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Charity Auction Gone Wrong…

Our family casino was running a charity auction this year to raise money for homeless shelters. The theme was to win a weekend getaway with prominent people ranging from stars, athletes, influencers, wealthy elites, and me, one of the heirs to the Brooks fortune.

The woman I had been yearning for and chasing after for almost two years was finally going to be within my grasp. We had planned for her to be the final bid at my auction, winning the weekend away with me and her name in the papers as the woman who outbid everyone for one of the Brooks heirs.

But the chance slipped through my fingers when my and my fraternal twin brother’s childhood best friend, Ambra, got in the way, ruining the easy-going friendship we had. With one jokingly last wave of her hand, she ended up claiming the date with me.

Now, instead of our friendship, all I see is anger and retaliation.

This will cost her the whole weekend, submitting to my every want and desire. Her body will now belong to me.

Tropes:

	Friends to lovers 
	Alpha male 
	Curvy female 
	Billionaire 
	Unrequited love 
	Revenge 
	Forced proximity 



Special note from the Author

Now I am hooked on providing a song or two for the book and one of the latest one’s is ‘I will Follow You’ by Toulouse, it is soft and slow but speaks to Michael’s promise to Ambra throughout the last half of the book.

‘Best Part’ from H.E.R. and Daniel Caesar for Chapter 6 in the book


Prologue

“Fight, fight, fight!” the crowd of boys and girls chanted as Michael and Ben confronted the sea of faces with their backs pressed against each other.

“You just had to say something,” Ben, Michael’s fraternal twin brother muttered under his breath.

“Not my fault the kids at this school have no chill or can’t take a joke!” Michael shouted loudly enough for their audience to hear, putting his hands up when one of the boys in the surrounding circle jerked forward but didn’t make a real move. This made the boys laugh at his expense.

Michael and Ben were the new kids at a mixed co-ed private school, and on their first day, they ended up stepping on some toes...or at least, Michael did. Once again. His uncontrollable mouth and love of a good practical joke had gotten them into trouble on numerous occasions, and his brother was usually the casualty; guilty by association just because he was related to Michael.

Ben stiffened behind him. “Here they come!” he shouted, his voice breaking slightly.

They were suddenly rushed from all sides by boys aged 12 to 15.

Michael took a swing at one of the boys with curly red hair that got close really quick before the others could catch up to swarm him. He hit the boy in the eye, stopping him in his tracks before turning slightly and throwing a punch at someone coming in from the other side.

They fought a good fight, but eventually, Ben was taken down and pinned on the ground by several boys.

“Let’s see you make fun of me now, with a mouth full of my fists.” Michael raised a taunting eyebrow, even though his face and body were on fire from all the blows he had taken. He closed his eyes to take a punch from the meaty hand of the sandy haired boy, Peter.

During a break touring the school, Ben and Michael had come across some older boys hanging outside near the tracks. Michael cracked a joke after hearing how the boy couldn’t stop talking about how popular he was, bragging about his position playing football and how influential his parents were. He had been trying to impress the new kids, but things went sour when Peter announced he was king at the school and that both Michael and Ben needed to do as he told them and join his group.

Michael then pointed out that, from the sounds of it, Peter was only going to be good for one thing in life—and that was a dried-up wide receiver, as his parents’ money wouldn’t help him to be anything else, and that he—Michael—would rather watch paint dry than having to listen to Peter drone on about himself any longer.

Now Michael was going to pay the price for his words, but he didn’t regret it. Peter is dumb and full of shit, he figured.

He felt a breeze on his cheek and then flesh connecting with flesh before he heard an angry bellow, and his shirt was released.

He popped open one eye to see Peter holding his mouth, his face growing red from embarrassment. “But Am, he made fun of me and my parents.”

Michael raised a finger. “Technically just you, not your parents,” he said sarcastically.

“Shut up Michael,” he heard his brother grumble angrily. He turned slightly to see Ben being helped up by an older and very beautiful dark-skinned teenage girl. Her look reeked of money. Her hair was done in curls with nothing out of place, her makeup emphasizing her beauty, her nails done in a French manicure, her uniform pressed and wrinkle-free. While most of the children wore comfortable loafers or flats, she was in high heels.

She was carrying one of those twirling batons, and he guessed she had used it on the boys that had pinned Ben down. He could see them scowling at her and rubbing the parts that she had hit. She had to be a cheerleader and very popular at the school because no one had made a move against her. Michael smirked and turned when he heard a husky voice say, “I do not care; you know I hate bullying of any kind, and it wasn’t a fair fight with half the football team beating the newbies up.” Michael had forgotten about the person who had just thrown a punch in his defence until she spoke up.

His first impression was that it was a boy based on the way they were dressed: baggy black pants, a white cotton button-up shirt with sneakers, and their hair in tight medium-length cornrows. But for a boy, he had amazing long lashes. That’s when, to Micheal’s surprise, he noticed the outline of small breasts. He moved closer to inspect what he thought he saw.

Dark-brown eyes frowned with a look that said watch it, and he realized it was another black girl with the same complexion as the cheerleader. The girl was of the same height and age as him, standing there with her feet spread apart and her hands in fist.

She shifted and turned to glare at one of the boys who moved slightly, her eyes holding a threatening look in them, like she was ready to pop one off again if anyone made a move.

“It’s over now Peter, you got your licks in from the look of him and his brother.” Her eyes shifted to Ben, her brown gaze running over his form before flicking back to gaze into Michael’s silver eyes with a look of concern.

“But Ambra,” Peter whined.

Ambra merely tightened her lips and stared at Peter until he scowled and then looked at his friends, nodding for them to follow him as he turned to walk away.

Michael straightened up and stood there trying to look nonchalant, like nothing affected him and he wasn’t about to pass out from the pummelling he had just received. He didn’t want to look weak in front of the girl who had just helped him out—or her sister.

They turned to watch the crowd of young boys and girls disperse, and then he felt a rough material gently wipe at his lips. It hurt like hell. He flinched and turned to see Ambra now standing close to him.

“Your lip is bleeding,” she explained when he lifted his eyebrows.

“Thank you.” He gently removed her hand from his mouth and used the back of his own to wipe away the rest before turning to look at his brother, who looked a mess. He had grass in his hair and bruises on his jaw and eye, but his silver gaze, like Michael’s own, was focused on the other girl in fascination.

“I’m Ambra, and that is my older sister Diamond.”

“Yeah, I know. I heard your name when Peter said it,” he snapped, his lip now throbbing in sync with the rest of him. He was embarrassed by the fact that a stranger—and a girl at that—was who had ended the fight and saved both him and his brother from the beating of their life.

Ambra stiffened, and a cold look graced her young features. Michael now felt like a heel and gave her a tentative smile. “Thank you for what you did for us. I’m Michael, and that is my brother Ben.” He waved his hand towards his sibling.

She smiled and nodded, moving to stand next to her sister Diamond, eyeing Ben again now.

“Hi Ben, I am Ambra, and this is my sister Diam—” She stopped and then turned to him, her eyebrows raised.

His brother didn’t acknowledge her but moved closer to Diamond, who was fixing her makeup by looking at herself in a compact mirror. She then snapped it shut, finally looking at all of them and smiling.

“Well, that was fun! Now I have to go; cheerleading practice is about to start. Ambra will take you both to see the nurse.” She stepped away with a wave and walked off before turning again. “By the way, welcome to Logan Private School. You both definitely made an impact on your first day. Stay out of trouble from now on please. I almost broke a nail.” She turned, her skirt swirling around her brown legs before she continued off the field, heading towards the school.

“Come on, I will walk you to see Nurse Hemmingway,” Ambra said.

As they both walked on either side of Ambra, she elbowed Ben. “So, are you in love with my sister or something?”

Ben just scowled and shrugged. “Nooo, she is just pretty to look at.”

“Well don’t get any ideas. She is seeing the star quarterback, and they already have their lives mapped out.” She rolled her eyes.

“Is that why the boys stopped when you both got involved?”

She glared hard at Michael. “No. I have a mean right fist, and Peter learned that the first time he tried to bully someone. Our father is Winston Jackson, the heavyweight champion in mixed martial arts. He owns his own studios in several cities in the US. And our mother is Deone Harris, an Olympic gold medalist in track for sprints, mids, and hurdles, and after retiring and finishing her degree, she is now the head of Logan Private School. Both Diamond and I know how to defend ourselves, and we are both great at sports. It runs in the family.” She shrugged as if her parents were just ordinary people.

Michael and Ben turned and gaped at her. Ambra and Diamond’s parents were two legends in the athletics world. Now Michael understood the clout they had in the school. No one would want to mess with Winston Jackson’s daughters.

As they continued to walk towards the nurse’s office, Ambra answered all the questions they peppered her with about her parents and the school. She reciprocated and also asking them about themselves and their family. She thought it was cool that they were fraternal twins.

She waited around while they were in the nurse’s office and met up with them after school to hang out before the drivers arrived to take everyone home.

They were all inseparable after that.


Chapter 1

“Going, going, gone. The weekend with hotel owner Michael Brooks is sold to the lady in the red dress. Ladies and gents, please wait until the auction is done to go and pick up your envelopes with your information packages for your dates,” the announcer in the black tux announced over his mic.

Michael stood there stunned into silence for the first time in his adult life. At least he had the presence of mind to not leave his mouth hanging open at the sudden turn of events.

He and Summer had had everything planned. This was going to be the official launch of their love story and also help raise money for the homeless shelters that were in desperate need here in New York.

The press would have gone wild that the Townsend heiress and one of the Brooks brothers were now in a relationship, sparked by her donating funds at the bachelor and bachelorette charity auction.

But in just one second, Ambra had taken all that away from them. Michael’s gaze swung to lock with Summer’s, and he could see the anger and the shame in her expression. She had just lost to his best friend, and the audience had gone quiet, except for the flurry of photographers and press murmuring in the background.

Tonight’s auction was to kick off the hotel opening in New York. His older brother Carter had worked hard to get it off the ground. Next in line would be the other hotel/casino that had already begun construction in Vegas; it was set to rival the one they already had. Their latest Vegas hotel would be very opulent and styled in a theme of diamonds and gold by the famous design Bianca Core.

His attention was caught when the auctioneer cleared his throat. He was looking at him expectantly. Michael realized he was just standing there.

He nodded at the man, fixing his jacket before walking to the short set of stairs to the right of the stage and descending. A flurry of thoughts buzzed in his head, but front and center were Ambra and Summer.

Why did Summer stop betting? She was an heiress and could have kept going. And what was Ambra playing at? Maybe what Summer has been telling me all along is true... Ambra wants me for herself. I can’t believe it. My best friend has really stepped over the line with this one.

Three people were now embarrassed: himself, Summer, and Ambra. He was so angry he could spit bullets, but he was trying to contain himself, or else he was going to embarrass her on the spot.

His jaw clenched tightly at the thought, and he looked to see that Summer had gotten up and was walking away from her chair. Ambra was staring after her in shock and dismay, her mouth opening and closing as if she didn’t know what to say. Damm right there is nothing you can say.

Through his haze of disbelief that this was happening, he didn’t see anyone else as he walked off the stage. His only focus was on getting to Ambra and then finding a place for them to have a private chat. Then he vaguely heard, “This is going to be gooood.”

It sounded like his sister-in-law Zahara, but he didn’t take the time to look, as he then also heard the sudden twitter of the guests as he continued on towards his target.

When he finally stopped in front of Ambra, the color red blurred his vision. She must have seen the anger on his face because her eyes widened like saucers, and she began to stutter.

“I’m s-sorry, it...it was supposed to be joke. I...I didn’t think she would stop—”

He reached down, took her arm tightly in his hand, and almost yanked her out of the chair, not listening to her whispered protests as he marched them out of the ballroom. When the doors shut behind them, he looked left and right and then strode to a conference room that was down the hall to the right at the end of the hallway. They entered the room, and he waved his hands at the wall closest to the double doors, where the sensors were to turn on the lights.

He finally turned to face her, and his haze of anger faded in sudden shock. His brain was finally registering what Ambra looked like and what she was wearing.

She began to stutter again as his eyes ran over her. She was not wearing her signature braids; instead, her natural hair had been straightened and shortened to a bob that fell to her jaw, one side covering her forehead and almost one of her eyes. Her lashes were long and luscious—extensions perhaps?

He wasn’t sure, but damn they emphasized her deep-brown eyes, and with her makeup and red lipstick, her face reminded him of the sexy Jessica Rabbit. Her mouth was pouty and plump, and the dark eyeshadow and contouring on her cheeks gave her face a natural sultry look. Diamond drop earrings hung down from her ears and almost touched her shoulders. His eyes lowered to her exposed shoulders and upper chest, where her plump breasts almost looked to be falling out of her dress. He looked lower still, taking in her cinched waist and the flair of her hips. Her red mermaid dress complemented her figure and her dark skin perfectly. On her feet were matching red open-toed high heel that raised her tall form to match his height.

When she waved her hands as she spoke, he got a whiff of the perfume she was wearing, and he became suddenly hard staring at the body that had been hidden from him for as long as he knew her. Whatever the fuck is in that scent is intoxicating.

“Michael, Micky, I am so sorry. I will fix this. I promise. Give me her number and I will set up a meeting.”

He shook himself out of his sudden lustful stupor. “Shut up; the damage is done,” he barked.

He had never thought of her as more than just a friend, one of his buddies to hang out with and do stuff with, and he was enraged that his childhood friend had done him dirty like that, especially knowing what he had planned with Summer.

“But Michael—”

He hadn’t intended on kissing her when he had walked with her, his hand tight on her arm, telling her in no uncertain terms that she had no choice but to follow when she tried to pull away. His anger had risen more. Michael was known for his laid-back, jovial nature, until he was pissed off by someone or something that he didn’t agree with, and right now, his anger and unhappiness with the situation was directed at Ambra.

He had at least given her the consideration of doing this in private, instead of everyone and the press seeing what was about to happen, which is why he had taken her to the first conference room that would be empty.

He hadn’t known what he was going to say or do, but the moment they entered the room and he heard her stuttering her excuses, her bosom rising and falling with each agitated breath, he couldn’t see straight and didn’t want to hear it. She had ruined all his plans. Summer would see this as a humiliation planned by him and his best friend.

He slammed his lips down on her’s, silencing her. He had meant to punish her with his kiss, not to elicit a moan of ecstasy. Michael could make a woman orgasm just by kissing her. He loved women’s lips and took his time with teasing and exploring their mouths, but tonight that was far from what he wanted Ambra to feel.

When Ambra stiffened in his arms and began to struggle against him, pushing at his hard chest with her hands, refusing to bend to his punishment, he was about to let her go because they were friends. Until she bit his lip in warning—not enough to break the skin, but enough to hurt. An unexpected heat poured through him.

Changing everything between them, he could feel her defiance in every part of her body tight against his. Her laboured breathing pushed her breasts into his chest, and he now wanted to feel the weight of them in his hands. Having Ambra in his arms had him changing his kiss. Now, instead of punishing her, he couldn’t control the urge to conquer her mouth. He pulled her tighter into his embrace.

How dare she resist my punishment? She did me dirty. Her joke, as she claimed, went too far.

She turned her head away, moving away from his mouth.

“Michael—”

“What? Aren’t I finally giving you what you have always wanted? Hmm?” he said coldly as he ran his mouth along her jaw and felt her shiver. A triumphant feeling poured over him as she responded, confusion coming over him at his response to her.

When they first met and became friends, they were young, too young for anything other than just being friends. As they matured, he had put her entirely in the friend zone; she was just like one of the guys to him, but at this moment, with her in his arms, feeling her curves pressed against his, her scent, feeling her soft skin and strong jaw under his lips, he was getting hard, especially as she softened against him for a minute before she stiffened and tried to push him away again.

“Michael, I am warning you.” Ambra threatened but her voice sounded husky.

“Tutu. Just being a good best friend and giving you what you wanted,” he said, leaning his head back and moving his hand into her coarse hair, pulling her head slightly back, making her gasp from the sting of his pull. He quirked an eyebrow up and almost chuckled at her angry, frustrated look, her lips pouting. Her hands gripped his shoulders to keep her balance, as he had her slightly tilted back. The heat and imagining her lips on his cock made his loins ache and grow heavy. I want her.

“Micki—” she implored but then gasped when he reached down with his other hand, cupping one of her ample breasts and squeezing it gently.

“Don’t call me that; that was your nickname for me when we were kids and as my best friend, but now you have gone and changed all that, and we are about to be so much more than what you bargained on. Let me show you a little taste of what to expect at the cabin retreat with me,” he promised before taking advantage of her gasp as he moved his hand over her breast, touching, squeezing, and rubbing his fingers against the now pointed tip he could feel through the material of her dress.

He moved his mouth over her now parted lips. They felt juicy underneath his, responding now, and tasted sweet. He dived in, forgetting where they were and who she’d been to him. Kissing her was sweeping away all his control. He was hot and excited, and he wondered if it was partly because he was kissing his friend, who he now had to acknowledge was all woman.

Damn. She filled out the dress to perfection, and her breast filled his hand. He was a breast and ass man, and from the very fitted dress, he now realized that Ambra had hidden a lot with all the loose clothes she usually wore. He had never noticed, and now he wondered why.

She moaned, and her tongue came out to trace his bottom lip, causing a low rumble to escape his chest. He liked the way she was teasing his lip, and he couldn’t resist, moving his hand out of her hair and down her back until he cupped her tight ass in his hand, thrusting forward with his hard cock. All his thoughts were consumed with hearing the needy moans that were escaping her lips.

He moved down to kiss and suck on her neck. She let out a low moan and gripped the back of his neck, seeking purchase. “Michael,” he heard her whisper, and his heart raced with elation.

“Michael.”

Yes that’s right; call my damn name.

He made his way back up her neck and whispered huskily against her lips, “Yes that’s it; say my name,” before delving back in.

“Michael.”

He frowned because her voice suddenly sounded very masculine. Goddamn woman, your voice gets husky like that…

“Michael! For the love of God man.” He was pushing through the thrall of arousal, and the voice calling his name began to register. Shit. His brother had terrible timing.

He let go of Ambra abruptly and turned to see his brother standing by the door, a closed-off look on his face as he took in the scene before him.

“I...what are you doing here?” Michael asked, feeling flushed with sudden guilt at getting caught.

His brother’s eyebrows lifted, and then his silver gaze, just like his own, turned to look at Ambra standing next to him.

Ben’s harsh features softened, and his eyes held concern. “Are you okay Ambra?”

He turned to see embarrassment and hurt gracing Ambra’s pretty features. Her lips were swollen from his kisses, and her lashes fluttered down to hide her expression from both of them.

She shivered, and her eyes flashed to his for a second, her glance heated. She quickly looked at his lips, as if wanting more, before confusion darkened them and she turned her head away.

Michael felt guilt but also satisfaction to see that she was still as affected as he was. If his brother hadn’t interrupted, he would have fucked her right there in the conference room.

She nodded and then cleared her throat. “Yes.” And then they all spoke at once.

“Ambra.” He reached out to touch her.

“I think—” he heard her start huskily.

“Ambra, Diamond is looking for you.”

“And you are needed on stage to give the closing speech with us,” Michael’s twin brother said to him as he moved closer to them.

He could see her side-eyeing him as she nodded to his brother and began to move away from him, physically and emotionally.

He suddenly did not like that and took a step towards her, but his brother got in his way, blocking him.

“Move,” he growled in aggravation.

“You have done enough. Let her—” He knew that if he pushed it, he would be getting into a fight with his brother, and neither one of them could win. They were equally good at fighting and knew each other’s weaknesses.

“Ambra,” he called out, interrupting his brother, and saw her pause at the door to the conference room.

“I will be waiting; don’t make me come and find you. Because you know how good I am at hide and seek,” he threatened.

She stiffened and turned her head, glaring at him. “Ha!” Ambra scoffed that one word with feeling.

“Like a dog, searching for his lost bones,” she muttered softly, but he heard her.

He grinned at her rebellious parting shot. This was about to get interesting. He had known Ambra the friend for so long that he was now curious, and his appetite had been whetted to know her as a desirable woman. His woman for the weekend getaway.

“What do you think you are doing?” His attention now shifted to his brother, who looked annoyed with him.

“Exploring something new.”

“This is not a time for you to be joking around, especially with Ambra, and now that we are about to launch our own tech company together.”

“Don’t worry about me and Ambra. She is a big girl and knew what she was doing when she raised that final paddle and won the date with me.”

“Mich—”

He went up close to his brother’s face. “You stay out of my business and I will stay out of yours. Or do you think your obsession with Diamond to be okay, hm? I should talk to Mother and Father about what I—”

His brother stiffened and now interrupted him. “Fine. I will back off for now. Let’s go; I am sure everyone is wondering why we are missing,” Ben said coldly, an angry look on his face.

Michael felt guilty for throwing that in his brother’s face, but he didn’t need him in his business either. Ambra and he were grown adults and would deal with what had happened just like they always did.

He nodded and pulled himself together before following his sibling out the door and to the waiting audience of guests.


Chapter 2

Ambra sat outside in the parked rental car, looking at the Brooks’ grand chalet in the Swiss Alps.

She had so many memories of the times she visited there and spent time with Ben and Michael and the family. She smiled thinking of all the pranks that she and Michael had pulled on each other, or how they had ganged up on and tormented the family. The board games, the late nights sneaking outside after curfew to meet up, and even playing games of hide-and-seek. Michael loved that game. He got off on finding his hidden prey, as he liked to say, and she did too. Hiding from him and thwarting him at every turn had been a fun game between them, both trying to win until she’d get caught in her hiding place or their parents would come outside to get them.

They had eventually grown out of playing pranks but would still pull one here and there. This time, she thought she would play another fun one, as their lives were now getting busy. She and Ben were getting ready to launch a tech company, on top of him working with his brothers, and Michael had taken on more of the responsibilities at the hotels to lessen Carter’s load.

Their meet-ups had changed, as they had, and they were all going in different directions and getting involved in relationships. She had just wanted one more memorable moment; something that they could laugh about, but it had backfired horribly. She flushed with embarrassment as she remembered that day and the moment everything had gone horribly wrong.

“This is a bad idea,” Diamond hissed as she handed Ambra a paddle. The auction was in honour of one of the charities Diamond ran, raising money to build more shelters for the homeless. Ambra was so proud of her big sister because growing up, she never thought that she would be anything other than a trophy wife for her long-time boyfriend. Even though it was true that Diamond was engaged to Bryson Reid, a very famous quarterback whom she had been dating since private school, they had yet to get married, and she had found that she loved working with charities. It started out with just volunteering to get extra credit in school, but now she was running two charities; one for women and children who needed financial help and the other for building shelters for the homeless.

Tonight was an important night for Diamond. Not only would she be receiving the money to build more shelters, but there were also television news crews here covering the event, and that would give her charity organization more publicity for their cause. It was not the night for Ambra to pull her prank.

“Just pull Michael aside and tell him how you feel about him,” Diamond said in exasperation.

“Diamond, for the last time, we are just friends, and there is nothing between us. I will just raise my hand once or twice to freak the two of them out, then it will all be over with and his package will go to Summer.”

“Mark my words, this is going to backfire on you,” her sister warned.

Ambra bit her lip, reconsidering her actions. Her sister might be right. She was about to put back the paddle when she spotted Summer watching her with a smirk on her face. She recalled the words Summer had said to her one time when they had all gone out for drinks to celebrate Ben and Michael now helping to run the Brooks empire alongside their older brother Carter.

She had been in the bathroom washing her hands when Summer had walked in, flicking her long blond hair behind her. She had gone to stand alongside Ambra as she smoothed her nonexistent wrinkles from her face.

Ambra stiffened when Summer turned to her, a false friendly smile on her lips that didn’t reach her cold blue eyes.

“Enjoy your time with Michael while you can because once we become official, I do not share, and that time is coming very soon.” Ambra turned off the taps, water dripping from her fingers.

Summer reached into her small Chanel purse and pulled out her lipstick, putting the blush-coloured gloss on her overly plump lips, ignoring Ambra now as if she hadn’t said anything.

Ambra flicked her hands, letting the water splatter into the sink, and if some of it hit Summer, then that was just too bad. From the sound of Summer’s shriek, it did. Ambra grinned.

Ambra turned and went to the paper dispenser, pulling the paper out and drying her hands. “You clearly don’t know Michael or me well if you’re in here making that statement. We will always be in each other’s lives, whether you like it or not, and I don’t think you will need to worry about me so much because I doubt you will be together for long.”

Summer glared at Ambra, and then her eyes burned with vengeful glee.

“Sorry to burst your bubble, but you and Michael have known each other since private school, and he never noticed you as more than just a friend. But he has been pursuing me ever since the day we met. How that must burn, to not have the man of your dreams take any notice of you, hm. And you can try and say you are just friends.” Summer raised her fingers in air quotes.

Now it was Ambra’s turn to stare at her in cold fury.

“Anyone can see that you clearly want him from all your desperate attempts to get him to pay attention to you. If I were you, I would just bow out gracefully.”

Ambra felt a cold disdain for this uppity, entitled rich woman who knew nothing about her and Michael’s friendship. Nothing could come between the bond that they had.

And that’s why she decided to never mention to him that she was interested in being more than friends. She had developed a crush on him the moment he had dried her tears when she was turned down by a boy she had favored during their high school years. The end of summer dance was coming up, and she had asked Pearson to be her date, but he had turned her down.

Pearson had been her first high school crush, but those warm feelings had transferred to Michael when he was there for her when she had her first taste of a broken heart. For the first time, her best friend, who never took anything seriously in life, was not joking around or teasing her about wanting to date the class president Pearson McGee.

Michael had even stepped up and offered for him and Ben to take her to the dance, and she had accepted. They had dressed up in matching black pants, t-shirts, and black ties. The three musketeers.

That night, Ben had gone to get them some punch when a slow dance had come on. Michael had bowed dramatically in front of her, almost hitting his head on the floor, and she had giggled. The night had been so much fun with them dancing and laughing on the dance floor; she ended up feeling glad that she’d gone with them instead of Pearson.

Michael had taken her in his arms, keeping a distance between them, one of her hands in his and the other resting on his shoulder, while his other hand was on her lower back. She was suddenly nervous, feeling the heat of his hand on her back and the tingle where their hands met. She pretended to look around at the other dancers so that she didn’t have to look into his eyes. Ambra felt him move his hand slightly lower, almost down to the curve of her ass, and she stiffened, her eyes shooting to his to see laughter in his gaze and a grin that showed all his perfect white teeth.

She narrowed her eyes but then burst out laughing when he made a goofy face.

“That’s better; you were tense and acting like you didn’t want to be dancing with me. My feelings were getting hurt.”

She rolled her eyes because she knew that both Ben and Michael were well aware of how good-looking they were, but tonight they had decided to be with her instead of having their own dates, and that made their friendship very special. She would have done the same for them.

She relaxed and Michael pulled her closer. They were now cheek to cheek. Even though Michael was tall, so was she—they were almost the same height. Ambra was now resting on his hard chest, her bound breasts resting against his. Ambra had begun to develop fast when she hit 13, and she was now 15, almost 16 in a couple of months’ time. She was very developed, and as a runner and athlete, she needed extra padding and taping to keep her breasts from bouncing too much when she was running or doing sports. It had become second nature for her to just do that and not have to worry about her breasts spilling out.

But having them bound did not stop her from feeling Michael’s hard chest against hers, and she suddenly felt very hot. She shivered as a tingling feeling swept through her. She felt him stiffen, and he pulled his head back, his silver gaze searching hers, his pupils covering most of his silver irises. Her breath caught in her throat as his eyes lowered to her lips before flicking back up to meet hers. Her gaze was trapped by his as he stared intently into her eyes.

Her lips parted to say something, what she didn’t know, but then they heard, “Here you go. Sorry it took so long; I got distracted.”

They both turned and eyed Ben holding out the drinks to them. Ambra glanced over Ben’s shoulder as she took hers and spotted Diamond and her boyfriend manning the punch table.

Her sister looked composed and beautiful as usual, of course. She was wearing a sparkling silver dress, making her dark skin stand out, and the dress showcased her petite curves to perfection. Her sister glanced up and looked in her direction, her eyes narrowing slightly on Michael still holding her in his arms. Ambra pulled away, her face feeling slightly flushed, as if her sister could see that she now had a crush on her best friend. Diamond’s eyebrows lifted, and she grinned before shaking her head and getting distracted by the next person coming to get a drink.

Ambra sighed because she knew that when they got home, her sister would grill her on her dance with Michael, and she would tell her how she felt because she was confused about how Michael was making her feel and needed her older sister’s advice. Ambra and Diamond were like night and day. Ambra was sporty, while Diamond liked to look pretty and dress up, but they were so close and had a great bond.

“It’s okay, the song is almost over. If you will excuse me, I see Brinkley looking all fine and in need of a dance partner.”

Ambra switched her gaze to see one of the cheerleaders smiling at Michael and giving him a sultry look. Brinkley was a mix of Chinese and Black. Her skin was light brown, and she had long wavy hair that fell to her waist. Ambra sighed. Brinkley was one of the nice ones on the cheerleading squad, Diamond being the captain and the head cheerleader.

She felt Michael brush past her with his target in mind, and she sighed and took the other drink that Ben was holding out to her now that Michael had left. They spent the rest of the night together with Michael coming and going to check up on them, and at one point, they were all dancing together, including Diamond and her boyfriend Bryson.

That night, Diamond did try to question her, but Ambra told her she was tired and that there was nothing to talk about. And she was right. The next week, Brinkley and Michael made it official and started dating. After that, dating became a revolving door for Michael. Even Ben dated women here and there throughout the years, but not like Michael. And Ambra was no saint herself. Although she had serious relationships, she also sometimes had one-night stands.


Chapter 3

She suddenly jumped and let out a curse when she was broken out of her reflections on the past by a tapping sound on the driver’s side window.

Ambra turned to see a grinning Michael staring back at her. She scowled and kissed her teeth in annoyance, but she was also elated inside because this was the Michael she recognized and knew. He seemed relaxed, with a mischievous look on his handsome face.

She opened the door without warning, hitting him on his leg, and she heard a satisfying grunt come out of him, followed by a scowl of his own. She was the one grinning now.

He gave her a hug as she got out of the car and then turned to go to the back of the vehicle to get her luggage, which wasn’t very much.

The prize she had won was an all-expenses paid weekend trip to his family’s chalet in the Swiss Alps, and she hadn’t packed for more than a day or two. How long she stayed would depend on Michael’s mood. Piss him off and he could seek revenge or not talk to you for weeks; she had learned that the hard way whenever she said something that he hadn’t liked, or his brothers had done something to tick him off. She preferred retaliation over silence. She had never liked it when Michael was mad at her and would not talk to her, and she still didn’t like it to this day.

He looked into the trunk and pulled out her small bag that only held some overnight items. He glanced up at her as he closed the trunk. “You packed very light.”

She shrugged. “Didn’t know what mood you would be in and if I would be welcomed.”

He frowned and then came up next to her, putting his arm around her waist, startling her a little, and pulled her tight. His silver gaze stared into hers, his eyes a bit cold, but she also saw desire.

Ambra drew in a startled breath. She had thought she had dreamed everything that had happened in the conference room at the Brooks’ new hotel opening in New York, especially after she didn’t hear anything from him for a week before coming up here. Both had been busy, but she had received a text from the pilot of the Brooks’ private plane that she was to show up at the family’s air strip on the Thursday night to be in the Swiss Alps by the Friday, where Michael would be waiting for her. She had tried calling him, but his phone kept going to voicemail, and when she had reached out to Ben to see if he could get a hold of Michael, he had told her that Michael wasn’t responding to him either.

And now she was standing next to him, confused, her emotions swirling because this was not how she had wanted to be with Michael; not out of retaliation. This would ruin their friendship forever if he went through with it.

“Michael, I—” She was silenced by his soft but firm lips covering her parted ones. She felt her bag bumping against her side and back as he used his hand holding it to grip the back of her skull, keeping her still to receive his heated kiss. She tried to resist, but the way he was coaxing and playing with her lips had her melting into him and opening herself up more to receive his intoxicating kisses. He played and nipped at her bottom lip before suckling it into his mouth, and she let out a moan, her hands now gripping his shirt and pulling him closer.

He suddenly pulled away, and a protest escaped her as her eyes opened to see him regarding her coldly before turning to face the front of the walkway, dragging her along. She tried to shake herself out of the sexual fog he had put her in.

“Let’s get inside. Chef is almost finished preparing our supper, and I am sure you would like to shower and change into more relaxing and appropriate clothing for tonight. It’s a good thing I took the liberty of picking out your night wear because judging from the weight of this bag, all you brought to sleep in is a long-sleeved t-shirt and baggy shorts.”

She paused, but he continued to pull her along. More appropriate. If he thinks he is going to snap his fingers and get what he wants, he is in for a rude awakening, she thought.

“Michael, this has gone on long enough!”

“No, my bestie, it has not, and it is too late now. You should have thought about it before you tried playing games with my love life.”

“It was a joke,” she growled, trying to remove herself from his arm holding her to his side. But next thing she knew, she was seeing the world upside-down as Michael suddenly stepped in front of her and bent down, pulling her over his shoulder in a fireman’s lift.

“What the fuck do you think you are doing?” she shrieked and clutched the back of his shirt for purchase.

“You seem to be having trouble walking, so I am here to assist you to the door.” He grunted as he stood up to his full height with her weight on his shoulder. Michael might have been tall with a runner’s build, but he was very strong, and Ambra got distracted when she felt his muscles ripple underneath her hand.

“Michael.” She squirmed on his shoulder, trying to get leverage to straighten up.

“Be quiet, or I will slap that ass. And stop moving, or I will lose my footing and drop you. Annnddd no funny business either; I trained with your father too,” he reminded her and then paused to see what she would do as she continued shifting on his back.

She huffed and then folded her arms, clamping her lips firmly together. She decided to wait until she was safely inside to tear a strip off of him before going to the room she usually stayed in. She would avoid him until she left in the morning or until he saw reason.

“Glad you know who is the boss dear,” he said arrogantly and then chuckled. “Ah, ah, ah. I wouldn’t try that either,” he added when she moved her hand, inching it towards his back to give him a hard pinch, at the same time feeling his hand move up her leg towards her buttocks, giving it a warning pat.

If she wasn’t so angry, she would have found this situation funny, and maybe later, she would. But right now, she just wanted to get off this arrogant ass’s shoulder and give him something he would never forget.

“And no thoughts of bodily harming either; I can feel the heat from your brain churning with retaliation, and that is what got you into this mess in the first place.”

She paused, feeling hurt, and he fell quiet as he moved down the path to the door. He must have felt bad because he started rubbing her ass in a soothing motion, and she now began to feel heated for a different reason. Ambra thought to herself how his touch always affected her, and he didn’t even seem to notice that he was caressing her ass. At least, that was what she thought until he began to squeeze and feel the shape of her buttocks. She was wearing black leggings and her loose long t-shirt, which had moved up to pool around her waist. His fingers crept to the crack in her leggings. Ambra inhaled sharply.

“You have an amazing ass; why haven’t I noticed it before?” he asked himself absently, his voice sounding husky to her ears. Then she almost orgasmed when he continued nonchalantly, “Can’t wait to take the front and the back.”

She’d heard this kind of bedroom talk from a lover before, but hearing Michael say such things turned her on so much that she needed to get to her room and elevate her body, which was going into overdrive.

She was now wet and horny. A feeling of fear swept through her. She had always buried how she felt for him and how he made her feel when he was nearby, and now, she shouldn’t be surprised about how her body was reacting to his attention.

Michael was finally giving her what she had always dreamed about, and she was sinking fast. She knew that if she let them progress past this and he just walked away, she would be devasted. Because when he was done with her and this weekend, he would own her body, mind, and soul, and she would lose their friendship on top of that. She wouldn’t have her best friend to help her through this turmoil, so she was not going to lose that too.

Her thoughts scattered when he reached the door and opened it with her bag in his hand, twisting the doorknob and stepping through the door with her still on his shoulder. The smell of food hit her nostrils before he let her down from his shoulder to stand upright in front of him.

She sniffed again; whatever the chef was cooking smelled delicious, and she forgot her near panic for a minute when her stomach let her know she hadn’t eaten all day—she had been too nervous. Now all she could think about was food. She wondered what the chef was cooking.

As if he could read her mind, Michael grinned as he suddenly spoke. “I had the chef prepare your favorite surf and turf with garlic and herb roasted potatoes and beets.” He shuddered at the mention of beets. He once told her that he thought there was something seriously wrong with her to like eating beets with almost all her main meals. She didn’t know why, but she just loved to eat beets. They had to be boiled or baked, as she didn’t like the ones in a can or pickled.

“It will be ready by the time you’ve had a shower and changed into something comfortable for dinner. I am sure you need a hot shower after your long flight and the drive to the chalet. I just need to speak to the chef, then I’ll bring your bag up to the room.”

She opened her mouth to try and talk some sense into him again when he quickly pulled her tight against him, his lips pressed to her ear.

“Or would you prefer I take you right here and right now?” She gasped when she felt the semi hardness of him pressed in between the V of her legs, and then she moaned when his hands gripped her ass and arched her harder into his cock.

Ambra bit her lips and pulled away from him before she could melt into his body and take what he was offering. What she saw in his eyes had her turning and fleeing up the stairs. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her ass as she made her way up and out of sight, heading to the room she always used when she stayed there.

She closed the door, and her hand went to her chest, where her heart was beating out of control. Things between them just got intense so fast, and he was right. Maybe a shower and changing into her comfortable baggy sweats would cool things down between them in order for them to come to their senses. She had almost thrown everything away to ride the outline of his dick she had felt in his pants.

She squeezed her legs together because her pussy was heavy and wet with need. Tiny flutters began to signal that she needed to come, and she stripped off her clothes as she made her way to the ensuite bathroom. It held a massive shower with different shower heads, and she used the one with the hard jet of water to find her relief. She let out a long, deep, satisfied moans.

She jumped when she suddenly heard Michael’s loud string of curses followed by a door slamming closed. She paused, in shock. Shit! She had forgotten that he was supposed to drop off her bag. Then she began to laugh because when she was about to come, she was a screamer, and her moans came out high and low when her lover knew how to hit her spot just right.

She smirked when thinking Michael must have gotten an earful when he came into her room. Then she groaned when she remembered that she might have just called out his name.

She stepped out of the shower, her dark-brown skin glistening with drops of water. Grabbing a towel from the warming rack, she dried herself off and made her way to the drawer that stored almost every imaginable body lotion a guest could want. The staff that kept the chalet clean and stocked also knew what Ambra’s favorite body lotion was, and she pulled it from the selection, lathering her body in the creamy coco-butter scented lotion, loving how it moisturized her skin. It was named COCO after its maker, who she had met at Carter and Zahara’s wedding. Zahara’s best friend Coco made her own line of face and body creams for POC and was in the process of launching her hair products line.

Ambra sauntered into the bedroom just as her belly made a sound signaling that she hadn’t eaten since stopping for a quick bite before coming to the chalet. She paused, her eyes growing wide with shock. The bed had been stripped clean and the curtains taken down. The shutters were closed for privacy, and the whole room had been stripped of any clothes lying around. She moved to the closet in disbelief, knowing her overnight bag would not be there, but she still had to check.

She stood back, her anger and disbelief growing. Then she went over to the bed, where a red lingerie set was waiting for her. She snatched up the note beside it.

“I laid out a little gift for you. Wear it and come down for dinner. I am sure you are very hungry right now, as I am, but not for the same reason.” She could hear him grumbling the last part in her head.

Her eyes continued reading. “I took everything that you could possibly try to cover yourself with except the towels; very generous of me to give you that.” As she read, she could hear his sardonic tone in her head. “But don’t test me and use them to cover yourself because you will be eating completely naked if you try it. See you soon.”

She crumpled up the paper in fury and threw it across the room. It hit the wall and then dropped onto the carpet.

He was pranking her and trying to humiliate her as well. He was going too far with this, and she would not give him the satisfaction of letting him win.

She picked up the lingerie and saw that it was a wrap with a body suit. She growled. The body suit had cutouts in the front to expose her breasts and nipples, the wire bra on the outside to push her boobs up in offering. The crotch at the bottom of the suit had an opening for her vagina to be exposed, and the bottom of the back was also open to display her butt cheeks.

She lifted the wrap and saw that it would be long enough to cover a bit, better in the front, but not fully over her ass. Then she spotted another note.

“If you don’t come down in 15 minutes after the shower stops, I have a video of you in the shower, yelling my name. I will release it. How will that look to your family, friends, and clientele? You in the washroom getting off and calling my name. Proving to everyone that what you did at the auction was deliberate and not a joke as you claim.”

“You bastard, you wouldn’t dare.”

She saw an arrow pointing down on the paper and turned it over. “In a heartbeat, babe, and you should know that from our years of friendship.” She knew now that she should not have gone through with her attempt at a joke. She knew when Michael was really pissed off, he was like a dog with a bone until he felt satisfied with his revenge. She just never thought that he would turn that on her.

“I should have let Peter beat the shit out of you that day and never stepped in to help,” she said with fury, tears of hurt and humiliation trickling down her cheeks.

She swiped them away angrily and then went into the washroom to put on the lingerie. Once she got the body suit on, she looked at herself in the mirror. It fit her perfectly; the wire holding up her exposed breasts was just right, and she was very heavy on top. He must have had this specially made for her in order for her large breasts to fit through the openings and for the wire to hold up their weight. The suit was cinched at her tiny waist and flared out at her broad hips, the bottom covering half of her exposed buttocks but leaving her pussy exposed in the front. This lingerie was meant for his pleasure, and she began to get wet when she imagined his head between her legs at her exposed opening, licking and tongue-fucking her.

She turned to the side, and her eyes ran down her sculpted yet voluptuous body. Dressed in all red, she had to admit that she looked damn good in this.

Although Ambra usually dressed in loose, comfortable clothing, she loved wearing lingerie and had a closet full of tailored pieces.

She smoothed her hands down over the cotton lace, liking the feel of it on her skin, and cast her eyes up to her face to see the look of excitement on it, even though in her head, she was denying that she really wanted this, and from the feel of his cock earlier, he seemed to want it to. He might not like it, but he couldn’t stop his body from reacting to her as well.

She gave a half smirk, a new look of determination taking over her expression. If he thought he had the upper hand, she was about to turn the tables on him.


Chapter 4

Goddamn! Michael almost exploded into his silk pajama shorts when Ambra finally made her entrance into the dining area.

He got semi hard every time he thought about the feeling of her body pressed against his and the way she had melted into him when he had kissed her in the conference room. If his brother had not walked in, he would have taken her right there.

And now he had to grip the arms of his chair tightly to keep himself from lunging across the table and flinging everything off to have a taste of her. Hell, more than just a taste... He wanted to feast.

The way Ambra entered the room had his whole body at attention. She walked in like a sultry goddess in the red lingerie he bought her, her feet bare and looking cute enough to nibble on. He’d love to put her toe in his mouth to suck, and he wondered fleetingly if she liked getting her toes licked and sucked on. For some women it was a turn-on, and he didn’t mind pleasing them that way, but for some reason, with Ambra he wanted to do everything to her to bring them both pleasure.

His gaze took in her sexy walk, his eyes fascinated by the roll of her hips as she made her way to her chair. He liked how the red looked against her dark skin, and he had the lingerie specifically tailored to her body measurements with the help of her sister Diamond.

He flushed suddenly, like a kid caught gawking at something he liked, when she cleared her throat expectantly, standing by the chair and waiting for him to be a gentleman and pull it out for her.

Michael thought about adjusting himself, but then, he wanted her to see how he was reacting to her. So he stood up to make his way over to her, his stride cocky and confident that she would like what she was seeing. Michael took great pride in his appearance and loved working out. He was sculpted without being too bulky and liked the clean look on his skin. He had no facial hair and shaved his chest. He loved feeling women’s hands on his body and didn’t want anything to take away from the skin-on-skin feeling.

He watched her hooded gaze as he approached and saw her lips slightly part as she took in his form and his hard cock pointing towards her. Her lower lip got sucked into her mouth, and he let out a grunt of surprise when he felt heat go from his loins to his already hardened member.

Michael wanted those plump lips all over his body, especially wrapped around his member and sucking hard, which was ready for her.

He pulled out her chair, and after she sat down and he pushed her chair back in, he leaned down and drew her scent into his nostrils. He hummed out loud because he loved the smell of coco butter and the way it smelled on her. Then he went to taste her skin with his tongue, running it down the side of her neck. He heard her moan and then tilted her neck for him to give him more room. His fingers danced across the lace on her shoulders, and he began to tug it down when he heard a clearing of a throat. He straightened up slowly to glance over at the chef he had hired for the night. The man was supposed to cook and serve the meal, not come all the way in and stand there eyeing Ambra.

He arched an eyebrow, and the male chef mimicked him by raising his own, causing him to grin at the man’s arrogant and cocky behavior.

A friend of the family had recommended the chef when Michael had made inquiries to have someone at the chalet to cook meals for him and Summer for the date she was supposed to win at the auction held at his family’s hotel opening.

The man was a famous chef that owned his own chain of restaurants around the world. He also catered private events and was known for his discretion at all the elite parties he cooked at. Michael was sure the man had probably seen everything at these parties. He was also the heir to a major cosmetic company that he was set to take over when his father passed away.

Colin (Cole) Norris III was his name, and he was the ultimate player who refused to settle down and get married like his family wanted him to. The bio that Michael had requested was very detailed.

Michael could see why the man would appeal to women; he could cook, owned his own restaurants, would soon inherit an empire, and was good-looking on top of all that with his brown eyes and ginger hair.

He frowned, suddenly not liking it when Colin’s glance moved over Ambra in appreciation.

“What is it, Colin?” Michael snapped.

Colin raised his matching ginger eyebrows and smirked as he took a step closer to the table. Michael could see he was trying to get a better look at Ambra and what she was wearing in the dim light. “Appetizers are ready to be ser—”

“Is everything ready now?” Michael snapped, not liking that Colin had moved closer to get a better look at Ambra.

This was your bright idea, remember. You just wanted her to feel a little bit of the embarrassment you faced at the auction by making her come down in this skimpy lingerie, leaving her body exposed and vulnerable to him. AND IT’S A MISTAKE.

He hadn’t factored in the fact that he intensely disliked the way Colin was ogling Ambra in the almost see-through outfit he had picked for her to wear tonight. He was flushed with sudden heat and an overwhelming need to stake his claim and punch the man in the eye for daring to try and take a look at Ambra, who belonged to him.

He couldn’t control his sudden reaction of not liking anyone else seeing her this way. It surprised him.

Well, I am about to fix that.

Ambra turned in her seat to look at him, her eyes taking in his reaction. She then looked back at Colin, her eyes running over the man, and Michael could see her breath hitching in appreciation before her eyes flashed back to his to gauge his reaction. The minx.

God damn it.

Michael spoke sharply. “Colin, just bring everything out and that will be it for tonight.”

The man grinned. “But I haven’t finished dessert.”

“I don’t care; bring it all out and a can of whipped cream,” he said dismissively.

“Shouldn’t you introduce the chef?” Ambra asked. “Never mind, I am—” She grinned and leaned over, her hand outstretched.

Oh hell no.

“You will be leaving now,” Michael hissed, “this is not what I have paid you for.”

“Michael—” she chastised him.

But he was not in the mood for games. “We can skip dinner and go straight to fucking instead, so if you don’t want an audience when I fuck you, I’d recommend that you say goodbye to the chef now.”

She narrowed her eyes. They had a staring contest, and he shifted threateningly. She shrugged her shoulders; her only concession.

He heard her mutter, “Damn, at least let me enjoy my meal.”

“Yes, you shouldn’t get in the way of a hungry woman, man.” Colin laughed and then held his hands up when Michael made to step towards him.

“Well, this was interesting. If you need anything, you have my number,” the chef said with humor in his voice before taking his leave.

There was a moment of awkward silence between them as Michael tried to settle his emotions. He had been jealous of Colin for a minute there.

He was about to speak when the door to the dining room and kitchen opened back up and Colin entered, carrying a tray of food out.

“At least I am a gentleman, and from the amount of sexual tension and heat in the room and from the looks of the two of you, you will both need all the energy you can get for what is to come,” he said.

Ambra gasped and a short laugh escaped Michael—the man was right. He wanted to pounce on Ambra and embed himself so deep in her cunt that she wouldn’t know where she began and he ended.

Colin placed a few plates on the table in front of Ambra and then moved over to the side where Michael had been sitting to serve him.

He came over to Michael and in a low tone said, “Relax, or it is going to be over before it begins.”

“Have you seen her man?” Michael pointed out.

“True, right. Lucky bastard.”

“I am right here and can hear you both.” Ambra rolled her eyes.

“Well, if he doesn’t sati—”

Michael gave a low growl, and with another laugh, Colin was gone.

Michael paused, but when he saw Ambra reach for the water and gulp it down quickly, he knew he needed to relax and calm down. Colin was right; he needed a distraction, and eating would do the trick. He wanted it to be a good night for her too and not come off like an adolescent with his first girlfriend.

He tried, he really tried, but when she started eating, Ambra was making these sounds of pleasure over the food that he soon couldn’t take anymore. He was so fucking hard that he was going to burst, and he wanted to be in her when he exploded.

“Put the food down and come and ride my cock,” his finesse all gone, commanded gutturally.

She paused, holding a fork full of steak that she had been about to take another bite of and stared at him incredulously.

“What did you just say?”

“You heard me. I want you now. Take off the wrap.”

“Michael, we should really think about this, and I don’t appreciate you blackmailing me with that video.” She pointed a finger at him, her bosoms jerking in outrage.

“You know better. I never took a video. I just wanted you downstairs without having to break down the door.”

He then tilted his head and tapped his finger against his chin pensively.

“There, I have thought about it. Now take it off and come here.”

“I—”

“Stop denying to yourself what you want and what I want. I bet your pussy is wet right now for me, isn’t it?”

She firmed her lips.

He sighed, now sounding tired. “Ambra, I want you.” He stood up, showing her the obvious tent that was still in his boxers before sitting back down and pushing his chair away from the table. “And clearly you want me too, or you wouldn’t have raised that paddle.”

She still hesitated, irking him. He never had to work this hard to have someone fall into bed with him.

“You started this; now have the balls to act on it,” he taunted, knowing that Ambra could not resist a dare.

He was right. She put down the steak, giving it a longing look, and rose up to her magnificent height. He loved the fact that she was tall and that he didn’t have to bend down to reach her. His gaze traced the delicate structure of the bones in her face, which complemented her dark-brown eyes and lush lips. He watched as the expression on her face changed from uncertainty to anticipation, her eyes now showing a woman’s confidence that her man was going to like what he saw and did.

Not taking her eyes off him, she loosened the wrap and then shrugged the lace cover from her shoulders, letting it drop. He didn’t see it fall or realize that he had moved until he had both her luscious breasts in his palms and was bent over suckling the tight dark tip into his mouth before moving over to its twin. She was big on top, and he hadn’t noticed just how big until the lace body suit with the cutouts made them the features of the piece.

He lifted his head and gazed into her eyes, heavy from the pleasure he’d just given to her sensitive tips with his sucking. Now he was pinching and stroking them, causing her body to tremble.

“How?” he breathed.

“I used specialty minimizer bras, or I bind them.”

“Why?”

“It’s easier on my chest when I do sports and less jarring when I run or work out. Plus, I wanted to avoid the ogling. This just made it easier. Being big-breasted can be painful too.” She shrugged and then let out a moan when he began to massage them.

“When you are with me, don’t confine them,” he ordered and then lowered his head, running his tongue down her neck to her breastbone and then onto his target. Her areola covered a good portion of her breast, and her nipples were big and plump. He pushed her breasts together and suckled one dark berry into his mouth and then the other before pulling both in at the same time, swirling his tongue back and forth as he sucked. He felt her hands in his hair, gripping his strands tightly, and he listened to the sweet sounds of her cries.

He moved his leg in between hers, knocking them apart for him to delve his hand down and cup her pussy. He had been right—she was wet, so wet that his hand was coated in her essence.

Micheal began to move his head down her body, licking and sucking every available bit of exposed flesh until he reached the heat of her. He took her leg and lifted it over his shoulder as his mouth hit her core and his tongue entered her slick velvet pussy. She tasted delicious, and he was a man that liked to slowly savor a good meal. He took his time exploring her while she screamed and begged him for release. Her moisture was in his mouth, cheeks, and chin. He was enjoying his feast and could have tasted her all night, but another part of his body needed release, and from the way her legs trembled, he didn’t think she would be able to stand it much longer either.

In one fluid move, he picked her up and switched placed with her, taking her seat and setting her down on his lap with her legs around his shoulders, feeling her cross them to tighten her hold. He pulled a condom out of his boxers and raised it up for her to see. He felt her pull it out of his hand and tear the foil open. She blew into it and then handed it to him. He lifted himself slightly, pulling his shorts down over his hips, exposing himself until he was able to get the condom on after a couple of attempts. He immediately plunged into her, giving her what she wanted. She came within seconds, squeezing his face so tight that he struggled to breathe, but it was worth it to hear that scream and the string of curse words that followed.

Yup, if a woman isn’t screaming, moaning, babbling incoherently, or leaving scratches on your body, you aren’t doing your job.

But hearing Ambra hit him differently, and he almost exploded along with her. He lifted her off him and impaled her midway down on his cock.

“Hold on,” he ordered, and she complied by wrapping her arms around him. He took her mouth as he again surged up the rest of the way into her tight, pulsing heat. He felt her moisture coat his cock and thighs. He wrapped an arm around her, pulling out and plunging back in, lifting both of them slightly up and down with the force of his thrusts.

The feel of her squeezing him and moving her hips in time with his was sending a tingling sensation up and down his back. His breathing was becoming labored as he tried to stop himself from coming too quickly. It felt so damn good to be inside of her, and the feeling of her hard nipples hitting his chest as they moved up and down from the force of their fucking made his balls contract to the point of pain. He wanted to be deeper inside of her and lifted them off the chair to the table, where he pushed the plates out of the way. She lay back, hooking her legs high over his hips, and he lowered himself so they were chest to chest, finding her mouth again.

He swiveled and plunged himself deep inside of her, grunting loudly when she clamped down hard on him, holding him still for a second. He jerked and finally lost it. He raised her leg higher, bending it towards her shoulder, and pounded hard and fast into her pussy. She raised her head off the table and sank her teeth into his shoulder as another orgasm rocked her, triggering his. He shut his eyes tight as his jaw clenched from the intensity of his orgasm. He could feel his body jerking over hers as his ejaculation tried to rival the essence dripping out from her orgasms.

He dropped heavily on top of her as they both tried to catch their breath, tremors racking her body while he continued pumping till there was nothing left. He kissed her sweaty shoulder and then turned to whisper in her ear.

“Now you can eat.”


Chapter 5

Ambra woke up slowly. She could feel the heat of the sun through the windows on her face, and the sunrays were beginning to bleed through the darkness of her closed eyelids. Her heart began to race in excitement as the images from last night flooded her brain, and she became aware of the soreness and stickiness between her legs. She and Michael couldn’t keep their hands off each other the whole night. The desire between the two of them had been burning out of control. Even when they were exhausted and too tired to move from their collapsed positions on the bed, their bodies still found a way to be joined together, and they started the dance all over again. What a night it had been, and now all of it would have to end. She couldn’t go another night like this and walk away from him whole.

Her eyes popped open when she felt the pad of his fingertip trace around her burgeoning nipple. It hardened within seconds, so tight now with need for him to take it in his mouth and suckle on it, his rough tongue running over the sensitive flesh. She wanted to arch up, enticing him to pleasure her.

But she grabbed his hand instead, stopping him.

“What?” he asked huskily before his head dipped low to nibble on her exposed neck and shoulder.

She sighed, loving the little nibbles and sucking. Her legs began to shift restlessly, and with more willpower than she knew she had, she shifted away. She grabbed the blanket that had moved down to her waist while she slept—or it might have had some help, judging from the mischievous sparkle coming from the silver pair of eyes looking down at her.

Her eyes shied away because the man looked like a cool drop of water for a parched throat. His hair was mussed from last night and sleep. His eyes were still sleepy but held heat in them, his lips just as swollen as hers from all the kissing. She didn’t think it was possible to kiss someone for such long periods of time, but she found his kisses irresistible and felt bereft when his lips weren’t melded to hers. The shadow of stubble on his jaw emphasized his dark looks. She wanted to feel that stubble all over her and sucked in her breath, now trying to move away from him, using her bum and legs to begin to shift over on the bed. But then she saw movement out of the corner of her eye, and before she knew it, he was on top of her, widening her legs further to make room for him. Michael was hard again. He pumped twice against her slick core and gave a low, satisfied chuckle, which she responded to by arching into him.

Her eyes narrowed and her mouth opened.

“Don’t.”

She snapped her mouth shut and arched her eyebrows.

“Don’t try and pull away from me and make excuses,” he said when she was about to start making excuses.

“It’s not excuses, Michael,” she hissed, biting her lip to stop the moan wanting to escape her. Michael was slowly rotating his hips and then thrusting forward; she could feel his head through the sheets.

“Stooop,” she stuttered out. “We need to talk.”

“Fine, talk then, but you will have to do it while I continue to do this.” He punctuated his words with action as he did the swivel motion again and moved his leg under her, drawing the blanket tighter against her wet pussy.

She could now feel the tip even more as it pressed harder against her entrance.

Ambra couldn’t help herself. She wrapped her hands around his shoulders, squeezing them with each pass and arch of her body.

“Go ahead, I’m listening,” Micheal said huskily, his voice also carrying a tone of cockiness.

“Bastard. You are not playing fair, and I am being serious here.” The last word came out a little higher because when she moved her hands to his shoulders, the top part of the blanket had lowered, exposing her breasts. He was thrusting hard now, making them bounce and jiggle from side to side, his avid gaze watching them, mesmerized.

He shifted slightly, not slowing his pace, and his big hand cupped her naked breast, almost swallowed by the largeness of it.

“How could you have kept these girls from me, Ambra, hm? Especially this juicy berry, so sweet against my tongue.” He lowered his head and pulled the hard, turgid dark peak into his mouth, sucking hard, just the way she loved it. She could feel her body ready to explode.

“I know you are sore, but I want to take you again right now.”

“Michael.” She sighed and raised her hands to grip his hair, pulling his head away from her. He released her in protest with a slick pop of his mouth.

She glared into eyes—so dark now, his cheeks flushed from his arousal and need to take her.

“Alright, one last time, but after we have to talk.”

He just nodded his head as if to say, ‘Sure, whatever you say.’

This caused a quick burst of laughter to erupt from her before she moaned, because even though she had a strong grip on his hair, he still managed to get her nipple back into his mouth, his hand squeezing the plump flesh and raising it up to his lips. He suckled it in deep to the point where the nipple and some of her areola disappeared into his mouth.

His teeth and tongue raked across the nib until she was thrashing and mewling, arching hard into his cock.

“Jezus, I need you now. I can feel your wetness on my cock,” he whispered against her skin. He then moved his upper body away from her to reach the nightstand, where he had put several condoms the night before. He grabbed one and tore it open with his teeth while saying, “At this rate, we will run out before tonight. We will have to go to a drugstore soon.”

“Michael we—oh fuck.” He was inside of her before she could even get started on... Wait, what was I about to say? Oh my God, never mind. Her brain stopped working as her toes curled. Michael was moving his hips so that his cock could hit her in the right spot. She opened her eyes to watch his face; she loved seeing his expression of concentration and satisfaction as he lost himself in the hard clasp of her pussy. She was a little surprised to also see a look of triumph on his face.

Cheeky cocksucker. With that thought, when he pulled all the way out, she made her move and used her hands and legs to flip him over and under her.

His look of surprise now had her grinning in triumph for a second, but that was all the time he would allow her to gloat until he wrestled himself back on top, this time with her front pinned to the mattress. He chortled with glee before she did a fireman’s plank lift and threw him off her and down to the floor, but he took her with him, and they ended up on the hard floor, making ‘oof’ sounds and groaning. When they both had caught their breath, the wrestling for control began again, all around the massive room. The struggle lasted until Ambra got the upper hand and had him completely pinned and unable to move. He had to tap out on the floor with the only free hand he had available.

They collapsed next to each other, laughing their asses off.

“Still undefeated,” Ambra bragged as she took extra air into her lungs. She was very sweaty and a bit out of breath.

Michael harrumphed. “I am out of practice; we haven’t wrestled like this since we were kids,” he said with a grin on his face as he moved his arm under his head to support it. He then pulled her over to his chest, pressing her cheek into his sweaty pecs.

She gave him a slap, to which he just laughed before releasing her to rest her head there willingly.

“Yeah, we had so much fun as kids together, and poor Ben didn’t have a chance when we teamed up to wrestle with him.” They both broke out in laughter at the memory, then wound down. Ambra smiled at the cherished memory and then began to panic again because everything had changed between them overnight.

“Michael, I should go before—”

She quieted when she felt him press his finger against her lip.

“Let’s worry about everything after this getaway is over. We can talk it out on the Tuesday, when you are due back and the package ends.”

“But—”

“No buts, Ambra. Can you deny that you are enjoying this and that the sex is amazing and off the charts? Let’s just have this wonderful weekend together. No bringing up the past and us being best friends; just a man and a woman enjoying each other for a little while.”

He tipped her chin up so he could read the answers in her eyes. If she was being honest with herself, she didn’t want this weekend to end. But it wasn’t just the weekend. She wanted more than just that. But she nodded in agreement. She wanted every memory of this weekend to take with her when this all ended.

He bent over, his mouth capturing hers in a deep kiss before whispering against them, “Aren’t you curious what else I have in store for us?”

Heating up again, she moved her head back to see if he was serious. “What, it’s not all about sex, sex, and more sex?”

He grinned. “Yes, of course, but I need to give my pussy a break here and there.” She raised her fingers in a pinching motion, and he laughed. She loved hearing the sound. It was deep and rich and infectious.

“I have something planned for us this afternoon.”

“What are we going to do?”

“I booked us train tickets for a trip over the valleys and mountains that make up some of Switzerland. There’s also a late afternoon meal on the train, followed by a couple’s massage in the last spot we get off at.”

She squealed in excitement and attempted to get off the ground. Another of her guilty pleasures was spending time at spas. She loved to be pampered and to take care of her sore muscles, especially after a good workout.

“Where do you think you are going?” he growled as he pulled her back down towards him.

“To get dressed. It must be late morning, and I am sure we should eat and shower, and...mmhmm.” He silenced her with a deep kiss.

“Later, we’ll have plenty of time. First we need to finish something that we started earlier.” He looked down his body, and her eyes followed, taking in his defined chest, his six-pack abs, the chiseled V of his hips, and finally, his fully erect member. It looked tight and huge and in need of release.

She reached out with her hand, clasping his girth with her fingers, squeezing and pumping the stiff rod until precum began to glisten on the tip. She raised herself up higher and was going to lean down and take him into her mouth when he suddenly said, “I have another hole in mind. Get on your knees and hands; I want that juicy ass of yours this time.”

Ambra felt liquid drip out of her as she became even more turned on and moved herself into position. Instead of bracing herself on all fours, she bent her arms down until her ass was in the air and her chest was against the floor.

“Damn, woman,” he said as she heard foil ripping. Then Michael used both his hands to grip and caress her firm buttocks. She felt his breath on her and felt the kisses he rained down on her flesh, as if giving reverence to her globes, before he dipped his fingers into her wet core, stimulating her there.

“Here, put this underneath you. Don’t want to get rug burns on those pretty breasts.” She saw a flash of white and recognized one of the fluffy pillows from the bed. She did as he said.

As he plunged his finger into her, he added more of them until she felt full and wet. He then wet his fingers with his mouth and plunged one into her hole. He continued this way until he added another finger. Ambra moaned at the feeling of having both ends penetrated, her juices running down her legs.

Her first time being taken that way hadn’t been the best. It had been rushed, and her partner hadn’t taken the time to prepare her the way Michael was. But she had been okay with it. She was now very excited and needed to come.

Michael removed his fingers and braced his legs against the back of hers. She could feel his head at her rim, and he slowly entered before retreating and then pushing back in. They were both moaning.

“So damn good, sweetheart. So damn tight.”

He pulled his fingers out of her dripping pussy and gave her ass a hard slap that had her squirting as he entered her completely. He then added his digits again and began to work them in tandem, his cock pulling out to plunge back in as his fingers withdrew and reentered. She began to cry out from the intensity.

“This ass and this pussy; all mine to take. You feel so fucking good.” He began to increase his pace, his thrusting now sharp and fast. He was moaning and grunting low with each arch and dip of his hips and fingers. She was so wet, and just like that, she came hard, pulsing around his fingers while they kept up their rhythm.

“I promise you this will be a weekend you will never forget,” she heard him whisper darkly. She was about to stiffen when he pulled his fingers out and gave her another slap on her ass that had her groaning. Then he entered her holes again and did that over and over until she came hard again, screaming his name as he shouted with his release.

He collapsed on top of her, both of them sweating from their coupling. He rolled off her and got to his knees, giving her ass another slap and watching the globes jingle as she lay there, panting and watching him.

“Don’t just lie there; the day awaits. Come on, let’s shower and get ready,” he said. She was glad to hear that he was at least out of breath. Then she squealed as he grabbed her and carried her into the bathroom in another fireman’s hold.


Chapter 6

Michael walked down the stairs, scratching his naked stomach and then rubbing it as it began to rumble. It was late in the morning, and he and Ambra hadn’t eaten yet.

He smiled because she was still passed out from the day they had yesterday and then the sexathon when they got back later that evening.

He’d planned a scenic train ride on the Golden Pass Express that took them from Montreux through Gstaad and Zweisimmen, ending in Interlaken, where he had booked a spa day. The spa had amazing views of the mountains from the pools and hot tubs, where they had relaxed before getting massages and enjoying a light meal.

On their way back to the chalet, they chatted as they marveled at the beautiful scenery visible through the big windows of their first-class seats on the train. They sipped their warm beverages and leaned against each other, enjoying the day. He had never felt so relaxed and aware of a person at the same time. The sexual tension between them and the banked heat was always ready to ignite. He now wanted her all the time and anywhere. But it wasn’t just the chemistry between them. He was now noticing her as a beautiful, desirable woman.

Michael found that he just wanted to spend time watching her laugh. Her laughter had always been infectious to him, but now he was seeing her as a woman and a lover—not his best friend. He had never noticed how plump her lips were and how he had to hold himself back from constantly wanting to kiss them. Or her smile, and how it lit up her whole face. Or those long lashes that swept down to cover her cheeks when she slept or blinked. The way her dark eyes widened when she saw something she liked and turned to look at him with happiness. That twinkle in her eyes when she teased him. The way he was constantly touching her, liking the feel of her skin under his hand. He even held her hand when they left the chalet and felt off when he had to release it to do something, or when she needed it. Then he would grab it again as soon as he could.

The clothes she wore made him want to take them off so he could gaze at the magnificent body underneath. He was semi hard in her presence all the time, wanting to again plunge into her soft, wet cavern. He could tell she was not immune to him either from the way her breath would quicken when he was close and the way she would lower her eyes, her tongue poking out to lick her bottom lip. That move always brought him to full attention. He found her cute and sexy at the same time when she did that.

Her moans and screams he could not get enough of either. It was like music to his ears, and he couldn’t stop himself when he heard her doing that. To his surprise, Ambra also moaned like she was orgasming in her dreams while she was asleep, and he took great pleasure in bringing more out of her.

He smirked. They had almost missed the last train back because hearing Ambra moan as the masseuse worked out her knots had driven him crazy to the point where he told the two women to leave, paying them handsomely to let him finish his date’s massage. They had looked at the amount and shrugged before leaving them in peace. He had to use the pillow to muffle her screams, or they would have gotten kicked out.

When they were done, they were greeted by a very angry manager and were told to not come back. Until Michael also gave him money, which changed his attitude pretty quickly. They didn’t have time for a quick bite but stopped at a small café, where Ambra ordered fries and was happy to see that they also served ice cream. He ordered fries too and then nearly upchucked his when he saw what she was doing. He stared at her as if she had sprouted horns. The woman was dipping her fries into her ice cream and making ecstatic sounds.

“What are you doing?” He made a face.

She grinned. “What, haven’t you tried French fries dipped into ice cream before? It’s delicious. Try one.”

She wiggled the offending piece of food in front of him.

“Nah, I’m good. Going to stick with the traditional way of eating my fries. That is just gross.”

She made an airplane motion with the fry to try and get him to open up, but he pressed his lips together firmly.

“I should leave you stranded here for that awful display—mmhmmph.” He reluctantly chewed on the piece of cold, soggy fry that she had shoved in his mouth. He tried it, he really did, and when it went down, it almost brought some of the other fries back up with it.

Ambra laughed and swatted his arm. “It’s good, stop playing.”

He gulped it back down and then took a sip of the coke he had ordered to drown out the taste of the fry in his mouth.

She grinned and then squealed when he took her mouth in a kiss as punishment for giving him that foul thing. But the kiss changed quickly as he became more interested in tasting her mouth. His tongue slipped to the slightly parted seam of hers, running it back and forth till she sighed and opened herself to him. Her cold fingers caressed the back of his neck and he growled, loving her touching him. He hadn’t known that he was sensitive there until she started doing it when he was buried deep inside of her and they were moving as one.

He pulled away before he lost control and stared into her darkened eyes, showing her need and desire for him. Michael was glad that Ambra was very responsive to him and let him see how much he affected her. Her face and expressions no longer held nothing back.

Michael took the last step down the stairs and made his way to the kitchen to find some champagne and orange juice to make her a mimosa—one of her favorite drinks—and to see what food was available so he could prepare her breakfast in bed.

He stepped into the kitchen, where sunlight was pouring in through the big windows, and spied that Colin had been by earlier. He walked up to the tray of food already laid out with a note propped on it.

It was a pleasure to work for you and Ambra. Take care of her, she is one of the ones you fight to keep…

How did he know Ambra’s name?

He continued reading.

You had to sleep sometime, and I was here yesterday when she came down looking for a snack to eat and got to know her.

Why did he just imagine Colin grinning when he said that? He scowled, not liking that Colin and Ambra had met up and had a discussion while he had been oblivious.

See you soon. Attached is the bill for my services.

He took the invoice from the back of the letter and then whistled. “You are one expensive bastard.” But it had been worth it.

After the dinner that first night, Colin had made himself invisible to them. He was always there making something for them before they could even think about it, leaving it for them to find. Michael glanced down at the breakfast tray. There were homemade waffles with maple syrup in small shot glasses, fresh fruit in a small bowl on the side, and squeezed orange juice and coffee. A blooming red rose completed the tray next to a mimosa for Ambra. Nice touch.

Everything looked good, and he hoped to fill her belly to her satisfaction. While she was relaxed, he would propose that they continue what they started here when they headed back to New York. He hadn’t thought everything through yet, but he knew he didn’t want things to end between them. He hoped they could continue with this until it was out of their systems, then they could go back to being just friends.

He suddenly wondered why he felt a knot in his stomach at the thought that they could go back to being friends after this. It didn’t sit well with him, but before he could continue to ponder on this feeling, his phone in his pocket rang.

He had turned on his phone today to see what he had missed and had given Ambra her phone back too. It was on her side table, but he had put it on silent so that she could continue to sleep.

He had of course ignored all the calls and text messages from his brothers. He wasn’t ready yet to hear them chew him out over Ambra again. His mom and dad had gone away on a cruise and would not be back until next week, but he had received texts from his mother checking up on him.

They had kept the weekend together from their parents, knowing that Ambra’s parents were away for their annual hike, meaning they’d be off-grid with minimal access to communication for the duration of trip. So, they hadn’t heard about what happened at the auction put on by Diamond.

He gazed down at the number on the ringing phone and was surprised to see who it was. He had thought that he would never hear from her again, especially after the heated conversation they had after the events at the hotel opening.

“Summer,” he said as he tucked the phone against his ear, ready to grab the trays, but then he paused when he heard her sniffling.

“Michael, I am so sorry for what I said. I want to see you. We need to talk. Where are you now?”

He stood stock-still. “Michael are you there?” He heard her sniffle again, her voice sounding husky.

“Yes, I am here. Summer, what is this? What do we have to talk about? You said what you needed to say to me last time and that you were with someone new,” he said harshly.

“I know, and it was a mistake, Michael. I miss you so much. Don’t you miss me?”

He rubbed his fingers through his hair in agitation, his feelings for her resurfacing after hearing her voice on the phone. “Summer, I—” He heard a noise from upstairs where Ambra was sleeping and knew she was getting up. Ambra didn’t wake up like normal people. She usually floundered around first, sleepily bumping into things as she made her way to the bathroom. He figured she must have knocked over something on the way to relieve herself, and he smiled.

“Michael?”

“Yeah, still here. Just going to head to the study to finish our conversation.” He decided to leave the kitchen just in case Ambra came down while he was still on the phone with Summer.

He entered the study and closed the door slightly behind him, then walked over to the windows, staring out at the view while Summer continued to pretty cry in his ear.

He sighed. He didn’t feel moved like he used to before, and that was mostly due to Ambra and the fact that Summer had tried to hurt him by throwing a new lover in his face.

If he really thought about it, he thought maybe doing something special for Summer would finally make her notice him and want to be with him. Hell, he had even contemplated settling down with her at one point but had been having doubts. He had hoped that this getaway would cement everything for him, but he now realized it would never have worked with her. It had all been about the chase and her beauty, not the woman inside. With Ambra he got the whole package: beauty, friendship, intelligence, and a lover that fulfilled every need he had.

His attention was caught when he heard Summer say, “Did you go to the chalet? Did you really take her with you and give her the romantic package intended for me?” The last part came out bitter.

“Yes, I came to the chalet with Ambra. I told you I was going to do that. She won the prize.”

“But did you follow through on the plan to get revenge and humiliate her like you told me you were going to do?” she asked.

He sighed. “I told you I was only doing this for revenge and to humiliate her because I—” He turned to look at the door because he thought he had heard something. He strode over to it, opening it quickly, but no one was standing there. He glanced around, and seeing nothing, he shut the door completely.

“Things have changed, and I no longer want to get back at Ambra.”

“You fucked her?” Summer shrieked loudly in his ear, causing it to pop.

He stiffened in anger. “It is none of your business who I take as my partner. We are not together Summer, and I don’t think we will work. We should just be friends.”

“All that chasing me...all the promises you made to me, stringing me along. You selfish bastard!”

He raised his eyebrows. “You mean you kept me spinning, and now that I am no longer interested because of your games, you want to turn this all on me?”

“You won’t get away with this, you owe me!” Summer continued to screech.

“Don’t threaten me; you won’t like the outcome, Summer. You know my family’s reach and what I can do,” Michael said, his voice ice cold.

“I—”

He heard the front door slamming, and dread hit him. He walked out of the study with Summer still talking in his ear, but he couldn’t hear anything but the sound of his pounding heart and then the sound of a car starting up. Ambra was leaving.

He had an overwhelming feeling that he needed to hurry and catch her before she could leave because he knew that she was fleeing because of what she had overheard. She must have made that sound at the study door and heard some of his conversation.

He threw open the door to see her reversing out of the driveway, her eyes focused on the rear-view mirrors before suddenly flashing up to his. She hit the gas pedal to continue going backwards down the driveway until she could find a spot to turn around.

Michael hung up on Summer, not caring that he had cut her off. He didn’t bother to dial Ambra’s phone because he knew she would not pick up. He texted her instead and stared at her when he sent her the message. He saw her pause for a second, the car slowing down, and grab her phone that was next to her on the seat. She glanced at the message and then narrowed her eyes at him before turning the car around and heading down the road.

He grinned and closed the door, sending one more last text before whistling as he went up the stairs to go change.

***

Ambra fumed at the messages Michael had sent her as she drove away from the chalet. She had been hurt, humiliated, and angered when she overheard the conversation between Summer and Michael. This had all been about him getting revenge on her. She couldn’t believe how the amazing couple of days spent with him had turned into ashes. She had left before he could humiliate her even more. It seemed he still wanted another pound of flesh from her.

When she had halted at the first ping of the phone, she knew she should have ignored it and now regretted seeing his messages.

He was pissed, and his threat had been loud and clear. ‘You know I love a good game of hide-and-seek. I so love the chase, especially if it is you. See you soon.’

She narrowed her eyes at him and then turned the car around as he closed the chalet’s door behind him. She heard another ping from her phone and kept driving as she swiped to see what else he had written.

‘And you will pay for taking what belongs to me away.’

She huffed, her anger rising. How dare he threaten her? She drove for a while to put some space between them, and then when she had gotten far enough, she dialed someone.

“I need your help.”


Chapter 7

Ambra sighed and took a sip of her rum punch before turning on the little fan she had brought with her to the beach, where she was resting on her lounge chair and using the umbrella for shade. She was at Coco’s family’s beachfront house in Barbados, where Coco had invited Ambra to stay for a while. She had arrived almost two weeks earlier.

No one knew that she and Coco had become friends after meeting at Carter and Zahara’s wedding. Coco had been the perfect person to call to find a place to hide for a little while before having to go home and face the vengeful wrath of Michael.

“How you are liking my Houdini act?” she asked out loud with a smirk, thinking back to the conversation she had with Coco when she phoned her after her weekend with Michael.

“I need your help. I need to go somewhere no one will find me for a while and—”

“Say no more! You could come here, but my condo is under renovations and is a mess.”

“Oh, maybe not. Sounds like I will just be in the way. Thanks anyways. I—”

“Wait, you can use my family’s beach home in Barbados. My parents are away visiting my brother for a couple of weeks, and the house is empty. It has been fully renovated, and we even have a guest house if you want to stay there instead of in the main house. They made changes after they moved back to Barbados last year. The house is fully stocked because the staff is there. I’ll notify them that you are coming.”

It had worked out perfectly for her, and she had taken the guest house, not wanting to use the main house. The main house was big and beautiful but was less personal and cozy like the guest house. She thought it was fate that she’d made friends with Coco.

Coco had been Zahara’s best friend since high school, and she and Ambra had struck up a conversation during the bachelorette party and then the wedding reception. Ambra had been surprised to learn that Coco was the owner of the skincare products she enjoyed using so much since it hit the market a couple of years ago.

Unlike Zahara, who wanted to focus on a men’s care line and had switched majors to become a chemical engineer, Coco had already gotten her degree and had started her care line out of her apartment while studying. The product was now being distributed all around the world.

Ambra was in the process of landing Coco as a potential client for her and Ben’s start-up tech company. She had offered to go in and set up some protocols on her computers and to help flag any attempted breaches. They were supposed to discuss it at the end of next week when Coco arrived in Barbados for her vacation, when she would also take Ambra around the island to see more of the attractions that Barbados had to offer.

Ambra paused as she was about to take another sip of her drink when she felt the hair on the back of her neck rise. She felt like there was someone watching her, and she discreetly turned her head, gazing at the people in the water and on the beach. Everyone seemed to be occupied with what they were doing; sunbathing, playing sports, or building forts in the sand.

Her eyes began to track someone in the water. His form cut through the waves with powerful strokes. Ambra froze. The person looked familiar as his head popped out from the waves.

No, it was impossible. Michael could not have found her that quickly and easily. He did not know about her friendship with Coco. He had been too preoccupied with Summer at his brother’s wedding to have noticed who she stopped to talk to, and they hadn’t had a lot of conversations in front of people back then. She had also been careful to turn off her phone so he couldn’t track it.

The Brooks had been known to do that, and she knew Ben would also try and track her down for Michael. She grinned, happy that she had bought a disposable phone when she landed in Barbados. She’d decided to just relax and enjoy the vacation, something she’d not done in a long time by herself. After leaving the airport, she had called Diamond and left her a message after it went to voice mail, explaining that she was going to be unavailable for a while and would be in touch soon. She had not a care in the world and was enjoying herself immensely in Barbados.

She had mostly been relaxing on the beach, drinking and getting fat from all the food she was eating here. So far, she had gone to Harrison Cove, shopped in Bridgetown, visited their gardens and spent a day at The Boat Yard participating in the activities there and then enjoying a late afternoon meal.

Coco had promised her a trip on the catamaran to visit the sea turtles and a jeep drive around the island. She was excited to explore more and to have someone who knew the island well to take her around.

Tonight, she was going to Oistins Fish Market for music and food. Coco had recommended that she go there especially on a Friday night, and she was excited to get dressed up and go out.

The man she had been tracking in the ocean suddenly popped up close in front of where she was resting, and she let out her breath. Even though he had a similar physique and hair coloring like Michael, that was where the similarities ended. The man had a beard and dark-brown eyes. He was very handsome and chiseled, with water beading on the hair on his chest, but he didn’t stir her the way Michael did. She sighed, turning around on the lounger, feeling a bit disappointed that it wasn’t him.

Girl what is wrong with you? she asked herself. If he finds you, the only thing he will want is more revenge. He is not interested in you.

Her lips firmed. She needed to keep reminding herself of that because she missed him terribly; missed how he woke her up when she fell asleep, the way he always liked to touch her, and the heat of him lying entangled beside her after having sex.

The day that they had gone on the train ride, she thought there was a new shift in their relationship, and that maybe they could become something more than just best friends turned lovers. But that hope had been dashed by the phone call she overheard.

“Can I put sunscreen on your back?” She turned her head and shaded her eyes to see the man from the water who she had thought might have been Michael. She had been wrong about something: his eyes were not just a dark brown but had flecks of gold in them. He was even better looking up close, and he piqued her interest. But she just arched her eyebrows.

“Sorry, I should introduce myself first. Hi, I’m Kyle Regland, and I just arrived yesterday from Chicago for a business convention that will be starting on Monday. I came early to enjoy my weekend here exploring before I get locked up all day for business. I am staying at the Bay Hotel, and I work for a company that manufactures equipment for the disabled. You can verify me at the hotel. Now does that help with me getting a chance to put sunscreen on you?”

She gave him an engaging smile. “Sure, thank you. Hi, I’m Ambra,” she introduced herself.

“Great,” he said with a smile, displaying his perfect teeth and lips. “Do you live here?” He pulled the top off the sunscreen and squirted the white cream into his hands before rubbing them together. She moved slightly over on her lounger for him to sit down and felt his damp skin next to hers. She let out a half shriek because he was cold from the water.

“Sorry, can I use your other towel? I left mine on the beach over there.” He pointed to a spot on the beach, and she could make out something on the sand before she turned and nodded.

“Yes, go ahead. To answer your question, no, I am just visiting too, but not for a conference. I’m just on vacation.”

He leaned over her and reached for the extra towel she had laid over her beach bag. He put it around his hips to absorb the water before sitting down again on the edge of her lounger and beginning to massage the lotion into her shoulders and neck.

“Hmmm, that’s good. Not here with anyone?”

She stiffened, and he paused.

“You seem to be here alone. At least, I am hoping you are alone, or me trying to hit on you will end up being embarrassing for me if you are taken. I’m asking because I don’t pursue married ladies...but for you, I would make an exception,” he joked.

“I am staying with friends, but to answer your question, I don’t have a significant other, so you can proceed with the flirting.” She worked up a smile, feeling a twinge of guilt. It was nice having a man show interest in her, and she was on vacation and here to have fun, not feel guilty like she was cheating on Michael.

She decided not to tell him that she was alone for now. You can never be too careful.

His strong hands felt nice on her body. Not only was he rubbing the lotion in, but he was also massaging some of the knots out of her that she hadn’t realized were there.

She began to moan when he hit some really good spots on her body and then felt something hard against her hip as he shifted around to get a better grip on her back.

She bit her lip, remembering Michael saying to her that hearing her moans always made him hard and he loved making those sounds erupt from her lips. She stiffened and pulled away.

“Thank you. I think I am all good now.” He paused in the act of reaching for the bottle again and shrugged when she turned around, now facing him.

She caught the look of male appreciation when his brown gaze took in the two-piece bathing suit she was wearing. It actually connected on the sides with thin strings of material and also came with padding in the bra to help secure her boobs, slimming them down somewhat. But Kyle seemed to love how they looked because his eyes flashed to hers, showing heat before he masked it and got up from where he had been sitting.

He shook the towel out and was about to lay it on the ground.

“If you go a bit down the beach,” she pointed to the right, “there is a stand that rents out chairs. No need for you to rest on the hot sand,” she suggested.

He glanced in that direction and then raked his hair through his now drying hair, moving some curls off his forehead. “Is that where you got your drink too?”

“Yes.”

“Another one? Yours seems empty.”

She nodded. While he had been looking at her, she had gotten very hot and needed something to cool her down.

“What are you drinking?”

“The rum punch.”

“Okay. Is it good?”

“Yes, I love it, but I have to warn you, it is very strong.” She grinned. It had taken her a minute to get over the fact that the cocktails here were heavily laced with alcohol, and she didn’t have to drink a lot to get a pleasant buzz on.

“My type of drink. Okay, be back in a minute.”

He dipped his head and took off in the direction she’d shown him to go for the drinks and chair.

When he returned, he brought over his stuff and they chatted for a while, drinking and getting to know each other, but the whole time Ambra couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being watched, so she couldn’t focus all her attention on Kyle.

They parted ways with the agreement that they would meet up at Oistins later. He had heard about it from the concierge at the hotel he was staying at as a go-to spot, and now he knew someone he could go with.

As she walked up the beach with her hands full, Ambra turned and scanned the beach again, looking at some of the houses. She thought she saw a glint or flash of something and squinted to see what it was, but then it didn’t happen again. Some of the beach houses were occupied, others rented out for people on vacation to use. She wondered if…nah, couldn’t be. She continued on her way. But as she walked, shaking the sand out of her flip-flops, she had a funny feeling that her time might be running out.


Chapter 8

Ambra was swaying on the bench she was sitting on as she listened to the song the DJ was playing on the stage. She took her last bite of the fried flying fish she was eating and licked the juices from her fingertips. She almost moaned because it tasted so good and had just the right amount of spice to satisfy her taste for heat.

“More?” a husky male voice asked next to her. She turned to see Kyle’s jaw flex and his eyes darken, the dim light putting him in a bit of shadow. His skin seemed darker from just being on the beach with her that afternoon. He lifted the foil-wrapped barbequed fish towards her lips, but she shook her head and gave him a grateful smile. She was full of all the food they had tried, saving the fish for last.

“Are you sure?” He searched her face before nodding, and with three bites, the fish was done for him as well.

Ambra took a sip from her juice, taking a break from alcohol. She wasn’t the type to like to get completely drunk and find herself throwing up in the bathroom the next day. She only drank enough to mellow her out, but that was it.

Kyle was sipping on a Banks beer, which was the Caribbean lager made in Barbados that the islanders drank.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” He raised his voice slightly so that Ambra could hear him over the music.

“Yes, and you?”

“Huh, didn’t catch that?” He brought his face closer to hers, making it seem like he was trying to hear her better, but when she went to repeat herself, suddenly his lips were very close to hers. She pulled away, putting space between their faces and repeated what she had said.

He didn’t look pleased at first but quickly schooled his features and gave her a smile.

She knew he was very interested in her. He kept complimenting her whenever he could, and she had to admit that she looked damn good.

Ambra’s dark skin had gotten even darker while in Barbados, and it had a healthy glow to it. She found she only needed minimal makeup and no foundation. The heaviest makeup on her was her clear lip gloss.

She was wearing a white two-piece jumpsuit. The top was cropped, displaying her abs, while the pants were narrow and tapered at the ankles. She wore gold sandals and bracelets and earrings to complement the look. She had washed her hair before coming out and had left it naturally curly instead of straightening it with a hot iron. The haircut she had gotten for the auction was starting to grow out, but it suited her tight curls that she was now sporting.

The audience erupted as the last beat finished on the Soca song, and the music then switched to a slow tune.

Ambra saw some couples move to the dance floor as the singer’s sultry voice started singing a slow love song.

“Would you like to dance?” Kyle asked, and she turned to see him wearing a pleading look on his face. She laughed and nodded, standing up, and he put his arm around her waist to escort her to the dance floor.

The music was beautiful; the night cool and not too hot. Ambra was having a good time and moved into Kyle arms, but she kept a bit of distance between them as they moved and swayed to the music. Gradually she felt herself being pulled closer to him until she was resting against his firm chest. She lowered her chin onto his shoulder and swayed her hips in time with his. She closed her eyes, trying to lose herself in the sensation of being pressed up against another male, but images of Michael began to dance in her head.

The way he held her in his arms at night when they were spooning, his touch, the sound of his voice, the kisses he liked to trail down the side of her face... The memories suddenly had her shivering. Kyle began to press her closer, his hands sliding from the middle of her waist towards her ass. She decided it was time to end the night with Kyle because no matter how hard she tried to forget him, Michael was in her head tonight. Her eyes opened, and she was about to speak when she spotted a very angry-looking Michael, dressed all in black, from his jeans to his shirt that was unbuttoned at the top, showing the bare expanse of his chest. His short dark hair complemented his skin, and his eyes looked dark and stormy as he strode towards them through the crowd of dancers.

Her heart sped up with excitement and then dread when she saw the cold expression of fury on his face.

“Shit.” She pulled back, but Kyle tugged her back into his embrace.

“Stop playing, Ambra. Can’t you feel how much I want you? Just let yourself relax into me.” He pressed a kiss to her neck, and her throat suddenly felt constricted when Michael paused for a split second, telling her all she needed to know.

“Let go of me Kyle. Or—” She trailed off when a woman from the crowd of people standing around watching the dancers cut in front of Michael and stopped him in place with a tanned hand on his chest. A feeling of jealously swept through her as Michael looked down at the petite woman, his gaze sweeping over her, taking her in. He then bent down to listen to what she had to say before he gave her his signature smile and stepped around her, his gaze refocusing on Ambra with a look that said, You haven’t moved away from him yet. Okay, watch what is about to happen when I get ahold of you.

He halted again when the woman grabbed his arm, but this time, he just pulled free, and Ambra saw the woman’s mouth fall open, surprised written all over her face that she had been denied.

She struggled again to free herself from Kyle’s embrace, and he finally let her go. She took a deep breath.

“What is going on with you? What’s wrong?”

Ambra let out her breath. Michael was finally in front of her, looking good enough to eat, even though she could see that he was pissed off. She raised her chin.

“What—”

She shifted her glance to Kyle to see him turn around and almost bump into Michael, who was now standing behind him. The two of them measured each other up, and then Kyle bowed and stepped to the side.

Ambra’s jaw dropped in shock. What the hell was this?

“Just like that?”

He turned his head to her. “Yes. I know a man coming to claim his woman when I see one, and even though you told me you were single, I could see you were mostly preoccupied and figured it had to be someone else. But I had to try. Good luck and good night.”

He leaned over and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “If it doesn’t work out—”

Michael’s hand clamped down on her arm, pulling her away from Kyle and into his arms. As they moved in time with the music, Kyle was forgotten just like that.

He stared down at her solemnly, not saying a word. She opened her mouth, but he raised his finger to her lips, tracing them softly before giving her a gentle kiss and then pulling her closer. She rested her head on his shoulder and blinked away the tears. She had been so hurt and missed him so much. She was going to take this moment and cherish it because she knew that after this, nothing was going to be the same. They had a lot to hash out.

They danced like that until the lights came on and people started to disperse to head home.

Michael slowly let his arms drop from around her ass, where they had been grinding against each other to the slow music.

“Let’s go. We have a lot of catching up to do.”

“Michael.”

“Don’t fight me because I am holding on by a thread not to take you right here and now,” he threatened.

She scowled, knowing that he would do just that, and turned to walk away with long, angry strides, Michael keeping step right behind her.

She signaled for a taxi, and one pulled up almost immediately. Before she could open the door, Michael was there to open it for her, and they both got in. She scooted to the far side of the seat, but he just moved closer to her, and she was trapped between him and the car door.

“You don’t need to sit so close,” she hissed.

He just bared his teeth at her and then laid a heavy hand on her knee, moving it up, his long fingertips resting close to the lips of her pussy, which were now swollen and wet from when they were dancing and she felt the hard press of his cock against her. She knew better than to fight him and didn’t bother to say anything else. They rode the rest of the way in silence, but of course Michael didn’t play fair. He kept moving his hand up and down her leg, getting closer with each pass. Her breathing became shallow, and she couldn’t help but let her legs relax, almost falling open. She wanted his touch, even if briefly. As if he could read her mind, his fingers grazed her sensitive flesh before moving away. The teasing continued until the taxi pulled up in front of Coco’s house.

Coming to her senses at the sight of Coco’s place, reminding her why she was here, she hurried out of the taxi and leaned down.

“This is my stop. I’m tired, and we can talk in the morning. Have a good night.” She closed the door and hurried up the driveway to the back gate, opening it and closing it behind her. Not looking back, she hurried with her keys, opening the door to the guest house and locking it once she was inside. She leaned back against it, holding her breath, her eyes closing.

Her eyes popped open when she heard the lock engaging. At the same time, her eyes spied the set of luggage lying on the floor next to hers in the bedroom. The guest house was an open concept, and the only room closed off was the bathroom. She had felt that she was being watched and it had been coming from her own damn house.

She was moved forward when the door opened behind her, turning around in time to see Michael stepping through with a cold smile on his handsome face.

“Hi roomie. Did you miss me? And Gotcha.”


Chapter 9

He would have found the situation funny, especially Ambra’s look of surprised horror, if he wasn’t so pissed that she kept trying to run from him and their situation.

“How?” she asked, her eyes growing big. “What?” she sputtered out.

He shrugged and then moved towards the white couch in the room, sitting down and patting the place next to him.

“Get out of here Michael,” she spat, and then he saw her go still.

“How did you get keys to Coco’s place?”

“I have to give you kudos for this one. I would still be searching for you if Zahara hadn’t let it slip where you were,” he said, ignoring her question.

He admired the merry chase she had sent him on—from booking plane rides from different destinations to keeping her phone off so he couldn’t get Ben to ping her location. He knew her parents were out of town. Diamond didn’t know where she was and wouldn’t crack even if she did. Besides, right now she was busy dealing with another situation that had cropped up while they were in Switzerland, and he was not looking forward to having to tell Ambra about it.

He was just going to keep that to himself for a little while because they still needed a little more time away together, and being here in a tropical paradise was the perfect place to continue where they had left off.

“Shit, Coco must have told Zahara where I was,” she muttered to herself before letting out an exasperated sigh.

He could see the wheels turning in that magnificent brain of hers, and he knew that she was now pondering how he had gotten the keys to this place. Especially since Coco had been helping Ambra stay hidden from him. He hadn’t liked that too much and had done some digging on her before he reached out and was surprised to learn about someone from her past, and now she had a certain matter/person on her hands that would keep her occupied and prevent her from joining Ambra on her vacation.

She strode up to him, looking down at him in like an angry goddess. “What did you do to Coco to get her to give you the keys Michael?”

He shrugged again and then spread his arms on the back of the couch. He wasn’t going to sugarcoat what he had done because he was sure Coco would be calling soon to spill what had happened anyway, especially after what he did.

“Coco took out a loan for her new line of products she wanted to launch, and the bank she took the loan out with does business with us as well. They were all too happy when I paid it off in full, so she now owes me the money. I wanted it all back in less than twenty-four hours, or she would owe me shares in her company in exchange and have to give me the keys to where you were hiding.”

He shrugged. “Well, she could not liquidate enough cash, so she signed over the shares and gave me the keys to her place here in Barbados.”

Ambra stood stock-still, disbelief and horror written all over her face.

He groaned internally because this didn’t exactly make him look good, but he might as well tell her the rest.

“I promised her that she would get the keys back when she came up with the cash upon my return. But she took too long and I decided to sell my the shares to her ex, and now he owns a good portion of her business.” He smiled before Ambra launched herself at him.

“You cold bastard. She didn’t deserve that.” She tried to drop her knee into his crotch, and he maneuvered out of the way while grabbing her and pulling her down on top of him.

“She helped you and kept you from me,” he bit out, containing his emotions. He had been worried and had missed her because he didn’t know where she was. The feelings that he had gone through had also hurt his pride. He had thought he would find her the next day, but it took him almost two weeks. If he hadn’t overhead a conversation between Zahara and his brother Carter, he would still be looking for her, or she eventually would have come out of hiding on her own, putting distance between them.

“She is lucky that is all I did. Besides, just look at this as me also playing cupid,” he groused as they struggled again.

She paused in her grappling and gave him a sour look with a side of disdain.

“No really, you wouldn’t believe what a small world we live in. Remember Colin the chef?” he continued when she just stared at him, blinking.

“Well apparently, they used to date in high school, but it didn’t end well. His family came between them, and Colin was a bit of a player of course. But I thought, why don’t I just reach out and see if I can’t get these two love birds back together? It would—hmmph...”

She landed a hard elbow into his stomach and tried to climb off him.

“Where do you think you are going?”

“Leaving. I have to try and fix this. She didn’t deserve that.”

“Don’t worry; she is fine. Colin is just going to mess with her a little and will then give her back her shares. It was part of the agreement we made when I let him have them. He will soon be too busy to continue messing with her and her company, as he will need to step up to begin taking over the reins of his grandfather’s business with his siblings.”

She gave him a look that said, Are you serious?

He sighed. He had been trying to keep his guilt at bay, and seeing how hurt and disgusted she was with him now, he knew he had crossed the line. “Okay, I did cross the line. I saw red for a minute. I will straighten everything out tomorrow. Besides I have to fix this anyways, if Zahara finds out, she will come for me, as will my brother.”

She stilled. “You are going to apologize to her and fix this, immediately.”

“Tomorrow. Now let’s focus on you.”

She stared at him in stunned silence for a minute, realizing that she was now trapped in his embrace. She raised her chin.

“Michael, there is nothing to discuss. We had the time away at your chalet in Switzerland as you promised—with a side of revenge, and now, we should just try being amicable to each other. I am partners with your brother Ben, after all.”

“Not even going back to being friends, hmm?”

Her brown orbs regarded him like he had lost his head. “No.”

“Good. Because we are now more than just friends.”

“Michael, we are not anything to each other. You are with Summer, and—”

He moved fast and had her pinned under him in mere seconds, his hand unsnapping her pants and delving inside to find the treasure he was looking for. Ambra was hot and wet for him, just the way he liked it.

“Do you really believe that after I have had a taste of your sweet pussy that I would want to go to Summer or anyone else? This is mine. You made it mine, and look how wet and needy it is.” He emphasized his point by entering two fingers into her wet cavern, and it sucked his digits in like a thirsty man finding water in the Sahara Desert.

Her hands were clamped on his shoulders and had been trying to push him away, but then he felt the sting of her nails as she gripped him when he removed his fingers to push them back in.

He leaned down and began to nibble on her neck, in the spot he knew she loved so much. “You see how much you missed me; can you feel how much I want and missed you and this?” he whispered.

He flexed his hips, and his hard cock hit the wet patch forming on her underwear and pants from him stimulating her with his fingers.

“Michael, don’t do this to me. I—” She moaned when he curled his fingers.

“Ambra, we have been dancing around this since we were teenagers, both not giving in because of our friendship.” She stared up at him in surprise.

“Yes, the night of the dance I would have kissed you, but you pulled away, and then the moment was lost. And then the next day, you acted like we were just buddies again. I buried my feelings so deep and moved on. It took being at the chalet for me to face what has been between us for a very long time.”

“But you were so angry.”

“Yes, I had buried me feelings for good and was moving on with someone I thought I wanted and would marry.” He felt her stiffen. “Yes marry, after seeing the love between Carter and Zahara and my beautiful nieces. I wanted to settle down and have children and thought that Summer was the prize to finally win over.” He watched as Ambra’s lip quivered and a look of shame, guilt, and hurt took over her delicate features.

“But I was wrong, and I am so glad you took the paddle and did what you did, because the weekend at the chalet was more than I had bargained for. It opened my eyes to what you really mean to me and that you were not just my best friend, but the woman who I craved like no other.”

He bent over and kissed her lips before whispering over them, “Her touch, her smell, her sighs, her sexy voice, her mind and how smart she is, her ability to keep up with me and challenge me at every turn, and the feeling of her lips against mine.” He nibbled on her lips. “Our bodies moving in sync together. And I would move heaven and earth to continue exploring what we have started at the cottage. Make no mistake, now that I’ve got the taste of us, I want more and will do everything in my power to have you by my side.”

She looked at him in wonder, but he could still see hesitancy on her face. He understood why. Going from friends to something more was something they would have to get used to.

“No Summer?” she asked.

“No. She is in my past now, and I want to explore the possibility of us having a future together. Will you give us that chance and stop running away from me? As you can see, I don’t react very well to you denying us.”

She scowled. “Don’t blame that on me. You Brooks brothers just love your power trips, blackmail, and trying to crush anyone in your path.”

“True, but that’s why you need to be around me all the time to bring me down a peg or two and to make sure I behave.” He grinned.

She grinned back and then nodded. “You know you loved going all alpha. And how excited did you get when you found me, hmm?”

Ambra reached between them and cupped his hard cock in her hands.

“Very excited. And I am about to show you.”

He began to strip off both their clothes, and then he sank himself deep into her. They both sighed. They fitted together perfectly, just like he had said.

Michael was fighting the urge to just fuck her quickly, but something in him wanted this moment to be soft and for her to know that he was sorry. He wanted to show her how much she meant to him. He took his time, enjoying watching every emotion crossing her face as he made sweet love to her. When she finally cried out, he also came, raining kisses down on her face and holding her close in his arms.


Chapter 1o

“Michael, we are not doing this here in front of the people on the beach,” Ambra protested as Michael wrapped her legs around him and bobbed up and down in the clear blue waters of the ocean.

She was silenced when she felt him pull her bikini bottom to the side, and in one fell swoop he was embedded inside of her.

“You will need to be quiet in order to not draw attention to us.” He smirked, knowing how hard it was for her not to scream out loud when she was being pleasured by him.

She shook her head and smiled down at the cheeky bastard before she bit her lip as he moved in and out of her while the water pushed them up and down.

He had one hand on her hip to support her, and the other was now moving over her stomach and making its way to its target, gathering one of her breasts into his hand. Her breasts and ass seemed to always be on Michael’s radar, and she wasn’t going to lie to herself—she also liked that he found her heavy breasts beautiful and that he loved how her ass was shaped. She worked hard to have it look that way.

He laid his jaw against her shoulder, and she closed her eyes as her pussy caressed and held him inside of her, protesting when he withdrew and rejoicing when he reentered her. She shivered. The feeling of his heated skin against her sensitive walls was driving her insane, and she wrapped her legs tighter around him. That night when Michael had made sweet love to her in the guest house, they realized he hadn’t put on a condom. After that, they decided to continue without protection, as Ambra was on birth control. Not using a condom had taken their lovemaking to a whole new level.

Ambra loved his cock because of its strength and girth that brought her so much pleasure. He was the perfect size for her, and she loved taking it into her mouth and sucking him dry, his sperm emptying out into her mouth.

He began to tweak her peak and then moved his mouth over hers to silence her, as a moan was working its way up her throat, and there was a handful of people on the beach. They were far enough away not to see too clearly what they were doing; they just looked like a couple enfolded in each other arms, floating in the water and kissing. But if they heard her moan, they would know that more than that was going on.

They had decided to take an early morning dip to start their day before heading out, and then they would come back later in the afternoon for another dip. Michael had developed a gorgeous tan that emphasized his silver eyes and dark hair. Ambra noticed a lot of women staring at him lustily, and she would have been jealous of them, except Michael didn’t notice them at all. He only had eyes for her and was always holding her around the waist or by the hand. He was staking his claim for anyone to see, and it made her feel special and good.

As he was doing now in the water; claiming her again and making her his with a pinch of her nipple and repeated quick thrusts inside of her. Michael swallowed up both her scream and his groans as they came in the water together.

He then released her lips and placed a scattering of kisses on her shoulders. He chuckled when he felt another tremor run through her as she came again when he pulled out.

“Going to miss this.” She sighed as she wrapped her arms tighter around his neck.

“Yeah, it’s almost time for us to go back, but it is not over yet. We still have today and tomorrow.”

“Yes, I should check my phone now. I have been distracted by someone and haven’t checked in.” She grinned and gave him a kiss on his jaw.

“One more day won’t hurt; let’s just enjoy the here and now.” His tone sounded off. She lifted her head and looked at Michael.

“Is there something wrong?”

“No, nothing that can’t wait until we are home,” he said, giving her a small smile and then leaning in to give her a quick kiss to distract her. It did and had them sinking into each other’s touch again.

“There are children here. Get a room if you want to take this further,” they heard a woman’s voice say, and both turned to see a woman holding on to her son, who was trying to swim closer to them.

“Good idea, because after fucking her just now, I think we need a round two on dry land, don’t you think so sweetie?”

Ambra grimaced and then glared at him as he began to carry her towards the shore, past the outraged, gaping mom who now was covering her son’s ears.

“Michael!” she admonished him while trying not to laugh. The woman’s face was priceless—shocked and envious at the same time.

“Daddy is clearly not doing a good job of keeping his wife happy,” Michael muttered. She grinned at hearing him echo her thoughts.

“What? That kid doesn’t know anything about sex yet. She dragged him closer to us because she wanted a front-row seat.” He shrugged.

Ambra tried to put her legs down when they got closer to shore, but Michael wasn’t having it and carried her like that all the way back to their spot on the beach. She admired the way he was able to carry her around effortlessly. She was not a small woman, yet he never seemed to mind picking her up and carrying her around like he was doing today. She felt feminine and dainty when he did that.

He grabbed the towels and began to dry her off.

“What are we doing today and later tonight?” he asked.

They had been going around and exploring Barbados and enjoying the food and drinks the island had to offer.

“I thought, what better way to end our trip here than going to the Stade’s rum tour and trying the rums there. We can have lunch there before taking a catamaran out in the afternoon. I rented one so we can go see the turtles and have some drinks,” she commented.

He nodded and gathered up their stuff to take back to the house.

She felt a twinge of guilt because originally, she was supposed to do this with Coco, but right now, Coco was busy dealing with her ex Colin. He had not given back the shares as promised. Instead, he was now getting his own revenge and was using the shares against her. That was one of the reasons Ambra wanted to go home in a hurry. She remembered her brief conversation with Coco when she finally called to warn her that Michael was on his way.

“You picked a real SOB to tangle with, Ambra. But a man in love will do crazy shit,” Coco had said.

“He’s not—”

“Uh huh. Even I saw the sparks at Zahara’s wedding.”

“Coco, he is not in love with me. The Brooks family is just wired a little differently than most, and I know they can be bastards—”

“Hold on a sec.” She heard heels hit what sounded like marble flooring and the creak of a door. Then she heard, “Oh hell no. What do you think you are doing?” Coco sounded furious.

“Moving my things in,” Ambra heard a familiar masculine voice say.

“You and that thing you call a chair can go back out to the dumpster where you belong.”

“My shares in your company says otherwise,” she heard Colin gloat.

“I—hey, don’t come any closer. Girl, hurry up and come back. I am going to need someone to bail me out of jail.” She heard a click as Coco hung up, then turned and marched back to the room she had left Michael in to scowl angrily at the cause of the problem Coco was now facing. He was about to sip his drink but paused, trying to look innocent.

“What?”

“You—”

He grinned. “How is Coco doing? Colin becoming a thorn in her side? Just like she was in mine.”

“Yes, and we should go back early to fix this.”

“No. One more day of her dealing with Colin won’t kill her.”

Ambra raised her eyebrows and crossed her arms. Michael put down the drink and gave her that look that was meant to make her melt at his feet.

“And besides, he will give them back shortly. He says he just needs them as leverage to get her to agree to something.”

“You spoke to him?” Ambra asked.

“Yes, as promised. I told him to give her back the shares or else.”

“Or else, hmm.”

“Yes.”

“Well, your ability to threaten looks like it is weakening, because from what I heard on the phone, he is not about to do that.”

Michael frowned. “Okay, I will go and see him personally and entice him to give them up, I just need to do some more digging on him.”

Ambra threw her hands in the air, and Michael being Michael made use of that move to gather her up and take her mind off Coco and Colin for the rest of the night.

But waking up this morning, she felt that something was wrong. She decided to go and get her phone to call Coco before they went out for their swim, but Michael coming out in his black swim trunks had her forgetting what she was about to do.

He was so handsome with his dark hair, silver eyes, tanned complexion, and his tall and muscular physique. When he was happy, mischievous, or having fun, his silver eyes sparkled, making his features light up and soften. And he always smelled so damn good from the musky cologne that he bathed his skin in. The way he was attentive to her and all her needs and made sure she wanted for nothing and pampered her, she sometimes needed to pinch herself. Their time together in Barbados had truly brought them closer to each other.

The chalet had kickstarted their path towards each other, and the island had solidified that connection. It wasn’t just the sex between them—they enjoyed each other’s company. This was more than just friendship. Yes, they joked around and chatted about what they did in their past lives as friends, but there was an awareness between them that also made them see each other in a new light.

Ambra found herself developing stronger feelings for Michael, and she was beginning to realize that he did too. She was so happy and now dreaded them having to go back to reality, which could burst the bubble between them. But she missed her family, and both Michael and her had their careers and families to get back to.

Her thoughts were interrupted. “Catamaran sounds like fun. I have yet to be on one.”

“Me too. A first for both of us.”

He pulled her close “A first for both of us as a couple.”

“A couple,” she whispered.

“Yes. You know that’s what we are. I don’t want to be with anyone but you, and you’d better not want anyone else but me,” he mocked threateningly.

She smiled. “You know better.”

He leaned forward and whispered against her lips as she parted them for him. “Happy about that?”

“Yes.”

“Enough to forgive me for bullying Coco and all the other—”

“No.” She leaned in as if to kiss the disgruntled expression off his face but swerved away and then took off running when he began to chase her.


Chapter 11

Michael toweled himself off after getting out of the water and back onto the catamaran. He spotted Ambra over by the bar. She was chatting with the bartender when she lifted her brown eyes and narrowed them at him. He grinned and burst into laughter, remembering why he had earned that look from her.

They had been given snorkeling gear to explore the water and look at the aquatic life below. While swimming around the boat and other snorkelers, he ended up floating near one of the male crew members, who was surrounded by Ambra and some of the other guests as he talked about the water, the wreck down below, and the turtles, explaining how they would soon be coming to the surface, as he was going to drop food in the water for them.

Michael couldn’t resist and had dived under to Ambra’s legs and feet in the water, sinking his teeth gently into her flesh. This caused her to thrash and scream in fear. He then gripped her ankle as she tried to swim away, pulling her down.

He almost drowned because he was laughing so hard and swallowed so much salt water. When Ambra realized what was going on, she tried to finish him off by drowning him. But she got pulled away by one of the crew members and helped back to the boat with the rest of the people who had panicked in the water when she had let out that blood-curling scream.

As Michael resurfaced, he received some sour looks from several of the guests, while others grinned at his antics. He then turned and enjoyed the turtles that had finally broken the surface; he was in awe of how big and majestic they were.

They were now all back on board, and the Soca music was pumping out of the speakers on board the boat. Michael felt free and relaxed, and he vowed to come back to this beautiful island and the people here. He had been made to feel welcome by the locals everywhere he and Ambra had gone.

He walked up to the bar, hooking his arm around Ambra’s waist, and then leaned over to the bartender to order rum and coke instead of his usual drink. He eyed the mojito that Ambra was now drinking after having tried it earlier in the afternoon at the Rum place. She had liked the white rum, and they had bought a couple of bottles to take back with them.

Michael leaned in and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

“Having fun?”

She gave him a look and snorted. “I was, but then someone decided to prank me. Just wait. Payback will be a bitch,” she promised but then broke out in a grin. “That scream was horrendous, but I thought Jaws had me.”

He laughed. “No, just a love bite from your admirer. I couldn’t resist.”

He walked them out to the mesh at the front of the catamaran and laid out their towels. They sat down, looking out over the water that they were moving through.

Ambra leaned her head against his shoulder and sighed contentedly.

“Have I told you I like your hair curly this way? Didn’t know it was naturally that way.”

“Full of surprises, aren’t I? Yes, my hair is naturally curly, but I was used to straightening it all the time, except when I was on vacation and at the beach. Just easier to maintain this way.”

“I like both. You could be bald, and I would find you beautiful,” he said and kissed her forehead.

She looked up, surprised. “Do you? I...you never told me you found me beautiful,” she whispered.

“Yes, I always thought you were, but like I said, before we were best friends. I have come to realize and admit to myself that I had to force myself to see you like that in order for us to remain platonic. Like you, I didn’t want to lose the friend that I had by complicating it, especially when we were teenagers.” He shrugged.

Then he lifted her chin and planted a kiss on her mouth “But now as adults, we can handle both the friendship and the new relationship budding between us. I am very serious about us Ambra; I need you to understand and remember what I said and how we feel about each other, whatever happens when we get back. Okay?”

“What? What’s wrong.” She could sense that there was something he was not telling her.

“Nothing that can’t wait till we get home. Okay?”

“Michael—”

Something silver jumped out of the water, catching his attention.

“Look sweetheart! It’s flying fish.”

Ambra turned to see what he was looking at and sat up straighter. Then she looked back at him with a face filled of wonder. “Amazing! Wow, this is so incredible, first turtles and now getting to see these small fish jumping out of the water.”

They moved closer to the side of the boat and watched as some fish fluttered up and back down, until the boat moved past them. They lay down and closed their eyes to the heat of the sun. When the catamaran turned around to head home, they changed back into their clothes. The lights came on when the sun had gone down, and the music started pumping as people danced and drank, creating a fun atmosphere that Michael wished they could take back with them. His jaw clenched tight when he thought about the mess waiting for them at home.


Chapter 12

Ambra dragged herself through the door, tired from the airplane ride home. Michael followed, carrying their suitcases and closing the door as Ambra made it to her couch and threw herself down on top of it. It was now after 1o p.m. It had taken a little while to go through customs and get their luggage from the airline before hopping into a hired car and making their way to her place. To her surprise, instead of continuing on to his own place, Michael had gotten out of the car with her. After carrying their stuff into her room, he came back out empty-handed.

She sat up, and he must have seen her surprised look, because he shrugged.

“Might as well get used to it. Where you are, so am I.”

“You are moving in just like that?”

“Yes, for now. But we can look for a place together, stay here, or move to my place.” She just gaped at him, trying not to let the giddy feeling overtake her. Everything she ever wanted with him was coming true, and she secretly hoped that he was falling in love with her too. She was finally no longer in love with a man who did not love her back, but she felt like an angry storm was about to burst and take away her happiness. Whatever it was kept nipping at her subconscious, but right now, she was too tired to figure it out.

“Now, what do you want to eat? I am hungry, and I know you don’t have anything in that fridge of yours,” he said.

“Pizza with the works, of course.”

“Okay, done. Don’t move. I will get the plates, and we can eat in here.”

When he left, she decided it was time to turn on her phone, call her sister, and also check what messages she had missed.

She flipped on the light in her bedroom and spotted her small carry-on bag that had her phone in it. She grabbed it and sat down on her bed as she turned it on.

Her phone began to ping like crazy with all the missed messages and news from around the world. Notifications began to pop up and disappear, the last one making her freeze when she saw the title of the article.

‘The Diamond princess marries Brooks heir in a quiet ceremony on the weekend.’

“What in the hell is this?!” she shrieked in surprise.

Ambra punched in her sister’s number and heard it ring and ring until her answering machine kicked in and her sister’s voice came on. “You know what this is. Leave a message and I will call you back when I make the time.”

She hung up and called again, doing it again and again when Diamond didn’t answer.

She texted her sister. ‘Diamond, pick up the damn phone.’

She saw the bubbles begin to form and then disappear.

“Come on, I just saw you about to text. Where are you?” she said out loud to the phone as she watched the screen for a message from her sister.

The bubbles appeared again, and then a message came through. ‘Talk tomorrow. Explain then…or talk to Michael.’

She looked up and knew that Michael was standing in the doorway watching her.

“What is going on Michael?” she demanded.

He sighed and then ran his hand through his hair in agitation.

“Your sister married Ben on the weekend.”

She sat there in silence, stunned. Then she whispered, “What, why? I don’t understand.”

He came over to her and sat down, trying to gather her hands in his, but she pulled them away from him, the realization hitting her that he knew all about it.

“You knew that this was happening back here in New York.” Her voice was dull and hurt.

He stared at her, and then his jaw flexed and his lips firmed.

“Your sister is in trouble,” he then said. “The money that came in from the auction has gone missing, and it looks like she took it.”

“That is a damn lie!” she snapped. “My sister would not do that!”

He just sat there, not saying anything.

“I am going to go see her and then find out what the hell happened.” She got off the bed, grabbing her bag and searching for her car keys.

Michael walked over to her, pulling the keys from her hand. “Ambra, the evidence is damning.”

“I don’t care. Give me the keys and tell me where she is.”

“She is with Ben, her husband.”

Ambra shook her head, dread pooling deeper into her gut.

“Ben is covering for her until they can figure out how the money went missing,” he continued.

“Okay, that is good to hear. If anyone can track down the truth, it’s your brother, and his soft spot for her will make him deter—” Her voice trailed off, her mind racing with everything she had just heard and read.

A dawning horror hit her. “Son of a bitch. Your family and their blackmail. Is that what your brother did? Used her situation to get her to marry him?!” she shouted with renewed anger.

He stared back with a guilty look on his face.

“Get the fuck out!”

“Ambra.”

“You knew that this was happening to my sister and said nothing.” Her chest was heaving up and down, her hands clenched into fists.

“Ben said he—”

“You trusted Ben with this—Ben, who has always had an unhealthy infatuation with my sister—instead of telling me and letting me be here for my sister and fixing things?!” She started pacing up and down. “Oh my God, my parents. I have figure out a way to reach them.”

“Don’t involve them until we have more information. Your sister wants to keep this from them for now. Wait till you talk to her tomorrow.”

“I—” She gripped her hair, a headache suddenly coming on.

“Just leave now, Michael.” Her mind was racing with what to do, and she just wanted him gone. He had hurt her so much, and now her sister was a part of the family’s craziness.

“I just wanted more time with you. I am sorry that I kept this to myself, but—”

“Get OUT!” she hissed, staring at him coldly.

He nodded, looking as if she had struck him. She wished she had as she followed him with her eyes, heading to the door.

“I will be back tomorrow.” He faced her with a sorrowful but determined expression on his face.

She glared and then blinked back the tears of anger, disbelief, and hurt when he disappeared from sight. She waited until she heard the click of the door and then grabbed her keys from off the bed, heading out to get some answers.

When she arrived at Ben’s home, she knocked insistently, as if she was trying to break in.

The door opened in a flash, and Ben stood there in front of her, wearing pajama pants that looked like they had been thrown on in a hurry. His face was flushed, and he had what looked like a scratch mark on his chest. She noticed that his nipples were pierced.

Wait, what? When did he do that? Never mind, she thought as she saw red at the stone-cold look on his face.

“You bastard. Where is my sister?”

“Come in,” Ben said solemnly, just as she pushed him roughly to the side and entered the foyer of his townhome.

“Diamond, Ambra is here,” he said, pressing an intercom button by the door. He walked around her to wait by the stairs as they both heard Diamond’s high-heel satin slippers on the floor and she came into view.

Diamond looked like a Hollywood star as she made her way down the stairs. She looked beautiful and immaculate in her night wear, her hair perfectly done. But as she got closer, her sister noticed how tired she looked. She glared at Ben when he stood in her way, until he gave her a look and moved away when she raised her chin.

“I will leave the two of you to talk. Good night.” As usual, Ben was a man of few words. He left them at the bottom of the stairs.

Diamond glared at his back as he made his way up, and Ambra could have sworn she heard, “You’d better finish what you started.” But then her sister pasted a smile on her face and turned to hug Ambra, shocking her, because even though they were close, Diamond was not much of a hugger.

“Come on Diamond, we can talk in the car. I will take you home and we can fix—”

“No, you can’t. You can’t get involved; I don’t want you anywhere near this. You just go home; I will be okay, and we can talk tomorrow. I want to hear everything that happened with you and Michael.”

“Diamond, I can’t leave you like this.”

“It’s okay, I am not in any danger. Just in trouble right now, and Ben is helping me out.”

“By forcing you to marry him. Diamond. Come on.”

“Yes, that is the price for me getting out of this mess,” Diamond said bitterly before pasting on another false smile. “But you know me. I will make this situation work and come out with the upper hand.”

She then eyed Ambra with concern. “Go home before you fall down, and get some rest. Everything is okay for now, and hopefully we will have all of this resolved soon.”

“Yes, I will see what I can find.”

“No, stay out of this please. I can’t be worried about this having an impact on you too,” Diamond said, suddenly looking even more tired.

Ambra paused, knowing that she should wait and revisit this with her sister another time. She knew how stubborn Diamond could be, especially when she was protecting the ones she loved. “Okay sis, I will back off for now, but not for very long. We can’t let whoever did this get away with it.”

“Yes, thank you.” Diamond just nodded, and for a second, her mind seemed to go somewhere else. She looked flustered.

Ambra cleared her throat, adding, “And then we can get this sham of a marriage annulled.”

Her sister suddenly looked funny.

Ambra recalled what Ben had looked like coming down the stairs. His hair had looked as if someone had messed it up, and the scratch on his chest... “Sis, did—”

Diamond interrupted her. “We agreed to stay married for at least a year after everything is all cleared up. For appearances’ sake and all.” She waved her hand around, not looking her sister in the eye.

Ambra’s mouth opened and closed.

Diamond leaned over and gave her a kiss on the cheek before turning her around towards the door.

“Call me when you are back home so that I know you are safe. I really wanted you to not have to come over tonight because I knew you and Michael had just gotten back, but I am glad you did. I missed you.”

“Ummm. Me too. Love you,” she whispered, her mind whirling as she tried to process this new chain of events.

“Love you too. And don’t be too hard on Michael. I told him to wait until you came back to New York because I didn’t want what is happening to me to get in the way of you both finally admitting you love each other. Now go home, rest, and then call him to come back so you can work it out. You were always meant to be together, and I need you both to finally be happy and stop getting on my last nerve with this friendship business.”

Her sister kissed her on the cheek again and then shut the door in her face.

Ambra shook her head over the strange turn of events and everything that had happened in only a matter of weeks.

Even though seeing her sister had given her some relief, now she had a whole new bunch of questions and knew there was more being hidden from her, especially by Diamond.

Ambra was tired and hurt that Michael had kept this from her. They would need to sort it out later—maybe not for a while yet, but she was now very worried for her sister and hoped that Ben would find out who had set her up, despite forcing her to marry him.

She opened the door to her apartment for the second time that night, and silence greeted her, making her feel bereft. She missed Michael’s presence, even though she was hurt and angry with him. She had gotten used to having him around, and her apartment now felt empty without him.

She took off her shoes and unbuttoned her pants, making her way to her bedroom. She was about to turn on the light when she saw a dark shadow move away from her window. Then the light suddenly came on, revealing Michael. He looked disheveled, his tired silver eyes looking into hers as he straightened up from leaning down to turn on her lamp.

“I tried leaving you alone for the night but couldn’t do it. Please don’t send me away tonight. I will just hold you until we fall asleep and then head out in the morning if you still want me to go.”

She lifted her chin and opened her mouth but then just nodded, too tired to fight to get him to go home. She also needed him to be near tonight because she was scared for her sister.

They undressed in silence and then moved to the bed at the same time and got in. She turned on her side with her back resting against his chest, and he pulled her tight against him, his nose in her neck, breathing in the scent of her. She laid her hand on top of his on her stomach and then closed her eyes.

“I am sorry about your sister Ambra.”

Her eyes popped back open.

“But I would do it again to have that time with you. The time we had changed our friendship into something more. I know now that we were always meant to be together, and seeing how much I hurt you is tearing me up inside. I am sorry baby. I can’t live without you and want you by my side. I have fallen in love with you and will fight for a future with you until you forgive me. I won’t be going anywhere.”

He waited silently behind her for her answer. But she couldn’t say anything just yet.

Then she felt a delicate kiss on her neck and heard a sigh. “Wherever you go, so will I,” he whispered his promise.

Ambra scowled and gave a tiny smile, closing her eyes and falling asleep in the arms of the man who had been her childhood friend, then her crush as a young teenager in love, and now her true love as a grown woman. She now knew her best friend as a man in every sense of the word. She knew all his faults, and despite them, she knew deep down inside that she still wanted to be with him and loved him as much as he professed to love her.

Oh, don’t worry. He isn’t getting away with this so easily.


Epilogue

Michael stood in the open door of his family’s chalet in the Swiss Alps and stared down at the diamond engagement ring nestled in the cushioned black box before snapping it shut and putting it back in his pocket. He glanced at his watch, and his heart raced in anticipation of Ambra arriving soon. He had planned this getaway to ask her to marry him.

He reflected on everything that had led up to this moment and thanked God that she raised that paddle that changed the course of their future. It had not been an easy time for them during the course of their relationship, as dark clouds had stained some of the early days of their romance, but they had worked through it. There had been a lot of groveling and sleeping on the couch, as he had refused to give her space to shut him out. All that had brought them to this point in their lives.

He checked his watch and then glanced at the gravel road, frowning a bit because she should have been here by now.

He took out his phone and opened the locator app that showed him where Ambra was when he needed to find her. He saw the blip of her location. She was close. He smiled and then froze when he saw the blip suddenly go dark.

He watched to see if it would come back on—perhaps it was just a glitch happening with the tracker. He then heard his phone ping, and he switched over to his text messages.

‘You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you?’

He smirked and then leaned past the frame of the door to yell into the chalet. “Colin, I don’t need you anymore! Lock up for me when you leave please!”

He then turned and trotted towards his car with the look of a man who was about to chase after the woman he loved in a game of hide-and-seek that he would never tire of, proving to her that wherever she went, he would follow.


Up Next…

Vera from the Silver Vixen Series

I never thought I would find the one later in life, but I did. When I met Grayson, it wasn’t love at first sight. He came to my house to tell me off, but the attraction between us was strong and before I knew it, I was in love with the gray-haired, steely-eyed Colorado cowboy. Not long after, we got engaged and I couldn’t have been happier. I was retiring soon and handing over the reins of my successful development company, and I was about to start planning my wedding to the man I love. Then, in an instant, it was all tragically taken away—not by death but by another woman.


She was an ex who came back into the picture while Grayson was weak and in pain from the bullets, he took during an incident at the Montgomery ranch that he worked at.


I didn’t handle it too well when this Nurse Nightingale showed up wearing her uniform and talking about the past they had between them. I tried blackmailing her to leave.. So when Grayson found out what I had done, he ended it, tearing my world apart.


But I am Vera Brown, the woman who successfully ran her own development company with the good ol’ boys. I wasn’t awarded #1 businesswoman of the year by Megabillionaires’ magazine for nothing. I fought hard for every door to open and for every deal to make my company what it is today, and I will fight tooth and nail to win back the man I love and that is a promise.


If Leticia can get her man with her sexy blue high heels, then I’ll dust off the lucky gold ones that I had put away in my closet. Time to strut my stuff in front of Grayson to show him what he’s missing. 

Coming at the end of September. Available now for pre-order.


Ben’s Story

Diamond is my obsession...

I want.

I need.

I have to have her.

And I will do whatever it takes to make her mine, including blackmail...

Conclusion of the Brook’s brother series with Ben and Diamond being the featured couple but both Michael and Ambra and Carter and Zahara also being a part of their story.

Coming at the end of November. Available now for pre-order.
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