?

      What a day. I was going to have to call Stella and tell her. I looked back at the window and caught a glimpse of my reflection in the glass. Forget calling Stella; I had to sort out my hair. There was no way I was going on a date with… AJ—I had a name now— looking like this.

      Or, maybe I would call Stella because I could use all the help I could get.
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      Stella was literally a fairy godmother incarnate.

      I hardly recognized myself when she was done with me.

      I didn’t have time to go to the salon, but, with Stella’s skills, I was seriously considering getting her to permanently take over my haircare. My hair looked amazing. Stella had cut it a little shorter to get rid of the dead and split ends. Now, instead of being waist length, it stopped just short of my elbows. So, it was still long, but now it was healthier looking and sparkling.

      My long blonde locks hadn’t sparkled like this since I had it professionally styled for Cora’s wedding. Before that, it was probably at my college graduation. That went to show how busy I was—I hadn’t had the chance to do much to treat myself.

      Well, today I was well and truly making up for it because I looked like a million dollars. Selene, Denise, and Albert didn’t even recognize me when I came in. I had to confess with as nervous as I felt, there was a comfort that came with knowing I looked good.

      My hair hung in loose, sultry waves down the back of my black v-line dress which hugged my tiny frame and accentuated all the features I wanted to show off. The silk of the dress flirted with my legs as I walked. The hem stopping just above my knees with a slightly longer dip in the back to give it a classy edge. Stella was really pleased with the look, and so was I.

      Here I was, waiting outside the coffeehouse for AJ. It was five minutes to twelve. I thought I’d wait outside so as not to cause a scene. I hated being the center of attention, no matter how small the group was. I’d told Selene and Denise I was going on a date, but I didn’t tell them with who.

      Denise was only too happy to help since she was aware of the situation with Billy. I didn’t tell Denise everything that had happened, but I told her enough, just leaving out the part about me being broke.

      The last thing I needed was for my best worker to seek employment elsewhere and spread the word. I didn’t think Denise would do that with any malicious intent, but money was money, and people worked for money. Nice as I was to them, I doubted it would go down well if I told them paying them was going to be a problem, which it wouldn’t because I would sooner go bankrupt than owe any of those guys their salary. I’d told them things were going to be tight until I found suitable replacements. I made it sound like I’d be recruiting reliable people, which wasn’t far from the truth.

      I just wouldn’t be doing that for a few weeks yet.

      I pulled in a breath as the clock over the station chimed, announcing midday.

      A sleek, black limo approached me and pulled up to the curb. I hadn’t seen many limos in this area, maybe further in the city where all the Michelin starred restaurants were based, but not here, where it was mostly hangouts and boutiques.

      I looked away from it and wondered where AJ would be taking me. I couldn’t believe I was going out with him. Just his appearance alone was in stark contrast to Billy’s. When you looked at AJ, you could tell the man took care of himself. He dressed well, had an incredible physique, and had the kind of hair you wanted to run your fingers through.

      He definitely deserved the name Mr. Delicious.

      Billy, on the other hand, had the kind of body that may have looked good once—not when he was with me—but he’d let himself go.

      He didn’t look terrible when we first got together, but he certainly did now. Thank God I wasn’t the one who was sleeping with him and hadn’t been for a long enough time for me to forget what he looked like without clothes on. He was someone else’s problem now.

      I was seriously looking forward to this lunch date. Aside from his gorgeousness AJ just seemed like a nice guy. Great personality and sense of humor.

      I liked the warmth I felt from him.

      “Miss Chase?” A voice came from behind me. I turned to see the limo driver. He’d gotten out and was smiling at me kindly, his salt-and-pepper handlebar mustache lifting as he smiled.

      “Hi there,” I replied.

      “Oh good. I’m here to pick you up.”

      “Pick me up?” I looked at the older man not knowing what he meant.

      “Yes. AJ sent me to retrieve you.”

      All I could do was stare, stare at him and at the limo behind him.

      “Really?” My voice broke. “He. Oh, um, okay.”

      I had thought when AJ said he was going to pick me up, he was going to pick me up. But, hey, that wasn’t even an issue and was so minor on the scale of things, considering I was being picked up for a lunch date by a driver in a limo. Wait until I told Stella this.

      “Thank you,” I told him as he held the door open for me.

      Inside the limo was just like I’d seen in the movies. White, shiny leather covered the padded seats which adjusted for my comfort as I sat. There was a mini bar and a small flat-screen TV, and the back smelled like roses. As we set off I got completely carried away with the whole thing and didn’t specifically pay attention to where we were going. Again, I made the assumption I’d be going somewhere in the city but could have just about fainted when we pulled up at the drop off point at O’Hare International.

      “We’re at the airport,” I gasped, startled.

      The driver just looked back at me with that same warm, welcoming smile.

      “Yes, Miss Chase. This was where I was instructed to take you.”

      “Why would AJ want me to meet him here?” Now I was confused. “Are you sure I’m the right person, or even that this is what he said?” I couldn’t make heads or tails of it.

      The driver laughed. “I’m certain of both things, but I have no idea what he has planned. I’m supposed to take you to him from here.”

      I remained silent. I didn’t know what was going on, and now I was getting antsy because I’d told the guys back at the coffeehouse I’d be back by two at the latest. It was already nearly twelve-thirty.

      I got out of the car when the driver opened the door, and followed him through the airport. Surprise gripped me when he led me through a VIP section and I didn’t even have to check in to get through security or anything. Then we were walking down the path toward a sleek looking private jet.

      AJ was standing by the stairs that led into the jet. When I had thought I looked like a million dollars, I was wrong because he was the one that looked it through and through.

      He was dressed in complete sophistication, and I let my gaze wander over him. A button-down white shirt, undone at the top, allowed me to see the slight hint of his tanned skin on his muscular chest. Beige trousers hung loosely from his powerful, long legs, and his spiky, shiny hair completed the look wonderfully. Just looking at him took my breath away, and I could barely focus.

      He smiled when he saw me, and I smiled back nervously, anxiety overtaking me. “You made it.” He beamed, looking me over with complete satisfaction, “And you look better than in the dream I had of you last night.”

      I opened my mouth to answer him, but no words came out. Instead, I took a gentle breath to calm my racing heart. This was the kind of man who could get you into trouble, and I was starting to see I had a tendency to forget everything when I was around him. His charm was overpowering and spellbinding.

      He was the kind of man who could sweet talk me into anything, and I wondered what on earth whatever this was we were doing.

      “You dreamt about me?”

      “I did, but the real-life version of you is a million times better. You look beautiful.” His eyes took me in with that interest I craved from the loneliness I’d felt for far too long.

      “Thank you.” I breathed trying to keep myself together. “You look amazing, too.”

      “Thank you.” He smiled now, revealing super-gorgeous dimples.

      I stared, fascinated because I didn’t realize he could look any hotter than he already did. But, gorgeous or not, there was a question I was dying to ask, and it was eating away at my insides.

      “AJ, what are we doing at the airport? It looks like we may be having lunch on that nice plane, there.” I couldn’t help the uncertainty in my tone.

      “Well, I got the impression Paris was your idea of a perfect getaway, and there’s only one way we’re going to get to our dinner reservation on top of the Eiffel tower.”

      There were very few times in my life where anything could silence me, but in the space of one week, this man had had me stunned into silence several times. This being the longest and the most stunned I’d ever been in my life.

      “What!” I gasped, shaking my head and blinking several times. “I don’t know what you just said.”

      He laughed. “In short, I’m taking you to Paris for dinner.”

      I sighed heavily. This was a dream and a joke rolled into one. “Are you serious?”

      “Yes, but I hoped you’d look a little bit more into this.”

      “AJ, people don’t just go to Paris for dinner and –”

      “Yes, they do, Wren. We’ll just go, like you said. We’ll get on my plane and go.”

      “Your plane?” My eyes widened. Jesus, this was too much for my blood pressure. The man had a plane. I’d guessed he was well off because of the way he dressed, but I’d never thought he was this rich. It hadn’t even registered with the limo, but now it did.

      His shoulders slumped a little. “Yeah, it’s my plane.”

      “Who are you?” I had to ask that too, because this whole thing was bizarre.

      “I’m just a guy who wants to take you to Paris on a date. Is that really so strange?” he grinned.

      “Yes,” I replied, even though I was completely besotted with his response and couldn’t help but smile back myself.

      “I like you,” he gave me that overtly sexual look again that totally made me blush uncontrollably.

      My cheeks warmed, and I knew he could see I was blushing.

      “I like you, too.” I was trying to be as forward as he was, even though it felt a little unnatural to me.

      “Then let’s just go.” He rocked back on his heels in a laid-back manner and pushed his hands in his pockets.

      How I would love to say ‘yes.’ But how?

      I was already going to be late back to work and poor Selene and Denise would be rushed off their feet. I couldn’t have more time off. Paris wasn’t exactly down the road.

      “I want to. I would love to, but, um, I can’t. I have to get back to work.” I felt like crying, and the backs of my eyes stung at the thought of what I was turning down.

      “Work?” He actually looked relieved at that excuse.

      “Yeah, um…” I felt that I owed it to him to give him some context. “I know it looks like I’m doing well at the coffeehouse, but I’m not. I made some really bad business decisions and my ex left me with a mountain of bills to pay. I would really love to accept this amazing offer to go to Paris with you, but I can’t take the time off.”

      He looked concerned for me but then the twinkle in his eyes returned. “I’m really sorry to hear that, but let’s just say I may have taken the liberty of taking care of the coffeehouse for a week or so, just so we could have this getaway of ours.”

      I blinked at him, again not quite understanding what he meant.

      “You… I don’t get it.”

      He laughed again. “I figured you may be concerned with the coffeehouse, so I spoke to your staff and I got a few extra hands from my restaurant in town.”

      A smile tugged at my heart and made its way to my lips. This guy was unbelievable.

      “I can’t believe you would do that. And you have a restaurant?”

      “A few.”

      “Really? God.”

      “So, what do you say? Do you want to go to Paris?”

      “For a week?” I narrowed my eyes at him.

      “Or however long you want,” he replied, his voice heavy with seduction.

      “Oh my God.” This was real, but God… “I don’t even have any clothes.”

      “I sorted that out. There’s a week’s worth of clothes already in Paris waiting for you. And we can go shopping when we get there.”

      All I could do was stare, open mouthed. “ This is for real?” The excitement was bubbling within me.

      “It’s real. But … all I ask is one thing.”

      “What’s that?” I couldn’t imagine what it could be.

      “No business and no worrying. Screw the bills and responsibilities.”

      Those were my very words.

      I tilted my head to the side and regarded him. “Screw the bills and responsibilities?”

      “I’m serious. No phones, checking emails, or anything business related.”

      The loan. “I have a –”

      He silenced me by placing his finger lightly over my lips, which he stared at. There was that spark again. This time stronger. He came closer, so close I thought he was going to kiss me.

      Now I was wondering what that would feel like.

      “No. You leave everything here. Worries and all, and come with me. We’ll just go.”

      What he was offering was that thing I’d desired for so long it felt like a fantasy to me.

      It was a break.

      An actual break.

      “Okay.” I wanted that, all of it. The escape and to be with him.

      The smile on his face was classic. “Is that a ‘yes’?” His eyes searched mine.

      “Yes.” I wasn’t crazy or senile. Of course, it was a ‘yes.’
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        * * *

      

      En route to Paris was the last place I should be with all the craziness that had been going on at the office with my father and brother.

      Neither of them took too kindly to the fact I wasn’t signing the agreement to sell Jordin Estates.

      Marc came after me again yesterday, trying to bend me to his will with this fancy shit about how I’d be doing the community a service if I sold, and then Dad told me he wanted to see me.

      He only phrased it that way when he wasn’t happy with me.

      We’ll they would both probably kill me or each other because I was going to be in Paris.

      Truth be told I was a Jordin, and in true Jordin style I was simply avoiding stress by going off on my own pursuit. Which for me, was getting to know Wren.

      I did like her, more than I thought I would. Over the years, she’d interested me, but in the last week, she’d intrigued me. I always thought of her as being the type of woman you’d want to get to know, so I couldn’t claim to be surprised at the truth in that. Not only that, but I was right about her body too.

      I liked how dressed up she was for me, and I had to keep control of myself when I saw how that dress both clung and caressed her body. Then there were the killer heels she wore that made a great show of her shapely legs and thighs.

      I knew she would agree to come even before asking. Paris was, after all, where she had chosen when Stella asked for her perfect idea for a getaway.

      Last night I thanked the angels for the idea. I went to the coffee house just hoping to see her and hang out. I hadn’t meant to eavesdrop but I heard her and Stella talking about me and the whole getaway idea. Neither saw me because they were so occupied in their conversation.

      She’d called Stella before we boarded the plane. I could hear Stella screaming with delight from the other end of the phone while Wren tried to mask her excitement.

      When I ran the idea of Paris past Chad last night, Chad asked what in the hell I was waiting on. He also repeated his mantra of advice.

      
        
        Take the woman if you want her.

      

      

      I didn’t exactly think it was that simple, but I didn’t need any further encouragement.

      And here we were.

      No business and no worrying. That applied to both of us.

      I decided I’d only answer my father’s calls.

      For Wren, I’d checked out what loans she had and made them disappear. I didn’t want her checking her emails and seeing the confirmation of payments made to wrap them up. I also sorted out the refund on the business loan, and unknown to her whether she wanted it or not, she now outright owned The Spot.

      She’d have a ton of questions and I was ninety nine percent sure she’d try to give me back the money.

      I was also certain my family would be quick to commit me to an asylum when they found out all that I’d done for this woman I’d only known by sight.

      Until such a time I would enjoy her. I would enjoy her and explain everything when she warmed up to me.

      I watched her starting to do just that.

      Wren sat opposite me. She was blushing because I was staring. I couldn’t help it. She was beautiful, and I couldn’t get enough of her.

      “So, are you going to tell me what you do for a living, or is it rude to ask?” She smiled sweetly. “I was kind of picked up for this getaway by a limo and I am kind of on a private jet going to Paris. So that kind of makes me want to ask questions.”

      It was that sweetness I liked about her that was coming out now. She was sweet like candy, and I bet she tasted just like that, too.

      “Property development. It’s a family business,” I told her.

      “Oh, wow.” She looked as intrigued as she did when she first boarded the plane.

      Being born into wealth had robbed me of the appreciation the general person would feel for doing certain things, like being picked up by a limo, being on a private jet, and going to Paris on a whim.

      I’d been traveling on private jets since birth. Everyone in the family had one because that was, obviously, how they’d get around the world. It was as essential to each person as a car was. They all had limos pick up our guests, too and had the very latest models of whatever car took our interests.

      And, as for Paris, my mother was there practically every week shopping. It was as simple to her as going into town. My father spent time in France, too, visiting family.

      “I own a lot of businesses; restaurants, luxury apartments, and hotels across Chicago, LA, and Europe,” I explained further. Normally, I’d elaborate, but I didn’t want to scare her away. I got the feeling as intrigued as she was, she didn’t care about the wealth, and I didn’t want to come across as being some sort of pompous prick.

      “That’s amazing. And you have restaurants? I can’t believe you have restaurants and come to my place every day.”

      “How else would I see you?”

      Again, her cheeks flushed. “Why didn’t you ask me out before now then?” She smiled bashfully.

      Good. She was loosening up.

      “Because the word on the street only came out last week that you were single.”

      “I have been practically single for the same length of time that you’ve known me.” There was a hint of something sad in her voice that told me she’d had to deal with a lot from her asshole of an ex.

      “That’s my misfortune then, for not asking sooner.” It wasn’t like I hadn’t wanted to.

      My father was a constant reminder of the kind of man I never wanted to be. He always cheated on my mother. My mother acted like she didn’t know, but I knew she did. She must have and was probably afraid of what her life would be like if she left. It was no way to live, but she chose it.

      My brother was like my father too and cheated on his wife shamelessly.

      I was no saint and would be the last person to wave any form of flag, but I didn’t see the point. Why get attached to someone, get them to love or trust you, and then disrespect them by choosing to be with someone else?

      “No, it’s mine.” Her voice broke into my thoughts. “I shouldn’t have stayed with someone who was so wrong for me.”

      “What happened with your ex?” I’d heard the gist of what took place between her and the ex that morning when she came into the coffeehouse upset, but I wanted to know more. “What did he do to you?”

      The sad look on her face made me want to get off this plane and find the fucker so I could beat him senseless.

      “Messed up everything,” she replied sitting back against the seat.

      “Tell me.”

      The sadness in her huge, brown eyes was evident, they spoke so much more than I knew she would. I could tell the signs of a lonely person. Sometimes they looked happy, or like they had it all, but really they were just going through the motions. She came into the coffeehouse and like clockwork, ran through the same routine. She’d meet her friend Stella, they’d talk, Stella would leave, and Wren would work.

      Sometimes she had enough staff to take the edge off, but often times she didn’t. I’d seen the ex a total of five times, and each time I thought he looked like a loser, an idiot who had his woman running around while he played around doing fuck all.

      “Basically, he tricked me into getting a bunch of loans, one of which was to pay for physio for his leg. But it was all a lie. He used the money for prostitutes and strippers, and God knows what else, and left me with the bill. I’m most likely going to lose everything.” Her voice shook as she said that.

      “No, you won’t.” I offered a kind smile.

      She brightened up and shook her head. “You say that like you know I won’t. Are you going to ask Mr. Jordin to give me some time to sort myself out? If you know him, tell him I could send over a batch of the best muffins he’d ever tasted in his life if he could agree.” She was laughing, and I smiled but felt guilty.

      Maybe now was the time to tell her that I was Mr. Jordin and that AJ was a name I’d thought up on the spot so as not to put her off.

      Adam Jordin was my name. I’d just abbreviated it for the purposes of our date. It wasn’t exactly a lie.

      I’d seen how long it took her to loosen up around me and how uneasy she looked by my wealth, so it was probably best that I didn’t tell her who I was just yet.

      I really wanted her to have a nice time on this trip.

      “Mr. Jordin?” I did my best to sound clueless.

      “It’s a name I saw when I was signing the agreement. I figured that maybe he was the bank manager or someone. It sounds French,” she giggled.

      She was right, and more guilt tugged at my insides.

      “I’m sure no man in their right mind would pass up a batch of your muffins.”

      “You’re sweet.” She smiled.

      I almost laughed at the compliment. Me? Sweet? No, I was far from it, but she made me want to try. If only for her, and that was saying a lot. I didn’t think I’d ever gone all out like this for any woman.

      “I’m glad you think so.”

      “I do, and I can’t believe I’m here.” She brought her hands up to her cheeks and instantly looked quite worried.

      “What? You have that deer-caught-in-the-headlights look.”

      She laughed. “I’m going to be with you for a week. A week, I don’t even remember the last time I spent a week with Stella. I barely know you.”

      I was wondering when she would start freaking out about that and had anticipated this.

      “Well this is the part where we get to know more about each other.” I nodded.

      She smiled at that and her cheeks colored to that shade of rose I loved.

      “Okay… What’s your favorite color?”

      I was surprised that she’d ask something so simple. “Green, like the grass.”

      That was how our conversation began. Then it deepened, and soon, we were talking about all sorts of things. I’d even moved to sit next to her. Best of all I loved the way she loosened up around me, and she too was starting to flirt.

      The eight-hour journey went by in a flash.

      The last time I talked that much to anyone was probably back in college. Definitely hadn’t done it since.

      It was exactly eight when we arrived at Charles de Gaulle airport.

      Like always the air smelled of excitement and food.

      Wren reminded me of a kid who’d just gotten what they always wanted for Christmas. First, she was excited, then she got this look of awe and appreciation.

      Then excitement again as we got into the limo and set off for dinner.

      We hit traffic and were slightly delayed, but she enjoyed being stuck.

      Her eyes were trained on the city lights and everything around us as we passed by.

      The journey took just over forty minutes.

      Her face lit up when she saw the restaurant. I knew she wanted dinner on top of the Eiffel Tower, but I had that planned for tomorrow as I didn’t manage to get my usual table at Le Jules Verne. Although it was on the second level of the Eiffel Tower it offered private terrace dining I knew she would love. It would be worth the wait.

      For tonight we would be dining at the haute-cuisine restaurant of the Shangri-La hotel, L'Abeille.

      This place was a must for any member of my family. Mom always came here first before she went anywhere else. For her she couldn’t do anything else until she stopped to eat here. That’s how amazing the place was.

      I loved the way Wren’s face lit up when we got out of the car, but as we headed inside she stopped mid stride on the pavement and looked around. Wonder and admiration washed over her beautiful face.

      I panicked when she seemed like she was going to cry.

      “Wren, hey. You okay?” I pressed my hand to the small of her back, loving the delicate feel of her.

      She tucked a wayward strand behind her ear and turned to face me, those beautiful eyes searching mine and when a tear ran down her cheek I instinctively reached out and caught it.

      “I’m okay. I’m sorry. It’s … I just can’t believe I’m here. Or, that you did this for me.”

      “You deserve it.” I offered.

      It wasn’t that I felt sorry for her. That was a different feeling altogether. It was more the case of I was sorry she’d been through so much.

      “Thank you for thinking that.” Another tear ran down her cheek which I wiped away.

      “It’s true.”

      Her gaze was filled with gratitude then her eyes dropped to my lips and I couldn’t help but look at hers too. The glossy pink called to me, it lulled me into a sense of longing and desire.

      Wasn’t I the one who told her she could do what she wanted to?

      Twice today I’d wanted to kiss her. This time was more intense, and I didn’t want to resist.

      She pressed her lips together and her gaze flicked back up to mine.

      The same desire mirrored my own.

      She moved too when I lowered my head to get closer. Good, that was all I needed.

      I cupped her face and lowered my mouth to her awaiting lips, claiming her mouth.

      The spark I always felt when I was with her ignited and licked across my skin like

      wildfire set ablaze by gasoline. Strawberries and cream came to mind as I tasted her. Sweet and virtuous as I imagined.

      She moaned into my mouth, making my pulse quicken and I deepened the kiss. Slipping my hand behind her head I angled her mouth so I could have more, hoping she’d forgive me for being greedy and wanting to possess her.

      But then I stopped. Had to. We were at the Shangri La. Our family always had a room reserved here. As far as I knew it was only me in Paris today. So, the room had my name on it.

      It wouldn’t take much for me to take Wren right there and I didn’t want to cut the night short.

      “Later.” I whispered in her ear.

      “Later.” She breathed with a sweet, sexy smile.

      We’d been walking side by side before, but now I reached for her hand to hold it.

      That kiss just changed the game.

      I’d held back a lot on this trip, controlling my wild thoughts of her and her perfect body. From the looks of things, there was a chance I might not have to control myself much longer.
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        * * *

      

      Like many things today I couldn’t believe I was sitting in the world famous

      L'Abeille at the Shangri La. I’d heard many fabulous things about the Two Michelin starred French gastronomy.

      Me.

      Jesus Lord, as Stella would say. First, I wanted to run around, and jump up and down from the intensity of the excitement of just seeing the place. Then I got that overwhelming happiness that sent me to tears.

      I didn’t mean to cry but I was so damn happy I couldn’t stop it.

      It was like walking around in a dream.

      Literally.

      I expected nothing less than the best when we were served up the finest cuisine imaginable, better than what I could have dreamt up.

      Steak haché with pommes frites & cheat's Béarnaise sauce for AJ, and chicken marengo for me.

      Divine, divine. Food fit for God himself and his heavenly host of angels. Again, as Stella would say.

      I savored the food and I couldn’t stop looking around at all the finery.

      It was all amazing but there was one thing– one man – that topped everything.

      AJ.

      We kissed, and that wasn’t any old kiss either. It was one of those kisses that felt like it was a long time coming, and to kiss him forever wouldn’t be long enough.

      Not for me.

      It was the kind of kiss that held an unspoken promise then he confirmed it with his whispers of later.

      When was later?

      It was late now, and we’d been talking.

      Being with him topped being in Paris.

      As wonderful as it all was, being with him surpassed being here in this amazing restaurant, and being in Paris.

      I dared not tell him I would have been just as happy sitting with him in the park back home eating marshmallows or something mundane like that.

      Being with him in this moment, this day, was perhaps the best thing that had happened to me in years.

      There was so much to him, and so much more I wanted to know. Our conversation on the plane was the beginning of the standard getting to know you questions and answers, but then somehow, we started talking about mobster films. Turned out he was into them as much as me.

      The Godfather, Scarface, Goodfellas. We talked about them all.

      Then we were here, and I guess I could still continue the ‘get to know you’. Especially since I now knew what it was like to kiss him.

      “AJ.”

      “Yes, My lady.”

      God could he be any more perfect?

      “You have to tell me what AJ stands for.” I’d forgotten to ask, and it just popped into my head.

      I wondered if he had a long name or just thought it was cool to go with the abbreviation.

      When an uneasy look washed over his handsome face I started thinking that maybe he had an embarrassing name.

      Then there was his silent contemplation.

      “Oh my goodness, it’s something like Archibald Joubert.”

      “Joubert?” He narrowed his gaze and smiled.

      “I can’t think of anything embarrassing.”

      “Why do you think it’s embarrassing?”

      “The way you look.” I wagged my pointer at him and giggled. “Jupiter. Archibald Jupiter.”

      “Do you want me to be Archibald Jupiter? You seem to like it.” He raised a dark brow and tilted his head to the side.

      I laughed but leaned forward resting my hands on the table.

      He didn’t want to tell me what AJ stood for. Why?

      I didn’t care. It didn’t matter. It was just nice to laugh with him.

      “You’re giving me the choice to name you Archibald Jupiter?”

      “You can call me whatever you want.”

      I pressed my lips together, hiding my smile, and trying not to blush like an idiot. That was all I did today, and pretty certain every other day I’d seen him.

      “Are you ever going to tell me?”

      “If I tell you, I’ll…” he leaned closer and brushed his fingers over my right hand.

      “You’ll have to what?”

      “Kill you.”

      Oh my God. I burst out laughing. “What the hell?” I attempted a straight face, but couldn’t stop laughing.

      “Wren, that’s not funny. If someone says that you run like hell.”

      “You want me to run like hell in these heels? Come on.”

      He chuckled and moved his chair next to me. When he sat back down his shoulders brushed against mine. I watched him and leaned into him as he placed his arm around me.

      “I’ll kill you by spoiling you. You won’t have to run anywhere, except to me.”

      “I’m dreaming.” Had to be because this wasn’t real.

      “No, you’re not, but I could be.” I lifted my head to meet his gaze and smiled. “How about I tell you what AJ stands for on our last day here.”

      “Okay, mysterious.” That was fine by me. “In my head you’ll be Archibald Jupiter until then.”

      He planted a kiss on my forehead. When he pulled me even closer and our lips met I melted into his teasing kiss.

      Tender with heat. That was how I would describe it.

      Unlike earlier this kiss continued unbroken and I lost myself in him.

      Consumed by the desire that coursed through me, I returned the heat of his kiss.

      “Let’s get out of here.” He breathed against my lips. Voice heavy with need. The same need I felt.

      All I could manage to do was nod.

      Looked like later had arrived.

      As soon as we got back in the limo his merciless mouth captured mine with savage kisses that reflected my own desire.

      Passion pulsed through me, fueling my arousal.

      This was all so bizarre.

      Me in Paris with nothing but the clothes on my back and my little purse, all in the care of a super-gorgeous guy who wanted to make sure I had a great time.

      Everything he did so far was perfect. Everything.

      I had gone from loser Billy, who drained me out, to amazing AJ who’d rejuvenated me. And I really liked him. Sure, I knew it was easy to like someone who looked as dreamy as him, but this was different. He’d gone all out and made sure everything was exactly as I’d described to Stella, with a few additions.

      Seduction rippled off him and I wanted him. Just having him would be enough spoilage for me.

      We continued to consume each other, not caring the driver could probably hear us.

      Before AJ pounced on me he’d made sure he closed the little window that separated us from the driver, but I was certain that didn’t block out the sounds of passion.

      It was like we couldn’t get enough of each other.

      Every nerve in my body responded to him, hungry for more. Greedy for more of Mr. Delicious.

      When I smoothed my hands up the hard walls of his chest he ran his fingers through my hair pressing my mouth harder to his, showing me he wanted me. All of me.

      That was what it felt like. Like he wanted every piece of me. I’d never felt that before. Not with anyone. My heart pounded in my chest at the thought and the currents of pleasure that swept across my body.

      My nipples tightened painfully when he smoothed his hands up to my breasts and gave them a gentle squeeze. His tongue tangled with mine, devouring me, creating a delicious suction. Then suddenly the heat turned up. Our kisses became carnal. Hot. Raw.

      I moaned at the intensity and desire pooled between my thighs, making my panties wet.

      It became too much.

      I thanked God when the car stopped, because damn I would have allowed him to take me right here no matter that we weren’t alone.

      It was actually the driver’s voice that broke into the enchantment that held us together.

      I gazed out the window, and my breath slipped away at the sight of the castle-like house that looked like it was transported from a fairytale. It stood before us, beautiful and magical in the picturesque mingle of the moonlight and amber lights that lit up the grounds.

      Holy shit. That was no villa. AJ said we’d be staying in a villa.

      This medieval fortress that looked more fitting to the Renaissance era was more along the lines of a château. I’d seen houses like this on TV in shows like Lifestyle’s of the Rich and the Famous, and in Beautiful Homes magazine.

      If this was what he called a villa, I would be intrigued to see what his actual house looked like.

      I couldn’t wait to get inside and I couldn’t believe there was anything on earth that had been able to tamp down the desire that had consumed me for AJ only seconds ago.

      “You like it?” AJ whispered against my ear, a smile in his voice.

      I turned to face him and grinned.  He arched his sexy lips showing off the dimple in his left cheek.

      “Is that really a question I’m supposed to answer?” I cajoled.

      “Just want to make sure .”

      Was this guy for real? “I love it.”

      He kissed the tip of my nose and I giggled. AJ then got out  to open the door for me.

      I  took hold of his outstretched hand but  allowed my eyes to drift over the perfection of the man before me.

      Nothing about this day had felt real, or rather nothing had felt real since we first spoke. Holding onto my hand he pulled me out and held me close as I observed our surroundings.

      Even in the darkness of the night, the beauty of the house and the grounds were simply striking.

      I looked over the house becoming more mesmerized by the second as I took in its design of traditional French windows, large Oakwood doors, and angles that ran into cornices up to the thatched roof. The roof was perhaps the only thing that resembled the villa image I had in mind. The cherry on top was the lake that flowed next to it. It set the scene in motion with the moonlight beaming down on it, like diamonds splashed over the surface.

      God, this was a dream.

      AJ tugged on my hand and led me up the arched veranda that had hanging plants and ivy adorning the walls.

      There he stood behind me, slipped his arms around my waist,  then began tracing a line of kisses down my neck. I felt them everywhere. He turned me around to face him and moved in to kiss my lips, but I backed away playfully and giggled.

      “Not so fast,” I cooed, an idea to play with him formed in my head. “This isn’t a villa.”

      “No,” his lips curled up,  “and you’re teasing me. Come here.” He moved closer, and reached for me, but again I backed away, teasing him indeed.

      I laughed when he caught up to me and backed me against the wall, the cool concrete seeping into my palms. It was a stark contrast to the heat that ravaged my body for this man.

      He placed his hands on either side of me, blocking my escape, then leaned close to my ear in a menacing manner. “I suggest you stop that if you don’t want to end up naked outside.”

      I turned my head to face him, catching sight of the darkness and element of danger in his silver eyes.

      “I can’t imagine a sweet guy like you doing such a thing.” I feigned innocence and naivety. I knew he wasn’t sweet, and I didn’t want him to be.

      He brushed his lips over mine. “Just so we’re clear, I’m not sweet, and while I’m being up front, I’ll confess that I’ve been imagining you naked all day.” The declaration brought back the desire.

      “Have you?” I asked in a low voice that made him smile.

      “Does that scare you, sweet Wren?”

      “No.” I said a little too quickly. “Do you think I’m sweet?”

      “You are sweet, and now that I know your lips taste as sweet as I imagined, I need to taste the rest of you.” That dark look hardened his silver gaze, making his eyes turn to steel.

      “Then taste me.” My voice echoed the desperation that gripped me.

      That desperation weakened any form of logic that may have existed in my mind. Anything that might have told me we were going too fast. While I may have known him for over two years, I knew that I didn’t really know him.

      But I was sick of playing it safe. That only landed me in the terrible situation I’d found myself in with Billy, and my awful relationships of the past.

      So now I was going on emotion and impulse. I was in Paris, pushed up against the wall of a beautiful house with a gorgeous god-like man before me telling me that he’d been imagining me naked all day. There was no way I was going to allow my brain to tell me anything different to what my body felt.

      We moved to each other at the same time, his lips crashing against mine with a burst of energy fueled by primal need.

      He picked me up, his lips still on mine, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. AJ practically knocked the door down as we went in. I was vaguely aware that we went up some stairs, down a corridor, and then we were in a dark room where he set me down. My feet sank  into plush carpet that I would have taken the time to savor if lust wasn’t searing every inch of my brain.

      AJ only broke away from me to switch on the light. With the room illuminated my breath once again left me, swept away by the stunning décor all around us.

      But that was all I had time to register before Mr. Delicious claimed my lips again.

      “I’m going to taste you everywhere,” he whispered against my lips. “And play out every single fantasy I’ve ever had of you.”

      God in heaven. No one had ever said anything like that to me. I’d never been with anyone who was even brave enough to admit something like that.

      “Fantasies? Of me?” I had to ask. “What do we do?”

      The wicked, dirty, smile on his face told me everything. “I’ll show you.”

      He turned me around and pulled the zipper down my dress, allowing it to drift down to my feet, and then he unhooked my bra, but he didn’t take it off until he turned me back to face him.

      That darkness filled his eyes again as he peeled my bra away releasing the heft of my breasts.

      I was comfortable with my body, but I wouldn’t pretend that I was comfortable now standing in front of him wearing nothing but my panties and heels.

      With the intense need we’d had to devour one another, I was surprised at the control he exerted as he stared at me.

      Something slowed in our pace at that moment, becoming almost dreamlike.

      AJ then walked around me, his eyes assessing and taking in every inch of my body, burning everything they touched.

      He returned to face me, biting the inside of his lip, then ran his tongue ever so slightly over them when his gaze dropped to my painfully puckered nipples.  Reaching out, he filled his large palms with my breasts making my nipples tighten to hard points.

      He stepped closer, eyes boring into mine. “You’re beautiful Wren. Beautiful and better than perfect.”

      I was glad he thought so because I felt tired from the stress and problems that had been thrown at me.

      “Thank you.” I breathed, trying to calm my heart.

      That wicked, predatory glint sparked in his eyes again and he lowered to kiss my neck.

      My entire body tingled, then set on fire as he kissed his way to the valley between my breasts and his mouth closed over my right nipple.

      He started sucking at the tip. Sucking like he really could taste me. Molding and shaping, kneading then tugging. I felt the pull between my legs and almost crumbled.

      I hadn’t had that done in years, and I’d happily take that if that was all he did with me tonight. My brain literally shut down any cohesive thought and my breathing stilled, becoming shallow. Before I could recover he moved to suck the neglected breast, his tongue curling around my nipple to lick and suck.

      “Do you like that? I’ve been dreaming of sucking your tits all day.”

      The soft moans of pleasure that escaped my lips answered his question. He lifted me again and carried me over to the king size bed set in the middle of the room. Placing me in the center of it, he took off his shirt, and shrugged out of his pants and boxers, releasing the full length of his cock. I sucked in a breath when I saw it because he was massive, and I had to wonder if he’d actually fit inside me.

      I wanted to savor him the way he did me, to look at the display of Japanese characters tattooed down the side of his abs and the edge of his arms, but he didn’t give me the chance. He moved over me, coming back to my lips, then paralyzed me with kisses all the way down to my stomach and over my thighs.

      “AJ!” I moaned his name, desire thick on my tongue, as he nibbled on the sensitive skin inside of my thighs. He stopped and looked up at me with something I couldn’t quite read in his eyes, but the look was gone just as quickly as it had appeared.

      Nothing could have prepared me for his next move. He ran his fingers over the soft fabric of my panties, backwards and forwards, then moved away the lace so he could slip his fingers inside my core. I sucked in a sharp breath.

      He made a hungry sound in the back of his throat, groaning at the wetness, hot in my core.

      He smiled dark and deadly and growled, “I knew you would be wet for me.”

      I let out a groan loud and desperate showing my need as he slid in and out ,hitting my clit. Slow then fast, and faster. And faster making tortured moans fall from my lips.

      That wicked smile crept back in and my lips parted in surprise when he brought his fingers up to his mouth and licked them.

      “Fuck, Wren. You taste so good. I have to lick every last drop clean from  your sweet little pussy.”

      And, just when I thought I couldn’t bear anymore of the intense pleasure, he slid my panties down my legs and bent down to press his tongue into my entrance.

      Tasting me just like he said he would—everywhere.  Licking me clean.

      The passion that took me was indescribable, it surrounded me all over, and I forgot who and where I was. Everything.

      Liquid fire streamed through me and mindless ecstasy tore at my insides when a raw rippling wave washed over me travelling from my breasts to my thighs.

      “Aughhhh.” I moaned to his satisfaction.

      That orgasm rocked my body, rocking my world, but that didn’t stop him from giving me more.

      AJ continued to taste me. Tasting and drinking.

      I wanted him too. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to run my hands  all over his body, touch him forever until forever consumed me.

      Trapped within a bubble of ecstasy, I allowed him to send me over the edge. I wasn’t ready for him to pull away just yet, but when I saw the hardness and length of his cock, I craved that more. I wanted him inside me.

      “Do you want me, sweet Wren?” he asked, his voice heaving with desire.

      He was teasing me. Had to be because I was certain I looked desperate for him.

      “Yes.”I moaned.

      “Tell me you want me.” He kissed my stomach. “Tell me you do, so I know.”

      I didn’t know if my brain could function to form that many words but I’d try because I needed him. “I want you.”

      “Okay, princess, you can have me. This is all for you.” He said running his hand down the full length of his cock. The sight was even hotter than just watching him, and the seriously defined muscles he displayed. “This is what you do to me every time I look at you.”

      “God,” I breathed, thinking about all the times I saw him at the coffeehouse. I’d wondered what it would be like to talk to him, what it would be like to be with a man like him. To be with him. My Mr. Delicious. Now look at me. Look at us.

      I watched him retrieve a condom from the nightstand and slide it down himself. Then, he parted my legs and he thrust into me, leaving my heels on.

      I cried out from the strength and the force of the thrust, arching into him as he pumped slowly at first, then building up a nice pace. I moaned with each thrust, arching my back into him and matching the wildness of his rhythm. He moved with the sureness of a man who knew what he was doing, knowing I couldn’t be anything other than intrigued and satisfied all at once.

      That wicked smile flashed across his face again, and he gripped my waist, increasing his movements, and making each thrust hit me with an intensity that made me feel like I’d pass out.

      That seemed to be too much for him, too, because he started hammering into me, pounding and holding on as if he was trying to keep some control.

      “Oh, fuck!” He growled, moving even faster.

      It was too much, and I couldn’t take it anymore. The orgasm that took me took him too, grabbing us both at the height of ecstasy and squeezing us between its grasp. The release that came felt like it drained some part of my life force, but then it filled me with the glow of a heat that reached into every part of my being.

      He stilled against me, sweat running down the side of his face. He was breathing hard against the drumming of my ears. He collapsed next to me, pulling me close.

      “That was amazing,” he breathed into my hair.

      I turned in his embrace, resting my head against him, enjoying the thudding of his heart  “Can we do that again?” I breathed against his tight skin.

      “Oh yes, princess. That was just the appetizer. I plan on making you cum like that all night long.”

      I loved the sound of that.
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      I caught Wren’s hands as she slid them across my chest. 

      She wanted me again and I wanted her.

      All night long we indulged on one another.

      All night.

      I couldn’t remember if I slept and dreamt her up with her fantasy body.

      No, I could tell the difference. The real-life Wren was like pure oxygen to my soul. I looked down at her cocooned in my arms, her golden hair glistening against the bright Parisian sunlight.

      Beautiful, was only the beginning of how I would describe her. She was that and so much more.

      It was safe to say she was no longer nervous around me, and I loved that. I wanted her to feel comfortable and to enjoy me just as I did her. I didn’t realize I could feel like this about one woman. As if I couldn’t get enough of her, and even when I felt like I’d experienced the height of pleasure, I wanted more.

      No one had remotely interested me this way before, and the feeling deepened the more time I spent with her. It shouldn’t have surprised me since I had gone to the coffeehouse nearly every day for well over two years just to see her, never speaking more than a few pleasantries.

      I couldn’t believe I’d denied myself of her. But here she was now with me.

      I wanted to relish that thought but guilt tugged on my heart again at the reminder of me hiding my name from her.

      I needed to tell her who I was sooner than waiting until our last day to do it.  I’d felt guilty when she cried for AJ all night as I pleased her.

      Desperation gripped me too because I wanted to hear her call me Adam.

      That aside, it was starting to feel dishonest. I wanted to tell her who I was before it did get too late and then I’d ruin any good intentions I’d had by keeping my name from her.

      “Mr. Delicious,” she whispered against my chest and giggled as I brought her hands up to my lips and kissed them.

      I liked that. Mr Delicious. She could call me that if she wanted. I liked the purr in her voice that hung on to the end of the word. Apart from being insanely sexy, I liked that it was just for me.

      “You naughty kitten. You had me six times last night.” Yes, that sweet girl had had me all over her, inside and out.

      And now the thought of it all was hardening my cock again. She inched her hand over my chest and moved up to plant kisses all along my neck, my jaw and… stopped.

      Teasing me she lingered by my mouth and it was all I could do not to go crazy with need. Just from that small play.

      I pulled her in for a kiss. Smoothing my hands to the back of her head I pressed her mouth down hard on mine, consuming her and the burst of energy that rushed from her lips to my soul.

      Those beautiful lips on mine drove me fucking crazy. That mouth drove me crazy last night as it tasted me everywhere.

      I’d heard of this type of indulgence before but never believed it. Mostly I thought it was bull shit. No way would I believe that you could literally have sex over and over again in the same night. I thought it was some sort of exaggeration, and not physically possible.

      I was completely proven wrong last night. It was true. I experienced it for myself. Anything prior to last night had to be down to me just not being attracted enough to previous women. It had to be that because Miss Wren here had me up and ready to go at least ten minutes apart.

      We hadn’t slept either, and I wasn’t tired. She didn’t look like she was tired but she had to be.

      “Wren, I can’t get enough of you, but you must be tired.” I pulled back out of the kiss which was turning hotter and gazed at her.

      “No, I can’t remember how to sleep.” Her lips came back to mine brushing against my mouth like soft feathers. “What do I have to do to get you to take me again?” Her eyes lit up with mischief I’d never seen before, and that was enough by itself.

      God, it was going to happen again and my body responded to the thought as if it was the first time.

      “Nothing more than you just did,” I answered.

      Reaching into the drawer of the nightstand, I retrieved another condom from the box that was almost empty. We’d have to go to the drug store a lot sooner than I planned. I loved the saucy look she gave me as I tore open the packet and rolled it down my shaft.

      Then she gave me that sexy giggle when I swooped her up and pulled her on top of me. I loved the way her breasts bounced as I set her down onto my cock.

      “Fuck,” I groaned. She felt so good. Too good.

      She smiled at my response but then her lips parted taking a sharp breath when I  thrust inside her to adjust myself.

      The fascination returned to her face in seconds. She looked fascinated with me, at what she was doing to me.

      She moved her hips slowly and I gripped on to them. No way was I going to last. I didn’t see how.

      “Slow baby.”

      “I want to ride you.” The temptress cooed, and I was all hers. All control was in her hands. I actually couldn’t believe she just said that, but I’d think about that later.

      “Ride me baby, ride me.”

      She rocked her hips backwards and forwards. Slowly then fast, her heavy breasts bouncing in my face as she started to ride me hard.

      The pleasure on her face in the bright sunlight was insane and made me lose my mind.

      Wild was the way I would describe this time.  She rode me as  if this was what she needed. Looking at her made me lose it. Lose my mind and body, everything I’d ever known.

      Fuck, what the hell had this woman done to me to make me want her so bad? Giving into the surge of need that took over my mind I grabbed her and flipped her over onto her back, and plunged back inside her in one swift movement.

      Shit, how could she feel better than last time?

      She felt better and that primal, animalistic hunger swept over me.

      Just like last night, my body took over and I started pounding into her, fucking her. She made me want to consume her. Consume every part of her forever.

      Shamelessly I jackhammered into her, rutting into her like an animal. Then it became too much. The combo of her moans and her orgasm gripped me, making her pussy tighter around my cock.

      My mind spun, spiraling out of my reach and we both came with the blasts of pleasure that joined us.

      I crumpled into a heap next to her, breathing hard, exhausted. I pulled her into my arms again. She was breathing hard too.

      “Wren, I don’t know what the fuck you’re doing to me,” I said. “But I love it.”

      She laughed,  then the sweet temptress eased herself onto her elbows allowing her breasts to settle inches away from my face, nipples puckered, looking like delicious raspberries.

      “We’re not leaving this bed today, are we?” I grinned

      Her eyes sparkled. “Not if you don’t want to.”

      “I want to take you shopping and to the Louvre.”

      She giggled “Can I just have you? Even if we lie here and do nothing, just like this.”

      “Woman, you well and truly have me.” That was for sure, but I didn’t miss the meaning behind what she just said.

      No one had ever just wanted me. Money, power, sex, and being at my side because of who I was and what I could do. That was what people wanted.

      Wren’s beautiful smile widened as she lay flat next to me, taking my hand into hers. “I’m sorry. I’m not usually like this. I don’t do this.”

      I turned so that I was facing her. “Don’t do what, baby?”

      She looked worried. “I never even kiss on the first date. You’re the first man I’ve ever slept with like this. We just started talking last week. I don’t want you to think that this is what I’m like.”

      I felt touched she would explain that to me. “I know who you are, Wren. Remember, we like each other. There doesn’t need to be any more explanation than that.”

      She smiled up at me as I tweaked her nose playfully.

      “Could it really be that simple, just like that?”

      “Yes. It is that simple. We can make it that simple.”

      “I want it to be that simple.” A fan of black lashes flickered over her cheeks then she stared deeply into my eyes.

      “Me too.”

      For some reason I found myself thinking about Chad’s story about his grandparents. To me they seemed to always know from just looking at each other that they were supposed to be together.  I knew two and a half years ago when I first saw Wren that there was something special about her. Something that I couldn’t quite describe.

      Now I knew I wanted her to be mine. All mine. Mine to have, for me. Mine to cherish and spoil. Mine to take care of.

      “Wren, I’ll happily spend all day in bed with you, but I know how excited you are to be here. We’re in Paris. Let me take you out and spoil you.”

      She thought for a moment.“Okay. But, since I already feel spoiled you can’t spoil me too much. You’ve spent enough on me.”

      Wow, I’d have to write this down, and remember today. She had to be the first woman I’d met who seriously had no interest in my money.

      “You’re thinking about money?”

      “AJ, I know you’ve spent a fortune on me already. I don’t care about all of that.” And there were the words rolling off the tip of her beautiful tongue.

      I sat up and looked at her. It was that name again that got me: AJ. I needed to tell her my real name. It was the right thing to do.

      But now?

      My brain was still buzzing from having her, and what did I say?

      Thanks for the great sex, and by the way my name is Adam Jordin, the guy you got your business loan from.

      I definitely had to tell her soon.

      I’d play it by ear, and tell her the first chance I got.

      “That makes you all the more special to me.” I focused on our conversation, better to do that. “Why don’t you go and see the stuff I got you?”

      “Oh my gosh I forgot. Thank you so much.” She sat up too, giving me a better view of her full breasts.

      Before she got off the bed, my phone rang. The ringtone told me it was my father, and I remembered the shit I left my brother in. I let the phone ring out as I watched Wren make her way into the bathroom.

      I went to the toilet to sort myself out, dragged on a pair of boxers, and called Dad back.

      “Where the hell are you?” He sounded furious.

      “I’m in Paris.”

      “Paris.” His voice reverberated and the line sounded full of static. “What the hell are you doing in Paris?”

      Yup. He was furious, and I could imagine his face now as I looked at my own reflection in the mirror. I was the splitting image of the old man. My brother, Marc, looked like Mom.

      “Stuff.” I knew that would make him madder.

      “You’re with a woman, aren’t you?”

      I didn’t like the way he said that. As if I was just like him, always with one woman or another. Cheating.

      “What’s up, Dad?” I felt it was best to avoid the question.

      “What’s up? Adam, don’t act like you don’t know what’s up. I thought you and Marc were dealing with Jordin Estates. I didn’t expect you to piss off and fly across the world.”

      “Dad, I can’t work with Marc. I’ve told you before I hate it, and I’m putting my foot down now. Grandfather willed the estate to both of us and Marc is going behind my back doing shit without my permission. I’m not signing.”

      “Adam, you’re being offered a billion dollars.”

      “Dad. Did he tell you that the tenants reached out about buying their homes?” I knew Marc hadn’t told him that part.

      “No, Marc didn’t tell me that.” His voiced toned down a notch.

      “Put together, we stand to make several million. I haven’t done the math yet, but I want to do that. When we make business decisions we have to think of the effects in a holistic way. Think about how we would look if we turn families out of their homes. Most of which have been there all their lives. A lot of them are elderly and would never be able to go down the route of getting a mortgage the normal way.”

      He was listening. I could tell.

      Dad sighed. “Your brother won’t care about that.”

      “Then I’ll take him to court on it, but I’m not signing. Dad you know this is the time you should get involved.”

      The estate was willed to Marc and me but Grandfather put a default clause in his will that allowed Dad to intervene as an mediator if there were any grievous disagreements. As the main executor his word superseded ours as the beneficiaries.

      “I hate taking sides when it comes to you boys. But I’ll think about it. In the mean time I have a job for you.”

      My interest peaked. “What job’s this?’

      “A vineyard in Rome with vines that date back to the time of Christ.”

      My jaw dropped. “How’d we come by that?”

      “Won it in a bet.”

      “Dad, that sounds ridiculous.” But, then again, stranger things had happened. “You won a vineyard in a bet?”

      “Yes, my boy. People should know better than to enter such arrangements with me. How long are you in Paris for? Can you go check it out tomorrow?”

      “No can do.” My answer was reaffirmed when Wren walked across the corridor and back into the room.

      The strapless dress she wore was grass green and looked like it was made just for her. It was the green I liked, and the dress I’d used as an example when I made the arrangements with the personal shopper to get her some clothes. I was glad I’d selected that dress now. It really did look beautiful on her, and that gorgeous hair just made me want to devour her all over again. She looked over at me and smiled when she saw me watching. Dad was saying something to me, but I wasn’t paying attention.

      “Son, can you hear me?”

      “Um… what?” I was still looking at her.

      “When can you go?”

      “I’m going to be busy for the rest of the week. Really busy.” I moved over to her and gave her a kiss on her forehead.

      “Okay, wow. A whole week in Paris. You must really like her.”

      “Yes, Dad, I do really like her.”

      She gasped when I said that and was about to say something, but I silenced  her with a little kiss.

      Dad laughed. “Okay. Check Rome out for me next week then?”

      “Rome. Next week,” I agreed. “Talk later.” I hung up, threw the phone on the bed and took hold of my woman. Kissing her, I absorbed her sweetness.

      “Was that really your dad?” She giggled against my lips.

      “Yes.”

      “You told him you like me?”

      “I did. Was that alright?” I planted several little kisses on her lips.

      “Mmmmm.” She nodded, pressing her hands to the bare surface of my skin. She did the sexiest thing then by leaning forward and kissing the top of the tattoo closest to my heart. The Japanese character for love.

      “Naughty kitten, how could I possibly want you again?” I could feel myself growing hard again.

      “It’s because you know I want to stay in bed with you all day.” That sweet smile filled her face.

      “Oh, God. Now I’m going to have to, right? That was you insisting?”

      “I’m insisting.” She laughed as I picked her up and carried her back to bed.

      I was going to enjoy taking the dress off her.
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      Day three and we were still inside the house.

      We’d barely eaten and that was food we’d ordered in.

      I managed to catch a glimpse of a few of the rooms, met the maid and the gardener that came in on a daily basis but that was it.

      That was the closest I got to reality. The world outside of the bubble AJ and I had created.

      It had just turned ten when we went in the shower together. We had sex in here last night and I was sure it was going to happen again.

      We’d been kissing, making out under the light stream of water that rained down on us, for at least an hour.

      With his large hands cupping my face AJ kissed me, and kissed me and kissed me. And, I kissed him too with that I want more of you need.

      I actually stood on my toes, balancing against the slippery flooring, trying to get more.

      He pushed me back against the granite wall, pulled back so he could see my face then rested his hands on either side of me, face inches away from mine.

      “Go to Rome with me?” He brushed his lips over mine.

      Jesus. What the hell? I had to be living in some dream right, because this couldn’t be me. It couldn’t.

      I smacked his chest playfully and grimaced.

      “Don’t you dare ask me that.”

      “Fuck, Wren, if you don’t come with me I won’t go.”

      I chuckled. “Yes let’s stay here forever.”

      His eyes lit up like that really was an option. “Yeah, we could. You could set up a café here just like The Spot and I could do whatever I’m doing from anywhere in the world.”

      “AJ.” I smirked. “I was joking. I’m joking.”

      “I was being serious, of course if we don’t fuck to death first.” He taunted near my ear.

      God, I felt myself grow wet just from the heat of his words and the teasing in his voice.

      I smiled. “I wouldn’t complain.” Not one bit. In fact I’d say it was a good way to die. It’d definitely make up for the crap life had thrown at me.

      He brushed his lips over mine. “Okay, that’s how we’ll die. But, how will we live. Paris now, what about next week?”

      He was actually being serious. But… more than that, he was saying he wanted to keep seeing me.

      The realization made me take a moment to come back to earth and embrace a little bit of reality. I’d been so caught up in this bubble of us since we got here that I really did think screw the bills and the responsibilities.

      “Too much, too soon?” He moved back and gazed down at me, holding me in place with his silver stare.

      “No, it’s perfect.” But I had a nightmare to fix and it wasn’t going to fix itself.

      “Say yes then, come to Rome with me.” The corners of his sensual lips twitched into that half smile I loved.

      “I have The Spot, and a ton of stuff to sort out. I…” I didn’t want to think about that stuff now, but it was apart of me. It was all a apart of me so it came rushing back with the full force of its seriousness.

      He noticed and planted a kiss on my forehead. “You’re thinking about everything you left in Chicago, and that’s my fault.”

      “No, it’s…” If only he knew how bad things were. I didn’t want to tell him though. Best not to. I didn’t want him thinking I was asking for help. I would never do something like that.

      “Sweet Wren. Remember, screw the bills and the responsibilities. You’re here with me and I told you things will be fine.”

      I had to laugh. “Of course, things will all be fine.” I played along.

      “That’s the spirit.”

      “I want to go, but it’s crazier than me being here.”

      “Why baby?”

      “It just is.”

      “Okay, let’s do this. We talk about it on our last day here. See what you think then. I know you’ll say yes.” A cocky smile now danced on his lips. Of course it would because what woman in her right mind would say no to this man.

      “You are too much Mr. and a little over confident.”

      “I’m confident because, you won’t want me to get in trouble with my dad. And, if I go away for God knows how long you’ll miss me too much.”

      I didn’t think about that part. “How long will you be in Rome?”

      “Who knows baby, “ he tilted my jaw up to him. “Who knows? Could be a week, or two, or more. And it’s a vineyard. My phone may not work and I wouldn’t be able to call you. Then I would just perish from not being able to see or hear you.”

      This guy was a natural charmer. I started to laugh and couldn’t stop.

      “Oh, AJ.” I pressed my hands against the hard walls of his chest. He nuzzled his face into the crook of my neck and kissed the underside of my ear.

      “Wren.” He lifted his head and gazed at me. “Eiffel tower today, we can’t stay in this house for the whole trip. As much as I want you I won’t be selfish. Let me show you Paris and spoil you.”

      Back to the dream.

      “Thank you.”

      “No, no, thank you mon belle.” He lifted my hands up to his lips and kissed it.

      My heart fluttered. Talk about life and reality. It was going to be hard to come out of this dream world. Very hard.

      And I didn’t want to.
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        * * *

      

      Today was truly amazing.

      We began with the Louvre, where I saw the Mona Lisa and other amazing paintings and artifacts.

      Then we headed to the Eiffel Tower.

      It looked just like it did  on the post cards and films I’d seen.

      The wrought-iron lattice tower on the Champs de Mars was exactly as the images and films depicted. No camera tricks, no added touches for effect.

      The tower stood in all it’s glory and beauty for all to see. For me the highlight of Paris.

      We explored all levels, looked at all the history and ended our tour of the tower by dining at Le Jules Vernes. That was where we were supposed to go last night. Since it was five when we ate it wasn’t dark enough to get the see the beautiful city lights, but AJ promised we’d come back another night.

      We spent the rest of the afternoon walking and talking. We walked the whole length of the Champs-Élysées stopping at the Place de la Concorde and the Place Charles de Gaulle, where  I marveled at the Arc de Triomphe.

      It was one of the best days that I’d lived. Definitely one of the best, and still there was more to visit.

      As the last remains of sunlight retracted from the brilliant Parisian sky we walked along the river. I ate ice cream while  I noticed AJ glancing at me several times out of the corner of his eyes.

      He was holding my hand and we were walking and acting like we did this all the time.

      He drove today which was nice. We’d gone outside the house and I noticed a blood red Porsche on the drive. Just like that AJ had, had it delivered. We got back in it now and I relished the feel of the soft leather against my back.

      The mood continued for most of the drive back to the house. We were talking about cooking then suddenly cooking turned sexy.

      “I could imagine you baking naked.” He stated with a nod and that smile.

      “Is that you requesting that I bake naked?”

      He snapped his head around to look at me. God, I noticed the other night that he brought out the sexy in me. I wasn’t normally like this at all.

      AJ however had managed to unlock this side of me that I never knew existed. I’d gone from mildly flirty to just rip my clothes off.

      “Fuck, is that an option?” His gaze turned hungry.

      I twisted around in the seat so that I was facing him, his gaze dropped to my thighs where my skirt had rode up. He stared for far too long and the lights changed. It was too late when he noticed and we ran straight through the red light.

      “Wren, what are you doing to me?”

      “I’m so sorry.”  I laughed.

      He had to speed up way past the limit so that the cars that had turned down our road could pass. However, AJ didn’t adjust the speed back to normal. He continued at that pace with a wicked, sinful smile on his face. Taking the occasional glance at me.

      “Wren, your ass is mine when we get back.”

      “I’m on top.”

      “Sure in round two. I call dibs on your ass first.”

      God, I was so turned on I had to steady my breathing.

      We got back to the house in fifteen minutes and he yanked me from the car, hoisting me over his shoulder like I weighed nothing.

      He gave my ass a firm smack and squeezed my cheeks.

      “AJ I think your staff are still here.” I saw Maria’s car and Pierre’s truck on the lawn.

      “They can leave now.”

      A heavenly aroma greeted us as we walked in and there was Maria at the kitchen door. She smiled when she saw us. Me on AJ’s shoulder with my clothes practically hanging off me.

      “I made your favorite , I’ll see you two in the morning.” She bubbled, cheeks coloring.

      “Merci, beaucoup.” AJ thanked her.

      I heard her giggle. I didn’t see her because AJ twisted around with me and my eyes were glued to the firm contours of his ass.

      He didn’t take me up to the bedroom. Instead we went to the hall with the grand piano and L shaped sofa . That’s where he set me down.

      I giggled as he lowered and started sucking my left breast through the fabric, but then I thought I’d take charge.

      “I call dibs on foreplay.”

      He started to protest but stopped when I tugged on his belt buckle, realizing instantly what I meant.

      “Jesus Christ, woman, you are too sexy for your own good.”

      “As long as you think so.” I cooed. “I just think I should  show my gratitude for this amazing trip.”

      His face brightened when I slid to my knees and he ran his hand over my head.

      “And in what way do you want to show this gratitude sweet Wren?”

      I pressed my face to the hard bulge that was evident against his pants and ran my tongue over the fabric, making a show of pressing my tongue against his cock. His face when I did that was a mixture of pleasure and desperation.

      “I haven’t done this for you yet.” Not properly. The last few nights had been more him on me and I didn’t really get to pleasure him the way I wanted to. “I should do it, for you.” I nodded.

      AJ watched me. His expression fascinated to see what I was going to do next.

      When I started undoing his belt buckle the look in his eyes turned hot and greedy. Greedy for me. I didn’t have to ask if it was how I felt for him. It was all there. there in his eyes, on his face, in the way he stroked my hair.

      I wanted to savor him the way he did to me. Once the buckle loosened, I pulled his zipper down slow and teasing, then pulled down the pants and his boxers unleashing the magnitude of his cock.

      I grabbed the base and ran my fingers up and down his shaft. A groan of  pleasure rumbled in his chest and a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.

      “How do you want me to suck you?”

      God, this wasn’t me. But this was a prime example of what this man did to me. I knew what he thought about me. Sweet Wren, that was what he called me. I was generally perceived as the sweet, dependable girl next door type.  Not this woman who was making this truly gorgeous man look at her like this. This way, as if I was the woman of his dreams. He was with me tonight so I would be that for him.

      “You suck my cock however you want baby.”  Now he had that predatory smile and his bright eyes turned silver, almost looking otherworldly.

      I stroked his hardness and smiled, actually aching to taste him.

      He grew harder as I stroked him, filling my hand, straining towards me. I lowered my head and licked him, lingering on the tip of his cock.

      “Delicious.” I cooed. “Mr. Delicious.”

      “Fuck.” His mouth dropped.
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        * * *

      

      I stared at the angelic being before me and thought surely I’d either gone insane from having too much sex, or slipped into some sort of fantasy.

      I didn’t care which it was, because I would gladly accept either. Whichever would have been fine by me.

      Sweet Wren. It was official that she was the hottest woman alive and also the kind that I knew now was the deadliest.

      Sweet to the world. Showing a warm and homely side with her cookies, but really she was this hot, sexy woman, and actual seductress who could bamboozle you all six ways to Sunday.

      And fuck, did she ever bamboozle me.

      I gazed at her at my feet. The epitome of beauty with her autumn eyes, shimmering hair and those full lips on my cock. It was so fucking hot.

      She looked up at me, those eyes drifting up my body and, beaming up at me while her glossy lips curved into a mischievous smile. A tease.

      I took a handful of that hair, running my fingers through the featherlike texture.

      She opened her mouth and took me in, the suction pulled at my groin, my insides, my world. I kept my hands in her hair loving the feel of her, loving the reaction on her face as she bobbed up and down, sucking me faster, harder.

      Then, as if sucking me didn’t feel amazing enough, the temptress slid her slim fingers from the edge of my thighs where she gripped me to the base of my cock. With her fingers holding my shaft just below her lips she started jerking me off while she sucked. The combo made me gasp, and my knees wobbled. I clenched my teeth to gather some control but I could feel my release coming.

      Her pace increased, working me to the edge of oblivion. This was unreal but I didn’t want to finish in her mouth. I wanted to be inside her sweet pussy.

      She glanced up at me, pleasure evident on her face too. She knew what she was doing to me.

      “Wren,” I was amazed I could still talk. “I have to fuck you now.”

      The need to be inside her had driven me to the brink of insanity. With one last suck she released me and sat back.

      “Then fuck me.” No one else could have gotten away with saying that in such a sweet way.

      I dragged off my shirt, off my pants and boxers then practically pounced on her. She giggled into the kiss I gave her and tried to talk against my mouth but I wouldn’t let her.

      We rolled over onto the floor and like an animal I grabbed her blouse and ripped it off her. The little pearl buttons that held it together popped off and bounced across the wooden floor. I reached under her skirt and ripped the panties too.

      She gasped.

      “This stays on.” Her little pink skirt. I’d looked at it all day and imagined taking her in it.

      “And this?” She tugged at her bra.

      “Take that off for me.” I loved the way she did it.

      She unhooked the clasp at the front releasing the heft of her gorgeous breasts. Those nipples were puckered and ready to be sucked but I’d have to do that later. Like every night since we’d been here I planned to spend the rest of the evening indulging on her fine body. Inside and out.

      I retrieved a condom from my pants, shoved it on and turned her over so she was on her hands and knees. Her tits bounced from the impact and that skirt did it’s magic over her fine ass. I plunged into her from behind and nearly lost my cool then.

      Fuck, she felt so damn good.

      I pushed in and out a few times, each time going deeper until I was buried at the hilt and she moaned into the pleasure.

      “You want more baby?”

      “Yes, give me more please.” Her voice strained.

      “I’m going to fuck you hard Wren.” I gripped on to her little waist, forcing her ass up towards me and started to pump.

      I couldn’t believe we were doing this again, or that each time felt better and better.

      Soon the room was filled with the sound of our bodies slapping together. It drowned out everything else, and the world faded away with it.  The glass doors captured a hazy reflection of us. Her with her tits bouncing in front of her, hair going wild and me pounding into her from behind.

      I lost myself in her. But it wasn’t just the feeling, it was her. It was in that moment as pure happiness coursed through me that I realized I couldn’t be without her.

      Passion burst where we joined and we both cried out into the orgasmic wave that gripped us, squeezed us in its claws and released us.

      She collapsed on to her arms when I pulled out of her and I moved to her quickly thinking I hurt her.

      “Wren, baby are you okay?” I stroked her hair.

      She gave me a weak smile and reached out to touch my jaw. “I’m fine. You are too much Mr Delicious.”

      “And you Mrs Delicious.”

      Maybe I had gone crazy. A few days in Paris and this woman had me wanting her to be my Mrs.

      Again, I didn’t care. I would gladly go crazy for her.

      I scooped her up, hoping like hell Maria had left because, except for Wren’s skirt we were both naked.
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        * * *

      

      “I located the fucker.” Chad beamed. Static echoed across the line as he laughed.

      I laughed too and moved away from Wren so she could sleep in peace. I’d wiped her out. The poor angel was literally in an exhaustion coma.

      I went into the corridor and sat on the window ledge.

      “Tell me what happened.”

      “You know I don’t know how this guy managed to do all that he did,” Chad mused.

      Before I left I gave Chad the task of locating Billy. Sure I was going to sort Wren out and make the debt disappear but I wasn’t stupid. That wasn’t debt she got herself into for anything frivolous. She was conned. Simple as that I was going to make sure justice got served and that fucking asshole got what was coming to him.

      “Right, you’re going to love this. So …I hired Nick.”

      At the mention of Nick’s name I had to laugh. Nick Wylder was an ex-marine turned private investigator. He ran his own firm in the centre of Chicago. Chad introduced me when I needed a guy checked out who I suspected was trying to set up a scam.

      “You’re right I love it.” I chuckled. “Please tell me he at least got to punch the fucker.” Because I really wanted to for all the shit Billy put Wren through.

      “Not yet. There’s some kinks he had to work through. The situation is deeper than a mere domestic case. But Nick’s working on it.”

      I frowned. It sounded serious, but I took comfort in the fact that Nick was on the case. If there was a job you needed doing like that Nick was the man. I didn’t know how this guy got shit done but he did. Even the most impossible tasks wasn’t a problem for him. The man was talented but also of the scary, crazy variety.

      We’d met up a few times as friends. Even met his wife Mia and their little girl Ariel. It was good to work with someone like Nick because he understood the personal side of things and wouldn’t ask unnecessary questions. He’d just get shit done.

      “How bad is it?”

      “Well, bad in the sense that the feds may get involved. Turns out dear Billy invested in a sex club that’s been linked to sex trafficking in South America. Cherry on top’s they’ve also been trafficking a new type of drug that’s been appearing on the street.”

      “Fuck.” This had to be some kind of joke. I thought cheating bastard sure, but this was deep shit.

      “Yes, fuck. So Nick’s not approaching him just yet.”

      “So is Billy actually as broke as we think?” I had an inkling that we wouldn’t be able to get back all of Wren’s money but some would have been nice.

      “Yup. As a church mouse. The guy’s an addict who was able to disguise his addiction and live off of Wren for free. Looks like he got money from the club and his used car sales job, but he used it up on prostitutes.  Any money we hope to get back will come from assets he has. Most likely the sex club, if the Fed’s don’t seize it.”

      It disgusted me that Wren was with someone like that. Someone who used her. “I’ll sue him for all he’s worth.”

      “Out for blood bro. In other news how are things there?”

      The disgust over Billy instantly vanished from my mind, replaced with thoughts of Wren.

      “Really good.” Too good. Last night  I thought about how quickly my feelings for Wren developed. I wanted her to go to Rome with me. I wanted her to go home with me when we got back to Chicago. I wanted her to be wherever I was.

      “Sounds it. You sound happy.”

      “I am.”

      “She still calling you AJ though?”

      I knew he would ask me that at some point. “Yeah.”

      “Okay, bro… you know how I always have your back, and understand your ways of doing things, but I’m your friend so I have to point out that –”

      “I know it’s wrong.” I interrupted. “I already know.” And, I feared it had gotten to the stage where her knowing who I really was might put a damper on our relationship.

      “So, Adam Jordin, are you going to tell her that you’re Adam Jordin?”

      “Yes.” I was going to tell her tomorrow.  “But now I’m worried about spoiling what we have.”

      What I had with Wren was unreal. I didn’t think it was possible to feel this way about someone after only a handful of days. But really it wasn’t just these days. It was over the course of two and a half years.

      “The longer you leave it, the worse it will get and it won’t matter what you did for her. That’s the part that will be spoiled Adam. Take it from me. The big crazy guy who definitely thought up every crazy ass thing in the book.” He laughed.

      “I know.” I didn’t like thinking that Wren would be upset with me.

      “You’ve done a lot for her. A lot. You at least owe her your real name.”

      I sighed. “I know and I will tell her.”
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        * * *

      

      I felt like a completely new woman.

      It was as if I’d been placed in some rejuvenation chamber and given a new life.

      We’d been in Paris for four days now and I’d had the time of my life. It was more than a getaway; it was an adventure. A whole life experience I knew I would cherish forever.

      I woke up super late today, well after midday.

      When I eventually got dressed AJ took me out onto the terrace where I was greeted with a bunch of red long stemmed Elizabeth roses.

      “AJ you are too much.” I smiled as he handed them to me but tears stung the backs of my eyes. Gratitude washed over me and awe at all this man had done.

      “No. This was part of the vision right. Except they’re in a bunch.” He beamed at me.

      I recalled what I said to Stella when I described this getaway.

      I talked about getting a single red rose every day. That was what he meant. He really was listening.

      “This means a lot to me.”

      “I know. Come here.” He took the roses set them on the table then ushered me over to the bench to sit.

      I sat next to him.

      “Is Paris as good as what you imagined?” His eyes searched mine.

      “AJ, really? Is that a question I’m supposed to answer?”

      “I want to know.” While there was a twinkle in his eyes. His face denoted a edge of seriousness that caught my attention.

      “It is. It really is. I never imagined having this much fun. And I don’t think I would have enjoyed it more with anyone else.” I brushed the side of his face and he held me tighter.

      “You too Wren.”

      “Thank you, although I’m sure you’ve had better times here. Not doing tourist stuff.”

      He’d told me how often he and his family were here. I’d bet most of this trip had to be a drag for him with me walking around with stars in my eyes loving everything, and getting excited about what he was used to.

      “The exciting part was me showing it to you and seeing your face after.”

      What a nice thing to say.  “I can’t believe you did this for me.”

      “I had ulterior motives.” He grinned.

      “Those ulterior motives could have been accomplished in Chicago.”

      “Wren, I’m going to want you wherever you are in this world. Paris or Chicago.”

      I held his gaze. “Me too, for you.”

      The gentle evening breeze lifted the ends of my ponytail and flicked the ends about us. AJ caught it and twirled the ends around his fingers. He looked down at it, but when his gaze returned to mine I noticed a cautious look in his eyes.

      “What’s up? You look like you’re thinking something.”

      “There’s a few things I have to tell you.”

      God, what was it? My eyes widened. “Is it bad?”

      “No, I hope not.”

      My hands stilled. “What is it?”

      “I like honesty. I want you to know that I will always be honest with you.”

      “AJ, please don’t tell me you’re married with kids.” That would crush me.

      When he laughed, I sighed with relief.

      “I can assure you it’s not that. I wouldn’t do that to you or anyone else. Not even when…” His  voice trailed off.

      “What, not even when what?” I was anxious to hear.

      He stared ahead to the lake. The wind caressed the surface causing the waves to ripple.

      “I was married once.” Tension filled his voice. “That’s not what I wanted to tell you, but I guess while we’re on the subject it’s probably something you should know.”

      My eyes bulged. He was married? Why was I surprised though? Look at him. Of course some lucky woman had him as her husband.

      “Oh. Um…what, happened? Is it okay to ask you that?”

      “Of course.” He pressed his nose to mine then pulled back. “Her name was Ava. When I think back now it was always clear that she never really loved me. She was just with me because of what I could do for her. Who I was, what I was.”

      It made me physically sick to hear that. “I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t be. That was just how it was, unfortunately I didn’t see it until it was too late.”

      I would never be like that. What made a woman like that when she found a man like him? He was so kind and caring.

      But money did things to people. Look what happened to me with Billy, and I was sure what I knew was only part of the whole story.

      And AJ…

      While on this trip I definitely thought more than once about his family business. Property development. I wasn’t stupid, I knew  he had to be insanely rich.

      We travelled by limo, he had a Porsche. We were staying in a Chateau, had a maid and staff here. He never asked how much anything cost, and I saw that when we went to certain places we were seen to straight away. People recognized him and acted with respect.

      It screamed wealth. Much as I’d wanted to ask I held back. Also because he kind of hadn’t told me that much about his family or business.

      I suppose I was guilty of not sharing much about me either but that was because I was so wrapped up in him.

      “What did she do to you?”

      He pulled in a breath, gazed ahead again then told me what happened to him.

      I didn’t realize how hard it was going to be  to hear that someone could have treated him that way until a tear ran down my cheek and dropped on to his forearm.

      “Hey. Don’t let me ruin the day.” Although he was smiling I could see telling me his story had gotten to him.

      “I’m sorry.” I dabbed at my eyes. “And you aren’t ruining the day. I just can’t believe someone treated you that way. It’s horrible.” I shuffled in his arms.

      “I know, but seriously I don’t want to spoil our day. I just wanted you to know because it’s something I should tell you.”

      I nodded. “I understand. I’m… like the black sheep in my family.” That was me sharing more about me. It was that truth of my life that would always be there no matter what situation I was in.

      “What?” He stared at me in disbelief.

      “Well you know my crazy Billy story already, so the last thing to tell you is that I’m the odd one out. I never fit in. They’re all in the medical field and as for me all I ever thought about was recipes for all sorts of cakes and pastries. Sweet stuff.”

      He laughed. “I like that. I know I’ve never seen chocolate and blueberry yum yums before.”

      “My mind is over creative. I can’t stop it from creating whatever I come up with for the day.”

      “And don’t.”

      “I won’t.” Of course talking about baking made me think of The Spot and my dire situation back home. All back home where I would return in the next few days, if this man didn’t make me lose my mind even more and drag me off to Rome.

      “Wren there’s something else I need to tell you, I –“

      My phone buzzed in my pocket, buzzing between where our legs met.

      Must have been Stella because she’d messaged earlier about catching up. I hadn’t spoken to her since before we left for Paris.

      “I can call back. It’s probably Stella.”

      “No get it.” He insisted.

      I looked at my phone and stood when I saw the unrecognized number. The first thing I thought was something must have happened at The Spot so I answered quickly.

      “Hello.”

      “Tell Stella not to keep you away from me too long,” AJ mused with a cheeky grin.

      “Who is that?” Billy’s hard voice rumbled across the phone and gripped my insides. I moved the phone from my ear and cursed myself for answering.

      Shit. I should have guessed it was him calling. An unknown number screamed suspicious but I didn’t take note that it could be him.

      “Why are you calling me?” I snapped.

      “Where are you? You evil bitch.”

      Again, he called me the word I hated so much. AJ saw the way I stiffened and the anger that made my cheeks redden.

      “Billy why are you calling me?” I couldn’t control the anger that came out in my voice. I was furious he called me and broke through the bubble of happiness I’d felt for the last few days. AJ stood too and glared at me.

      “You think it’s cool that I have to live in my car?” He spat. “I’ve been living on nothing for the past week.”

      “You aren’t my problem anymore.” I retorted. “Why don’t you speak to work or something?”

      “They fired me when that damn whore, Lisa, turned up here with the same pictures.”

      Lisa. That was the skank who’d turned up on our doorstep and started this whole thing. I had to say I would have most assuredly fired him too, after seeing the pictures. Apart from being sickening to look at with a naked Billy being spanked by a dominatrix, they were vile.

      “Let me back in the house you bitch. Surely you can’t be this evil and let me live on the road.”

      “No. You can’t come back.” I started shaking and felt worse for the thought if I did allow him back in my life, everything would be a mess. More of a mess than everything already was.

      “No?” His voice was so loud that even AJ heard him, and that was enough for him to take action. He took the phone from me and pressed it to his ear, ready to launch an attack on Billy.

      “Fucking asshole! How dare you call Wren?” AJ roared.

      As I watched, I couldn’t help but feel pride and also feel the kind of comfort you felt when you had someone to take care of you. I’d never had that. The people in my family weren’t exactly the type to stick out their necks for me, and when I thought about it, all I had was Stella. But Stella was my best friend. I had never had a man in my life who would protect me like I belonged to him. Not until now.

      “Don’t you worry about who I am,” AJ was saying. “You really don’t want to meet me, and if you do, expect your teeth down your throat. Now fuck off, and don’t call Wren ever again.” AJ hung up and passed the phone back to me.

      I stared at him, holding his gaze for what seemed like eons. That was what reality held for me. 

      Confrontation with Billy and having to pick up the pieces of the mess he’d caused. 

      It grieved me to even think of going back to that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 15

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Adam

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      It was like everything was against me.

      Of course since my talk to Chad last night I kept trying to find the right moment to  tell Wren who I was.

      I’d just found it, then fucking Billy called.

      I wished now that instead of taking the time to tell her about Ava I’d told her what was important first.

      That would make more sense because these days I rarely thought of Ava.

      Wren  sunk into a depressive state after she spoke to Billy and now it was like the gloss of being here had faded.

      Talking to him opened the door to reality, letting back in all her worries. Worries I’d taken care of. I wanted that to be a big surprise for her at the end of our trip but what was the point of having her miserable for the next few days.

      As the hours ticked by guilt gnawed away at my insides, making me feel worse.

      By dinner time I thought screw it. If I continued to wait for the right time to talk I wouldn’t find it. Another day couldn’t pass by with her not truly knowing me.

      If she mattered to me as much as she did then telling her who I was and that she didn’t have to worry about Billy or losing her coffeehouse would be better.

      After we ate I took her out back to sit in the conservatory lounge. There we sat opposite each other on the wicker sofa. I had the envelope in my pocket with the title details for The Spot.
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      I loved this part of the house because it provided a great view of the lake, the rose garden and the willow trees.

      More than anything it had that calming effect.

      When I looked at AJ I felt bad. He’s specifically asked me to forget my worries.

      Screw the bills and the responsibilities.

      But I hadn’t been able to do that. Billy’s call today was a reminder of everything I tried to forget.

      “I’m sorry I haven’t been myself today. I didn’t want to waste the day being miserable. Maybe I should just go sleep it off.”

      AJ took my hand into his and held my gaze.

      “I’m sorry Billy called.”

      “Thank you, and thanks for dealing with him for me. I guess talking to him just woke me up. It shows what’s waiting for me when I get back to Chicago.”

      “No don’t say that.”

      I was trying really hard not to cry and make things worse but it was hard.

      “It’s true. Things are pretty bad. Maybe I should escape the problems and go to Rome with you.”

      His eyes brightened. “I want you to go with me.”

      “It’s so tempting…” I reached up and touched his handsome face, running my finger along the perfect angle of his jaw. The idea was warming to me. More appealing by the second. Go to Rome with Mr. Delicious and screw reality. Screw saving my business, my home, my life, and screw finding money to sue Billy’s ass. It would be so easy to say yes to this man.

      “There’s something I need to tell you Wren.” He caught my hand, kissed it, then brought it down to join the other that he held. “Maybe it will make things a little more easier for you.”

      “What, could that be?” I searched his eyes.

      “You know how I said I’d tell you what AJ stood for on our last day here?”

      “Yes, Archibald Jupiter.” I smiled, trying to feel like myself but not quite meeting the mark.

      “Archibald Jupiter is a cool name, but it’s not my name.” He swallowed hard. “AJ stands for… Adam. Adam Jordin.”

      At first I thought his name sounded cool and suited him, also that wasn’t an embarrassing name at all.

      Then something clicked in my mind and I realized I’d heard that name before. The minute I thought that it dawned on me and I gasped, mouth dropping, heart stilling, stopping it’s beat within my chest.

      Adam Jordin.

      I hadn’t heard the name before. I’d seen it. That was the name I saw on the application documents I’d gotten just before I took out my business loan.

      “What?” My voice came out on the edge of a breath, barely audible.

      He released my hands, reached into his back pocket and pulled out an envelope.

      I straightened up and gazed at him.

      “What is that?” I asked as he tried to hand it to me.

      “Please, take it.”

      “No, you’re …him. My loan… The Spot. You’re Adam Jordin. AJ.” I stood up not quite knowing what to do. I didn’t understand.

      “Wren, please.” He rose up, towering over me. His eyes never left mine. “I know you’re in shock now but just read it. Adam Jordin is just a name. I am still yours.”

      My hands were shaking, I was shaking, but I took the envelope and opened it.

      I nearly fainted when I pulled out a certificate, and  saw it wasn’t any old certificate.

      It was a title of ownership. It said:

      

      
        
        This is to certify that Wren Chase is the registered proprietor of 202 Waterford Road. The said property is gifted by my hand, Adam Jordin, on this day, the 21st of April, 2018.

      

      

      

      I looked at it several times and tried to process what I was seeing.

      Now my soul was shaking.

      “The Spot. You’re giving me The Spot?” Tears ran down my cheeks at the recognition of what this meant.

      “Yes, and I refunded everything you’ve paid, plus… I took care of a few extra things.”

      My hands flew up to my mouth. “I… don’t understand what you mean.”

      Maybe I had gone crazy and made up this world for myself. Maybe that whole revelation of finding out about Billy’s scam had sent me right over the edge.

      Perhaps that’s what happened because this wasn’t real.

      “I gave you all the money back Wren and I took care of the other debts, and Billy. He won’t get the chance to bother you again when I’m finished with him.”

      “Jesus,” I breathed. I blinked several times, still trying to understand and get my head around what he was telling me and what I held in my hands.

      I wanted to feel happy, elated even, but I couldn’t. What I experienced was a gamut of perplexing emotions that seized me. It left me disorientated.

      “Wren...” His voice sounded so far away. “I’m sorry. I should have told you who I was… before now.”

      “I… don’t understand why you thought you had to keep your name from me. ” That was perhaps the part that threw me off kilter the most. That was the part I didn’t understand one bit. I’d never shown him that I was after money in any way.  “Why didn’t you tell me who you were?”

      “I didn’t want to put you off. I don’t know why I thought it would, but I did. I also knew you wouldn’t accept what I did.”

      He was right about that. I wouldn’t have.

      Well, I guess I now had more insight to the extent of his wealth. My previous assumptions weren’t wrong at all. He was indeed incredibly wealthy.

      “You came to the coffeehouse practically every day – what was that about? Were you trying to see if I was managing, or what?”

      “I went to see you.”

      “Really? How do I know if that’s true?”

      “Because you may be mad right now, but you know me. Wren, when you applied for the loan to get The Spot, the bank was going to turn you down. When they called me I looked into it further and your letter got to me. I knew how badly you wanted the place. So, I made it happen.”

      That explained a lot about the loan. First the fact of getting all that I wanted to borrow and the fact that there was no interest.  Even Stella had commented on the fact that I got an amazing deal.

      “Then, I wanted to meet you,” he added. “I didn’t know until the other day that the first time I saw you was when I fell for you. That was how I felt, but you weren’t mine.” He looked down at the white fluffy carpet then back to me.

      I looked him over, saw the extent of his care for me but I just…

      “I can’t … I can’t accept it.” I heard myself say.

      Shock now washed over his face. “Why?”

      “Because… I never wanted your money. I wanted you.”

      “Wren, if you truly mean that, you’ll understand how I feel too.” He stepped closer. “I shouldn’t have lied, but since I wanted you too  all I wanted was your happiness. Be mad at me all you want. Hell, I even get it if this is it for us, but please accept it. It’s a gift.”

      My head felt light and fuzzy and my heart squeezed when he stepped back and turned away from me to walk out.

      Leaving me to my thoughts.
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        * * *

      

      Fuck. What now?

      I slumped down to the ground and threw a stone in the lake. It was pitch black outside  but I could still see it skipping across the surface of the water, going off into the distance until it sank.

      I was such a fucking idiot sometimes. I should have told Wren who I was from the beginning.

      The stupid AJ thing just sort of happened, and I knew it was so ridiculous now. I shrugged out of my jacket and went to toss that too, but I stopped myself.

      My phone was in it.

      It was times like these when I called Chad.

      He told me even before I left Chicago that this would blow up in my face, and it did.

      It was just like when I was with Ava. Chad told me that he thought she was cheating on me.

      I never believed him, never took it on board that he might be right. I figured the thought of her doing that to me was completely far-fetched, especially after I forgave her for the lies she told about our baby.

      But Chad was as right then as he was now. This time I was the idiot, and a bigger idiot for something so small.

      I wanted to call him but right now I couldn’t talk to anyone.

      I’d told Wren I’d understand if this was it for us, but that was another lie.

      I wouldn’t be okay.

      How would I be okay with losing the best thing that ever happened to me?
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        * * *

      

      “What are you going to do?” Stella asked, her voice comforted me as usual.

      Of course I called her. It was the only thing I could think to do to help me unravel my state of flux. I’d gone up to the library where I could think. I stayed there for a few hours, contemplating, then I called her.

      “I’m so embarrassed.”

      I went over everything, and the conclusion that I came to was I wasn’t mad, I was embarrassed. I was embarrassed that I needed to be saved, and saved in such a drastic way.

      It wasn’t as if I owed a few hundred dollars. It was thousands. Several thousand, and the coffeehouse alone was worth the price of a small house because of the location.

      These weren’t mere gifts.

      “I know, and I get it, but sugar please try to get over it.” She advised. “I guess I would feel the same too, but Wren you got yourself an amazing guy there.”

      “A guy I don’t feel like I deserve.” I’d gotten myself into serious debt because I allowed Billy to scam me. Then AJ rescued me.

      AJ. Not AJ. Adam.

      Adam Jordin. I still couldn’t believe it was him. I felt uncomfortable that I needed to be rescued and that I couldn’t be the kind of person he should be with.

      I meant it when I said I wanted him, and I didn’t care about his wealth. Of everything I’d ever wanted, I wanted him the most.

      “You can’t think like that. Come on Wren. Do you remember what you always said before you got the coffeehouse? It was something your aunt told you.”

      Aunt Rena. She would never have allowed herself to get scammed the way I did, and if she met her knight in shining armor she would have been deserving of him. Just like she was for my uncle Pete. They were a perfect match.

      “She told me many things Stella. One thing was to be sensible. Obviously I didn’t listen.”

      “Yes, I agree, and you’re still not listening. You told me that when you first saw the coffeehouse. You said you had to be sensible. The place was located in the perfect spot to get business. You were right, but there was one thing you told me before that.”

      “What was it?”

      “You said Aunt Rena taught you to hold on to your dreams for dear life, and to always cherish them.”

      I smiled at the memory. “Yeah she did say that, and now I have my coffeehouse. That was my dream.”

      “Is that your only dream Wren? I’m pretty certain your aunt said dreams. Plural. I have been your friend forever and I’ve watched you work yourself to a frazzle. Each time you get a new guy I hope it will be someone who will make you happy. I hated Billy, but I hoped he would make you happy. He didn’t. Now you have Adam. Literally a dream guy whose mission it was to make you happy. Embarrassment is nothing Wren.”

      As she spoke the words seeped into my soul.

      I’d always dreamed of meeting someone like Adam, but I never thought guys like him were real.

      Then he came along.

      I got together with a man I fantasized about for years. He saved me from losing everything and losing my dream.

      He must have really cared about me to do all of that, and so much more.

      He wasn’t just Mr. Delicious. He was Mr. Perfect.

      “How do I thank him Stella? He took care of everything. I could never repay him for any of it.”

      “I doubt that he intended repayment. How about you just accept his gift and pick up where you left off? There was a smile in her voice.

      Pick up where we left off… That did sound good.

      “I don’t know how. I feel like I’ll always have this hanging over me. What do I have that could even come close to what he’s given me?” That was what I’d been thinking about.

      What Adam gave me was so much more than simply a gift. It was a miracle.

      “Wren, you silly girl.” Stella laughed.

      “What, why am I silly?”

      “The man told you what he wanted. He wants you.”

      My gaze drifted off to the window, out to the movement of the trees rustling against the wind. I stared for a long time. So long I forgot I was talking to Stella.

      Me.

      No one had ever just wanted me. I was never enough.

      “Wren, are you still there?”

      “I am.”

      “Is the simplicity of this finally dawning on you?”

      “Yes.”

      “And do you want the gorgeous, delicious man who worships the ground you walk on?”

      That was a no brainer.

      “I do.”

      “Fantastic, now snap out of this shit funk of self-pity and non-sense about embarrassment. Embrace the goodness.”

      Embrace the goodness. Yes.

      I still felt that tug of embarrassment, but would I allow it to ruin the very best thing that had ever happened to me?

      No.

      “Okay.” I nodded even though I knew she couldn’t see me. “I can do that.”

      “Good.”

      I smiled to myself.  “Thanks Stella. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

      “I know. Now, Miss Wren, I don’t expect to see you this side of the world for a while. Bring me back something from Rome.” She laughed.

      The thought of Rome was good, but there was a plan I had to put in motion first.

      My Mr. Delicious had made it his mission to make me happy.

      I was going to do that for him too and right now I knew of only one thing that made him happy.

      It was a start. The start of me doing whatever I could to be what he was for me.

      Everything.

      He was my everything.
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        Adam
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        * * *

      

      The birds chirping outside made me stir and my eyes fluttered open. Feeling a little disorientated I opened one eye, then the other and looked about me.

      The window had been left open and it brought in the fresh scents of morning. That and something that always made my day that much better.

      Cinnamon and chocolate chip cookies.

      Wren’s cinnamon and chocolate chip cookies.

      I bolted upright at the thought knocking off a blanket that had been placed over me.

      Last night. I remembered last night. How Wren found out who I was and that she was mad at me.

      But if she was mad how would I be smelling my favorite cookies?

      I got up and made my way into the kitchen and there  she was. My girl.

      She’d just pulled out a tray of heaven when she saw me come in. Her hair was pilled on top of her head in a messy bun and she wore  a cute little pink top that clung to her breasts just the way I liked it.

      And shorts, she was wearing shorts. Short denim shorts that showed off her golden, slender legs.

      “Wren, I…I’m still sorry,” I offered but then she shook her head.

      “You said Mr Jordin would like my muffins. Since I know he likes my cookies I thought I would make both.”

      Oh God, she wasn’t mad anymore. Hope and excitement coursed through me.

      “I can tell you he’s very grateful.”  I stepped closer.

      “Oh that’s great.  I’m glad to hear that because I don’t have much to offer. He saved me in a massive way, cleared all my debts and gave me a chance to keep my dream alive.”  She offered a little smile.

      “Mr. Jordin sounds like a nice guy, but those cookies are like gold. Can’t really put a price on them.”

      Emotion welled in her eyes. “He’s the best. Far too good for me, but since I’m head over heels in love with him I’m hoping that maybe I can deserve him one day. I’m hoping I can still be enough with my cookies and my love.”

      I couldn’t believe what she was saying, and I couldn’t believe the way I felt. My heart soared, glowing within the walls of my chest. I moved to her and swept her up into my arms and kissed her.

      “I love you.” I told her, whispering the words against her lips.

      “I love you too Adam Jordin.” She pressed her forehead to mine. “And I still feel like I’m walking around in a dream because I can’t believe you did all that for me.”

      “I love you. It was easy.”  I ran my finger along the smooth, silk of her skin.

      “Adam,” she breathed gazing into my eyes. “Thank you so much for everything. That was what I should have said last night. Thank you, thank you. I couldn’t possibly say enough thanks.”

      I cupped her face and gazed down at her. It felt so great to finally hear her say my name. “You’re more than welcome. Wren, I’m really sorry. I wished I told you who I was before.”

      “No, it’s fine. It’s a nice surprise. You said AJ was short for something and that you’d tell me soon. And you did tell me. I was just shocked. Thank you for everything Mr. Delicious.” She smiled into the kiss she gave me.

      “You know how you can thank me.”

      “How?”

      “Go to Rome with me.”

      “Bags already packed.”

      I laughed and picked her up. Holding her close with the comfort and satisfaction of knowing that she was all mine.

      Mine only and everything I could have ever wanted.

      No more talking.

      Time to indulge on my Mrs. Delicious.
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        * * *

      

      One year later…

      

      “Naughty kitten, you’ve had me six times already,” Adam laughed, taking hold of me and pulling me into his lap.

      “And yet I want more, Mr. Delicious,” I wrapped my arms around his neck.

      We were in Paris again, at the chateau— this time for our honeymoon. It seemed fitting— the perfect place to celebrate the beautiful and truly magical year we’d spent with each other.

      “Wren, we can’t stay in bed all day,” he teased, tracing kisses down the side of my neck.

      “Why not?” I laughed. We had the same argument every time.

      “Because I want to have dinner with my beautiful wife. We already missed our reservation at L'Abeille last night.” He tweaked my nose playfully, and I giggled at the memory of last night.

      While honeymooning here,  we were trying to  relive our first trip in full detail, which meant dinner at L'Abeille at the Shangri La —except we didn’t make it.

      It was my fault for showing him the lingerie I’d brought along with me.

      We’d only left the house to return again and we were still here.

      “Okay, let’s go,” I agreed with a little pout.

      “Wren, you’re supposed to sound more enthusiastic than that,” he chided, pulling on my bra strap. “But …If you’re insisting we stay in bed, I’m not going to complain about that.”

      He smiled that gorgeous smile that still filled my stomach with butterflies.

      “Yayyy. But …” I pressed my nose to his. “Let’s still plan to relive our first date at some point because if I remember correctly, I get to have you six times when we get back home.” I gave him a saucy look which I knew he appreciated.

      “Yes, your memory is definitely right. Come here.” He crooked his finger and beckoned me to his lips for a kiss that told me repeatedly how much he wanted me.

      Adam had taken me to some amazing places and took the very best care of me; working my fingers to the bone and worrying about debt were all a thing of the past.

      As was Billy. Billy went to prison for his part in not only scamming people but getting mixed up in drug and sex trafficking. The day I found out who he truly was, was the day I rejoiced for how things turned out.

      Being with Adam, for me, was heaven. He was everything and more and we had a happy life together.

      When we were in Chicago, he made sure that me being at the coffeehouse was just about enjoying what I had and the dream I saw when I’d first set up the place. When I wasn’t there, I was always with him. Whether that was at our home or going to some island for an adventure.

      Wherever we were, I always felt his love.

      “I love you, Wren,” he whispered against my lips.

      “I love you, too, Adam.” I kissed him again to seal my words, feeling grateful that I finally had all I ever wanted and the love of a man who was my everything.

      My Mr. Delicious.

      

      
        
        The End
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