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Chapter One

Noelle

O n and on and on. Doesn t this guy get tired?

“... but I didn’t get it, you know? I just kept going
for the job, but still no luck. I guess some things aren’t meant
to happen. I was pissed, though! I wore my best clothes to the

'7,

interview

This is probably a big mistake. A song filters from a speaker
nearby, the warm melody giving me a brief reprise from

Trevor’s constant droning. I force a smile, bearing the agony.
I’'m definitely blocking this one.

Since I entered my first relationship in high school, it’s been
an unbroken string of romance, heartbreak, and repeat. At one
point, I believed it was me. But it isn’t. Even those close to me
have suffered from the vicious cycle. At best, they’re trapped

for life, like my estranged parents.

Just a week ago, I was on Fishin’'4Love, a popular dating

app, when I got a match. Trevor Jones. I wasn’t expecting



much from the app, so I checked him out just for fun. And I

was ... wowed.

On the app, Trevor’s bio is perfect — a foster dad of the
cutest puppies I’ve seen in a while, a volunteer firefighter, and
someone looking for love and commitment. He seemed like

the 1deal man. Yet, so far...

“So, you’re telling me you were never a volunteer

firefighter?”

“Look, that’s a piece of genius there. Chicks dig
firefighters! What better way to get some than to put the
voluntary firefighter tag on my profile? As I said, I'm still
struggling to find a job. Society is cruel!” Sipping some soda,
he adds, “Also, who needs a job anyways? Jobs are restraints
placed on us, so we don’t have the freedom to do what we

',’

want

I’m shocked. Is he seriously admitting he’s lied about
having a job? I glance around. Other people are dining or
conversing, caught up in their world, while I’'m here with...
him. Trevor rubs his palms together and licks his lips as our

waiter approaches our table with a tray bearing our orders.
“Finally! It’s about time!”
I groan as he claps when our meal is served.

“Chicken tenders? Chicken salad? Sesame Chicken? Now,

this 1s what I call a dinner!” He laughs, grabbing his knife.

Deep breaths, Noelle.



“So, Trevor, you’re also a foster dad for two puppies, right?

How did that happen?”

He looks up and swallows a mouthful of chicken, before

clearing his throat. A goofy grin is plastered on his face.

“Ah, Ree and Dee. My two darlings. Picked them from an
animal shelter. My, those two were the light in my world. They
made my days seem so bright with their little whines and
barks.”

“Were? Did something happen to them?”

He chuckles, rubbing his jaw. “So, um, you see ... it’s a

crazy story. Why does life have to be so mean to me?”
“That’s not telling me much.” I raise an eyebrow.

His grin vanishes. “See, the thing is ... Three years ago,
they were taken from me! By society’s agents of oppression —

'9’

pet services

He bangs a fist on the table, and the low murmurs around
our table cease. Conscious of the attention he’s drawing, I

smile awkwardly.

“I’'m sorry.” I try to add as much sympathy to my voice
without showing the irritation growing in me by the minute.
“What happened?”

“Three years ago ... those darned agents came to my home
and snatched my puppies from me! After I’d had them for just
three weeks! They told me I was endangering the safety of the
puppies! Can you believe that?”” He throws his arms up. “They

told me my apartment wasn’t animal safe! What the fuck?”



I can only stare with eyes wide. Why am I not surprised? He
hasn’t had a puppy in three years. That means the picture on
his profile was one he took three years ago. No wonder he
looks different. He looked less of a slob then.

I grimace. This can’t get any weirder. Another bad date is in

the cards. Does the 7ight one’ even exist?
“That’s bad. How did you manage?”

“Oh, I had a girlfriend then. But she left me a week after the
puppies.” He clenches his fists. “All the girlfriends I’ve had
left in less than a month. Those backstabbers! They’re crazy

for leaving me. All of them!”

“I... I see.” 1 purse my lips for a moment, before taking a
bite of some chicken nugget. Chewing slowly, I tune myself
out of the conversation and stare at my phone. I smile
inwardly at the wallpaper. It’s my favorite picture of me and
Abbie when we were fourteen. Our arms are linked around
each other’s shoulders and we’re posing with identical smiles
at the beach. Two beautiful best friends, I remember my mom
saying with admiration as she took the picture. A pang of guilt

washes over me and I look away from the phone.

I should call her tonight. It’s been three days since she left
town and | haven’t gotten feedback. I hope she’s okay.

Trevor’s loud chewing brings me back to reality. “Do you
know why they leave me? They’re crazy, that’s why! All my
exes. They wanted to put me down. Oh, but they just wait. I'll

"’

become the richest man in New York, and I’ll show them



Oh, God. And his exes are the crazy ones?

“Wait, I’ve been talking about myself all night. Tell me
about yourself. Do you have a job?” He leans forward, and I
cringe inwardly. His lips are greasy and his mouth is full of

salad. He’s talking with his mouth full.
Somebody save me.
“Um, I work in an office—"

“Oh! That reminds me of the time I went for an interview in
this fancy office.” He points at me with his fork. “Now, I had
to wear wet clothes, because I took my clothes to the dry

cleaners’ late, and...”
On, and on, and on...

I stifle a groan, keeping a smile plastered on my face. If he
wasn’t going to let me talk, then why ask me anything in the

first place? God, I’d do anything to leave right this minute.

Soon, we’re done with our meals. The waiter comes with
the bill. He glances at the both of us, and Trevor gazes at me

with that same grin on his face.
Wait. Is he expecting me to pay the bill?

The waiter clears his throat. “Excuse me, but who’s
paying?”

Trevor doesn’t say a word. He keeps his eyes on me.

“Um, I have to go now. I have work tomorrow. It was nice

talking with you.” That’s as big a lie as they come. “Also, you

have some grease on your... lips.”



He cleans his oily lips with a napkin, then places his hand

over mine. | withdraw my hand and jerk back.

“I’1l let you know something today, uh ... Maddy. You see,
society wants us to be divided. This is what they want. But |
say no. We will not be subject to the whims of a repressive
society. I’ll go with you tonight, and we’ll be united in spirit
and body! Also, I’ll need you to get the bill. There should be
equality.”

What the fuck? This weirdo invited me on a date, and I

can’t leave without him following me?
So much for trying to find the right one.

“Look, Trevor, it’s Noelle. And I need to get some things
done before tomorrow. But I’ll see you another time, so don’t

worry. I’ll message you later.”
As if. I'm blocking your sorry ass.
“I insist, Nelly. We have to stick together.”
The waiter presses his lips together. He takes a deep breath.

“Someone’s gotta pay the thirty-five dollars and ten cents,

sir. Ma’am. Who’s it gonna be?”
I drum my fingers on the table. Trevor isn’t budging.
“My God, it is you!”

My breath lodges in my throat as I catch a glimpse of the
new person. Tall and long-limbed with broad shoulders, he
walks over to our table and smiles at me. His silvery-gray hair

is combed back, revealing a face featuring clear, blue eyes and



high-sculptured cheekbones. His turtleneck sweater and slacks
look tailored to a perfect fit, hugging his broad shoulders. He

is a sight for sore eyes.

“Don’t you remember me? I’'m Dr. Hazel. How’s that rash

going? Oh my, I’'m so sorry, I shouldn’t say it out loud.”
My brows crease. My doctor?

That’s when I catch a slight wink from the striking, middle-

aged man. He’s trying to help me out.
Trevor frowns. “Rash? What rash?”

The man leans in, and his voice is a whisper. “Trust me, you

don’t want to know.”

He turns to me, shaking his head. “Your tests just came back
and there is something that you need to know. I was going to

call you tomorrow, but since you’re here now...
That’s my cue.

“Oh, thank you, doctor! But can I still spend the night with

my date?”

The man shakes his head as if disappointed. “I’m sorry, but
the risk is too high. This 1s all my fault. I didn’t explain how

your illness can easily spread.”

My hand flies to my lips. My eyebrows draw up in feigned
shock.

“Oh no! But I was really looking forward to him staying
with me. So, maybe just once is safe enough?” I feign a

question there for added effect.



Trevor waves his hands. “Hold on a minute here. You mean

to tell me you have an infectious disease?”

The ‘doctor’ sighs. He leans in closer to Trevor again and
whispers loud enough that I can hear too, “You’re lucky I
caught up with her here, young man. Honestly, this would
have been a night to remember for a long time. And not for the

right reasons, if you know what [ mean.”
“What the fuck? What the actual fuck is going on here?”

The man holds my hand. His grip is gentle and warm, and

his skin on mine sends tingles through my skin.

“I’ll have to get her to the hospital now. We need to run
more tests and quarantine her, but rest easy, young man. If
there was no physical contact between you two, you should be
okay. Just in case, look for swelling or color changes in your
crotch area over the next three months, and if nothing changes
in the meantime, it means you were fortunate and get to keep
all your body parts. Especially that one.” His eyes look
fleetingly to Trevor’s crotch area, letting him know exactly
what he is talking about. And I almost break character at
Trevor’s look of horror as he finally gets what the ‘doctor’ is
telling him. Then the ‘doctor’ turns to me. “Come along,

2

now.

Trevor trembles, wiping beads of sweat off his forehead. I
choke back a laugh and manage to convert it into a cough. He
jumps from his seat, nearly tripping. I hurry out of the diner
with the handsome stranger, holding my hand to my lips to
push back my laughter. When I look back one last time, Trevor



is racing in the direction of the washrooms, hands in his pants.

I guess his self-diagnosis starts right now.

Poor Trevor. But in a way, he deserves it. He’s lying about
who he is to get free dinners and a night of sex with as many

women as he can and he’s been a weirdo all evening.

The stranger leads me out of the diner and to his car, a
breathtaking Tesla Model S. He releases his grip and opens the
door for me.

“Let’s go, before your weirdo society-hating date comes for

29

you.

Without hesitating, I hop in. The silver-haired stranger gets

on the steering wheel and drives away.

“Where do you stay?” he asks, stopping when we’re a safe
distance from the restaurant. “I could drop you off here if you

want.”

He has a point. I’ve had one bad date already, and I don’t
even know this man. But he saved me tonight, so it’s not a bad
idea 1f I get him to drop me off somewhere near my apartment,

right?
“Uh... downtown Manhattan. Just keep heading straight.”
He nods and drives off.

“I didn’t catch your name, you know?” he says, keeping his
gaze on the road. “Guess your date was too preoccupied with

himself to mention you.”



“I won’t argue with that.” I twirl a strand of my hair. “It’s
Noelle.”

“Beautiful name.” He turns to me, flashing a winning smile

that warms me from within. “Fits you.”

“I didn’t get yours as well. And I’m sure as hell it isn’t Dr.

Hazel. Are you even a doctor?” I ask, suppressing a giggle.

He bursts into laughter. “No, I’'m not. I just had to come up

with something. I’'m Maverick.”

“Well, Maverick, you’re my silver knight in shining armor.

Thanks again for rescuing me from the brunette ogre.”

“Anything to make society a better place.” He smiles at me,
and I blush. “Plus, it’s a beautiful night. I couldn’t stand by

and see it ruined for you.”

He’s right. There’s a bright full moon, sending silvery
ripples across the sky. The city of Manhattan is already lit by
lights in every building. It’s a beautiful night indeed.

He turns to me. “You, uh, okay with making a detour? We
could hit a bar nearby. The night is still young. Don’t worry. |

promise I won’t rant about society’s injustice.”

That makes me giggle. I scan him once more. He is
certainly an upgrade from Trevor so far. And anything would
be better than the date I just had. Besides, he came along like a
white knight in an electric car. Having a couple of drinks with

him doesn’t sound like a bad i1dea.

“Sure. Why not?”



He moves his gaze to the road, and I glance at him. He
looks familiar ... Why do I get this gut feeling that I’ve seen

him before?



Chapter Two

Maverick

he door swings open and Noelle places her hand on

mine. I give it a gentle squeeze.
“After you, mademoiselle.”
“Merci.” She bows slightly, and I chuckle.

“Here we are. A regular old bar without any weirdos. This
should be fun.”

She laughs and we enter hand-in-hand. There are only a few
people, either drinking and gazing out the windows, or talking
in hushed tones. We make our way to a secluded table in the
corner, where there’s more privacy and the smell of gin is less

prevalent. She sits, but I remain standing.
“Wait here. I’ll get some drinks. What would you like?”
“A beer will do. Got to wash away all the weirdness.”

Smiling, I walk to the high wooden counter. The bartender,

who’s whistling a tune and cleaning a glass, turns to me.



“Welcome, sir. Bright night, eh?”

“Yeah. I’ll have an eighteen hundred Tequila and two

Budweisers. Also, a glass.”

He nods, before fetching the bottles and the cups. A wide
grin plays on his lips.

“Sure those two bottles will be enough for your missus?”

I turn to Noelle, who’s twirling her blond hair and gazing
outside the glass windows. She has a sort of quiet beauty that I
couldn’t help but notice earlier. Her green eyes seem to gaze
into one’s inner depths, but it’s her smile that sends warmth

coursing through my veins.

“Who knows? It’s a long night. I want to show her a good

time.”

She turns, and our eyes meet. | smile, and my chest flutters

as her beautiful lips curve in return.

The bartender chuckles, before handing me the bottles. |

return to our table.

It’s been a long day. The takeover I’ve been processing for
weeks 1s finally complete. At this moment in my life, work 1s
all that matters. As the CEO of a media company —and an

advertising agency after today— that’s understandable.

“What were you talking about with the barman?” She places

her elbows on the table and rests her chin on her palms.

She sounds just like Vanessa and just the right height, too.
Pain stabs at my heart and I mentally shake off the intruding



thought. No thinking of the past tonight. No use in awakening
it. ’ve accepted my wife is gone for good and that’s the way

I’d like it to remain.

“He thought two bottles won’t be enough for you. I said
hey, let the night take its course. I don’t think you need too
many bottles to forget Mr. Anti-Society, do you?”

She throws her head back and laughs. Then, she leans
forward over the table until we’re almost nose to nose. Her

sultry gaze makes me ease back an inch.
“I don’t think I’ll need beer for that.”

She’s so close, with her lips slightly parted. 1 swallow. It’s
all I can do not to bury my hand in her hair and brush my lips

across hers in a heated kiss.
“You don’t need the drink, but who doesn’t want a drink?”

Nodding, she grabs her bottle, raises it to her mouth, and
pops it open. Whoa.

“To a different turn in the night!” She raises her bottle.

Smiling, I pop open my tequila and our bottles clink. “How

did you meet your date?”
She groans, slamming her bottle on the table.
“That’s a long story.”
I ease back into my chair. “We have all night.”

“So, there’s this dating app I’m in, alright? Just for fun, you
know? Who knows, I could meet someone interesting.

Scrolling through, I get a match. He’s a cool guy, with two of



the cutest puppies I’ve ever seen! And he’s a firefighter! What

else could I want?”
Chuckling, I drink some more. “Reality is a bitch, isn’t it?”

“A big one! Here I was, thinking I’d finally met someone |
could go out with. And what do I get? A jobless guy that
doesn’t even have any puppies or any plans for his life!
Someone that can’t even foot the bill for a dinner date he
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invited me to

“Don’t forget the part where he insisted he has to go with

you for a nightcap,” I say, grinning.

She huffs. “That was the craziest part! Like, who does
that?”’

“A man you met on a dating site, that’s who. Why didn’t

you just refuse him outright?”

“Well ...” She hesitates as if picking the words to say. “Two
reasons. I was sadder for the guy than annoyed. He’s pathetic,
and no, it’s not society that made him that way. I just feel ...”

She lets her words drift off and my curiosity spikes.

“Feel what?” I lift my glass to my lips, studying her as I

take another drink.
She sighs, before taking another big slug from her bottle.

“I feel he might have turned out better under different

circumstances. He seemed like a nice enough guy online.”

“I see what’s going on here.” With a smirk, I pour myself

another shot. “You’re trying to justify your bad date.”



“I... Maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s just my rotten luck
with guys.” She shrugs, before finishing the last of her beer

and opening the second bottle.
“I see. And what’s the second reason?”

“He’s a weirdo. I don’t like weirdos. I guess 1 was a
little...?”

“Afraid?” I raise an eyebrow, filling in the gap.
She twirls her hair, looking away. “Maybe.”

Her neck, smooth and pale, looks very inviting. How would
it feel to bury my lips in it? I’ve not had thoughts like these in

a long time. Strange.

My hand reaches out to hers. She glances at my fingers on

hers, then at me. I hold my breath, but she doesn’t turn away.
“Good thing I came along, yeah?”
“Yeah.” Looking away, she takes another swig.

Why would someone this pretty get a misogynistic date like
Trevor? Earlier, when I sat behind them, I found myself
listening to their conversation. It was obvious Noelle wasn’t
having much of a good time. It wasn’t my business, so I didn’t

want to butt in at first. But the asshole went too far.

“What’re you thinking about?” She circles a finger on my
hand.

Her touch gives me shivers from within. My nerves tingle in

response to her finger’s movement. I sip.

“Nothing much. Just my crazy awesome luck tonight.”



She gives me a sultry gaze. “I’m the lucky one here.”
Clearing my throat, I twirl my glass.

“Do you often have bad dates like the one I saved you

from?”
She rests back, wrinkling her eyebrows.

“You will not believe the number of bad dates 1 get with

men of my age group.”
Chortling, I curl an eyebrow. “Your age group?”

She takes a long gulp. Finishing her beer, she drops the
bottle on the table.

“Do you... need more beer?” I’'m almost on my feet.
She licks her lips. “I’d rather go for a shot of tequila.”
“You sure?” I sit. “It’s some pretty strong stuff.”

She laughs, before pointing a finger at me. “I’ll have you

know I can hold my drink, mister.”

Grinning, [ fill my cup and hand it over to her. My jaw

drops as she drinks it all in one go. Wow.

“What did you mean when you said your age group? You

don’t get any good dates with young men?”

“They’re all just immature dudes. Dudes, not men!” She

slams the glass on the table so hard that I jump.
“What kind of men would you prefer to date, then?”

Her carefree laugh envelops me in her world, making

everything else in the bar seem like an out-of-focus extra. It’s



like a movie, with just the two of us as the leading man and

woman.

Gritting my teeth, I suck in air. ’'m stepping into territory
I’ve not entered in years. Since Vanessa’s death, my
relationships with women have been brief and only for
pleasure. No woman has affected me like this in a long time. A
shiver creeps up my spine. It’s with my best efforts that I

maintain my cool.

“You said it. Men. Older, mature, good-looking men with
manners. [ want to go out with a man that’ll make me feel like

a lady! Is that too much to ask?” she asks, still laughing.
“Does that mean you like older men?” My eyes meet hers.

She stops laughing and looks away. Her cheeks are flushed

red. I take another sip of my tequila.

“I guess.” She swirls a strand of her hair. “Someone like
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you.

I cough, nearly spitting out the tequila. A man like me? Her
clear green eyes bore into mine, and my heart stops for a

moment.

“Ah, that’s flattery. I’'m not the best option for someone

your age.”
I mean it. I'm not... good enough for you.
She shakes her head. “I don’t agree. In fact...”

I wait for her to complete her sentence, but she doesn’t. The

color on her face deepens.



“In fact what?”’ I lean forward.

She glances at her watch. “It’s late. I should probably be

heading home.”

Sighing, I stand, hold her hand and walk to the counter. I
drop a couple of notes on the wood for our drinks and a tip.

The bartender nods and we walk out of the bar.
“That was fun, wasn’t it?” I ask as we get in the cab.
“Yeah. I had a great time.” She beams at me.

As the car gets on the road, our earlier conversation comes

to mind. What was she going to say?

“You didn’t finish what you were going to say.” I glance at
her.

She remains silent. My grip on the steering tightens and I

keep my eyes on the road.

“I wish you pretended to be my date. I like older men, and

you tick all my boxes.”

I cock my head and lift an eyebrow. Is she serious? Her gaze
meets mine, and I find myself studying her face. Her clear

eyes. Her thick, black lashes. Just then, she licks her lips.
“Um, right.” I try to focus as she catches me off guard.
If there was a perfect time to get her number, this is it.

“You know,” — I clear my throat — “you can always call
on me to be your pretend date if you need. To save you from
embarrassing situations like tonight. I’'m always down for

that.”



She giggles. “Are you trying to get my number, mister?”

“Pretty obvious, right? Also, it’s Maverick, as I said.” |
chuckle. “You’re right. Did it work?”

“Yes, it did. I’ll take your offer, Maverick.” She motions to

the driver at a spot just yards ahead. “You can pull over there.”

As the car comes to a stop in front of an apartment, I take

the opportunity to exchange numbers.
“So, this is your apartment?” I tilt my head for a better view.
“Yeah.” She clutches her purse.
“Right.”

I exit the cab and move to the other side to open the door for
her. She holds my hand and I help her out.

“Thanks for a wonderful evening, Maverick. Who knew I’d

have such a good time?”
I smile. “You’re welcome, Noelle.”

As I turn, she pulls gently at my shirt. That stops me, and I
face her. She’s blushing again. What did she want to say this

time?

“What... what if [ wanted you to be my real date instead of

a fake one?”

My jaw drops. It takes a moment before my senses function
again. This cute, innocent-looking girl I just met hours ago

wants me to be her date?

She peers at me from underneath her lashes. Her sultry

smile leaves no doubt. Noelle is flirting with me. Clearly, I’'m



not the only person that’s feeling an attraction.

I tug on a lock of her hair. My hand brushes across her
temple and moves to her chin, then down to the back of her

neck.

I lean forward and claim her full lips in a light kiss. She
opens up immediately, her tongue stroking my lips. She
deepens the kiss with a passion that steals my breath. My free
hand moves to her backside, pulling her closer. She presses a

hand to my chest and wraps the other around me.

After some minutes, she pulls back. She licks her lips and

grins.
“Want to come in?”

I chuckle. “Yes.”



Chapter Three

Noelle

4 G ood evening, Mrs. Graham.” 1 smile at the old

woman coming out of the elevator.

Mrs. Graham smiles at me but narrows her eyes when she
sees Maverick. He flashes her a smile, and she... blushes? The

elevator opens, and I nudge him in.
“I think Mrs. Graham might like me.” He chuckles.

Casually, Maverick leans against the elevator’s wall as his
eyes touch mine. A little light-headed, I shift as he draws
closer. Warmth spreads through my body and especially in my
panty-clad pussy.

“Looks like you need some help,” he says with a soft
knowing smile teasing his wonderful lips. “Feeling warm?”

“Maybe.” Flushed, I'm tempted to look away from his eyes.

Maverick sweeps one hand over my hair. His warm breath
caresses my neck and I shudder. His soft lips are a breath

away. My grip on my purse tightens. Unable to resist having



him so close, I kiss him. I nibble at his lower lip and enjoy the

smoothness of his tongue and his teeth. Delicious.

The ping of the bell announces the lift’s arrival on the
seventh floor. The elevator slows to a smooth stop and the

doors slide open.
“M-my floor,” I say, breaking the kiss.

I lead him to my apartment and open the door after a brief
struggle with my keys. It’s hard to maintain focus when a man

as attractive as Maverick is breathing down on me.

“Welcome to my apartment.” I move inside, tossing my
purse onto a couch and turning to face him. “My roommate

isn’t around, so we have the place to ourselves.”
We have the place to ourselves? Seriously, Noelle?

Feeling flushed and a little drunk, it’s not surprising I’m this
bold. My body is full of nervous energy that seems to be

mounting.

A lopsided grin plays on his lips but he says nothing. His
approving look and his tongue moving over his lips are
enough to melt me from within. He steps in, closes the door,
and scans the living room for a brief moment. His eyes return

to me and he comes closer.

Still silent, he trails my hair through his fingers and his eyes
drift through my body from head to toe. His mouth crashes
onto mine and he pushes me against the wall. I meet his
breathtaking kiss and welcome the spearing of his tongue into

my mouth.



Hoisting me up, he grabs my ass and his erection presses
against my mound. He’s close. Close enough that his touch

heats up my skin, making my head swim.

I tear my mouth from his and press my lips to his throat. His
firm yet delicate touches turn my legs into jelly. He unzips my
dress and I slump my shoulders to help him ease it off my
body.

We move through the hallway and to my bedroom. I tug at
the edges of his turtleneck, drawing it over his shoulders. He
removes his undershirt and I gasp. His body is lean but toned
and muscular, with a broad chest and defined abs. I lick my

lips, swallowing to wet my dry throat.

I pull him toward me and tug lose his belt before pulling his
slacks down. My breathing shudders as I feel his cock through
the fabric of his briefs. He’s as huge as I imagined he would
be.

“Looks like you’re packing, Maverick. I’d love that monster

in me right now,” I breathe in his ear.
Why the fuck would I say that?

I cup and squeeze his balls, through his briefs. He groans,
before easing my hands away. He pulls down his briefs, and
my breathing stops for a moment. His cock twitches, erect and

with veins popping out along its length.

My fingers move to his shaft, which is hard and hot to the

touch. It’s been more than a while since I was with anyone —



since I felt this desire for a man. He groans and finds my lips

again, but this time the kiss is less gentle.
I pull back, meeting his still gaze.
“Can I t-taste it?” I ask, my face warm.

He chuckles, nodding. I lick my way from his mouth
through his chest and stomach muscles and down still. My
tongue flickers around the domed tip of his cock. One hand
encircles the base of his hard and trembling shaft. I grip tighter

as [ work him, my movement making him tremble.
“Damn.” He closes his eyes. “That feels good.”

I suck on him, tasting his precum. He digs his hands in my
hair and urges me further. My pussy tingles as I take him
deeper into my mouth, using my lips and tongue to lap over
him as he slides deeper into my throat. I retrace a path over his

shaft and linger at the tip, tasting him.
“Do you want me to go on?”

In reply, he holds my head and pushes his length into my
mouth. My hand doesn’t stop moving on his cock and his sac

underneath. My pussy throbs with need.
I pull him out of my mouth. “Let’s try something else.”

He chuckles as I lie across the bed. Looming over me, he
grips my breasts and frees them from my bra’s restraint. His
fingers grip, tweak, and tug at both nipples. The sensations

make my belly knot and the folds between my legs pulse.



He shifts and leans over me, taking a breast into his mouth
and sucking sensually on my nipple. His fingers slide down
my taut belly and slip over my pussy’s lips. He bends over my
face and kisses my forehead, before looking into my eyes as
his fingers drive me crazy. [ spread my legs and he grins. He
cups my mound and his middle finger pushes past my lips and
deep inside my slick pussy. I lift my hips to meet him, my
body bucking.

“So hot. So wet and ready. Do you know what I’'m going to

do now?”

“W-what?” I gasp as he tugs away my thong, the fastenings

ripping as if made of paper.

“I think you know the answer. You can feel it coming, can’t

you?”’
“Y-Yes...yes!”

I shudder, wondering what kind of mess I’ll make on the
bed cover. My body is on fire from his touches, with little

snaps of pleasure fluttering in my belly.

He brings his face closer to my ears. “Do you want me

now?”
“Yes... I want you so bad.”

I squirm on the bed, with his teasing touches driving me to
places unknown. Maverick’s tongue teases my breasts, then
glides over my belly, down my thighs, then over my calves as

he kisses his way down. I quiver in response to his kisses, the



press of his lips to my soft skin, and his flickering tongue on

my navel.

His mouth now settles on my core. I buck my hips and grip
his head with my thighs as he flicks my clit. He slides his
tongue over my mound, closes his lips, and pulls on my warm
flesh.

I gasp as unfamiliar sensations overwhelm my senses
beyond my control. My back arches as his two fingers curl,
and he draws and pushes them in and out. My pussy gets

wetter until my juices leak onto my thighs.

It’s like the immense pleasure is about to swallow me and I
can’t control what is rushing up to meet me. I grip the sheets
as my body tenses. I’'m shaken by an immense force of climax

that pushes me over the edge.

“Do you have any condoms?” His face is a mask of pure

lust.

Panting and unable to utter a word, I point to my bedside
table. He opens the drawer and pulls out a condom. I swallow

as he tears the package and rolls it on his cock.

Then, he kneels between my legs and slides the head over
my parted lips. Leaning forward, he bears his weight on one
extended arm. I squirm, digging my fingers into his skin as his

cock slides past my lips and fills me up.

Maverick glides in and out of me in slow, rhythmic thrusts
at first but his pace soon quickens. I clench and tug on him,

with every thrust of his pushing me up the bed.



“M-Maverick... Fuck... I’'m... going to—"

I scream, drawing my legs up and gripping my ankles. He
kisses me, silencing my cries with his mouth. I suck on his
tongue as we share the final moments of crazy, unimaginable

sex. I cling to him as waves of my orgasm rush in upon me.
“You okay?” he whispers.
I can’t speak. I nod and guide him deeper.

I wrap one leg around his thigh, holding on to his hips as we
move again, faster, then slow, then fast again, ramping up the

pace until it feels like I can’t hold back.

I come again, hard. My whole body seizes as I’m gripped by
a force that sweeps over me. A moment later, he groans,
throwing his head back, reaching his peak as hard as I have

mine by the looks of him, then collapses on top of me.

We just lie until we’re both back to reality. I can’t think
about what comes next. I can’t think about anything except the
sensation of being thoroughly ravished. He pulls out and lies

beside me. I snuggle into his arms, and soon fall asleep.

* %k ok

When I wake up, it’s still dark.

I snuggle underneath the covers. Before yesterday, I haven’t
had sex so good. How could something as ordinary as sex be
so ... profoundly satisfying? I snuggle closer to the other side

of the bed, then open my eyes. It’s empty.



Sitting up, I scan the room, but there’s no sign of him.

Maverick is gone.

What did I expect? I beat my pillow with a fist, before lying
down. At least he could have said goodbye. I tilt my head. My
phone lies on my bedside table. Perhaps...

No. I’m not calling him. I sigh, before closing my eyes.

A voice filters to me from the bathroom. It’s low, but I
recognize that rich baritone from last night. I heave a sigh of
relief. Maverick hasn’t gone yet. Maybe he’s on a call. But

who is he calling in the early hours of Saturday?

I lift myself off the bed and tiptoe to the door. My breath
hitches as I lean forward, placing an ear on the door. I
shouldn’t eavesdrop, but I want to know who he’s talking to.

Maybe he has a wife? I didn’t even consider that last night.

“... Yes. It’ll be ready before Monday. I should start fully on
Monday. Just had the last of my meetings yesterday.”

He pauses. My eyebrows furrow. Is he talking about work?

“HireCorp 1s in good hands. The takeover was smooth.”
Another pause. “Yes, Monday. 1 have big plans for the

company.”
I gasp. That’s when it clicks into place.

Maverick looks familiar because he’s the new owner of the

company I work in!

Oh shit.



His voice ceases, meaning the call has ended. I hurry back
to the bed and close my eyes, taking deep breaths to calm my
racing heart. The bathroom door opens. Maverick’s arm hooks

around my shoulders.
I blink, as if just waking. He grins at me.
“Hi there.”

Holding my neck, he draws me in for a thorough kiss. My

pulse races as his lips brush over mine.

Here I am, making out with my boss, after a night of wild

and hot sex.
I pull away. “L-let’s go get coffee.”

His finger circles around my breasts, before moving down

to my pussy.

“There are better ways to start the day.” He grins, before

turning me over.

I take deep breaths to calm my racing heart, but Maverick’s
tongue over my clit makes my efforts futile. He grinds me to a
climax that leaves a pit in my stomach. I’'m left breathing
heavily, my heart hammering from both from the spine-

melting climax and my horrid discovery.



Chapter Four

Maverick

he silver-glassed building about ten floors tall comes
I into view, glimmering in the sunlight. The bold, red logo
of an ant and the letters HireCorp are emblazoned on the top

of the building, standing out in a sea of glass and sun.

It’s not the first time I’m coming here, but today, I finally
grip the reins. Throughout the last week, I’ve been preparing
for this moment. I went straight from a strategy meeting on

Friday to dinner, where I met Noelle.

My grip on the steering wheel tightens, and I take a deep
breath.

Focus, Maverick. HireCorp is whats important now. Time

for pleasure has passed.

Ever since the acquisition of HireCorp, a recruiting agency,
and its merger with my media firm, I’ve been busy with
meetings with the former stakeholders and legal proceedings.

Now, it’s time for me to take my place as the new CEO.



“Mr. Thatcher! You’ve arrived!”

A man waiting in the company’s parking lot where I’'m
pulling over waves at me, grinning. I clutch my briefcase and

exit my car. It’s going to be a long day.
“Duncan, right?”

He nods. “Yes, Mr. Thatcher. It’s good to see you again!
The members of your team are eager to meet you, but |
suggest you take it one at a time. You won’t want to be burned

out on your first day. Follow me, sir.”

I follow him, grateful he took the trouble of meeting me in
the lot. Almost two decades or so younger than me, Duncan is
a man with a lot of energy. It still amazes me how much vigor
one person can have. He’ll be a great asset to the team if [ can

channel his energy to productive means.
I have a lot of work cut out for me.

We pass through security, and the red-haired receptionist
blushes as I stride into the reception hall. We slow a bit but
keep a steady pace. Duncan offers a few remarks about the
company’s operations, and I nod. He diverts me to a corridor

leading to the elevator.

“My office is on the last floor, right?” I ask as the steel

doors slide open.

“Yes, Mr. Duncan. It’s ready for you. Do you want to go to
the last floor first, or go on a tour to meet the people you’ll be

working with?” His finger pauses over the buttons.



I think about it for a moment and make a quick decision. I
know little about my team, so it’ll be better if I have my
meetings first and process all the information I get later while

resting up in my office.

“Please take my briefcase to my office. I’ll start with the

meetings.”
He grins. “Alright, sir. The second floor it 1s.”

As he pushes the button, the doors close and the elevator
moves up. I run my hands through my hair and tug at my suit.

Duncan tries to suppress a chuckle by my side but fails.

“I need to make a good impression on my first day. Don’t

you think?” I smile, adjusting my watch.

“Right as rain, sir. On my first day, [ was nervous as hell.
And I was just an intern. I didn’t know what to do. It was all

so new to me.”
I turn to him. “And how did you manage? Did it go well?”

He bursts into laughter and I just stare at him not sure if that

is a good or a bad sign.

“It went horribly, sir. I poured coffee on myself, slipped in
the restroom, and typed wrong figures when I was given a
task.” He wipes tears from his eyes, still laughing. “Oh, it was

a crazy day.”
The elevator bell chimes, and I step out almost immediately.
Saved by the bell.

“Good luck, sir!” Duncan grins.



The elevator moves, and I turn. The operation area is
spacious, with employees seated at their tables typing or
carrying folders around. A woman with blonde hair

approaches me. Her hair is shorter than Noelle’s.
Ah, Noelle.

There’s a tingling in my chest as the events of Friday night
are played over in my head. Till now, she still hasn’t called.
She didn’t pick up my calls either. Well, it was a great one-
night stand. No hard feelings.

“Good morning, sir. You’re Mr. Thatcher, right?”

I nod. “Where is the HR department? I’m supposed to meet

Sara Carter.”

Sara Carter is the head of the Human Resources department,
according to my information. If I want to know my employees,

her office will be a good place to start.
“I’m Sara’s assistant, Regina. Please follow me.”

I follow her to an office. Standing by a desk is a woman I’ll
have to admit is gorgeous. Tall and slender, with dark eyes and
midnight black hair, she looks better than in the profiles I went
through. Her red lips glimmer, and her cheekbones are high
and sculpted. Her dress, although formal, clings tight to her
hourglass figure. She’s a perfect fit for a model, coupled with a
noticeable sex appeal. Not that I care. The only thing about her

I’m interested in 1s her skill.
“M-Mr. Thatcher. You’ve arrived.” She tugs at her hair.

“Mrs. Carter, am I right?”



She giggles. “It’s ‘Miss’, Mr. Thatcher. But you can call me

Sara. Please, have a seat.”
Good start. Looks like this won’t be hard after all.

“It’s good to finally meet you, Mr. Thatcher. Can I call you

Maverick?”

Is that ... color on her cheeks? Why is she blushing? This 1s
a dilemma. I can’t have my employees getting all too familiar
on my first day, but I don’t want to get off to a bad start as
well. Maybe Sara 1s the friendly type. I suck in a sharp breath.

A distance has to be maintained.

“I think for now, we should remain formal and we’ll go

from there.”
“Alright, Mr. Thatcher. Nice suit.” She winks.
“Thanks. Now, it’s time to get down to business.”

“Right. Um, which department will you be moving to from

here?”

I still have to cover the marketing department, the
accounting department, and the strategy team, before making

stops at the numerous mini-departments.

“We’ll be moving to the marketing department. Now,
you’ve worked with most of the teams I’ll be meeting today
beforehand, so I’'ll need your experience. Also, I’'ll need your

expertise in human relations.”

She smiles. “Anything for you, Mr. Thatcher.”



Is she flirting with me? I’m not pleased with the way she is
acting and I purse my lips, refusing to return her smile. I don’t
condone in work environment relationships, so I’'m hoping this
is just her being nervous for meeting me and not something I

have to worry about.
I rise to my feet. “Let’s go.”

We walk out of her office and head for the elevator where
some people are already waiting when we arrive. We all enter

as the elevator doors slide open.

Inside, Sara stands before me. We are not exactly at full
capacity and there is room inside, but Sara moves back and her
ass presses against my crotch. Not wanting her to have the
wrong idea or cause an incident, grimacing, I move back an
inch. This dance of her stepping back against me and me
pulling away lasts until I’'m against the elevator walls. I’'m not
enjoying this and I’m almost sure she is doing this on purpose,
since there is no one in front of her that could cause her to be
pushed back against me. Just as she’s about to press into me

again, we reach the sixth floor. Heaving a sigh of relief, I get
off.
What is Sara playing at?

“I’m sorry about the elevator, Mr. Thatcher. It was a bit tight
in there and I needed space. That’s why I kept shifting.” She

beams a smile at me. “Was the ride uncomfortable for you?”

Yes, because I don't appreciate having my personal space

invaded like that. “That’s okay. I understand.”



We arrive at the marketing department.

The main area 1s busier than the human relations
department. A man on a call nearly collides with me, and he

waves a hand in apology. I look around. How am I supposed to
find Chris like this?

Chris Burnham is the manager of the marketing department,
responsible for our firm’s marketing and promotion to the
public. Of the managers for the departments I dealt with, he’s
the one I’'m most familiar with. In the initial stages of the

takeover, I had to rely on his knowledge.

Sara touches my shoulder. I turn, shrugging it off in the
process. I’'m starting to get really annoyed at her lack of
awareness and respect for my personal space, whether she is

doing it on purpose or not.
“Are you looking for Chris’s office?”
I nod. “Do you know where it 1s?”
She beams a smile. “Sure, Mr. Thatcher. Follow me.”

She leads me through a corridor to a reception area. There’s
no one behind the desk, so I walk to the door and knock. It’s

open, so I pull it back to let him know I am here.

Chris is on a call, pacing. Tall, and lean, Chris is a man with
striking features: slicked-back auburn hair, and grayish eyes.

He grins when he sees me, and waves to a seat.

“Yeah. Just get it done. I have to go now. I’ll call you later.”



He ends the call. He’s almost on his feet, but I wave him
back.

“Mr. Thatcher. You’re here at last. It’s so good to see you
again, sir.” He shakes my hand, before turning to Sara.

“You’re giving him the tour, right?”

“Not really,” I say, even though the question isn’t for me. “I
just needed her expertise on some matters. There’s still that
meeting with the department heads, but I thought I’d meet you
first.”

He nods. “The meeting is at eleven. You still have an hour
or so to get acquainted with your floor. I suggest you go take a

breather.”
He has a point. I’ve not seen my new office.

“Good idea. Both of you should prepare for the meeting. I’11
go get settled.”

I shake both of their hands, with Sara’s lingering on mine
longer than usual. I clear my throat and pry my fingers from
her hands, before leaving the office and heading to the last
floor. This is only my first hour here and I don’t want to make
any waves yet, but whatever Sara is thinking needs to stop

soon or I’ll be forced to do something about it.

Stepping off the elevator, I scan the spacious floor, with a
reception area in one corner. A dark-haired man walks up to

me, holding a notepad.
“Good morning, sir. Remember me?

I grin as we shake hands. “Good to see you again, Derrick.”



After Chris, Derrick Thomson was probably the most useful
during my transition period. Athletic and towering at nearly
six-foot-seven, he looks more like he should be playing some
kind of sports than stuck in an office. One of my first acts as
the new CEO was appointing him as my assistant and

secretary.

“Duncan dropped your briefcase in the office earlier. I’ve
already arranged the files containing all the information you

need to know about the company. Welcome to HireCorp, sir.”

I thought I could use the down time to get ready for the
meeting, but I’'m more curious about the team than anything,
so the office can wait. The other departments still need

checking out.

“Thanks. I’ll be back to check out the documents. I want to

visit the accounting department first.”

The tour of the accounting department is over in a little over
fifteen minutes and I head for the elevator. As I step inside and
the doors slide close, a figure walks by. It’s a blonde, with a
figure just like Noelle’s. The door clasps shut before I can get

a better view.

Now my imagination’s messing with me.



Chapter Five

Noelle

“H ave you seen the new boss? God, what a fine

specimen!”

I wince inwardly as I grab myself a can of soda. Rhonda,
my coworker who has a reputation as a voracious lover of
handsome men, keeps praising the new boss. On a normal day,

I’d try to indulge her in a conversation. Not today.

There’s only one reason: I know the new boss. I had a one-

night stand with him just a couple of days ago.

Grimacing, I gulp some soda. When I spotted Maverick
earlier that day, my heart beat like crazy. I had to make a quick

escape to the bathroom and hope he didn’t spot me.

Rhonda’s rambles are often so intense she’s hard to ignore.

Sighing, I turn to her.
“I’ve seen him. He has almost silvery hair, right?”

“Yup! That’s the man. Maverick Thatcher. Alpha! I'd do
anything to get under all that hotness.” She bites her lips.



I force a smile. ‘Getting under all that hotness’ is worth
drooling over — I can tell from experience. Rhonda isn’t far

off. Maverick is an alpha male.
“You know, he could be married with kids in college.”

Rhonda giggles. “Nope. Heard from Brittany that he’s a
widower. Have no idea if it’s true. But whether he’s married or

not, I still want a piece of all that gorgeousness.”

I gulp the last of my strawberry soda and toss the bottle into
a trash can nearby. I leave Rhonda to her fantasies and head
for my office. I check the corridors, wary of Maverick. Why
did I have a one-night stand with my boss of all people? True,
I didn’t know at the time, but I could have asked what he did
for a living, or how he got his Tesla. But no. I was too turned

on by his hotness.

In my small office, adjacent to Chris’s much larger office,
an imaginary scene where I stumble into Maverick plays in my

mind. I can’t hide from him forever.

Rhonda mentioned something about him being a widower,
so he may let off steam through one-night stands. If that’s the

case, isn’t there a possibility he might forget me?

Then again, even if we meet, I might not have to talk
directly with him. Since he’s at the very top, his people will be
the managers of departments. He has nothing to gain from

talking to me.

I shake my head as if that’ll wipe my thoughts. I have to

forget Maverick. I can’t jeopardize my job. It’s a shame



because the chemistry we shared was off the charts. But he’s
my boss, and I’m just an employee. If anything goes wrong,

I’1l be the one to lose her job.

Throughout the day, thoughts of Maverick dominate my
mind. | breathe a sigh of relief when the day ends. Rounding
up my work, I grab my bag. I’'m almost at the elevator when I
stop short. Maverick is coming along the corridor, talking with

Chris. I bolt to a turn in the corridor, hoping I wasn’t spotted.
They enter the elevator.
That was close.

I exhale in relief. I’ve survived today, at least. Through the
window nearby, I get a glimpse of Maverick’s Tesla as it pulls

out of the parking lot.
I give myself a minute to breathe.
A hand rests on my shoulder. “You’re still here, Noelle?”

I jump, pressing my hand to my chest. It’s just Chris, my

manager.

“Y-yes, sir. I still have a couple of things to do in the office.
[ should be done soon.” I smile, stepping away from the

window.

“Right. Follow me. I need to discuss something with you in

my office.”

Sighing, I follow him to his office. Ever since I started
working here, Chris has been hitting on me. Can’t he let it go?

Some men just can’t take no for an answer.



We enter his office, and he waves me to a chair. He sits in

his chair and swivels for a moment.

“You’ve been one of the best workers in this department and

I’m proud of you. Keep up the good work.”

I raise a brow. He’s not hitting on me? What next? Will I

find a unicorn on my way home?
“Thank you, sir. I’ll keep trying my best.”

“That’s good to hear.” He leans forward. “But that’s not the

reason I called you here.”
Here it comes.
“What’s the matter, sir?”

He sighs. “For the umpteenth time, you can call me Chris. I

think we’ve known each other long enough for that.”
“But—" I hesitate, looking away.
“But what, Noelle?”
“I can’t call you by your name, sir. It’s a little bit ... weird.”

“That doesn’t matter. Now, as you know, we have a new
CEOQ. There are going to be a lot of changes in this firm. A lot
of work.” He removes his glasses and rubs the corner of his
eyes. “I’ll need you at your best. Nothing less than a hundred
percent. Can I get that?”

“Yes, Mr. Burnham.” It’s the best I can do.

My brows crease. The change in his behavior is more than
welcome, but something must have happened to him that he

isn’t his normal flirty self.



“Good.” He nods. “That reminds me. What about the
proposal for the PR event I sent to you? How far have you

gone?”

“The one I was supposed to review? I’m done, sir. I made
some adjustments and created a spreadsheet with slides and

all. I was going to send it to you tomorrow.”

He grins, his eyes glowing. “Good job, Noelle. That
proposal might just be the thing to put this company on the

2

map.
I shift in my chair. This meeting is taking too long.

“Will that be all, sir? I should be heading home soon.” I rise
and head for the door.

“Wait!” He walks up to me, ruffling his hair. “Um, have you

had dinner?”

“No, Mr. Burnham.” I glance at my wristwatch, keeping my

distance from him. “It’s just a few minutes after six.”

“If you’re not doing anything, I was thinking we could, you
know, grab some dinner this evening. I found a restaurant

that’ll blow your mind.”

Here it is. Took him long enough. I don’t know how many
times [’ve rejected his advances, but he still keeps pushing and
pushing. Why doesn’t he take the hint already? Groaning

internally, I struggle to smile.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Burnham, but like I told you, I still have

some things to do here. Maybe some other time?”



He reaches out to tug at a strand of my hair that escaped my

ponytail. His finger brushes my temple and I step back.

“Another time, then. Off you go now. I'll see you

tomorrow.”
You don t need to tell me twice.

I dash out of his office, heaving a sigh of relief. I've

survived another day.
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I glance at the time. Eight-thirty. It’s been a long day at the
office, and I thought it’d never end. Maverick’s appearance
and Chris keeping me back late at the office didn’t help

matters.

Stretching my legs on the table, I yawn. I tear open my bag
of cookies, ready to delve in and watch a Netflix movie. A

sound from the door catches my attention.

Who’s that at this time of the night? My breath hitches when
1t dawns on me that Maverick knows where I live. What if he’s

come visiting again?

I swallow as I head for the door. A young woman of average
height and with short, red hair stands in front of me. She raises
her head and smiles. Abbie.

I hesitate, uncertain as we face each other. When Abbie left
a month ago, it was under sad circumstances. After her
breakup with her boyfriend of four years, she became aloof.

Withdrawn. The woman standing before me looks like her old
self.



“Noelle!” Laughing, she surges forward and grabs me in a

bear hug. “Say something!”

I return the hug instantly, wrapping my arms around her.

She’s much frailer than before. My heart sinks.
“Abbie! It’s so good to see you!”

We rock back and forth, neither of us attempting to break

the embrace.
“How long are you staying?” I ask, dreading the worst.

She laughs. “Looks like I’'m back for good! It’s just me and

you now.”
“Great!” I squeeze her once more, before releasing her.

I help her with one of her two trunks, setting it in a corner of
the living room. She walks around, scanning the area. I gaze at

her figure, my brows furrowing. She’s gotten thinner.

She sinks into a couch and turns to me, tapping the space

near her. “We have a shit ton of things to talk about.”
“Tell me about it. Hey, have you eaten dinner?”

She grabs my pack of cookies and munches on a few. She
shakes her head, and I sigh.

“Did you eat lunch?”
She shakes her head again, only this time more slowly.
Taking a deep breath, I ask, “How about breakfast?”

She looks down. Sighing, I head for the kitchen. I grab a

spaghetti pack and some refrigerated meatloaf, beginning my



preparations for dinner. Abbie walks into the kitchen a few

minutes after.

“Don’t worry about me, Elle. I promise I’m eating. I was
just very busy today so I couldn’t get proper food. At least I’ll

get dinner, so yeah.” She flashes me a smile.
I glance at the microwave.

“The meatloaf should be done in fifteen minutes. Then, I’'ll
make the spaghetti. There’s still sauce, so I’ll just microwave
that as well. In the meantime, I made some hot cocoa to go

with the cookies.”
“Alright.”

She waits by the doorway as I prepare two cups of cocoa.
We move to the living room and settle on the couch, placing
our cups full of steaming cocoa on the round table. Outside,
the horns of vehicles and the occasional shouting puncture the

silence and stillness of the spring evening.

“Never thought I’d miss New York. The noise. The

excitement.” She smiles. “Good to be back.”

“Good to have you back.” 1 sip some cocoa. “A lot

happened when you were gone.”

“Tell me about it. Is there any...” She hesitates, clearing her

throat. ““... any lucky man now?”

“Not yet.” I laugh for a while, then pause. “Although ... I

had a man over last week.”

Her eyes widen. “What? Who?”



“It’s a funny story. Remember Fishin’4Love?”
She raises a brow. “The dating app?”

“Yup.” I nod solemnly. “I finally met a match, and we set a

date.”
Her eyes gleam. “That’s awesome! So, what happened?”

“I thought Trevor was awesome too at first, but I got a huge
reality check when we went on our first and /ast date.”
Cringing, I take another sip of hot cocoa. “Dude was a

misogynist, a narcissist, and a slob.”

She giggles, almost choking on her cocoa. “He was so bad
you had to get a dictionary just to describe how bad he was.

So? If he was that bad, why invite him over?”

“Thing 1s, I didn’t. He wanted to follow me, and things got
weird, but then another man — an older man — swooped in

and... saved me.”
She leans closer, her eyes glinting. “Who was that?”

“I’ll get to that. We went to a bar and drank a little. He’s
very handsome, so I did a bit of flirting. He drove me home,
and [ invited him in.” T giggle as Abbie’s jaw drops. “One
thing led to another, and we had sex. This is where it gets

crazy.”

“What happened? Did he leave without a word the next
day?”

“Worse. I found out that he’s—" I groan. “— My new boss.”



Abbie gasps, before bursting into laughter. Of course, she’d
laugh. Who wouldn’t? 1 join in the laughter, but with more

restraint.

“He’s your new boss? How? You hadn’t seen him before?”

she asks, still laughing.

“No. That’s the thing. He’s the man that just took over our
company. When I found out, I felt like shit. The worst thing is,
I’ve seen him in the office now and I’'m still trying to evade
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him.

“You know you can’t evade him for long. What are you

going to do?”

“Honestly, that’s a question I don’t have an answer to.” |
slump on the couch. “Looks like we’re two unlucky women

when it comes to men.”
Abbie sighs. “You’re right about that.”

I pat her knee, “We’ll be fine, Abbie. Now, let’s go make

some dinner!”

Later, as I settle in my bed, my conversation with Abbie
runs like a loop in my mind. When I said we’re both unlucky, I
never imagined how true the statement is. For Abbie, it’s a
recurring nightmare. She’s had her heart broken one too many

times.

I sigh. I better go check on her. She looks so thin I fear she’s

not eating well again. Hopefully, the worst has passed for her.

I enter her room, opening the door with care. She’s already

in bed, her chest heaving. Something catches my attention.



There’s leftover spaghetti and meatloaf on her plate. Judging
from the amount of food, it looks like she ate very little. My

heart drops to my stomach.

The nightmare has returned.



Chapter Six

Maverick

¢ ‘R un it through me once more.”

I cross my fingers, waiting for the summary of the

report. My assistant, Derrick, clears his throat.

“The project for the expansion of HireCorp will span five
years. Extending our services to entrepreneurship consultation
is the major agenda, but we need to create a new department
for that. There are other plans to boost our finances, but they’ll
be formulated step-by-step. We need to find a way to boost our

image in the meantime.”

“I know.” I pinch the top of my nose. “I’ll think of

something. Have Sara from PR see me.”
“Yes, Mr. Thatcher.” Derrick saunters out of my office.

I lean back. It’s not easy taking over a new company. This
firm has potential, but it’ll be a task trying to unlock that full
potential. I run over my plans once more. They’re ambitious,

but it’ll take a lot of effort to bring them into reality.



I need to boost our public image. I rack my brain for new
ideas but none pop up. There’s no choice. I’ll have to take the

longer route of advertisements, mostly online.
A knock on my door. “You called for me, Mr. Thatcher.”
“Yes, Miss Carter. I need to discuss something with you.”

She comes in, holding some files to her chest. Getting to my
desk, she drops the files and leans forward. Her blouse is
unbuttoned right until midway, exposing her ample cleavage. |

grimace.

“Please take a seat. And do something about...” —I nod in

the direction of the exposed part— “that.”

“What’s that?” She looks down, then giggles. “Oh, silly me.
I’'m used to bringing it down. These dress suits can be

restrictive, right?”

I look away as she buttons up. She still leaves three buttons
open, and there’s still some cleavage visible. I shake my head.

It’s not important.
“You’re the head of HR. I need your advice.”
“On what, sir?”” She leans over my table again.

Rising to my feet, I pace. What do I want for this company?
It’s not hard to answer. Redefining the values of this company
and entering new fields that’ll yield better results. Those
values are what took my media agency to a new level, and

instilling them in this new merged institution is a priority.



I freeze, clenching my fists. Those values were passed to me
by Vanessa, my late wife, years ago. They built up my
character as a young entrepreneur, and now they’re pillars. She

was that kind of woman.
“Are you okay, sir? You look pale.” Sara rises.

Waving her down, I resume my pacing. “When I took over
this firm, I had one thing in mind and that’s rebranding and
expansion. We’re moving into new fields, and we need to be at

our best. Any ideas on how to improve productivity?”

“That’s simple. Just be a good boss. Also, you can introduce
some juicy benefits for good conduct. If the others see you’re
rewarding good work, they’ll want to prove their worth to you

as well.”

I nod. Looks like Sara might have something up there after
all, but it is still too early to tell. It’d be easier if she wasn’t so

flirtatious.

“Alright. Those are good suggestions. Thank you.” If only

they weren t so basic and shallow.

“You know,” she says, blushing. “You’d make a great actor,
Mr. Thatcher.”

I turn to her, raising an eyebrow. “Why’s that?”

She smirks. “You have the looks. And the charisma. I’'m
sure you won’t have a problem with the female employees

trying to impress you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”



“It’s just a compliment, sir,” she says in a throaty voice.
I grit my teeth. “Thanks. You can leave.”

“Can | ask a question, Mr. Thatcher? It’s a teensy bit

personal.”

I can’t get off to a bad start with my human relations

manager. [’ll indulge her, for the moment.

“Depends on how personal, but I’m listening.” I settle in my

chair.

“You aren’t...” She lowers her voice. “Married, are you, Mr.
Thatcher?”

“No.” My eyebrows crease. “How did you notice?”

“There’s no ring on your finger. I’'m very observant. It’s a

skill I need to relate with people.”

I'll give her that. “1...” 1 try to swallow the lump in my
throat. “My wife passed away.”

“Oh no!” She presses her fingers to her lips. “I’m so sorry.

Do you want to talk about it?”
“No. But thank you.”

“Don’t you get...” She places a hand over mine. “... I don’t

know, lonely?”

I withdraw my hand from hers, frowning. What is she

playing at?

“That is not something that concerns you. You can leave

now, Miss Carter. I have a lot of work to do.”



“We’ll talk later, Mr. Thatcher. I want you to see me as a

friend. If you can.”
Turning on her heels, she strides out of my office.

I heave a long sigh. I have enough issues trying to get things
in order, and I don’t need an employee — and an important one

at that — acting inappropriately around me.

Another knock on my door. I clench my fists, stopping short

of bellowing an order.
“Come in.”
Ifits Sara again...

It’s Derrick, my assistant. He runs his hand over his smooth,

black hair before entering.

“Chris Burnham from the marketing department requests a
meeting with you, sir. Says it’s important. Something about

boosting the company’s image, just like you planned.”

I rise to my feet. This is huge. If Chris’s plan is a viable one,

I just might make this work.

“Tell him to meet me in the closed conference room in five

minutes.”
“Alright, sir.” He exits the office.

I straighten my crimson tie, check if the cuffs in my suit
aren’t out of place and comb my hair with my fingers, before
grabbing my phone and notepad. Impatient to hear Chris’s

idea, I hurry to the conference room.



In the empty conference room, I sit by a small oak meeting
table instead of the larger and longer mahogany roundtable.
I’'m going over my notes on HireCorp’s web presence and
existing social media outreach when the automatic doors slide
open. Chris breezes in, glancing around. His eyes meet mine

and he walks over.
“Looking sharp, Chris.” I extend a hand, smiling.
“Thanks, Mr. Thatcher.” He shakes it, his eyes twinkling.

“Derrick told me you wanted to meet me. He said it was

urgent. What’s the matter?”

A wide smile plasters on his face. “I have a proposal, sir. A

marketing strategy that’ll blow your mind.”

1 could use some ideas.

“So? What’s the idea?”
He takes a deep breath. “A PR event, Mr. Thatcher.”
“A PR event? Like a party?”

“Exactly. Hear me out, sir. Imagine if we had an event that
has widespread coverage. So much it becomes a trend online.
The event will be a coronation for you. We’ll introduce you as
the CEO of the new rebranded company. It’1l be the PR event
of the century! One that’ll resonate around the whole of
Manhattan. Think of it, sir. The paparazzi. The headlines. The
red carpet. The music. The thrill. The glamor. All of this
coming together, Mr. Thatcher. Won’t it be wonderful?”



He does have a point. Organizing an event so big the whole
city notices is a sure way to spread our name and recreate our

image. Rebrand it. It’ll be a good introduction.
“That’s a brilliant idea, Chris!” I beam at him. “Well done.”

He grins. “That’s not all, sir. I intend for the event to double
as a networking summit. We’ll attract different high-end
companies in different industries like tech, banking, and
manufacturing amongst others. We’re even considering

approaching companies in the renewable energy sector.”

Looks like he’s had it all planned out. Nodding, I lean

forward.

“You have my approval and support, Chris. We need to
begin planning immediately. How many weeks would the

preparation last?”’

Chris opens his tab and swipes the screen. He looks up after

a moment, rubbing the back of his neck.

“It’s going to be a huge event, so I suppose fifteen weeks. If
we’re efficient enough, we can bring it down to ten. How does
that sound, Mr. Thatcher?”

I lean back and close my eyes, weighing my options. Chris’s
idea is the sort of thing I’ve been looking for. Of course, it’s a
major event as he said, so it’ll need a lot of delicate planning. I

open my eyes.
“We can work with that. Do you have a venue in mind?”

He fixes his gaze on his tablet. “I have a couple in mind, but

I should get one before next week so the planning can



commence in earnest.”

“Looks like we’ll be going on overdrive, right? There’s a lot

of work to be done if we want to see this through.”

His gaze meets mine, and he smiles. “I thought of that sir,
so I’ll be assigning someone from the marketing department to
you specifically for this project. If you don’t mind. I know
Derrick is your assistant, but you’ll need someone to assist on

the marketing front.”
“Sounds good. Do you have anyone in mind?”

“Yes, Mr. Thatcher. She’s one of our best minds. I’ll call her

1n now.”

Chris holds his phone to his ear and waits a moment. “I
need you now, Noelle. Please come down to the closed

conference room.”
Noelle?

He drops his phone and grins. “She’ll be here, shortly, Mr.
Thatcher.”

It’s probably a coincidence, right? I mean, there could be
hundreds of Noelles in New York.

“This ... Noelle, you sure she’s up to the task?”

He beams. “She’s more than up to the task, Mr. Thatcher.
She’s one of the best in our department, with a good track

record to show it. She’s just wonderful.”

He’s smiling weirdly. I raise a brow. Before I can ask

another question, the doors open to let inside my one-night



stand from Friday.

She stands at the entrance, with a smile plastered on her
face. The air leaves my lungs in a rush. Her dressing is simple
— a blue shirt, black hip-hugging skirt, and blue heels. Her
blonde hair is packed in a simple ponytail. She’s just as

beautiful as she was that night.
This is actually happening.

“Ah, you’re here. Noelle, meet Maverick Thatcher, our new
CEO.” He turns to me. “Mr. Thatcher, meet Noelle Quinn, one

of our best minds in the marketing department.”

How do I handle this? Do I pretend we’ve never met before,
even after the wonderful night we had? My fingers grip the

arms of my chair.

Chris glances sideways at me, then at her. He turns to me,

raising his eyebrow.
“Is... there anything wrong, sir? Have you met?”

Yes. I saved her from a weirdo last week then we had the

hottest sex ever.

“Nothing’s wrong. Sorry, [ was thinking about the event so |

kind of spaced out.”

Smiling, I stride over to her. She’s so flushed her face is
bright red. I extend a hand, but she hesitates for a while before

taking it. I give it a gentle squeeze, and she flinches.

“It’s a pleasure meeting you, Miss Quinn. It is Miss, right? I

don’t want to make assumptions on my first day.”



She stares at me for moments, not saying a word. Finally,

she nods.

“S-Same here, Mr. T-Thatcher.” She looks away. “And it is

‘Miss’.”

“Mr. Thatcher,” Chris says behind me. “Noelle will be your

assistant for the PR event.”

My gaze doesn’t leave her. “I... I see. Okay, then. I look
forward to working with you.” I turn to Chris. “We should get

talking, shouldn’t we?”

We move to the small conference table. I pull a chair for
Noelle but she looks away. Her face is still red. I lean in closer

and say, as quiet as I can, “Sit, Noelle.”
She complies in an instant.

“We have a lot to discuss.” Chris pulls out the chair next to

hers and my brows crease for a moment.

“Indeed we do.” I settle in my chair, facing them both.
“Let’s get started.”

As Chris scrolls through the detailed plans on his tablet, my
eyes dart to Noelle. Chris’s suggestion and my approval means

I’1l be working with her for the next four months.

Only a week ago, she was writhing and wiggling under me.
Now, she’s under me again — except under very different

circumstances. My chest knots.

How am I supposed to handle a work relationship with an

employee I just had a one-night stand with?



Chapter Seven

Noelle

t’s already happening. I’'m face-to-face with my new boss,
Maverick. It’s what I’ve been trying to avoid for the past

four days. So much for that.

I struggle to swallow the lump in my throat. It’s a hard task
trying not to fidget for the next two hours as Chris spreads out
his plans for the event. At times, Chris asks me some
questions, and I answer to the best of my ability. Most of the
time, my insides are heating up because of the intense gaze

from Maverick.

Chris can be overbearing, but he’s good at winning his
bosses over. Except for the occasional glance he sends my
way, Maverick pays attention to Chris’s layout of how the PR
event will go, the awareness it should spread, and the value

it’ll create for the company.

As we stand in front of Maverick, Chris doesn’t seem like
the same man that’s constantly pestering me with his date

requests. Countless times, I’ve rebuffed his proposals one way



or the other. I can’t help but flinch at the thought that this
project will tie me to him for the next couple of weeks. I'm
sure this is why he chose me for this project. If forces us to

work close together. How am I supposed to deal with him?

But the main source of concern — and attraction — for me is
Maverick. Seated with fingers crossed, he looks exceptionally
dashing in his gray suit, white turtleneck, and gray slacks. The

magnetism he exudes draws me in with every passing second.

He glances at me again, leaving a pit in my stomach. How
can he be so calm? Last Friday, we had the time of our lives.
It’s been less than a week, and he’s acting as if nothing

happened.
1ts for the best, Noelle. You shouldn t get attached.

“Well done, Chris,” Maverick says after Chris rounds up his
speech. “I look forward to going over the plans in private. I’ll
get back to you if there’s anything I feel we can change or
improve upon. Also, I'll set up a committee to handle the
event. I’ll be the head of the committee, and you’ll be my
mouthpiece. Noelle here will be my assistant. What do you

think about the project, Noelle?”
Startled for a second, I blink. “Excuse me?”

I flinch at the intensity of his gaze. He keeps his eyes on me,
with his long fingers drumming on the table. He strokes his

hair, arresting my attention. I swallow.

What those fingers can do...



“What do you think about the project?” he asks again.
“Which of Chris’s suggestions do you prefer?”

“I think they’re all great.”

His face is impassive. “You’re free to share your opinion.
No one will think differently of you. In fact, we could use your

input a lot these coming weeks.”
Chris’s eyes move from me to Maverick. His brows crease.

My hands grip my chair’s armrests. “Thank you, but I do
think all his ideas are great. However, I can add to the idea pile

if you want.”

“Please do.” He has an annoying smirk on his face, eyes lit

with curiosity.

“Maybe we can incorporate more incentives to call more
attendees. For example, if, as the CEO, you were advertised as
a keynote speaker, it’d create a noticeable buzz. It could be a
way to show everyone where you plan to take the company
and address major questions people have regarding the
company’s direction and goals. It would serve the dual
purpose of calming down your employees and attracting

potential investors.”
“That’s actually a great idea,” he says enthusiastically.

I’m stunned. And the smile on his face is doing things to

me. Damn him.

Out of the corner of my eye, I can tell that Chris is frowning
at us, as if watching a tennis match, his eyes go from one to

the other and his gears are turning. I can’t face him, because if



I do, I know I'll give myself away, so I keep my eyes on

Maverick.

“The fact that it would appeal to everyone makes it brilliant.
Investors, employees, and even the general public must be
interested to know what our goals are, our five year plan, shall
we say? And the fact that I can address it at this event will call

people to it. I like that.”

Suddenly, it’s as if he suddenly remembers Chris is there
with us. He clears his throat and adds, “We’ll review that idea
and see if we can put it to practice.” Maverick stands and pulls
the edges of his suit. “There we go, Chris. We’ll start plans in
earnest. The committee will have its first meeting next week.
We’ll revisit the plans and make any revisions or corrections

we can.”

I sit for a moment, trying to gather my thoughts. What’s
Maverick playing at? My breath rasps as I try to fill my lungs
with air. I glance at Chris, who’s still staring like he’s trying to

solve a difficult puzzle.

Rising to my feet, I shake Maverick’s hand once more. He

squeezes mine. Then, he shakes Chris’s hand.

“See you soon, sir. Thanks for your time.” Chris turns to

me. “Let’s go, Noelle. We have a lot of work to do.”

He leads the way to the door. I follow, aware of Maverick
following us. He stays behind me as we walk to the elevator.
He makes some small talk with Chris about the company’s

previous marketing strategies, but I can’t pay much — or any —



attention when he’s so close that my body is responding to his

heat.

When the elevator doors open, I breathe a sigh of relief and
as I step forward with Chris, Maverick pulls me back with a
hand around my elbow, and his touch jolts my nerves. I
wobble on my heels, tumbling backward. He catches me by
the waist, turning me and pressing my chest to his. All the air
in my lungs dissipates, and every bit of control I have over my

senses vanishes.

Even though there are layers of clothing between us, my
breasts are pressed to his hard chest and my palms rest on his
biceps which are like stone slabs. My nipples harden,
stimulated by the feel of his body against mine. Just like that
night. Vivid images play in my head, increasing the heat in
me. He sucks in a sharp breath and lets me go. I try to pretend
I’m not affected, that all is well, but even if no one else knows

it, the two of us know that’s not true.

“A moment, Noelle,” Maverick says, his voice like silk over

my skin.

Chris raises an eyebrow. “Is there a problem, Mr.
Thatcher?”

“She’ll be right down. I need to discuss some things with
her, as she’s now my marketing assistant. Also, I need to know
a few things,” he says as the elevator doors close on Chris’s

astonished face.

Maverick says nothing until the elevator is on its way down;

then he pushes a button. He keeps his face straight, looking



forward. My pulse is still racing from my earlier stumble.
After a while, he turns to me. His gaze is searing.
“We need to talk.”

Unable to speak, I avert my gaze from his. The elevator
returns, and he enters. He presses the button for the top floor,

and the elevator begins its ascent.
I clear my throat. “Can ... can I know where we’re going?”

The skin over his cheekbones tightens. He keeps his eyes on

the elevator walls.
“My oftice.”

This elevator ride is a far cry from that of last Friday. Soon,
the door opens and we step out. At least, the walk to his office
1s short. Derrick, Maverick’s assistant, stands as he

approaches.

“I’m not to be disturbed, Derrick. Hold my calls and tell
anyone who asks I’m in an important meeting,” Maverick says
to his assistant as he steers me into his office through the open

glass double doors.

Despite my stomach-churning reservations, I marvel at
Maverick’s spacious office. It’s one part of the building I’ve
never been to. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlook the city of
Manhattan, providing a stunning view. The opaque walls
provide a breathtaking backdrop for the office. There’s a

distinct sitting area that’s bigger than my office.



Maverick presses a button and almost immediately there’s a
reflective hue over the glass walls, shielding his office from

sight and allowing for privacy.

Maverick shrugs out of his coat and hangs it on a wooden
coatrack nearby. He moves closer to where I remain standing

just beside the doors.

“Can I get you something to drink, Noelle?”” His voice is

gentle.
“No, thank you.”

Damn it. He looks more irresistible in just his long-sleeved
turtleneck. I remember just how broad those shoulders are
without any clothes. How strong his hands are, and how warm
my body gets as they roam. How captivating his biceps and

muscles flex as he moves in me, over and over.
He gestures toward a leather sofa. “Have a seat.”
“I have to go back to work.”

He fixes me a stare. “And I have a shit ton of work to do.
But we need to iron this out so things don’t get weird. The
sooner we can, the sooner we can both get back to business.

Now, sit down.”
“What do you think we’re working out ... sir?”
Sighing, he closes the distance between us.

“This weird friction. The crazy sex we had last Friday. The
fact that I didn’t know you’ll be working under me, and you

didn’t know I’m your boss. All these sound familiar?”



His breath on my face makes me shiver. Giving in, I take a

seat. He sits next to me.
“I’m sorry about last week, sir. I had no idea.”
“Why apologize? It was one of the best nights of my life.”

Flushed, I tug at the hem of my skirt. I shift an inch from
him.
He narrows his gaze. “You still feel it, don’t you?”

I tilt my head to meet his blue, straight eyes, which look like

they’re staring deep into me.
“F-Feel what, sir?”

He strokes his hair. “For God’s sake, Noelle. What

happened to you calling me by my name?”
“A lot of things have changed since then, sir.”

He stares at me with narrowed eyes. “Let’s be honest with
each other. We had the night of our lives together, and there
was some crazy chemistry. There still is. Denying it won’t
help.”

I grit my teeth. It’s frustrating because he’s right. But what
am | supposed to do? Have a fling with my boss and put my

job in jeopardy?
“I’m sorry, sir. There’s no attraction on my end.”

Maverick touches my hand and I shiver. His brows shoot up

as [ withdraw further.

“See? Well, then.”



“Are we done?” I stand, unable to meet his gaze.
He rises as well. “Hardly.”
I stride to the door and yank on the handle.

He groans. “Wait. I did mean it when I said I had something

important to talk to you about.”

His footsteps come up behind me. His hand presses against
the door, and his other hand touches my shoulder. I shudder as

his touch makes my skin tingle.
“Turn around, Noelle.”

My eyes close against the surge of arousal his touch brings.
His body presses against mine, spurring my wild desire for
him. This sensation overwhelming my senses is further
intensified by my lingering frustration and recent aggravation
with Chris.

I still want Maverick. So bad it almost amazes me. But he’s
no good for me. He’s my boss, for crying out loud. My life can

be pretty messed up by adding him into the equation.
I turn. “W-What, sir?”

“Tell Chris to make enough copies of his plans for the
committee. I need to get everyone on board as soon as
possible.” He takes a deep breath and adds, ‘“Next time,
Noelle.”

He lets go of me and strides back to his desk without
looking back.



Stepping out of his office, I head for the elevator. A ding
signals its arrival, and 1 step in once the doors open.

Thankfully, I'm the only occupant.

I take several breaths to calm my hammering heart. I’ve
never been so embarrassed at work before. Never been so
aroused. I lean on the brass walls, trying to bring myself back

to reality.

The doors open, and the sight of Chris pacing in the waiting

area on our department’s floor greets me.

“Bloody hell, Noelle,” Chris says, coming to an abrupt halt.
“What the hell was that? Why did he want to see you? What

did he want?”
For a moment, I forgot about Chris.

“Nothing much, but a briefing of my roles as his assistant.”
I exhale in a rush. “He likes your plans, and he asked us to
make some copies for the department heads and committee
members so they can review them. He didn’t want to hold you

back any further.”

A grin chases away his frown. “Oh. Well, that’s nice. You

can handle the extra copies, right?”
I nod, and he saunters to his office.

The rest of the day passes uneventfully. One question

appears in my mind as I close for the day.

How do I handle Chris and Maverick at the same time? And
what the hell did he mean by “next time”?



Chapter Eight

Maverick

G oddamn it.
A walking temptation is right within reach, and I

can’t touch her.
Drumming my fingers on my table, my mind drifts off.

There’s no denying the fact that the heat still exists, with her
body still reacting so beautifully to my slightest touch. Eyelids
shut, I take in Noelle’s flowery scent, still wafting in the air.
Her presence a while ago, and her reactions to my touch make
desire pool in my center that is noticeable in the tightening of
my pants, and even now, her scent is tempting enough to make

me do things I’ll rather not do in my office.

A scene plays in my mind: Noelle bent over my desk, her
skirt hitched up to her hips. My lips buried in her neck and my
hands cupping her breasts through the lace of her bra.

My erection presses painfully against my pants. | take a

deep breath, trying to calm my hammering heart. This isn’t



helping. I plop on my chair, thoughts of Noelle lingering in my
head.

A knock on the door distracts me for a moment. Derrick
breezes in, holding his notepad. There’s a middle-aged woman
with him. Monica Hamilton, head of the accounting

department. Just the person I wanted to see.
“You asked for Mrs. Hamilton, sir.”

“Thank you, Derrick.” I turn to Monica. “Please take a seat,

Mrs. Hamilton.”

She settles down 1in one of the two leather chairs in front of

my desk.
“You wanted to see me, Mr. Thatcher?”

I nod. “I need to create an agenda for the weeks ahead.
Chris approached me with a proposal for a PR event, and I
think it’s a good idea. I’ll follow through, but I need to know

the costs, and how much time and money I need.”

“A PR event, sir?” Monica asks, raising an eyebrow.

“What’s the planned scale of the event?”

“It’ll be a big one. Big enough to put the company on the
map.” I hand her a folder. “Those are the details of the

project.”

I gaze at her as she goes through the document. Her eyes

widen.

“Wow. This is detailed. How are you going to handle this?”

She looks at me.



“I’'m creating a committee that’ll oversee the PR project.” |
tap a finger on my table. “I want to address the company only
when I’m sure we’re executing the plan, and the public when

we’re getting somewhere in the execution.”

“I understand, sir.” She glances at the proposal once more.

“So, where do I come in?”

I lean back. “I’ll need an estimation of the total budget. An
event like this is going to cost a lot, and I want to make sure
we don’t spend more than what we have. When will that be

ready?”

Running her fingers along the smooth texture of the paper,
she gazes up as if something caught her attention. After a

while, her clear blue eyes meet mine.

“Two days, Mr. Thatcher. We’ll run a full estimate and

deliver it to you.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Hamilton. That’s all for now.” As she
rises, something else comes to mind. “One more thing. If you
want to submit your findings, please meet Noelle Quinn in the
marketing department. Chris made her my assistant for the

planning.”

She smiles, nods, and leaves. | bury my head in my palms.
There’s so much work to be done. The idea I needed fell to me
on a platter of gold, but there is a hiccup. Noelle is now my

assistant.

I stand and pace, overwhelmed by my recurring thoughts.

What the hell is the ‘sir’ card? The sound of my name on her



lips last Friday was intoxicating. Now she’s suddenly become
the respecting-my-boss Noelle. Such a huge difference. And

equally tantalizing. But it’s my name [ yearn to hear her say.

Why am I so concerned about this? All we shared was one
hot night of passion and maybe a morning of another. My best
sex, but it’s nothing more than that. I hardly know her. But, as
much as I try to convince myself of this, my gut still tightens

from her aloofness.

I punch the speed dial button for my secretary’s number,

and in less than three seconds, he picks up.

“Hand me Miss Quinn’s file.” I swallow to try to ease my

dry throat.
Silence hangs in the air.

Hesitating, I add, “Miss Quinn as in Noelle Quinn from the

PR department.”
“In a minute, sir.” The line cuts.

I don’t have to explain the reason for my actions to my
employees. He doesn’t need to know why I need the file. Why

I want it.

About thirty minutes after, my door clicks open, and

Derrick walks in, file in hand. Finally.
“Here, sir. The file you requested.” He hands it to me.

“Thanks. That will be all. You may leave.” He heads toward

the door but stops mid-way before turning.



“I’m sorry if I come off as nosy but, may I ask why you
need the file, sir? Miss Quinn is from a separate department
and I’'m not sure Mr. Burnham knows about this. He was

surprised that you needed the file.”
I raise an eyebrow. “Why do you ask?”
“I couldn’t get access to it without asking him.”

What’s Chris up to? One moment he’s willing to make
Noelle my assistant for the planning, and the next he’s

surprised I needed her file?

Then it hits me. My earlier dismissal of him might have
aroused suspicion. Only a blind man would miss the fact that
Chris dotes over Noelle. It can only mean one thing: he has

feelings for her.

“I guess Chris might just have thought that you didn’t need
to know that Miss Quinn and 1 will be working together in the

next few weeks.”

Or he s skeptical about me getting access to her information

because he thinks I’'m out to get her.
He nods, and a small ‘0’ forms on his lips.
“I’m so sorry to pry.”

“You’re my secretary after all.” I shrug, a half-smile on my

lips. “If you’ll excuse me, I have a lot on my plate.”
“Right away, sir.” With that, he leaves my office.

The ‘having a lot on my plate’ isn’t technically a lie. I do

have a lot on my plate, but I’ll start with this. I scan the file



and narrow my gaze as my eyes fall on what I’'m looking for.
Twenty-three. That’s exactly twenty-two years difference.

That’s yet another factor worth considering.

If we’re going to be working together, I’ll have to be able
put this attraction aside. I’'m her boss, and the age difference is

something.
But I can’t help the way I feel.

Maybe getting her under my sheets just one last time would

make me stop wanting her so badly.

Although, Noelle seems just fine with the way things are
between us. She’s not making a big deal out of it, and if she

doesn’t want to talk about the passionate night from last week,
I’11 have to back off.

The hole in my chest is almost all consuming.

Noelle was able to fill it for that night, but the hollow
feeling Vanessa left in me when she died made my mind blank

for days. It took a long time to crawl out of that hollowness.

I can’t afford to go back to that. My life was just perfect as
it was before Noelle walked into it. Forming an entanglement
with another woman isn’t something worth considering, not
even if it’s someone like Noelle. Tossing her file to the side, I

flex my fingers.

There’s a whole lot of work to do here. Might as well start

now.

* %k ok



News sure travels fast. The PR big party has everyone in the
company talking. It’s going to be my first major event in
MediaHire —the renaming has been formalized— and it’s
even more reason to do everything I can to make the party a
memorable and exciting one. That’s my number one priority.

Putting the company on the map.

I walk into the general office just in time to catch the staff
chattering about it, before my presence silences the room. |

can’t help my lips from curving slightly at that.

“Mr. Thatcher!” A sultry voice calls out from behind me,

just before I press the elevator button.

Turning, I manage a smile. Sara catches up with me, her

face beaming.
“Sara! You seem so...excited.”

“I’m glad you noticed.” A blush creeps on her face. “The
PR party event has everyone’s toes curling, and I’m not an
exception. Might I add that other than that, I’'m a sucker for
parties? It’s always a good way to unwind after months of

heavy workload.”

She twirls her hair and leans forward a little, showing her

exposed cleavage. My gaze remains fixed on her face.

“Good for you. I’ll leave you to your work now. If you’ll

excuse me—’
She takes one step closer, blocking me.

“Mr. Thatcher,” she says in a drawling voice, “I think the

party is a great opportunity for us to get to know each other...



you know. I can tell you all about my experience.” She winks,

biting her lower lip.

I grimace, quirking my brows. Keeping my temper, I remain

professional.
“Miss Carter—"

“I’ll like to have you as my date for the party,” she blurts

out, and I pause, jerking back.

Have me? Not a chance. The thought alone is enough to

make me cringe.

I suck in a sharp breath. “I already have a date for the party,
Miss Carter.”

I don’t miss the souring expression on Sara’s face as her

brows squish together.
“You already have a date?” Sara tugs at her hair.
“I do. Noelle Quinn is my date.”

Her throat bobs, and she blinks rapidly. Her head flinches
back slightly and she takes a step back. Without another word,

Sara scutters away from me and I grin.
That's more like it.

The elevator door dings and I step in, happy at having dealt
with that situation in a satisfying manner. Then it dawns on
me. What the hell? Noelle? My date? What happened to

keeping a distance? I rub my forehead and sigh.

Will Noelle even agree to be my date if I ask her? Three

weeks ago, I rescued her from a bad date. Returning a favor



won’t be so much of a big deal, will it?



Chapter Nine

Noelle

C offee. I need some coffee.
All morning, I’ve been on my laptop. The
preparations for the PR event are climbing to a peak, and a

party frenzy has taken over the office. It’s all that’s on

everyone’s lips.

All these weeks, I’ve managed to keep my relationship with
Maverick professional. He’s my boss and I’m his temporary

assistant. It can’t get any better than that. Right?

I groan. Who am I kidding? My skin still heats up and
tingles anytime I’'m around him. But he doesn’t show any
signs of reacting, and I’ll be damned if I do anything. Things

are perfect this way.

I blink and stretch, before shutting my laptop and heading
for the employee’s lounge. I step out of my office, stopping for

a moment to take in all the buzz.

“Busy, aren’t we?”



That familiar voice makes my skin crawl. I turn to face the

speaker.
You just can't catch a break, can you, Chris?
“There’s a lot of work to do, Mr. Burnham.”
His lips curve as he gazes at me with avid, dark-brown eyes.

“Now, now. You shouldn’t overwork yourself. Take some

time off once in a while. You know you need it.”

I clench my jaw as my lips purse. “I don’t think I have that

much free time.”

He shrugs. “You do. But I guess it’s your hard work and
industry that makes you one of the best employees. Speaking

of hard work, how is the planning coming along?”
“Just well. We’re making progress.”

He grins. “Having the party is a really good idea, isn’t it?

That reminds me. Do you have a date for the event?”

I roll my eyes inwardly. Not like I can let him see it, but I
wish I could. There the bullshit goes. For a moment I

wondered when he’d spout it.

“Can | get back to you, sir? I need to attend to an urgent

matter.”

“Go ahead. Sorry for holding you up. Remember, you can

always come to me if you need some free time.”
No, thanks.

“Thank you, Mr. Burnham.”



He saunters back to his office and I wrinkle my nose. Our
little téte-a-téte did nothing but leave an unpleasant taste in my

mouth. Some coffee should help.

I stride to the lounge, where I fetch myself a cup and
prepare some coffee in the mixer. A few employees are seated,
either drinking some coffee and stretching their legs or having

a conversation. Most likely about the party.

I pour the steaming coffee into my cup. I’ve only taken a sip
when Sara comes marching toward me. She’s part of the

committee — does she need a file or something?
“There you are. I’ve been looking around for you.”
“Why? Do you need something, Miss Carter?”

“Yes.” She rests her hands on her hips. “I need to know

something.”
I rest my coffee on the table. “What’s that?”

She clears her throat. “I found out about you and Mr.

Thatcher earlier today. Is it true?”

Stumbling back, I place a hand on my chest. My heart races
like 1t’s going to explode.
What? What is she talking about? Does she know about our

one-night stand?

Gulping, I take a deep breath. “T-True about what, Miss
Carter?”

She snorts. “Don’t act ignorant with me! Did he ask you to

be his date for the party? If yes, why the fuck would he do



that?”

Giddy, I lean on the counter. It’s only moments later that her
words register in my head. My eyebrows shoot up. What?
Maverick’s date? The conversations around us cease until
there’s total silence in the lounge. My gaze meets Sara’s. She

doesn’t flinch.

Is she telling the truth? Did Maverick tell her I was his date?
I take an involuntary step back, with my pulse already racing

again.
“I-I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Oh, don’t bullshit me! Did you think no one would find

out? You could just have the boss to yourself and that’s it?”

I’m about to deny it when I catch Chris from the corner of
my eye. When did he get here? Wait. I still haven’t answered
his question about having a date. I know he’ll ask me if he
knows I don’t have one, and saying no to him doesn’t stop him
from pushing the subject until I’'m blue in the head. And he
has all the time in the world for trying to change my mind. We

work together, after all.

I don’t know what’s going on, but it’s an opportunity I

didn’t even think I needed. I’d be a fool to let it slide.

“Well, Mr. Thatcher did ask me. Since I’m his assistant for
this project and he wants to be in on every detail, he thought it
better that we go together. Since his reasoning made sense and

he is my boss, I saw no reason to say no.”

“What? That’s a load of crap!” Her nostrils flare.



I take a deep breath, before smiling as wide as I can.

“If you need more information, you can always ask him,
Miss Carter. Now, if you’ll excuse me. I have some work to
do.”

I pick up my cup of coffee and head for my office. Chris is
standing by the door, mouth agape. He doesn’t say a word as |
pass by him. I nearly burst into laughter when I enter my

office. That’ll teach those two some manners.

My mirth dies quickly. Why would Maverick say I’'m his
date?

Memories of that night return. Maverick promised to save
me from bad dates. I don’t know how he did it, but he just
fulfilled the promise, saving me again. Now I won’t have to

endure having Chris as my date.
I suck in a long breath to calm myself.

My phone beeps, distracting me from my predicament for a

second. It’s a message from my mom.
Call me.
I dial her number, and she answers almost immediately.
“Mom! What’s wrong?”” I drum my fingers on my table.

“Nothing, love. I just wanted to hear my daughter’s voice,

and I didn’t want to call you while you’re working.”

“Then next time, please be clearer in your texts. I thought

something bad had happened.”

“I’m sorry, love. I didn’t mean to scare you.”



“It’s okay. It’s good hearing your voice too, Mom. I’m sorry
I haven’t called in more than a week. I’ve been busy planning

an event my company is planning to hold. How’re you doing?”
“Oh, ’'m just fine. I miss you, Noelle.”

“I know. I miss you too, Mom.” I pick at my fingernails.
“And how’s Dad?”

She scoffs. That’s not a good sign.

“Mom? What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing. He’s ...” She pauses. “He’s alright, I guess.”
I roll my eyes. “Alright, Mom, tell me what’s going on.”

She sighs heavily. “These days, I’ve not been very fond of
your dad. It’s always one thing or the other. He’s pushing it,

this time.”

Dad has always been pushing it. So has Mom. That’s not

new.
“How?’ I ask.

“It’s like our love has disappeared. There’s no sign that he
cares anymore. We’ve been having more fights. Also,” —she
lowers her voice— “I think he’s seeing another woman. I have

this gut feeling he is.”

A feeling? Well, that’s not new. Once, she had a feeling he
had another family because she thought it was suspicious he
was always going to conferences. Heck, she barged into one to

accuse him!



“Don’t worry, Mom. He’ll come around.” I giggle. “You can

try your special pie, you know? It always works wonders.”

She harrumphs. “I’ll give it to him only when he deserves
it.”

I chuckle. “Gosh, you haven’t changed. Alright, gotta go

now. Still have a shit ton of work left. Love you, Mom. Say

hello to Dad for me. And no more fighting.”
“Whatever. Love you, darling. Take care.” She ends the call.

Over the years, Mom and Dad have had a complicated
relationship. But they stayed together all that time. No matter
how much my mom complained, she could never leave him.

And neither could he. I don’t think they’ll be starting now.

I turn on my laptop. Time for some work. Thoughts can
come later. Thoughts of my mom and dad. Thoughts of my

triumph over Chris.
Thoughts of Maverick.
k sk %k
“Gosh, today was so much fun, Abbie!”

Abbie sits near me, leaning closer. She’s gotten paler and

skinnier. Is she still starving herself?
“So, you’re telling me your boss can see into the future?”

I munch some chips. “There’s no other way something else
would have happened. You know Chris, right? The one I

complain about a lot? Well, he was about to ask me to the



party. I had to find an excuse. I didn’t know what to do. Then

what happens? A solution appears from nowhere!”
“Really? What happened?”

“Sara happened. She’s this woman in my office crushing on
our boss. So, she marched up to me, trying to cuss me out

because Maverick told her I'm his date!”
Her mouth falls open. “Your one-night-stand boss? Why?”
One-night-stand boss? I roar with laughter.

“No i1dea. Anyways, you needed to see her face. She turned
red. Then, I saw Chris in the doorway, and I decided to milk
the opportunity.” I smirk.

Abbie laughs. “Really? What did you do next?”

“I admitted I was going out with our boss. Yes, he’s my

date. What are any of you going to do about it?”
“Did you say all that?”” She gasps.

“No, no. I just told her it was true, and I walked away. They

couldn’t say a word.”

“Why, though? Why would your boss tell Sara that? Does
he want to go with you so bad he figured the best way was to

tell others?”

“To be honest, I don’t know. But who cares? I got to see a

bewildered Chris. He surely deserved it.”

Abbie laughs so hard she coughs. The coughing gets
serious, and I rush to her. I help her lie on the couch. I flinch

when I touch her neck. She’s burning up.



“You have a fever, Abbie. And you’ve shrunk. Aren’t you

eating? You need to eat so you can take your medication.”
There’s a weak smile on her face. My brows wrinkle.

“I’ll be fine, Noelle.” She coughs. “I just don’t have an
appetite today.”

“I’'m worried, Abbie, You need help. We need to visit the

hospital.” I hold her hands in mine.

She shakes her head. “No. I’'m okay. You can get me
something for lunch if that makes you happy.”

Sighing, I head for the kitchen. As I fix some lunch for
Abbie, tears sting my eyes. My best friend needs help, and I’'m

powerless to do anything but watch.

No matter how hard I try, I can’t shake off the feeling that

something’s wrong.

And it’s way bigger than a loss of appetite.



Chapter Ten

Maverick

¢ ‘L ooking for something?”’

Noelle whirls around and exhales in relief. “Oh,

God, you startled me.”

“I’m sorry.” I chuckle and close my office door. I haven’t
seen her since I told Sara she was my date and I was kind of
dreading this moment, but we need to talk about this. “I just

didn’t expect anyone to be here. Are you busy?”

She looks down at the files in her hand. “Oh, no, I was just
stacking up these documents. It’s, uh, it’s for work. If you’ll

excuse me.”

She crosses the room and sidesteps me. Instinctively, | reach
out and grab her wrist. Her lips part in surprise and she gazes
up at me, startled at the abrupt gesture. I can’t let her get away
from me yet. She needs to understand that it 1s more than just
being my date to the event. She needs to make it look like we

are dating. I just hope she doesn’t kill me or throw me under



the bus. Lowering my head, I whisper in her ear, “Stop

avoiding me.”
Noelle’s face flushes and she jerks her hand back.

“I’'m not.” Beyond my unconvinced gaze, she averts her
eyes and clears her throat. “I’'m not. I’ve just been really

busy.”

Leaning closer, I graze the nape of her neck with my lips
and she shivers which delights me beyond words. “What

you’re busy with is more important than me?”

“Considering it’s work, then yes. I have to get these files to

the marketing unit before the day ends.”
“It can wait.”

“Mave—Mr. Thatcher, I really need to get to work. The PR
event is something we can’t afford to ruin. It’s a big day for all

of us.”

Laughing, I brush a strand of hair from her flushed face.
“Don’t worry. Chris says you’re one of the best minds on the
team. I’m reassured you’re not going to ruin anything.” I tilt
my head, eyeing her curiously. “Speaking of PR events, did

you receive the gift I sent?”
“I did.” Her eyes don’t meet mine. “Thank you.”
“Did I get the fit right, then? I was unsure of your size.”
“The dress is perfect, Mr. Thatcher. Thank you.”

I frown a bit, taken aback by her frosty tone. Withdrawing

my grip from her wrist, I tilt her chin up. Her eyes are cloudy.



“Is something wrong, Noelle?”
“No. ’'m fine.”

“Bullshit. I know happiness when I see one and your pretty
face isn’t wearing that right now. Talk to me. Is it the dress? I
thought it would be the perfect way to apologize to you for
putting you in this situation, but I’d be happy to give you

something else, if you prefer.”

“It’s not the dress.” She sighs and turns away from me. She
crosses the room to stay beside my desk. Folding her arms, she

says, “It’s us.”
“US?”

She nods. “We’ve gotten into this,” she gesticulates her
arms in the air, as though trying to emphasize a point, “this...
thing and I honestly don’t know the best way to make sense of
it.”

“You mean, our relationship?”

“I was referring to the date to the event. What do you mean
our relationship?”

“I need you to be my girlfriend or say that you are dating

2

me.

I’m floored. And the next second, I’'m pissed. What the
hell?

“You want me to lie to everyone and say we are in a
relationship? I’'m sorry but are you freaking crazy, Mr.
Thatcher?*



“Oh, please, Noelle, don’t call me that.”

“See? That’s exactly what I’m talking about.” She exhales
and runs her fingers through her hair. “You’re my boss. How
am [ supposed to be on a first-name basis with you?” She
sighs. “Look, I’'m very thankful for the fact that you saved me
from a miserable night with Chris. He wouldn’t have taken no
for an answer and, even unknowingly, you kept your promised
and saved me yet again from a horrible date. But you are my
boss. There is no way I can have a relationship with you. Even

a fake one.”

“I don’t care about that, and if you are because you’re

worried about what people think, then you shouldn’t.”
“That’s easy for you to say.”

“Because it’s easier to do. Noelle,” I approach her. “Listen,
what we did, what we had nights ago, do you honestly want to

tell me that any of it just didn’t mean anything to you?”

She stares at me and I can see doubt creeping in, but she
doesn’t waver. “Sex isn’t emotions, Mr. Thatcher. We had an
amazing night, the best sex ever, yes, but that was it. That is

all that can be.”
“I know that. And I agree. Partly.”
“So, what do you mean?”

“I need to get Sara off my back. It’s annoying and frankly, if
she keeps it up I may end up firing her because she is
bordering on harassment, so you’d be helping her as well,

though she won’t see it that way.” I smirk. “Besides, you need



to get Burnham off your back too. I’ve seen the way he looks
at you and frankly, I think it’s a bit disturbing. Almost as
disturbing as Sara’s advances to me. Just think of it as a win-

win situation for the two of us because it’s going to help us.”
She shakes her head. “It can’t work.”
“Why do you say that?”
“Sara hates my guts. Because of you.”

“Because she knows there’s nothing she’ll ever do that’ll
measure up to what you do. You are an incredible force of a
woman, Noelle Quinn, and I don’t want that privilege slipping
out of my hands.” I actually want my hands all over her. My
mouth kissing every single inch of her skin. But this is not the

time or the place to be having these thoughts or to tell her that.

And even if all I said to her is true, ever since Vanessa left,
there’s this black hole in my heart. Before Noelle, I never felt
any physical attraction for another woman. Feeling something
for her now feels like I’'m cheating on Vanessa somehow. On
the other hand, there’s something about the green-eyed vixen
that I can’t quite understand. She’s everything that my ex-wife
was; the charm, the allure, the beauty. It’s like a second chance

at what I had and lost all too soon.

Unable to help myself, I stroke her cheek, and gaze into her

eyes.

“So what do you say, Noelle? Are you ready to let this go

on for as long as it’s convenient for us?”



She scoffs and looks away. “I don’t do well with gossip, and
trust me, there’s going to be a lot of that once they get wind of

us being together.”
“Ignore them.”

“I can’t. Jesus, how easy do you think this whole thing will
be for us? Because I assure you, it won’t. Not even close. I’'m

just a worker here and you’re my boss.”

She’s breathing fast, her lips swollen from biting too hard
on them. She’s worried and anxious, as she should. Office
romance rarely end well, especially if the person of interest is
your boss. Or is there something else? Is she hesitant because
of our age-gap? Or about what people will say when they find

out?

“Noelle,” I take her hands in mine, “look, you’re scared and
you’re worried and that’s fine. You’re supposed to feel that
way. Hell, I do too. But if I’'m doing this, I want to do this with

2

you.

She looks into my eyes and I see the moment I win. The
moment she relents. And warmth fills me at knowing she is

doing this with me.

Setting her shoulders, she says, “But we keep our feelings
out of this, do you hear me? No falling in love. We can pretend
for a while and see if it works, but the moment something

changes, we are done.”
Nodding, I say, “It works for me.”

Finally, she lets out a breath and says, “Okay. Let’s do this.”



Smiling, I smoothen her hair. “All in?”
“All in.” She nods.

Taking up her hand, I tenderly kiss her knuckles. “Good
girl.”

There’s a stirring within me as I gaze at her. Desire. Need.
Protectiveness. I care about her. She is different somehow, 1

just wish I knew what it is about her that calls to me.

I kiss the top of her head. “I don’t like it when you worry,
Noelle. Especially seeing that little frown. It ruins your

beautiful face.”

Her lips quirk into a small, shy smile. “I can’t help it.
Between planning an event and having to deal with a femme
fatale that’s competing for your attention, it’s hard to stay
cheerful.”

“Well,” I lean in and nibble on her left earlobe. “You don’t
have to worry about that anymore. I’ll have everything sorted

out for you. How’d you like that?”

Giggling, she encircles her arms around me and pulls my

face to hers. “Very much. I’d like that very much.”
My lips caress her neck.

“As I understand it, that night was a one-time thing,” she
whispers. I can hear the want in her voice. Inside my head, a
war 1s raging. Part of me wants to be tender, to be romantic
and polite. But I hear it in her voice, see it in her eyes. She

wants a repeat of last time.



“You have needs, I have needs, and there is no reason that
we can’t help each other out, so maybe we need to reconsider
that notion.” My mouth moves against her skin, leaving a trail
of goosebumps behind to linger on my neck. “Especially now
that we are ‘dating’, ’'m more than happy to help you with
that.”

Sliding my hand alongside her jaw until it’s resting in her
hair again, I grip it hard and kiss her harder, until she’s rubbing
her body against mine. Her hand comes around to my lower
back, pulling me in close to her and she cups the back of my
head as we kiss. Her warm lips caress mine, and I grip her
hair, clinging to her while our kiss grows hotter and more

passionate.

Pulling away, I stroke her face and brush some of her

lustrous hair out of her eyes. “On your knees.”

Noelle blinks once, then blushes. She kicks off her heels
and kneels at my feet. Her eyes are dilated with pure lust.
Eagerly, she strokes my bulge, teasing her fingers over the
curve. My cock pushes at my jeans to the point I swear the
zippe