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Introduction

Well hey there! Thank you so
Come get much for grabbing one of my
a gift books. I sure hope you love it.

I’d hate to part ways once
you’re done though. How about
we stay in touch? We have a great
family of readers on my Insiders
Newsletter Group that you just can’t miss out on.

We do exclusive giveaways, facebook parties, Christmas
cards, event invites and sneak previews for this amazing

group.

And as a HUGE thank you for joining, you’ll receive a
free book on me!

Join the fam Here!
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DESCRIPTION

HIS MANY N4
DEMANDS, 488

My Needs.
My Demands.
Your Pleasure.
You’re Welcome.

She had one year left of college when our parents got
married. And thanks to being raised in poverty, she needed
help with her expenses.

My dad, being the benevolent billionaire, stepped up
without question.

But there was a catch. She had to intern at the firm for a
year. With me.

As her boss. Poor sweet little thing.

She has no clue what she’s up against, but she’ll figure it
out soon.

I don’t play typical games, but the ones I do play, I always
win.

And regardless of how taboo our relationship might
become, I’'m all in.

The reward is worth the risk.

I just hope she can keep up with my many demands.



PROLOGUE
(&=

]D amn: 110. She needed a 70 to make the dean’s list for her
senior-level marketing class, but she’d pulled out a 110.

A smile touched Bethany’s lips, her eyes darting around
the room to see if she could make out the various grades on
her classmates’ papers. From what she could see, she must
have gotten the highest grade. She sat back in her chair and
listened as the classroom filled with either groans or soft
whispers of gratitude for passing grades. She hadn’t worried
much about passing, but simply passing was never enough.
She had to be at the top—the best grade in the class.

The elderly professor moved to the front of the room,
dropping a small handful of remaining tests on his desk and
turning to face the class. A quick adjustment to his glasses and
he scanned the room, his eyebrow raising at the noise.

“This was your final test for my class. I know some of you
are graduating on Saturday, and I congratulate you. If you
failed this test and subsequently this class and it’s holding you
back from graduating, that’s your problem. You were given
every opportunity to do well in here. If you failed, then you
worked hard to do so.”

He shrugged as a lanky guy in the back row spoke up,
Bethany turning to look over her shoulder as his drug-induced
voice resounded. “Is there a make-up quiz for this test?”

“No, Mr. Johnson. This is final, and you will be seeing me
next semester, no doubt.”



Bethany turned and raised her hand, her long chestnut
locks tickling her shoulders as she moved. “What was the top
grade in the class?”
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“Yours.” The professor smirked and moved from his
reclined position. “Class is dismissed. Don’t bother stopping
by to talk with me. I have somewhere to be, so this is goodbye
for this semester. Enjoy the rest of your summer, and don’t
have too much fun.”

Bethany leaned over and grabbed her backpack, a smile
pressing her cheeks toward her eyes as she got up and walked
from the room, her head held high and smugness sitting on her
like a well-worn cloak. She was the smartest, the fastest—the
best.

A quick stop by the advisory office before heading to have
lunch with her mother stole her thunder; her adviser’s news
was depressing, a quick reminder of her financial reality.

“Congratulations, Bethany. It looks like you’ll be
graduating in the top 3 percent of your accounting class.” The
middle-aged man looked up, his portly belly almost touching
the chair between his opened legs.

Bethany focused on the kindness in his gaze even though
his appearance struck her with worry. She needed to get to the
gym. The summer sessions were always so daunting and stole
every waking moment she could find in order to simply keep
up. It was over now, though.

She sighed with relief and nodded toward the adviser.

“That’s great news. I’ve already been accepted into the
MBA program, so I’ll start in a month. I’'m excited.”

The man mumbled something, turning to his computer and
hitting a few keys. Bethany sat back, her eyes moving across
the various pictures that hung on the walls. The photos were
filled with smiling kids and a woman as portly as the man
before her, their happiness apparent or well-rehearsed.



A family had never been part of Bethany’s thoughts.
Racing up the corporate ladder and making a name for herself
was her top priority. Making enough money never to have to
worry where her next meal was coming from or if anyone
would see her mother paying with food stamps was all she
cared about. She would change her situation no matter what it
took.

College was a luxury that her grades from high school
alone had afforded her, but the master’s program was still up
in the air. The hope was that grants would cover most of the
cost, and she could pick up a small job or paid internship at an
accounting firm.

Time was the only restriction. She needed something
flexible because her course load wouldn’t allow for much
more than studying and schoolwork. She reached up, tucking
her hair behind her ears as she looked back at the adviser.

“So, am I good to go?”

“Hold on just a minute, kiddo. Looks like there’s an issue
with your fees for next semester. I’'m just trying to make sure
you’re all paid up.” He glanced over at her before picking up
his phone. He spoke for a few minutes to someone who she
assumed was in the registrar’s office. The conversation, from
the parts she could hear, was only causing the knot in her
stomach to grow. He thanked the lady on the phone and
sighed, hanging up and looking over at Bethany.

“Good news and bad news. What do you want first?”
“The good news.”

“The good news 1is that the first third of your upcoming
semester was picked up by a grant.”

“And the bad is that the last two-thirds weren’t?”

“That’s right.” He shrugged, sympathy covering his round
face. “Is there a possibility of getting a small part-time job or
internship in the city?”

“I have no clue. Seems like more to do, but it is what 1t 1s.”
She sat back and sighed, the reality of her ever-present



situation bleeding its way across her emotions. She was going
to break down soon, and she’d rather it not be in front of him.

She stood up and reached over, her hand extended. “I
appreciate your help. I have a month to figure it out, I guess.”

“You have about six weeks before they require that second
payment. Good luck. You’re smart; you’ll figure this out.”

She shook his hand and walked from the small building,
the sun pressing down on her in the smoldering Texas heat.
There was nothing to figure out. The MBA program at UT
Dallas was way out of her league in terms of financial funding,
and her mother was forever broke. Thanks to a drug-dealing
father and a life left in shambles, there wasn’t much hope.

She got in her car as the first tear fell. She’d have to ask
her mom to do something that seemed far-fetched but was her
only hope.

“Mom, will you marry Kent?” She looked up in the small
rearview mirror, realizing how selfish she was being as she
worked through how to ask something so demanding of her
mother. But Kent was a billionaire. It would work in her favor,
and she knew without a doubt that her mother would be much
happier with the stability and love Kent would provide. It was
good for everyone. No. She couldn’t do it.

But what other choice did she have?



CHAPTER 1
S



BETHANY

““M om, will you marry Kent?” Bethany let the question
hang in the air as her mom reached for a fluffy white
roll sitting in the basket between them.

“What?” Her mom pulled her hand back like she’d been
burned.

The older woman was a perfect replica of Bethany. Long,
silky chestnut hair, full lips, and green eyes. She looked
completely innocent and well-kept, and yet she’d been through
more hell than anyone could possibly imagine. She and
Bethany both.

“I know it’s a lot to ask, but when you told me that he
proposed a few weeks ago, you seemed really happy. I don’t
know why you just didn’t say yes right then.”

“It’s complicated, Bethany.”

“I know, Mom. But I also know that you’re just holding
back because you’re letting everything that happened with
Dad scare you away from the one thing that could make you
truly happy. You and Kent have been dating for six months,
and he’s crazy about you.”

“Why do you care if Kent and I get married right now?”

“I had an appointment with my adviser today, and there
isn’t enough funding for me to get through the first year of my
master’s program.” She held up her hand as her mother started
to protest. “I know you don’t understand the need for a
master’s, but I’m telling you that I need it. I want financial



freedom, and ever since Daddy left all those years ago, we’ve
had anything but that. I want a chance to be free from this,
Mom.”

Her mom visibly flinched, reaching and taking the bread
and then picking at it, her gaze filled with concern. They had
been through far too much together over Bethany’s twenty-two
years not to be straightforward with one another. Her mom
loved Kent, and Bethany knew they would get married
eventually, so the request wasn’t too far-fetched, just perhaps a
little selfish in its timing.

“And you think me marrying Kent will take care of your
finances?”

“I'm praying that you’ll mention my situation. I’'m not
asking for a handout but a loan. I'll pay it back once I'm
working for an accounting firm downtown, Mom. There is no
way I’m not going to get a great job next year. I just need
some help now.”

“I wish I could help you, but I don’t have anything put
away.” Her mom’s eyes diverted toward the table as the waiter
walked up, a smile on his mouth.

“Hi, ladies. You ready to order?”

Bethany’s mom sat up, pulling her menu up as she
motioned for Bethany to place her order. Bethany picked up
the menu and looked at the prices, not caring a bit what items
were attached to them. They were broke and shouldn’t even be
at the small cafe. Money was the bane of her existence, and
coveting it anytime soon seemed like a lofty goal.

“I’1l take a cup of tomato soup and a water, please?”

“Not very hungry today?” He smiled and took her menu,
winking at her as she smiled back.

“Nope. Big breakfast.”

Her mother ordered as Bethany reached for a roll. Her
stomach softly protested, the deep burn of hunger an old
friend. She hadn’t had a big breakfast or any breakfast at all.
Every penny she had went to books and supplies for school.
She ate once a day and sometimes not even that unless her



roommate brought home leftovers. She’d have given anything
to order a cheeseburger with fries and a Coke, but life wasn’t
that giving.

The waiter moved away, and Bethany shoved the rest of
the roll in her mouth, the soft white bread melting in her
mouth. Worry covered her mother’s features as she pushed the
basket toward her.

“Are you not eating again?”

Bethany finished chewing the roll, her thoughts far from
the conversation at the table as she enjoyed the flavors rolling
across her tongue. She ate out every once in a while, but it was
usually on a date, and that always ended with some random
horny guy demanding sex. Disgusting.

“I have to spend what little money I get from my grants on
a place to live and books, Mom. Food is a luxury.”

“Baby, you shouldn’t starve yourself.”

“What options do I have?” Bethany laughed, the sound
falling flat.

“Take a semester off and come back home with me.” Her
mom crossed her arms over her chest, an eyebrow raising as
Bethany reached for another roll and picked up the small cup
of butter, dipping the bread in it without concern for her
actions.

“I can’t take off from school, Mom, and I don’t have a car
that runs very well. One more year of this, and I’ll be able to
finally take care of myself.”

“I don’t like that you’re not eating.”
“I don’t like 1t either, but you’re as broke as [ am.”
“I’1l ask Kent to give me some money for you.”

“No.” Bethany leaned forward, her mouth pursed into a
tight line. She didn’t want handouts from someone who wasn’t
connected to her family intimately, and even though a loan
was an option, it was the last option on her list. She needed
Kent to move into the position of being her stepfather, and
then it would make sense to get financial help from him.



“Yes.”

“No, Mom. Just stop messing around and get married.
You’re going to get married anyway. He loves you, and you
love him.”

“What would being married to him change?”

“I would be his daughter, Mom. I would finally have a dad,
and maybe, just maybe, he would see my struggle and offer to
help me.” Tears burned her eyes, and she picked up her
napkin, wiping at them quickly. Being emotional or weak
hadn’t gotten her anywhere in life, and it certainly wouldn’t do
her any favors now.

“Oh, honey. I’'m so sorry I don’t have more to give you. If
only I’d been a stronger woman when your dad put us through
all that shit.”

“I don’t want to talk about this.” Bethany dropped the
napkin in her lap, her emotions pressing hard against the
confines of her chest. “I have one more year of school and
need help. You’re going to marry Kent anyway. I’m just
asking that you move it up and do it in the next month, Mom.
Please.”

Her mom bit at her lip, looking up and thanking the server
as he put their lunch down in front of them. Bethany
constrained herself as the steam rose up from the small cup
before her. She could have ordered more, but she knew her
mom was broke and struggling as well. The older woman in
front of her hid her own suffering, and internal strife as well as
Bethany did. No one knew how much they’d been through and
how they continued to persevere.

“Let’s pray over our food.” Her mom bowed her head and
prayed, Bethany closing her eyes and listening to her mom ask
God for the millionth time to help them. He’d seemed to turn a
blind eye or deaf ear to them for all the years Bethany could
remember, but six months ago he had delivered Kent into her
mom’s life.

Kent owned several companies and had been a widower
for ten years. He was older than her mom and had two sons,



one a complete loser and the other the center of his enterprise
in the heart of downtown Dallas. Bethany had yet to meet
either of them, but she liked Kent and knew he would treat her
mother like a princess.

If only the woman could get past being hurt and used by
Bethany’s father, giving love another chance and opening up a
world of possibilities for them both.

“Kent would be thrilled to hear I'm ready to move
forward, I guess.” Her mom’s words lit a spark of hope in
Bethany’s chest as she looked up.

“He loves you, Mom. He’s told you that a million times.”

“I know, and I love him too. I’'m just a little worried about
fitting into his world. I come from the wrong side of the
tracks, Bethany. His friends and work associates are going to
see beneath my layers of makeup and call me out as the phony
[ am.”

“You’re not a phony. You’re the most real person I know,
Mom.” Bethany reached around her soup to touch her mom’s
arm, concern pulling her brow together. “You just need to be
yourself and not anyone else. You can’t change for someone,
or you’ll end up hating who you’ve become.”

“How did you get so wise?” Her mom winked at her,
patted her hand and picked up her spoon, taking a tentative sip
of her own soup.

“So, you’ll think about it? I’'m on a short leash, and I’ll
start looking for jobs this afternoon, but I need help quickly.”

“Wait until Monday for the job thing. You’re graduating
tomorrow, and I want you to just enjoy the accomplishment.”
She put her spoon down and picked up the last piece of bread,
tearing it in half and handing the larger piece to Bethany. “I’'m
so proud of you.”

“Thanks, Mom. I’m sorry to bother you with this. If |
could figure it out on my own, [ would.”

“We will always have each other. I’ll talk to Kent tonight
about everything. When he proposed a few weeks back, I
wanted to say yes, but I just haven’t been able to move around



my past. He’s so much better than I am.” Her mom shrugged,
heaviness sitting on her pretty features.

Bethany reached up and pulled her long locks into a messy
bun before scoffing at her mother.

“He’s not better than you. He’s had a different path, Mom.
His life is a different story. I’'m just glad that your path crossed
with his. He’s going to be great for you. He thinks you hung
the moon.”

“He 1s a great guy.” Blush touched her mother’s cheeks,
and Bethany laughed softly, romance a lofty thought in her
world.

Bethany had seen the same guy, Jake, a few times, but he
was horribly proper and far too feminine for her tastes. He was
easy to get along with and a great study partner, but as far as
physical attraction—nothing.

“Is Kent coming with you to my graduation tomorrow?”

“He sure is. I invited Damon and Matthew, his boys, but
they both have something to do. I was hoping for you to meet
Matthew. He’s a sad soul with far too many demons to fight,
but a pure heart lies in his chest.”

“And what about the other boy, Damon?”

“Honestly, he’s an ass. He’s the typical rich boy, and he
has far too much control of Kent’s company and ten women
around him at all times. 1 hate to even say this, but he
sometimes disgusts me.” Her mother’s face twisted as if she’d
bit into a lemon. Bethany laughed and leaned over, tasting her
cooling soup.

“Money corrupts. I’'m surprised Kent is as good of a guy as
he is. He has more money than God.”

Her mom laughed and took one more sip of her soup
before pushing it across the table to Bethany, the small cup
still more than half-full. Bethany pulled it toward her, working
hard not to lift her cup to her lips and drink the thick tomato
soup.



“Get yourself a sandwich or something. I have a little bit
of money in the bank.” Her mother turned as if trying to get
the waiter’s attention.

Bethany reached over and patted the table in front of her.
“I’'m good. I'll eat this and be stuffed. We’ll make it through
this; we will. Tomorrow will be a great day, and if your
conversation goes well with Kent, then maybe my luck will
change for good.” She pinched off a piece of the bread and
popped it in her mouth. “You sure I’m not pushing you to do
something you didn’t want to do?”

“Have you ever known me to do something I didn’t want
to do?” Her mother smirked as the waiter stopped by with the
bill.

“They must have higher-paying customers waiting on our
seats.” Bethany looked over to the large crowd gathering at the
door.

“Pretty soon that will be us, baby. Hang in there, and I’ll
work to change our situation.”

“You do love him, right?”
“I do, but not as much as I love you.”

Bethany chuckled and turned her attention to her food,
mumbling into the small cup, “I love you too.”



CHAPTER 2
S



BETHANY

S he’d enjoyed the time with her mother, the older woman a
beautiful reminder that hope and love could actually exist.

Bethany climbed into her small, beat-up Honda after
kissing her mom goodbye and getting excited about her
upcoming graduation. She still hadn’t let the fact that she
would be graduating with her bachelor’s in accounting sink in.
It was a huge accomplishment in itself—and even more so
since she was the first in her family to do so.

The rest of the afternoon was to be spent with a few
friends, her roommate, Krista, and the closest thing she had to
a boyfriend, Jake. It would be comfortable and mostly
uneventful, but she’d grown accustomed to moving through
life as quickly as possible, her focus only on the future.

Bethany pulled up to their small apartment as Krista and Jake
walked from the door toward Krista’s car, smiles on their faces
as Bethany got out.

“Hey, guys. What’s up?”

“Just getting some snacks and sodas from Krista’s car.
Come help us.” Jake motioned for her to come over. “You get
to see your mom?”’

“Yeah, she’s doing good. Looking at marrying that rich
guy, finally.” Bethany laughed, leaving out the parts she felt
were less than appropriate to draw attention to.



“Oh, nice. I wish my parents were rich. I mean, they’re
middle class and all.” Krista shrugged, pulling her keys from
her pocket and popping the trunk.

Krista’s short blonde hair and blue eyes were the exact
opposite of Bethany’s dark features. Where Bethany was fit
and ran most days of the week, Krista was a couch potato and
struggled with her weight horribly. Bethany had tried time and
time again to get her friend to join her on her runs, but the
extra eighty or so pounds on Krista made it hard for her to do
anything.

Her roommate was one of the nicest people she knew,
Krista always buying lunch for the homeless guy down the
street and tutoring at school. Bethany wondered how fate
seemed to shine down on the wrong people all the time. Her
mother had mentioned Damon, one of Kent’s sons, at lunch,
and 1t was the perfect example of fate’s inequitable responses.
The guy was probably good looking and rich but a complete
ass.

“What are you thinking about?” Jake’s voice brought her
from her senses, the lanky boy before her extending a few
plastic grocery bags. “Are you already dreaming of your
master’s? Brainiac.”

Bethany smiled and took the bags, the sun starting to set as
the afternoon drew to a close. She couldn’t wait until Saturday,
the week having lasted far too long.

“No. I was thinking about how unfair it is that some people
have looks and money. One or the other is enough, don’t you
think?” Bethany turned to walk with her friends back toward
the apartment.

“I’m guessing you’re broke, then?” Krista laughed and
moved back to let Jake open the door.

“I’ve always been poor, but I’'m just making reference to
my soon-to-be stepbrother. Mom says he’s an ass, and I’'m sure
he’s good looking and all. Just seems unfair.” Bethany
shrugged, walking into the coolness of the house and putting
the bags on the kitchen counter.



“His good looks would be no concern of yours, then.” Jake
wagged his eyebrow.

“Jealous, Jake?” Bethany moved to stand in front of him,
looking up as he took a tentative step back, his smile dropping.

“No, why would I be? He’s your stepbrother. Not like you
guys would get together.” He laughed and turned to busy
himself with putting things up. Bethany turned to Krista and
rolled her eyes. She and Jake had known each other for the last
year, but they were nothing more than glorified friends.

She’d kissed him a few times, but even drunk he would
shake like a leaf when she tried. She’d heard plenty of stories
of other girls on campus enjoying long weekends filled with
liquor and sex. Somehow she never seemed to get close to the
second half of the fun. She wasn’t willing to go out with a
player, their sexually transmitted diseases of no interest to her.
She had been asked out on more than a few occasions, but
after so many rejections, the alpha males on campus moved to
more susceptible victims.

Bethany walked to her room and closed the door before
undressing. She wanted to push Jake a little that night, to see if
he’d be willing to go further. She had slept around a little in
high school and had a few random one-night stands during her
freshman year, but human anatomy class had killed all of that
for her. Dying with crotch rot was out.

She smirked at the thought, reaching for her brush and
pulling her hair down to try and tame it. She pulled it into a
high ponytail and slipped into a small, cream-colored cotton
dress; her waist was thin, and her breasts were big enough to
draw attention, hopefully from Jake.

A little bit of makeup and lip gloss, and she was ready to
make her move. She walked back down the hall, the sound of
a few familiar voices reaching out to greet her. They would
have enough friends to spill out into the lawn of the apartment
by the time nightfall arrived, but for now, a small group
gathered in the kitchen.

Bethany walked in and headed for the chips, taking a few
and munching on them as she greeted her friends. Jake turned



and smiled at her, motioning that she looked pretty.

He wasn’t her type at all, his long blond hair always in his
face and his body nothing more than bones, but he was safe.
She wouldn’t be falling in love with him anytime soon, and he
wouldn’t be falling for her either. Nothing more than a good
friendship existed between them, and yet she was ready for
something more physical in her life. Jake seemed the perfect
candidate. Surely he wanted sex, and friends with benefits
seemed fitting.

“Don’t you look lovely?” Marcus, a dark-skinned
marketing major, reached out and tugged on Bethany’s
ponytail, his smile wide and welcoming.

“Well, thank you, sir. You don’t look too shabby yourself.”
She reached out and patted his stomach with the back of her
hand. His firm abs tightened under her touch. “Dang. You’ve
been working out.”

“Swimming actually. Did you know they opened the
natatorium at the school finally?”

“I’ve heard that, but I haven’t been over there.”

“Too busy making valedictorian?” He laughed, and she
shook her head as Jake moved up beside her.

She reached over and wrapped an arm around Jake’s lower
back, the tall skinny guy towering over her by a foot.

“I wish. I’m just trying to get enough in grant money to get
through my MBA degree.”

“You’ll do great. You always do,” Jake said, looking down
as he wrapped an arm around the back of Bethany’s shoulders.

Marcus pointed at both of them, an eyebrow lifting.
“You two finally get together?”

“No, we’re just good friends. She’s way out of my league.”
Jake laughed and released Bethany, much to her dismay. “You
guys want a drink?”

“Naw ... ’'m trying out for the soccer team on Saturday.
They do drug testing.” Marcus held up his hands, shaking his



head.

“Alcohol 1sn’t a drug.” Jake laughed and looked to
Bethany, who almost corrected him but decided against it.
“Beth?”

“Yeah, I’ll take a beer and a shot please.”

“Getting the party started, I see.” Jake laughed and walked
off, Bethany’s gaze following him. Nothing about his physique
turned her on, his lithe figure the opposite of her desires.

Strong muscles and thick arms and legs were at the center
of her daydreams, but with those things, it seemed, came an
asshole attitude and demanding persona, neither of which
she’d be willing to deal with.

“Just friends, huh?” Marcus’s question brought her back to
the present.

“Me and Jake? Oh yeah. School will be over next year for
us both, and we haven’t really been anything but friends.”

“Yeah, but I see the way you watch him.” Marcus smirked.

Bethany turned to see Jake in the kitchen, laughing and
cutting up with a few friends as he poured drinks. He was cute
but not handsome. Kind but not sexy or masculine at all. She
could settle for someone like him, but it seemed like such a
waste to do so.

“He’s a great guy. Who knows what will happen.” She
looked back to Marcus and shrugged.

The night pulled in across the sky, her friends filling up the
house and the yard in front of the apartments. Other groups of
students had joined the festivities, the music nothing more
than a low hum as everyone gathered in small huddles and
talked about the excitement of graduation.

Bethany walked back into the house, a light sweat
covering her skin from the alcohol she’d enjoyed. She sat her
empty beer bottle down on the kitchen table and walked
toward the kitchen. Jake was standing with his back to her as
he fiddled with something.



She pressed herself to his back, sliding her hands around
his waist and up to his chest; his muscles were nonexistent,
and yet the warmth of another human seemed fitting. She
pressed her lips to his T-shirt as he turned a little, looking over
his shoulder at her.

“You’ve had too much to drink, silly girl?”

“Mmmhmmm,” she mumbled and bit at his T-shirt, pulling
back and letting it pop from her teeth.

He turned in her grasp and put his arms around her,
holding her tightly to him as he smiled down at her. “You
should be careful. Some boy will be looking to take advantage
of your current state.”

“Like you?” She laughed, reaching up and pulling his head
toward her as she pressed her lips to his, the fire in her blood
from the liquor beckoning her to push him past his sense of
comfort.

He pulled back slowly, the kiss being broken far too
quickly for her. He laughed awkwardly and put his hands on
her shoulders, turning them and backing up a step.

“You know I would never take advantage of you.” He
smirked and moved back to finish filling up a small bowl of
chips. She leaned against the counter and reached in front of
him.

“And why not? What if I wanted you to take advantage of
me? Take me in my bedroom and strip me naked before—"

He cut her off, his eyes wide, his face flushed.

“Bethany. You’re drunk. Stop talking like that before
someone hears you.”

She laughed, looking over her shoulder and yelling. “I’'m
drunk and want to get laid. Who’s with me?”

The sound of different voices yelling in agreement caused
her to laugh, but her smile fell as she looked back toward Jake.
The pensive stare on his face sobered her quickly. He wasn’t
interested, nor was he approving of her actions.



“This isn’t you. It’s the liquor. Go take a shower, and I’ll
shut down the party and lock up in just a bit.”

Heat burned her cheeks at his rejection. She wasn’t his
type, or perhaps he thought she was too far out of his league.
She leaned toward him as anger bit at her, her hand siding
down his chest to cup his crotch. His arousal told her that it
must have been the latter. He jerked back away from her
touch, and she shrugged.

“Yep. I guess the liquor got you too.”

She moved down the hall, pulling her dress over her head
and walking languidly toward the shower, her small pink
panties matching her bra perfectly. Too bad no one was
interested in seeing it—1least of all her good friend.



CHAPTER 3
S



BETHANY

T he morning sun streamed through the small window of her

bedroom, the brightness stinging her eyes and turning up
her headache. Why had she let herself drink the night before?
She rarely drank, and she blamed that on how she felt the
morning after she did. Nothing was worse than being
debilitated for a whole day simply because you sated yourself
with an evening of fun.

The smell of bacon wafted into her room, her stomach
turning at the idea of food. They rarely cooked around the
apartment, but the weekend was to be filled with friends,
family, and good food. Bethany rolled over and groaned, the
memory of offending Jake the night before assaulting her.

Why hadn’t she just offered herself to one of the assholes
from Kappa Alpha? There had been more than enough of them
at the party. Sleeping with Jake had seemed like a good idea
before she walked into the kitchen and pushed him a little too
far. She covered her eyes with the palms of her hands pressing
against the pain a little and groaning.

“Fucking hormones. I swear.”

A knock at her door had her reaching for her covers,
pulling them up to her chin before whispering, “Come in.”

The door opened, and Krista stuck her head in. “You
decent?”

“Yeah. Come in.”



Her friend walked in, closing the door behind her and
sitting down on the edge of her bed. The look on her face let
Bethany know that something was up. She figured Jake had
probably had a breakdown over the situation Bethany had put
him in, and now Krista was here to clean up the mess.

“So ... last night was fun?” Krista started, and Bethany
rolled her eyes.

“Stop beating around the bush. I feel like shit. Just tell me
if he’s okay.”

“He’s okay, but I need to tell you something.”

“All right, tell me.” Bethany sat up slowly, her head
hurting so bad that dizziness swam around her. “Ugh. I hate
this feeling.”

“Jake and I are in love.”

“What?” Bethany turned to her friend, horror washing over
her. “You and Jake have something going on? Why didn’t you
tell me? I hit on him last night, for God’s sake.”

“It’s okay. You didn’t know, silly.” Krista reached out as
Bethany slipped her hands over her face and let out a long
sigh. Of course Jake was now dating Krista. That made
everything perfectly shitty. It completed the shitastic circle and
plopped the cherry on the shit-sundae.

Bethany let the news sink in, her heart hurting more over
her actions than the loss of something she hadn’t really
wanted. She felt stupid and rather whorish, but other than
that.... She slid her fingers down her face, her fingertips
covered in black mascara.

“I’'m glad for you.”

“You’re not upset, are you? We figured you tried to sleep
with Jake last night just because you were drunk, not because
you had actual feelings for him. He’s been trying to get you to
go out with him for the last year, and you’ve rejected him so
many times.”

“I what?” She stiffened in the bed. “I’ve never once
rejected him.”



“Oh. Does that mean you’re interested?”

“No, I’'m just saying.” Bethany moved past her friend,
reaching to grab a T-shirt and pulling it over her head. She
pulled on a pair of pink sleeping pants and checked herself in
the mirror. “I’m happy for you guys. I don’t know what else to
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say.
“Did you want to sleep with him last night?”

“What? No. Jake’s not my type at all. It was the liquor.”
Bethany turned to Krista, innocence layered in a perfect facade
on her face. Jake wasn’t her type, but the idea of sex had
seemed more than appropriate for her graduation party.

“Oh good.” Krista’s shoulders visibly slouched as a smile
touched her face. “I kept telling him that it was just the liquor.
No way you’d just randomly sleep with someone. We all know
how much of a prude you are.”

“Prude? I’m not a prude.” Bethany put her hands on her
hips, the conversation going from bad to worse.

“I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant that you’re so
beautiful and still aren’t with anyone. It’s not because guys
aren’t trying ...” She laughed, and Bethany realized that the
conversation was better left alone.

“Who’s cooking breakfast?”

“Oh hell! I am.” Krista jumped up and ran out of the room
toward the kitchen.

Bethany walked into the hall and grabbed a towel, her
heart hurting and stomach jacked sideways.

No wonder Jake had refused her. He was in love with her
roommate.

Her mother and Kent had arrived just before she lined up for
the graduation march, her mother kissing her cheek. Bethany
looked over at Kent, who moved closer and pulled her into an
awkward side hug as he smiled down at her.



“Sure am proud of you, kiddo. Your grades and ranking
today are something to be incredibly proud of.” He squeezed
her shoulder before moving back toward her mom.

“Yep. Nothing you can’t do if you put your mind to it, |
guess.” Bethany smiled and waved, moving toward the line of
people wearing the same heavy black robes that draped across
her body.

She watched her mom and Kent, the older man extremely
handsome and fitter than Bethany remembered from the last
time they’d met. The kindness in his eyes as he looked down
at her mother was also something new.

Her real father was nothing more than a bastard—a user.
He only looked at you or spoke to you if he wanted something
from you. She hated him more than words could express and

was grateful when he left their lives around her twelfth
birthday.

A tug on her sleeve had her turning to her left, Jake
standing quietly with his eyes averted.

“Hey, you,” she whispered, unsure of what to say.

“Hey. I’'m sorry I didn’t tell you about Krista sooner. I
didn’t know if you’d be okay with it.” He shrugged, his dark
gown swallowing him whole.

“I'm fine. I just wish someone would have told me. She
said I tried to sleep with you last night. I feel like a total ass.”
She forced a laugh, the memory of the night before pushing its
way across her aching skull. She would never let him know
that she remembered every moment of it, but the loneliness at
his denial and the hour of crying herself to sleep was still very
real as she stared at him.

“It’s no big deal. A month ago I would have fallen over
myself to get you in bed.” He laughed, and the goofy sound
caused her to smile.

He wasn’t at all someone that she’d normally sleep with or
try to start a real relationship with. The need to share her
celebration with him had pushed her to want something more,



but it would have ended as the sun came up. It was for the
best.

“Enough of this. Congratulations.” She reached up and
straightened the lapel of his robe before turning and sliding
into line as they were instructed to do.

She waited her turn, her mind wandering to the
conversation her mother had hopefully had with Kent and how
it might have gone. Would he be thrilled that she’d finally said
yes to marriage? How soon would they tie the knot? Would he
offer to help her with her master’s? She’d be more than
thankful for a loan if nothing else. A grant from him would be
blissful, but anything to keep pushing her forward would be a
break in her rather painful cycle of poverty.

She glanced at her mother and hopefully soon-to-be-
stepfather and waved, smiling as she slipped onto the stage as
the announcers called out her name. The moment was almost
surreal, the hope it planted in her blossoming as she took her
diploma and shook the dean’s hand.

“Great job, Bethany. Look forward to seeing you in the
MBA program.” He smiled, and she simply nodded, turning
her head for the flashing light of the cameras. Her head
protested at the attention, the dull ache still remaining from her
night of almost fun.

She walked down to join her classmates in the hard-backed
chairs, the energy palpable in the air. Their speaker had asked
to go on after the names were read, which was odd, but she
was degreed and couldn’t care less about what came next.
Sinking into her seat, her mind numbed at the monotone voice
of their valedictorian, the message surely on success and their
ability to do anything they wanted to do.

She scoffed internally, wanting nothing more than a
cheeseburger, sex, and a nap. In that order.

'

“We’re so proud of you, sweetheart. Let’s grab some lunch.
Kent made us a reservation at a restaurant here in town.”



Her mother pulled her into a hug as she stood before
Bethany, who was smiling with a sense of relief sitting lightly
on her. It was done. The graduation was over, and she held her
diploma in her hand.

“Quite the accomplishment, Bethany. Your mom tells me
that you used grants and a work-study to make your way
through your bachelor’s?”

She nodded and moved back, wrapping an arm around her
mom’s shoulders as they walked to the car. Various friends
called out to her, and she responded in between talking with
Kent and her mother.

“Yes. I was very lucky not to have to apply for loans
during the last four years. A lot of my friends are leaving
today with forty to eighty thousand dollars hanging over their
heads. I can’t imagine.”

“Debt 1s the devil for sure.” He smiled and held the car
door open for her as she got in the back. He opened the door
for her mother as Bethany relaxed against the new-smelling
leather of his Lexus. She didn’t know much about Kent, but
what she had seen she liked quite a bit.

He was classy and old school, always holding the door
open and shaking hands with people. His smile was warm and
kind, his eyes dark and full of mystery. He would take some
getting used to, as the only man in Bethany’s mother’s life had
been her weasel of a father. Her mom had just about written
off men for good until her older sister, Bethany’s aunt, Patty,
introduced her to Kent.

“Hungry, girls?” Kent turned and looked over at Bethany,
his right arm extending to hold hands with her mom.

A smile touched Bethany’s mouth as she nodded. How
nice would it be to find someone like him to take care of her
mom?

How nice would it be to find someone like him to take care
of her? She scoffed internally and engaged in the surface-level
conversation as they drove to the restaurant.



Bethany sat up as the car pulled to the front of the large
building, a valet rushing to open her and her mother’s doors.
She got out, and her mom looked over at her as Kent spoke
with another valet.

“Kent’s paying, so get whatever you want, baby. This is
your day.” She smiled and held out her left hand, a large
engagement ring on her finger.

“Oh my God, Mom. He had the ring already?”

“He sure did, and I said yes. We’ll get married on the
beach in Jamaica in three weeks. We just want you and his two
boys to come with us. You can each bring someone if you
want, and if not, just come, and we’ll have some family fun.”

Bethany stood there, her mouth half hanging open as Kent
walked around the car and put an arm around her mother.

“I see your mom told you the good news.”
“She sure did. Congratulations! How exciting.”

He smiled and moved them toward the restaurant. “It’s
given me a whole new outlook on life. But today is about you.
We’ll talk about the wedding next week. We want you to come
spend the week with us, meet the boys and such.”

“Of course. I’d love to.”



CHAPTER 4
S



BETHANY

A t first, she was hesitant to order anything off the menu, the

prices ridiculous for a simple graduation meal. Her mom
ordered a salad for herself, and Bethany followed suit, but the
bread bowl was calling her name. She waited until Kent
reached out and took a piece, offering it to her next.

“So, Mom tells me that you’re an accountant as well?”
Bethany passed the bread to her mom, her eyes on the newest
member of her soon-to-be family.

“I have a degree in accounting and a doctorate in law. It’s a
passion of mine, but my company is actually an accounting
firm, which is something I wanted to talk with you about.” He
smiled and looked over at Bethany’s mother as if asking
permission for something. Her mom smiled shyly, and he
reached over and took her hand under the table.

“Oh yeah? That’s great news. I’d love to talk accounting
with you; just don’t tell anyone how nerdy I am. I keep that
locked down most days.” She smiled as her mother chided her.

Kent sat back, the look on his face giving her peace.

“Your mother tells me that you’re headed to your master’s
program in a month and are looking for some financial
assistance.”

She wasn’t quite sure how to respond. His statement was
completely true, and yet she felt like a beggar admitting that
she couldn’t pay her own way. She glanced at her mom, whose
eyes seem to press her toward the message of honesty and
transparency.



“Yes. My grants only cover a third of my expenses, and
getting a job is my next step. I don’t mind getting a job, but
most firms would require me to work full-time. I could work
somewhere non-accounting, that’s part time, but I wouldn’t
make nearly enough money to live off of.”

Kent was nothing like she expected for a billionaire. Her
mother might be aware of her new fiancé’s wealth, but
Bethany doubted it. She’d done her research, though, and
knew that McKenzie and Bryant Accounting LLC was a cash
cow. If Kent wasn’t worth at least thirty billion dollars,
Bethany would be surprised. Still, he was far too down to
earth, far from what she expected a billionaire to act like. They
were supposed to be greedy and self-serving, manipulative and
spoiled.

Maybe he was exactly that, and they had yet to see it. Only
time would tell.

“What about this—” He paused and sat up to the table, his
eyes filled with something like excitement. “I’ll pick up the
tab for the funds that you’re lacking, and you come work at M
and Bs three days a week in the morning or afternoon,
whatever your schedule allows you to commit to us.”

Bethany sat in shock for a minute, his offer way more than
generous. She looked at her mom, who was beaming like
they’d won the lottery, and in a way, she guessed they had.

The smile on Kent’s handsome face caused Bethany’s lips
to lift, and she nodded before she realized what she was doing.

“Deal. Would I be working for you?”

“No, your new brother, Damon. Smart as a whip, but
you’ll love him. The two of you have a tremendous amount in
common. He’s brilliant and driven, hardworking and very
devoted to success.”

“Sounds perfect, hmm, Beth?” Her mom beamed.

“More than perfect.” She swallowed the lump in her throat,
the bread from her plate helping to push down the feeling that
perhaps she was making a mistake.



She hated spoiled, frat boy alpha males. Surely her soon-
to-be stepbrother was more like his father and less like the
image in her head. Of course, her mom had called him an ass,
so maybe not.

“Good. You start on Monday.”

'

Monday came far too fast. Bethany had spent the weekend
packing up a few things to stay with her mom and Kent at his
house for her week’s vacation. Too bad her vacation had
turned into a new job and a possible asshole boss to deal with.

Her mom had taken her shopping on Sunday for some new
clothes, Kent more than happy to lend his credit card to the
adventure.

She finished buttoning the white short-sleeved shirt her
mother had gushed over in the dressing room, her black pencil
skirt accentuating the thickening backside she was starting to
hate. Bethany growled and ran her hands over the curves of
her rear, her hair long and loose around her shoulders, makeup
light but still obvious. She had on black heels and various
accents of crimson jewelry.

Her stepfather gave her the thumbs-up as she walked into
the kitchen Monday morning. “Just let Martha know what
you’d like to eat, and she’ll whip it up for you. You look
perfectly professional.” Kent smiled and pointed to the
kitchen, from which the smell of something delicious wafted
toward her.

Bethany’s stomach growled in protest, and they laughed
together as she turned and walked quickly toward the kitchen.

Nervousness sat heavy on her, her worry over meeting her
new boss nothing compared to having to pretend to approve of
her new stepbrother. She would play the game for a little
while, but if he was a jerk like she imagined he might be, she
would be more than happy to put him in his place.



After a quick breakfast of juice, eggs, and toast, she
climbed into her small Honda, her mom blowing her a kiss
from the front door.

Kent’s house was a mansion three times over, the number
of rooms making it feel more like a hotel. Her mom hadn’t
moved out of her own small, two-bedroom house on the other
side of Dallas, and they had decided that, for the week of
vacation, she and her mom would stay with Kent at his place.
Good thing. Her mom most likely had stale cereal and low-fat
milk as the most appetizing breakfast option. Bethany
shuddered at the thought.

Bethany drove in nervous silence, the sound of the traffic
around her offering a bit of balm to her beating heart. It had
been a while since she’d had to try to impress someone. All of
the professors in the business center knew her, and her
reputation preceded her thanks to tutoring often and being part
of the honors fraternity.

This was a whole new situation. She’d have to impress her
new stepbrother, and something told her that would be more
difficult than she wanted it to be.

Not having any siblings of her own, she wasn’t even sure
how to approach their new relationship but figured her best bet
was to respect him as her boss, and if something familial grew
from that, all the better. Forcing something wasn’t her style at
all, her heart set on impressing people with her intelligence
and wit no matter the audience.

Bethany pulled into the visitor parking, an elderly cop
moving toward her and motioning for her to lower the
window. The large building above them reaching high into the
sky, as most of the other buildings in the business district in
downtown did.

“Where ya headed, miss?” He leaned down, a smile lifting
the furry mustache on his upper lip.



“Im starting my internship with McKenzie and Bryant
today. I hope I’m in the right place.” She looked around for a
sign, nothing but plain concrete walls surrounding them.

“You’re in the right place. Go to the fourth floor or above
in the garage, and make sure you don’t park in a reserved spot.
Take the ticket the little machine up there spits out at you, and
have the receptionist validate it for ya.” He moved back and
motioned for her to go on through. “Good luck.”

“Thanks,” Bethany mumbled as she rolled up her window,
and the car crept toward the small ticket dispenser. Excitement
mixed with fear rushed up her chest, her breathing reminding
her of the need to exercise. She usually didn’t get hyped up
about things, but this was a whole new ballgame. Not having
an interview with Damon left her without a clue of who it was
that she would be answering to. Her mom’s comments about
Kent’s oldest son left her stomach in knots.

She parked and reached in to pull her purse from the
passenger seat, hitting her head on the rearview mirror and
cursing at herself. She moved out of the car and walked
quickly toward the elevator sign.

The heat in Texas in late August was painful. If she wasn’t
careful, her hair would turn into something Tina Turner might
be proud to sport. Reaching up, she tugged her fingers through
the silky strands and slipped into the elevator with the fwo
million other people who were headed toward the large
building above them. It looked like hell had opened its gates
for a quick drink of ice water.

She filed out, people rushing around her and checking their
watches. Bethany looked around, trying to get her bearings
before noticing a large sign on the wall that displayed a map.
She moved toward it, working not to get run over by the suits
that filled the large lobby. McKenzie and Bryant was on the
twenty-eighth floor, the view from their windows most likely
incredible.

She walked toward the correct elevator and got in at the
last minute, the door closing behind her. She turned to face
away from the crowd and exhaled softly, fear of the unknown



almost consuming her. The door opened a few times for other
floors, and she shifted to the left and right, trying to be polite
and waiting her turn.

Finally, the light for the twenty-eighth floor lit up, and the
door opened, Bethany moving off with a short, squatty male
who looked a little older than her. He pulled a badge from his
waist and swiped it on the reader on the wall by the door. He
held the door open and smiled at Bethany. “New today?”

“I sure am.” She moved toward him, a smile on her lips as
she held her purse on her shoulder. “I’m supposed to check in
with the receptionist.”

He moved into the large lobby behind her and shifted to
her side. “I’'m Ben. Nice to meet you.”

“Bethany Miller. Nice to meet you, too.” She looked
around, realizing that the receptionist desk was just behind her.

“Well, good luck today, and if you need a tour, I’'m in
office 1014.” He smiled and walked off.

Bethany turned to greet the receptionist. “Hi, I’'m a new
intern.”

The receptionist looked up and held up her finger, her long
red nail quite out of place for a professional environment.
Bethany apologized and moved to sit in one of the small
leather chairs just beside the woman’s desk. A few minutes
later, the lady called Bethany back up.

“New intern, did you say?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Bethany stood and moved toward the desk,
the woman standing and fiddling with some papers below her.

“Bethany Miller?”
“Yes, ma’am.”

“Stop calling me ma’am. Makes me feel old.” The lady
smiled, but it failed to reach her eyes. “You’re going to be in
that conference room right over there. Here’s a packet of stuff
you need to fill out, and Mr. Bryant will call you up when he’s
available. Human Resources will want some of your time



today, so make sure to stick around after you see the boss man.
We’ll get you an office and all that good stuff, too.”

Bethany thanked the woman and walked toward the room,
her shoulders and back aching as stress stiffened her. Sitting
down in the large black leather chair, she pulled out a pen and
began to work on the items in front of her.

The receptionist poked her head in a few minutes later, her
knuckles rapping on the door and causing Bethany to jump.

“Sorry. Mr. Bryant is ready for you. Just go up the elevator
to the thirtieth floor. His receptionist, Linda, will get you in to
see him.”

She walked off, and Bethany stood, putting the papers
together and shoving them in the folder. She hated like hell
that her hands trembled. She’d have to keep them in her lap in
front of Damon. No way was she letting him on to the
nervousness that tore up her insides.

“Here goes nothing ...”



CHAPTER 5
S



BETHANY

L inda was far too good looking to be a secretary, or Damon

was the asshole her mother had warned her about. Bethany
hated to judge a book by its cover, but the tall blonde model
posing as a receptionist had been incredibly sexual—just in
showing Bethany to Damon’s office, her words almost purred.
Bethany thanked her and shivered in disgust as the door
closed. Apparently, Damon was down the hall and would be
back shortly.

Taking advantage of the few moments she had, Bethany
walked around the large executive office. The windows lined
the walls of half of the office from floor to ceiling. The view
was spectacular, and she wanted to see it at night, the lights of
the city a beautiful spectacle, no doubt.

Pictures of three men accented the wall behind Damon’s
large cherrywood desk, one of them being Kent and the others
Damon and his brother. She picked up one of the photos of the
three men smiling at the camera, their golf shirts showing that
they were at an event together.

“Oh shit. Please let the goofy-looking one be Damon.”

She sat the picture down and moved toward the door, the
sound of him coming in causing her heart to race. His voice
was deep, the timbre of it commanding and firm.

“I’ll be busy for the next twenty minutes, Linda. No
interruptions unless the building is burning down.”

The door closed, and Bethany turned from the window, her
heart sinking at the image before her. It wasn’t the goofy



brother but the devilishly handsome one. The one that caused
hearts to stop and panties to disintegrate with a look. His dark
hair was combed on the sides and a bit messy on the top, the
smirk on his lips giving her something later to dream about
inappropriately. His blue shirt was fitted, the thick muscles of
his arms and chest contracting as he simply walked toward her.

She moved in his direction, extending her hand, a soft
smile on her lips as she watched his dark brown eyes move
from her face to her toes and back up again.

“Hi. I’'m Bethany.”

He stopped in front of her and shook her hand, tilting his
head slightly to the side.

“I expected you to be a little more mousy. Pleasant
surprise, | suppose.” He shook her hand, his face a mask of
indifference. “Damon Bryant. Have a seat.”

He moved around her, and she turned, walking toward the
chair and praying like hell she’d make it before her legs gave
out. Her knees shook slightly as her heart beat wildly in her
chest.

The picture had been a sad representation of the man
before her. The scent of his cologne lingered in the air, and she
breathed in deeply, coveting it.

She sat down, pressing her knees together and letting her
purse slide from her fingers onto the floor beside her. She
wanted to jump in and start the conversation, but he simply
demanded the lead, and she couldn’t help but let him have it.
She bit her lip, stopping the minute she realized he was
focused on her mouth.

“My father tells me that you’re a brilliant accountant and
that you’re here to make my life easier.”

“I’m grateful for the opportunity to help.”

“So tell me, Bethany, are you brilliant?” He sat up, leaning
forward as he studied her.

Something about his gaze made her feel as if she were
nude, bare before him. A nervous tic caused her foot to bounce



to the rthythm of her heartbeat, her mind racing for the most
appropriate answer.

“I graduated near the top of my class in both high school
and college.”

“I didn’t ask that. I asked if you were brilliant.”
“Yes?” she whispered, her voice hiding from her.

This was embarrassing, humiliating. What the hell was
wrong with her? She had sat in front of professors and state
regulators for the board of public accountancy. She had never
lost her footing before. She spoke again just before he started
to, the look on his handsome face pensive.

“Yes. [ am brilliant.”

“Good.” He watched her for a minute more before turning
to the blinking light on his phone. “Forgive me for a minute. I
need to take this.”

She nodded and diverted her attention toward the
windows, her chest screaming for air. She hadn’t realized she
had been holding her breath and worked to let it go quietly.

Damon was sensual and strong, dark and handsome, much
more so than anyone she had ever encountered. Remembering
that he was soon to be her new stepbrother was important, not
that anything would happen between the two of them. He was
probably six to eight years older than her and far out of her
league. He made the sexy blonde in the foyer pale in
comparison.

Bethany tried not to listen to Damon’s conversation but
couldn’t help it.

“I know, Bridget. Yes, tonight will be fine. Eight o’clock at
Pallinda’s. Wear the blue dress for me and the black heels that
you know I love.”

Bethany looked over at him, his eyes on her as he spoke.
His predatory gaze made her feel as if she were under a
microscope, his attention almost heavy, as her skin broke out
in goosebumps. She averted her eyes again toward the
window, needing to get some air before she screamed.



“No, you know I don’t like it when you wear panties. No,
not even the little ones. Too restraining.”

Bethany’s head snapped back forward, her eyes large and
wide as Damon simply stared at her. His expression was soft
and lacking emotion as if he were ordering a pizza in front of
her. She swallowed hard, her eyes moving to the tug of his
bottom lip, his teeth biting along the edge of it. She stood and
moved toward the window, her level of comfort completely
gone.

“That’s right. Blue dress, black heels, and don’t bother
with your panties. ’m not interested.”

The sound of the phone hitting the cradle caused her to
stiffen.

He was an ass.

If he’d had any respect for Bethany or himself, he would
have held his conversation in private. She turned and looked
over her shoulder, her breathing ragged and obvious.

“Bethany, I have certain needs as the CFO of this
company. If you’re here to make my life easier, then you’ll
quickly learn them. Your brilliance will get you far, but if you
and I aren’t on the same page with things, then my father will
be your champion instead of me and good luck with that.”

The implication of his words sent a chill down her spine.

“And what are your needs?” She turned slowly, crossing
her arms over her chest as the door to his office cracked open,
and Linda stuck her head in.

“I know you said no interruptions, but your father’s on the
phone.”

“Thank you.” He looked toward Bethany as a smile lifted
the side of his perfect mouth. “Soon enough. Linda will show
you to your new office. Plan on having lunch with me
tomorrow so we can talk about the various positions I’'m going
to put you in.”

He turned and sat down at his desk, the conversation over.



Bethany walked toward his desk, leaning over and picking
up her purse as her mind spun out of control. She walked to
the door stiffly, questions running rampant at the saucy
innuendo Damon had thrown her way.

Surely he hadn’t meant...

She stopped just before slipping through the door, the
sound of his voice wrapping around her.

“Oh, and Bethany. You’ll enjoy every one of those
positions, and I’ll do my best to make this a stimulating
experience for us both.” He bit subtly at his top lip and
watched her closely, Bethany nodding and slipping through the
open door.

She was in too deep already.



CHAPTER 6
S



BETHANY

B ethany moved toward her new office like a zombie, her

mind trying desperately to work through the last few
words her stepbrother Damon had spoken to her. His voice had
been filled with conviction, the seriousness of his gaze leaving
her to wonder if he hadn’t meant everything simply from a
business perspective.

He had certain needs, and she would be required to know
them and fulfill them, as it seemed every other woman in the
company was busy trying to do.

Did Kent know that his son was pimping out the women of
their accounting firm for his own perverted desires?

Or had Damon simply meant that, as the CFO, he would
need her to be on her toes, to work fast, like he did, and keep
on top of things? Those were needs, too... Maybe she was
trying to make something sexual out of it because he was by
far the most good-looking man she’d seen in her short life.

“Here’s your office. The laptop is yours to take with you.
The cords are all there, and the phone is already set up.” The
receptionist turned and extended a golden key, her long nails
almost covering up the small item. “Here’s your key. You’ll
need to go tomorrow and get a badge. You’re not in the system
yet, but Linda will work on that later today for you.”

“Thanks.” Bethany took the key and moved into the large
office, looking over her shoulder as the woman lingered in the
doorway. “Do all of the interns have offices this big?”



“No, but you must have impressed someone. Usually, three
of them share an office this big.” The other woman smiled,
lipstick staining her teeth. Bethany almost told her but thought
better of it.

“Okay. Thank you again. I’ll reach out if I need help.”

“Your best bet 1s to call Ben. He’s the intern coordinator
for the audit side. I would think you’d be starting off there.”

“I’m not entirely sure, to be honest, but I’ll call Ben.”
Bethany smiled as the receptionist shrugged and turned to go.

Her thoughts slipped back to Damon, her conversation
with him raring back to life in her mind. Perhaps he hadn’t
meant that she’d be filling his sexual needs, but his reference
to putting her in various positions and making it stimulating
and enjoyable for them both?

“Come on ...” she whispered, taking a seat and leaning
back, her skin flushed with the idea of being naked beneath
him. He was far too much man for her. Of that she was sure.

“He’s your freaking stepbrother too. Get ahold of
yourself.” She huffed, looking up to see Ben standing in her
door with a friendly smile on his face.

“You always talk to yourself?”

“Yep. Only person I’ve found that isn’t quick to disagree
with my opinions.” She laughed and motioned for him to come
n.

“Oh really? Seems like the greatest struggle I have is
convincing myself to do something.” He sat down in the chair
in front of her, his expression open and calm.

Bethany let her thoughts of Damon go by the wayside; the
inappropriateness of having those thoughts at work caused her
no small amount of discomfort.

“Too funny. So the receptionist told me that you’re the
intern coordinator.”

“That 1 am. I asked Damon if I could have a few more
things on my plate, and he was happy to supply them.” Ben
shrugged, his cheeks coloring pink.



“You don’t have enough work around here?” She smiled,
jabbing at him about the overload of work he was probably
pushing around. If she’d learned one thing in school, it was
that accounting firms of all sizes were sweatshops. You got in
and killed yourself until you limped out. The dark circles
under Ben’s swollen eyes told her his story was in line with
her assumptions.

“I have plenty of work, but I'm a single guy, so it’s
important for me to get out and socialize. I’'m originally from
Seattle and haven’t met too many people yet. Kent brought me
down here to help establish a special service line that we’ll be
starting later this year.”

“Interesting. So managing the interns gives you a chance
to get out of the office for happy hours and get to know
people.”

“Exactly.” He smiled and leaned back in his chair, crossing
his arms over his portly stomach. “Speaking of ... there’s a
new club in town that the interns are wanting to check out as a
group on Thursday night. We thought instead of happy hour at
one of the local pubs we’d go see what the rage 1s all about.”

“What’s the name of the place?” Bethany leaned forward,
pressing her forearms to her desk, her interest piqued. Having
been in college just down the street for the last few years, there
weren’t too many places she didn’t know about.

“It’s called Masquerade.” He shrugged, his smile the only
thing giving away his level of excitement. “You don’t have to
dress up special, but if you get on the dance floor, then you’re
required to wear a mask like you would at a ball.”

“Weird. Is it new?”

“Yep. Just opened two weeks ago. I swear, it’s all anyone’s
talking about.”

“I'm in. I need to get out, and I’d love to meet the rest of
the interns. Does anyone go with us, or is it just interns?”

“Sometimes the boss man will make an appearance, but I
highly doubt it since it’s a club. His party days are over, |
think. He works far too hard to enjoy life much.” Ben shook



his head as if disappointed in Damon for his unwillingness to
live a little.

Bethany sat quietly for a moment, the thought of Damon
not living seeming impossible. From the conversation he’d had
on the phone with his girlfriend, it seemed that he was /iving a
lot. To tell a girl to wear a certain dress and heels was one
thing, but to command her to leave her panties at home? Hot
and disturbing.

She could see her and Damon 1n her afternoon fantasies.

“Why the faraway look?” Ben asked, his short chuckle
bringing Bethany back to the present.

“Hmmm?”
“You look like you’re lost in thought.”

“Oh, just trying to deal with all of the transitions in my
life. Sorry. Didn’t sleep too well last night. I was nervous like
crazy about this morning.”

“I bet. It’s not only graduation for you but a new family
and your first accounting job, right?”

“How did you know?” She tilted her head to the side, her
smile dropping as she tried to understand who else knew about
her and Damon being family soon.

Ben held his hands up, standing and shaking his head as he
backed toward the door.

“I’'m the only one. I get a full rundown on you guys from
the boss man because I’'m in charge of the program. I only
know what I just shared, though, so no worries about a bulletin
board being up with your info for all to see.” He laughed, and
Bethany did too, liking him for his transparency, above all.

“Damon told you about his father and my mother?”

“Yeah, and a little about you. I'm pretty excited to have
you join us. Graduating near the top of UT’s accounting
program is a big deal.”

“Thanks. It felt like a great accomplishment. I’'m starting
my master’s in a few weeks. Just trying to pay for it.”



“I totally understand.” He moved just outside of the door,
his hands reaching up to grip the frame. “So, you’re with us on
Thursday night?”

“Yeah, sounds good.”
“Any questions so far?”

She bit her lip, wondering if she should ask Ben about
Damon’s sensual responses, question him on how Damon
plays ball in the office. She could tell the man before her
respected their boss, but she wondered if part of that wasn’t a
bromance in the works. Damon had looks and money, prestige
and power—everything any man would want.

“What’s the story with Damon?”

“What do you mean?” Ben took a few steps back into her
office, moving to lean against the bookshelf. It groaned under
his weight but held him.

“I just mean that he has a sexy secretary and he seems to
be dating a very attractive blonde ... I don’t know. Never
mind.” She shrugged, heat rising to her face. She reached up
and rubbed her cheeks, her embarrassment obvious.

“No, I don’t mind answering. I think Linda was someone
Mr. Bryant, Damon’s father, hired. I honestly didn’t think
Damon was dating anyone, but it’s good to hear. He needs to
spend a little bit of time away from this place. His dad is
looking at retiring in a few years, and Damon is the next in
line, I guess.”

“What about Seattle? Did you work for them up there or
for someone else?”

“Them. They have a small accounting shop up there,
mostly taxes, but it’s a good learning experience. I'm
originally from Seattle, so it was a natural transition to go to
work for them. Damon and I spent some time in college
together, though he’s a lot older than me. He was a Kappa
Alpha, and I was pledging his last year as president.”

“He was Kappa Alpha?” Totally made sense.



“Yeah, we both were.” He shrugged and looked around the
empty office. “You need to put your diploma and a few
pictures up in here. You dating as well?”

“Me? No. I wish ... I just haven’t found the right guy.”

“I hear you. I'm looking for the right girl, but when you
put in a million hours, it’s hard to meet her.” He paused and let
his gaze fall back on Bethany. “Did Damon do something that
made you uncomfortable, or were you just questioning his
loving on blondes?”

She stood, stretching and reaching up to cover her mouth
as she yawned.

“He just said a few things that seemed kind of ...
suggestive, but maybe that’s because I don’t know him. He’s
my stepbrother or will be soon, so I’'m just trying to figure out
who he 1s.”

Ben laughed and moved back to the door, looking over his
shoulder. “He’s a great guy, very professional. If he seems to
be flirtatious, it’s just because he’s a friendly guy. Half the
interns would sell their souls to the devil to have him glance at
them, but he’s just not willing. I’ve never heard him say, or
seen him do, anything that would cause me to question his
ethics.”

“Very good. I'm happy to be here, and I'm in for
Thursday.”

“Call if you need anything. You have lunch plans today?”

“I’m going to catch up on getting this stuff together. I had
a huge breakfast.”

“Suit yourself. I’ll see you later, ’'m sure. Just down the
hall if you need me.”

“Thanks, Ben.”

She smiled and waited until he was gone before plopping
down in her chair. Ben would have a heart attack if she
repeated the panty conversation she’d overheard. He’d been
playing with her, talking like that in front of her. He wasn’t the



perfectly professional guy that Ben thought he was. Did that
make him a creep?

Maybe he was just interested in her.
“He’s your stepbrother, for fuck’s sake.”

She growled and turned to her computer, her phone
buzzing with a new text message. It was her mother letting her
know that they’d be having company for dinner. Her new
brother would be dropping by to get to know Bethany better.

Damon was coming to dinner?

“Crap,” she whispered. The handsome alpha was already
on her mind much more than she was comfortable with. Too
bad she wasn’t blonde. She tugged at a strand of her hair,
wondering what she’d look like as a blonde.

She rolled her eyes at her wayward thoughts and dove into
the complicated accounting technology the firm used—no
guide available or needed.



CHAPTER 7
S



BETHANY

B ethany packed up at around six, grumbling over the fact

that her mother had called twice during the last hour of
work. She placed her laptop into the nice black bag that they’d
left for her, which had the firm logo embroidered into it.

Nervousness tugged at her stomach as she walked through
the halls, her eyes moving about to ensure that if Damon
walked out of an open office, she’d be prepared to encounter
him.

He probably thought she was a child, a young girl with too
many brains and not enough courage to speak up. She should
have called his ass on the rug for talking with his girlfriend
inappropriately in front of her, but truth be known, she could
only dream of a man like him demanding something of her.

Her pathetic friendship with Jake rolled across her
thoughts as she walked languidly to the elevator. She squeezed
in as the doors opened and had to apologize when she stepped
on a beautiful red-haired girl’s toe. The girl, who was about
Bethany’s age, merely huffed.

Bethany turned and put her hands in front of her waist,
clasping her fingers together and trying to not take up too
much space.

The door opened, and she moved out, Jake on her mind
again. He had been a great guy and yet had no drive to reach
out and press her to a wall. He had wanted her for the last two
years, she knew without a doubt, and yet he never pressed her
to do anything with him. Maybe if he had, things would have



been different between them. She didn’t want an alpha male
dick forcing her to do anything, but a dominant male putting
himself out there with commands and demands that only she
could fulfill?

She groaned softly at the thought.

'

The ride home was quick, the sun still shining late into the
Texas evening. Bethany pulled up to Kent’s large home. The
circle drive was ornate, and the house was framed by vibrant
pink roses. The white brick gave the house a regal appearance,
not to mention the bellboy who opened her door and took her
keys from her. He was a few years younger than her and
horribly shy. He spoke quickly; his eyes averted as if he were
warned not to look at her.

She thanked him and walked into the house, her mom
walking down the hall toward her with a huge grin on her face.

“There’s my working girl. Tell me all about it!” Her
mother stopped in front of her, pulling her into a tight hug.

Bethany returned the gesture, feeling as if she were eight
again and had just gotten home from elementary school. Her
mom had a way of ushering in memories, good and bad.

“It was great. Met some new friends and got invited to go
out Thursday night with the other interns. Should be fun.” She
moved back from her mom, looking toward the kitchen and
breathing in deeply. “You said my new stepbrother was
coming by tonight? We talking about Damon?”’

“Nope. The handsome one,” a male voice sounded behind
her.

Bethany turned and smiled at the tall, goofy-looking guy
that moved toward her. He was cute in his own way, his body a
bit fluffier than she might like, but his blond hair and blue eyes
made up for it. The smile on his face was beautiful and
reached to his eyes, the brightness in those eyes making
Bethany return the gesture.



She extended her hand as her mother introduced them.
“Bethany, your almost-stepbrother Matthew.”

Matthew moved past her hand and pulled her up into a big
hug, Bethany wrapping her arms around him and looking at
her mom as the big guy squeezed the air from her lungs.

“Matt, put her down, Son.” Kent walked out of the study to
their left as Matthew sat Bethany down, her laughter feeling
good—right.

“It’s okay. I like hugs. I just haven’t had such a big one
before.”

Matt winked and looked toward Kent. “Time to eat. The
appetizers are all done.” He extended his bent arm toward

Bethany and bowed slightly. “Care to accompany me, my
lady?”

She smiled at Kent as he started to respond again, her
mother stepping up to hush him.

Matt had something a little off about him, but Bethany
didn’t mind at all. He was the exact opposite of Damon, which
left her a little curious about their moms. Perhaps they only
shared one parent.

“I’'m thinking we have bruschetta with those little toasts
and nachos for the starter.” He looked down at her and smiled.
“You’re very pretty. I guess I’ll have to buy a gun or get a big
stick to beat the boys back from you.”

She laughed and walked into the kitchen, letting his arm go
as she took a seat at the bar that looked over the large room.
Martha, the cook, looked over her shoulder and smiled at
them.

“Matthew, get out the ranch from the refrigerator. The girl
1s more than capable of taking care of herself. No need to play
the role of the overprotective brother to a girl who’s in her
twenties, the age when you’re actually looking to get married.”

“Oh, she’s not looking to get married. She’s a career
woman, Martha.” Bethany’s mom moved up beside her,
wrapping an arm around her shoulders as Kent moved into the
kitchen.



“Smart girl. The career first and then a love life.” He
turned and almost ran into Matthew, the scowl on his face
leaving Bethany with the impression that perhaps his younger
son wasn’t his favorite of the two.

“Thank you again for the chance at McKenzie and Bryant.
I had a great day today and enjoyed meeting Damon.”

Matt sighed loudly, a silly smile on his lips as Kent looked
over at him with a warning on his features.

“You met Damon? God help you. Was he an ass, or did he
put his mask on?” Matt pulled at the air in front of him,
pretending to slip on a mask before he started to prance around
the kitchen like a villain of sorts.

Bethany couldn’t help but chuckle as her mom responded
with the same sound beside her.

“I did, and I liked him.”

Bethany shrugged as Matt turned to her, his hands pressing
against his hips as he cocked his head to the side.

“Everyone loves Damon. He’s the handsome, smart one.”

“You’re handsome too. Did you take your meds? You are
awfully hyper today, boy.” Martha poked at Matt with the end
of a wooden spoon before moving to fill the counter in front of
Bethany with appetizers.

She reached up and started to dig in, Matt moving in
beside her as her mother moved toward Kent.

“Well, Damon is a little rough around the edges, but he
was quite impressed by you, which is saying a lot.” Kent
looked over at Bethany as he popped a carrot in his mouth.

“That’s good to hear. I think I’'m going to enjoy learning
from him.”

“Yes, well, let’s hope that’s all you do. He’s crazy about a
girl with dark hair and green eyes,” Matt said as Kent reached
over and popped him with a towel.

“Leave your brother alone. He’s not here to defend himself
from your empty accusations. Besides, Bethany is going to be



his sister. He has limits to his actions—mostly.”

Bethany found herself shocked at the notion that Damon
hadn’t been smitten with the various blondes that seemed to
populate most of the office. Ben had filled her in on the fact
that Linda, Damon’s beautiful secretary, was Kent’s hire and
not Damon’s. Not that it mattered at all. He was off limits, he
was taken, and he was family.

Matt picked up a few nachos, balancing them on his hand
as he nodded toward the back patio.

“Let’s go watch the sunset. I love how well you can see it
from the terrace here. My place is in the city, so there isn’t
much to see above the smog.” He smiled and moved toward
the back door.

Bethany grabbed a small plate and loaded it up with
enough nachos for both of them before joining him. Her mom
called after her to be careful, but she ignored it. Be careful of
what? The mosquitoes?

Matt walked out and held the door for her, moving to the
side and reaching to steal a nacho from her plate. They walked
to the end of the terrace, two large lounge chairs sitting there
as if waiting on them.

“It’s beautiful out here.” The energy in Matt’s voice
dimmed, his spirit seeming much calmer than only moments
ago.

She sat down and looked over at him; his expression was
filled with peace.

“You okay?”

“Yeah.” He smiled at her, reaching for the plate. “I just act
like a spaz in front of my father. I hate the idea of wearing a
suit and working in a high-rise building, no offense. I act like a
goober, and he doesn’t consider me when something comes
open. He focuses on Damon, and I have my freedom.”

It made so much sense. She smiled at how well he’d
played his cards.



Taking a small bite of the nacho in her fingers she looked
out at the long stretch of property before them, the crimson
sun tugging the colors of evening toward the edge of the world
with its descent.

“I love accounting and don’t mind the big buildings, I
guess.”

“I love drawing and painting. I’'m the artsy one in the
family. My mother was a painter, so at least I get it honestly.”
He shrugged and sat back, handing the plate back to her with
only two nachos left.

She laughed, and he turned his head toward her. “What?”
“You ate most of our snack. Pig.”

He laughed loudly, the sound causing her to laugh too.
Matt was exactly the kind of guy she could see herself being a
sister to. Damon, on the other hand, was the farthest stretch of
her sensual fantasies and going to be trouble, but Matt ... he
was a big kid. Good thing she still felt like one herself most
days of the week.

2

“I was hungry.” He reached over and pushed at her
shoulder playfully. “Tell me for realz. Did you like Damon?
Was he nice or rude as all get out?”

“He was professional, sort of. I mean he wasn’t rude but
very much focused on business.”

“What do you mean ‘sort of professional’? Did he hit on
you?”’

Her throat tightened; the idea of talking about the
conversation with his real brother and Matt perhaps telling
Damon that she’d mentioned it was more than she could bear.

Honestly, the conversation had turned her on, and more
than once that afternoon she’d imagined him forbidding her to
wear panties under her black pencil skirt. Her body burned at
the idea of someone with the balls to demand something of the
sort. A touch of jealousy hit her as she thought of the girl on
the phone, sitting with Damon at a restaurant.

“Hello ... earth to Beth.”



“Sorry. He just had a conversation with his girlfriend that
was, well, it was sexy.”

“He doesn’t have a girlfriend.”

“I’'m pretty sure he does.” Bethany picked up a chip and
offered him the plate, Matt grabbing the last one and eating it
quickly as if she might change her mind.

“Whatever you say, but I know my brother, and he’s
commitment phobic.”

Bethany and Matt chatted for a few more minutes before
dinner was served. She wanted so badly to ask him about his
mom, as he had briefly mentioned her, but she let it slide. Now
wasn’t the time, in the middle of a family dinner. As soon as
dessert was cleared, Matt stood and stretched, promising to
come back the next night for dinner if they would have him.
His father assured him he would.

Bethany stood and offered her bent arm to Matt. “Might I
walk you to the door, sir?”

“Most certainly, my lady.”

He took her arm and walked with her, skipping here and
there to keep his mental act up. They stopped at the door, and
he turned to her, pulling her into another breath-depleting bear
hug. She laughed as he sat her down and tipped a fake hat.

“Behave, as much as possible, and if not, pretend it’s
because you didn’t take your meds.” He winked and slipped
out the door, Bethany thrilled to have him as an almost
member of her family. He was just what she needed.

Damon, on the other hand, wasn’t.



CHAPTER 8
S



BETHANY

B ethany showered quickly before blow drying her long

chestnut hair, the straightener a godsend in the Texas
summer heat. She finished getting her hair to behave and put
on a little makeup before walking into her adjoining room and
getting dressed. A light blue suit with cream-colored lapels
and lining made her look like a fashion icon from the fifties. It
was elegant and yet demanded attention. She put on her
favorite earrings and slipped on her cream-colored heels, the
height of them accentuating her leg muscles. She loved feeling
pretty and yet couldn’t seem to find a reason to dress up most
days of the week.

Her internship was going to spoil her.

Bethany walked to the kitchen, Martha handing her a plate
with two breakfast tacos and salsa on it. She moved the plate
to her face and breathed in deeply, the smell divine. Her
stomach protested loudly, and she sat down at the bar for a
quick breakfast. She didn’t notice Martha watching her as she
ate quickly, her concern not getting anything on her outfit.

“You haven’t had the easiest of lives, have you, Miss?”

Bethany looked up, slowing her rapid chewing a little and
reaching for the silky white napkin sitting beside her. She
wiped her lips and reached to pick up her orange juice. She
took a quick sip and sighed with relief, her gaze moving to the
older Hispanic woman as she smiled.

“My father was a drug dealer and took everything from us
when I was twelve. My mom’s worked very hard to try and put



food on the table, but most days it was just one meal. I’'m not
sure [ want to get used to eating again, though.”

“Why is that?”

“It hurts too much when it’s gone again.” Bethany rubbed
at her chest, just above her heart. She had dealt with poverty
so long that surely it was just around the corner in this new
fairy tale and would jump out and cause everything to crash
down around them.

“You don’t have to worry about that, child. Mr. Bryant
loves your mom.”

“My dad said he did too. Who knows, right? Better to
prepare for the worst and find yourself pleasantly surprised
than hope for something that never comes.”

“Well, I think that’s pretty negative, but I’ll keep my
opinion to myself. You want another taco, sweetie?”

“No. I won’t fit in my suit if you keep feeding me,
Martha.”

“Then we’ll buy you another one.”

The chef laughed and moved to busy herself with
something on the stove as Bethany finished her breakfast,
enjoying it to the last bit that she licked from her fingers. It
was weird to be in the midst of wealth after such a long life of
wanting for everything.

One thing was for sure—Bethany would never end up with
someone who was rich. They wouldn’t have anything in
common. While a wealthy guy might be great for
entertainment and sex, chances of him understanding her were
slim. She couldn’t shake the image of Damon from her
thoughts, angst pressing against her at the idea that her new
stepbrother was becoming her go-to fantasy.

“I need meds. I’ll call Matthew.” She smiled and slipped
out of the house into the muggy mid-August morning.

The morning was less than eventful, Bethany feeling the
pressure of anxiety over her lunch with Damon coming up so



quickly. She was supposed to meet him at his office at a
quarter till eleven, and it was just a few minutes after ten. She
checked her watch for the tenth time before getting up and
walking toward the women’s restroom. She would get a few
assignments from Damon during lunch, and then she was
slated to work with Ben a little that afternoon on a new service
they were thinking about offering in the near future.

She reached out and pushed the women’s restroom door, a
loud protest on the other side as she scraped the door across
some poor girl’s foot.

“Oh my God. I’'m so sorry.”

Bethany moved into the bathroom and saw that the girl
was bent over and rubbing her foot as she cursed.

A dark-haired Hispanic girl stood behind the injured girl
with a scowl on her face. “You should watch where you’re
going. Jeez.”

Bethany started to apologize again as the injured girl stood
up and glared at her. It was the girl from the elevator, whose
foot Bethany had stepped on the day before.

“I’m so sorry. I just didn’t see you there.” Bethany reached
toward the girl to touch her shoulder, but the shapely girl
jerked away from her.

“Well, maybe you should pay more attention, you big oaf.”
She sneered and looked back at her friend. “I hope I can still
dance tomorrow. This clumsy chick has stepped on my foot
and now trampled it with the door. Ridiculous.”

“Totally. You must be the new intern.”

“Yeah.” Bethany moved around them, not trusting herself
to take too much more abuse from either of them before
retaliating. Both occurrences were accidents, and their
nastiness was about to bring the bitch out in her. The last thing
she wanted to do was explain to Kent or Damon why she’d
punched the pretty redhead in the mouth.

“Just so you know, behemoth, your lunch with Damon
doesn’t mean shit. He takes each of us to lunch. You’re
nothing special, and he’s not interested in you.” She shrugged



as her friend echoed her thoughts with a sound of agreement,
her hands on her hips as she glared at Bethany.

Bethany stared at them over her shoulder. “You mean he
doesn’t like me, like me?”

“Um no. He likes me, if anybody. Don’t even try it. You
aren’t even his type.” The redhead sneered again.

“Far too large and clumsy.” The Hispanic girl smiled
menacingly and moved toward the door, holding it open.
“Come on, Sadie, let’s go find a Band-Aid for your foot.”

“Shame,” Bethany whispered as if she cared and slipped
into a stall. She’d get the girl when the time was right, but for
now, planting seeds was plenty fun enough.

“Dumbass,” Bethany whispered, tugging at the suit and
letting her thoughts take her to the center of a ring as Sadie got
her ass handed to her. It would be too easy, but oh, so much
fun.

“Good Morning, Bethany. Damon will be with you shortly;
just take a seat over there.” Linda, Damon’s secretary, looked
over the top of her desk and smiled with what could have been
kindness. She was too sensual, and it left Bethany wondering
about Kent’s thoughts when hiring the woman. Maybe she was
just that way around other women? Surely not.

Damon’s door opened, and a short blonde with a pixie
haircut and red lipstick walked out, a dizzy look to her as she
turned and waved, as if in love. Damon moved out beside her,
his hand on the small of her back as he looked over at
Bethany. His finger brushed by his lips at the crimson lipstick
that was smeared on the side of his mouth. Linda got up and
walked to him, leaning over to wipe it for him as the woman
walked away.

“Why does Miss Carrington insist on kissing you like an
old-fashioned church woman? She’s in her thirties. I think she
does it simply to kiss on you.” Linda moved back and shook



her head as Damon smirked, the man never seeming to smile.
“Better. Your reservation at Cruz is for eleven fifteen. You
want me to call them to bring your car around?”

“Yes, the Mercedes.” He looked over toward Bethany.
“You ready?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” She smiled and stood, walking
toward him. She half wished he would offer his bent arm like
his brother, Matthew, had done the night before. The
difference between the two men almost left her with more
questions than comfort.

Damon walked beside her, everyone they passed stopping
to greet him and giving her the once-over. A conversation
needed to start between them to deflate the awkwardness, but
perhaps it only existed in her mind. Or maybe he enjoyed the
feeling that someone was squirming because of him. Asshole.

He opened the door to the lobby and waited until she’d
moved through to step up beside her. The elevator opened, and
they squeezed in, him moving in behind her. He kept the space
between them appropriate, but simply knowing that it was him
that hovered over the back of her caused her skin to tingle, her
body reacting without consent.

She needed to talk with Krista, tell her that her new
stepbrother was everything she sexually wanted in a man.
Then let the girl call her a prude.

She smiled as the door opened and then moved out,
waiting for Damon to move up beside her.

“I heard you got to meet Matthew last night?”
“I did. I liked him a lot. He’s very down to earth.”

A smile touched the side of Damon’s mouth, the look
softening his features. She had to wonder if there wasn’t more
to him. Between Matt’s joking about him and Ben’s support of
him, surely he wasn’t the monster he appeared to be. He
opened the door again for her, and they walked out of the front
of the building, the Mercedes waiting for them.

The bellhop held her door open, and Damon stood beside
him; his father had obviously taught him the way of Southern



manners. She slipped into the car and watched him carefully as
he moved around the front of the car to get in. Breathing in
deeply, she enjoyed the smell of him. Woodsy and masculine,
strong and sensual. His black pants hugged his legs and waist,
the faded pink button-down shirt bringing out the darkness of
his features. He got in and looked over at her.

“Steakhouse for lunch. Hope you’re hungry.”
“I’m always hungry.”

“My type of girl.” He looked over his shoulder, the long
tanned slope of his neck far beyond kissable. She chided
herself, hoping that she’d be able to keep it together for lunch.
The excitement at finally feeling a deep sense of lust washed
over her but was shortly followed by the stark reality that
nothing would come of it. What would they have, a double
wedding? Her mom and his dad with the two of them beside
them?

Ridiculous.

Was she his type of girl? From what Matthew had
confirmed the night before, her looks were right in the middle
of the ballpark, and yet he seemed to focus on blondes.

“Let’s utilize every ounce of time we have together today.”
He turned back in his seat and reached for a pair of dark
sunglasses, looking even more sinful than he had a moment
before.

“Sounds good to me. What is my first assignment?”

“First, my rules. I run the company, and my father has
graciously trusted me to do things my way. I have several rules
that everyone is aware of, and you’ll do well to remember
them.”

Heat flushed her chest and raced up her neck at the
condescension in his tone. She would have to suffer through
lunch if he was going to put on his asshole cloak and be the
man she expected he was.

“Okay. Tell me the rules. I'm happy to be compliant if they
don’t impede on my morals.” She gave him a sideways glance,



hoping to convey that the ‘no panty’ rule didn’t apply to her.
He looked over at her as a lovely smile lifted his mouth again.

“I almost pegged you for someone who didn’t follow the
rules. Your demeanor is on the edge. You look the part and are
most certainly intelligent enough to play it, but something tells
me there’s more to you than you let on. Rule follower isn’t
something [ would label you as.”

She laughed, her nervousness at the tone of his voice
causing the air to thicken. It was hard to breathe, and
something told her that it wasn’t going to get any easier each
and every time the delicious man beside her made an
appearance.



CHAPTER 9
S



BETHANY

T he rules were simple, and Damon had barked them out like
Bethany was a three-year-old.

No drama.
No lies.
No complaints.

In all dealings with him, those were the standards he set,
and she was to follow the rules like everyone else did.

They sat across from one another at the upscale restaurant,
Bethany watching Damon as he ordered their food and pulled
a black napkin into his lap.

“You didn’t even ask me what I wanted to eat.”

“Did you want to change the order?” He leaned forward,
his gaze heavy and intimidating.

“No, I love crab and could eat cheese until I’m blue in the
face.”

“Then, hush. You’ve broken two rules—no drama and no
complaints.” He winked at her, and she sat back, her hands
fiddling uselessly in her lap. The fact that someone could be so
handsome and have so much handed to him in life and yet be
domineering in a master-slave sense was sickening. He wanted
power, and he took it in each and every situation from what
she could see.

“Don’t overanalyze me, Bethany. I'm too complex for you
to figure me out during the first week of your employment.”



He leaned back, picking up the glass of white wine that sat
before him and taking a long drink. “I want to talk with you
about the interns.”

“What about them?”

“Ben is running the program for me, but he has no stamina
or courage. They run all over him, and he often falls short of
pushing our initiatives through to the younger generation such
as yourself.” He set the wine down, lifting up his finger to tell
her to wait a moment.

She bit her lip, anxiety pressing against her at why he had
to play the ass and do it so well.

“There are several of the girls in the group that plague me
and, I’m sure, hope to catch my eye and then my heart. It’s not
happening. I would never date someone your age, and I’d most
certainly not be interested in being anything less than
completely professional with someone that works for
McKenzie and Bryant.”

Her heart sank, much to her dismay. What had she hoped
for? That her stepbrother would see something in her and
show her how a real man takes a woman? Bend her over the
long sleek top of his desk and give her reason to use his name
profanely?

“What does this have to do with me, Damon?”

“Glad you asked.” He paused as the waiter placed the food
before them, the smell causing Bethany to groan softly.

She loved good food more than anything in the world.

Damon’s eyes moved from his plate to hers, his lips
parting as he studied her. “I assume your sensual sound of
pleasure is toward the food?”

She laughed and picked up her fork, picking at the crab
before taking a tentative bite and letting it melt on her tongue.
She groaned softly again, nothing too loud, but the flare in his
gaze told her quickly—he liked sounds.

“Stop concerning yourself with my food addiction, and tell
me what you want of me where the interns are concerned. I am



one myself, so keep that in mind.”

He waved her off, picking up his fork and starting to eat,
his head bowed slightly but his eyes focused on her. The long
slope of his nose was beautiful, his eyelashes long and almost
resting on his strong cheekbones. He was both masculine and
yet breathtaking by anyone’s standard.

“I need you to ensure that the message is clear. I’'m not
interested in anyone within the office. One silly girl keeps
trying to visit me daily, as if I’d ever find anything in her
interesting. It would only take one moment alone with her, and
she could file a sexual harassment suit against me. That’s
where you come in. Make sure they know. Simple, really.”

“And why would I know that you’re not interested? They
don’t know we’re soon-to-be siblings. It wouldn’t be
believable that you just put me in charge of spouting out
information, as if you and I were intimate.”

“Don’t tell them that you’re soon to be my sister. They
would treat you quite unfairly, and then I’d be forced to step in
and save you.”

“I don’t need saving.” She stiffened as her past caused her
to feel small before him all of a sudden.

He looked up, leaning back as realization crossed his
features. “Everyone needs saving, Bethany. Don’t deny
yourself when the opportunity arises.”

She had no clue what he was talking about, and it was
easier to continue down a linear path for their discussion.

“I'll figure out what to tell the interns, but being
ambiguous will just make it seem as if [ have my own agenda
to get into your pants.”

She looked up as he chuckled, his face softening with the
action. Her heart ached in her chest at what would never be.
She swallowed the desire to be whatever he wanted, to do
whatever he demanded, to force him to want her as much as
she wanted him. The realization of her feelings caused her
stomach to turn.



“You think far too much on things. No drama, no lies, and
no complaining. Rules to live by, I promise.”

They spoke very little on the way back to the office,
Damon inviting her to stop by the next day and fill him in on
her conversation with the other girls. She awarded him with a
deadpan stare and walked back to her office, her fantasies
leaving her heart beating fast and her palms sweaty.

She needed a stiff drink.

The rest of the afternoon, Bethany tried to work through her
conflicting emotions. Ben stopped by and gave her a testing
file for one of their large clients, and she was grateful for
something to take her mind off of the lunch with Damon.

Damon hadn’t been inappropriate, but it wasn’t beyond
him to make her feel much more with the way he watched her
versus anything he might say.

She worked hard on the file until shortly after six. Her
phone buzzed to remind her to get up and head home. She
would be working late hours during the abhorred busy season,
which was January through April, so most accountants tried to
have normal ten-hour days the rest of the year.

“Are you going to Masquerade with the other interns
tomorrow?”’

She looked up at Damon, his arms across his chest, the
thick muscles of his pecs pressing through the soft material.
Her breath caught in her chest for a minute, the vision of
undressing him rapidly sweeping her away.

“Yes. You?” She stood and stretched, clasping her hands
behind her back and pulling. His eyes moved from her face
toward her chest, the lightness of his expression darkening
slightly. She crossed her arms over her breasts and moved out
from behind her desk to stand before him.

“No. I’'m not interested in dance clubs.”



“Don’t dance?”
“Only when I have to.”
“And when is someone forced to dance? Seems odd.”

“At weddings, which you and I will be attending for our
parents soon, it would seem, and when you want to seduce
someone.” His eyes rolled over her, and once again she felt
bare, stripped before him. The power of his seduction was
something she’d fall over herself to see, but that was a pipe
dream, something she’d not get the chance to witness, most
likely.

“Are we going to be able to get away for the weekend in
Jamaica?”

He nodded and moved from his position, running his
fingers through his hair before looking over his shoulder out
toward the hall. A scowl touched his face as someone called
his name, the high timbre of the girl’s voice leaving no doubt
who it was—Sadie.

He walked into Bethany’s office and moved to stand just
behind her, pulling her hair to the side and fiddling with the
clasp of her necklace. Bethany stiffened at his nearness as
Sadie poked her head into Bethany’s office, her smile falling.

“Oh ... sorry. Am I interrupting something?”’

Damon spoke over Bethany’s shoulder, his chest brushing
across her back as he dropped his hands and slid his fingers
around Bethany’s fingers.

“Actually, yes. If you need something, talk to Linda.”

He turned toward Bethany, as she sat, frozen with shock.
He looked down at her with something like hunger and control
in his gaze. “It looks great on you. I love the way it teases me
to want to see more of your skin. His fingers brushed by the
heart-shaped locket, and she shivered, her eyes locked on him,
unable to help herself.

Sadie huffed loudly and left as Damon moved back slowly,
his gaze still holding Bethany still. She took a slow breath,
realizing a desperate need for air.



“I thought you were going to kiss me. What a mess that
would create.” She sat down in the chair beside her. “If they
knew I was your sister and then you planted the seed that we
were somehow interested in each other ...”

“No one will know you’re my soon-to-be stepsister, and I
think planting that seed is the best way to remind everyone
else that I’'m unavailable. 1 was thinking about it this
afternoon. I’ll inform my father, and I’m sure he’ll be all for it.
I promise not to push you past your comfort zone. Least not
yet.” He turned and walked from the office, his movements
smooth, his butt fitting in his slacks far too well.

Bethany sank back in her chair and touched the necklace
around her throat, her eyes closing. He’d been so close. Just a
bit more, and his lips would have brushed hers. She swallowed
hard, wanting to know what it would feel like, what he tasted
like.

She exhaled loudly, standing and gathering her things
before she made a bad decision. Going to see him again would
only cloud her conscience. He seemed to be perfectly fine
playing any part he deemed appropriate. Too bad his ethics
weren’t in line with hers.

Matthew greeted Bethany at the door, his famous bear hug her
reward for a long day at work. He sat her down and took her
bags, walking with her excitedly toward the kitchen. His voice
was soft, and he kept glancing around, as if trying to ensure
that no one was involved in his business but her.

“I had something really cool happen today,” he whispered,
hanging her handbag on the inside of the closet door. “An art
dealer in Seattle called, and they want to see one of my
paintings in a few weeks.”

“Matt, that’s great. Are you going up there by yourself?”

“It’s right after your mom and my dad get married. |
wanted to see if you would go with me? We could totally get
two rooms, no problem. I just don’t let too many people know



about my talents, so this would be great for us to grow closer
as siblings.”

“I don’t see why I can’t go, as long as it’s not during class
and Damon lets me take off from the firm.”

“Oh yeah. I called him earlier about it.”

“You did?” She followed Matt outside, sticking her head
into the kitchen to wave at her mom and Kent before joining
her almost stepbrother.

“Yeah. It was his idea that you go with me.” He smiled and
walked toward the edge of the balcony, the air muggy and less
than ideal for her business outfit.

“He told you that you and I should go to Seattle?”” Was he
trying to throw her off on Matthew? Seemed odd. Damon
wasn’t the family-type guy, from what she could tell. Why he
would try and build her relationship with Matthew was
concerning. Unless he hoped they might find something more
in each other. Damon wanted her to fall in love with Matt?

“No, silly. He’s going with me for sure, and he told me to
invite you. He wants to get to know you better and thought this
would be perfect.”

Lust rolled over her as she reached up and touched the
small heart necklace her mother had given her for her
sixteenth birthday.

“What time did he call you?”

“Just now. Well, actually, just before you walked in the
door. He’s great, isn’t he?”

“Yeah ... great.”

She turned and looked toward the long stretch of green
grass, her thoughts scattered. What was Damon up to? He
wanted her in Seattle with him, and something told her it
wasn’t for business or familial reasons at all.

Could she be so cursed?



CHAPTER 10
()



BETHANY

T he next morning was uneventful, the whispers in the office

about it being hump day causing everyone to chuckle and
be inappropriate in hopes of garnishing a laugh. Bethany
worked to avoid everyone, her thoughts depressing her further.
She would have one more week before she needed to start
working along with her classes. Her masters was important to
her and would be needed in order for her to sit for her CPA
certificate, but going back to a non-work environment seemed
odd.

What would Krista and Jake be like around her? It was
bound to be a bit awkward for a while. They were probably
enjoying the week with her gone. Maybe she needed to think
about getting a place of her own, away from campus, and just
driving in for classes.

A knock at her door caught her off guard, a soft sound of
surprise leaving her. She stood as a guy about her age waved,
the smile on his face friendly, his eyes blue like the ocean.

“Sorry to scare you. I’'m Philip, the newbie.” He smiled
and moved into the room, his accent putting him from
Australia or somewhere far away. He extended his hand, and
Bethany reached out to shake it, his grasp firm, his gaze
moving around her face.

He was handsome, and his voice could melt chocolate, but
she i1gnored all of that, her own emotions locked up in a battle
over what to feel for Damon and what to seek counseling over.



“No problem. I was just deep in thought. I do that a bit too
often.” She smiled and pulled her hand back. “I’m Bethany.”

“I’ve heard. There’s a red-headed girl out to get you, I
believe.” He smirked and moved back toward the doorway,
leaning against the frame and crossing his arms over his chest.
His dark blond hair fit his tanned skin perfectly, the set of his
jaw giving him a masculine appeal. He was probably just like
Jake and used his rugged good looks to have women think the
opposite. All guys were like Jake, except Damon.

“Sadie. Yes, she’s a peach for sure.”
“Says you’re dating the boss.”

“Oh yeah? That’s new to me.” She shrugged. “We’re all
going dancing tomorrow night. You should come. Would be
good to get to know everyone. I plan on doing so myself.”

“So you’ll be there?”

“I plan to.” She smiled as someone tapped Philip on the
shoulder, the voice soft and muffled. He looked back over at
her and waved.

“Seems the boss wants to see me. I’'ll catch you later.
Pleasure meeting you, Bethany.”

He left, and she stood beside her desk, leaning over and
putting her hands on the smooth surface. Why was an office
setting so seductive? Was it the taboo of thinking about getting
caught being intimate with someone at work? Was it the
smooth, hard surface of the furniture that you might leave
prints along, your evidence etched into the office?

She smiled at the thought, her expression changing
drastically as she looked up to see Sadie standing in her door,
her hand on her hip.

“So, just so you know. The new guy is mine.”

Bethany stood up and moved toward the other girl,
stopping beside her file cabinet and tilting her head as a smirk
drew her lips up.

“The new guy, Philip?”



“Yes, Philip, you ogre. He’s mine, and don’t think for one
minute whatever is going on with you and Damon matters. He
uses everyone here. We’ve all had our turn in his /ap.” She
smirked and looked out into the hall before turning to focus on
Bethany. “Philip is mine. You can play with Damon until he’s
tired of you, but once that’s done, no going after the new hottie
in the office.”

“And if I do?” Bethany asked, her voice soft and almost
menacing.

“Then I’ll make sure you lose your job here. Quite simple
really. Kent thinks of me as a daughter. I’1l tell him something
about your ethics being a bit off, and you’ll be gone. Try me
on it; just don’t come crying to me when the cards fall the way
they will.”

“Interesting. I think I’ll leave my and Damon’s love affair
up to fate. I haven’t sat on his lap, by any means, but he sure
has bought me a lot of jewelry lately.” She picked up the small
heart on her chest and rubbed her fingers along the diamonds
as she let her stare beat into the other girl.

“He does that to everyone.”

“Doubt it.”

Bethany turned and walked to her desk, reaching into her
bag and beginning to pull out various cords. She ignored the
other girl until Sadie huffed loudly and left. She was trouble
and the kind that Bethany planned to dispose of. Damon was
right about one thing—the girl would scream rape from the
rooftop if she thought it would get her fifteen seconds of fame.
Sad, really.

Bethany checked her watch, her appointment with Damon set
for later in the day. She still had twenty minutes but hated to
be late to anything. He would point it out if she wasn’t early
anyway. She stood up and stretched, walked down the hall and
slipped into the bathroom to make sure she looked good for
her meeting. After checking her teeth, she reached into her



shirt and readjusted her breasts before tugging at the material
of her navy-blue skirt to make sure it lay flat. Her white
button-down shirt made her breasts look too big, but maybe
that wasn’t such a bad thing, seeing that she wanted to see him
squirm like he had made her do since the moment they met.

She turned around and checked her back, a soft growl at
the size of her butt. She hated it, and yet it seemed as though
all of the guys on campus coveted big butts. Why, she’d never
understand.

She walked to the elevator and took it up to Damon’s floor.
Linda was not to be found sitting at the large desk she usually
occupied. Bethany walked around the small lobby for a few
minutes before pressing her ear to Damon’s door.

Nothing.

She walked around Linda’s desk and looked at the flat
desk calendar that lay on the woman’s perfectly clean office
space. Damon had nothing before her and nothing after her.
Maybe he was in his office, and Linda had needed to leave. If
he got angry with Bethany for coming in early, she’d just deal
with it. He was going to be her brother, so whatever he threw
at her would be invalid. Her excuse of wanting to be on time
was more important than his tantrum over losing control of his
calendar, thanks to her.

She knocked softly on the door, no sound coming from the
other side. Pressing her ear to it, she heard the soft mumble of
his voice and knocked again. She thought she heard him tell
her to come in, but apparently, nothing could have been further
from the truth.

Being careful to open the door quietly, she slipped her
head in and looked toward his desk.

The vision of him seared into her memory. His eyes were
closed, and his head was back as he sat in his chair. His hand
bobbed up and down, his chest rising and falling much too fast
for anything he should be involved in at the office. He bit at
his lip as he whispered to someone.



Bethany wanted to shut the door, needed to close it and
run. He had someone under his desk, and she could only
imagine what the woman was doing.

As badly as she needed to go, her curiosity wouldn’t allow
her to. Her eyes moved down toward the top of the desk, and
she saw a mop of blonde hair being pulled up, but only
slightly. His hand was lost in someone’s hair—a blonde.
Linda?

Surely not.

He groaned softly and shifted, his hips gyrating forward as
he opened his eyes, his focus on the door. A smile touched his
mouth as Bethany caught his attention.

Her heart stopped in her chest, fear freezing her in place.

“That’s it, baby. Take it all. Such a good girl, so talented to
fit so much in your pretty little mouth. Suck harder, and let me
fill you up.”

He never took his eyes off of Bethany, his hips lifting
again as Bethany moved back from the door. A soft moan
echoed from the room as she moved back, and she heard the
sound of her name on his lips as he beckoned the woman
kneeling in front of him to do exactly what he told her to.

Bethany carefully shut the door, turning and pressing her
back to it as she tried to catch her breath. Thankfully Linda
wasn’t in the lobby or embarrassment would have stained
them both. Sadie was right about Damon. He was a player and
had plenty of women on his lap and everywhere else.

What had she thought? She would show up, and things
would change?

“This 1s what you get. He’s your fucking family. Grow up
and stop being a pervert.”

She walked away from the office, numb to everything
around her. Ben tried to stop her to talk, but she blew him off,
her excuse the swirling pain in her stomach. She hadn’t lied,
and there was no drama in the soft echo of her voice. She was
physically ill, not at the fact that Damon was a disgusting



bastard but at the realization of how badly she wanted to be
the blonde kneeling before him.

She left without telling anyone, her care not for her job or
anyone else but for the desperate need to get away. She needed
to breathe fresh air and clear her head. She needed to talk with
Krista, who would be the only one to understand.

A text message caused her phone to buzz as she walked
toward her car. She waited until she was seated in the blessed
silence to check it. Shock slammed into her.

It was from Damon.

1I'm coming to dinner at Dad’s tonight.
Be there.
No lies between us.
No drama from you.

No complaining when I give you exactly what you want.



CHAPTER 11
()



BETHANY

I ‘m coming to dinner at dad’s tonight. Be there. No lies
between us. No drama from you. No complaining when [
give you exactly what you want.

The drive home was torturous. Bethany held her phone in a
shaky hand, her desire to text him back almost consuming her.
What would she say? How did she respond to that?

I don’t want anything from you? Lies.

What did she want exactly? A fling? Hot sex on the
balcony to sate her lack of attention and attraction from other
men for the last few years? She sighed heavily, pulling into the
driveway of the mammoth-sized house her soon-to-be
stepfather lived in. She turned the car off and sat in silence for
a minute, her nerves pulsating along the surface of her skin.

If he played it off as a joke, things could return to normal,
and she would just never mention seeing him in his office with
the blonde. She could keep her mouth shut. Her eyes closed as
she dropped her head back, the phone tight in her grip.

“How do I always get myself into this shit?”

A tap on her window had her jumping, her knee hitting the
steering column hard.

Matthew. The almost stepbrother that acted like family and
not a starving lion on the sexual prowl.



“You staying in there? Drive-through service for ya? Like
Sonic.” He smiled and backed up as she got out of the car,
reaching in to grab her briefcase.

“Hey, you. No, just long day at the office.”
“That sucks. You’re off early, though, right?”
“That’s about the only good thing that happened.”

Matthew reached over and took her bag as she walked
beside him into the house. The smell of tomato sauce washed
over her, basil and red wine as well. She breathed in deeply
and reached for her bag.

“What is that heavenly smell?”

“The sauce for the chicken that Martha is working on. Go
change into something comfortable. The good-looking brother
is coming for dinner tonight, so no tempting him with your
business attire.” Matt winked and slipped into the kitchen
before she could respond.

“Yeah, well, I’d rather he didn’t.” She turned and walked
quickly to the room she was occupying for the week.
Whatever happened that night, she could deal with it. She was
a big girl and more than capable of pushing Damon back,
putting him in his place and reminding him that he wasn’t
God’s gift to women.

“Too bad he totally is.”

“Why are you pacing the floor?” Bethany looked up as her
mother spoke, the older woman leaning against the opening to
the kitchen.

“Um ... stressed I guess.”
“About what?”

“Work and school starting soon. I don’t know.” She
shrugged, her body stiffening as the front door opened behind



her. She looked over her shoulder as Damon walked 1in, a soft
smile on his lips—one she hadn’t seen before.

“Hi, Karen. Bethany. How are the two most beautiful girls
in my life doing?”

Karen laughed and walked toward him, hugging him
quickly and giving Bethany a Yeah, right look as she walked
toward the kitchen. Bethany almost reached out and stopped
her mom, the thought of being in the hall alone with Damon
giving her heart palpitations. He moved toward her, pulling
her into a warm brotherly hug.

“Hey, you. I’'m so proud of your work at the office.
Where’s Matt?” He spoke loudly enough for the others to hear,
her arms hanging board straight by her sides as he pulled her
in. The smell of him wafted over her, cologne mixed with sex.
She stifled a groan, his lips brushing by her ear.

“Like what you saw, Beth?” He nipped at the edge of her
ear, his actions hidden as Matt walked out and Damon moved
back with ease.

“Well, there is the big man.” Matt walked over and shook
hands with Damon, the smiles on their faces genuine at seeing
one another. A vast difference stood between them in way of
character and even looks, but each of them seemed happy to
see the other, a big hug following their handshake.

“Actually, you’re much bigger than me.” Damon moved
back and patted Matt’s stomach. “What the fuck you been
eating, babies?”

“Yep, and I’ll eat yours too, so stop making so many.”

They laughed, and Bethany shook off the heavy emotions
that pressed against her, the ache in her lower stomach for
more attention from the wayward devil before her. Matt
looked over at her, extending his hand. She moved toward him
as he pulled her to his side and wrapped an arm around her
shoulders.

“How lucky are we, Bro? We finally have a sister to blame
all our shit on. Why is the toilet seat up? Bethany. Why is the



milk empty and in the fridge?” Matt paused as Damon piped
up.
“Totally Bethany. Ugh, girls.”

She glanced at him, his facade a good one, or perhaps the
sly, sensual side of him was the facade, and this was his real
nature. Without a doubt, she would be finding out soon.

“Let’s go watch the sun go down on the balcony.” Matt
moved toward the back door, holding it open as Damon and
Bethany moved out in front of him. Bethany looked over as
Damon asked his brother to grab them a few beers from the
kitchen, her heart contracting painfully in her chest.

“I’ll get them. I’'m the girl.” Bethany smirked and moved
toward the door, Damon’s hand reaching out to grab her
forearm as he laughed.

“You’re a brilliant girl and our guest. Matt?” Damon
smiled with warmth she didn’t know someone could fake so
well.

“Yeah, of course. Be back in a few minutes. I’ll get us a
plate of something to munch on too.” He walked into the
house as the smile slid from Damon’s face. He turned toward
her, using his hold on her to tug her away from the glass doors.

“You didn’t answer my question.” His tone was deadpan,
his face a mask of indifference.

“What question?” Her voice was soft and unsure. She
growled internally at letting herself be pulled under his spell.
He was no better than the frat boys at school. Hit it and ride
on. She wasn’t interested, right?

“Did you enjoy watching me this afternoon?” He reached
out and pulled her toward him, his hand a vise grip on her
waist. He pressed her to the wall of the house, one hand
sliding down over her hip and around to the top curve of her
rear as his other hand slid along her jaw, pulling her to look up
at him as he shifted his hips, his body tucked into hers from
the waist down. She closed her eyes and groaned softly, her
body betraying her.



“Did you like it, Beth? Was that you under the desk? You
with your beautiful mouth licking and sucking pleasure from
me?” He leaned in, lifting her chin slightly as he dragged his
nose along the column of her neck.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she whispered,
reaching out and sliding her hands along his waist. Soft
panting gave way to embarrassment, warmth coating her neck
and cheeks. She had to get out of there. Where was Matt?

“Of course you do. I had my eyes closed for most of it, my
hand gripping her silky hair, my body reacting violently for
one reason.”

Bethany opened her eyes, her chest rising and falling much
too fast as air seemed in short supply. He leaned in farther, his
body flush against hers as he rolled his hips again.

“What reason?” she whispered, looking up into his eyes,
needing his kiss beyond anything she remembered wanting.

“I just let her be you, and I came harder than I have in
ages.” He nipped at her mouth as the door opened and he
moved back with ease, a soft laugh leaving him as he turned to
Matt.

“What?” Matt asked, walking out with drinks and food
balanced in his arms and against his chest.

“Just listening to Bethany tell me a few stories of the
intern. You know that crazy one that’s always trying to get into
my pants?”

“Oh, God. The redhead?”

“Yeah. She’s after the new guy now. Right, Beth?” Damon
looked over his shoulder, the guy before her not the one that
held her captive against the wall at all.

“Yep. Sadie is a total bitch.” Bethany steeled herself,
moving from the wall and brushing her shirt down in hopes of
it hiding her budded nipples. She reached for a beer, lust
rushing across Damon’s gaze once more before he seemed to
effectively hide it for good.



“Well, steer clear of her, Bethany. I think Damon’s had
more horror stories on this one than any before.” Matt popped
a piece of cheese in his mouth as Bethany took a long slow
drink of her beer, wishing it were something much stronger.

She listened to the two guys talk about how crazy girls
were, their laughter causing a smile to lift the side of her
mouth. A soft tick pulsated along her neck; her blood pressure
elevated, her heart racing at the idea of belonging to the alpha
before her. It would never happen. The taboo alone would
leave them both unable to be anything more than a fantasy of
incredible sex and longing, most likely only on her part.

Damon seemed to be perfectly fine with having a different
woman every day, his appetite varied and more focused on lust
than love. Perhaps he had it right. Maybe the way through life
was to taste and try lots. To not stop and focus on one person
but to enjoy many. She looked away to roll her eyes, her
thoughts ridiculous. He was teasing her, playing a dangerous
game, and yet she loved it. It had been far too long since
anyone grabbed her sensitivities and demanded control of her
desires. She glanced over at him, Damon’s dark gaze shifting
to her as Matt laughed about something.

A shiver ran through her, and he seemed to take notice, his
tongue darting out to lick at his lips before he took a drink of
his beer. The door opened behind her, the sound of her
mother’s voice catching her attention.

“Dinner’s ready, guys. Come on in and let’s eat.”

Bethany started for the door, Damon’s hand softly
wrapping around her wrist, stopping her.

“Matt, go ahead. We’ll get all of this stuff and be right in. |
wanted to talk to Bethany about something really quickly
anyway.”

“What?” Matt tilted his head, his eyes shifting between the
two of them.

“The balance sheet audit for a small manufacturing
company and why the debits didn’t exactly ...”



Matt cut him off, throwing his hand in the air. “Okay ...
don’t bore me with that shit. I’ll be inside.”

Bethany smirked as Matt walked away. Bethany gathered
the dish they had been sharing; her eyes averted from Damon
completely.

“What did you want to ask me?” She looked up. Mistake.

His stance whispered confidence, his eyes hungry with
unfulfilled lust. Bethany swallowed hard and took a small step
back, stopping herself before taking another. She would not
appear weak in front of him, no matter what.

“I didn’t want to ask you anything. The taste of you on my
tongue has been driving me wild.” He licked his lips again, his
fingers coming up to brush by his mouth.

“Yes, well, I’'m not a blonde.” She shrugged and turned to
walk toward the door, Damon moving in to walk just behind
her. She kicked herself internally for such an ignorant
response. She sounded jealous and petty, namely because she
was.

“I find 1t funny that you think I like blondes.” He held the
door open as she stopped beside him, finding a bit of courage
as she looked up at him.

“You don’t? Seems odd that one was crouching beneath
your desk today, one answers your phone and the pictures in
your office highlight a different one altogether.”

“Are you jealous, Beth?” The smirk on his mouth caused
her heart to skip a beat, the sweet aroma of him wafting over
her as the wind blew.

“Nothing to be jealous of. I’'m your sister, remember?”” She
lifted her eyebrow, shrugged and walked in, his voice nothing
more than a sensual whisper.

“Not yet you’re not ...”



CHAPTER 12
()



BETHANY

“S o you know we have the Barrington Corp audit

committee meeting coming up next week?” Kent turned
to Damon, Bethany’s eyes on her soon-to-be stepfather as he
turned the conversation at dinner from something more casual
to business.

“I do. I’ve prepared a few things, but I thought we could
meet tomorrow morning to discuss the fullness of what you
want to be presented.” Damon shifted his dark gaze from Kent
to Bethany as he lifted his napkin and wiped his mouth. “I’d
like to involve Beth if you’re okay with that.”

“Beth?” Kent looked over to Bethany. “Do you go by
Beth? I thought you went by Bethany.”

“I go by either. Most people call me Bethany, but Damon
has taken a liking to the nickname I guess.” She shrugged,
smiling as the rest of the members around the dinner table
chuckled.

“Short and sweet, just like my new sister.” Damon lifted
his eyebrows in comic challenge.

“Hey! I’'m not short,” Bethany grumbled as everyone
laughed. Damon had far too many sides to keep up with, and
trying to discern which was truly him, or if they all were,
would be a full-time job. She focused on her plate, the dinner
delicious, the company rich in many more ways than she had
imagined possible. Asking her mom to move things up with
Kent was a bit selfish, but it was working out beautifully.



“I’d love for Bethany to be there.” Kent picked up his fork
and stabbed at the chicken on his plate, his eyes moving
between Bethany and Damon.

“You guys know that she will be starting school again
soon,” her mother spoke up. “Have you thought through the
schedule for her so that she’s able to focus on her master’s as
well as doing a good job for you guys?”

Bethany laughed. “I’m right here, Mom.”

They all chuckled, Damon taking up the conversation as
Matt lifted his wine glass in the air and studied the contents as
if an experiment. Bethany stifled a smile at the silliness of her
soon-to-be brother. He was convinced that if he didn’t make
himself out to look crazy, then responsibility and demands
would soon take freedom from his days.

“We can talk about her schedule more soon. When do you
go back, Beth?”

“l have all of next week off, and then I need to be on
campus a few days a week to help prepare for the semester
starting in late August.”

“Prepare  how?” Damon’s voice was soft and
conversational, not at all the tone he’d used with her in the
office or when pressed against her on the patio. She glanced
down at her plate, her cheeks warming at how much she
wanted another encounter, something longer and leading to
more.

“I’ll be a teaching assistant for one of the accounting
professors.” She glanced up, the slight lift of his wicked mouth
telling her quickly that he too was lost in thoughts of
depravity.

“Be careful,” Matt mumbled, setting his glass down and
looking over at Bethany as she sat beside him.

“Be careful?”

“Yeah, I hear those old teacher dudes love to convince
their pretty TAs to sleep with them. Power corrupts, right?”
Matt smiled and reached for another dinner roll.



“Matthew!” Kent shook his head as Bethany’s mother
reached over and patted Kent on the arm.

“It’s true. I’ve heard a lot of those stories too, but Bethany
isn’t that kind of girl. She’d probably head butt anyone who
got too close that she didn’t invite, right, baby?”

Bethany looked up and laughed, turning her gaze on
Damon as her smile faded. “Yes, that’s right. Uninvited
attention isn’t what I want at all. [ want to finish my degree
and get on with my life.”

“I’m with Matt. You’re far too pretty and intelligent for the
old coot not to try.” Damon shrugged, seemingly ignoring the
conversation that moved silently between them. She wanted
him in her bed, but her life was off limits. Not that he would
be interested either way, but it would be smart to lay the
ground rules for anything that might happen between them
from the start.

“Yes, well that’s enough about me. I’ll talk with you guys
about my schedule next week if that’s okay.” Bethany sat
back, laying her napkin on the table. “I think I’'m going for a
swim and then bed. I have a slave driver of a boss, and
tomorrow is going to be busy from morning to night.”

“Why into the night? Did you get too much put on your
desk?” Damon’s eyebrow lifted, his head tilting slightly as
Matt got up and stretched, heading into the kitchen. Kent and
Bethany’s mother started their own conversation, the tension
in Bethany’s stomach moving into her chest.

“No, I just have that intern happy hour tomorrow night too.
What time do you want me in the morning?” She stood up and
picked up her plate, her eyes catching Damon’s as he dragged
his gaze slowly down her, pausing just below her waist. She
moved back from the table and shook her head. “What time?”

“I’d say I want you all morning long, but I have too much
on my calendar to truly enjoy you the way you deserve.” He
spoke plainly, no one seeming to notice. Bethany looked down
the table; her mother lost in conversation with her newest
obsession.



“Wow. That was bold.” Bethany pushed the chair in and
walked toward the kitchen.

“That’s my style, Beth.” Damon’s voice followed her as
she dropped her stuff in the sink. Surely he would call her in
the morning when he wanted to talk about the audit committee
stuff. The nerd in her was more than excited to sit in on such a
special project, but the woman within her that needed affection
was far more interested in how many ways they could take
each other over the course of a four-hour love session.

She walked to her room, avoiding the dining room and
Damon altogether. He was nothing but trouble, and her
curiosity was going to land her bent over the desk, not of a
professor, but of a cocky accountant.

>’

The water was warm, the night sky filled with the brilliance of
a million stars. Bethany sank into it, her bathing suit a small
bikini, her full-piece lost to her last skinny dipping adventure
in college. The sound of a car starting brought a mixture of
peace and disappointment. Damon must have left, which was a
good thing, and yet...

She slipped under the water, her long hair billowing out
around her. She twisted, looking up through the blurry liquid
to see someone hovering just over the edge of the pool. She
pushed against the bottom, moving up and lifting her chin to
the sky to force her hair from her face. Wiping her eyes, she
opened them in time to see Damon slipping into the water, his
bathing suit black and tight.

Oh fuck.

“I thought you left,” she whispered, her voice much too
sensual for her liking. His smooth chest was lined with
muscle, his abs holding all eight curves for perfection. She
moved a step back as he sank into the water, a smile on his
lips.

“No, Matthew left. He said to tell you that he would see
you Friday.” Damon stretched out his strong arms and pushed



the water away from him, his body moving back from her. She
stood and looked up at the sky, her torso above the water’s
edge.

“It’s beautiful out here.”

“I couldn’t agree more.” The thickness of his voice gave
his needs away. Bethany turned and watched him, his gaze
locked on hers as if they waited to see who might make the
first move. They played a dangerous game, Kent and her
mother just inside. Bethany steeled herself, realizing what a
mistake it would be to do or be anything with this man. He
was sex incarnate, dominance and power, everything she could
imagine in the wettest of her fantasies. She was a simple girl
and knew she would be in way over her head much too
quickly.

“What are you thinking about so intently?”

“I was just working through my schedule in my head. The
wedding 1s in a few weeks too, so I have a lot to balance.” She
shrugged and sank back down in the water as he moved closer.
She pressed her feet to the bottom of the pool, forcing herself
to stay still and not run from him. He was a predator, and
though she would love to protect herself fully, they had a long
life together ahead of them in some capacity. He wouldn’t be
dominating her for any of it, at least not if she could help it.

“Your schedule? That’s what you’re thinking about?”

She laughed and reached out, pressing her hand to his
chest to stop him. “Don’t come any closer, and yes, my
schedule. What are you thinking about?”

He smiled and pulled her hand along his side, Bethany
moving through the water to press against him from his
efforts. He smirked as she gasped, his hands sliding around her
waist and locking her to him.

“I’m wondering how to get you out of your bathing suit.
I’m imagining the taste of you on my tongue and the sound of
your desperate panting.”

Bethany took a shallow breath, resting her hands on his
thick shoulders, the water making each movement intensify as



their skin slid against each others.

“You have no modesty.” She laughed and tried to move
back. He pulled her closer, one hand moving up her back and
into her hair. She groaned softly, hating herself for allowing
the noise to leave her.

“Tell me to stop and I will, but you have to mean it.” He
leaned in, pulling her hair back and running his nose along the
column of her neck.

“Stop,” she whispered, pulling him closer as her body lit
on fire.

“Not good enough, Beth.” He pressed his teeth against the
side of her neck and tugged softly, his other hand sliding down
to cup her rear, his fingers playing along the edge of her suit.
She groaned again, her mind splintering on what to do.

“Stop, Damon.” She pulled back a little, tugging against
him as he smiled. He released her hair and slid his hand along
the side of her face, his finger gripping hard at the base of her
head as he pulled her down toward him. He paused before
kissing her; his eyes filled to the rim with lust.

“I don’t think you want me to stop, do you?”

She whimpered, her resolve draining as she tightened her
arms around his neck and moved to wrap her legs around his
waist in the water. The painful throb of need drove into her,
another sound of desire leaving her lips as she closed her eyes
and rocked her hips against the fullness of his arousal. He was
magnificent, huge and cocky, strong and so incredibly
beautiful.

“Yes. Stop, please.”

He pulled her in as she opened her eyes, his other hand
sliding down to cup her breast and knead it as their lips
touched. He murmured his pleasure against her mouth,
pressing her closer with the pull of his hand on her ass. His
tongue rolled over hers, his lips so soft and warm. He rocked
himself against her, subtle groans sending her into a dizziness
she had never experienced. He broke the kiss and licked at her



mouth, sucking the edge of her chin before burying his face
against her neck.

She moaned loudly as he moved both hands to grip her ass
tightly, using his hold to roll her softness against the hardness
he offered her. He licked up her throat, his mouth pressing a
sensual kiss to her ear. She panted softly; her hands lost in his
hair as a frantic feeling to strip him and consume him washed
over her. She moaned against him as he spoke softly against
her ear.

“I don’t like blondes at all. I like brunettes with green eyes
and large breasts. With intelligence and wit, with strength and
the ability to hold their own. I like women who know what
they want and take it. The ones that won’t hit their knees for
you until they’ve forced you to hit yours first. What kind of
girl are you, Beth?”

She rolled her body against him once more, moving back
and letting her gaze lock onto his, something inside of her
bursting open with desire for the bastard who taunted her so
well. She smiled, her eyes narrowing sensually as she let her
legs drop from him, her hand sliding down his strong chest
and abs as she slipped her hand into his shorts. She wrapped
her fingers around him, not showing the shock at how large he
was but keeping her facade perfectly in place.

He sighed, his eyes closing as he reached for her. She
pulled up slowly, tightening her grasp as she did and moved
out of his reach as he groaned loudly. She smiled and moved
to the edge of the pool, getting out and walking to her towel.

“I’'m a good girl, Damon, and you’re my boss and soon to
be my brother. You and I have nothing more than those
relationships to look forward to, so the rest will have to thrive
in the depths of my dreams each night.” She wrapped her
towel around herself and walked into the house, the soft
chuckle of the devil behind her giving her more than enough
ammo to sweat through her sheets all night long.



CHAPTER 13
()



BETHANY

T hursday morning came much too fast, and the lack of sleep

from a night of tossing and turning left Bethany feeling
angry and cheated. She skipped breakfast altogether, not
wanting to see anyone or have to hold a conversation of any
type. She had a small bonus from joining the firm that should
hit her account sometime soon; she was just hoping it was in
the bank already. Stopping for a coffee was out until she found
time to check her online statement, a soft growl leaving her as
she turned off the radio and tried to not focus on the night
before. Having Damon out at the house while she was there
was a complete no at this point. She wanted him too badly,
needed him against her, lost in her.

She parked the car and angled the rearview mirror down,
frowning at herself. Her makeup looked good, not too heavy
but professional. Her hair was up in a loose bun, aging her a
few years, which wasn’t a bad thing at all.

“Last night was a fluke, and the fucker is messing with
you. Let it go, and do your job.” She fixed the mirror and got
out, the sound of someone calling her helping to squish the
need to barge into Damon’s office and consume him where he
sat.

“Bethany ... hey, wait up.”

She turned to see Philip walking toward her with long
strides. His hair was shorter, the curlier strands gone and a
very professional cut having taken its place. He smiled, and
she couldn’t help but smile back. He was cute and friendly,
safe, and he would make a good friend if nothing else.



“You cut your hair?” She moved in beside him, looking up
at him as they moved toward the building.

“Yeah, well, I guess Mr. Bryant wasn’t thrilled with my
look, so I got a call from his secretary yesterday to get it taken
care of.” He laughed and shrugged. “Whatever.”

“Damon made you get your hair cut? Or Kent?”

“Damon, but it’s all good. I’'m new to all of this, and it’s
his company, so I got it cut.”

“I like it longer.”

“I did too.” He laughed and opened the door, moving back
to let her go in first. She looked over her shoulder, a scowl on
her face as anger rose in her chest.

“What a jerk.”

“He’s in charge and pays me handsomely to work here. It’s
hair. It will grow back.” Philip smiled and pushed the button
on the wall. “So no changing your mind on going to the club
tonight, right?”

Bethany walked into the elevator, squeezing to the back
with Philip. She waited until everyone got on to turn to him,
her eyes catching the back of Damon’s head and nodding to
give Philip a head’s up. Manipulation reared to life inside of
her, the desire to push Damon to the edge and see what he was
really up to presented like a perfect package.

“I’1l be there. I bought a little black dress for the occasion.
I just hope it’s appropriate. I’ve never been to a work
function.” She shrugged, trying hard to keep the wicked smile
off her face as she knew her words were reaching their
intended victim.

“I’m sure it will be just fine. I wasn’t sure I was going, but
if you’re trying out a little black dress, then I think I could
definitely help judge it for you.” He laughed, and she swatted
at him, his deep accent pulling her from her nefarious
purposes.

“Where is your accent from?”



“Australia.” The elevator stopped, and a few people got
off. Bethany ignored the fact that Damon was closer, having
shifted himself in front of them. His back was to them, but the
familiar smell of his cologne tugged at her hormones far
harder than the lovely voice of the guy beside her.

“I love it. It’s so different.”

“Most girls here like it, but at home ... it’s just
commonplace.” He paused and looked at his watch. “You want
to grab lunch today? I know you were busy yesterday, but
today any better?”

Bethany didn’t get the chance to answer as Damon looked
over his shoulder, the warning in his gaze setting her on edge.

“Actually, she’s having lunch with Kent and me. We’re
discussing the audit committee at eleven today, so your date
tonight will have to suffice.” Damon shifted his eyes from
Bethany to pin Philip in place.

“Of course, sir. I didn’t even see you there. No disrespect
meant.”

“None was taken.” Damon turned back to Bethany, his jaw
locked into place. “My office at 10:45 so I can prepare you for
the lunch conversation.”

Damon slipped off the elevator, and Bethany shook her
head, her face burning with anger at his response. She
deserved it. She had been playing with him, poking at a loaded
gun, and it had gone off in her face. She glanced at Philip, who
looked like he might pass out.

“Hey, you okay?” She reached out and touched his arm as
the door to the elevator opened.

“Yeah, just don’t like that guy very much. He acts like he
has the power to ruin you. I hate it.” He rolled his shoulders
and forced a smile, Bethany chuckling at the sadness of his
efforts. “I’ll see you later. We’ll talk more tonight, and good
luck at your meeting today.”

She waved and turned down the hall, her mood slipping
further south as she mumbled, “Thanks. I’'m going to need it.”



He was pissed. That much was obvious, but he seemed the
type to hide those sorts of emotions. Had none of them turned
the tables on him and played back? Was his dating life a
quandary of limp robots that simply did as he said, when he
said? He leaned over the top of a large glass table, his finger
moving along a flow chart as he spoke to her in a monotone
voice. She bit her lip to keep from attacking him verbally.

“They will have the CFO of Barrington give his report, and
then I will give ours, you being the one to flip the slides, and
Kent will fill in as he sees fit.” He glanced up, his eyes filled
with dark emotions. “Are you even listening?”

“Hmmm? No, I’'m not.” She shrugged and walked to the
window, moving the blinds to look out at the cityscape.

“What do you mean, no? This is important. It’s not a
simple task. It’s a moment to impress Kent and lock yourself
into a larger role here at McKenzie and Bryant. Pay attention,
or I’ll find someone else to do it,” he barked at her as she
turned, leaning against the window.

“You’re upset. Tell me why.” She tilted her head, trying to
give off more empathy than she was feeling.

“I’'m not upset. I want you to pay attention and do well
during this meeting. You’re walking around like your head is
in the clouds. Just because some punk-ass boy from Australia
wants to see you shake your ass in a dress doesn’t give you the
right to shut down here at work. Get your shit together, and get
over here.” He turned back to the table and let out a long sigh.

Pain slammed into her, his anger as powerful as his
passion. She walked over toward him and swallowed the hot
lump in her throat, pointing to the chart and trying to steady
her voice.

“So after Mr. Parks gets up and does his part, you will
introduce us to the new board members, and I will start the
slides. Can I have a copy of them today so I can walk through
them mentally when I need to move us along as you speak?”’



He looked over at her, the tight pinch of his shoulders
relaxing just a little. “Yes, but it’s highly confidential. You’ll
have to be careful with it.”

“I will review it and memorize the moving parts and then
delete it.”

“By when?”

“By this afternoon. You and I can rehearse first thing in the
morning together.”

“Good. I like that.” He stood and brushed his hand along
his chin. “I’'m sorry. I didn’t mean that about the dress. I'm
being a dick.”

She walked toward the door and paused before leaving.
“Where do I get the zip drive with the files, and where do |
meet you and Kent for lunch?”

“Linda will get you a copy of the files just after lunch, and
meet us down in the lobby in twenty minutes. Did you hear
me? [’m sorry.”

She shrugged. “No reason to be sorry. You were wrong
with your accusations anyway.”

“What do you mean?”

“My thoughts aren’t taken by a silly Australian boy seeing
me in a dress. They’re suffocating in the depravity of being
fucked twenty different ways by you.”

She walked out, her chest constricted as her heart raced.
She couldn’t keep this up. She wasn’t as aggressive and
domineering as he was. She needed to bow out soon, or he
would bust through her facade and take her to the mat. Maybe
an internship wasn’t a good idea at all. She needed to rethink
her priorities—away from him.

I

Bethany walked toward the two men who would be a part of
her life for the foreseeable future, Kent pulling her into a side
hug as she stopped beside him.



“Damon tells me that you’re already moving on top of
getting the files reviewed this afternoon. I knew you’d fit in
perfectly with us.” He smiled and squeezed her softly.

Bethany nodded and looked over at Damon, their earlier
conversation having thrown off her whole morning. She
needed a cold shower but wouldn’t be getting one anytime
soon.

“She likes being on top. She’s going to be a Bryant before
we know it.” He winked at her, the look in his eyes melting
her where she stood.

“You guys want to ride together or just meet me there? I
can stay at lunch a little longer if we meet there.” Kent moved
toward the door, holding it open as they moved out.

“I already called for my car, so Bethany and I will ride
together. We’ll meet you there.”

Kent waved and moved toward his car as Damon nodded
toward his black Mercedes, the man having a few more cars
than anyone should. Bethany walked in awkward silence to the
car and got in, buckling up and sitting back as her eyes closed.
Maybe if she pretended to be tired, he would let things lie
between them.

The sound of his door shutting and the car starting caused
her to glance at him. Mistake. He had turned to watch her, his
long eyelashes brushing over his dark brown eyes. She found
herself lost in them for a moment, the subtle swipe of his
tongue catching her attention.

“You surprise me,” he whispered and turned to pull the car
out onto the road.

“How so0?”

“You’re brilliant, as is apparent, you’re soft and feminine
. so innocent. Yet you kicked me in the chest with your
comment earlier. I think there is far more to you than even you

know.”

She laughed and closed her eyes again, not sure how to
respond. The soft sliding of his hand just above her knee
caused her breath to catch. She opened her eyes and looked at



him as he pulled his hand up, his eyes on the road. She pressed
her hand to the top of his; her skirt pulled up to mid-thigh by
his actions. He didn’t speak but softly rubbed his thumb along
the tender skin of her thigh, his teeth pulling at his lip as he
breathed in deeply.

“We should take an NRL today.” He glanced over at her,
his sensual lips turning into a wicked grin.

“What’s an NRL?” She breathed out, pushing his hand
down back toward her knee as she tried to get ahold of herself.
Her heart beat so fast she looked down to ensure her shirt
wasn’t lifting with its throbbing.

“A no-return lunch.”



CHAPTER 14
S



BETHANY

T hey sat in the fancy restaurant, Bethany’s mind far from

anything that might help her future and more attuned to the
things that would wreck it. The desire to climb into Damon’s
seat and drown in the scent of him played through the recess
of her mind over and over, her stomach aching from tensing it
so many times on the short drive over.

The waiter approached, and Bethany lifted her menu,
trying to blink the haze away from her eyes. Damon had ahold
of her in ways that birthed worry. Years of not having sex or
time to find the right guy to share herself with had left her a bit
too needy. The show of desire by the relentless man across the
table from her had destroyed her resolve to leave well enough
alone. It would take the attention of someone else to get her
mind off of him. Maybe Philip was a good idea. He was cute
and safe, attractive and seemed to like her already.

“Bethany, what are you having to drink?” Kent’s voice
tugged her from her thoughts.

“Oh sorry. Water and a glass for whatever you ordered.”
“I ordered whiskey. You sure you want a glass?”

Damon chuckled and shook his head. She narrowed her
eyes, tilting her head a little.

“Yes, I’ll have a glass of whiskey. No problem.” She
would just sip it. The NRL wouldn’t be happening on her shift.
Sex, as much as she wanted it with him, would undo them.
What happened after the night of passion? How would they act
around each other for the rest of their lives?



“Bring the girl a glass then.” Kent chuckled and pulled
them into a conversation about the audit committee meeting.
Bethany turned toward him and forced herself to mentally
make notes, ignoring the glances from Damon. She needed
help with her master’s program, and Kent was the answer to
that or at least the easiest answer. She would think through
things and make some decisions, but with a project this
important, she had to do well.

Finally gaining her footing, she asked questions and
peppered Damon and Kent with scenarios and what ifs. By the
end of lunch, they were both seemingly impressed, Kent
having laughed loudly at her “brilliance” several times during
the meal. As the bill was brought over, Damon excused
himself to take a call.

“I’m so glad you’ll be with us next week. It should be a
great experience for you.” He stood and pulled back her chair,
Bethany standing and moving toward the front of the
restaurant. Damon stood near the bar; a gorgeous blonde
pressed to the front of him. He touched her face, leaning into
her as she moved up to kiss his cheek. He laughed and said
something, turning and walking toward Kent and Bethany.

Bethany averted her gaze as he rushed over her, sickness
rolling in her stomach. Jealousy was a horrid emotion and one
she wasn’t used to feeling too often. Damon opened the door
and smiled at them.

“Ready?” He moved back, and Bethany nodded, wanting
to ask who the woman was and yet just not willing to let on
about her feelings.

Kent and Damon said their goodbyes, talking briefly about
last-minute wrap-ups as Bethany got into the car and waited.
Damon slid in moments later, his black slacks hugging his
strong thighs, the large curve between them making her eyes
widen.

“You all right?” he asked, looking over at her as he
buckled up.

“Yes. Not used to having liquor at lunch, but I can’t say
that I won’t try it again.”



He laughed and pulled the car out, his hand moving to his
thigh as he beat out a rhythm that must have been in his head.
They drove in silence, his desire to tease her seeming to have
been sated. She was almost grateful as they pulled up to the
front door of the office, a valet rushing out to help them.

Damon moved beside her and took her hand, Bethany
looking down at it in surprise. She looked up as a group of
interns moved out into the bright sunlight, Sadie at the front of
the pack. Philip wasn’t part of the crowd, and for that she was
grateful.

“Hi, Damon!” The tacky girl spoke seductively. All of the
interns waved at Damon.

“It’s Mr. Bryant, and hi, guys. Behave, and no liquor at
lunch.” He pulled Bethany closer, releasing her as he opened
the door for them.

“You know they are going to find out that we’re family,
and then you’ll have a lot of explaining to do.” Bethany
looked over her shoulder at him as he shrugged.

“I don’t have to explain anything to anyone. I’'m in
charge.”

He was right. She walked toward the elevator, moving in
and turning to see Damon hover over the opening, shaking his
head to people as they walked up to get on. The doors closed,
and it was just the two of them. He turned and took two steps
toward her. He slid his hands along the wall behind her and
pressed the fullness of himself against her, nipping at her
mouth.

“Only twenty ways? Where is your imagination?”

Her breath caught in her chest, her body aching for so
much more than he would give her. He was a tease, and she
hadn’t become any better herself.

“Twenty ways?”

He leaned down and kissed her, one hand moving to tug at
the budding nipple of her breast. She gasped, swatting at him
as he laughed and rolled his hips a few times, forcing her to



open her legs a little more as she stood trapped between him
and the back of the elevator.

“You want me to fuck you twenty ways. I’m thinking of so
many more than twenty. Let’s not put a cap on it, hmmm?”” He
nipped at her again and moved away, the door opening to his
floor. He turned to walk from the elevator, grabbing himself
and shifting his appearance as he glanced back with hooded
eyes.

“Learn your part for the meeting next week, and make sure
you wear a dark shirt and black pants, no skirts. Leave your
hair up like that, and don’t wear lipstick.”

“What? Why?”

He chuckled. “Because with your hair down and your
innocent green eyes, no one will pay attention to anything.
They’ll all be seducing you in their heads. You’re much too
beautiful for that. Wear your hair up. If it’s down, they’ll like it
far too much.”

“How about you? Would you like it far too much too?”
She bit her lip, the demand to seduce him and drag him down
to his knees in front of her flooding over her.

He smiled and let his eyes drag across her, licking his
mouth and groaning softly as if tasting something delicious.
“Wouldn’t you love to know, pussycat?”

>

Bethany sat in her office, flipping through the files for the
meeting, her mind wandering back to each and every
encounter with her handsome stepbrother.

“Soon-to-be stepbrother,” she mumbled and leaned back in
her chair, turning to face the window behind her. She was
turning into a nympho. All she’d thought about the last few
days was Damon—and even more so, sex with him. Did she
have real feelings, or was it just lust? Just the demanding need
to feel something as sweet as ecstasy?

“Hey, Bethany. How’s it going?”



She turned and stood up, brushing her skirt to remove the
cracker crumbs from her latest snack. She smiled at Ben and
moved around her desk, crossing her arms over her chest.

“It’s going. How about you?”

“Great. I'm looking forward to our event tonight. I swear
we all live for Thursday nights instead of Fridays just because
of getting out together. The group has started to gel. I think
you’re just going to be a great add to that.”

“Yeah, well, Damon’s been giving off the message that he
and I have something going on, so not so sure about your
hopes of my gelling at all.”

“He told me. I think it’s smart actually. Sadie and a few of
the other girls have been nothing but a pain in the ass since
getting here.” Ben leaned against the doorframe, his belly
hanging a little too far over his slacks. Bethany ignored it and
focused on his face, the friendly smile giving her comfort.

“Why not just get rid of them? Wouldn’t that be easier?”

“Yeah, but with the labor laws today you have to have a
real reason. Who’s going to believe that someone who
performs at work really well and has high marks from school
is sexually harassing someone like Damon? He looks like a
predator, not her. Just have to deal with it really.”

“That’s ridiculous.”
“I agree, but it is what it is.”

“Is he coming tonight?”” Bethany asked, lifting her thumb
nail to her lips as she nibbled at it. Damon had already said no,
but maybe he was bluffing. Hopefully?

“I was going to ask you the same thing.”

“I don’t know. We’re just pretending to be together. We’re
not together.” Bethany dropped her hand and laughed
sardonically. Ben’s lips lifted in a goofy grin.

“Of course not, silly. You’re family. Anyway, I’m making
my rounds to see how you’re doing on your workload. Also
wanted to remind you that it is an office get-together and, as



such, we need to make sure our dress and attitudes represent
McKenzie and Bryant as we’re out.”

She chuckled, Damon’s reminder coming from her little
black dress comment, no doubt.

“Sounds good. I’'m an accountant. I don’t own anything
that would be considered inappropriate.”

Ben smiled and moved from his reclined position. “Doing
okay on your workload?”

“Yes, it’s going great. Just wrapping up my review for this
meeting that Kent and Damon want me in next week.”

“The audit committee stuff?”
“Yeah, that’s it.”

“Yeah, so don’t mention that to anyone else. It would seem
unfair, and I’'m the only one who understands that it’s because
you’re family that they have plans to move you up the totem
pole pretty fast.” Ben looked behind him in the hallway.

“Oh okay. Thanks for the advice.”

“You bet. See you tonight, and remember: No work talk
tonight. Only good times to be had by everyone.”

“I’m there, and I will do my best to follow the rules.” She
lifted an eyebrow as Ben left, the sound of his soft laughter
warming her. He was a good guy, one she needed to get to
know better. He knew Damon pretty well, so if she was going
to get any sort of scoop on who Damon really was or what his
past relationships looked like, most likely it was going to be
from Ben.

The last few hours of the day passed too quickly. She wrapped
up her review and took the zip drive back up to Linda,
Damon’s secretary. She nodded toward the door and smiled
toward the pretty blonde.

“Is he in there?”



“No. He left just after getting back from lunch. I assume he
went to see his girlfriend, but don’t tell him I said that.”

“He has a girlfriend?” Bethany couldn’t hide the emotion
on her face.

“He has /lots of girlfriends.” Linda stood up and took the
zip drive. “Have a great evening, and enjoy the intern party. If
you have your sights set on Damon, don’t bother. He’s a
bastard and a half when it comes to women. Best boss in the
world, but his sex drive is insatiable, and he’s gotten in loads
of trouble thanks to it. Do yourself a favor and stay far, far
away.”

Bethany nodded, whispering, “I will” as she turned to go.



CHAPTER 15
S



BETHANY

A quick stop by the house to change into something more

club-worthy, and Bethany was on her way to Masquerade.
She applied more makeup than usual, her dress covering
everything but hugging her curves and accentuating perfectly
just how much of a woman she was. If Sadie wanted to step up
against her, she was going to bring it tonight. It had nothing to
do with Damon and everything to do with someone needing to
put the bitch in her place. The redhead thought she had
entitlement, the right to demand things and threaten various
people at will, including Bethany.

“Not tonight.” Bethany pulled up to the club and got out,
walking into the loud sound of Pitbull’s “Time of our Lives”
screaming from the speakers. Ben waved his hands wildly at
her, a large table over in the far corner theirs. She walked
toward them, cursing herself for forgetting a mask. The theme
that night was half-mast and the mask was only allowed to
COVer your eyes.

Bethany laughed at the large clown mask that Ben pulled
from his face, a large smile on his mouth. “Hey, girl. Where is
your mask?”’

A few other interns turned, smiles on their faces, drinks in
their hands.

“I totally forgot it. I can go get one and come back.” She
shrugged, keeping her eyes on the man in front of her. She
hadn’t gotten to know anyone that well and felt a bit on the
spot all of a sudden.



“No worries.” He turned and yelled at the group.
“Introduce yourself to Bethany while I get her a mask.”

He disappeared, and several people moved up to introduce
themselves. She shook hands and smiled, worried about her
dress all of a sudden. Trying to feel better about herself by
dressing up seemed like a great idea until she stood in front of
her peers with all of them dressed like they were going to
church.

“Um, wow.” Philip’s voice sounded beside her. Bethany
turned and sighed with relief, reaching out to touch his arm as
the muscle flexed beneath her fingers. The black mask
covering his eyes made him look more sensual than he had
earlier that day. His blond hair and blue eyes were the perfect
match for melting girls’ hearts, and when he spoke... Bethany
sighed again as Ben moved up.

“Here you go, madam. Philip, have you met Bethany?”

“I have. I was just going to ask her to come dance with
me.” Philip moved his shoulders a little side to side like he had
moves to share.

“I'm glad you’re here,” Bethany whispered, taking the
mask from Ben and slipping it on. She wished for a moment

that she had a full face mask so she could hide behind it
completely.

“Looks great on you. Go have fun. The tab is open at the
bar, and it’s on the company, so no worries,” Ben called out
before turning to lift his glass in the middle of a large group.
Bethany turned and slipped her arm into Philip’s.

“I’'m glad you’re here too. I think I might have to hide the
rest of the night. Sadie seems dead set on grabbing my
attention and, no, just no.” He laughed, and Bethany did as
well, stopping by the bar and ordering a beer.

“You like beer?” Philip asked, moving to stand closer to
her. The button-down shirt he’d worn that day at work looked
really good with his jeans, the material soft in appearance and
hugging his sleek frame.



“Yeah, you don’t?” She thanked the bartender and lifted
the bottle to her lips.

“I love it.” He lifted his Heineken toward her, and they hit
the bottles together. “Most girls drink fruity drinks and stuff.”

“I’m not most girls.” She smiled, and he wagged his
eyebrows before moving toward the dance floor.

The music was loud and fast, fun and energetic. She took
another swallow of her beer and lifted her hand to drop it on
his shoulder. He draped a hand on her hip and moved with her,
their distance comfortable. Something about him helped her to
relax and just enjoy herself. His eyes moved along her as they
danced, the smile lifting his lips every so often, giving way to
his thinking being less than professional.

He wasn’t Damon, but that was a good thing. Stripping
him naked and making an exhibitionist of herself on the dance
floor wasn’t at the front of her thoughts either, which was a
relief. She had begun to worry about the depravity of her
thoughts. It was nice to know it wasn’t a shift in who she was
but rather the undeniable heat between her and her boss. The
song ended, and Philip spun her around, the two of them
laughing and crashing into each other.

“I’'m going to run to the restroom. I’ll join you again in a
minute.” He leaned in and spoke loudly as Katy Perry’s “Dark
Horse” started. She nodded and handed him her beer to do
away with, the song requiring both her arms in the air. It had
been too long since she had let loose, the last time having been
at her graduation party.

“What a fucking nightmare that was,” she spoke out loud,
the music swallowing the sound of her voice completely. The
strong hands of a man sliding around her waist as he pulled
her against him caused her to stop dancing for a moment. He
rolled his fingers along her hips to move her again, the thick
press of his strong body against hers giving way to the desire
just to let him be a fantasy for a minute. It was most likely
Philip, and if it wasn’t, that would be even better.

Dancing with someone was the precursor to sex, their
ability to move with fluidity on the dance floor leaving no



question as to their talents in the bedroom. Good thing she was
with her coworkers tonight and Damon was with his girlfriend,
whoever the fuck that was. Anger burned through her as she

reached back and let her hand slide down the back of the
man’s thigh, pulling him in tighter as she rocked against him.

His fingers spread out on her stomach, his other arm
moving to wrap around her chest just under her breasts. She
dropped her head back on his chest, knowing she was under
cover of the dance floor. There were so many people around
her it felt like a sea of heat she might drown in. He pressed his
lips to the side of her neck, kissing his way to her ear. The soft
whisper of his voice undid her, the immediate need to be his
for the night fucking her hard.

“I thought I told you not to wear this dress. I think I might
have to punish you for your insubordination.”

Damon.

She tried to turn in his arms, but he locked her to him,
pressing his face back down to her neck as he sucked on her
heated skin. She groaned and rocked herself against him over
and over, the smoldering heat of the bodies pressing against
them doing nothing compared to the strong man behind her.
He finally released her just enough for her to turn. She spun
around, Damon moving back just a little before she slid down
the front of his body, rolling slowly back up. From cheek to
hip, every part of her brushed along his erection.

She stopped in front of him as he growled at her, the shiny
white mask covering half of his face reminded her of Phantom
of the Opera. He was beyond breathtaking, sin that would
snuff out any goodness that might spark inside of the woman
he wanted. His eyes spoke of long nights, screams and moans,
pleasure beyond anything she could conceive.

“Why are you doing this?” she whispered, taking the final
step to fill the gap between them. His hands rolled over her
hips, sliding so painfully slow over the curve of her ass. His
fingers tugged at the side of her dress, but he didn’t pull it up.
He leaned down, lining up their vision perfectly, the muscles
in his cheeks locked down as if he were struggling to breathe.



“Because you want me to.” He leaned forward, running his
nose along the side of her jaw, Bethany closing her eyes in
anticipation of a kiss. A loud moan left her, and Damon rolled
his hips again, rubbing himself against her belly.

“I can’t take much more, Damon. You have to stop.”

“You sound convincing. I don’t think we’ve even come
close to pushing you toward the edge of what you truly want
from me.” He brushed a kiss across her lips as one hand
released her. She pressed against the kiss, moving back in
shock as the air became so hard to breathe.

The back of his fingers brushed across her sex, the dress a
hindrance. He moved the other hand to hold her head still, his
fingers softly petting her, the motion lost to the movement
around them.

“Tell me you don’t want to push to the edge with me. Tell
me, Beth.” He turned his hand and cupped her, pressing his
fingertips hard against her. She yelped, rocking into him and
hating herself for doing it. What was wrong with her?

Tell him to stop, and walk the fuck away.
“More,” she whispered, her mind screaming to back away.

“Yeah, more, baby ... I need more of you.” He tapped his
fingers a few times as she panted against his mouth, the sound
loud and drowning her in dark lust.

He moved his hand from her face and took her arm off his
shoulder, pulling her hand down to stroke his arousal as he
growled against her lips.

“More, God please, more,” she whispered, a frantic throb
destroying her ability to reason.

He rocked against her hand, moving his from her and
holding her tightly to him as he made love to her mouth, his
fingers lost in her hair as she forgot anything but him existed.
The world faded fast, the music becoming her reality, the force
of his tongue her lifeline. She sucked hard on his offering,
moaning and panting until he broke the kiss.



“Fuck,” he growled, turning and pulling her from the floor.
They walked to the front of the club, Damon ripping the mask
from his face. He dropped it in the trashcan beside the door
and walked out into the night, breathing in deeply.

Bethany stopped beside him, pulling her hand from his.
“No. I can’t do this. It will change everything between us.”

He turned toward her, wrapping an arm around her waist
and pulling her in tightly as he glared down at her. “You and I
... we’re going to happen. You can choose if you want me to
take you the first time in the comfort of my home or sprawled
out, naked and shaking across your desk. Tell me now because
I will decide for you if you don’t speak up. Demand something
of me, Bethany. Take charge of what’s about to happen to you.
Show me who you are.”

She let her eyes move across his face, her vision
swimming from the emotions pumping through her painfully.
“Get the car, and take me to your place. No lies between us.
No drama from you. No complaining when I give you exactly
what you want.”

He whispered softly before leaving, “Fuck me ...”

“I plan to.” She ran her fingers through her hair and
shivered, the night just having taken a drastic turn. No more
cat and mouse. Time to let him have his way.



CHAPTER 16
S



BETHANY

T he drive to his place was filled with tension. Sexual anxiety

sat like a fog in the air above her. She glanced over at him.
His jaw was locked into place, his knuckles white as he rolled
his grip on the steering wheel. She reached over and slid her
hand along his thigh, all her focus on breathing in a pattern
that didn’t leave her looking as needy as she was for him. He
shifted his gaze to her, his tone sharp and unyielding.

“Not yet.”

She reached farther, wanting to make him burn for her the
way she was burning for him. He reached down and caught
her hand, lifting it to his mouth and sucking a few fingers into
the wet warmth of his mouth. Bethany groaned loudly, the
sound airy and desperate.

Damn him.

He put her hand back in her lap, a smirk lifting his mouth.
“Behave, or I’ll tie you up and make you shiver with need
before I perhaps, maybe, give you what you want.”

“What you need ...” she whispered, sitting back in her
seat, her words challenging and low in her throat. He chuckled
and let the conversation die, both of them knowing that the
night would mark not only their skin but something much
deeper.

Parking the car, he turned off the lights and turned to look
at her in the dark. She sat as still as possible, the air suddenly
so hard to breathe.



“Tell me you want this. You’re gonna have to convince me
to break the rules of engagement that I live by,” he whispered,
his tongue brushing across his lips. Bethany stifled a groan and
unbuckled her seatbelt.

“I don’t know your rules, but I’'m tired of conversation.”
She got out of the car and walked toward his house, the large
bachelor pad sitting on the edge of a lake, beautiful like his
father’s. He got out and locked the car as he walked toward
her, looking like a lion on the prowl.

“Big words for a small girl.” He brushed past her,
unlocking the door and moving aside as she passed him.

The house was immaculate, everything in its place, the
style very modern. He moved in behind her, his arms
encircling her waist. One hand slid down to the bottom of
dress, fingers brushing up her thighs as he dragged the
material up. The other moved to a breast, his thumb flicking
back and forth over her hardened nipple.

She pressed back against him, her head dropping to his
shoulder as his mouth made contact with her neck. The
wetness of his tongue jolted her senses, a whimper leaving her
lips accompanied by his dark growl.

Strong fingers pressed against the front of her panties, her
body already primed and ready for anything he might want of
her.

“So wet, Beth. Someone should clean that up.”

She smiled, arching her back to rub herself along his
erection. His hands tightened on her, his fingers moving the
material that held her captive as he stroked methodically.

“I think you owe me a confession.”

“No,” she whispered and pressed her hips forward, his
finger dipping into her as her body screamed for more.

He pulled his hand away and released her, walking around
her as she tried to catch herself. Her thighs trembled as he
moved down the hall, his hands working to get his tie and shirt
off. He turned as he reached the end of it and smiled at her,
just before licking his fingers clean.



“Mmmm, [ was hoping to have more of that, but if you
aren’t willing to be a good girl, I have nothing to offer you.”
He disappeared into what she imagined to be his bedroom.
Bending over to press her hands to her knees, she focused on
breathing in deeply, the room spinning slightly. What was it
about him?

If she bent to him, would he lord it over her—or was that
all part of his game?

In the pool, he had mentioned wanting a strong woman,
one that wouldn’t get on her knees until he had done so
himself. She stood up and ran her fingers through her long
hair. If he wanted to play, then she would meet him in the
middle and break his resolve in half. He thought he knew how
to tease a woman, to bend her, but he was in for a surprise.

Bethany stepped out of her dress, letting it drop to the
floor. She walked toward the room, undoing her bra and
slipping out of her panties just before walking in. Damon
stood with his back to her, his shirt gone and the strong
muscles of his back contracting as he undid his pants.

She crawled onto the large four-post bed and slid across
the sheets onto her stomach, her feet coming up to slide along
each other.

“I’m serious, Beth. I’'m not like other men. I want to hear
what I want to hear, when I want to hear it. You don’t relent,
and I’1l either take it from you or make you beg for keeping it
from me.”

“What do you want to hear, Damon?” she whispered
seductively, the cold sheets silky against her bare skin. He
turned to face her, bending over and pulling his slacks from
him before realization slipped across his handsome features.

He paused, his body hard and more than ready for a night
of fucking. Tilting his head to the right a little, his eyes
dragged down the length of her. He smiled and nodded, licking
his lips again.

“I believe that your actions far outweigh your words.” He
moved toward her and stopped beside the bed. Reaching out,



he slid his hands under her arms and pulled her face to the
edge of the bed before kneeling down in front of her, his face
just before hers.

“I’m not going to fuck you tonight. I want you to need me
before I give in to you.” He smiled, leaning in and pressing his
lips against hers. The saltiness of her own taste on his tongue
lit her on fire, her hands reaching up to lock onto him. She
broke the kiss and moved to her knees. Damon stood. She
pressed his shoulder down hard, a soft laugh leaving her.

“I don’t need you to fuck me tonight. I just need you to eat
until your heart’s content, and you’re shivering for something
that you’ll not be getting.” She tilted her head to the side as he
looked up at her; a subtle nod was all she got.

“Hush, woman.”

He moved fast, his motions concentrated and sensual like
nothing she had ever seen. He stood and pressed her chest
softly. Bethany fell onto her back as Damon slid on the bed,
his large arms wrapping around the underside of her legs and
pulling up slightly. Shoulders pressed against the bottom of
her ass, he buried his face against her need, Bethany breathing
in sharply and arching her hips as shock rolled over her.

She hadn’t expected him to beckon to her. It was a bold
move, and one she figured would get her laughed out of his
bed, but nothing of the sort happened. The sweet sounds of
him lapping at her, his fingers and teeth carefully pushing and
pulling, undid her over and over again. By the third time, she
pushed against his shoulder, her words slurred, her body
aching for something more—for him.

“No,” she moaned. He moved her hand and pressed his
tongue against her again. She pushed his head back and
groaned louder. “No. No. I want you.”

He sat up, a smile lifting on his wet lips. “You want me, or
you need me?”

Her eyes narrowed, her game having blown up in her face.
He knew what he was doing. It had been his plan all along.



She was too lost to him to do anything but bow to his
demands.

“I want you. I need you to fuck me all night, Damon. I
want to fill this place with the sounds of my screams, with the
smell of your lust. I want to be fucked.” She moved to her
elbows and growled at him, something deep inside of her
coming unhinged. He smiled and ran his flat palm over her
belly and down her sex before patting her like a kitten.

“Good ... that’s where I need you to be.”

He forced her onto her side and moved in to lie behind her,
his large erection pressed to the curve of her rear. She
snuggled into him and turned her face toward him in question.
He kissed her softly and licked at her mouth, nipping at her
once.

“What are you doing?”

He chuckled softly. “Feeding your need. Sleep with me,
and perhaps when you’re really ready to handle me, I’1l fill
you up completely. For hours. Just me and you fucking like
animals.”

“Now,” she whispered, rolling her hips as he groaned. His
hand locked on her hip as his teeth sank painfully into her
shoulder. He tugged at the flesh a little, kissing and licking the
soreness before relaxing behind her.

“Now.” She arched against him, the sharp smack of his
hand on her ass shocking her.

“No. You took control tonight, and for that, I drank your
pleasure. We fuck when I say we fuck. Sleep with me, or go
home if you don’t want me to hold you.”

Confused but too tired to deal with it, she relaxed in his
arms. The dull ache between her thighs calmed finally, and she
drifted off into sleep, questions beating her up from every
angle.

What had she done wrong?



Bethany walked into the house, passing by the kitchen with
her heels looped over her fingers. Her hair was a complete
mess, and she looked like she’d sustained a long night of
fucking and come out on the losing end. Funny enough, that’s
exactly how it felt too. Damon not finishing the job left her
feeling empty and frustrated. Her mother called to her as she
passed. Bethany stopped and sighed softly. No rest for the
weary.

Turning on her bare heel, she walked into the kitchen and
was grateful that it was just her mother.

“Where’s Kent?”

“He had to fly to Seattle for a few days. Something about a
surprise audit by the government.” Her mother motioned for
her to sit down with her. “Where were you last night?”

“I went to have drinks with some coworkers, and things
got a little wild. We ended up at someone’s house, and I just
crashed. Probably not the best idea, but it’s what happened.”

“Well, I know you’re in college, but I was worried. When
you’re staying here with us, just make sure you text me and let
me know that you’ll not be coming home.”

Bethany reached over and picked up the half-eaten pieces
of buttered toast on her mother’s plate, making quick work of
it.

“I will, Mom. Sorry for making you worry.”
“So ... who is he?”
“Who is who?”” Bethany sat back, licking her fingers.

Her mother pointed to a spot on the side of her neck.
Bethany tugged at her shirt, looking down to see a bite mark
on her shoulder, the indention red and puffy. She stifled a
sound of lust at the remembrance of Damon’s mouth on her—
all over her. He obviously enjoyed drinking her down; why
had he stopped?



“Who bit you? The coworker have a dog that needs to be
put down?” Her mother’s eyebrow lifted as a smile tugged at
her lips. Bethany chuckled and pulled her shirt up, shaking her
head and moving to stand.

“His name 1s Philip. He’s a new intern at work. He’s
handsome, smart and just my kind of guy, I guess. I shouldn’t
have stayed, but it’s been a long two years of not dating
anyone to focus on my grades.” Bethany shrugged and reached

for the last piece of toast as her mother lifted the plate toward
her.

“I think it’s great. You need to let your hair down and
enjoy yourself some.” Her mom laughed softly, the older
woman’s cheeks coloring a bit.

“I think my hair down is half the problem.” Bethany took a
bite, butter running down the side of her hand. She moved to
lick it as her mother waved her off.

“No details. You and your tongue get out of here. I’'m still
your mother.”

Bethany chuckled and turned, walking from the kitchen
and rushing around to get ready for what was sure to be an
awkward day at the office.



CHAPTER 17
S



BETHANY

T he dull ache between her thighs pulled her back into the

depravity of her night with Damon, every subtle movement
causing it to revive. She pressed her back to the elevator,
praying that no one she knew would get on. The door opened
to her floor, and she walked off languidly, her eyes scanning
the area to see who was in and who hadn’t made it yet. It was
late, and by then she would usually have been a couple of
hours into a project. She would have to catch up with Ben later
and see how the rest of the intern party had fared. That, and
give him a good excuse why she rushed off without saying
goodbye after having just arrived at the club.

The ““’sick mom” card would work. It always did.

She dropped her purse on the empty seat in front of her
desk before dropping down in her comfortable leather chair.
Her stomach growled loudly, the rumble reminding her of a cat
being mauled. She smiled at the thought and reached over to
turn on her computer as a knock resounded at her open door.

Philip.

“Hey, Cinderella.” He smiled and pointed to the chair
across from her. “Mind if I come in?”

“Not at all.” Bethany stood, reaching over the desk and
grabbing her purse. She dropped it beside her desk and
smoothed down the front of her gray suit, the light sapphire
shirt accenting the pinstripes in the material. She felt like she
owned the world when wearing a suit. Might as well act like it.



“So what happened last night? We got on the dance floor,
and | had to run to the restroom. I come back, and you’ve
disappeared.” He laughed, his smile warm and safe. “I looked
everywhere for you. Ben was worried too. No glass slipper. No
breadcrumb trail or anything ...”

She laughed and reached over to type in her password, the
need to get started on something and take her mind off of
Damon pressing against her.

“My mother texted and said she wasn’t feeling very well.”
Bethany glanced over at him. “My father left us a long time
ago, so when she needs me, I usually overreact, which I did
last night.”

“Oh. Sadie said she thought you left with some guy. I
figured that couldn’t be right, but you know she’s always
trying to start something.”

Bethany turned toward him, her smile dropping at the
mention of the redheaded intern. It was only a matter of time
before she had an ass-whooping headed her way.

“Well, she was wrong. Sorry to disappoint.” Her tone
changed, coldness that Philip didn’t deserve sneaking into her
words. He held up his hands and shook his head as if
surrendering.

“Hey, no worries here. | was just telling you what she said.
I’m just glad you’re alive and well. How’s your mom doing?”

“She’s good. I’'m sorry. You didn’t deserve that.” She
leaned back in her chair, letting out a soft sigh. Not sleeping
more than a couple of hours, mixed with the torrential flood of
questions the night caused, left her exhausted.

“It’s no problem. So, was she sick?”

“Yeah, throwing up and stuff. I took care of her most of the
night. I’'m honestly beat from it.”

“You should have stayed home.”

“Maybe, but I don’t get paid for staying home.” She stood
up and reached for her bank card. “I’m thinking I want to test
fate. Want to join me?”



He stood as well, a soft chuckle leaving him as he nodded.
“Always wanted to fuck fate, but testing her out first sounds
like a more prudent way of doing things.”

“I'm just talking about testing my new bank card. You
sound like you have much bigger plans.” Bethany walked
around him and through the door, looking over her shoulder at
the handsome boy. “You look nice today.”

“And you look stunning, but I didn’t want to be
overbearing and tell you.”

“I like that type of overbearing. Let’s get something down
in the cafeteria.” She moved into the elevator, turning to watch
him walk toward her. He was interested. By the look on his
face, his smile reaching his eyes, he was ready to take the next
step and ask her out. She would need to nip it in the bud but
wanted to be careful. Not having too many friends in the office
yet, it was nice to be around him. He would be a great work
friend if he were willing to see her differently.

“I like the overbearing way you danced last night.”
“Overbearing?”

“I guess overwhelming would be better. You a dancer?
Take lessons as a kid or something?”

“Oh, I thought you meant pole dancer. I should have been
one. It would have been an easier way to pay my classes in
college.” She reached up to push the button on the elevator
panel, Philip having moved close to her side.

“I’ll keep my thoughts to myself on this one.”

She laughed and wrapped her arms around her chest.
Philip reminded her of her ex-boyfriend, Jake, but a version
she would consider dating if her stepbrother hadn’t stolen her
completely. His ways were unethical, using lust and his sex
appeal to leave her panting after him. She needed to figure out
how to return the favor.

“Hey ... did I lose you?” Philip waved in front of her as he
held the elevator door open. Bethany moved toward him,
shaking her head.



“Oh sorry. Got lost in my thoughts for a moment.”

“Not thoughts of pole dancing, I hope.” He laughed as she
swatted at him.

They grabbed a coffee and a few donuts to share, Philip
picking up the tab and not giving her a chance to pay. Bethany
sighed, rolling her eyes at him.

“I thought you guys from Australia were domineering and
made your women do everything.”

“You considering yourself to be my woman?”

Heat rushed up her neck. She reached up and tugged at the
top of her shirt to make sure the evidence of her night was
fully covered. They sat down at a small table near the edge of
the large white-walled cafeteria.

“No. I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant women in
general.”

He grinned and reached for the only chocolate donut. He
almost had it to his mouth as she gasped, reaching for it.

“Hey. I wanted the chocolate one.”

He pulled it out of her reach and smiled so big it had to
have hurt his face. She reached again, moving out of her chair
as he laughed loudly.

“No fucking way. I get the chocolate one.”

She put her hands on her hips, tilting her head as she eyed
him and then the donut.

“I’m not playing with you. I’'m eating the chocolate one.”
She reached again as he stood too, extending the donut behind
him. He trapped her to the front of his lithe frame with a hug,
his laugher contagious.

“Not even if you were my woman, Beth. I’ll buy you
another one.”

Bethany moved away from him, the moment sweet and
almost too precious.



“Well, i1sn’t this a plot twist?” Sadie’s voice grated on her
like nails on a chalkboard.

“A plot twist? You read?” Bethany turned to face her
nemesis, a sweet smile slithering across her face. It was time
to mess with the girl a little.

“Of course I don’t read. I’'m far too busy riding the
universe through the stars.”

“So poetic. Just beautiful, don’t you think, Philip?
Ignorance can still birth creativity. Logic perhaps not, but
creativity, yes.”

Philip shoved the donut in his mouth, talking around it.
Bethany popped him on the chest as he broke up in laughter,
pointing to the dining hall and walking away. He was headed
to get more chocolate donuts. Perfect timing. Ass.

“I saw you leave with that guy last night. You can try and
play innocent with everyone around here, but I’'m on to you.”

“Because you think I left with someone from the bar
you’re on to me? What does that even mean? Bisexuality is
accepted by most people, but I'm not interested.” Bethany
snorted softly. “I mean, I’d talk to your friend that walks
around up your ass, but you’re ... not my type at all.”

“What are you talking about, oaf? You should hear
yourself rambling on.” She flipped her hair behind her
shoulder, narrowing her eyes on Bethany. “I saw you with the
guy. Period. I’ll be telling Damon that his latest piece of ass is
seeing someone else.”

“What 1f it was Damon, Sadie? Then what?”

“It wasn’t. He never comes to those things. Honestly, I
don’t know why he’s bothering with you. Is your daddy rich?”

“It’s none of your business who my daddy is and what he
is or isn’t.” Bethany moved around the table, her heart racing
in her chest as goosebumps rushed across her skin. How she
hated this loud bitch.

“Oh ... we’ve hit a sensitive spot. Let me guess,” Sadie
pressed her finger to her pencil thin lips, “your mom had you



out of wedlock, and her druggie boyfriend decided neither of
you was worth staying for. You paid for college by working
your ass off and loading up on debt, and Damon feels sorry for
you. Did I get it right? Did Daddy leave you because you
weren’t worth sticking around for?”

The room twisted around her, a splash of red brushing
across her vision as she took the last two steps between her
and Sadie. Her fist connected hard with the side of the mouthy
girl’s face. Sadie screamed and fell to the ground, blood
seeping out on the white tile floor around her.

Bethany came to and bent down, trying to help her as
Sadie screamed at her.

“Back up, you vicious bitch. Don’t come near me. I’'m
calling security, and my father is going to sue. Get back!”

Bethany moved, shock rushing over her. Had she really
just fucked her chances of being someone at McKenzie and
Bryant and even more so, having her master’s paid for?

Philip walked up, pulling her back and bending down to
look at her.

“Hey ... Beth. Hey.”

She shook her head, her vision still a little blurred as his
voice penetrated the desire to finish the job by choking the
redhead out completely.

“What?” she whispered, looking up at him.

“You need to go. Take these and get out of here. I'll work
out things with Sadie for you. Make sure you talk to Mr.
Bryant first. He seems to think highly of you. Get to him, and
then go home. I’ll deal with this.”

Bethany turned, walking toward the elevator as numbness
wrapped around her. It had to be a lack of sleep. She hadn’t
been in a fight since high school, the reason for that one no
different than the one that just occurred. Would her father
always be such a sore spot?

“How did she know about him?” Bethany whispered,
reaching into the bag Philip had handed off to her and pulling



out a chocolate donut. She bit into it deeply and got off on
Damon’s floor.

Linda looked up from her desk. Concern swept across her
features. “Bethany, you okay?”

“Just long morning already,” Bethany mumbled, her words
monotone and running together. What was wrong with her?
“Where’s Damon?”

“Mr. Bryant is in Seattle. He left this morning. Should be
back at the end of the weekend.”

“He left this morning? When?”
“At nine.”

“Did he leave a message for me?” Bethany dropped the
donut in the bag, her stomach turning sour.

Linda’s mouth lifted in a smirk as she chuckled softly, her
tone berating.

“Why would he, dear? You’re an intern, and he’s the CFO
of the company.” She reached for the phone. “Excuse me.”

Bethany turned and walked to the stairs, not wanting to run
into anyone she knew. A quick stop by her office and she
would be headed to Kent’s to spend the afternoon in her bed.
A long hard cry at the situation with Sadie would help, but
would it soothe the ache in her chest over Damon?

Had the night just been a way to control her and he was on
to his next girl? Maybe someone who wouldn’t break so easily
under his demands?

Why wouldn’t he at least tell her he was going out of
town? Linda’s words left her feeling stupid and childish. Tears
welled in her eyes as she jogged the rest of the way down the
stairs, stopping by her office and grabbing her purse before
making her way to the street level.

Time to test fate.



CHAPTER 18
S



BETHANY

“O h hell, no,” Matt grumbled loudly. Bethany moved the
pillow from her head and looked up, her tears having
soaked the sheet beneath her.

“Go away. I’m not in the mood to be friendly.”

He pounced on the bed, his large hand pressing against the
upper part of her back again and again. She bounced with his
efforts, growing angry and swatting at him.

“No need to be friendly. We’re family. Get your ass up.
I’m taking you out.”

“No. I’'m not interested in seeing people. I hate everyone.”

“Liar. Get up. I’'m going to inhale everything in the fridge.
When I come back, you better be in the shower and getting
ready. Jeans and a T-shirt. Get up, get dressed and let’s go
have fun together.”

“No,” she grumbled, sitting up and pushing her hair from
her face in time to see Matt leave. She didn’t want to go
anywhere. The darkness of her room provided the perfect
place to hide. Between the situation with Sadie and Damon’s
dismissal of her, as he left town without a damn word, she was
done.

“Get up, or I’'ll drag your ass out of there.” Matt’s voice
lost volume as he moved away.

She threw her pillow across the room toward the door. A
temper tantrum would be welcomed, but childish. She denied
herself the action. Getting up and walking languidly to the



bathroom, Bethany stripped and got in the shower. The steam
offered comfort, and her tears mixed with the water that hit her
face.

Sleeping with Damon had been a mistake. One she was
sure not to have the chance to live down. Was he going to
come back from Seattle and pretend that nothing had happened
between them? That things were business as usual?

“Why? You’re so damn stupid.” She tugged at her hair,
anger rushing from the pit of her stomach to her chest. Was
she so desperate to feel something, anything, that she would
believe herself able to capture someone as powerful and sexy
as her asshole stepbrother? And of course there was that: he
was her stepbrother, or soon would be.

How had she figured that would play out? Their attraction
to each other was tangible, the feeling of him taking her to
heights unimaginable rolling over her in waves. She pressed
her back against the cool shower wall and let her face drop
into her waiting hands. Even if there had been something
worth exploring in a relationship with him, how would that
ever work out?

Hi, this is my husband and brother, Damon.

She growled loudly in the shower, hitting her balled-up
fists against the slick tiles. She needed to separate herself from
him entirely. To be intimate with him once was a mistake, just
blatant horny ignorance. To do it again would be a clear
indication that she was sick or a complete dumbass.

“Hurry up. I want chips and queso. Nothing else will do!”
Matt yelled, his voice slipping through the crack under the
locked door of the bathroom.

“I'm hurrying. Excuse the fact that I have to stop for a
fucking meltdown every few minutes.”

“It can’t be that bad. Come on. We’ll work through it
together.”

“You don’t want to know this, Matt.” She let her hands
drop and turned to put her head under the spray of the water,
not wanting to continue the conversation. She was horrified by



the thought of Matt finding out that she had fallen in love with
Damon.

“Love or lust?” she whispered before turning off the
shower and stepping out into the chilly air of the bathroom.

Did it matter which?

A few minutes later Bethany was standing in the entry to the
kitchen. Matt’s back was to her as he shook his butt and
danced in the light of the open fridge, a song being hummed
from his lips softly. She cleared her throat, and he stood,
hitting his head on the top door of the freezer.

“Ouch, dammit.” He turned and smiled, shutting the door
and walking toward her.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to surprise you.” Bethany shrugged,
leaning into the hug he offered. Why couldn’t Damon be like
Matt? Why couldn’t there be no Damon at all?

“No apologies. Let’s go. I’'m taking you out. Shopping,
dinner, and coffee. Sound good?”

Bethany pulled out of his grasp and shook her head.

“I guess, but I’m telling you that I’m not the best company
tonight.” She glanced around. “Where is my mother?”

“She said to tell you that she would see you later tonight.
Something about her and her best friend going out to look for
outfits for the wedding.”

“Outfits for the wedding?” Bethany turned and followed
Matt’s lead as they walked through the expansive house and
out into the warm summer night.

“It’s a destination wedding, remember? So I guess flip-
flops and togas? Who knows? You’re the girl. You tell me.”
He pushed his shoulder into her before she moved around the
car to get in. Matt’s small Toyota Corolla gave off the image
that he was a regular guy with a regular life. Exactly the way
she knew he wanted it.



She got in the car and pulled on her seatbelt. He slipped in
and turned the car on, revving the air conditioner up to high
before pulling out into the quiet street of the neighborhood.

“I’m almost worried about making time for the wedding
with school starting the week after we get back and my
responsibilities at the firm.” Bethany looked out her window,
her teeth pressing down on her bottom lip.

“The wedding is going to be a great time and one you
seem to need. Talk to me about what’s going on with you
today. You don’t seem like the type to hide away in your bed
and let anything get you down. What happened?”

She turned her head toward him, reaching out to turn the
radio on for background music.

“I punched that redheaded girl at the office in the face. I'm
sure | broke her nose and probably lost my job. I’'m surprised
Damon hasn’t called and chewed me out. Actually, I’'m not
surprised. He left town without saying anything. Nothing at
all. Nada.” She crossed her arms over her chest, leaning her
head back and closing her eyes as a shaky sigh left her.

“Okay, one thing at a time. Did it feel good to pop the
skanky bitch in the face?”

Bethany snorted and glanced at Matt, his smile bright and
full of mischievous intent.

“Yes, but that’s beside the point. I’'m not a college kid who
can act like the world won’t punish me for fucking up. I
needed this job, and disappointing your dad ...”

Matt cut her off.

“Our dad. He’s going to be your dad soon too. He’s not
going to be upset if the girl deserved it, Beth. He’s very fair.
He will just clean it up and warn you to make sure you think
before you act.”

“I shouldn’t have done it. She just pushed the right
buttons.” Bethany opened her eyes and tugged on her seatbelt.
The strap dug into her shoulder perfectly; the skin still tender
from Damon’s assault.



“Which buttons?”

Bethany shrugged, not wanting to bring up her sordid
history in front of Matt just yet. She turned up the radio and
shook her head.

“I don’t want to talk about this if that’s all right.”

He reached over and squeezed her hand. “Of course. When
you’re ready. I’'m always ready to listen.”

“I appreciate it.” She paused. “Why would Damon leave
without saying anything?”

“Why would he say something? He didn’t tell me he was
going out of town until this morning when he left. Are sisters
different? More sensitive, I guess, huh?”

They pulled into a long shopping center, a brightly colored
Mexican restaurant sitting in the corner. Matt pointed to it and
smiled.

“Best Mexican food in town.”

“Girls are more sensitive, but Damon is my boss too, not
just my brother.” She reached for the handle, getting out and
wishing she were still facedown in her sheets. Being with Matt
was a horrible 1idea. She wanted to hear from Damon, wanted
to know that last night meant something to him, and instead,
she was going to have to work all night to placate Matthew.

“Are you and Damon working on a project together?”

“Yes.” Bethany moved back as Matt opened the door, the
sound of Hispanic music almost overwhelming. They found
their seats, and she ordered a margarita with an extra shot of
tequila.

Matt ordered a beer and sat back, his gaze heavy on her.
“What are you not telling me?”

She picked up her menu and scanned the items on the
combo page, picking out something quickly, not caring much
for food. She looked over to Matt and tried to shift the
conversation.

“I’1l explain later, but first, you tell me something.”



“Okay, what?”

“Why is Damon with a hundred different women? I’ve
seen him at work with probably five blondes in the last week.”

“I’ll answer, but then I get to ask a question in return.”
“Fine.”

They ordered and gave their menus to the server as Matt
picked up the beer that sat before him. “He’s a whore because
he hates the idea of loving someone. He figures if there are
lots of women, then he’ll be too busy juggling them to love
any of them.”

“That’s horrible. Why would you want to stop yourself
from loving someone?”

“Protection, I guess.” Matt shrugged. “The ones that get
too close and are worth his time are usually put off by the fact
that he 1s a whore, so he doesn’t worry much about them. Love
won’t come find him. He’s made sure of it.”

“And you have no idea why he does this?”
“It’s my turn to ask a question first.”

“Fine. Ask away.” She picked up her drink, the frosty mug
cold to the touch. Dumping the extra shot of tequila in the
glass, Bethany stirred it once and took a long drink.

“Why do you care about Damon leaving without saying he
was? Why do you care if he dates or fucks ten girls?”

“Because he’s soon to be my brother.”

“Bullshit. Come clean and trust me. You’re about to be my
sister, and I’ve always wanted one. Talk to me.”

She set her drink down and let out a long breath, sitting
back in her chair. She should tell him, but he would judge her.
How could he not?

“I’'m attracted to him.” She shrugged again, reaching for a
chip and shoving it into her mouth in hopes of the
conversation being stalled.

“Just attraction; nothing else?”



“That’s more than one question. Why does he push women
away? Was he hurt in the past? Old wounds causing him to
lash out?”

“Yes, he was crushed in the past. He’s not going to let
anyone in that doesn’t fit perfectly into his definition of what
his woman should be. Even then, the girl who captures him
will have to push past his defenses. I almost pity her.”

“Who hurt him?”

Sadness brushed across Matt’s features as he picked up a
handful of chips, starting to pop one in his mouth. He paused
and turned his gaze on her, his handsome face seeming to feel
the effects of Damon’s pain.

“Our mother.”



CHAPTER 19
S



BETHANY

“W hat about your mother?” Bethany leaned back in her
chair as the server deposited her enchiladas in front of
her, the smell overwhelming.

“Damon caught her cheating on our dad several times
before she got sick. He wanted to tell Dad, but Mom would
beg him, plead with him, not to.” Matt shrugged, sadness
creeping across his handsome features. “He went to tell him
one night, finally. That was the night that Dad broke the news
that Mom was dying. I think Damon felt trapped. He hated her
by the time she died.”

Bethany lifted her napkin to her eyes, tears spilling onto
her cheeks.

“He hated her because of the cheating?”

“Because he had suffered for several years holding her
secrets so that Dad didn’t have his heart torn from his chest.”

“And then it happened anyway because of her getting
sick?”

“Exactly.” Matt reached for a chip, his eyes diverted from
her. “I didn’t know any of this until after Mom died. Damon
kept all of it to himself.”

“How did he keep catching your mom? Were they just
close?”

“When we were younger they were real close. The first
time he caught her we were in high school, and 