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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    As I stare into the eyes of my ex-husband, all of the anger felt toward him last night is coming back to me at full force. Why is he here? The last time we spoke, he was on his way to the hospital because his mistress was giving birth to their love child. In that same conversation, he accused me of being selfish because I have goals beyond being bare-foot and pregnant in his kitchen. His clothes are disheveled, his facial hair is scruffy, and he looks weary -- like he hasn’t slept in days. He looks nothing like the David Barfield I married.  
 
    He isn’t the David I married. He’s a liar who cheated on me and got his mistress pregnant. Now he’s a father. The thought of this makes my chest tighten, but I stare at him with my poker face so he’ll never guess how much it hurts.  
 
    “Well hello to you, too, Alicia,” his voice drips sarcasm. 
 
    “David, what do you want? Why are you here?” 
 
    “Right now, I want to come in.” 
 
    I smirk at him, but I don’t budge. 
 
     He changes his tone. “May I please come in? I’m tired and I haven’t had much sleep.  
 
    That’s not my problem. I tilt my head to the side and stare at him.   
 
    “Licia, please,” he begs. 
 
    I sigh, move to the side, and let him in.  When I close the door and turn around, I catch him surveying the apartment. 
 
    “This place is nothing like a Barfield Engineering corporate apartment.” He turns around and catches a glimpse of the annoyed expression on my face. “What’s wrong with you?”  
 
    With one hand on my hip, I pinch my forehead with the other. “David, why are you here?” I ask again. It’s almost a whine this time.   
 
    “It’s nice to see you, too, Alicia,” he says again. 
 
    I roll my eyes. I don’t need this shit right now.  
 
    “I came here because you were upset on the phone last night, and I wanted to make it up to you.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to come. I’m ok . . . really.” 
 
    “And I’m also here because I love you. I want you back. Can we please try, Alicia? 
 
    If he had come yesterday like he was supposed to, I wouldn’t have given this a second thought. But after the choice he made the other night, I’m not so sure. 
 
    I let out a deep sigh. 
 
    “Alicia, what’s wrong?” David asks, eyeing me suspiciously. 
 
    “Nothing, why do you ask?” 
 
    “Because you’re acting differently than you were the other day on the phone.” 
 
    “A lot has happened in the last couple of days, Davie.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “For starters, you have a baby now. It hurt badly when you chose to stay with Lauren over coming here to be with me. The very same Lauren who was in my house, laying on my couch, like it was a normal thing to her.” Every time I think about that it pisses me off. “That’s why I wanted the divorce in the first place – to spare my feelings, because you don’t seem to care about them.” 
 
    He looks longingly into my eyes.  “Licia, I care about your feelings. I’ve always cared about your feelings. I just . . . I just fucked up. You never let me explain why Lauren was at our house.” 
 
    I narrow my eyes at him. I could slap him silly. What could he possibly say to justify his mistress being in my fucking house? 
 
    He continues, but I can tell he’s choosing his words carefully. “Lauren was having Braxton-Hicks contractions, and she thought she was going into premature labor.  I took her to the hospital. Once they released her, they asked me not to leave her alone for twenty-four hours. To kill time, I took her to dinner, and then I brought her back to our place. I called you at least ten times to let you know, but you were being stubborn -- as always. I made the decision to do what I had to do for my baby.” 
 
    Still cocky as ever. 
 
    “There isn’t an explanation in the world that would make me sympathize with you. You shouldn’t have had that bitch in my house for any reason.  As for doing what’s best for your baby, why aren’t you doing what’s best for her now? Why didn’t you just stay in Florida with your baby?”  
 
    “I’ll leave right now if you come back with me.” 
 
     “I’m sorry, but that’s not going to happen. I’m no longer your wife, and I don’t want to be your baby’s step-mother,” I say before I can stop myself. But it’s true. There’s no way I would be able to look in that baby’s face and love it, or even tolerate it being near me, knowing how she got here. I just want David to go home so that I can resume my life without him. It’s my fault for calling him when I was homesick and telling him I regretted the divorce. Now he’s offering me a step-family and I don’t want any part of that. I wonder if he sees how messed up this really is?  I let out a deep sigh, “Look, David, I’m sure you’re going to be a great daddy, but being a parent is not my focus right now.  How is the baby, anyway?”  
 
    His whole demeanor changes. “She is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my life.” He smiles and his eyes glisten with joy.  
 
    He pulls his phone out of his pocket and begins to scroll through it. “Lauren had already given birth when I got there, so I spent the night at the hospital to have some time with them and then took the first nonstop flight I could get to come here.”  
 
    The thought of his baby’s arrival makes me feel uneasy. I walk over to the sofa and sit down, holding my stomach and letting this realization sink in. David sits down next to me and pulls me in, resting my head on his shoulder. “I know it’s a lot to take in, Alicia, but if you give this a chance, I know you’ll fall in love with her once you meet her -- just like I did. It may be a little difficult in the beginning, but we can get everything worked out.” 
 
    Give it a chance . . .  you’ll fall in love! Did he not hear what I just said? 
 
    He continues, “I’ll give you time to think about that, but in the meantime, I’ve arranged for us to do some sightseeing in London tomorrow, and then we’ll fly out first thing on Sunday morning to go shopping in Italy. Monday we can hang out here, and then I’m leaving on Tuesday morning. Skye has her first doctor’s appointment on Wednesday, and I want to be there.”  He sounds like his usual cool, calm, and authoritative self. 
 
    My mind is still reeling from his “Give it a chance, you’ll fall in love” statement. This man is delusional. I don’t want to meet his baby. 
 
    “David, why do you think I want to fall in love with your baby? You cheated on me to make her, for Christ’s sake.  And who in the hell is Skye?” 
 
    I can feel his body tense up. “Well, it was only the other day when you said you missed me and you regretted our divorce. Do you not still feel the same way? Skye is my daughter’s middle name . . .  Lauren and I named her Olivia-Skye.” 
 
    The muscles in my stomach start to coil tighter. His baby is here and she has a name. No more bastard or lovechild -- her name is Olivia-Skye. I grab his phone to get a good look at her. 
 
    “Alicia, do you not still feel the same way?” 
 
    I hear him talking, but I ignore him because I’m in shock from staring at the picture of his baby. She has David’s round nose and she’s light-skinned like Lauren, with a head full of silky, curly hair. Her eyes are closed, so I can’t tell who she resembles the most. David is right -- she is a beautiful little girl. A pang of jealousy hits me hard and tears start to roll down my cheeks. Oh my God, why did I invite him here? As much as I anticipated that baby being born, the realness of it still hurts. Why does he think I’d be able to deal with this or even want to deal with this? Why did I set myself up for this pain? I didn’t. I told him not to come. When he told me he was turning around because Lauren was in labor, I told him not to come! 
 
    This is too much for anyone to take in at one time. I’m sitting here staring at the very reason my life has changed so drastically . . . the reason for my divorce: Miss Olivia-Skye Barfield, David’s pretty little girl. I don’t know whether to congratulate him or kick him out of my house. Why did David have to be so selfish? If he had been a little more patient, this could have been us. We could have been celebrating the birth of our baby.  
 
    “Alicia, please don’t cry.” He says as he wraps his arm around me again. 
 
    “Do you have to stay until Tuesday?” 
 
     “That’s when my flight is booked to leave. Would you like for me to leave sooner?” He sounds hurt by my question. 
 
    I ignore his question and move his arms from around me, making my way to the kitchen. “I need something to drink, would you like anything?”   
 
    He sighs, “Sure. Coffee would be great if you have some.”  
 
    Of course I have some. I went grocery shopping for you the other day, you bastard. I open the refrigerator, grab a bottle of water, and down the whole thing. I take a deep breath and start making his coffee while he gets settled onto one of the barstools at the kitchen counter.  
 
    “Alicia, what’s the matter?” 
 
    I ignore his question again as I busy myself looking for creamer and sugar. I don’t want him to see my face because I’m a mess and it’s his fault. Why do I even let him have this effect on me? 
 
    “Licia, look at me.” He’s pleading. I turn to face him, and his expression is just as pained as mine. “I’m sorry.” He mouths the word this time. My heart starts to constrict. I don’t know how much of this I can take. I turn again, this time looking in the cabinet. I grab a cup and set it down in front of him, along with the coffee pot, creamer, and sugar.  “Thank you,” he says. 
 
    I nod, and then rest my elbows on the counter and cover my face in my hands. I have so much to think about.  Less than an hour ago, I was escorted back home by Heath St. James, one of the most respectful and handsome men I’ve ever met -- who, for some odd reason, happens to think I’m the one for him. Now, sitting before me is the love of my life, my first everything, my husband of almost seven years who  decided that I wasn’t moving fast enough and made a family of his own on the side. Anyone who thinks logically would naturally go with Heath, but not me. I’m not a logical person -- I’m confused as a bat.  I have no clue what I want to do. I do know that I don’t want to end up being called “mommy” by a child who is a product of my husband’s infidelity.  
 
    “Hey,” David breaks my train of thought. I look up at him, the tears continue to stream down my face. “I’m sorry I had to turn around, and I’m even sorrier that I spoke to you the way I did when I was at the airport. The truth is, I was mad at myself for allowing things to go as far as they did with Lauren, and then having to drag you into this mess, hurting you like I did. You don’t deserve any of this.” He sighs. “I know it sounds selfish, but I’m not ready to give you up right now.” 
 
    I don’t respond. Instead, I walk back into the living room and sit down again, resting my head on the back of the sofa, and attempt to control these tears. I feel him sit down next to me.  I’m honestly sick of his apologies and even sicker of his explanations. I can’t wait for Tuesday so he can just go back home. 
 
    “Alicia, I’m going to ask you again. Do you want me to leave?”  
 
    I open my eyes and turn to face him. “No, it’s just that your showing up makes everything more difficult. I was prepared to move on, ready to accept the fact that you have other responsibilities . . . ready to officially start my life without you. Davie, I don’t think you should be here when you have a brand new baby at home.” 
 
     “Skye isn’t going anywhere. She’s mine for life. You, on the other hand, are slipping away from me, and I can’t let that happen again.” He leans in to kiss me, but I turn my head just in time for him to miss my lips. The moment I kiss him, I know I’ll give into him -- and that’s not a risk I’m willing to take. It’s been so long since I’ve been touched by anyone else. I have to be careful around him because one wrong move and we’ll be married again by morning. 
 
    “Why can’t I kiss you?” He looks offended by the rejection. 
 
    “Because I don’t want you to,” I say, trying my best to sound annoyed. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m afraid I’ll end up hurt again. You’re pretty good at giving me the shit end of the stick lately.” 
 
    “Just please give me another chance, Licia. This will work out for the best. I can move here and you, Skye, and I can be a happy family.” 
 
    He still doesn’t understand that I don’t want anything to do with that little girl. 
 
    “Skye is your baby, not mine. I’ve been telling you since the  beginning that I don’t want anything to do with her. Why do you keep suggesting that I try?”  Just shut the fuck up about it.  
 
    “I thought your call the other day was an attempt to start over. Was it not?” 
 
    I don’t know. Was it? I’m not sure anymore. 
 
    I sigh. “Not to hurt your feelings, but I called you the other day because I was homesick and Tamia was in court. I can’t say that I didn’t get excited when I anticipated you coming to visit me.” He looks at me with that David Barfield arrogance plastered on his face. “But,” I continue, “all of those feelings went away when you told me that you turned around in Ireland. I don’t like being second to anything, and as much as you feel like you came second to my job, it’s not true. Do I want corporate power? Yes, I do. It’s the driving force of who I am professionally. It’s the same with you and Barfield Engineering; it’s your brand -- who you are professionally. However, when we got home, I was your wife. I gave myself to you fully and whole-heartedly. I submitted to you in every way I knew how. I did everything I could think of to be the kind of woman you wanted, and you didn’t appreciate that. You cheated on me, David. You deceived me and broke our vows. That hurts more than the baby . . . more than the selfishness. I would never do that to you.”  I wipe the tears off my face with the back of my hands. 
 
    “Alicia, I know I messed up, but you’re the only woman I’ve ever loved --the only woman I want to be with.” He grabs my wrist and pulls it to his mouth. 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” I say as I snatch my hand away from him. “If this were true, you would have never gotten involved with Lauren. You were messing around with her before I told you about my infertility, so there’s no excuse. And although I knew you messed up, I still forgave you and I was willing to work things out with you. Yet you continued to betray me.” 
 
    “Baby, I said that I’m sorry, and as much as you don’t want to believe me, I mean it. Just let me make it up to you. Please?” 
 
    “No, David, I can’t.” I firm. “If you would have just waited, we wouldn’t be having this conversation. If you would have just waited, we could have been celebrating the birth of our baby. You made this bed, and now you have to lie in it. Can’t you see how much I’m hurting? How do you think this will get any better? My heart can’t take anymore . . . that’s why I divorced you.” 
 
    He stares at me as if he’s trying to bore a hole into my head. My tears have subsided, but my mind is reeling. Why do I always end up crying when I’m with him? Love isn’t supposed to make you feel this way. 
 
    We look into each other’s eyes, not saying a word. I wish I knew what he was thinking. 
 
    After several long, uncomfortable moments, David finally breaks our silence. “So, there’s no way you would consider working on this?” 
 
    “No. I told you the baby is a deal breaker, and I don’t know if I could ever trust you again,” I answer without a second thought. “Where are your things?” I ask, noticing for the first time that he doesn’t have any luggage.  
 
    “I dropped them off at the corporate apartment before I came here. I figured since you told me not to come, I wouldn’t make plans to stay here with you.” He looks at me intently – like he wants me to say he can stay here with me. 
 
    “Good idea.” I say before I can catch myself. He can’t stay here. 
 
    He lets out a frustrated sigh. “So everything we talked about the other day was in vain?” 
 
    “No, I meant everything I said . . . the other day, but you have to understand my position here. David, I’ll always love you and you’ll always have a special place in my heart, but my heart isn’t big enough to accept your baby and the rest of your baggage.” 
 
    He moves closer to me and grabs my hand. Looking into my eyes he says, “I want you back, Alicia and I won’t stop trying until you say you’ll take me back.” 
 
    “It’s not going to happen, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Just try.” He says with those puppy dog eyes I can’t resist. 
 
    “David . . . I-” Don’t give in Alicia. “David, I ca-” before I could finish my sentence his mouth is on mine kissing me as if his life depended on it. It feels so good, so familiar, and I can’t resist; I start kissing him back. His lips are pressed hard against mine while our tongues intertwine, exploring one another’s mouth. My body relaxes and David notices – it’s all he needs. He leans in making me lie down on the sofa, but he doesn’t let up from the kiss. He positions himself on top of me and holds my wrists above my head. I can feel his growing erection; all my thoughts have left my brain. My body is numb with pleasure, except my little lady – she’s throbbing and pulsating so hard that it feels like she’s going to explode. 
 
    “Keep your arms up there.” He says against my mouth as he releases my wrists. I reach up and grab the arm of the sofa. He kisses and nips his way down to my neck making slow sensual circles against the left then the right side. Continuing his journey south he makes it to my breast and bites one of my nipples while he squeezes the other through the thin material of my camisole. He lets out a low deep moan that wakes up my whole body making my skin sensitive. He pulls my breast out through the top of my shirt so that they are sitting in perfect position then he leans back to get a good look at me. “I missed your sexy ass body more than you know.” He says before he grabs both of my breasts with his hands and begins worshipping my nipples, sucking, nibbling, and licking them making me cry out his name. He suddenly stops and  before I can beg him not to his mouth is on mine kissing me again, caressing my tongue then nibbling and sucking on my bottom lip. He moves his hand to the top of my head and grabs a handful of my hair tugging it gently. With his other hand he reaches into my pajamas and then glides his finger across my little lady making my body shiver from the oh-so-good feeling. David notices and it’s all he needs. 
 
    He begins moving his tongue slower and more passionately; exploring my mouth like it’s a newfound discovery. He inserts two fingers in my little lady and she gladly welcomes the penetration, instantly tightening around him. Although I don’t want this to happen with David my mind and body are too numb to stop him. I haven’t had anything inside of me in so long and even though it’s just his fingers it feels so good. He kisses and nips his way across my cheek to my ear. “Please consider this, baby.” He whispers to me. I let out a soft moan as he glides his tongue down the side of my neck to my breasts that are still sitting in position. He tugs at my hair, gently making my back arch off of the sofa then puts his mouth on my nipple sucking, nibbling, and licking one and then moving to the other. He continues to move his fingers in and out of me causing my insides to tighten from the feeling I’ve missed so much.  I start to move my hips meeting him thrust for thrust trying to give my body the orgasm it so desperately needs. I’m so caught up in the moment  I didn’t notice that he has let go of the hold on my hair and is using his now free hand to pull my pajamas off me and placing them on the floor.  Abruptly, he snatches his fingers out of me. 
 
    “No . . . please . . . don’t stop.”  I beg through my harsh breathing. 
 
    He drops to his knees and plunges into my little lady face first sucking up all of her nectar then making her soaking wet all over again. 
 
    “David! Ahhh!” I cry out as I absorb his carnal attempts to win me back. 
 
    He takes his middle and index finger and opens up my little lady to give him better access to her clitoris then he begins to lick and suck on it then twirl his tongue around her opening.  Everything we’ve discussed is a blur; half of our conversation is forgotten. I’m laying here letting David do what he does best to me.  His tongue has the power to make my whole body stand at attention and I’ve missed it so much. I shut my eyes as tight as I can to drown out my surroundings as I let David guide my body to ecstasy.  My insides continue to wind tighter and I know he feels it because he’s starting to lick slower and more sensually all over my swollen little lady. With one final flick of his tongue I let go into his mouth moaning and groaning as my body savors the best feeling it’s had in over a month. 
 
    When I come down my orgasmic high David has settled in on the sofa and my legs are resting on his lap. 
 
    “Hey.” He says to me once our eyes meet. 
 
    “Hey.” I answer back with a shy smile. 
 
    “How was that?” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” is all I can say as a response. 
 
    “Mmmmm is right. You taste so good.” 
 
    If I were any lighter he’d see my cheeks heating. That orgasm was so good my little lady is still throbbing. 
 
    “So what do you think?” He asks. 
 
    “What do I think about what?” I ask feigning confusion hoping he doesn’t ask me to take him back again. 
 
    “About getting back together and restarting our family.” He’s looking me straight in the eye. 
 
    “David, why do you always do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Have sex with me then try to persuade me to do what you want me to do.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, that’s not my intention.” He takes a deep breath. “Alicia, these last two and a half months have been so hard without you. I miss waking up to you and kissing you good night. I miss our laughs and our arguments. I . . . I just miss you, and I want you back home with me.” 
 
    Maybe he has changed, but as sincere as he sounds I don’t want to take that chance. There is too much to consider; not just the baby but now I’d have to deal with her mother, too. That’s not something I’m willing to do. I sit upright and grab his hand. “I’m sorry but we’re not going to get back together. I don’t mind hanging out with you for the rest of your trip but when you leave to go back to Florida we will only be friends. It’s all I’m willing to give you at this point.”  Suddenly I feel uncomfortable. “Excuse me.” I say as I stand and head down the hall to my room, close the door, and then sit down on the floor. 
 
    Why does David feel like I’m always going to be his beck and call? Why does he want me back so badly? To control me? To hurt me again? As happy as I was for most of our marriage I don’t think I could ever be that happy with him again. I’ve forgiven him for cheating on me but my problem is forgetting it. I will never forget it; my heart and my mind won’t let me. There is no purpose in being in a relationship with someone that you can’t trust. I stand up and walk to the bathroom  and take a look at myself in the mirror. I don’t look like that stressed out woman that I was only a couple of months ago. I’m the new Alicia . . . Alicia McAllister. I’m starting a new journey in my life, and it doesn’t include David Barfield. I take a deep breath. “Tell him you’ll see him tomorrow. You have a hot breakfast date in the morning.”  I tell the reflection in the mirror. 
 
    I wash my face, clean up my little lady and then walk back down the hall toward the living room. I hear David talking on the phone so I stop at the end of the hallway so that he can’t see me. 
 
    “How is she?” I hear him say. “Give her a kiss for me okay . . . I know I left all of a sudden but I had to meet with the theme park owners in Australia. I’ll be back on Wednesday for Skye’s appointment.” 
 
    He must be talking to Lauren, but why is he telling her that he’s in Australia? 
 
    This asshole is never going to change. He’s lying about where he is, there is no telling what he has lied to me about. I clear my throat and step out into the hallway. He looks at me and smiles then continues his conversation. “Hey, I have to go. I’ll call you later.” He says then hangs up the phone. 
 
    “So why didn’t you tell her you were here with me?” I ask, angry for some apparent reason. 
 
    “Because it’s none of her business.” He answers as calm as ever. 
 
    “David, are you in a relationship with Lauren?” 
 
    “No, I told you we were just co-parenting.” 
 
    “Then why do you feel the need to lie to her?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    I take a deep breath to calm myself down. “This is why we can’t be together. You’re not going to change, and I’m not willing to go through anymore drama with you, David, but Lauren will easily accept your bullshit so stop co-parenting and go be with her, you guys already have a child together anyway.” 
 
    “But I don’t want Lauren, I want you.” He sighs. “Would you like for me to call her back and tell her where I am?” 
 
    “I don’t give a damn what you do. You’re not my husband anymore.” I sigh. “Look, it’s late and I have a meeting in the morning. Why don’t you just leave and I’ll call you tomorrow when I’m done?” 
 
    I walk over to the door and open it for him. He stands and walks toward it, but before he leaves he turns to me and says, “I’m going to change your mind before I leave here. You’re going to be my girl again Alicia.” 
 
    “Yeah, I doubt that. I’ll call you tomorrow.” I say before I close the door in his face then walk to my room and crawl into bed. I’m going to have to learn to deal with my emotions. Sure I’m home sick but because I couldn’t wait for Tamia to call me back I have to deal with David for the next couple of days. I have too much going on with work and trying to adjust to my new country to be dealing with old baggage. What am I going to do? I toss and turn until I fall asleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    chapter 2 
 
      
 
    My alarm goes off at nine o’clock sharp and I sit up and look on the other side of my bed to see if I’m alone.  When I notice that I am, I sigh in relief then hit the snooze button on my alarm clock and lay back down. My legs are still tingling from the amazing orgasm David gave me last night that caused me to stay up far too late. I just need ten more minutes of sleep. I cover my face with my blanket and try to doze off.  I’m so tired I want to cry. Dealing with David last night was stressful, and all I want to do today is stay in bed and get myself  ready for my work week, but unfortunately I have to deal with his ass until Tuesday.  
 
    After tossing and turning all night long, I’ve decided that I really don’t want to rekindle my relationship with David, especially after overhearing his conversation with Lauren, his child’s mother, telling her he’s in Australia when he’s here in England with me.  Even if I was considering it before, last night showed me that he really hasn’t changed, and the new Alicia has a no tolerance for bullshit. Half of me is still considering avoiding him and letting him wander around London on his own since I told him not to come here anyway. On the plus side, he did promise to take me to Italy and I’ve always wanted to go there. 
 
    I guess I’ll just make the most of it. 
 
    My alarm clock goes off again and I finally clamber out of bed and head to the bathroom to brush my teeth. I look at myself in the mirror. I don’t I have any bags under my eyes but I look just like I feel; tired and restless. I turn on the shower, take off my clothes and then step in. The water is beating down on me at full force and it feels so good. I stand there for I don’t know how long and let it relieve some of my tension while I let my mind wander. 
 
     From the time I started high school, my life was meticulously planned out. I was going to go to college, get my MBA, have a great career, then get married and have some children. Everything was going to be a success; my marriage, my career. I wasn’t going to get divorced like my parents did. I was going to raise my children in a house with their mother and father. My husband and I were going to work out our differences however we saw fit, but we weren’t going to let our children suffer because of our selfishness. 
 
     My life was not supposed to end up this way. I’m almost thirty and freshly divorced because my husband cheated on me.  The scary part about it is that, as much as I try to run from my feelings for him, the truth is that I still love him and I probably always will. But I had to leave him, because if I would have stayed he wouldn’t have changed. He showed me that after I forgave him countless times. Everything would be ok for a few days then something would happen that would cause him to make a bad decision that would ultimately break my heart. I didn’t want to divorce David, we were not supposed to get a divorce, that wasn’t part of the plan I originated in high school, but in my heart I know that if I hadn’t done it, things would have just gotten worse. Yes, it hurts, and yes, sometimes I get lonely at night but I’ve listened to enough love songs to know that this unhappiness that I feel is only temporary and staying married to him would have caused me a lifetime of pain and heartache. 
 
    I close my eyes to fight back the tears that are threatening. An image of Lauren with her big pregnant belly laying on my sofa pops into my head and the threatening tears automatically dry up. I have to learn to be stronger than this. I have to learn how to deal with David without having a breakdown every time I revisit the broken parts of our relationship. I will not be that bitter scorned woman that I’ve heard people talk about. I will be Alicia McAllister, the sweet, loving, and genuine person I’ve always been. Most importantly, I will not be David Barfield’s fool anymore. 
 
    I grab my washcloth and body wash and start to wash myself being extra careful with my little lady because she is still sensitive from last night’s encounter with David. I smile thinking about how David guided me to my much-needed orgasm. That’s my problem, I’m addicted to the way he makes me feel and he knows it. What if I can’t find anyone that can do the things to my body that David does?  Even if my new beau isn’t as good as David, I can make the most of it if he treats me right because there’s no orgasm in the world worth my sanity. I get out of the shower feeling refreshed that I’ve finally admitted my feelings of David to myself. I grab a towel and dry myself, mentally vowing to cut off all ties with him once he leaves on Tuesday because it’s the only way I can begin to move on. 
 
    I wrap my towel around me and head to my walk-in closet to find something to wear to my meeting. After contemplating for almost ten minutes I decide on a pair of jeans, a tan shirt and a pair of brown Gucci flats. I apply my makeup lightly, focusing more on my lips and eyelashes. I look over at my alarm clock to notice that it’s already 9:35 AM and I’m late. I fix my hair quickly, happy that it falls into place and I only needed to brush it a little. I walk down the hall toward the front door and choosing to leave my phone but grabbing my keys on the way out. Once I’m in the elevator, I hit the button for the sixteenth floor. It doesn’t take long to get there, but it felt like forever because I’m more nervous than I’ve been in a long time. 
 
    When the elevator finally gets me to my destination, I take a deep breath and step out into the foyer.  It looks totally different than it did the other night when I was here.  It’s very similar to mine, except the hall is longer. With the lights on I can see that the walls are painted lime green with pictures of what appears to be abstract artwork all the way down the hallway.  It looks like a setup of a grand museum. 
 
    I didn’t notice any of this the other night. 
 
    In the corner, just like my foyer, there is a vase with fresh flowers in it, but this vase is grander and it sits on the floor and it has at least two dozen long stemmed red roses. I walk up to the door and ring the doorbell. A moment later the door swings open, and I’m greeted by a tall older gentleman with a low-cut afro, a mustache and goatee. His hair is salt and pepper and his skin is dark and smooth. 
 
    “Hello, Miss McAllister,” the older gentleman says to me. 
 
    “Um . . . Err . . . Good morning,” I’m finally able to get out. 
 
    He senses my nervousness then smiles and nods at me. “Please, come in,” he says as he moves aside to let me walk in. He’s dressed in simple black slacks, a white shirt, black tie, and he’s wearing an apron.  Once I walk through the door, he closes it behind me. 
 
    I thought my place was nice, but this place is one hundred times nicer than mine. The entrance has a grand double staircase, the floors are cream-colored marble tile with the initials SJ in darker brown to match the banisters of the staircase designed in it. 
 
    Am I in a penthouse or a mansion? 
 
    The older gentleman walks around to face me. He extends his hand to shake mine and says, “My name is Benjamin.  I’m pleased to finally meet you.” 
 
    Finally meet me? 
 
    “Please, follow me,” Benjamin says as he leads me through the staircase into the entrance of the living room. “Please, have a seat,” he says gesturing to the sofa. 
 
    I sit down on the oversized brown leather love seat and observe the room. The floors are hardwood, maybe mahogany.  There is a matching sofa sitting adjacent to the love seat and on the other side of the room is a chaise lounge, and of course, it matches the other furniture. All of  it is decorative with patterned brown, red, and beige pillows. There is a beige fur rug in the middle of the floor that a fancy dark wood coffee table sits on. There is a gas burning fireplace on the wall. What catches my eye is the very disturbing piece of art above the fireplace. It’s an oil painting of five partially naked women in different stances. Their bodies oddly shaped and their faces are disfigured. I don’t know much about art, but this can’t be good art. I tilt my head to the side trying to look at it from a different angle, but I still don’t get it. 
 
    “Les Demoiselles d’Avignon,” I hear someone say in a deep sexy voice laced with a British accent.  I turn around and look into the eyes of the ever so handsome Heath St. James, my breakfast meeting date, and he looks as scrumptious as he did last night in those blue jogging pants and white tank top that show off his strong pectorals and biceps. His dark chocolate skin looks smooth and unblemished.  His hair is black and shiny, complementing his eyes, and his lips, oh those lips. I briefly remember him kissing me with them last night. My little lady clenches at the thought. 
 
    Hold yourself together, Alicia! 
 
     He walks around to where I’m sitting and I stand up to greet him. He pulls me into his embrace and says, “I was hoping you wouldn’t forget.” 
 
    Oh my gosh he smells good. It feels so good in his arms. My eyes roll in the back of my head, and I think I’m going to pass out.  “Sorry I’m late,” is the only thing I could think of as a response. 
 
    Why do I sound so breathy? 
 
    “It’s okay, I’m just glad you’re here,” he says as he lets me go. “Please sit,” he says gesturing at my spot on the love seat. He takes his seat on the sofa and stares at me with those sexy dark eyes. “I hope you’re hungry. Benjamin has prepared quite a feast for us.” 
 
    “I’m starving.” But not for food. I have to control my thoughts when I’m around him before I end up introducing him to my little lady. 
 
    He stands and reaches for my hand. Once I take his, he leads me through another entrance to a dining room where there is a table large enough to seat twelve people, and there is food covering half of it. Heath pulls my chair out for me and waits for me to get situated before taking his seat across the table from me. 
 
    “Is anyone joining us?” I ask curiously. 
 
    He chuckles. “No, I just asked Benjamin to make sure we covered all of the bases.” 
 
    “I appreciate that, Heath, but there’s no way we’d be able to eat all of this.” 
 
    “That’s ok, just take what you want, we’ll find something to do with the rest.” 
 
    I nod then put a waffle, two slices of bacon, two sausages and some eggs on a plate. Heath fixes himself a bowl of oatmeal with bananas and walnuts and a plate of eggs, bacon, and a biscuit.  
 
    I start to eat my food and everything tastes so good. I look up at Heath who’s also eating but hasn’t seemed to take his eyes off me, and I’m a little embarrassed.  
 
    “What?” I ask almost blushing. 
 
    “Nothing, it’s just that you’re so beautiful,” he responds without a second thought.  
 
    “I don’t know if I should take that as a compliment given that odd piece of artwork in your living room,” I say jokingly.  
 
    He feigns a hurt expression. “That painting is an original Picasso and it’s priceless.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’d give it away, too.” 
 
    “You have to be a true lover of art to appreciate Picasso’s work.” 
 
    “And you are?” 
 
    “Oh yes. All of the artwork I own is original, but I tend to buy it for crazy reasons.” 
 
    I smile at him and decide to humor myself. “What exactly was your crazy reason for buying an oil painting of half-naked women with disfigured faces and triangle shaped boobs?”               
 
    He laughs at my question. “Les Demoiselles d’Avignon is from Picasso’s African period. I purchased it because my mother is from Africa. Kenya to be specific,” he adds matter-of-factly. 
 
    “Oh, is your father from Kenya, too?”  
 
    “No, my father is from Jamaica. My parents met here in the United Kingdom.” 
 
    “What about siblings?” 
 
    “Yes, I have a younger sister, Ava, she’s  in her first year of college at Oxford,” he smiles.  
 
    “Mr. Stansbury said your father went to Oxford. Is it like some sort of a family tradition?” 
 
    “No, not really, I went to Yale.” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    “What about you?” He asks. 
 
    I look at him confused. 
 
    “Where are your parents from? Do you have any siblings? What college did you go to?” 
 
    My heart instantly constricts. I’ve never had to explain my parents to anyone because everyone who knows me already knows what happened to them. I never thought that meeting anyone new would make me have to relive the horror of losing my mom and dad. I take a bite of my waffle and swallow hard to suppress the lump threatening to form in my throat.  
 
    “Alicia?”  
 
    “Yes?” I answer realizing that I’ve been daydreaming. 
 
    He chuckles. “I’m waiting.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t have any siblings. I’m an only child, and my parents are both from Atlanta, Georgia. They moved to Florida after my mom got pregnant with me, and I went to University of Florida.” I’m doing a good job holding myself together. 
 
    “So, how do your parents feel about their newly single, only child being halfway across the world alone?” 
 
    “I don’t know for sure how they feel, but my mom would probably be mad that I got a divorce and my dad would support my decision.” 
 
    He looks at me confused. “Do you not talk to your parents?” 
 
    I take a deep breath and will myself to say the words I’ve never had to say to anyone before. “My parents were killed a couple of years back in a plane crash.” I’m fighting back tears because I don’t want to cry in front of him. I don’t want him to think I’m weak.  
 
    “Alicia, I’m sorry . . . I  . . . I didn’t know,” he stutters. 
 
    “Of course you didn’t know, silly. We just met,” I laugh it off in hopes of lightening our conversation.  
 
     “So you’re pretty much in this big world all alone.” 
 
    “You can say that, aside from my best friend Tamia, her boyfriend Marcus and their daughter Brittany.” 
 
    “We’ll see what we can do about that.” He smiles at me showing off his pearly white teeth. 
 
    What? Now I’m confused. 
 
    He sighs. “I know it may take some time, given your recent divorce, but when you’re ready, I’d like to be a part of your world . . . When you’re ready.” He repeats the last part because he knows how I’ll respond. 
 
    I shove more food in my mouth because I don’t want to respond. What do I say to that? Less than 6 hours ago, David had his face planted between my legs making sweet love to me with his mouth. I can’t possibly sit here and plan my future with Heath right now.  
 
    David! 
 
    How do I tell Heath that David is here visiting me? I don’t want to scare him off; he might be the perfect guy for me. I haven’t agreed to date him exclusively, but I see potential in him. He’s clearly intelligent: he’s interested in art and the way our conversation flowed last night was wonderful. In all of the time David and I were together, he never showed the genuine interest in me that Heath showed last night. Heath just seems like my type: a man who appreciates simple things and isn’t intimidated by a successful woman, he encourages it instead.   
 
    “Alicia, I said when you’re ready. You don’t have to keep stuffing your mouth to avoid conversation,” he says jokingly. 
 
    I look up at him and smile.  
 
    “I don’t want to hear about how the ink on your divorce papers is barely dry, nor do I want to hear that you don’t think you’re ready. Just tell me you’ll give me a chance when you get ready. I’m not in any particular rush, but I don’t want to feel like I’m wasting my time, either.” 
 
    Do you want to hear that my ex-husband is here visiting? 
 
    “When I’m ready, I promise you’ll be the first to know.” 
 
    He lets out a satisfied sigh as if that’s all he wanted me to say. “I like the sound of that. So, what are we doing this weekend?” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Just as I’m about to speak, Benjamin enters the dining room and clears his throat to get our attention. “Sir, your father is on the phone. I told him you were in a breakfast meeting, but he insists that this is very important.”  
 
    I mentally sag to the ground.  
 
    “Alicia, if you’ll excuse me. I have to take this call,” Heath says before he stands and walks into another room. Benjamin leaves behind him. After several moments he returns with a disappointed look on his face and takes the seat next to me. “I have to leave to go to Switzerland for a couple of days. I’m sorry this is so sudden, but there are some unexpected things that need to be taken care of at one of the work-sites.” 
 
    “Is everything ok?” I ask, doing my best to try to sound concerned, but inwardly I’m hoping he’ll be gone for the whole time David is here.  
 
    “I’m not really sure, my father didn’t elaborate.” He’s looking at me as if he really doesn’t want to leave. “Benjamin,” he calls out without taking his eyes off me. 
 
    “Yes Sir,” Benjamin is at the entrance in no time responding. 
 
    “Can you please pack me some clothes? I have to go to Switzerland, I’ll need to leave here in about two hours.” 
 
    “How long will you be there, Sir?” 
 
    “I’ll be returning on Wednesday.” Heath still hasn’t taken his eyes off of me.  
 
    “Will there be anything else, Sir?” 
 
    “No, that’s all. Thank you.” 
 
    With that said, Benjamin turns and leaves the room. 
 
    I sigh inwardly because my prayer has been answered. It would be far too stressful to try to balance both men at the same time. Even though I’ve made up my mind that I won’t have anything to do with David once he leaves. 
 
     He grabs my hand and the electric spark that only he makes me feel starts to radiate through me. “Would you like to come with me?” His words take on a different meaning to me. 
 
    Yes I would like to come with you. “I. . . . I can’t,” I stutter. 
 
    He smiles, no doubt because he feels the spark, too. 
 
     “I have too much to do before the firm opens next Monday. I still haven’t hired an assistant.” I’m working double-time to control my heartbeat and my hormones.  
 
    “I figured it was worth a try. Would you like to join me in the sitting room until it’s time for me to leave?” 
 
    “Don’t you have to get packed?” 
 
    He shakes his head. “No, Benjamin will take care of everything.” He stands without letting go of my hand. “Will you join me now? I really don’t have that much time.”  
 
    I nod then stand, allowing him to lead me into his sitting room. We sit down on the sofa, my hand still in his and we talk about his studies at Yale.  
 
    “What did you major in?” I ask. 
 
    “I was pre-med and I also did a couple of years in medical school,” he says in that voice that would make me want to be one of his patients. “But,” he continues, “I eventually left because I realized that being a physician or a surgeon was my mother’s dream and not my own.  You see, Alicia, there are so many more things to be passionate about than performing surgeries on sick people.  What about you? Why did you go into finance?” He asks. 
 
    “Well, I’ve known since high school that I wanted to be a businesswoman and I’ve stopped at nothing to reach my goals. My mother, on the other hand, just wanted me to marry a wealthy man like she did so that I can depend on him, but I think I inherited my father’s drive and ambition.” 
 
    “I can see that, almost thirty and taking on a CEO position. That’s quite impressive.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I respond, blushing.  
 
    If anything about Heath St. James captures my heart, it will be the fact that he, unlike David, is going to let me be myself. He doesn’t seem intimidated by the fact that I’m not even thirty and I’m going to be the Chief Executive Officer of one of the most prestigious investment firms in the world, he’s not wavered by the fact that I’m smart and confident. But why would he be? He was studying to become a doctor. The thing I’m going to like about him the most is that, right now, he isn’t hounding me about having children and I don’t have to explain my infertility to him. I’m sure that I will one day soon, but right now it’s not even part of our conversation.  
 
     “Alicia, may I ask you something without making you upset?” Heath asks me.  
 
    I think about it for a moment then nod giving him the okay. 
 
    “What caused your divorce?” My eyebrows furrow, but he immediately starts to defend his question. “Not to upset you, but I would like to know what your ex-husband did so that I won’t do it. You see, there is something about you Alicia. I don’t know what it is, but ever since that day you walked out of the powder room in your office, I’ve wanted you. Even after you rejected me and told me that you were married. When I came back home, all I did was think about you. I wanted you in any way I could have you and I still do. The other night when you walked out into the hallway I saw my “upset neighbor” I thought it was my chance to get the woman I want. I’m willing to let you take your time, because I’ll wait forever for you. I just don’t want to mess things up between us in the process.” 
 
    My heart is on the verge of melting. In all the time I was with David, he never said anything so sweet and genuine to me. I take a deep breath and tell myself that I’m not going to cry while I explain this. “It was a combination of things, but the straw that broke the camel’s back was when he cheated on me with his secretary and got her pregnant.” 
 
    His eyes stretch wide at my confession. I’m just happy I was able to spit it out without getting emotional. To me, that’s a step in the direction of getting over David. Now all I have to do is get through the next couple of days and he will be out of my life for good. 
 
    “Alicia, this is probably going to be hard to process, but I’d never do anything like that to you. If you allow me, I will prove it.”  
 
    I smile at him.  
 
    “That is . . . when you’re ready.” 
 
    I wink at him. “I’ll hold you to it.” 
 
    We stare into each other’s eyes for several moments not saying a word. I’m afraid because I think I’m falling for him and he seems too good to be true. He is the exact opposite of David from his interest in me and my career to the way our conversations flow. I like him and I’m willing to give him a chance, but I can’t commit right now because I would be cheating if I decide to give it up to David.  
 
    “Just do me one favor.” Heath breaks our silence. “Think about it while I’m in Switzerland. There are so many things I want to show you, so many things I want to tell you but I want to know that I have you first . . . Just think about it Alicia.” 
 
    I nod and smile because that’s all I can do as a reaction. Nobody has ever been so direct with me. I’ve never met a guy who knows what he wants and is not afraid to ask for it.  
 
    “Is that a yes?” Heath asks with a smile on his face. 
 
    I nod and smile again. “Yes!” 
 
    “Good,” he says. Then he lets go of my hand and I feel a weird aftershock. I don’t have enough time to question it because he’s pulled me into his embrace and is kissing me, like the fact that I said I’d think about being in a relationship meant the world to him. His lips are soft and his tongue is so gentle and warm against mine, making every hair follicle on my body stand at attention. I kiss him back and he moans from deep within his chest sending a direct signal to my little lady. He puts one hand on my thigh and the other on my back and I feel that pull of electricity I tend to feel whenever he touches me, double-time.  It feels so good that I don’t want to question my connection with him.  Our tongues are intertwining but he is in control of this kiss and if I’m not careful, he will be in control of my body; I’m not ready for that.  
 
    His phone rings and he answers. “Heath St. James,” he says with his lips still pressed against mine. He sits back and listens to what the person says on the other end. “Okay, I’ll be right down.” He looks at me like he’s not ready to go. “Benjamin has everything packed up and my car is ready to leave. We’ll pick up where we left off when I return.” 
 
    “Okay,” I say still trying to catch my breath from the kiss.  
 
    He stands and reaches for my hand again. “Come,” he says with authority, “we can take the elevator together.” 
 
    “Aren’t you going to change?” I asked looking at his sweatpants and T-shirt. 
 
    “I’ll change on the plane. Benjamin has packed enough clothes.”  
 
    We walk hand in hand to the front door and to the elevator, not letting go until we reach my floor. Before I step off, he pulls his wallet out of his pocket and hands me a business card. “My cell number is on there; please call me so that I can store your number. I realized that we didn’t exchange numbers last night and I really wanted to talk to you.” 
 
    He leans in and kisses me one last time, letting his tongue explore my mouth once again as his hands caress my behind. My little lady is wetter than the Pacific Ocean and I’m borderline dizzy. 
 
    “Okay,” I say just above a whisper because it was all I could regain of my voice, and then step off the elevator into my apartment. 
 
     I check my phone for any missed calls and, of course, I have several from David. Ignoring them, I dial Heath’s number and he answers on the second ring. We talk for a little bit and I promise him, again, that I will think about our exclusivity and confirm that I will see him on Wednesday. I also add that I will email him while I’m at work.  
 
    “I’m going to miss you, Alicia,” he says after a long silent pause. 
 
    “I’m going to miss you, too, Heath,” I say without a second thought which surprises me. After a brief conversation we hang up. 
 
    I go to my room and make myself come the best way I know how, then wash up and get ready to spend time with David.  
 
    Ugh, what have I agreed to? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    chapter 3 
 
      
 
    “Can this fucking door open any faster?” I yell to the poor flight attendant on the chartered jet that David and I are on. I’m über pissed.  I squeeze through the door as soon as there is enough room for me to get by and then stomp across the tarmac to our awaiting car. David is right on my heels. 
 
    “Alicia, I’m not lying. I’m not in a relationship with Lauren; we’re just co-parenting,” David insists. 
 
    “I told you I don’t want to hear it, David! If you’re just co-parenting with her, then why do you feel the need to lie about where you are and who you’re with?” 
 
    David stares at me. He’s lost for words, I’m sure. We’ve been arguing for the last hour of our trip back from Italy. 
 
    “Alicia I . . .”  
 
    “I said I don’t want to hear it David! I distinctly heard you tell her that you loved her.” I stop him in the middle of whatever lie he’s about to tell me.  
 
    “I didn’t say it to Lauren. I had her put the phone on speaker and I was talking to Skye.”
I let out a frustrated sigh and roll my eyes at him. He knows I don’t believe that shit. 
 
    “Can you at least let me take you home?” 
 
    “No thanks, I’ll just take the metro. It stops right by my place.” 
 
    “Licia don’t be ridiculous. It’s almost ten o’clock; there is no way I’m letting you ride home via public transportation with all those bags at this hour.” 
 
    “Then what do you suggest, because you are not welcome at my place right now.” I’m looking his two-timing ass straight in the eyes. “I have an idea; you can keep your shit, and I will take the metro. Give them to Lauren when you get back home for all I fucking care.”  
 
    “Licia,” He sighs and pinches his forehead, sounding just as frustrated as I am. “Why are you so damned stubborn?  If I wanted Lauren to have things from a shopping trip in Italy, I would have taken her, so, no, you can keep the things. There is no way in hell I’m going to let you take the metro at this hour. It’s not up for discussion. I will have the car service drop you off in front of The Vue, then I’ll have it bring me back to my apartment. How does that sound?” He’s searching my face for confirmation but his tone is telling me he’s not taking no for an answer.  
 
    “Fine David, do what makes you smile,” I do my best to sound annoyed. The truth is as much as I don’t want to be in his presence for another minute, I really don’t want to brave that ride on the metro, either. 
 
    David asks the driver, who I just noticed has been staring at us for the last ten minutes while we debate on how I’m going to get home, to open the trunk and load our things into it, and then we get into the car. I close my eyes because I don’t want to see or have to speak to David.  
 
    *** 
 
    On Saturday, after my almost perfect breakfast date with Heath, I took the metro to meet David in London City. We went to some of the local shops, learned about some of the culture of England at a museum, and then we had lunch. 
 
    He explained to me that he came, although I asked him not to, because he regrets everything he’d done to me leading up to our divorce, and that he wanted us to work out our problems and move ahead with our relationship. I told him that what happened last night was a mistake caused by all of the emotions I’d been feeling and missing out on since we got divorced. I also explained to him that it would never happen again and that I have no intentions on rekindling our relationship. I didn’t tell him about Heath because I didn’t want to have to answer questions about him. Honestly, it isn’t David’s business who I’m seeing because he isn’t my companion anymore.  
 
    Although he said he accepted my decision, he didn’t stop his quest to be my husband again. He was still using his words of endearment and showing me affection: far more than he did when we were married, which caused the most alarm to me.  We finished the night at his corporate apartment, and of course he tried to have sex with me. I would have given in, but luckily, after three months, I finally got my period. David knows that he can ultimately alter any decision I make if he can cause me to have a good enough orgasm. The sad part is that I know it, too, which is why I have to be extra careful around him. I made it back to my place in time enough to take Heath’s phone call. We talked for at least an hour and I told him I was going to Italy, leaving out the part about who was going to accompany me.  
 
    Early Sunday morning, David and I left out on a chartered jet to Italy to shop. We shopped at Gucci, Armani, Dolce and Gabbana, and some designers I’ve never heard of. I even had a pair of stilettos custom made. I had a blast, and for the first time I realized that I work too much not to explore the world and enjoy myself.  
 
    We ate  lunch at a local sub shop and dinner at a local restaurant; I don’t care what anyone says, authentic Italian food can only be experienced in Italy. We traveled the streets of blue water in Venice, ate some of the delicious treats from the street vendors, and did some sightseeing before heading back to the airport. David kept getting calls all day, some he took in front of me and others he walked off to take. My assumption is that the calls he took when he walked off were Lauren’s; I shouldn’t have let it get to me because we’re not together but my “time of the month” has me in a pretty foul mood. On the last phone call I heard him tell the person on the other line that he loved them, which won him the silent treatment until the last hour of our flight back home. I mean, it’s true that I have no desire to start our relationship over but he could at least be respectful and let that bitch know he’s with me and that he’ll talk to her on his time not our time. 
 
    What ultimately upset me was when I finally started  talking to him and I asked him who he was talking to when he said I love you, he lied and said he didn’t say that to anyone. I couldn’t believe he would just look me in my eyes and tell that bold-faced lie. That’s the exact bullshit the new Alicia McAllister refuses to deal with. At that point I didn’t want to look at him anymore. The jet couldn’t land fast enough. 
 
    *** 
 
    We arrived at The Vue about forty-five minutes later. We pull up under the awning and I jump out of the car before the driver puts it in park.  Daniel, the doorman I’ve grown to adore, walks out to greet us.  
 
    “Miss McAllister,” He says tipping his hat. He notices the annoyed expression on my face. “Is everything okay madam?”  
 
    “Yes, everything is fine Daniel,” I respond with a half-smile. “Can you please get my bags from Mr. Barfield and bring them up to my place? I’ve had a long day,” I say this loud enough for David to get the hint that he’s really not invited to my house tonight.  
 
    David walks over to me and before he can say anything to upset me further, I thank him for the trip and let him know that I have to get some sleep because I have four interviews that I need to conduct in the morning. He walks back to the car in defeat and I walk into the building and take the elevator to my place. Once Daniel arrives with my bags, I check my phone. I don’t have any missed calls but I have four new voice messages.  
 
    That’s odd. 
 
    The first message was from Heath letting me know that he was thinking about me and asking me to return his call. The second was also from Heath just checking on me since I told him I’d be out of town for the day. The third was from my best friend, Tamia, checking to see if I remarried David yet. Not a chance in  hell, Mia. The last message was also from Heath telling me to call him as soon as I got the message. He sounds worried on the last message.  
 
    I dial Tamia first. “Are you Mrs. Barfield or Miss McAllister? I haven’t heard from you in a couple of days. Are you on your second honeymoon?” She laughs. 
 
    “No, no honeymoon, but I did get a shopping trip to Italy,” I say annoyed. 
 
    “Italy, huh? That bastard sure does know how to fix a fuck up, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yeah he does,” I laugh. 
 
    “So what’s the verdict?” 
 
    “Verdict?” 
 
    “Alicia don’t be a smart ass. Are you and Barfield getting back together or what?” 
 
    I sigh, “No, there is no way in the world I’d take him back.” I can hear her sigh in relief on the other end. I continue telling her about how he turned around in Ireland to be with Lauren and the baby then how he came here even though I told him not to come. Then I told her about our fight today when I asked him who he was telling that he loved. “I’m over him, Mia. I can’t wait for him to board that plane back to Florida so that I can move on with my life.” 
 
    “Well I’m glad you figured that one out on your own.” 
 
    “Me, too.” 
 
    “Listen, I know it’s late there and I was just calling to check on you. Call me one day this week.” 
 
    “Alright, will do.” 
 
    “Love you and take care of yourself. 
 
    “Love you, too. Tell Brittany and Marcus I said hello and I love them.” I’m careful not to mention Heath to Tamia; she might tell me that I’m moving on too fast. Hell, I think I’m moving on too fast, but the connection between us is so strong that I can’t help it. Even if Tamia did say something that would discourage me, it wouldn’t stop me from wanting to get to know Heath.   
 
    I pick up the phone and dial Heath’s number and he answers on the first ring. “Alicia, is everything alright?” 
 
    “Yes, why do you ask?” I ask hoping he hasn’t found out about David. I don’t know how much these people in England talk. Heath owns the building, so who know what he knows. 
 
    “I haven’t heard from you all day, I was starting to get worried.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine. I told you I made plans to go to Italy today.” 
 
    “Ah yes, I must have forgotten.” He sounds relieved that I’m alright. 
 
    Heath and I talk for another hour about our days. I tell him about my day in Italy skipping over any and everything that had to do with David. He tells me about the project his father’s company is working on in Switzerland, mentioning more than once that he wishes he was talking to me in person. We end our conversation when I tell him I need to get rest because  I have to conduct interviews tomorrow. I promise I will call him as soon as I can, and he tells me if I don’t call soon enough he will call me.  
 
    I take all of the nice things that David bought and find a place in my closet for them, then take a shower. The weekend was long but I have duties to attend to in the morning. I get into bed feeling alone, wishing that I had someone to hold me while I fall asleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    I wake up the next morning and take the metro to the Stansbury Building. I’m thankful that Mr. Stansbury picked a location close to public transportation, but I’m really not a fan of it, so I make a mental note to get a car as soon as possible.                
 
    I walk into the Stansbury Building and greet the security officers and then take the elevator to the top floor where my office is located. My office is twice as big as the one back home equipped with an elliptical, a private quarter with a full bathroom and a bedroom in case I need some sleep after working long hours as CEO of the company’s newest division.  I’ve never seen anything like it in my life. Today I’m wearing a black pant suit with a matching jacket, soft pink blouse and black stilettos. I’m all business today because if I choose the wrong receptionist this could be a very long six months. 
 
    Patricia, the VP of Human Resources has scheduled the interviews back to back and all before lunch so that I can make a final decision today. As I get my questions ready for the first candidate my cell phone rings and, of course, it’s David.  
 
    “Yes David,” I answer letting my frustration be everything but discrete.  
 
    “Hey, I know you’re still upset, but tonight is my last night here so can I please take you to dinner?” He’s not begging, instead, I can hear that Barfield arrogance in his voice. I want to hang up on him. 
 
    “Sure David.” 
 
    “Cool, I’ll meet you at your building at five. We can have dinner somewhere in the City and then go back to your place to hang out.”  
 
    “That’s fine, but you’re still not sleeping over.”  
 
    He laughs. “Alicia McAllister, you are one stubborn woman. I’ll see you at five.” 
 
    “Okay, five.” I hang up before he can say anything else. I have work to do. 
 
    I’m able to get my questions and myself together and at nine o’clock sharp my first interviewee, Maggie Tomlinson, taps on my door. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Hi Patricia,” I say when she answers my call. It’s four in the afternoon; the day just flew by before my eyes.  
 
    “Hi Miss McAllister; have you made your decision yet?” 
 
    “Patricia, please call me Alicia, it’s fine really, and yes, I’ve chosen Carolina Reeves for the position.” 
 
    “Excellent choice, I will phone her and let her know. Is there anything else I can get for you Alicia?” 
 
    “No, that’ll be all. I’ll see you tomorrow, and thank you.” We hang up. 
 
    Honestly, none of the candidates I interviewed come remotely close to Heidi. Maggie Tomlinson was too shy and timid. I need someone who isn’t afraid to speak to my clients. Bill Hodges was quite the flirt and he made me extremely uncomfortable; this company does not need a sexual harassment lawsuit. Annabelle Smith was too damn hyper, she reminded me of one of those college cheerleaders that I couldn’t stand with her blonde hair and fake boobs. I didn’t know they did the fake boob thing in England, too. Out of all of the candidates Carolina Reeves was “the best”. She is a short middle-aged woman with dyed short curly black hair, and gray eyes. She wore an awkward length skirt, a turtleneck and two-inch heels that drove me crazy. She explained to me that her husband was laid off from his job forcing her to use her degree to help support her family. She seemed sad when I explained to her that the job as my assistant is only temporary, but I promised her if she proved herself I would place her with one of the vice-presidents once her time is up.  
 
    David calls me a little after five letting me know that he is in the lobby and the security guards won’t let him come up.  
 
    Good. 
 
    On my way down the only thing I could think was that I’m so glad this visit is almost over with.  When he sees me get off the elevator he stands to greet me. He’s wearing jeans, a white shirt, and brown loafers looking sexy as hell. He walks up to me and gives me a hug like he didn’t piss me off last night. I hug him back, but I’m not going for the affection that he’s going for.  
 
    We chose a restaurant called A Taste of Jamaica in London City for dinner;  once we are seated and our orders are taken David immediately starts with his apology, which I don’t want to hear. 
 
    “Alicia, look, about yesterday-” he starts. 
 
    “Hey, nothing about yesterday concerns me. I’ve made it as clear as I can to you that our relationship will not be reconciled so there is no reason for you to explain anything to me. When you go back to Florida tomorrow we will be what we were when we got divorced back in March, “friends”, and if that isn’t good enough for you then I don’t know what to tell you,” I snap before I know it. 
 
    “Did I ever tell you that your period makes you bitchy?” He laughs. 
 
    I smirk at him implying that his joke wasn’t funny, but he’s not lying on me. 
 
    When our waitress, Lindzi, comes back with our food and drinks she is giving David the flirty eyes. I have no doubt that she’s noticed that neither one of us is wearing wedding rings. She’s cordial, but not as kind to me, but I don’t care. If she wants to take her chances with the lying, cheating dog she can be my guest.  
 
    I enjoy my dinner of oxtails, red beans and rice, and cabbage, but what I loved the most was the Jamaican wine they served with it. David asked me when I was coming back to Florida  and I told him that I promised Tamia that I will be there for Thanksgiving and Christmas. He told me that rollercoaster his company has been working on at the theme park in London City is going to be opening in early August so he will be back around that time. Since we never really discussed work at home I had no idea his company was building a rollercoaster here, but I just nodded for the sake of not arguing.  
 
    Tonight, against David’s wishes I picked up the check, and since Lindzi wouldn’t give up on my ex-husband I asked him for some of his business cards and gave it to her. I made her day, I’m sure. I can’t get mad at the woman; David is fine as hell and those jeans he’s wearing tonight aren’t doing him  enough justice. She’s a pretty woman, too. She’s a little taller than me and dark-skinned with a nice curvy figure.  Of course David didn’t like it, or at least he acted like he didn’t. He was probably overjoyed that I made the first move for him. 
 
    After dinner we decided to catch a movie then go back to my place to wrap up David’s visit over some chocolate and wine.  
 
    “Licia, even though this trip didn’t end the way I wanted it to, I really enjoyed myself,” he says as he sips on the Jamaican wine that was so good I just had to buy a bottle to bring home.  
 
    I laugh. “This trip was nothing like you planned. Tell the truth, Davie; did you really think you were going to win me back that easy after everything you’ve done to me?” 
 
    “No, I didn’t think it was going to be easy, but I hoped that you’d at least consider it after I reminded you how much we loved each other before.” He tilts his head to the side and gives me those puppy-dog eyes that I can’t refuse.  
 
    Stay. Strong. Alicia McAllister.  
 
    I sigh. “You don’t have to remind me, I haven’t forgotten, which is why I can’t understand why you did what you did. I thought what we had was perfect, well, aside from the fact that it was hard for me to get pregnant, but you were already messing around before we found that out. So . . . what was it Davie? What . . . what made you seek out another woman?”  
 
    “It was nothing on your part.” He shrugs. “It was my own selfishness that ruined us. We married really young and I wanted to see if I still “had it”. Turns out that I did and I didn’t know how to control it.” 
 
    This is the most honesty I’ve gotten from him in a very long time, and I appreciate it. “Is there any advice you can give me on what I can change about me for my next relationship? Anything I can, you know, change to make myself a better partner?” 
 
    “You’re planning on dating someone else?” He’s feigning a disapproving look. 
 
    I laugh. “Of course, I don’t want to be some old maid.” 
 
    “The only thing I can suggest is that you live a little; other than that you’re the perfect woman and any man would be happy to have you.” 
 
    “Thank you. That was a very nice thing to say,” I say giving him a nod and a half smile. 
 
    “It’s the truth,” he says smiling back. 
 
    *** 
 
    I walk David to his car to exchange our final goodbyes. I’m glad we were able to air out our differences and that I was able to get him to understand that I have no interest in us getting back together. It’s like this huge boulder has been lifted from my shoulders again. We walk outside under the awning where his car is waiting and he turns to face me.  
 
    “Take care of yourself Alicia McAllister.” Those words sound so good coming out of his mouth. 
 
    “I will, I promise.”  
 
    “If you need anything call me, okay? I’m here for you . . . as a friend.” 
 
    “Thanks Davie.”  
 
    He pulls me into his embrace and gives me a rather romantic hug then kisses me on both of my cheeks and then my forehead. I step back in shock, and rub his arm. “Take care of yourself David,” I say and I watch him get in the car. I wave good-bye as the car drives away.  When I turn to go back into the building I see Benjamin at the receptionist desk talking to Georgette, the receptionist. 
 
    I hope he didn’t take anything the wrong way. 
 
    I say hello as I pass by them and step onto the elevator, and Benjamin is giving me a curious stare.  
 
    Why is this elevator taking so long to close? 
 
    Georgette didn’t seem affected by me but Benjamin’s curious eye turned kind of evil as the seconds it took for the elevator door to close rolled by. He’s probably going to say something to Heath and change his mind about wanting to get to know me better.  
 
    Dammit. 
 
    I grab my phone to call Heath and as I’m searching for his number my phone starts to ring. Heath is calling me. I’m suddenly nervous, my heart is beating triple time, and my palms are sweating. What if Benjamin called Heath that fast? He has no right; he doesn’t even know what’s going on.  I answer the phone before it goes to voicemail. “Hello?” I say doing my best to mask my current emotions. 
 
    “Hey, I didn’t think I was going to be able to speak to you before I went to sleep. How was your day?” 
 
    “It was good. I finally chose a temporary assistant.” 
 
    “Well that’s good. I was calling to tell you that my work here is done and I will be flying back home tomorrow. I can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    “Aw, that’s a very sweet thing to say.” Given the fact that you’re going to hate me as soon as you speak to your butler. “What time are you flying in?” 
 
    “I should arrive in London City at about ten in the morning.” 
 
    “I’ll be at work then.” 
 
    “I may stop by depending on how my jet lag is treating me. If not I’ll just see you when you get home. I’ll have Benjamin fix us a nice supper.” 
 
    I let out a nervous chuckle. “I’d like that.”  
 
    If you don’t hate me by then. 
 
    “Then it’s settled. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    We say our good nights then we hang up. I head to my room to take a shower trying to figure out why David was still showing me affection after I told him that I’m not interested in him. I hope he doesn’t come back in August trying it again.  
 
    Maybe it was the wine. I’m feeling a little fuzzy, too. 
 
    I put on my pajamas and get into bed, alone, again.  
 
    I’m really starting not to like this.  
 
    *** 
 
    I get out of the shower and head to my closet to find something to wear to work remembering that Heath will be back today and that he may stop by to see me. Wanting an outfit that will show off my curves I choose a knee-length pencil skirt and a silk neck-tie blouse. In the mirror I put on my makeup, as usual, focusing on lengthening my eye lashes and glossing my lips and then put on some black stilettos to top everything off. If he is going to see me, he’s going to catch me looking super model sexy at work.  
 
    With no time to eat breakfast I decide to have a bagel from the bakery next to the office. I grab my bag and my phone and head out on my way to the metro. When I walk out of the front door of The Vue Benjamin is waiting by a white Range Rover.  
 
    “Good Morning Miss McAllister,” He says nodding his head politely. 
 
    “Good Morning Benjamin,” I reply back as naturally as I can.  
 
    “I’m on my way to pick up Mr. St. James from the airport and I was wondering if you’d like a ride since I’ll be passing your workplace.” 
 
    My heart is beating triple time because I know he’s going to start probing.  
 
    “N . . . no thanks I . . . I’ll take the metro,”  I stutter.  
 
    “I’m sure if I take you the ride will be shorter and more comfortable,” he says politely inspecting my shoes. “And if it means anything to you Mr. St. James asked me to see if you’d like a lift today.” 
 
    Oh my God he’s spoken to Heath! I hope he didn’t say anything about David.  
 
    After giving it a little thought and watching the metro pull away I decide to concede. I mean, Benjamin is a friendly man and I’d like to give him my side of the story in case he hasn’t said anything to Heath yet. 
 
    “Miss McAllister, are you going to accept my offer of a ride or wait on the next train?” Benjamin asks pulling me back to now. 
 
    “Yes, I’d love a ride.” I smile at him. 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    He opens the back door of the Range Rover and helps me in, takes his spot in the driver’s seat, and then pulls away in route to the Stansbury building.  
 
    This is going to be uncomfortable. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    I look out of the window at the far too familiar sign that reads LONDON CITY 35 KM. Of course, I’ve seen this sign plenty of times, but seeing it in my current situation makes me feel uneasy because it means for the next at least twenty-five minutes, I’m going to have to worry about being questioned about last night. What makes matters worse is that I want, so badly, to ask him if he said anything to Heath but I can’t do that without having to reveal who David actually is. 
 
    “Miss McAllister,” Benjamin breaks the silence. 
 
    Crap! 
 
    “Yes?”  I answer trying to sound like I wasn’t anticipating this Q and A session. 
 
     “That young man you were with last night; is he a relative?” He asks in his distinctive British accent. 
 
    It’s really none of his business who that young man I was with last night is, but maybe he’s gathering information for Heath, so I better just tell the truth.  “No, he’s my ex-husband.”                               
 
    He looks at me through his rearview mirror and I put my head down. I feel like I’m in the principal’s office; I’m mildly ashamed.  
 
    “Miss McAllister, I rarely intrude in Mr. St. James’s personal affairs, but I feel it is my duty at the moment to say this. I’ve never heard him go on about  a woman the way he talks about you. He was quite disappointed that you were married in the beginning and then happier than I’ve ever seen him when he found out you were his new neighbor and single.” He sighs, “This is highly unprofessional of me, but I’m going to say it anyway. Mr. St. James has had his heart broken by a couple of women in the past, and for that reason he is very protective of his feelings. For a long time I thought he’d never fall in love again, so to listen to him go on and on about you being the one is like a breath of fresh air to me. He’s a wonderful man and I don’t want to see him get hurt again, because this time, who knows how long it would be before he comes around.” 
 
    Now I really feel horrible. What do I say to that? I’m happy to hear that Heath is serious about his feelings for me but what scares me is that we’ve only seen each other a handful of times and we’ve only been on about one and a half dates. Surely that is not enough time to get to know a person.  One thing I can say about Heath; he does seem truly genuine and the last thing I want to do is hurt his feelings. I hope Benjamin hasn’t said anything to him about seeing me with David. Then again, it’s not his business because Heath and I aren’t together yet, but I guess I owe him an explanation.   
 
    “His name is David,” I sigh. “We got divorced a couple of months ago. When I moved here I got homesick, and I called my best friend who wasn’t available for me to speak with because she was due in court, she’s an attorney. After I cried about missing home and my family, I called the only other person who was family to me . . .” 
 
    “David,” Benjamin finishes my sentence for me.  
 
    “Yes,” I answer feeling horrible about making that call to David.  
 
    “Forgive me for being intrusive Miss McAllister, but why didn’t you call another family member, like a sibling, or cousin, or your parents?” 
 
    “I don’t have siblings and I don’t really know my parents’ families; they were kind of disowned because they married each other, something about rivaling families, and my parents are dead. For the last four years the only family I’ve had is David, Tamia, that’s my best friend’s name, and her daughter Brittany.” I’m emotional, but I don’t cry.  
 
    “Oh, I apologize. I went into this conversation with Mr. St. James’s best interest at heart, but I wouldn’t have guessed in a million years that you were going through so much. Forgive me please.” 
 
    “It’s okay. Why would you have known anything about me? The most important thing is that I put David behind me. Last night when you saw us we were saying our last good-byes. I told him that it was over between us for good. Believe it or not, after I asked him to visit me, we got into a fight and I told him not to come. That same night the owner of the apartment above was having a party playing loud music, which made me more upset, so I went upstairs to ask him to turn it down. Turns out Heath was the owner; that’s how I ended up running into him here.” 
 
    “Do you believe in fate Miss McAllister?” 
 
    I tilt my head to the side confused. 
 
    “Mr. St. James does,” Benjamin says meeting my gaze and winking at me through the rearview mirror. 
 
    I half-smile back at him. How many times am I going to have to tell my life story? 
 
    I just have to know. “Benjamin, did you say anything about what you saw last night to Heath?” 
 
    “No ma’am, I wanted to, but my instincts told me to see what you had to say first. I’m glad I did. Don’t worry; I won’t say anything to him.”  
 
    I let out the breath I didn’t know I was holding in. “Thank you.”  
 
    “I only ask that you treat him right, and don’t lead him on too long. He’s falling pretty hard for you.” 
 
    I nod, and then sit back in my seat and enjoy the scenery of the countryside before we approach London City, grateful that Benjamin gave me a chance before he said anything to Heath. That was really nice of him.   
 
    Since I didn’t take the metro, I’m at work earlier than I’d anticipated. So I sit down at the bagel shop and eat my cinnamon crunch bagel, cream cheese and cappuccino before heading over to the office to start work.  When I arrive, Carolina is sitting at her desk with Patricia going over standard procedures of opening and closing the office.  
 
    “Miss McAllister likes you to arrive before her and be ready to give her a rundown of her day and any messages she has before. You will have access to her Outlook Calendar in case she is not in the office when someone calls, this way you can tentatively schedule things and let whomever know you  or Miss McAllister will call them back by the end of business on the next day.” Patricia tells Carolina as she jots down notes. “You must file everything electronically in the Stansbury database by the person’s last name to ease the process of looking up anything. If you’re not sure of where something would go, please get with Miss McAllister and ask her before proceeding.” Patricia’s voice is soft but cute with her British accent.  
 
    “I think I have it,” Carolina responds. 
 
    “Wow,” I say setting my bag down on the reception desk and leaning against it sipping my cappuccino. “You’ve got my opening procedures down perfectly. How do you know me so well?”  
 
    “I took the liberty of calling Heidi, your assistant in the states and she was more than willing to assist. I heard that you were very particular about certain things and I want to make your transition to this division as smooth as possible,” Patricia says proudly.   
 
     I smile. “Well, thank you very much.” I say picking up my bag and heading to my office, closing the door behind me.  
 
    I make a note in my calendar to call Heidi when I think she’s settled in at the office. I feel bad because I haven’t called her since I’ve been here, but I’ve been so busy with working and getting everything together for the grand opening of this office. Which reminds me. “Patricia,” I say through the office intercom phone.  
 
    “Yes ma’am?” She answers.  
 
    “Can you please come in here when you’re finished with Carolina?” 
 
    “I’ll be there in a moment.” 
 
    “There’s no rush.” 
 
    I start to look over the emails I’ve been sent mostly from Mr. Stansbury with information regarding opening the new division and some leads on potential investors in the area. Some of the Senior Vice Presidents also emailed me wishing me luck and asking me to keep in touch. Seriously? I didn’t keep in touch when I was in the states. What makes them think I will want talk to them now?                
 
    Being cordial, I respond to all their emails individually rather than following my original plan and sending one email to everyone at the same time. This position hasn’t changed me; I’m still the same Alicia, I believe that work is for work and my personal business should be left out. I just have a different last name, that’s all.                
 
    After a while, Patricia knocks on my door and I signal her to come in. She’s short like me, but she’s thin with pale skin. She has shoulder length hair and blue eyes.  
 
      
 
    “You needed to see me Alicia?” Patricia walks into my office.  
 
    “Yes, can you please arrange a mandatory meet and greet with the entire team so that everyone can get to know who they are working with and so that I can meet everyone?” 
 
    “Oh that’s an excellent idea. What about Friday? We’ll make it a luncheon.” 
 
    “That’s perfect.” 
 
    “Alicia, I’m so excited to begin working with you. Mr. Stansbury speaks very highly of you.” 
 
    Really? 
 
     She continues, “And your assistant absolutely adores you.” 
 
    I smile at her. I don’t want her getting too close. I hope Heidi ran that bit of information by her.  
 
    “If you need anything else, please let me know. I’m going to head to my office,” Patricia says before she turns and leaves.  
 
    My things from my office in the states arrived yesterday after I had already gone home, so my focus today is to get unpacked and give this office some of my personal touch. Carolina will be in training for the rest of the week, which leaves me alone. I don’t mind it. I take off my shoes and put them under my desk and get to work.  
 
    The first couple of boxes contain clocks, pens, paintings and a lot of other things I forgot I owned, but I’m happy to see them because they remind me so much of home.  I open a box marked FRAGILE and the first thing I see is a framed picture of Tamia, Brittany, and me on one of our weekend outings.  Brittany is so adorable with those little white teeth, big bright eyes and her caramel complexion. Her smile is so big and pretty; she looks happy, we all do. I pick up the picture and take a seat on the sofa by the window and just stare at it. I miss them, I miss my family. Why did I move so far away from them knowing they are the only family I have?  The picture starts to get blurry as tears begin to run down my face. It’s too early to call Tamia and I’ll be damned if I make the mistake of calling David again. I decide to just let whatever emotion I’m feeling run its course. I wanted this job and I knew the consequences of taking it. As bad as I want them to stop, my tears keep flowing.  
 
    I look up when I hear a knock on my door. It’s already opened and Heath is standing in the doorway. 
 
    Get yourself together Alicia McAllister. 
 
    He’s smiling, showing every single one of his perfectly straight white teeth, but when he notices that I’m crying, he rushes to my side.  
 
    “Alicia,” he sounds worried, “Baby, why are you crying?” He takes the picture out of my hand and looks at it. “Is this your best friend and her daughter?” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “And I assume you were unpacking and ran across this picture?” 
 
    I nod again. He’s making the whole concept of explaining my problems very easy at the moment.  
 
    He takes the picture out of my hand, walks over to my desk and then finds a spot for it. He closes my office door and blinds to block the view of the reception area, then resumes his spot next to me. He wraps his arms around me and kisses my tears away; my whole body ignites, making me want him. It’s a good thing I’m on my period because if I wasn’t, I’d be screwing him right now. He sits back on the sofa, and then pulls my head so that I am resting it on his chest. 
 
    “You’re even beautiful when you cry,” He says caressing my arm with his thumb. “Just let it out;  I know how you feel darling. When I left home to move to the states, I was homesick for months. My father kept telling me to be a man and deal with it, but back then my family was everything to me. I know your best friend is all that you have right now, but give it time, I can be your family, too,” He chuckles and I can feel his chest move.  
 
    Once I finish my cry, I look up at him and wipe away the last of my tears with the back of my hands. “I’m sorry, this is so embarrassing,” I say through my broken voice.  
 
    “There is no need to be embarrassed; sometimes our emotions get the best of us. You did the right thing by letting them all out.” He takes a deep breath and then exhales. “I just came by because I wanted to say hello and because I missed you terribly. I have Benjamin waiting downstairs, so I’m going to have to see you later.” He says as he stands to leave. I stand with him. 
 
    “How did you get up here, and how did you know where I was?” 
 
    He winks at me. “My company built this building. You’ll be surprised what I know about some things.” 
 
    I bite the inside of my bottom lip and smile. His eyes darken; it’s so sexy. “What do you know about me?” I ask, clearly flirting with him. 
 
    “I know you like to play hard to get, but don’t worry, I’m willing to dance with you darling. You’re worth it.” 
 
    Those words combined with the look in his eyes almost make me have an orgasm. My little lady is sending out an SOS to the rest of my body. 
 
    Holy fucking shit! What is this all about?  
 
    “Would you like me to pick you up this evening and then you can join me for dinner?” Heath asks. 
 
    “Sure, I’d love that. I’m not a fan of public transportation. I’m going to have to get a car soon,” I answer, grateful for the offer. 
 
    “What time are you off?” 
 
    “I’m going to leave at about five.” 
 
    He pulls me close to him and starts to kiss me. I tilt my head back to deepen the kiss and our tongues start to explore. His kisses are sensual, slow, and passionate; so romantic, so perfect. When we break apart, my knees are weak and I’m thankful that I’m not wearing my stilettos.  We stare into each other’s eyes not saying a word. I reach up and wipe the lip gloss off his lips. He grabs my wrist, nibbles and then kisses the pad of my thumb, causing my eyes to almost roll in the back of my head.  
 
    “I’ll see you at five,” he says. 
 
    “Okay,” I answer breathy as ever.  
 
    When he leaves, I go directly to the restroom and check my panties. My period is gone, but my little lady is slippery wet. Why does he have this effect on me? 
 
    If he keeps up, I’m going to let him in my panties way too soon. 
 
    *** 
 
    The rest of the day goes by slow, but I’m able to get a lot accomplished; my pictures are arranged on my desk and everything that needs to be hung on the wall is in its respective place. I’ve asked the facilities department to hang them for me. At five o’clock I put my shoes on, grab my bag and get on the elevator headed to meet Heath. When I step off, I overhear the receptionist talking on the phone. 
 
    “You will not believe who came into the building today, Heath St. James!” She says all too excited. “Yes, he went upstairs to Stansbury Investment, probably to do some business. Oh my gosh, he’s more handsome in person than he is on television,” she squeals after she says the last sentence. 
 
    On television? 
 
    What is it about Heath and these English people? He signed an autograph for a little boy, and adults were staring at him like he was some kind of superstar while we were on our date the other night. I don’t want to ask him again because he might blow it off again.  If he wants me to know what’s going on in his life, he’ll share it with me. 
 
     I walk outside into the cool evening air.  I never paid much attention but late May in England is a lot different than late May in Florida in terms of temperature. I have no idea how I’m going to brave the winter.  I’ve never owned an actual coat in my life but I’m going to have to purchase one very soon.  
 
    I look around for Heath’s Maybach coupe but it’s nowhere in sight.  
 
    I hope he didn’t forget me. 
 
    “Alicia,” I hear a voice call out. I look over and meet Heath’s gaze. He’s driving the white Range Rover that Benjamin dropped me off in. I want to just run and jump into his arms. He’s wearing a pair of khaki pants, brown Gucci loafers and white shirt with his sleeves rolled up showing of his gold Rolex. He meets me at the bottom of the stairs and pulls me into his embrace, holding me tight in his arms and kisses me on my forehead then swiftly on my lips. 
 
    In the middle of the street, Heath? 
 
    He grabs my hand and leads me over to his car, opens the door for me making sure I’m in safely, and then takes his spot in the driver’s seat.  When he pulls out into traffic, I think I see the flash of a camera, maybe it was the red light camera.  
 
    “So, how was work?” Heath asks casually. 
 
    “Long,” I reply. It was after he left, anyway. 
 
    “That’s how I felt when I was in Switzerland. The days were going by so slow all I could think about was the day I was going to come home so that I could see you. I made crews work longer days to get things done so that I could come back early.” 
 
    “Surely I’m not worth you overworking those poor men,” I joke.  
 
    “Not entirely. That job site was supposed to be completed weeks ago. They were dragging their feet about it, so my father sent me over to put some fire under them. Boy, were they surprised when I showed up on Monday morning.” 
 
    “So I take it that everything is complete?” 
 
    “Yes, and I was terribly tired when I landed this morning but I had to see you even if it was for a moment.” 
 
    “Well you stopped by at the perfect time. Thank you for being there for me.” 
 
    “From this point forward, I’ll always be here for you, Alicia, if you allow me.” He looks at me out of the corner of his eye, waiting for my reaction.  
 
    I smile, “I’d like that.” 
 
    We finish the ride home talking about random things. I mention that it’s colder here than it is in Florida and he offered to go shopping with me to pick out some warmer clothes. I told him that Mr. Stansbury will be here sometime soon for a visit, thinking I was surprising him but he already knew. As a matter of fact, he spoke with “Uncle Richard” earlier today. It was comforting how our conversation just ebbed and flowed. I’ve never been able talk to any man like this; which suddenly makes me wonder if he is too good to be true.  
 
    “Heath, why are you so interested in me?” I ask bluntly. 
 
    He looks confused by my question but he answers truthfully. “Remember the day we met in your office in Orlando?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Remember when you shook my hand and we both felt that spark?” 
 
    Do I ever. I felt in right between my legs. “Yes.” I answer shyly. 
 
    “I’ve never felt anything like that in my life from any woman I’ve ever been with, and I’ve been told before that if a woman makes you feel that way, then she is the one.” 
 
    What? “So you think I’m the one?” 
 
    “I’d sure like to find out.” 
 
    “So you’re not using me to get another notch in your belt?” 
 
    “Alicia, I’m a wealthy bachelor, I can sleep with any woman I choose, but I’m also a gentleman and mother would kill me if she found out I broke a young lady’s heart.” 
 
     I sigh in relief. He seems genuine.  
 
    We’re pulling into the garage at The Vue before I know it. I get off at my floor promising Heath I will be up once I shower and change into something more comfortable. 
 
      
 
    My period is officially gone and I’ve showered and changed into my burnt orange strapless summer dress and a pair of brown sandals. Once I’m all put together, I get on the elevator and head up to Heath’s place.  
 
    Benjamin answers the door for me giving me a welcoming smile. One day he and I will be great friends. He’s older like my dad and he seems to be a very wise man. As he leads me to the living room where Heath is, I ask him if he has children. He tells me he has one son, Albert, who is from his previous marriage. He also tells me that Albert and Heath are great friends and that I will meet him sooner or later.  
 
    Heath stands when I enter the room and Benjamin goes back to whatever he was doing.  
 
    “You look beautiful,” he says walking over to where I am and giving me a hug. “Are you ready for dinner?” 
 
    “Yes, it smells amazing in here.” 
 
    We walk hand in hand into his dining room and take our seats as Benjamin puts our plates out in front of us.  Lobster tail, steak, loaded baked potato, salad and white wine to drink. I look at all of the food on my plate, then at Heath and he reads my facial expression and says, “I had to go with what I know Americans eat.”  
 
    “There is no way I’m going to eat all of this,” I say.  
 
    “Eat what you can.” 
 
    “I’m going to need a gym soon.” 
 
    “We can go to the gym downstairs whenever you’re ready.” 
 
    “That’s great, we can start this weekend.” 
 
    When we finish our dinner I ask Heath to give me a tour of his place. I’m a little jealous to find out that his penthouse is three times bigger than mine.  He has four bedrooms, a game room, a huge office, and a library. He tells me that Benjamin does not live with him, but he does, however, have an apartment in the building. We finish our tour in his room. Although it’s much bigger than mine, its design is simple. It has the biggest bed I’ve ever seen, he says it was custom made, a walk-in closet twice the size of mine, our bathrooms are similar except that he has a rainforest shower and a much bigger tub. We end up in his sitting area, which has a sofa and love seat, talking more about our lives. 
 
    “Alicia,” Heath says to me. “Earlier when I told you I wanted to be there for you, I was serious, you know.. I really want to be a part of your life and you mine. I want more than friendship . . . I want your heart.” 
 
    Oh.  How do I respond to that? 
 
    “Okay,” I say before I can think this out. 
 
    “Okay?” He looks confused. 
 
    “Okay, we can have more than a friendship, starting . . . now.” It doesn’t feel strange saying it. He looks like I’ve told him I’m going to give him a million dollars.  
 
    “Are you agreeing to be in an exclusive relationship with me?” His eyes are wide with excitement. 
 
    I might as well. “Yes.” I smile at him matching his excitement. “Please just do me one favor,” I say seriously. 
 
    “Anything.”  
 
    “I’ve only been in one serious relationship in my life and it ended  badly because . . . well . . . you know why. So if you feel the need to see other women or if I’m doing something you don’t like, please tell me. I can take constructive criticism.” 
 
    “I can do that, only if you do the same for me.” He looks at me intently. “Deal?” 
 
    I nod my head in agreement. He pulls me into his arms and we hug to seal the deal.  
 
    “So what do you want to do for the rest of the night? Would you like to watch a movie?” He asks. 
 
    I look at my watch and notice that it is eight o’clock here which means Heidi is still at work.  “Sure, we can watch a movie, but I want to call Heidi really quick before she leaves work.”  
 
    I find my way to the living room where I left my purse and grab my phone to call Heidi at the office. 
 
    “Stansbury Investment, Heidi speaking,” she answers in that cute I’m-from-Georgia accent. 
 
    “Well hello there,” I say greeting her with my southern charm. 
 
    “Oh my goodness, Alicia McAllister is that you?” Her tone immediately changes to excited.  “I miss you so much. I can’t wait to see you in January.” 
 
    “I miss you, too. So how is everything going with Bronson?” 
 
    “I really miss you.” She laughs. “It’s alright I guess. I just miss our girl talk. Your VP of Human Resources called to get some info on you.” 
 
    “She told me.” 
 
    “I made sure I told her that you are all business at work and that you don’t discuss your personal life with anyone.” 
 
    “Very good, thank you.”   
 
    “So how are things going over there? Have you run into Heath St. James yet?” She says giggling. 
 
    “Everything here is great.” 
 
    “Alicia McAllister, you’re holding something back, aren’t you? Don’t do that to me. You know your secrets are safe here. So spill it lady.” 
 
    “Okay, okay . . . yes, I’m at his house now.” 
 
    She squeals with excitement. I give her a quick rundown on how Heath and I met up and the time we’ve spent together so far. I ask her not to say anything to Tamia because I’m not ready to tell her yet, and she agrees adding that Tamia is going to be upset that she wasn’t the first to know.  I gave her my phone number so that she can call me later, then told her that I had to go because Heath and I were about to watch a movie.  
 
    When I make it back to Heath’s room he is sitting on the bed wrapping up a phone call with Benjamin letting him know he didn’t need anything else and that he was free to go for the evening. I sit down on the bed next to him as he plays with the remote to his Blu-ray. 
 
    “What are we watching?” I ask. 
 
    “Pretty Woman,” he answers with a smile. 
 
    I laugh at how cute he is. 
 
    “What? It’s an American classic and I happen to like it, but I want to watch it because it’s ironic that I’m watching a movie called Pretty Woman with a beautiful woman.” 
 
    I stop laughing and my cheeks begin to heat.  
 
    “Take your shoes off and climb up here. We can watch the movie in the bed,” he says patting the empty space next to him. 
 
    I give him a look asking him if he’s lost his mind. 
 
    “I’m a gentleman, Alicia, I won’t try anything with you. If you want, I can move the sofa so that we can watch it there but it will be too close. Besides, Uncle Richard would have my ass if I harmed a hair on your body.” 
 
    He’s right. Besides, I’m an adult and I know how to leave if this gets too uncomfortable. I kick my shoes off and place them neatly by the bedside then climb into the bed next to him. I just noticed that he changed into a pair of black jogging pants and a T-shirt with the words Bridgecam Racing written across the front of it. I grab a pillow and lay it long ways between us then snuggle up as close as I can get to him. 
 
    “That’s my girl,” he says snaking his arms around me.  
 
    Those words and his touch are all I need right now. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The movie is almost over and I’m lying in Heath’s arms; my head is on his chest, my arm is draped across his stomach, and he is holding me at my waist occasionally caressing my side with his thumb and kissing me on the top of my head. I moved the pillow that was between us about twenty minutes after the movie started. His body feels so hard and strong; I could lie like this forever. 
 
    My eyes start to tear up when Edward climbs the fire escape, despite his fear of heights, to be Vivian’s knight in shining armor. After a couple of sniffles Heath puts his hand under my chin and lifts my head so that I am facing him.  
 
    “Is everything alright, darling?” He asked concerned. 
 
    “Yeah, I . . . I always get like this at the end of this movie.” I laugh through my tears. “This is so embarrassing.” 
 
    “There is no need to be embarrassed. We’re in a relationship now; you’re allowed to be emotional.” 
 
    I smile at him. “Yeah right, no man wants a weak, emotional woman.” 
 
    “Alicia, there is nothing wrong with you being emotional. I’d rather you share your emotions than shut me out.  You can tell me anything, darling. It’s also okay to be weak at times; I’m here to be strong for you, if you let me.” 
 
    My heart flutters. “That’s very sweet of you to say.” 
 
    “I mean every word of it.” He says looking into my eyes and tapping the tip of my nose with his forefinger. He leans in and rests his forehead against mine. “Will you let me be strong for you, Alicia?” 
 
    I nod, and then we start to kiss, taking turns sucking on each other’s tongues. He rolls me over on my back and the kiss deepens.  It’s intense. It’s hot.  It’s making my body hot from the top of my head to the soles of my feet. My little lady is liquefying and pulsating. I want him right here, right now.   
 
    Dammit I can’t do this.  
 
    “Heath . . . no . . . you have to stop,” I say in a voice that sounds nothing like mine. He stops on command.  What I’m saying and what my body wants right now are not in agreement. My little lady wants him to do things to her far beyond what I’m willing to let him do this early in our relationship.  The rest of my body is so alert that any wrong move will make me give in, and I won’t be able to stop myself; having morals won’t even help me. Judging by what is pressing against my abdomen, he is feeling the same way. “I . . . I can’t do this. N . . . not now anyway,” I say through my harsh breathing.  
 
    He sits up. “I’m sorry; I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. It just feels so right, you know, the movie, the conversation.  I don’t want to sleep with you Alicia, but I am curious as to how your body will respond to me.” 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want to sleep with me?” I ask playfully propping myself up on my elbows and looking at the bulge in his pants.  
 
    He looks down at himself and smiles. “You’re a beautiful woman, darling. I’d be more worried if this wasn’t happening.”  
 
    “You want to see how my body will respond? What does that mean?” I ask, intrigued.  
 
    “I want to make you come.”  
 
    I moan involuntarily, and then my cheeks heat from embarrassment.  
 
    “Heath, my period just went away. I don’t know if I can let you kiss me down there right now. ” 
 
    “You don’t have to. What I want to try doesn’t involve me touching you there at all.” 
 
    “Huh?” I’m sure I look confused. The only way I’ve ever had an orgasm was when David kissed me down there.  
 
    “Let me show you, lie back down.”  
 
    We begin to kiss again with the same intensity we shared moments ago. My little lady starts to swell again in no time and my skin gets overly sensitive. I see what he means by my body responding to him. 
 
    Heath kisses both of my cheeks and then moves down to my neck, sensually sucking and nipping one side and then the other.  
 
    “Mmmmm,” I moan as he continues to work his magic. 
 
    He nips his way up to my ear and then whispers, “I want full control of your body from this day forth. I only want to make you feel good Alicia, and eventually I want you to love me.” 
 
    What?   
 
    “Okay,” is my only response, my brain can’t function past what he is doing to me.  
 
    He nods against my face then slides his tongue down my cheek, to my neck.  He makes his way to my shoulders, worshiping one and then the other with kisses and licks. It feels so good all I can do is whimper. He pulls down the top of my dress freeing my breasts, and I put my arms above my head surrendering to him.  
 
    “That’s right darling, give me control of you,” he says in that deep voice laced with that sexy accent. 
 
    He licks my right then my left nipple and they instantly harden.  I groan because the sensation is beyond intoxicating. He sits up and looks down at me. I’m panting, my breasts are exposed showing my perky, hardened nipples.  “Alicia, you look so fucking sexy right now,” he says in that accent that makes my little lady wetter.   He takes one of my nipples into his mouth and begins to suck while his tongue makes slow circles around it. Leaving it wet, he moves to the other nipple doing the same thing. He takes my free nipple between his forefinger and thumb and begins to roll it. There is sensation everywhere, but what he’s doing right now has a direct connection to my little lady and it’s making my insides tighten. I start to roll my hips hoping to provide some friction, but Heath grabs my waist and stills me with his free hand.                
 
    “Give. Me. Control,” He whispers sternly against my breast. 
 
    I whimper as he continues his quest to my orgasm. He begins to nibble on my nipple, and I cry out telling him how good it feels. He bites down harder and to my surprise, my back instantly arches of off the bed. 
 
    Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God.                
 
    He begins to pick up the pace, flicking his tongue faster across my nipple as he rolls faster and pulls harder at the other one. My body is wound so tight that I could explode at any second. This feels so good. This feels so great. Where have you been all of my life? I’m hot, bothered, and horny as hell, and Heath is not letting up from what he is doing to me. I grab the back of his head, guiding it because I need him to keep doing what he’s doing. There’s a puddle in my panties from my little lady. I want to roll my hips again because my little lady needs some kind of contact, but he wants full control.   
 
    “Heath!” I scream. “I’m coming . . . I’m coming.” He nods with my nipple still between his teeth then he lets go and sucks it once more before getting up onto his knees and looking down at me again.  
 
      
 
    Can somebody please tell me what just happened? 
 
    My body is in shock, the room is spinning, that orgasm has me so tired I can barely open my eyes. Where did it come from? How did he do that? Why is this the first time I’ve ever done this? I’ve never experienced anything so intense in my life.  
 
    When I find the strength to fully open my eyes, he is getting out of the bed. 
 
    “Where are you going?” I ask. 
 
    “I have to . . .  you know,” he says with an embarrassed chuckle looking down at his erection. “I won’t be long.” 
 
    I bite my bottom lip. “Do it out here. I want to watch.” I cannot believe I just said that, but then again, I can’t believe he just made me come by playing with my nipples.  
 
    “Are you sure you want me to do that . . . in front of you?” 
 
    Not really. “Yes” 
 
    “If it gets to be too much let me know and I’ll go in the bathroom. Just try to let me know before it gets too late.” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    He lies down in the bed and pulls his jogging pants and boxer briefs down freeing his erection.  
 
    Holy shit it’s big. 
 
    He spits in his hand, grabs himself, and then starts to stroke his length. He moves his hips up and down as he pumps himself with his hand. It’s such a turn on to watch him masturbate, my little lady is getting wet all over again. I have a feeling that I’m about to enter a whole new world with this man because there are so many things going on that I would have never imagined happening in the bedroom.  
 
    “Spit on it for me Alicia,” he says through his harsh breathing as he continues to stroke himself. I get up on my knees and gather all of the saliva my mouth has made, position myself an inch away from him and let it slide through my lips onto him. He groans and I moan, we’re both turned on by what’s happening. I lie back down next to him on my side and prop my head up watching in amazement as he guides himself to relief. After a couple of moments, he starts to stroke faster and even I know what that means.  
 
    “Darling, I’m about to come,” he says sounding panicked. 
 
    Without thinking I say, “Do it on me.” 
 
    He looks over at me still stroking his length and says, “Are you sure because if I get up, you can’t change your mind. It’s going to happen.” 
 
    I nod then lie down on my back and brace myself, my breasts are still out. Quickly, and not missing a stroke, he gets up on his knees and straddles my body. 
 
    “Where do you want it?” He asks. 
 
    “Anywhere,” I whisper.  
 
    My words were all he needs as he lets go of his hot semen all over my chest, neck and  face. Caught up in the mood, I stick my tongue out and lick up what I can reach from my face. He looks at me then closes his eyes, shakes his head and smiles.  
 
    He lies down on his side and props his head up with a pillow. “Deep down under all of that businesswoman exterior you’re a dirty girl Miss McAllister. I like it, a lot.” 
 
    Still on my back, I turn my head to face him and smile. 
 
    “You owe me; you know that right?” He says. 
 
    My eyebrows furrow. 
 
    “You’ve seen and tasted me, now it’s time to return the favor,” he says licking his lips. 
 
    My little lady clenches. My body can’t take another one of Heath’s orgasms. “My period just went away Heath.” 
 
    “Is it completely gone?” 
 
    “Yes, but if you make me come again, I’m not going to be able to get up and go home.” 
 
    “Who said anything about an orgasm? I said I wanted to see and taste, I still have control, remember?” He gets back up and bends my knees.  I never thought someone controlling me would be so hot. “Lift up,” he says and I do as I’m told and he pulls my dress up so that it’s bunched up around my waist. Slowly he pulls my panties down my thighs, around my knees, then my ankles, and then throws them on the floor.  He taps my foot signaling me to open my legs wider and I do as I’m told. He puts his hands on my knees and pushes them out and looks between my legs. My little lady is swollen and wet and the position I’m in right now is only making what I was already feeling worse. I’m so horny; parts of me wants him to do what he needs to do to take off the edge and the logical side of me is saying we just started dating three hours ago.  
 
    Heath looks between my legs and smiles, then he lies down on his stomach out of my sight. No sooner than I start to wonder what he’s doing down there I feel his mouth on my little lady sucking hard and making slurping sounds waking up my body again. He pops his head back up and smiles, his lips shining with evidence of me all over them. He lies back down next to me and then pulls my dress back over my breasts then pulls me into his arms. 
 
    *** 
 
    I wake up because I’m warm, which is unusual given my recent divorce. I open my eyes to my unfamiliar surroundings.               
 
    Where am I? 
 
    I look over to my right and notice that I’m in Heath’s arms, my new favorite place. I snuggle up against him and inhale the scent of his shirt. Our earlier activities must have put me to sleep, but there is no way I can be here when the sun comes up.               
 
    It’s too soon to be sleeping over. 
 
    What if he thinks I’m a whore for the things I let him do to me? I’ve been told that men lose respect for women when they give it up too soon.  If that’s the case, I have really blown it.  
 
    I have to get out of here. 
 
    I ease out of his hold and try my best not to wake him.  I grab my sandals and walk over to the sofa to put them on, and then tip toe toward the door. Before I can open it all the way, Heath stirs and then wakes up. He looks over and sees that I’m not in the bed with him then turns on his beside lamp. I feel like I just got caught burglarizing the place.  
 
    “Darling, where are you going?” He asks sitting up and rubbing his eyes. Sleepy Heath is adorable.  
 
    “Home,” I respond shyly.  
 
    “Why don’t you want to stay with me?” 
 
    “It’s too soon; we’ve only been official for a couple of hours and we’ve already done things that are not in my character. I just want to go home with the little self-respect I’m still holding onto.” 
 
    “Why have you lost respect for yourself?” 
 
    Because I let you get to second base and we tasted each other’s come.  
 
    I smirk implying, “you know.” 
 
    He chuckles. “Alicia, we’re adults; what happened between us isn’t going to change my opinion of you. If anything, it made me want you more.” He looks at the seriousness of my facial expression and sighs, “if you want to go home give me a second, I’ll walk you to the door.” He gets out of  bed and goes into the bathroom. When he comes back out, I’m leaning against the wall waiting for him. We walk downstairs hand in hand in silence grabbing my purse along the way. Once we make it to the door, he kisses me on my forehead and says, “I have a meeting at my father’s office in London City in the morning, would you like me to take you to work?” 
 
    “I’d appreciate it, thank you.” 
 
    “I’ll be down at about eight.” 
 
    “See you then.” I stand on my tiptoes and kiss him on the lips. He smiles. 
 
    When I get home, my alarm clock is already going off. I can’t believe I slept over with Heath and now it’s five-thirty in the morning. 
 
    Ugh! 
 
    Since Heath is going to take me to work, I set my alarm for seven and lay back down because my body is so tired. 
 
    *** 
 
    I search my closet for something to wear remembering how cool it was yesterday evening when Heath picked me up. I choose a pair of red ankle pants with a matching jacket, black and white striped shirt and my black patent leather Louboutin’s and matching bag.  
 
    I’m at my bar eating my breakfast of a bagel with cream cheese and fruit when I hear a knock on my door. I open it and there he is, the finest man I’ve ever set eyes on, Heath St. James. He’s wearing a gray suit, black shirt and black shoes.  When I look at him images of last night start to play through my head and my cheeks heat. 
 
    “Good morning. Come on in,” I say to him walking back to my kitchen to finish my breakfast. “You’re early, I’m still eating breakfast. Would you like some?” 
 
    “No thank you. I ate already,” he says settling in next to me and giving me a swift kiss on the cheek.               “Are you okay, you know, after last night?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m fine; I’ve never slept overnight with anyone that fast.  I don’t want you to think I make a habit of that.” 
 
    He smiles, “You don’t strike me as the type of woman who does.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Alicia, you’re my girlfriend, whatever happens between us from the moment you accepted that offer is our business. I don’t make a habit of letting women sleep in my bed, but last night I did. And there is no way I would have made a woman come without her reciprocating but I did that, too. You see, there is something different about you, darling, I can’t quite put my finger on what it is, and I’m not going to spend all eternity trying to figure it out but I like it . . . I don’t want it to end.” 
 
    I smile at him, finish my breakfast and we head out. 
 
    We walk past the white Range Rover that was my ride to and from work yesterday, then past the Maybach coupe that we rode in on our first date, and then stop at a red sleek looking sports car. Heath opens the door for me and I get in.                
 
    “How many cars do you own?” I ask jokingly. 
 
    “Five cars and two SUVs,” he answers with a big grin on his face. 
 
    “Why do you need so many cars? Do you buy them for the same crazy reasons you buy your paintings?” 
 
    “Sort of; I buy them because I have a love for fast cars,” he says pulling out of the parking garage.  
 
    “I like this one. What kind of car is this?” 
 
    “Jaguar XK.” 
 
    “Never heard of it.” 
 
    “Alicia, you’re a wealthy investment banker with no children. What do you spend your money on?”               
 
    I’ve never been asked that question before, and now that I think about it, I don’t really spend my money on anything.  David paid for everything except my car and my shopping trips with Tamia.  
 
    “Clothes, shoes, and handbags,” I answer truthfully. 
 
    “Well, my theory is that you only get one life, so you might as well live it to its full potential.” 
 
    “So you spend all of your money on fast cars and fancy apartments?” 
 
    “You have no idea how wealthy I am, do you?” 
 
    “Enlighten me,” I say hoping he will answer my questions on why everyone is so crazy over him. 
 
    “Let’s just say the St. James family is the wealthiest family in all of  England; next to the royal family that is.” 
 
    Oh crap, another silver spoon fed rich kid. 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong, I don’t live off of my father’s wealth. I work very hard for the things I have.” 
 
    Did he just read my mind? 
 
    We pull up to the curb of the Stansbury building and Heath gets out of the car to open my door for me. He gives me a hug and kisses me on the cheek, then tells me he will bring me lunch since his meeting will only be a couple of hours long. 
 
    When I walk into the building, the receptionist who was on the phone talking about Heath’s presence in the building yesterday is eyeing me suspiciously.  
 
    “Excuse me ma’am,” she says in a less than pleasant tone stopping me before I get onto the elevator.  
 
    “Yes?” I answer walking back to where she’s seated. 
 
    “I’ve never seen you here before, are you looking for someone in particular?” 
 
    “No, I’m not.” I decide to humor her, but she’s very close to losing her job. 
 
    “Then why are you here?” She asks firmly. 
 
    My eyebrows furrow at the audacity of this young lady. I hope she doesn’t treat clients like this when they come into the building. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Okay this little conversation is about to get out of hand. 
 
    “You’re right, we haven’t met, but I saw you yesterday as I was leaving to go home and it sounded like you were on a rather personal phone call.  I’m Alicia McAllister,” I say. My tone is cool.  I put my hand out to shake hers.  
 
    Her face falls. “Miss McAllister, I . . . I didn’t know. I . . . I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Of course you didn’t, I haven’t formally introduced myself to many people; it’s nice to meet you . . .” 
 
    “Kate, my name is Kate.” She grabs my hand and shakes it. I can tell she’s nervous because her palms are sweaty.  
 
    “Kate,” I repeat. “Well Kate, I hope you’re not this way with everyone who walks through the lobby. We have a lot of potential investors coming through and I don’t want them to pass judgment on the company based on how rudely they were treated by the receptionist.”               
 
    “No ma’am, it’s just that-” 
 
    “It’s okay. Just do me a favor and have a better day, alright?” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    That ought to shut her up. I have half a mind to tell Patricia to can her ass this morning. As I get onto the elevator she looks over at me and then puts her head down. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Hi Patricia, its Alicia,” I say when she answers the phone. Today is going by really slow because there is nothing for me to do. The facilities department has already come to hang my pictures and there are no emails to answer. Everything is already in order for the grand opening on Monday. Thankfully Heath is here to pick me up for lunch. 
 
    “Oh, hi Alicia,” Patricia responds. 
 
    “I’m going to head out for the day; there isn’t much for me to do around here.  I won’t be back until the luncheon on Friday. Call my cell if you need anything.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am. Is there anything else?” 
 
    “No, just have a good rest of the week and I’ll see you on Friday,” I say before we hang up. 
 
    “You ready?” I ask Heath who looks upset. “Heath, what’s wrong.” 
 
    He sighs, “My meeting with my father went quite shitty.”  
 
    “That bad, huh?”  I ask as I grab my bag from my desk drawer. 
 
    “The man is impossible sometimes. Come on, I’ll tell you about it over lunch.” He stands from where he is sitting and we head out. On the elevator ride down, Heath grabs my hand and kisses it. I smile at him. “That makes everything all better.” Still holding my hand, we walk through the lobby of the building. I hear Kate gasp as we pass by the receptionist desk.                
 
    I dare her to get on the phone and call her friend now. 
 
    “What would you like to eat?” Heath asks once we are settled in the car. 
 
    “I don’t care. What would you like to eat?” I answer. 
 
    “You.” 
 
    My breath hitches. I wasn’t expecting that. “Well, there is no rush. You have me for the day and a half. Let’s have lunch first and we’ll see where it goes from there.” 
 
    “Very well, how about a salad? I know a great place.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    He pulls out his phone and makes a call. “Veronica, please clear my schedule for the rest of the week. If you feel it’s important enough, call my cell . . . No, that’s all . . .  Thank you.” He hangs up then looks over at me. “Shall we?” 
 
    I nod and smile. The question could mean anything. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    After we had lunch at an awesome salad bar, Heath accompanies me to the market to pick up groceries for my house.  
 
    “Did you know you can do this online?” He says to me as he awkwardly pushes my grocery cart through the store.  
 
    “Yes I know, but I don’t like the idea of someone else picking out my meat and produce,” I answer back. 
 
    “I could ask Benjamin to do your shopping along with mine.” 
 
    “No, Benjamin is your butler, not mine. Why would you add any extra tasks to his workload? Besides, I like grocery shopping.” 
 
    “Why? It’s a waste of time-” 
 
    “And people stare at you funny when you come here, right?”  I say as the tenth person passes by us and stares at Heath like he is the Messiah. “Heath, what’s going on? Why do people get all crazy over you everywhere you go?’’ 
 
    His eyebrows furrow like he is thinking of what he wants to say. “Darling, I’m sure it’s you that 
 
    these people are staring at. Like me, they’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”  
 
    I smile and shrug off his compliment. I know it’s not me that these people are going crazy over, but it could be that Heath is the son of one of the wealthiest men in England. It doesn’t make it any better that the clerk at the checkout counter is flirting with him, too. 
 
    I don’t know how much of this shit I can take.  
 
    I get into the car, leaving Heath to put the groceries in the trunk. When he lets the trunk down I see him talking to a man and his son and Heath looks like he is signing another autograph. I don’t know if I can be around someone who attracts this much attention when we go places. We’ve only been hanging out since Friday and I’ve seen men and woman alike go crazy over him and he’s signed two autographs that I know of.  
 
    He gets into the car as if nothing just happened but the look on my face tells him I am not okay. 
 
    “Darling, what’s wrong?” He asks. 
 
    “Why is everyone so crazy over you?” 
 
    He smiles. “I haven’t the slightest idea,” he says pulling out of the parking lot. With a smile like that, I can’t get mad at him. 
 
    It’s only a short drive from the grocery store to The Vue. We load all of the groceries onto the elevator, then take them up to my place while Heath gripes about how much work grocery shopping is and tries to do everything he can to make me agree to let Benjamin do it for me next time. When it’s time to put them up, he finds a seat on one of the barstools and watches me.                
 
    “Why did you buy all of this food? Who’s going to cook it?” He says staring at my groceries. 
 
    “I am, silly.” 
 
    He laughs, “I’m sorry Alicia, but you don’t strike me as the type of woman who can cook.” 
 
    “What is that supposed to mean?” I feign an offended look. 
 
    “You just seem like one of those ‘go to work early and come home late businesswomen.’ You know, the ‘I’ll grab something on the way home to feed my husband’ type.” 
 
    “Excuse me, I’ll have you  know, Mr. St. James, besides working fifty hours a week, I cooked dinner at least four nights a week and I did the cleaning.” 
 
    “Well Miss McAllister, I stand corrected. Why don’t you cook something for me tonight then? Prove me wrong.” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll cook you dinner. What would you like?” 
 
    “Well, when I lived in the states, I went to Georgia on business and ate at this little restaurant in Downtown Atlanta that had the best fried chicken and macaroni and cheese. Can you make that?” 
 
    “I can probably make it taste better.” 
 
    “If you could, I think I’d love you forever.” 
 
    I finish putting the groceries up talking to Heath about the company’s grand opening. He asks me if I’m nervous and, of course, I tell him no. After a while I tell him to go  home and change into something comfortable and give me some time to relax and get dinner started. 
 
    “Can I sleep over tonight? Um . . . since we’re both off tomorrow?” Heath asks nervously. 
 
    I’m not ready for this. Am I?  
 
     I stare at him while I let ten different scenarios of what might happen if I’m alone with him again overnight play through my head. They all end up with me having sex with him. We just went on our first date five days ago for Christ’s sake. After a moment I finally come to the conclusion that it’s going to happen eventually anyway, and I like him, a lot, I think. 
 
    “Alicia,” Heath calls my name breaking me away from my daydream. 
 
     “Um . . . sure.  We’re adults right?” 
 
    His eyes light up and he gives me a smile that shows off all of the teeth in his mouth.  He gets up from his seat, walks around the counter to where I am standing, and hugs me tight, lifting me up off the floor. When he puts me back down we are kissing, all lips and tongue. When we break away from the kiss he is still holding me in his arms.  
 
    “I’m going to go home and make a couple of calls and get some of my things and I’ll see you in a little bit,” he says, looking into my eyes as if he’s trying to find my soul. 
 
    “Okay,” I whisper, caught in his spell. 
 
    I walk him to the door. Before he leaves, he turns around and kisses me on the forehead; I smile back at him.  
 
    What have I agreed to? 
 
    I go into my bedroom, take off my clothes and bra and look for something more comfortable to change into. I choose a pair of plaid pajama shorts and a cami. I slip on my fuzzy bunny slippers and head back into the kitchen to start cooking a dinner tasty enough to make Heath believe in my culinary abilities. 
 
    As I’m seasoning the chicken I hear my cell phone ring. I pull it out of my purse to see who it is and turn my nose up when I notice that it’s David. 
 
    Ugh . . . Fuck my life. 
 
     I roll my eyes as if he can see me and answer the phone.  “Mr. Barfield, how can I help you?” I say trying my best not to show how annoyed I am. 
 
    “Hey, I just wanted you to know that I made it home okay,” he says. 
 
    “Well that’s good.” 
 
    “What are you doing? Do you miss me yet?”  
 
    “I’m cooking actually. Um, David, you know the conversation we had before you left, and not to be rude, but no, I don’t miss you. I’m embarking on a new journey and I’m moving on. It will help me out a bunch if you didn’t call as much. I . . . I don’t mind you calling every now and then, but don’t call asking if I miss you because you’re going to get an answer you’re not looking for.” Standing up to him gets easier by the day. 
 
    “I’m sorry Alicia; I don’t mean to upset you.” 
 
    “I’m not upset. I just feel that you need to know these things before you start to get me upset.” 
 
    “Well I just wanted you to know I arrived safely.” 
 
    “Good, we’ll talk soon. Good-bye David.” 
 
    “Good-bye Alicia.” He sounds sad. 
 
    I hang up before he tries to say anything else. I hope I didn’t hurt his feelings, but then again, all the shit he’s put me through within the last year doesn’t remotely compare to my being short with him. I honestly don’t care if he never calls me again. I wash my hands and continue on the task at hand, putting David in the back of my mind. 
 
    *** 
 
    As I’m putting the finishing touches on dinner there is a knock on my door. I answer it, and, of course it’s Heath. He’s wearing a pair of jeans that fit nicely, a Ralph Lauren Polo shirt, a pair of Michael Jordan flip flops and he’s carrying his overnight bag on his shoulder. He looks me over and smiles. “You have the sexiest little body,” he says as he walks through the door. 
 
    “How long are you planning on staying?” I ask ignoring his flirtatious comment and eyeing that huge bag he’s carrying on his shoulder. “Come on, you can put it in the room.”  On the way down the hall, Heath smacks me playfully on my behind taking me completely by surprise.  I yelp and start laughing. When we make it to the room I tell him he can put his bag anywhere, as I walk into my closet to get something to change into. He follows me in. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Heath asks watching me as I fumble through my clothes. 
 
    “Looking for something to wear,” I answer. 
 
    “For what? Don’t change. I like what you’re wearing now.” That look in his eyes just about sets my little lady on fire. 
 
    “W . . . well o . . . okay,” I manage to stutter. I walk into the bathroom and wash my face; it’s the least I can do. When I walk back out, he is sitting on my bed. “Are you ready for dinner?” I ask, holding my hand out for him to take, then lead him down the hall to the kitchen. He takes his seat on one of the barstools as  I walk over to fix his plate; fried chicken, macaroni and cheese, mashed potatoes, green beans and buttermilk biscuits. I admit that I got a little out of hand when I was cooking but he challenged me, and I never back down from a challenge. I fix my plate and put it down, then fix our drinks of iced tea, the closest I can get to southern style. “Do you like iced tea? I know you English people like your tea hot.” 
 
    “I learned to like it at that restaurant I was telling you about,” he says, but he hasn’t taken his eyes off his plate. 
 
    “I have soda, water, and wine if you don’t want the tea,” I say settling into the seat next to him. 
 
    “Alicia, you didn’t have to cook all of this, but it looks delicious.” 
 
    “I don’t back down from a challenge,” I say smiling at him. “Eat up.”  
 
    He takes a bite of his chicken, looks at me, and then takes another bite. “Well?” I ask. Not saying a word, he samples all of the food on his plate as I watch him trying to gauge what he is thinking. 
 
    “Darling, I do have to say I underestimated you. This is delicious!” He says surprised. 
 
    I don’t know why I’m holding my breath but I exhale once he gives me his critique. We eat our food and he asks me what I used to make each dish. I tell him those are secrets that my mom passed to me and they must not be shared with anyone. 
 
    “Maybe with your daughter,” he adds. 
 
    “Yeah . . . um . . . maybe,” I say knowing the slim chances of that happening. I’m going to eventually have to tell him about my infertility so that he can know what to say and what not to say to me, but for the meantime I’ll just enjoy his company.  
 
    After we finish dinner we sit out on the balcony and watch the sunset as we enjoy our dessert of peach cobbler and vanilla ice cream. 
 
    “This is how life is supposed to be,” Heath says as he takes the last bite of his dessert. I look at him because I’m not sure what he’s talking about and he continues. “Great dessert in the company of the woman of my dreams, the simple things. Life shouldn’t have to be difficult and over the last week you’ve shown me that. You may not realize how much nicer it is to be with a woman who isn’t after my family’s money or my last name. You know, I had a woman ask me to marry her once in the middle of  dinner on our first date.” 
 
    My eyebrows furrow. What the fuck? 
 
     He chuckles. “That’s the same look I gave here when she asked me.” He grabs my hand and caresses the back of it with his thumb. “You’re like a breath of fresh air Alicia. Thank you for wanting me for me.” 
 
    “Um . . . sure.” What in the hell is he talking about? 
 
    The wind is starting to blow making it chiller than I’m used to. Not wanting my time out here to end, I go to my room, find a blanket, and then go back to the balcony with Heath who is now lying down on one of the lounge chairs. He holds opens his arms inviting me to join him and I lie down on top of him with my back to his front and cover us with the blanket. We lay like this for at least an hour watching the stars and talking about everything except work and ex-relationships. He tells me that he wants me to meet his parents this weekend. I don’t know how I feel about it, but I agree to do it. 
 
    When the temperature drops so low that my blanket and Heath’s body heat are not helping, I decide to go back inside and do the dishes. Surprisingly, Heath offers to help, but I decline his offer since there aren’t that many dishes to wash anyway. Once I’m finished I put my elbows on the counter, rest my head in my hands, and look him in the eyes. I’m nervous about what I’m about to say, but I’ve been wanting to ask him since he came back. I take a deep breath and just do it. “I’m about to take a shower. Would you like to join me?” I feel the heat in my cheeks as his eyebrows shoot up and he smiles at my question. Rather than answer me, he walks around the counter and picks me up and throws me over his shoulder and starts walking down the hallway. “Is that a yes?” I ask laughing playfully. 
 
    “It’s a hell yes,” he says walking into my room then to the bathroom setting me down on the floor.  
 
    “Shower or bath?” I ask him. 
 
    “Shower,” he answers, taking off his shirt and then his pants. I step back admiring his chest since it is the first time I’ve seen it bare. His pectorals are big, bulging and muscular, his abs form the perfect eight pack, his arms are so perfect and chiseled. How did I get so lucky to be admired by this perfect specimen of a man?  
 
    He drops to his knees, grabs my pajama pants and my panties, and then slowly slides them down, making my body tingle when his fingers graze my thigh.  
 
    I changed my mind, I’m not ready for this. 
 
    He stands and then pulls my shirt over my head and drops it onto the floor. We are staring at one another; my naked body to his naked chest. Suddenly I’m embarrassed and I cover my breasts in an attempt to hide something from him. He takes a step toward me and grabs my wrist and moves my hand down to my side. 
 
    “Please don’t hide from me,” he says in that accent that will make me show him everything. 
 
    My insides melt from his words. All I can do is nod at him. He takes off his underwear and now it’s my turn to look at him fully unclothed. His entire body is so perfectly sculpted and his skin is so dark brown, smooth, and flawless. I stare between his legs and smile at the fond memory of him last night. He’s not erect and it’s still big and strong looking.  
 
    He scoops me into his arms, steps into the shower and turns the water on. Reaching outside the shower, he grabs two wash cloths and hands me one, putting body wash on his but not passing it to me yet. He motions for me to come closer and when I do, he starts to bathe my body, starting at my neck to my shoulders and arms then to my breasts. He kneels down to wash my lower half because he is so much taller than me. I spread my legs letting him wash my little lady, who is already swollen and wet, then to my behind, legs and feet silently wishing he would make love to me and take the edge off of what I’m feeling. I stand under the shower and let the soap run off my body and then grab the body wash to reciprocate.                
 
    I stand on my tiptoes to reach his neck and shoulders and he chuckles. I wash the rest of his body slowly, exploring every inch of him. When I get to the middle of his legs, I grab him and wash until he is erect, then bend down and give him a tiny peck on the tip.  I can hear the sharp intake of his breath.  I finish up by washing his legs and feet then he rinses and we both get out, dry ourselves and get dressed.                
 
    At Heath’s request, I put on another pajama shorts and cami combination. He is wearing pajama pants and a tank top, teasing me with those muscular arms. We go out into the living room and watch TV, him sitting on the sofa and me curled up in his lap, fulfilling another one of his requests, talking about my divorce and his past relationships, our pet peeves, and the things we can and cannot deal with in a relationship. Mine was simple, don’t lie or cheat, I can take a lot. His were pretty much the same since he knows I’m not after money.  
 
    “Just stay the way you are. It’s hard not to fall in love with a woman like you,” Heath says making my heart melt. It’s nice to hear genuine compliments every now and then. I wiggle my way out of his hold and straddle my legs across his lap. 
 
    “Are you sure you can deal with a woman like me; one with corporate power and who works as much as I do? I’m really starting to like you, but one of the reasons my marriage failed is because my ex-husband wanted me to be a certain way and I wasn’t willing to conform. He didn’t care about my success; he just wanted me to be his wife, and that bothered me. I’m telling you right now that I love what I do for a living, so if my working crazy hours and you not being able to see me as much as you like is going to be an inconvenience, let me know now before I get anymore attached to you.” 
 
    “Yes, I can deal with that. I would never stop you from doing what you love. Just promise me some time and we can play the rest by ear.  I want you happy, darling, and if working crazy hours does that, then, I say go for it.” 
 
    This is like music to my ears. A man that actually supports what I want to do with my career. Where was he during my college years when I met David? I smile at him and then wrap my arms around his neck playfully, but I don’t say anything. Instead, I lean in and start to kiss him, taking us both by surprise.  He wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me closer while our tongues slide intimately against one another’s. The more we kiss, the more passionate it gets. I break away from him and look into his eyes. 
 
    “Make love to me,” I say. The words just slide off my tongue. 
 
    He looks at me as if he’s struggling internally with what he’s about to say. “No, not yet,” he says, brushing one of my cheeks with his thumb, attempting to take the edge off of the rejection, no doubt. 
 
    What? My eyebrows furrow. 
 
    He starts to speak in his defense. “I want to learn more about your body first, darling. I want to know what makes you moan, what makes you scream, and what makes you come. We’ll make love in due time. I promise.” I let go of my hold around his shoulders and he tightens his grip around my waist. “Where are you going? Are you upset?” 
 
    “No, I’m not upset. Please let me go,” I lie. Of course I’m fucking mad. 
 
    “Alicia, just because I’m not ready to make love to you doesn’t mean I’m not willing to make you come. I have every intention of doing that.” His voice is so sexy right now I could probably have an orgasm just from this conversation. 
 
    “Heath, what are you talking about?” 
 
    “There are ways to make you unwind without penetration. I think I showed you that last night.” 
 
    A slight smile grows across my face when I start thinking about how good it felt to have him play with my breasts. “Last night was . . . great. The only way I was able to have an orgasm with my ex-husband was when he went down on me, but I still like penetration,” I say embarrassed. 
 
    He takes a deep breath and then smiles. “Okay, I’ll give you penetration. Do you have toys?” 
 
    I look at him confused. 
 
    “Dildos, vibrators, rabbits?” 
 
    “No!” I don’t know if I’m more embarrassed because he’s asking or because I don’t own any sex toys. 
 
    “Why not? I’ve never met a woman who doesn’t own at least one.” 
 
    “Why do I need a sex toy?” 
 
    “The same reason you need all of those shoes in your closet; they come in handy sometimes.” He smiles. “I have an idea.” He stands, picking me up as he does and walks into the kitchen, sets me down on the island and then starts looking in the refrigerator. When he closes the door he has a can of whipped cream and strawberries in his hand, then he grabs the bunch of bananas off the counter and breaks one off. He sets everything down next to me. 
 
    “Heath, what are you doing?” 
 
    “Shhhhh,” he says putting his finger over my mouth. “I’m fulfilling a request, now I’d like you to give me control. Just like last night.” My eyes widen and I nod against his finger as I try to figure out what he’s about to do to me. “Hold your arms up,” he says in that accent that does things to me.  I put my arms up in the air and he takes my shirt off, throwing it on the floor, then kisses me. When we break away, his facial expression is different; serious, yet oh-so-sexy. “Lie back,” he commands and again I do as I’m told. It’s scary that it’s so much easier for me to relax and let him take control. Heath slides my pajama bottoms off me and throws them on the floor with my top.  
 
    My nipples are hardening, my little lady is swelling, my hormones are raging and I’m lying here on my naked back against the cold countertop that is my kitchen island waiting on Heath’s next command. I’m nearly panting with anticipation.  
 
    He takes the can of whipped cream and sprays some on both of my nipples and my belly button, placing a strawberry in all three places.  I close my eyes and get myself ready for whatever he’s about to do. Grabbing my thighs, he pulls me down so that my behind is on the edge of the counter, then he takes his tongue and dives into my bellybutton until he touches the bottom of it, then covers it with his mouth and begins to suck until all the whipped cream is gone and the strawberry is in his mouth. I feel his tongue as it glides across my stomach and to the space between my breasts, kissing the inside of one and then the other making me moan and squirm. Gently, he taps the side of my thigh to calm me down. He stands between my legs forcing me to spread them wider, then he takes the strawberries that are on my breasts and spins them around in the whipped cream deep enough so that I can feel the tip of them against my hardened nipples. He spreads the whipped cream around my lips with one of the strawberries, instructing me to lick it off and keep my mouth opened.  He inserts the strawberry into my mouth and I take a bite out of it,  the juices running down the side of my mouth. When I hear his breath hitch I open my eyes and meet his; they are blazing with carnality. 
 
    He licks the remaining whipped cream off my nipples and begins to suckle on one and then the other before gliding his tongue back down to my belly button and licking it again. My little lady is about to detach herself from my body, and it’s worse because I can feel her swelling but I can’t squeeze my legs together because Heath is standing between them. I start to squirm and he taps me again, this time on my little lady and I cry out. He slaps her again and my breathing starts to accelerate. I have no clue what he is doing to me but it feels so good. He slaps me again, this time near my little lady’s opening and I can hear how wet she is. He spreads my lips with his thumb and index finger and starts to play with my clitoris, causing my hips to move involuntarily.  
 
    “Alicia, you can’t keep moving. You’re going to end up sliding off the counter,” Heath says, grabbing my knees and pushing me back up. 
 
    He takes his index and middle finger and inserts them, giving me the penetration I’ve been craving. I can feel myself automatically get wetter.  
 
    “It feels so warm in here. I want you so bad, Alicia.” He sounds so sexy when he’s horny. 
 
    “You can have it. Just take it,” I whimper. 
 
    “Not yet darling. I want to see you come first.” He picks up the banana off the counter and my eyes widen as I try to figure out what he’s going to do with it. He sees the expression on my face and smiles back at me. “You don’t have any toys, so I’m going to improvise.” 
 
    A banana? 
 
    Before I can protest, he begins to insert it in me, slowly, taking me completely by surprise. I cry out because, oddly, it feels good. I move my hips, allowing it to go deeper in me and I moan  when it does. He pulls it back out and pushes it back into me and starts his rhythm in and out, in and out. I’m moving my hips meeting him thrust for thrust, now totally oblivious to the fact that he’s making love to me with a banana. He grabs one of my nipples, squeezes it, and then starts to roll it between his fingers, sending the sensations in my little lady into overdrive. I stare at him; his jaw is tense, his nose is spread, and his eyes are on fire; he looks so fucking hot. After a few more thrusts, he pulls the banana out leaving me wanting more. 
 
    “I can’t hold out anymore. Don’t move, I’ll be right back,” He says as he walks out of the kitchen, discarding the banana in the trash can on the way. After a few moments, he comes back into the kitchen with a condom in his hand. He takes off his clothes, throws them on the floor where mine are, rips the foil on the condom and slides it on, then pulls me down to the edge of the counter once more. He inserts himself into me making both of us moan as he fills and stretches me. I squeeze his arms and ask him to be gentle because he’s so big. After several sweet and agonizing moments, he’s  all the way in and I give him the okay to move. He starts out slow, sensual, making my body climb immediately. After so many minutes, the poundings start to become faster and more intense. It hurts but I don’t want him to stop. It’s uncomfortable, yet it feels so right. I wrap my legs around his waist and he continues to rock and roll his hips and thrust himself inside of me.  
 
    “Heath!” I cry out as my body begins to wind up.  
 
    “Feel me, darling. I just want you to feel me,” He says through his clenched teeth still working his hips. 
 
    “Ahhh . . . oh my God this feels so fucking good,” I say as I arch my back off of the countertop. 
 
    “I’m giving you what you need, Alicia,” he says as he continues to take my body where he’s never taken it before.  
 
    My little lady is getting wetter and starting to tighten around him, I’m wound up so tight I know I’m going to blow at any moment. Heath notices and starts to speed up his rhythm, pounding me hard but delicately hitting the same spot inside of me with every thrust and out of nowhere my body unwinds and I let go, crying out his name as he continues to pump me until my orgasm is over. 
 
    Without removing himself from inside of me, he picks up my weak, tired body. I wrap my arms around his shoulders and rest my head on his chest. 
 
    “This isn’t over yet darling. I’m going to make love to you against this wall and then I’m going to make you come again.” 
 
    What? I don’t have this kind of energy.  
 
    I whimper. 
 
    “You said you wanted me to make love to you and I tried to resist because I had a feeling after last night that you weren’t ready for what I wanted to give you, but because you insisted, I’m giving it to you,” he whispers in my ear while he positions my body against the wall in the hallway and starts his rhythm again. I do my best to keep my legs tightened around his waist. 
 
    “Heath,” I moan. 
 
    “Yes darling. Call my name,” he says gently. 
 
    “This . . . feels . . . so . . . good,” I say as my breathing starts to accelerate.  
 
    “Is this is what you need? Am I what you need Alicia? 
 
    “Yes,” I say through my harsh breathing.  
 
    He starts to move faster and I use all of the energy I have to move my body to meet his. I can feel my insides tightening up again which surprises and scares me because I know if I have another orgasm as intense as the one I just had, I’m going to be comatose.  
 
    “That’s right, baby, throw it at me,” he says tightening his grip on my thighs.  
 
    I begin to move my hips, bouncing up and down against the walls as he continues to give himself to me. After several thrusts, he stills and starts to come, leaving me wanting the orgasm that I was so close to getting.  He steps back from the wall and instructs me to lie down on the floor. When I do as I’m told, he pushes my legs open and plants his face between them, waking my little lady up and guiding my body to another gut wrenchingly sweet orgasm. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    It’s Friday morning and I am getting ready for the company luncheon that Patricia set up. Today I’ve decided on a casual look wearing a pair of skinny jeans, tan shirt, and brown stilettos. I also choose a brown blazer in case it’s cold outside. Heath is in the living room waiting for me since he’s already dressed; he’s going to drop me off at work.  
 
    We spent all of yesterday in my apartment getting to know one another better. We talked more about our lives, including what we could remember of our childhoods. I finally told him my ex-husband’s name is David and he told me about his ex-fiancé, Nadia, who is a runway model. As much as we talked, I still couldn’t bring myself to tell him about my infertility. I mean, we weren’t talking about our future, anyway. 
 
     I cooked him breakfast and lunch and we ordered takeout for dinner. The delivery guy seemed star struck when Heath came to the door to pay for our food. What is it with this guy and why is everyone so crazy over him? 
 
    He convinced me that I didn’t need to buy a car because I could just choose one of his to drive or I could have him or Benjamin take me where I need to  
 
    go. I’ve conceded for now because I do need to learn the area a little better before I purchase a vehicle.  
 
    I change into my brown signature Louis Vuitton bag, brush my hair, do my makeup, and then head toward the living room where Heath is watching the news. I sit down beside him and he wraps his arm around me and pulls me closer to him. He kisses me on the cheek and says, “It’s supposed to be sixty-nine degrees today, I’m glad you’re wearing a jacket,” he says with a laugh. 
 
    “Are you being facetious?” 
 
    He stifles his smile. “No darling, I don’t want you getting sick. I can’t make love to you when you’re not feeling well.” My cheeks heat thinking about how we made love after breakfast, lunch, and before we went to bed last night.  He’s so sensual, careful, and attentive to my body and the things that make me feel good. Where has this man been all of my life? “What time does your luncheon start?” He asks, breaking me away from my little daydream. 
 
    “I don’t know, around eleven I think,” I answer. 
 
    “Well, come on because I have to meet Albert at the St. James Building.” 
 
    We leave my place, head downstairs to the garage and then get into his silver Bentley Continental GT. I know this car because David’s dad had one.  
 
    As Heath opens the door for me and I get settled in I ask, “Albert is Benjamin’s son, right?” 
 
    “Yes, how did you know that?” He asks once he gets in and closes his door. 
 
    “Benjamin told me the last time I was at your place.” 
 
    “Oh,” he says as he pulls out of the parking garage.  
 
    “Well, Albert has been my friend since childhood and he works for The St. James Company’s street division; he’s a foreman. He just flew in from Switzerland last night and we have to go over some things this morning, namely how much did it cost to have him and his workers drag their feet and not complete that road project on time.” He sounds upset. 
 
    I grab his hand and kiss one of his knuckles in an attempt to lighten his mood. He looks over at me and smiles, so I’m assuming it worked. When we pass by the countryside, which is my favorite part of the ride to London City, I say, “When I first moved here, I imaged myself having a picnic on the grass between those rolling hills.” 
 
    Looking straight ahead he says, “It is beautiful out there, isn’t it?” 
 
    When we pull up to the Stansbury Building, there are at least five people with cameras outside looking around as if they are waiting for someone. Heath takes a deep breath and gets out. Before he opens my door he says something to the people and they all seem to back away. I get out of the car and he walks me to the door, kissing me before I walk in.  
 
    “I’ll be back at about two, if you’re finished before that just give me a call,” he says in my ear. 
 
    I nod, get up on my tiptoes and kiss him on the cheek, and then walk into the building. I smile when I pass Kate, who actually stands and acknowledges me today, then I get on the elevator headed to my floor. When I get there, Patricia is waiting in the sitting area for me. I invite her in and she gives me the rundown on what has been happening for the last day and a half and the itinerary for today’s luncheon. Before she leaves, she looks as if she wants to ask me something but wisely decides against it. 
 
    “I’ll see you in a few,” I say to her when she makes it to the doorway.  
 
    I turn on my computer to check my emails. Mr. Stansbury sent me one telling me he will drop in next week to see how the grand opening is coming along. Then there are some from the US division’s upper management wishing me luck. Then I run across one that I know will make my day go sour from the one person I never want to hear from again, Lauren. 
 
    What the hell does she want now? 
 
    I open the email and begin to read it. 
 
    From: Lauren Hampton
Date: Thursday, May 28, 2013 3:30 p.m.
To: Alicia McAllister
Subject: Hello 
 
    Hello Alicia, 
 
    I attempted to call you at work, but I guess you’ve left for the day. I’m writing you to ask you a question. I’m sure David has told you that I’ve given birth to our daughter Olivia Skye, but right after her birth he left the hospital on what was supposed to be a business trip to Australia. I have reason to believe that he was in London with you; was he? If he was, I hope you’re ashamed of yourself, pulling David away from his daughter when she needed him the most and making him feel like he has lie to me about his whereabouts. I’m asking you nicely, Miss McAllister, STAY AWAY FROM MY MAN AND OUR FAMILY. Let us live our lives, you had your chance and you lost. I’m not going to ask you again. 
 
    Lauren 
 
    My eyebrows furrow at the computer screen. I read the message again to make sure I read it correctly the first time. I hit reply then add David to the email so that I can say what I have to say to both of them at the same time. 
 
    From: Alicia McAllister
Friday May 29, 2013 9:38 a.m.
To: Lauren Hampton
cc: David Barfield
RE: Hello 
 
    
Lauren, 
 
    I took the liberty of adding David to this email so that I won’t have to repeat myself. Let me first start by insisting that you don’t call my job for any reason other than wanting to invest your money in stocks, bonds, or mutual funds and even then you would need to speak with one of my investment advisors to schedule an appointment.  
 
    David’s whereabouts are no longer a concern of mine, so wherever he told you he was, you just have to rely on your instincts to know whether or not he’s telling the truth. So, if he tells you he was in Australia and don’t like his answer, use the history that you have with him and figure out where he was. That’s my advice to you. 
 
    I find it amusing that a woman who gets pregnant from someone else’s husband has the audacity to tell his ex-wife to stay away from her family when you got pregnant from a man with a family. You, my dear, have some nerve. Not once did I call you and demand that you leave my husband alone, it would have been assumed that, as a woman, you wouldn’t have started dealing with him in the first place. Now you’re a little scared because he disappeared for a couple of days and you think I want him back? Don’t worry; I wouldn’t take him back for all the rice in the Philippines.  
 
    You did what you had to do to get David where you wanted him, now you’re afraid that he’s going to do the same to you. I can assure you of two things: I DON’T WANT DAVID and KARMA IS REAL!!! So someone else will definitely take your place. 
 
    David, please refer to the email originally sent by Lauren. Talk to her and let her know not to contact me again. 
 
    Thank you, 
 
    Alicia 
 
    I hit send and slowly count to ten trying to figure out how in the world David ended up with that woman. I answer Mr. Stansbury’s email telling him I look forward to his visit and then shut down my computer, preparing to leave my office. As I grab my purse, my phone starts to ring, and I’m not surprised that it’s David. 
 
    “Hello David,” I say wanting him to know that he’s annoying me already. 
 
    “Alicia, I hope you don’t think I’m okay with Lauren contacting you. I don’t know what her problem is but I’m going to call her as soon as I get off the phone with you.” David sounds frantic. 
 
    “I don’t care if you talk to her or not. I just don’t want her calling me with that shit.” I take a deep breath. “Look, I’m at work and I don’t want to talk about this.” 
 
    “Yeah, work is always more important than personal matters.” 
 
    “David, you and I are no longer in a relationship where I have to make you a priority in anything. Just tell your girlfriend to stop trying to contact me and I don’t want you to call me anymore, either.” 
 
    “If that’s what you want, Alicia,” he sounds sad. 
 
    “It’s exactly what I want, David,” I snap. I don’t have time for this shit. 
 
    “Just don’t ruin your next relationship being a workaholic.” 
 
    “And you don’t ruin yours being a two-timing dog,” I end the call before he could say anything else and then put my phone back in my purse.  
 
    I walk out of my office and head to the lounge area doing my very best to calm down before the meet and greet. I get off of the elevator on the tenth floor and when I walk in, I’m immediately congratulated by a room full of employees; my employees. 
 
    *** 
 
    The luncheon was fantastic. Patricia really did a great job with planning this, especially since it was last minute.  I had a chance to meet all of the associates which include ten investment advisors, Chief Operating Officer, Chief Information Officer, and all of their assistants. Kate from reception was there, as well. I had to put her in her place when she asked me if I was dating Heath. I wasn’t rude; I just kindly told her that who I’m dating is none of her concern and that I do not discuss my personal life at work. I don’t think she understands that I am her boss’s boss’s boss, not her friend or coworker. She’ll get it through her head or get fired soon enough. 
 
    *** 
 
    After the luncheon I go to my office to call Heath and let him know I’m ready. To my surprise, he is already there with the door closed lying down on the sofa resting.  
 
    “Hey,” I say to him with a half-smile on my face because for some reason, I’m happy to see him here.  
 
    “Hey,” he says stretching and yawning.  
 
    I sit down on the edge of the sofa next to him and start to rub his bottom lip with the pad of my thumb. “Maybe you should go to bed at night.”  
 
    He kisses my thumb and then lets out a soft chuckle. “Lately I haven’t been able to sleep.” 
 
    “Oh really? Why is that?”  
 
    “Because there is this woman I can’t stop thinking about; even when I’m in bed with her, holding her and watching her sleep.” 
 
    I moan involuntarily.  Those words and that accent are about to win him a visit from my little lady in my office. “How was your meeting with Albert?” 
 
    “I’d rather talk about how your luncheon went.” 
 
    “That bad, huh?” 
 
    “He thinks that because we are friends everything he does should be forgiven. He fucked up a lot of money in Switzerland drinking and partying and not getting the work done. My father wants to fire him, but I asked him to think about it over the weekend. I mean, Albert has no education outside of formal schooling, and all he knows is construction. I don’t think he even knows how to look for a job.” I can tell this is really bothering him. 
 
    “Sometimes you have to think of what’s best for your business. It sounds like Albert doesn’t appreciate you and your father giving him a job and he’s taking advantage of your friendship.” 
 
    He sighs, “That’s exactly what my father said.” 
 
    “Your father sounds like a smart man.” 
 
    “You’ll meet him tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, I forgot all about that.” 
 
    “Are you still up for it?” 
 
    “Yeah . . . um . . . sure, I haven’t met anyone’s parents in forever.” 
 
    “They’ll love you.” 
 
    “How can you be so sure?” 
 
    “Because I love you.” 
 
    I stare at him with my eyes spread as wide as silver dollars. 
 
    What in the world do I say to that? 
 
    How can he possibly love me when we haven’t been dating that long?  We just went on our first date exactly a week ago for crying out loud!  
 
    “Heath . . . I-” For once I can’t say anything. 
 
    “You don’t have to make that face Alicia. I don’t expect you to feel the way I feel,” Heath says as he caresses my arm with the back of his hand. 
 
    “H . . . how can you feel so strongly about someone you just met?” 
 
    “We didn’t just meet darling, we met in your office back in March. I thought you were the most beautiful and intelligent woman I’ve ever seen in my life; nothing like the women I usually date. I’ve wanted you since that day I invested those ten million dollars with you, and now that I have you, I’m going to do everything in my power to not lose you.” 
 
    I lean down and give him a swift kiss on the lips. I can’t say that I love him because I’m not ready for that, yet. But, if he keeps on I just might fall in love sooner than I want to.  
 
    “Come on, let’s get out of here. We can have dinner at my house. Do you want to sleep over?” 
 
    “Sure,” I say walking over to grab my purse on our way out. 
 
    Heath opens the door for me and as soon as I’m settled in, my phone rings. I reach in my purse silently praying that it’s not David because I don’t feel like dealing with him right now. I take a deep breath and look at the screen, it’s Tamia. 
 
    Thank God. 
 
    “Hey Mia, what’s up?” I say as Heath pulls out of our parking spot. 
 
    “Do you have something you’d like to share with me?” She sounds like she’s not happy right now. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “So, when were you going to tell me you were dating Heath St. James?” 
 
    I’m going to fucking kill Heidi. 
 
    “What are you talking about Tamia?” I ask trying to figure out how much she knows. 
 
    “I was checking my yahoo email account and looking at the stories and one of the headlines caught my eyes, ‘Heath St. James Off the Market Again, but Who is the Mystery Woman?’ I remember you telling me about him when you were here, so I open the article to see who he’s moved on to only to find that he hasn’t moved on to anyone; he’s dating you. Don’t worry, no one knows your name yet, they’re working to find out who you are, just give them a couple of days.” 
 
    “Are you serious, Tamia?”  
 
    I must sound alarmed because Heath asks me if everything is ok. I give him a quick nod and continue my conversation. 
 
    “Do you have your iPad?” Tamia asks. 
 
    “Yes,” I say opening my purse taking it out. 
 
    “Then go to Yahoo and see for yourself.” 
 
    I type in the web address and sure enough the headline is there. I open it and start to read. The first sentence throws me completely off. “Bridgecam Racing Champ, Heath St. James is giving love another try…” What the fuck does that mean? Bridgecam Racing Champ? What the fuck is Bridgecam Racing? Heath is a developer. 
 
    Now everything is making sense.  
 
    When he made his initial investment, he told me that for the purposes of the transaction he was a developer. I guess that meant he had another occupation. And no matter where we go people ask him for his autograph, and the first night I stayed at his house, he had on a Bridgecam Racing T-shirt. Why couldn’t he just tell me the truth about this occupation? 
 
    “Licia, are you there?” Tamia breaks the silence. 
 
    “Mia, I’ll call you back,” I say hanging up the phone not waiting for her to reply. 
 
    I finish reading the article and sure enough, it says they don’t know my name but they are working on getting my identity. I look at the pictures and there is one of us on our first date leaving the restaurant, then there is one of us hugging in front of the Stansbury building the other day and there is one of us in the grocery store. 
 
    Why wouldn’t Heath tell me that he holds what seems to be the most prestigious title in all of the United Kingdom’s motorcar sports? He just told me he loves me, but he’s already lying to me. I cannot and I will not have another relationship filled with lies and secrets. If I wanted that, I would have just stayed with David. I put my tablet back in my purse, fold my arms and look out of the window. I don’t know whether to be mad or hurt right now.  
 
    Heath puts his hand on my thigh and squeezes it. I push it away still looking out of the window.   
 
    “Alicia, what’s wrong?” Heath asks. I can hear the concern in his voice. 
 
    I take a deep breath. “Heath, I will not be a part of a relationship where secrets are kept and lies are told. Just take me home, please.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
     I turn to face him. “That was Tamia on the phone. She just told me I was dating a Bridgecam Racing Champion. I’m all over the fucking tabloids Heath. Why didn’t you tell me? Is that why everyone stares at us funny and asks for your autograph? How do you know I want to have my face plastered on trashy magazines? I’m a businesswoman, not a fucking public figure.” I’m absolutely livid. 
 
     I can see his body tense up as if he has been made. He tightens his hand around the steering wheel but he doesn’t take his eyes off the road.  “I didn’t tell you because I didn’t know how you’d take it. I have women falling at my feet wanting to be with me because of who I am. You’re different and I know you are, that’s why I love you. In your case, I was afraid you’d react like this. This morning the paparazzi wanted a picture of you and your information but I offered to pay them all ten thousand pounds apiece to leave you alone. I guess I didn’t get them all.” 
 
    “I don’t like being left in the dark, especially when the situation involves my life. You just told me that you love me, but I don’t understand how that’s true when you didn’t even care to share what you do for a living with me. Instead, you chose to lie about it. Then I’ve asked you on numerous occasions why people act the way they do toward you and you give me some bullshit answer every time.” I’m not yelling but I’m not using my normal tone of voice, either. 
 
    “I didn’t lie,” he sounds like he’s getting frustrated, too. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me the truth. Look, I just got out of a marriage full of secrets and betrayal and I honestly don’t want to have to live through that again.” 
 
    “Alicia, I-” 
 
    “Just please take me home, Heath.” 
 
    “Are you ending this?” 
 
    “I don’t know what I’m going to do, but I need some time alone to figure it out.  So please take me home.” 
 
    He lets out a hasty sigh and presses the gas making the car go faster. The rest of the ride home was uncomfortable, every time he tried to explain, I tell him that I don’t want to hear it. He finally gave up after numerous attempts at breaking the silence between us. I get out of the car as soon as he pulls into his parking space, not waiting on him to put the car in park and turn it off. I’m walking to the elevator as fast as I can and I hear his footsteps close behind. I hit the button for the elevator and after what seems like forever, the car finally comes to my rescue. We step on together and I hit the button for my floor and then his secretly hoping that he gets the hint that I’m going home and I don’t want him to join me.  
 
    “Alicia,” Heath says before the elevator stops at my floor. 
 
    “What Heath?” I snap. 
 
    “Will you let me explain, please?” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear it. I’m not in the market for another broken heart, and the fact that you’re lying to me this early in our relationship over something so simple only makes me think that’s what you’re going to do.” 
 
    “Darling, you don’t understand.” 
 
    “You’re right, I don’t, but I can’t begin to understand if you never explain anything to me.” I step off when the elevator stops at my floor. 
 
    “Is it over?” He asks sounding distressed. 
 
    I don’t answer him, nor do I turn to acknowledge his question, instead I walk to my door and let myself into my house then close it behind me. I don’t make it to the sofa before I hear him knocking. 
 
    “Alicia,” I hear him say. “Please open the door. I want to talk to you. I need to explain.” 
 
    I walk over to the door but I don’t open it. “It’s too late for that now. Why didn’t you just tell me when I asked you?” I sigh, “Go away Heath. I don’t want to talk right now.” I hear the elevator door open and close and I sigh with relief. I go to my room, change into something comfortable, grab my laptop and then climb into my bed. 
 
    What have I gotten myself into? Why can’t I choose an honest man? 
 
    Heath seemed like a really great guy, but they all seem like that in the beginning. I can’t believe I didn’t learn anything from David’s patterns. It’s just that Heath seems so different; he’s supportive of my career, he’s not selfish, and when he makes love it feels so real, it’s genuine. I just don’t understand why he would hide something as important as his career from me. As much as I like him, I’m not ready to be lied to again. More importantly, I don’t want to have to go through any of the hurt and pain that I had to endure since the beginning of the year. So, if ending it with Heath will spare my feelings in the long run, then so be it. I can’t let another man ruin my life.  
 
    I turn on my laptop and type up an email to the division thanking them for their warm welcomes then I grab my tablet off the nightstand and start to read the local news, then the news in America, a cookbook I downloaded recently, my boring work emails, anything to keep my mind off Heath until my eyelids grow heavy. Just before I doze off to sleep, I hear my phone chime, it’s a text message from Heath. 
 
    *I didn’t mean for you to find out this way. I was going to tell you today myself* 
 
    When I look at the text I almost throw my phone. I respond, instead, because I need an explanation. 
 
    *Why didn’t you just tell me what was going on when I asked you Heath?* 
 
    *Because . . . my family thinks that race car driving is a childish occupation. I was afraid that you would think it was silly and lose interest in me. Can you please open the door?* 
 
    I hop out of bed and walk to my front door and open it to find Heath sitting in the hallway holding his phone. 
 
    “How long have you been here?” I ask. 
 
    “I never left,” he answers, his voice cracking. “Alicia, I’m sorry if I hurt you, it’s the last thing I want to do. I really do love you. I . . . I don’t know how that is possible in such a short amount of time but I do. I’ve never felt this way about a woman before.” I walk into the hallway and sit down next to him leaning my head on his shoulder. “Will you forgive me?” He asks. 
 
    I let out a deep sigh. “When you care about a person it doesn’t matter what their occupation is. The only thing that matters is where their heart is. I actually think you being a superstar race car driver is kind of cool.” 
 
    He kisses the top of my head. “Thank you.” I stand and he stands with me, picking me up into his arms. “So am I forgiven?” He asks looking into my eyes. 
 
    “Yes, but no more secrets,” I say playfully scolding him. 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    He walks into the house with me still in his arms, locks the door and then heads down the hall to my room placing me on the bed. He slides my pajama shorts off as I stare at him not saying a word. He pulls me down to the edge of the bed and then drops to his knees and I finally speak. “Heath, what are you doing?” 
 
    “What I’ve wanted to do since I saw you in those jeans this morning,” He says as he bends my knees, spreads my legs and plants his face between them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    I start to dream of pregnant women and crying babies. As I stare at them wondering why I’m having to deal with them and what they have to do with me at this point in my life, I hear a familiar voice behind me. “No Alicia, none of them are yours.” I turn around and meet the disgusted look on Heath’s face and then all of the women and children start to laugh at me. 
 
    What in the world is that all about? 
 
    Why am I having the same exact dream I had when I was going through the roughest part of my relationship with David and why am I seeing Heath in it? Does this mean Heath is going to betray me over and over again like David did because I forgave him so quickly and then let him make love to me afterwards? Is my dream telling me to leave Heath now and move on with my life before I end up getting hurt by the second man I’ve cared for this deeply? 
 
    I get out of the bed to use the bathroom, then head to the kitchen to get something to drink. The microwave clock says its 2:30 in the morning, meaning Tamia is probably still up. I go back to my room and grab my phone off the nightstand careful not to wake Heath, then go back down the hall to the living room, sit crossed-legged on the sofa, and then call my best friend. She answers on the second ring. 
 
    “Hey, is everything alright?” Tamia asks concerned. 
 
    “Yes, everything is fine,” I answer, my voice just above a whisper. 
 
    “Well, it’s late there and you should be sleeping. So tell me what is bothering you because I know it’s something.” 
 
    I sigh, “You remember that dream I told you I had about David and the women and children?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do.” 
 
    “What do you think it was trying to tell me?”  
 
    “That you were married to a lying two-timing dog and that as long as you kept forgiving him he was going to continue to make selfish decisions that will hurt you.” 
 
    “Well . . . um, I had that same dream, but it was Heath instead of David and now I’m scared. We got into a fight after I found out from you what he does for a living and because my face is plastered all over the internet. Mia, I don’t want to have a relationship full of secrets and lies. These people over here go crazy over him when we are together and every time I asked him why, he blew me off with some lame explanation.” 
 
    “Maybe you had that same dream because you feel betrayed as badly by Heath as you were by David, but if you want my opinion it’s nowhere near the same. I did a little research on your new beau and one article says that he told someone that he’s in love again but he doesn’t care to share with whom just yet. Alicia, he’s talking about you!” 
 
    “Mia, we’ve only been dating for one week. How can he know that he loves me that fast? I just got a divorce. I don’t even know if I’m supposed to be dating someone just yet, let alone saying that I love them.” 
 
    “Alicia please, you’re not in high school, you’re old enough to know what you want or need from a man. You know your requirements for relationship and love. There may be a reason that he hid his occupation from you, maybe he’s been used for his social status or money.” 
 
    Damn, Mia is spot on. Why couldn’t I see any of this? 
 
    “He told me that his parents don’t exactly support him,” I say. 
 
    “Well, there you go. Maybe he thought it was better to hide it from you until he could figure you out.”  
 
    Well, that makes sense. 
 
    “What do you think I should do Mia? 
 
    “Whatever makes you happy baby girl. As long as he doesn’t hurt you he’s alright with me. Now go to bed; it’s late and I’m about to cuddle with my man and my baby.” 
 
    I laugh quietly, “Good night Tamia, and thank you.” 
 
    “Anytime my love, we’ll talk later.”               
 
    We hang up. I take a deep breath and sit my phone down next to me. I like Heath, I mean really like Heath, but I’m just not in the market for getting my feelings hurt again. I forgave him as quickly as I used to forgive David and then allowed him to make love to me, as fast as David used to.  I sit so long that I doze off , but I’m awakened when Heath sits down next to me. He’s shirtless, only wearing his boxer briefs and a pair of socks showing off his dark chocolate skin and edible body. 
 
    “Darling, why did you leave me in bed alone?” He asks in that accent that makes my heart skip a beat.  
 
    “I had a bad dream,” I answer, yawning sleepily then lay my head in his lap facing away from him. 
 
    “A bad dream about what?” He asks sounding concerned. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, I talked to Tamia and I’m fine now.” 
 
    “Alicia, I’m your boyfriend, we’re in a relationship. If something is bothering you, you should come to me. I’m not saying there is anything wrong with calling your friend but she’s halfway across the globe. I’m in the bed with you.”  
 
    After thinking about what he said for a couple of moments, I start to tell him about my dream and what I interpreted from it. When I’m finished, he lets out a deep breath and starts to caress my back with his strong hands.  
 
    “Alicia, I will never willingly hurt you. I admit that hiding what I do for a living from you was a bit deceitful, but I had every intention of telling you. I just didn’t know how, and I didn’t want you to think I was wasting my life away like my mother does.” 
 
    “Why doesn’t your mother support you?”  
 
    “Because she wanted me to become a physician, not work for my father and definitely not something as dangerous as race car driving.” 
 
    “What does your father say about it?” 
 
    “Nothing, he supports whatever I want to do with my life. Besides, I get him good seats at the races.” He chuckles. “I’m more concerned about what you think about what I do.” 
 
    I turn to face him. “You’re following your dream; I respect anyone who does that. Besides, that’s why I’m here. If it were up to my ex-husband, I would be a housewife, barefoot, pregnant and in his kitchen. I knew at a young age that life wasn’t for me.” 
 
    “Well, let’s make a pact; I’ll support your career as long as you support mine.” 
 
    “You have a deal,” I say smiling up at him. 
 
     He leans in and kisses me on the lips. “Let’s go back to bed,” he says and we both stand and walk down the hall to my bedroom. Once he’s settled in, I slide in next to him and lay my head on his chest at his request. It feels so comfortable that I’m asleep in no time.  
 
    *** 
 
    So far, the day is going well. Heath and I talked more about the way I dealt with finding out about his job from someone and I admitted that I was wrong for not letting him explain. I also pointed out that I gave him ample opportunities to explain and he didn’t, but after  talking to him I understand his reservation. When we agreed to not knowingly keep secrets from one another an uneasy feeling came over me because I still haven’t told him about my infertility.  
 
    We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it. 
 
    *** 
 
    Heath is home getting dressed, leaving me to do the same. I’m more nervous than I’ve been in a long time. I haven’t met anyone’s parents since I was introduced to David’s back in college, and that was easy because they already knew who I was and they were American. I’ve heard the stereotypes given to Americans by Europeans. Heath said it’s just dinner so I don’t have to get all dressed up, but I’m still confused. I mindlessly fumble through my clothes and come up with nothing. Frustrated, I sit on the floor of my closet Indian style and put my head in my hands.  
 
    “Alicia,” I hear Heath call out after letting himself in with the key I let him borrow. 
 
    “I’m in my closet,” I yell as loud as I can hoping that he hears me.  
 
    I can hear his footsteps coming up the hall and finally stopping at my closet doorway. “Darling, why are you still in your bra and panties?” He asks. 
 
    “Because I don’t have anything to wear,” I whine and still haven’t looked at him yet. 
 
    “You have a walk-in closet half the size of this room filled to the brim with clothes and shoes and you have nothing to wear?” 
 
    I fold my arms across my chest and pout. “You know what I mean; I don’t want to put on something that will offend your parents. Tonight is a very important step in our relationship.”  
 
    He sits down next to me and puts his arm around me. “Alicia, the only person you have to worry about liking you is already in love with you. I just want to introduce you to my family so that they can meet the woman of my dreams. I don’t care if they don’t like you, I love you.” 
 
    I look up at him and smile; before I can think, the words slip off my tongue and through my lips. “I love you, too.”  
 
    His smile widens and his eyes brighten. “You do? That’s magnificent. I didn’t think you were going to say it back this fast.” I nod and smile back, then he hugs me tighter. What in the hell did I just commit to? I just told a man that I’ve just started dating that I love him. I guess in so many words it is true; I love his accent, his sexy body, his personality, and the way he makes me feel.  That doesn’t mean I’m in love with him. He plants a soft kiss on my lips, “We don’t have to go if you don’t want to. I don’t want you to ever feel like I’m pressuring you into something you don’t want to do.” 
 
    I think about it for a moment before I answer. “I’m going to have to meet them sooner or later, so I might as well get it over with.” 
 
    He lets out a sigh of relief and then smiles. “Thank you. Now, if you would please get up I’ll help you find something to wear.” He stands and then reaches his hand out  to help me off the floor. He’s wearing a black T-shirt, fitted jeans, a pair of silver Giuseppe Zanotti sneakers, and a matching white gold chain and bracelet combination serve as his accessories. He looks younger and still sexy as hell; I want to jump him in this closet. “Don’t look at me like that,” he says reading my facial expression. “We won’t make it out of the house, especially since you’re only wearing that half bra and a thong.” By the look in his eye I can tell we are on the same page.  
 
    We both look through my clothes in search of the perfect outfit to meet his parents in and after about ten minutes we decide on brown spaghetti strap romper pants ensemble, red Christian Louboutin stilettos, gold accessories, leopard print handbag, and because it’s probably too cold outside, I put on a red blazer for warmth. 
 
    We walk into the room and Heath sits on the bed and watches me as I put my clothes on, occasionally moaning under his breath.  My little lady is starting to swell. The sudden thought comes to me that Heath and I are having sex almost every day and we’ve only been together for a week. I need to know if our relationship is going to be more than that. When I finish dressing we head down to the garage and get into his Range Rover.  
 
    “Have I told you how beautiful you are today?” Heath says as we leave out of the garage heading in the opposite direction of London City to his parent’s home in Weybridge.   
 
    “I don’t recall you saying it today,” I say jokingly, “but thank you.” 
 
    “Well, I need to make sure I tell you every day. I want you to know how much I appreciate your beauty; inner and outer.   
 
    “Is it my beauty or what’s between my legs that you appreciate?” 
 
    He turns to look at me. His eyebrows are furrowed as if he can’t believe I asked him such a question. “What does that mean Alicia?” 
 
    Why can’t I keep my thoughts to myself? 
 
    “Well . . . um . . .” I start nervously. “We went on out first date a week ago, we’re already in a relationship, and having sex on a more than regular basis. I just don’t want a relationship based on sex Heath, that’s all.” 
 
    “Darling, I can understand you being afraid of what’s happening between us; especially considering what you’ve just been through with your ex-husband, but please let me assure you that I’m not with you for sex. I can have sex with anyone, I’m a celebrity. I’m with you because you can hold your own; you don’t really need me. I love you because before you discovered who I am to the public eye, you got to know who I really am, I didn’t have to work so hard to make you see me as a person. I don’t want to lose you, so if you think that our relationship is too sexual at this point let’s stop having sex for a while and date more.” 
 
    Whoa, wait, I didn’t say all that. 
 
    “Do you really think you can have a relationship with me and not have sex? Because I don’t think you can,” I say deciding to humor him. 
 
    “As a matter of fact, I know I can.” 
 
    “Well, let’s put a friendly wager on it.” 
 
    “Don’t make bets you know you can’t win, darling.” 
 
    “Are you afraid?” I ask feigning an evil smile. 
 
    He chuckles, “What are you proposing?” 
 
    “We’ll see who can go the longest without sex; the first person to give in loses and the winner gets a prize of their choice, but we’ll need to decide on the prize right now so we’ll know what’s at stake.” He looks at me and nods in agreement. “Okay, so if I win,” I continue, “you’ll have to give me a massage three times a week for an entire month.” 
 
    He smiles at me. “Who exactly is that benefiting? Well, if I win you have to be my sex slave for an entire month, which means you have to give it to me anywhere I want and however I want it.” He glances over at me with his eyes narrowed looking sexy and seductive. “Will that be too much for you if you lose darling?” 
 
    “I don’t make bets that I’m going to lose Mr. St. James,” I say with all the confidence I can muster up under that intimidating stare. “You’re on, the bet starts now. May the best person win.” He reaches over and we shake on it.  
 
    It takes about an hour and a half to get from Camden Village to Weybridge. Heath and I talked the whole way there about whatever popped up. It wasn’t a boring ride, but it’s the longest ride that I’ve taken in a while by car.  
 
    “Why do you live so far away from your parents?” I ask as we pull up to an iron gate. 
 
    “You’ll see in due time,” he says as he presses a remote control opening the gates. 
 
    The driveway is lined with tall even cut trees that lead to a circular driveway with an enormous fountain in the middle. The house is like nothing I’ve ever seen in my life; it’s not a house, it’s a castle from the eighteenth century if I’m not mistaken.  It’s made of stone and it even has towers on each corner.  
 
    Are Heath’s parents some sort of royalty? 
 
    Heath gets out of the car and then walks around to open the door for me.  
 
    “Is there anything I need to know before I go in here?” I ask nervously. 
 
    “Yes, my mother is still quite fond of my ex-fiancé, and they don’t know that you’re American,” he says with a nervous chuckle. 
 
    I cut my eyes at him. “Will they have a problem with the fact that I’m American?” 
 
    “My father won’t, but my mother doesn’t like anyone.” 
 
    “Did you tell them anything about me?”  
 
    “Yes, I told them I met the most wonderful woman, and she’s stolen my heart. That’s all that matters Alicia,” he says as he puts his key in the door and opens it. “Mum, dad, we’re here.”  
 
    A moment later a woman comes around the corner; she’s wearing a soft blue sheath dress and killer stilettos. “Heath,” she says as she pulls him into her embrace. “I’ve missed you so much. It feels like I haven’t seen you in ages.” 
 
    “Mother, it’s only been three weeks, and we talk almost every day,” he says as he hugs her back. 
 
    “Well, don’t stay away so long next time, and sometimes phone calls aren’t enough,” she says swatting him on his arm. 
 
    When they finished their hug, Heath reaches back, grabs my hand and pulls me to his side. “Mother, this is my new girlfriend, Alicia McAllister; Alicia, this is my mother, Himaya St. James.”  She is absolutely beautiful; she’s tall, light skinned with hazel eyes, and long curly hair that flows down her back. I can tell she is in her early fifties but she looks really good for her age.  
 
    I reach out to shake her hand. “Mrs. St. James, it’s a pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    “Alicia, I’ve heard wonderful things about you,” she says returning my handshake. “Will you two please come join us in the family room?” 
 
    We walk down the hallway, Heath and I  hand in hand and his mother is leading the way. We pass a set of stairs that makes the ones in Heath’s penthouse look cheap, and several other rooms, some with the door closed and some open until we turn off to the right into a huge room full of paintings and Victorian furniture. The walls are painted off-white, I’m assuming to let the artwork be the focal point of the room. There is a wood-burning fireplace faced with the same stone that the house was built with, giving the room a greater sense of elegance.  
 
    “You two have a seat and I’ll see what’s keeping Raymond,” Mrs. St. James says as she leaves the room in search of her husband. 
 
    “Your parent’s house is really nice,” I say looking around the room. 
 
    “Yes, it is a pretty neat place. My father purchased it from The Duke of Weybridge after he and my mother got married. It was pretty nice growing up in it. I’ll have to bring you back during the day and show you the grounds.” 
 
    “I’d love that.” 
 
    “So,” he says as he turns toward me and kisses me on the cheek, “are you ready for this bet?” The way he says it lets me know he does not plan on playing fair.  
 
    “Sure,” I answer, doing my best to sound nonchalant.  
 
    “Alicia, I’ve seen in your face how I make you feel. Don’t sit there and act like this isn’t going to be a struggle for you,” he says calling my bluff. “I know it’s not going to be easy for me.” 
 
    “If you want to call off the bet now, I’m okay with that, just as long as you’re cool with fulfilling your end of the deal.” 
 
    “Oh no darling, I fully intend to win. I like the idea of you being my sex slave. There are so many ways I want to make love to you. I have half of the month planned out already.” 
 
    I swallow hard. “I thought I already was your sex slave. I come however you want me to.” 
 
    His eyes turn dark and full of carnality. “Yes, that’s true, but my sex slave wouldn’t question why I’m with her. She’ll know. She’ll know that I appreciate her for things outside of the bedroom, as well.” He leans over and kisses me chastely on the lips, just enough to wake my little lady up. 
 
    He’s playing games, ugh! 
 
    I move one space away from him and he scoots over next to me, liking the cat and mouse game. 
 
    “I’ve never seen my brother chase a woman before.” A voice says, coming to my rescue. 
 
    We follow the voice to the doorway where another tall light-skinned younger woman is standing. Heath immediately gets up from where he is sitting and walks over to her, hugging her tight.  
 
    “Ada!” He says as he picks her up off the floor and spins her around. When he puts her down he introduces us. “Ada, this is the woman I’ve been telling you about, Alicia McAllister. Alicia, this is my younger sister, Ada.” He looks over at her, “I didn’t know you were going to be here tonight.” 
 
    “When you told me that you were bringing Alicia to meet mum and dad, I couldn’t let you do it alone. You know how your mother is.” She walks over to me and I stand. She pulls me in for a hug and says, “Alicia, it’s so nice to finally meet the woman my brother couldn’t stop talking about.” I look over at Heath and if dark skin could blush, his just did.  
 
    Ada is just as beautiful as her mother, she has darker eyes and her hair is cut short like a pixie fairy. In some ways I can see similarities in her and Heath’s facial features.  
 
    We all sit down and start to talk. Ada tells me that she is majoring in business and finance at Oxford and I tell her I have my MBA. Heath mentions that I’m the CEO of Stansbury Investment’s European division and she asks me if she could intern there in the summer. Of course, I said yes.  Despite what their parents have to say about Heath’s career as a Bridgecam Race car driver, Ada thinks it’s the coolest thing ever to have a brother that is a celebrity. She told us a couple of unusual stories about how just being Heath’s little sister helped her get into clubs and even out of speeding tickets.  As we are laughing at the latest story Ada is telling us, she looks over out of the corner of her eye and immediately stands. “Daddy,” she says and walks over to the door toward a very handsome dark-skinned man with low-cut curly salt and pepper hair. His eyes are dark and sparkly, and his face is clean shaven, allowing me to see what Heath is going to look like when he gets older.  
 
    Heath and I both stand, and he walks over to give his father a hug, even though they saw one another yesterday. “Dad,” he says reaching out toward me gesturing me to walk over to him. “This is Alicia McAllister, my new girlfriend. Alicia, this is my father Raymond St. James.” 
 
    “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you Alicia,” Mr. St. James says reaching out to shake my hand. 
 
    “Likewise,” I say smiling nervously. 
 
    “Dinner is ready,” Mrs. St. James announces peeking around the corner.  
 
    On our way to the dining room Heath caresses my behind sending a heat wave through my body, lighting a small fire in my little lady. I’m so grateful that everyone is in front of us. 
 
    The dining room is grand, just as elegant as the sitting room we were just in. There is a table big enough to seat twenty people with an off-white floor length tablecloth, tall centerpiece in the middle of it. We take our seats with Mr. St. James at the head of the table, Mrs. St. James to his right, Ada next to her, Heath sitting across from his mother and I am sitting next to Heath. There are two more place settings next to Ada and me.  
 
    “I was expecting more company, but it looks like they aren’t going to show,” Mrs. St. James says answering my silent question.  
 
    The butler and maid bring out dinner on trays and serve us. Oven roasted new potatoes, rosemary chicken, fresh cut green beans, yeast rolls, and white wine to drink. Mr. St. James says grace and we dig in.  
 
    “Alicia, I can’t help but notice your accent.  Where are you from?” Mrs. St. James asks. 
 
    Accent? I didn’t notice that I had an accent. 
 
    “I’m from Florida; Winter Park to be exact,” I answer hoping she won’t be asking probing questions all night. 
 
    “Oh, so you’re American,” she says with the slight detest in her voice. 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    “Himaya, please,” Mr. St. James says cutting her off. He turns to me, “What brings you to London?”  He asks, taking control of the conversation, putting an end to whatever his wife’s malicious intent may be. 
 
    “Work,” I say turning to face Heath’s father now. 
 
    “Winter Park, is that near Orlando?”  
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    “I have a friend who owns an investment firm there. One of the best in the nation and he recently expanded to Europe. Are you familiar with Stansbury Investment?” Mr. St. James asks. 
 
    Heath nearly chokes on his food. I reach over and hand him his wine in an attempt to calm him, then turn back to his father to answer his question. “Yes, I’m familiar with Stansbury Investment, that’s the company I work for.” 
 
    “Oh really?” Mr. St. James asks. “Have you had the pleasure of meeting Richard Stansbury? He and I have been friends since college.” 
 
    “Yes sir, I know Mr. Stansbury,” I say with a slight smile on my face.  
 
    “Oh,” he says looking confused. “I didn’t know Richard was that social with his employees. What is your position in the company?” He asks. 
 
    “I’m the CEO of the European Division,” I say nonchalantly.  
 
    His eyes widen and he smiles. “You’re the go-getter Richard was talking about. The one that set my company up for that wonderful investment back in March.” 
 
    “The very same.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice to meet you and I look forward to doing business with you in the future.”               
 
    “Likewise sir.” I look over at Heath’s mom who looks disgusted over the fact that I’ve won her son and her husband over.  
 
    The rest of dinner conversation just ebbed and flowed. The St. James family seems to approve of me, well, everyone except Mrs. St. James. She did everything in her power to make me seem like a bad person. When I mentioned I was recently divorced, she insinuated that Heath was just a rebound relationship, and when Heath told her that we were very much in love, she suggested that it was too soon for us to know that we love one another. I did my best not to be disrespectful because she is Heath’s mother, but I wanted to snap on her.  
 
    After dinner we all continue our conversation over tea in the living room. I hear the doorbell ring, but no one moves so I’m assuming that they are leaving it to the butler to answer. We are laughing at a funny story Ada and Heath are telling, then suddenly there is an uncomfortable silence in the room. The doorbell rings again, but no one moves. Everyone’s eyes are fixated on the gorgeous brown-skinned woman in the doorway. Her hair is in a chin-length bob, her eyes are bright and shiny, and her cheek bones put most women to shame. Her makeup is impeccable and she’s wearing a little black dress that stops just above her knees with a pair of silver Louboutin stilettos. She’s tall,  beautiful, and looks like a model. 
 
    “Nadia,” I hear Mrs. St. James say. “Please come in, we’re just having some tea.” Heath, his father and his sister turn to look at Mrs. St. James in unison, giving her the same disappointed look. 
 
    This bitch invited Heath’s ex to dinner knowing I was going to be here. 
 
    “Himaya, how could you?” Mr. St. James says to his wife. 
 
    Just as she is about to explain, I hear Ada call out, “Uncle Richard!” then jets over to hug Mr. Stansbury. 
 
    “How is my favorite niece?”  Mr. Stansbury says wrapping his arms around her. As he holds Ada in his embrace, he looks up and sees my face, gazing as if he’s seen a ghost. “McAllister?”               
 
    “Good evening Mr. Stansbury.” I say with a half-smile. 
 
    What in the world is this woman trying to do to me?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    I’m looking around the room at my boss and trying to keep  calm as my boyfriend’s ex-fiancé undresses him with her eyes. This night is turning out to be a total disaster. 
 
    “Heath, how have you been? I’ve missed you so much.” Nadia says gliding across the room toward Heath like she is on a runway. When she makes it to him, he stands and gives her an awkward one arm hug because he is holding my hand. She lets go then leans in to give him a kiss. He moves just before she makes it to his lips.  
 
    “Um . . . uh . . . Nadia, I’d like you to meet my girlfriend Alicia.” Heath says yanking me to my feet.  “Alicia, this is Nadia.” 
 
    She looks at me with her eyes narrowed. “Hello Alicia.” She says almost cat-like. 
 
    “Hello Nadia, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” I say as happy as I can manage. 
 
    “Please excuse us,” Heath says, “we were just leaving. Alicia,” he says looking at me, “darling, if you’re ready.” 
 
    I nod and we head to the doorway of the living room. 
 
    “Heath,” his mother calls out. “Why are you leaving? Nadia just got here.” 
 
    He turns and scowls at her. “Mother, you know exactly why I’m leaving. How could you be so deceitful and invite her here knowing that I was bringing Alicia over for dinner? And you,” he says turning to face Nadia who looks slightly intimidated, “you were probably in on it, too. What other reason would you show up in that dress and those heals to my mother’s house for a dinner this casual? We haven’t spoken in years and my feelings for you, after all this time, are still the same. I don’t love you anymore and I won’t ever love you again.” He turns to face his mother again. “And you wonder why I don’t come  to visit.” On our way out he hugs Mr. Stansbury and I shake his hand. “Uncle Richard, I’m sorry I can’t stay but I’m sure you understand why. We’ll do dinner before you leave.” Mr. Stansbury nods and gives him a disappointed look, then looks at me at me, and  smiles. “Good night everyone,” Heath says and we are outside in a millisecond. He opens the car door for me then gets in and pulls off. I turn to look back as we are leaving and his mother is standing in the doorway. 
 
    When we are on the main highway, I break our silence. “Heath, what was that all about?” I ask. 
 
    “Ha! Alicia, don’t act like you didn’t just experience one of the most uncomfortable nights of your life.” 
 
    “Heath, I lost my mother and father without having a chance to say goodbye. I can deal with your ex-girlfriend and your mother.” 
 
    “Well I can’t. You’ve done no wrong to her and she shouldn’t treat you like that.” 
 
    “So what’s the story with your mom and Nadia?”               
 
    “My mother was a model . . . well, she still is, she just does mature modeling, and Nadia is her friend’s daughter. You see, my mother thinks that she has total control over Ada and my life in aspects of what we should do for a living and who we should be with. Once she gets an idea in her head she will not stop until she sees it all the way through.”               
 
    “So why were you so mean to Nadia,” I ask curiously. 
 
    “Because, Nadia doesn’t love me . . . she never loved me; she just wants to be a St. James.  
 
    Oh. 
 
    “I’m not being funny when I ask you this, but what’s so great about being a St. James?” 
 
    He looks over and smiles at me. “Money, power, prestige. That’s why I love you so much, you don’t care about any of those things. You just want plain old Heath; you’re the first woman, ever, that wants me for who I am.” 
 
    I chuckle. “Well I’m glad that I don’t have to prove that to you.”  
 
    Changing the conversation, I ask him what he wanted to do for the rest of the weekend since the company officially opens on Monday and we won’t be seeing as much of each other. Since it’s getting late, we decide to go back to his place and watch TV without having sex and plan a picnic tomorrow.  
 
    When the car falls silent I start to doze off. I’m honestly tired from all of the sex we’ve been having. 
 
    Once I’m in a comfortable sleep, I’m suddenly awakened by a tug on my nipple; it makes me moan.  
 
    “Heath, you don’t play fair,” I say sleepily. 
 
    “We’re in the middle of a bet. Real gamblers don’t play fair, they play to win.” He says with one hand on the steering wheel and the other caressing my nipple waking up a different part of my body with each stroke. I sit up in my seat and reach over to grab his erection, and to my surprise it is hard and bulging against his pants. My mouth starts to water and my little lady swells and moistens.  
 
    Why did I make this bet? 
 
    He starts to roll his hips so that I feel him growing against my hand, turning me on with every thrust. 
 
    “Can I suck it?” I ask caught up in the moment. 
 
    “Sucking is sex. You can suck it but you have to be willing to forfeit the bet,” his voice is husky. 
 
    I shake my head and keep stroking. I don’t want to lose, who knows what he’ll make me do.                             He continues to stroke and pull on my nipple for a little while, then he suddenly stops leaving me wanting more. I look over at him to see him gauging my reaction out of the corner of his eye.  
 
    He’s doing this on purpose, but two can play this game. I put my arms through my spaghetti straps, kick my shoes off and take off my romper, throwing it in the back seat. I can hear him breathing so I know I have the advantage right now. I unhook my bra and throw it in the back with the rest of my clothes and then slide my panties down my legs and throw them out of the window. I let the seat back and put my feet up on the dashboard. Luckily the highway is dark and we seem to be the only car on it. 
 
    This will surely win me the bet. 
 
    “Alicia, what are you doing?” Heath asks his voice still husky but just above a whisper, as if he is trying to control himself. 
 
    “Playing to win,” I say as if I’m doing something normal.  
 
    He runs his fingers lightly between my breasts, down to my navel, then across my stomach continuing south until he reaches my little lady, gently pulling on my clitoris with his forefinger and thumb making my body tense. He gently brushes his finger across it and that is when I notice how swollen and wet I am. He inserts his finger in my mouth. “Suck,” he says in a voice I’ve never heard him use. I do as I’m told because he sounds so hot and sexy. “Tasty, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Mmmmm,” I moan and nod against his finger. 
 
     He takes his wet fingers out of my mouth and begins to make circles around my nipples with his index finger. “Too bad I can’t taste it, because licking is against the rules. Alicia, your body is so addicting I feel like I have to have you all the time. I need you.  It’s too bad that you think I  only want you for sex, but I’ll play your game, love.” Out of nowhere he sticks two fingers in me then starts to move them around. I’m in the front seat of his Range Rover completely naked. My nipples are hard. My little lady is wet and pulsating, and my dumb ass just made a bet that I knew deep down I was going to fucking lose. I close my eyes to savor whatever feeling he’s willing to give me without having to say I’ve forfeited. When I start to move my hips, he quickly snatches them out. “No!” I scream.              “No what?” He asks knowing exactly why I’m saying no. 
 
    “Please  . . . don’t stop. It feels so good. I want it. Make love to me . . . here . . . now.” I’m panting. 
 
    “You do realize that if I pull this car over and give you an orgasm you’ve lost the bet.” 
 
    “I don’t care,” I say, “I want to be your love slave. Please make love to me now.” 
 
    He pulls over off the very next exit into the back of an empty parking lot of what looks like a club that hasn’t opened yet. He backs in and lets the window all the way up. “Get in the back,” he says and I do as I’m told. He unbuttons his pants freeing his erection, pulls a condom out of his pocket sliding it down his length and then climbs in the back seat with me.  It’s dark but I can see his face clearly. “Are you sure you want to do this?” He asks, rubbing the pad of his thumb across my lips. 
 
    “Yes . . . please,” I whine. My little lady is so wet and wanting, that if I don’t come soon I’m going to lose my mind. 
 
    He lays me across the seat, grabs my legs and spreads them, and then slowly inserts his erection into me, stretching and filling me with his thick long length, relaxing my whole body as he does.  
 
    “Now that you’re my love slave,” he says in that tone that got me hot and bothered moments ago. “You will submit to me in all things sexual. You will give it to me whenever I want it. While we make love, you will call me Sir or Master. Do I make myself clear Alicia?” 
 
    “Yes,” I say between my harsh breathing. 
 
    He stops and looks me in my face. “Yes what?” 
 
    “Master . . .  yes sir.”  
 
    He chuckles at my confused reply. “Good,” he says as he starts to move. “Now, darling, we have to come quick, I don’t want anyone noticing my car and coming up to take pictures. I don’t want to see your glorious body in the tabloids. Come for me.” 
 
    “Yes sir!” I say happy to oblige. 
 
    He lets go of my legs and takes my nipples in each of his hands and starts to squeeze, sending a burning sensation to my little lady. He pumps me fast and my body starts to climb, he notices my body tightening and starts to squeeze my nipples harder. “Let’s give this command thing a try,” he says continuing to stroke me. “Come. Now. Alicia.” And with his words, I let go of one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had. I moan and call out his name as it rips through me like a tidal wave. My body feels numb from my shoulders down. I momentarily feel cheated out of my sex life because I’ve never experienced an orgasm through penetration before I met this sexy specimen of a man.  He pulls his condom off and orders me to sit up. He slides his erection into my mouth. “Suck,” he says as he grabs my head and starts to move his hips back and forth. “Oh darling, your mouth is so wet and warm. This feels so fucking good.” He says through his clenched teeth.  I grab his erection and start to pump it with my hand as I move my mouth up and down his length at the same time. “Alicia . . . I,” he tries to speak but what I’m doing to him  has his mind in complete disarray. I pull it out quickly and spit on it then continue to pump and suck; giving him all I have. “Alicia, I’m about to come darling. Let me pull out.” He groans. Wanting to taste his come, I start to pump faster and let him enter deeper into my mouth. Suddenly I feel a warm juicy burst in my throat, seconds later my mouth is filled with slick salty liquid. I swallow some of it and play with the rest of it around my lips with my tongue as he stares at me bewildered. 
 
    After a moment, he hands me my clothes and then fixes his. Making sure the coast is clear before he opens the door, gets into the driver seat and pulls off. I climb into the front seat once I’m dressed.  
 
    “We’ll continue when we get back to my place,” he says. 
 
    I look at him with wide eyes. 
 
    We’re not finished? 
 
    *** 
 
    I wake the next morning to the smell of hot food. I’m naked except for my panties. Heath had Benjamin make us breakfast and Heath is serving me in his bed; ham and cheese omelet, hash browns and toast. He says he already ate after his workout this morning. I sit up in bed and realize I’m sore everywhere, I feel it when I move. Last night Heath made me come two more times before I went to bed. I never realized how much of an effect sex has on the human body.  
 
    Heath lies down in the bed next to me and watches me eat, occasionally kissing me on my arm or caressing my thigh. His phone rings and he looks at the screen, rolls his eyes and puts it back in his pocket. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I ask, noticing the frustrated look on his face. 
 
    “She’s been calling all morning,” he mutters annoyed. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “My mother, I don’t want to speak to her for a while.” 
 
    “Heath, I understand that you’re upset with your mom. She was wrong for what she did last night, but she is your mother. Trust me when I say you will regret how you’re acting if something happens to her.” 
 
    He sighs, “Fine, I’ll answer the next time she calls.” No sooner than he says this his phone rings again. “Hello mother.” He says, annoyance present in his voice. “Mum you know why I left . . .  Well, you shouldn’t have invited her . . .  It wasn’t a pleasant surprise. I’ve been telling you for the last two years that I’m not interested in Nadia.” He puts the phone on speaker and lays it down on the pillow next to him. 
 
    “I just thought you would rekindle your feelings if you saw her again,” Mrs. St. James says. 
 
    “Mum, I told you that I’m in love with Alicia.” 
 
    “How can you know that so soon?” 
 
    “Because she accepts me for who I am, mother.” 
 
    “But she’s American. How can you fall in love with an American?” She sounds disgusted. 
 
    My eyes widen and I stop mid-chew to look over at Heath. This lady has lost her damn mind.  
 
    “If I recall correctly, you and dad went through the same thing when you met. My Jamaican grandmother wanted no parts in her son marrying some African gold digger, but he did it anyway despite her wishes. So why are you being so hypocritical? Why is it ok for you two to go against what grandmother felt but it’s not ok for Ada and me to do the same?” 
 
    “Heath, I just want what’s best for you.” 
 
    “Mum, Alicia is what’s best for me.” 
 
    “What about Nadia? You two were so in love.” 
 
    “We weren’t in love. I was in love. Nadia just wanted to be a St. James.” 
 
    “Maybe your little American girl wants to be a St. James, too.”               
 
    “Her name is Alicia,” he informs her looking over at me with love in his eyes, “and if she wants it she can have it. Mother, I have to go, Alicia and I were talking before you called. I’ll call you later.” 
 
    “Ok Heath just be careful with her, you know she’s already been married once,” Mrs. St. James says before Heath hangs up on her.  
 
    “That woman drives me mad,” he says looking at me trying to figure out if his mother has gotten under my skin. 
 
    “She definitely has it out for me.” I laugh. “Why is she so stuck on you being with Nadia?” I say pushing my tray away. I’m so full that I’m sleepy all over again. 
 
    “I honestly don’t know. I think it’s just to make her friend happy or it could be because Nadia is Kenyan like her. Whatever her reasons are I don’t care. Nadia just wants to live life in the limelight and I’m not in the market for a woman who only wants to benefit from me.” He looks over at me intently. 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that,” I snap playfully. “You know I’m not like that.” 
 
    “I know and you have no idea how much I appreciate it.” He stands and takes my tray. “Let’s get up, I’ve drawn a bath for you and we’ll put on some clothes and get our day started. Albert will be over shortly to drop off some blueprints and I want to introduce you to him, then we’ll go hang out for a bit. I know I promised you a picnic but is there anything else you wanted to do today?” 
 
    “No,” I say shaking my head. 
 
    He disappears and in moments he’s back. I climb out of bed and follow him to the bathroom where the tub is filled with water and the smell of white tea and lily bubble bath fills the room. Heath walks toward me and my body tenses.  
 
    “Relax; we’re not having sex right now,” he says. My body physically relaxes and he laughs. “I know I won the bet Alicia, but I’m not going to beat you in the ground with sex. Don’t get me wrong, I want it when I want it, but I know you’re tired from everything that happened last night.” He grabs the waist of my panties and slides them down my legs, tossing them to the side once he’s taken them off. He takes my hand and leads me to the bathtub guiding me in. “Have a seat,” he says in that voice I’ve learned to love from last night. It’s authoritative, rough, and carnal all in one.  I do as he says. The water is hot but comfortable and for the first time, I’ve noticed how sore my body really is. My little lady feels like she’s taken a beating, the muscles in my legs are tight and my nipples are singing with pain from Heath sucking and biting on them. 
 
    “Are you getting in?” I ask flirtatiously. 
 
    He smiles. “As tempting as it sounds, I showered after my workout this morning, but I’m going to bathe you, if that’s alright?”               
 
    I nod and ask him to be gentle because I’m sore. He laughs at me but agrees. 
 
    He takes a washcloth and squirts body wash on it then kneels down on the floor and starts to wash my neck and shoulders, using sensual circular motions. I moan as my muscles relax under his touch. He moves to my breasts, being extra careful around my still swollen nipples, then he washes my stomach and my back. I stand on his command and he starts to clean my lower body. 
 
    “I’ve already explored here and it was remarkable,” he says as he glides the cloth across my sore little lady, stopping at my behind. “While I have control of you, I’d like to explore here.”  
 
    I gasp involuntarily when I figure out what he was talking about. I know I lost a bet but I don’t know about letting him invade my backside.  It has only been licked and occasionally fingered, which felt good, beyond imagination, but Heath’s not talking about a finger, he wants to put his length in me.  
 
    “Relax, darling. We’ll go slow, and you’ll enjoy it,” he says, tapping my anus with his finger. 
 
    I nod because there are no words that can describe what I’m feeling. Heath has been so gentle and careful with my body and now he wants this. He’s an expert when it comes to making me feel good, so he might make it worthwhile. I wonder if he can make me have an orgasm while he’s back there. I smile at the thought.  
 
    He rinses me off with the hand attachment from the shower and gives me a towel to dry off.  
 
    “I took the liberty of going down to your place to find something for you to wear since you had such a hard time last night. It’s laid out on the sofa in my room, so go ahead and get dressed.  I’m going to change, as well,” he says before he walks out of the bathroom leaving me to dry myself.  
 
    I walk into the room to see what Heath has found for me to wear: a flowered strapless maxi dress, tan denim half jacket, and brown sandals with gold studs. He also got me a tan floppy hat and my Jimmy Choo sunglasses since we’re going to be picnicking today. Once I’m all dressed, I walk downstairs in search of Heath and pass Benjamin on the way down. I give him a quick hug because I haven’t seen him in a while. He tells me that Heath is in the living room with Albert, so I walk in that direction. 
 
    Before I make it to the doorway, I can hear their conversation. “Albert, your irresponsibility cost the company an extra two hundred fifty thousand dollars,” Heath sounds upset. 
 
    “This coming from someone who invested an extra eight million dollars because he fell in love at first sight,” Albert says. His voice isn’t as deep as Heath’s but their accents are nearly the same and there is a hint of arrogance in Albert’s voice. 
 
    What? 
 
    “It’s none of your business why I invested my money. Besides, I’ll be making money off of that investment not losing any. Look, my father wanted to fire you as soon as you came back but I talked him into thinking about it over the weekend,” Heath says sounding exasperated. 
 
    “Raymond wants to fire me?” Albert’s tone changes, he doesn’t sound so cocky now. 
 
    “Yes, he does. Albert, this isn’t the first time we’ve had to spend extra money because you chose to be irresponsible. I’m trying to get him to give you another chance, but you need to lay low and do things in the allotted time frame.” 
 
    “Okay, I can do that.  I can’t afford to lose my job Heath.” 
 
    “Then act like it. I’m not saying don’t have fun, but just don’t let it interfere with your work,” Heath says gently.                
 
    “So,” Albert says. “How did it go at your parent’s house last night?” 
 
    “It was awful. My mother doesn’t like Alicia, as you projected. She even invited Nadia over in attempts to rekindle my love for her,” Heath says.  
 
    “I bet Nadia was looking hot though.” 
 
    “Yes, she looked really good,” Heath says. 
 
    Oh yeah.  
 
    “But you have to see Alicia, she’s far more beautiful. The best thing about her is that she’s genuine. Nadia is a fucking user,” Heath says. 
 
    I walk into the living room and Albert stands. He’s a little shorter than Heath and light skinned with blue eyes and a curly sandy brown afro. He’s no doubt mixed races and by the size of his arms and shoulders, I’m going to guess that he works out about five days a week.  
 
    “Well hello,” Albert says, greeting me in a way that I find most uncomfortable. 
 
     Heath stands and walks around the sofa to meet me giving me a kiss on the cheek and wrapping one arm around me. “Alicia, this is Albert. Albert, this is my girlfriend Alicia,” he says proudly. 
 
    He walks over to me and we shake hands then take our seats. Heath’s phone rings, it’s his father. He walks out to take the call in the other room leaving Albert and me alone. 
 
    “I’ve heard a lot about you Alicia. It’s nice to finally meet you,” Albert says. 
 
    “Good things I hope,” I say jokingly. 
 
    “Oh very good things,” he says with an awkward grin on his face that makes my stomach do a somersault. “You’re even more beautiful than he described you. No wonder he’s not in a hurry to get back with Nadia.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” I say fidgeting; radiating the uneasiness I’m feeling.  
 
    “I’m sorry, did I cross the line? I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Yes, but don’t worry about it. Just please don’t do it again.” 
 
    “I apologize; it’s just that Heath usually doesn’t have a problem with me getting close to the women he dates. If you know what I mean.” 
 
    “No, I don’t know what you mean.” He’s starting to piss me off.  
 
    Heath comes back into the room and sits down next to me, immediately noticing the look on my face. 
 
    “Alicia what’s wrong?” He asks looking over at me. He narrows his eyes and stares at Albert. “What did you say to her Albert?” 
 
    “I didn’t say anything that she won’t find out sooner or later,” Albert says in his cocky voice again. 
 
    “He said that you don’t have a problem with him getting close to the women you date. Heath, I don’t know what kind of creepy friendship you two have but I don’t want any parts of him getting close to me, and if you think that I’m going to let some shit like that happen, you’re just as crazy as he is,” I say making myself crystal clear. 
 
    “What?” Heath answers. “I’ll be the first to admit that in my wilder days, if I had no interest in a woman, I told Albert he could do whatever he wanted if she let him. That is definitely not the case with you Alicia.” He turns to face Albert again. “What the fuck is your problem? Why would you even say anything like that to Alicia knowing how I feel about her?” If looks could kill, Heath would be on trial for capital murder. 
 
    “I was just joking with her,” Albert says feigning a chuckle.  
 
    Heath mimics his chuckle. “Your joke wasn’t funny. I think it’s time for you to leave. I will not have Alicia feeling uncomfortable.” 
 
    Albert gets up and rushes to the door, upset by Heath’s tone.  
 
    “Albert,” Heath calls out stopping him in his tracks. “That was my father on the phone. He says that you’re on probation indefinitely. I no longer have the power to save you, so if you fuck up again you’re fired.” 
 
    Albert doesn’t even respond but I know he understands Heath because he slams the door so hard on his way out that we heard it.  
 
    “Alicia, I’m really sorry. He’s never said anything like that to anyone before.” 
 
    “It’s okay, but why are you passing along women to him?” 
 
    “They were usually groupies, and that was before you Alicia. I’m not like that anymore. I only have eyes for you.” He kisses me on my forehead. “Do you believe me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper. 
 
    “Good. Benjamin has loaded the car. Shall we go on our picnic?” 
 
    “Sure. Where are we picnicking at?” I ask. 
 
    “I own some undeveloped land along the countryside, so I figured we can go there since you love it so much. Just you and me away from the world to eat, talk, and make love.” 
 
    Make love? I look at him as if he’s lost his mind. 
 
    He tilts his head to the side, licks his bottom lip, and then puts his hand on my shoulder. “Why do you think I had you wear that dress?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    It takes us about half an hour to get to Heath’s land along the countryside. To throw off any unwanted guests, we take Benjamin’s old pickup truck. When we arrive to Heath’s land, which is surrounded by an iron gate with a lock on it, he gets out to open it then locks it once we’re in.  He drives until we can’t see anything except green pastures on all sides of us, the countryside is even more amazing when you’re in it.  
 
    He takes a blanket and a basket from behind the seat and sets everything up under a huge chestnut tree. I sit down on the blanket and take in my surroundings. The grass is lush and green against the miles and miles of hills with yellow, red, and white wildflowers.  The tree that is providing my shade is in bloom with little white flowers all over it; it looks like the scene of an oil painting. The air out here is also crisp, fresh, and clean. You just don’t get scenery like this in Winter Park.  
 
    Heath kneels down in front of me and takes my shoes off then sets them down in the grass next to his.  
 
    “It’s beautiful out here,” I say lying back on my elbows  
 
    “It is, isn’t it,” Heath says looking at me smiling. 
 
    “What are you going to do with all of this land?” I ask out of curiosity. 
 
    He shrugs his shoulders. “I haven’t really decided yet. I could build a shopping mall or an amusement park, or a hotel with a golf course; the possibilities are endless.”  
 
    “Or . . .   You can leave it just like it is and we can come here and enjoy one another’s company.” 
 
    “Or I could do that, too,” he says smiling at me. He sighs, “Hey, I apologize for what Albert said to you this morning. I don’t want you thinking that I’m some kind of womanizing pig because that’s not me at all. It’s just that, when you’re in the spotlight, women tend to throw themselves at you and depending on my alcohol consumption sometimes I give in to it. Please trust me when I say that I would never treat you like a piece of ass.” 
 
    “Well those women don’t deserve to be passed on like that, either, but I’m not worried about you treating me that way because I won’t allow it. I don’t know Albert, but I know I wouldn’t date him in a million years.” 
 
    Heath laughs. “That’s good to know. I don’t know what came over him this morning, he never acts like that.” He sighs, “Forget about him. Are you excited about tomorrow?” 
 
    “Excited and nervous.” 
 
    “You’ll do fine. I’m sure of it,” he says and then leans over to give me a kiss on my cheek. 
 
    I lean over and rest my head on his lap and he starts to stroke my hair while we talk. Our conversations weren’t about anything in particular, but it’s nice to just be able to talk about nothing and still have a great time. This is how life should be when you’re in love; simple, yet full. I don’t recall ever having moments like this. This revelation makes me question if I have ever been in love. 
 
    I think what I feel for Heath right now is love. When we’re together I feel whole and when we are apart that feeling of wanting to be with him just takes over me. I’ve never anticipated seeing David, because I knew sooner or later we were going to be arguing and fighting. Is it too soon to feel this way about someone? Am I just in love with the newness of someone’s genuine attention? That can’t be, guys hit on me all the time and I never gave a second thought to any of them, but Heath has occupied my mind since the day he came in my office and shook my hand. Tamia said it best, I’m old enough to know what I want and need from someone. So yes, it’s love, and yes I am in love with Heath St. James; utterly and completely in love.  
 
    “Alicia,” Heath calls my name bringing me back to now. “Are you against getting married again?” 
 
    “Um . . .  Heath we just started dating,” I say smiling. 
 
    He chuckles. “I’m not proposing. I’d just like to know your take on a second marriage.” 
 
    “Oh . . .  Well I’m not against it; it would just have to be with the right person.” 
 
    “Do you think I could be the right person?” He asks, tracing the outside of my ear with this index finger. 
 
    “I know you’re the right person,” I say before I can completely process the thought.  
 
    “Well, I’m glad we’re on the same page,”  he says putting that same index finger on my lip. I kiss, then graze it with the tip of my tongue and I hear the sharp intake of his breath. “Are you hungry? He asks gruffly. 
 
    “Sure,” I say sitting up and letting him pull out the contents of the basket; cubed cheese, crackers, grapes, strawberries, scones, a bottle of Clicquot Rosé, and two champagne flutes. “Benjamin really outdid himself this time,” I say staring at Heath hoping there is nothing else in that basket.  
 
    “I told him that today was going to be a special day for us. I didn’t tell him what to pack; he did this on his own. Benjamin is really quite fond of you, he thinks that we’re perfect for one another,” he says as he hands me a flute and fills it with pink sparkling champagne. We start to eat. 
 
    “How long has Benjamin worked for you?” I ask as I put one of the sweetest strawberries I’ve ever tasted in my mouth. 
 
    “All of my life, he worked for my parents before I was born.”  
 
    “So that’s how you’ve known Albert all of your life?” 
 
    “Yes, my parents believed in treating everyone equally, so when Benjamin and his ex-wife, Helen, had Albert, my parents would allow Benjamin to bring him over to play.” 
 
    “Is that why your father gave him a job with the company? 
 
    “No, not exactly. Benjamin wanted Albert to be a butler like him. He made Benjamin waste all of his money on schooling, only to get a job and lose it because he didn’t realize how hard being a butler actually is. Benjamin isn’t too fond of Albert because he’s spoiled and lazy, but he is his son, so he has to love him. He’s told me on numerous occasions to just fire him and let him experience life without someone coddling him.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Wow is right,” Heath says biting into a strawberry in a way that made me think of the first time we had sex.  
 
    I put a grape in my mouth and immediately regret it because I’m already so full. 
 
    “Have you had enough to eat?” Heath asks looking at me intently. 
 
    I nod, lean back propping myself up on my hands, and then let out an exaggerated sigh.  
 
    “Good, now if you would please take off your clothes,” he says. I stare at him with my eyes wide and my mouth dropped open. “Trust me, you’re going to enjoy what I have in store for you.” With those words, his eyes turn into something darker, sexual. If looks could make me come, I would be steamrolling into an orgasm right now.  
 
    I slide off my jacket and take off my dress so that I am only in my panties. He looks at my panties with a “take those off, too” smirk. I respond to his unspoken command and place my panties on top of my pile of clothes off to the side of the blanket. “I’m glad I didn’t have to remind you that you lost a bet,” he says looking at my naked body. “Now, I’m going to lie down and I want you to sit on my face.”  
 
    Oh wow! 
 
    He takes off his t-shirt, lies down on the blanket, and motions for me to come to him. I crawl over to where he is laying, stand over him, and then squat down guiding my little lady into his mouth. When his tongue finds my clitoris, I immediately let out a moan. Reaching up, he grabs my behind and squeezes as I roll my body against his face. I can feel his tongue stroking me up and down and making circles all over my little lady.  
 
    Where has this man been all my life?    
 
    My body buckles a little when he finds my sweet spot. I start to move my hips faster and he grips me tighter and we coordinate our rhythms. “Heath!” I scream knowing that no one can hear me. He starts to work his tongue over my little lady and suck on my clitoris at the same time. My body is climbing and begging for relief. I roll my hips against his tongue in an attempt to give myself the feeling I so desperately need right now. My nipples are hardened from the sweat of my skin and the coolness of the air. I grab them between my forefingers and my thumb and start to pull and roll them in an attempt to make this orgasm come. After several moments, Heath glides his tongue across me one last time and my body bursts, releasing all my sweet nectar into his mouth. I fall forward calling out his name through my ragged breathing. His arms are locked around my thighs because I’m too weak to hold myself up.  My little lady is swollen and tender from  what he’s doing but he doesn’t stop until he licks up everything.   
 
    When he finally releases me, I fall onto the blanket. My eyes are shut and I just want to go to sleep. I feel him hovering over me and I hear the rip of his zipper coming down. I open my eyes to see him holding a condom between his teeth.  Before I think about it I tell him that I’m comfortable with him not wearing it and he looks at me like I’m growing horns from my head. 
 
    “I don’t want to get you pregnant yet Alicia,” he says sounding worried. 
 
    “Trust me, you won’t.” I’m both happy and sad by my confession. 
 
    “Are you sure?” He asks, searching my face. 
 
    “Positive,” I say with a smile giving him that last bit of reassurance.  
 
    He slides his erection into me. I can feel his body relax as he enters my warm wet little lady. He’s so big and thick and it feels so good to have him inside of me.  
 
    “Forgive me if I come faster than usual,” he whispers, “I wasn’t expecting this.” He starts to roll his hips and pumps himself in and out of my little lady. I moan, groan, and call out his name as he stretches and fills me. He leans in to give me a kiss and I can taste myself on his lips. “Darling, this. . . You’re so warm, so wet . . . Can I come inside of you?” His voice is harsh, and his body is slick from the thin film of sweat he’s worked up. 
 
    “Yes,” I mewl wanting him to completely enjoy his first raw experience inside of me. 
 
    My body is starting to tighten again as my little lady grips his erection wanting another orgasm. I roll my hips back and forth allowing him to fill my little lady with every inch of his erection.  
 
    “Heath!” I moan as he thrusts himself in and out of me matching the movement of my hips.  
 
    He nods his head because he can feel me getting wetter. 
 
    “Heath I’m coming,” I whine as my body bursts around him. That is all he needs because no sooner than my orgasm is complete, his body relaxes and I can feel his come running from my little lady down my behind. When he is finished, he lies down on his side and looks over at me. “I have a confession,” he says staring at me with satisfaction in his eyes. 
 
    “What’s that?” I ask. 
 
    “If we would have had sex without a condom prior to our bet, I would have lost without a second thought.”  
 
    We both laugh. 
 
    “Come here,” he says signaling me to  lay in his arms. 
 
    I do as I’m told, and I don’t regret it. We lay silently breathing in the fresh clean air, looking at the miles of wildflowers and green grass, smelling like the sensual scent of  one another. This man is the best thing that ever happened to me. 
 
    *** 
 
    I must have dozed off too long because Heath is waking me up to watch the sunset over the countryside. I’m still naked, wrapped in a blanket and he’s fully dressed. He hands me my dress and my jacket but not my underwear. I get dressed and then take a seat between Heath’s legs on the blanket and admire the sky’s purple, pink, orange and yellow tones with white clouds perfectly positioned throughout. The sun is setting behind one of the hills, setting off a red-orange color against the green grass. Heath wraps his arms around me, pulls me closer to him and whispers, “I could sit like this with you forever.” He kisses me on the top of my head, sending a light tingle through my body. When the sun disappears behind the hills, Heath packs everything up in the truck and then we head back to The Vue.  
 
    The ride home is pretty quiet for the most part. I’m resting my head against Heath’s body and he has his arm draped around me.  I let out a long yawn, stretching my arms and legs. “You’ve slept for almost three hours and you’re still yawing,” he says laughing. 
 
    “I’m tired from all the sex I’ve been having over the past week,” I say through another yawn. 
 
    “I’m sorry darling, but there’s something about you that won’t allow me to get enough of you.” 
 
    “No, it’s okay. I like it. My body is just not used to all of this.” 
 
    “You never had this much sex with your ex-husband?” He sounds confused. 
 
    I think about it for a little bit then I answer him. “No . . . not really . . .  at least not in a long time.” As horrible as that sounds, it’s the truth. When we made our relationship official and during the newlywed stages of our marriage, David and I had sex all the time . . .  any and everywhere.  Towards the end he made it seem like a job, we only had sex for the purposes of attempting to get me pregnant. Our trip to Martha’s Vineyard was our first sexual escapade in a long time, and that was only in attempts to get me to forgive him for royally fucking up by cheating on me and breaking my heart. Aside from it all, sex with David is nothing compared to the sex Heath and I have. Heath makes me come in ways I never thought possible. He makes me feel like a woman with a man who loves her deeply should feel. He lets me be myself. He loves the fact that I’m a young corporate powerhouse. Sex with Heath isn’t the only difference in this relationship, life all together is different. In this moment I’m realizing that I not only love Heath St. James. I am in love with him, wholeheartedly and unconditionally; he is what I need. He’s what I’ve needed all along.  
 
    “Alicia did you hear me?” Heath asks getting my attention. 
 
    “Oh . . . uh . . . no,” I say embarrassed because I’m lost in thought.  
 
    “You feel so good. You have the power to bring a man to his knees, and he passed that up. Is something wrong with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say in an attempt to end this conversation. I think he catches on because he changes the subject. 
 
    “So, where are we sleeping at tonight?” He asks patting me on my behind. 
 
    “I need to stay at home because I know I’m going to do an outfit change at least three times out of nervousness.” 
 
    “Then we’ll sleep at your house. I won’t bother you tonight because you have a big day tomorrow and you need your rest.” 
 
    I let out a sigh, but it wasn’t from relief. It was more from disappointment. I’ve learned that I sleep better when he makes love to me before bed. 
 
    We pull up to the gate of the underground garage at The Vue. Heath opens it with a remote control and then we pull Benjamin’s truck through. Today was great, no paparazzi taking pictures, no one staring at Heath like he is the Holy Grail, and no one asking for autographs. Just a quiet peaceful day with the man I’ve fallen in love with. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I hear Heath mutter under his breath. 
 
    I sit up in my seat only to see what appears to be Albert making out with a girl on the hood of Heath’s Jaguar. She has on a dress, but it’s bunched up around her waist and one of her legs is wrapped around Albert. We get out of the truck and Heath slams his door rather than simply shutting it to get the attention of the two people making out on the hood of his vehicle. They both jump at the sound. 
 
    Is that Nadia? 
 
    Heath walks over to them. “Of all the places in the world that you could try to fuck my ex-fiancé, why would you choose the hood of my car?” 
 
    “I’m sorry chap; we were leaving and kind of got carried away,” Albert says, but the look on his face says that he’s accomplished whatever he has set out to do.  
 
    “Heath, I’m so sorry.” Nadia says. She sounds drunk.  
 
    Heath lets out a deep sigh and runs a hand down his face in exasperation. “There is no reason for you to apologize. I don’t care what you two do. Just please . . .  don’t do it on the hood of my fucking car.” He’s calm. Far too calm for a man who just caught the woman he was once going to marry and his best friend having foreplay on the hood of his very expensive car. “Alicia, darling,” he says, still staring at the two of them. “We’ve had a long day and I think it’s time to turn in for the night.” He turns, grabs my hand, and then we both walk to the elevator. 
 
    As we approach the elevator, Albert says, “We’re in love. We’ve always been in love.”  
 
    Heath stops dead in his tracks and turns around. “You idiot! She doesn’t love you. If it is love, why are you making out with her at my house? You have your own place, why here? She’s clearly trying to make me jealous.” He turns to face Nadia. “And you . . .  of all the people in the world you could try to pull a stunt like this with, you choose my best friend?  If you are trying to make me jealous, it’ll never work, because I’m more in love with Alicia than I ever was with you. If it really is love between you two, I wish you all the best. No hard feelings really. Just get off my car.” 
 
    We get into the elevator not saying anything. I’ve never seen Heath so upset. I mean, there was last night’s altercation with his mother, but even then he didn’t get this mad.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I ask breaking this uncomfortable silence. 
 
    He pins me against the wall of the elevator and starts to kiss me. Hard, passionately forcing his tongue into my mouth and groping my behind simultaneously. He doesn’t break away until the elevator door opens on my floor.  “Hey, uh, I need to go grab some things from my place. Can you please go run us a bath? I’ll be back down shortly.” He looks bewildered, like he’s seen death happen before his eyes. I know it’s because of what just happened downstairs.  
 
    I sigh, “I will see you in a few.” I step off the elevator and walk into my place to start our bath as Heath requested. 
 
    *** 
 
     
 
    The water for our bath has been sitting so long that it’s gotten cold and I’ve picked out three possible first-day- of work ensembles. Heath hasn’t come back yet and I’m starting to wonder if the little situation we just encountered has him more upset than he wants to admit. I go into the living room and turn on the TV, flipping through the channels trying to find something that will take my mind off of him. After going through all of the channels this British cable system has to offer, nothing catches my eye so I turn off the TV and walk out of my house.  
 
    After only a couple of knocks Benjamin opens the door and tells me that Heath is in his gym. I climb up the stairs and walk to the doorway of the room to find Heath on this treadmill running full speed. He has on a pair of jogging pants and no shirt. I stand in the doorway and watch the sweat glisten over his muscular chest and his tight abs. He’s in full workout mode but he looks mad as hell. When he notices me, he holds up one finger asking me to give him a moment.  I nod then go into his room and have a seat on his sofa waiting on him.  
 
    Heath is upset but he doesn’t want me to know. There is no way I could have seen David and Tamia making out like that and not been at least a little affected.  If we are going to be in a relationship, he’s going to have to talk to me about these things even if they hurt. I never had those moments with David unless we were talking about his pain of not having children. Sometimes I think that if we did, our marriage wouldn’t have gone sour so fast. 
 
    I’m checking my email on my phone when Heath walks in and sits down next to me on the floor. He grabs my hand and kisses it. 
 
    “I’m sorry I took so long. I was coming back down,” he says apologetically. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I say touching his still sweaty shoulder. “But you’re going to have to talk to me about what’s going on with you.  
 
    “There’s nothing going on, I’m fine for a man who has seen and heard all the things that I have in the past hour.” 
 
    “Heath, are you serious? You just saw your ex-fiancé and your best friend making out, and you’re saying that you’re ok?”  
 
    “Well, Nadia is my ex-fiancé so she’s free to date whomever she pleases, even if it is my childhood best friend. I’m more upset because my current girlfriend failed to tell me about a certain visit from her ex-husband while I was away in Switzerland.” 
 
    I can’t see my face but I can only imagine that I look like I’ve seen a ghost.  Benjamin promised me that he wouldn’t say anything. Maybe he did it to clear Albert’s name since he doesn’t want Heath to fire him. Why me . . . Benjamin . . . Why throw me under the bus? 
 
    “Georgette from the front desk saw us together the other day and decided to warn me about you possibly dating another man. She pulled some security footage and I had someone do a little digging to see who the mystery man was only to find out he wasn’t a mystery man at all. I know about him, but I’d never seen his face.  Tonight I put a face with that name. So Alicia, do please tell me all about your ex-husband’s visit.” He looks just as mad as he was on the treadmill fifteen minutes ago. 
 
    For the first time in a long time I’m speechless.  
 
    “Just as I thought, you didn’t think I’d find out so you decided to sweep that little piece of information under the rug.” 
 
    “That’s not what happened,” I say when I finally find my voice. 
 
    “Then tell me what it is Alicia? I’ve allowed myself to fall hopelessly and undefinably in love with you in less than a week and you’re playing these kinds of games. Why didn’t you tell me you were still with him?” His tone is a combination of hurt and anger.  
 
    “Heath, that’s not what happened. You have to believe me,” I’m pleading for him to just understand me right now. 
 
    He looks up at me. “Then tell me.”  
 
    I open my mouth and start to tell him everything. It was almost as if I am pleading for my life. Heath is my new love and I don’t want to lose him. I put extra emphasis on David and my arguments and I finally tell him how I sent him off with no intentions of talking to him ever again. I even show him the email Lauren sent me and my response to it. I’m doing everything in my power to get him to understand that I don’t want any parts of David.  
 
    When I’m finished explaining, I’m almost out of breath. “Heath, you have to believe me. I don’t want anything to do with David. He broke my heart, and besides, I’ve fallen in love with you, too. He doesn’t care about my career like you do, I don’t enjoy his presence like I do yours, and he doesn’t make me feel as good as you do when we make love. I’m sorry that I didn’t tell you, I just didn’t feel like it was important enough to share.” 
 
    He gets down on his knees so that we are eye to eye. “Did you have sex with him?”  
 
    “Um . . . uh.” I’m stumbling for words. 
 
    “Did you have sex with him?” Heath asks again. 
 
    “He . . . uh . . . went down on me, but that was it, I promise. I got caught up in the moment. It had been a while.” 
 
    “Is that everything?”  
 
    “Yes.” I say nodding, hoping this isn’t the end of our relationship. 
 
    “No more secrets,” he says grabbing my hand and kissing my knuckles. 
 
    “No,” I say shaking my head and my tears start to fall down my face. 
 
    “Good,” he says wiping up my tears. He stands up and reaches his arms out for me. “Come on, let’s go to your place and take a bath. I need to be inside you as long as I can be.” 
 
    “So you’re not mad at me?” I ask as we walk out of his house onto the elevator. 
 
    “Darling, I love you too much to be mad at you,” he says kissing the top of my head, his tone telling me that he is going to screw me senseless tonight. 
 
    *** 
 
    I’m in the middle of a phone call with London City Bank when I hear a knock on my office door. I look up to see Mr. Stansbury standing in the doorway. I signal him to come in and he takes the seat in front of my desk.  
 
    “Yes sir. I’ll have my assistant get that information over to you by the end of day tomorrow . . . It’s been a pleasure speaking with you, too . . . Okay I’ll talk to you soon . . . Good day sir.” 
 
    I hang up the phone and greet Stansbury. 
 
    “I came here to help you out with some possible leads, but it seems that all of the financials I’ve contacted have already spoken to you. That in itself lets me know I didn’t make a mistake.” Mr. Stansbury says proudly. 
 
    “Thank you sir, I’m doing the best I can,” I reply. 
 
    He looks around my office. “This space is bigger than mine. Raymond and Heath did a fantastic job with this building.” 
 
    Wait? Heath’s company built this building, too? 
 
    “Yes, they sure did. I love my office,” I say trying my best to sound like I know what he’s talking about. 
 
    “So, tell me what we have so far.” 
 
    I tell him about the research that I’ve done and all of the contacts that I’ve made. He commends me on the success that I’ve had so far and then he gets up to leave. When he makes it to the doorway he turns around to face me. “I’ll be here until next week if you need anything. Seeing you in this element lets me know I can rest easy and enjoy the rest of my vacation.” 
 
    I nod and smile. 
 
    “Oh, and McAllister, for what it’s worth, I think you’re the perfect woman for my nephew. I’m glad you two ran into one another. I told Himaya how wonderful you are so she should back off,” he says with a wink. 
 
    The already present smile grows across my face. “Thank you.” It’s great to have someone’s approval. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    chapter 11 
 
      
 
    “So, Heath St. James is the reason that you’ve fallen out of love with me.” An old familiar voice says on the other end of the phone. 
 
    It’s Friday afternoon and I’ve given Carolina the last half of her day off since she’s doing such a wonderful job keeping up with me and my growing list of  demands. The downside to this is that I have to take my own calls for the remainder of the day, and it’s just my luck that I answer the phone to hear the voice of my ever-annoying ex-husband. I haven’t spoken to him since the day he called after Lauren sent that email, and that was over two months ago. I changed my phone number so that he couldn’t call my cell anymore but every once in a while he’d call the office and poor Carolina will have to let him down gently because I’ve explained to her in great detail that he is to never be transferred to me.  
 
    “Ugh, what do you want David?” I ask letting every bit of annoyance I feel toward him show through my voice. 
 
    “I just wanted to congratulate you on your new relationship, that’s all,” he says with that Barfield arrogance that I don’t miss. 
 
    “I don’t need your well wishes David. Is this what you’ve been calling me for? Because if it is, you’ve been wasting your time.” 
 
    “How could you just move on to another man like that? I leave London and three days later I see you all over the tabloids with him.” 
 
    Ugh, Carolina, why did you leave me? 
 
    I’ve had a great week, not to mention I’ve been living the best part of my life since I moved here and started dating Heath. The very last thing I need is this asshole coming along and raining on my happiness parade. 
 
    “Why is it that you have a problem with me moving on to someone else after our divorce, but you wanted me to accept the consequences of an affair? You didn’t have a problem with moving on while we were married, so why can’t I have a life now?”               It’s so quiet on the other end I can’t even hear him breathe. “What do you want David?” I ask again, exasperated. 
 
    “I was calling to tell you I am going to be in town in a couple of weeks and I wanted to know if you wanted to meet up for lunch” he responds. 
 
    “No, I don’t want to meet you for lunch. I don’t want to see you at all.” 
 
    “Come on Alicia, after all we’ve been through together, you should at least want to be friends.” 
 
    “David, the chapters of my life that involved you are over. I’ve moved on and I wish that you would follow suit. I’ve asked you, now I’m telling you . . . don’t contact me again. Good-bye David.” 
 
     I almost hang up the phone but I hear him yell, “Alicia wait!” 
 
    I put the phone back to my ear and as annoyed as I could sound, I say, “What David?” 
 
    “Did you tell him that you’re infertile?”  
 
    Now it’s my turn to be silent on the other end of the phone. No, I haven’t told Heath that I’m infertile. The conversation hasn’t come up yet. I don’t know if he has any plans for children in the near future and I don’t want to scare him away with all the talk of things that I can’t give him. My marriage with David got screwed up because ultimately I couldn’t give him a family.  I don’t want that for Heath and me, and yes, eventually, I’m going to tell him but I haven’t found the right time. Besides, I’m having fun not having to worry about getting pregnant to prove my love for a person.  
 
    “Licia,” the asshole on the other end of the phone calls out breaking the silence. “Did you tell him about your infertility?” 
 
    “That’s none of your business,” I snap. 
 
    “I was just wondering because I read an interview he did with one of the tabloids where he was saying that he wishes to someday marry you and have children. When I read that I immediately thought ‘Alicia can’t have children. Does Mr. St. James know that?’ Now, I’m going to ask you one more time; does Heath know about your infertility?” 
 
    My initial reaction to hearing about the tabloid interview is a smile. I don’t follow the tabloids and Heath doesn’t share his interviews with me because he knows how much I really don’t care for gossip magazines. “No David, he doesn’t know. I haven’t told him yet. I haven’t had an opportunity.” 
 
    “Alicia, you can’t toy with that man’s emotions like that. What are you going to do when he finds out and possibly leaves you for keeping a secret from him?” 
 
    “Look, none of this is your business, so why are you so concerned with it?” I really need to end this call before he ruins my entire weekend. 
 
    “If you don’t tell him about it, I will. I’ll be there in a couple of weeks and I’m almost positive that I will see Heath while I’m there. We’ll see how your little boyfriend reacts when he finds out his precious little girlfriend is withholding information, that may be detrimental to their relationship, from him.” His voice is menacing. Why would he  stoop so low? 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” I say almost breathless.  
 
    “Oh yes I would. Then once he breaks up with you, you’re bound to come running back to me.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t get back with you if we were the last two people on Earth and God asked me to do him a favor. If you feel your petty antics are going to win me back then you, sir, have another thing coming. Good-bye David and stop calling me.” I hang up the phone and gather my wits as quickly as I can. A few seconds later my office phone rings again. “Alicia McAllister,” I snap.  
 
    “Bad day, eh?” I hear that soothing accent that makes my panties wet on the other end.  
 
    “It didn’t start out that way,” I say flirtatiously, referring to the toe-curling sex we had on my living room floor this morning.  
 
    “I didn’t think so. What changed between then and now?” 
 
    “David called,” I  say disgusted. I pick up a pen from my desk then drop it. 
 
    “Oh? How did he get through to you?” He asks, knowing that Carolina is forbidden to transfer David’s calls to me. 
 
    “I let Carolina go home early today so I had to take all of my calls. I wasn’t paying attention to the caller ID and mistakenly picked up the phone.” 
 
    “So after two months of trying what did he want?” He asks with a chuckle. 
 
    “To congratulate me on my new relationship and to invite me to lunch when he comes in town in a couple of weeks,” I say deadpan.  
 
    “And what did you say to that?” Heath asks. 
 
    “I told him that I don’t want to have lunch with him.” 
 
    “What is with that guy? Why does he want to have lunch with you? It’s bad enough that I have to work with him on the day that new rollercoaster opens at London World. As if that won’t be uncomfortable for us as it is.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, what?” I ask needing him to explain what the hell he’s talking about.  
 
    “Remember the endorsement I have for the new thrill ride that will be opening in September?” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Well, apparently Barfield Engineering is building it. I’m going to meet your ex-husband on the day that it opens. It really is a small world, isn’t it? I’m outside.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll be right down.” I hang up, grab my things and get onto the elevator.  
 
    David already knew that he was going to meet Heath while he is visiting. That’s why he invited me to lunch. That’s why he threatened to tell Heath. I just have to find a way to let Heath know about my PCOS before David opens his big mouth and tells him. What if the statements Heath made to the tabloids are true? What if he wants a family? I can’t give him that, at least, not naturally. I’ll just ruin another relationship because I don’t ovulate like most women. I will tell him if conversation permits it and I will keep David away from Heath as much as I possibly can.  
 
    I walk off the elevator, across the foyer, then out the door where Heath is waiting for me by the driver side of the silver BMW X6 he purchased for me  last week when I officially became able to drive in the country of England. I tried to pay him back, but, of course, he refused.  
 
    He pulls me into his embrace and then begins to kiss me as if he hadn’t seen me this morning. I’m not upset about it because it makes me forget all the worries of my day for a moment.  When he pulls back, he looks at me and is met with my facial expression. “Darling, what’s wrong?” He asks. “Please don’t tell me that asshole has you upset.” I wrap my arms around his waist and bury my face in his chest, but I don’t cry. I’m mad as hell that David threatened my new, happy relationship but I don’t cry. “I can’t wait to meet this bastard, I have so much I need to say to him,” Heath says in disgust. “Come on, I’ll drive. I want you to relax.” He walks me around to the passenger side of the car, opens the door, and then waits until I climb in before he closes it behind me. “Darling, please tell me what’s bothering you. I can’t stand to see you upset like this,” he says as he pulls away from the Stansbury Building headed home. 
 
    My head hurts so bad it feels like it’s going to literally explode. Everything is starting to become blurry because of the tears that are now rolling down my face. We are near the countryside before Heath notices that I’m crying but when he does, he immediately pulls to the side of the road. “Alicia, what’s wrong? What did David say to you that would make you this upset?” He unbuckles his seatbelt and starts to wipe my tears away with his thumbs. He lifts my chin so that I am looking into his eyes “Talk to me; you can tell me anything,” he says in that calm soothing voice that makes me say yes to anything he asks.  
 
    “Heath, there is something I need to tell you. I know that you said no more secrets, but I’ve been holding on to this one because I didn’t know how serious our relationship was going to be. Before you get upset, I want you to hear me out.” He looks at me like he wants to get mad because I’ve betrayed him, but he nods giving me the go ahead. “I have a condition called Polycystic Ovarian Syndrome which causes me to be infertile.” I’m not able to get the whole sentence out before a fresh set of tears start to roll down my face. “Today when I talked to David he said that he read in a tabloid interview that you wanted to marry me and have children with me. From that, he assumed that I hadn’t told you about my infertility and threatened to out me to you when you two meet at the theme park ride opening.” I’m trying to get myself together but I can’t stop these tears from falling. I hate having to explain this shit to people. “Heath, I wanted to tell you, I really did, but it is one of the reasons that my marriage fell apart. I don’t want to lose you because I can’t give you children. I’m sorry that I kept if from you, but it seemed like the only logical way to keep you.” 
 
    He looks more concerned than angry. He takes a deep breath before he speaks. “Yes, Alicia, I did tell the magazine that I want to wed you and start a family one day, and those feelings haven’t changed because of what you are telling me.” 
 
    “But . . . but I can’t give you children,” I say through my tears.  
 
    “Alicia, have you forgotten that I went to medical school? I know what PCOS is. I also know that you’re not one hundred percent infertile. There are procedures that you can go through in efforts to get pregnant and there is also a chance that you can get pregnant naturally,” he sighs. “I have a theory: When a couple treats conception as if it’s a job, it becomes stressful, and it doesn’t work. Children should be made from love, no other reason.” 
 
    Heath’s words, at this moment, make me fall even deeper in love with him.  David wouldn’t have said anything remotely close to this in a million years. All he cared about was getting me, or apparently, anyone pregnant so that he can carry on his precious family name. I reach over and grab Heath’s face and start to kiss him hard, passionately, as if my life depended on it. I love this man. I really love his man. He’s the most sensitive, caring, and understanding person I’ve had in my life in a very long time.  
 
    Our kiss turns more passionate. We’re all tongues and moaning, sending a direct connection to my little lady making her swell and pulsate.  
 
    “We can go to our spot and make love if you’d like,” Heath says against my lips. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” I moan and nod my head. We pull away from one another and he pulls out into traffic. 
 
    “Oh, before I forget. My mother invited us over for a dinner party tomorrow night,” Heath says looking at me out of the side of his eye. 
 
    I don’t know what it is about what he just said, but I’m suddenly dry around my lady parts and I no longer have a desire to go to our spot along the countryside. “I’d like to go home if you don’t mind,” I say. 
 
    “You don’t want to make love anymore?” He asks surprised because I never turn down an offer of sex. 
 
    “No, not really. I just want to go home, shower, eat dinner and lay around the house,” I answer trying to seem nonchalant. 
 
    “Why did I mention my mother before sex?” I hear him mutter under his breath.  “Well, can I join you for the rest of the evening?” 
 
    “I’d love that.” 
 
    *** 
 
    I’ve only been around Himaya a couple of times since our first uncomfortable encounter and despite what Mr. Stansbury says he told her, things haven’t been any different. We went over for dinner once and she made a big deal out of the fact that I’m divorced, saying that I may be bringing baggage into Heath’s life. Then Raymond and Heath planned a Fourth of July picnic for me on the castle grounds to make me feel a little more at home and Himaya asked why we are celebrating America’s independence from England. Heath immediately shut her down reminding her that she is from Kenya, so it’s none of her concern. I’ve accepted the fact that the woman hates my fucking guts for no reason except that she wants Heath with the nasty whore Nadia, who was present at the Fourth of July picnic with Albert. 
 
    *** 
 
    Heath told his family about Nadia and Albert in the parking garage and his father and sister were disgusted. His mother, on the other hand, thought that Nadia didn’t make the best decision but she was just trying to make Heath jealous so that he can come running back to her.  
 
    That girl could try to fucking kill me and Himaya will defend her.  
 
    Raymond and Ada, unlike Himaya, love me to death. They think that Himaya’s obsession with Nadia and Heath being together is absolutely crazy.  They’ve told her that I’m here to stay so she might as well accept it. Heath has even tried to get her to understand that he has no interest in Nadia.  I personally think that the bitch is delusional, and I do my very best to avoid her. Heath apologizes to me about her behavior every chance he gets, but I tell him it’s not his fault that he loves a girl that his mother hates. One thing is for sure, if she keeps this shit up I’m going to snap on her ass.  
 
    *** 
 
    I sit down next to Heath on the sofa and he pulls me onto his lap. “I’m sorry you’re having so many problems with your ex-husband. I’ve been thinking; maybe if he sees that you are happy with me he will back off,” he says giving me a swift kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “I don’t think he’ll ever give up. David liked the control he had over me.  I took it away when I divorced him. That’s  why he won’t give up.” I say with my head on his chest.  
 
    “So he was a controlling husband?” 
 
    “He tried to be. Anytime he wanted me to do anything or accept his fuck-ups, he would have sex with me. As a matter of fact, he and I had sex in the parking garage at the Stansbury building in Orlando the night before our divorce. Then the asshole had the nerve to try and use that as an excuse for me not to divorce him.” 
 
    Heath laughs. 
 
    “It’s not funny. That’s what I had to deal with the whole time we were married. The sad part is that it worked for a while. I forgave him for getting his mistress pregnant and as much as I said that I wasn’t going to accept their child, I still stayed with him. If I wouldn’t have divorced him he probably would have fucked me senseless and I would have been step-mommy Alicia.” 
 
    “So he controlled you with sex?” Heath asks confused. 
 
    “For a while, yes. Now that I have something to compare it to I don’t understand how I let him.” 
 
    Heath chuckles. “I’m having a hard time figuring out how it wasn’t the other way around.” 
 
    “Oh? Why do you say that?” 
 
    “Because I’ve been inside of you. Darling, when we make love I forget that the world exists. I could easily see you controlling me with sex.”               
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” I say flirtatiously. 
 
    “I’m serious. I’ve stood up to my mother more than I ever have because of my love for you. Speaking of my mother; I’ve told her that she needs to be cordial tomorrow during the event or this will be the last time she sees me for a very long time.” 
 
    “Thank you, I appreciate that, but I don’t want to come between you and your mother, Heath.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want anything to come between you and me. I love you, and someday soon, I want to marry you.” 
 
    “Ma . . . marry me?” I stutter. “Heath, I just got divorced.” 
 
    “I know that, darling, and I don’t mind waiting until you’re ready. I just want to make you aware of my feelings for you.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I say with a smile then give him a quick kiss on the lips. “What kind of party are your parents having tomorrow?” I ask in an attempt to change the subject from this marriage crazy talk. 
 
    “It’s their thirty-fifth wedding anniversary,” he says smiling. 
 
    “Wow, thirty-five years. That’s amazing. They must have gotten married young.”  
 
    “I think my mother was twenty-three, so my father had to be twenty-five.” 
 
    I was twenty-three when I got married. I couldn’t imagine spending that many years with David. 
 
    “They wed because my grandmother hated my mother. She wanted him to marry a Jamaican woman, but my father was madly in love with my mum. She was a supermodel, so you can just imagine how beautiful she was back then.” 
 
    She’s beautiful now, it’s her attitude that sucks. 
 
    His expression turns almost sullen. “I don’t understand why she’s acting like this about you when she went through the same thing with my grandmother. Why would she want someone to feel the way she felt?” 
 
    “Heath, you can’t get upset with your mother because she wants what she thinks is best for you.” 
 
    “And Nadia the gold-digging tramp is good for me?” He asks chuckling. 
 
    “Well, your mother thinks Nadia is some kind of angel, and I don’t think there is anything I can do any time soon to make her even remotely like me.” 
 
    “Luckily for you,” he says giving me a quick chaste kiss on my forehead, “you’re not in a relationship with my mother.” He gives me another kiss. “I’m hungry. What’s for dinner?” He asks slapping me playfully on my behind.  
 
    Over the past two months, I’ve been splitting the responsibilities of feeding Heath with Benjamin, who loves the fact that Heath has a woman who knows her way around the kitchen. Heath has started helping me in the kitchen, or what he feels like is help. He’s in my way and distracting for the most part, but I don’t mind it. 
 
    I get up from where I’m sitting and go into the kitchen to find something quick to cook. Heath is on my heels.  
 
    “So, what would you like to eat, Mr. St. James?” I ask flirtatiously. 
 
    “You,” he answers with a let’s skip dinner look in his eyes.               
 
    I look at him batting my eyes, thrown off by his answer. “You can have dessert once you’ve eaten your dinner.” “Let’s order pizza since it’s your favorite, and while it’s on the way, I will lay you across the counter and lick you until you make a puddle.”  
 
    “Heath!” I say half embarrassed and half aroused. 
 
    “You’ve had a rough week darling and I would like to help you relax.”  
 
    Without a second thought, I grab my phone and call the pizzeria.  
 
    I smile at him as I watch him turn into my bedroom Heath . . . my other favorite person . . . my master. Since I lost the bet to him I’ve fallen in love with the idea of submitting to him and being his love slave. Sex with Heath is amazing as it is, but the sound of his voice and look on his face when he is in charge makes everything in me melt. By the time I hang up the phone, Heath is standing in front of me with his hands at my waist ready to lift me onto the counter.  
 
    “How long did they say it was going to be?” He asks whispering in my ear.  
 
    “Thirty minutes,” I answer inhaling his scent. 
 
    “Well, we better hurry up then.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    I feel like a princess with the way everyone is staring at Heath and me as we walk across the foyer to the front entrance of The Vue where Benjamin is standing beside Heath’s white Range Rover waiting on us. 
 
    “Alicia, you look marvelous,” Benjamin says once he catches an eyeful of me.  
 
    He’s not lying; I do look great. I’m wearing a purple one-strap floor-length YSL gown that Heath purchased for me. I’ve straightened my hair so that it flows down my back and applied minimal makeup emphasizing my lips and eye lashes. The last time I was dressed anywhere near this fancy was on my wedding day. I feel like a billion dollars right now. Heath is equally stunning in his white Michael Kors tuxedo. His vest and tie are the same color as my dress. I thought it was cute for us to coordinate like this. 
 
    Benjamin opens the door and Heath helps me into the back of the car then walks around and takes his seat on the other side. He takes my hand into his and gently kisses the back of it as Benjamin sets out into traffic.  
 
    “Are you excited?” Heath asks with a big smile on his face. 
 
    I stare at him trying to figure out why I should be excited about his parent’s anniversary party. Especially since his mother hates me and probably doesn’t want me there.   
 
    “Alicia, there’s no need to look so nervous, my mother will be on her best behavior tonight. She’ll be too wrapped up in her friends to cause trouble.” 
 
    I visibly relax and he smiles.  I hope he’s right because I don’t know how much more of his mother I can take before I say something totally disrespectful to her. I love Heath and I don’t want to come between him and his mother but if she can’t get her feelings under control, it’s going to cost us our relationship. I’ve never experienced anything like this in my life and I don’t feel that I should have to deal with this now. I get it, she feels like Nadia the whore is a better match for her son than I am, but that doesn’t give her any right to treat me the way that she does. 
 
    Alicia, calm down. You’re getting upset for nothing. 
 
    “Alicia, is this your first social event in London?” Benjamin asks smoothly changing the subject. He knows how I get all worked up over the Himaya situation.  
 
    “Yes, it is Benjamin and I’m really excited about it,” I respond, meeting his wink in the rearview mirror with a smile.  
 
    “Heath, I think you should go over what Alicia needs know about the ‘London Elite,’” Benjamin says with a chuckle. 
 
     “You’re right,” Heath says with a smile and then turns to face me. “They are stuck up, in every way. You think that because you work with some Londoners you’ve seen them all but the type of people that you’re about to encounter are so much different. We’re talking billionaires who think they are God’s gift to humanity. They speak different, their humor is different,” he sighs, “just imagine being surrounded by one hundred fifty people just like my mother.” He smiles at me nervously. 
 
    Will they all hate me, too? I sit back in my seat to mentally prepare myself for whatever is about to happen. I’m silent for most of the ride listening to Heath and Benjamin talk about sports, the weather and anything else that comes to mind. They have more to talk about now since they barely see one another anymore because Heath is always at my place. I chime in occasionally but only when I’m asked a question. For most of the ride I mindlessly look  out of the window. Heath holds my hand, caressing the back of it with his thumb in an attempt to relax me. 
 
    When we pull up to his parent’s house, my stomach immediately sinks. Before Benjamin gets out of the car to open the door for us, Heath asks him to give us a moment in private.  
 
    “Alicia, you seem nervous. What’s wrong?” Heath asks me once we are alone. 
 
    “When you told me to imagine people just like your mom surrounding me, it made feel a little uncomfortable,” I answer truthfully. 
 
    “Darling it was a joke. Honestly, I hate going to these social events because I’m so much different than the “London Elite.” You’re a very successful woman by your own right, Alicia, you don’t have to be intimidated because you’re at a party full of people who act like they have sticks up their asses. You work very hard for what you have.” 
 
    I tilt my head slightly and stare at him confused. “What do you mean by that? When I was in the states, I’d never been to a social event because that wasn’t the crowd I associated myself with, but I have just as much money as some of the celebrities.” 
 
    He looks at me as if he’s trying to understand what I’m saying. We’ve never discussed my net worth before, so I guess he just assumed that I was some divorced woman who was left with nothing.  
 
    Guess again Mr. St. James, I have my own. 
 
    He smiles at me. “Well, I guess I stand corrected. I’m not the only wealthy person in England that can be down to Earth.” 
 
    I smile back. “I guess I can be sometimes, but tonight I am the CEO of what will be, by this time next year, the largest investment firm in all of UK.” 
 
    “So you’ll be fine tonight?” He asks looking at me intently. 
 
    “As long as your mother and your ex stay in their lanes, I’ll be just fine. I can also get some investors out of this little shindig.” 
 
    “That’s my girl,” he says with a smile on his face.  
 
    He gets out of the Range Rover and Benjamin opens the door and helps me out.  
 
    “You’ll do just fine Miss McAllister,” Benjamin says. I stare at him surprised by the name choice he used for me. Maybe he has to be professional now that he’s here.  
 
    Heath takes my hand and escorts me to the rear of the house. As I suspected, the grounds look amazing. There are low lit lanterns hanging from the trees giving off an intimate vibe lighting the path to  where the party is being held. Before we make it to where his family is standing, we are approached by a photographer from The Sun who asks Heath if he can take his picture. I back up to move out of the picture and Heath grabs me, pulls me into his embrace, and then kisses me passionately on the lips. My eyes are closed but I can feel the flash of more than one camera against my face. When he lets go from the kiss, he looks at me intently as if he wants to make love to me where we stand. “Smile for the camera,” he whispers to me in that voice that could make me touch the sun. I look at the camera man who is also taken aback by Heath’s public display of affection toward me and give him the loveliest smile I have ever given anyone.                
 
    “Mr. St. James, may I ask who this lovely young lady is?” The photographer asks because although Heath has done countless interviews and my picture was plastered all over the tabloids when he and I first started dating, to this day no one knows my name. 
 
    “The future Mrs. St. James,” Heath says with pride making my smile widen for the first time at the thought of someday being his wife.  
 
    “Thank you Sir,” the photographer says before he walks off.  
 
    We continue to walk to the back yard and I’m  in awe of how nice it is set up. There are globe lanterns hanging from the trees giving off just enough light. In the middle of the yard is a grand tent with all of the sides opened showing off the immaculately decorated tables with white tablecloths and chair covers with blue sashes on the chairs. There are tall center pieces that boast blue and white long-stemmed Juliet Roses with crystals at the bottom of the vases.  The floors of the tent are hard wood with a spotlight that shines the letters “SJ” in the center.   
 
    We walk past the tent to where Himaya, Raymond, Ada, and her date, who she introduces as Chauncey, are standing.  
 
    “Well hello Heath St. James,” Ada says playfully then gives her brother and hug and kiss on the cheek. “Alicia, you look so beautiful,” she says to me, then gives me a hug.  
 
    “Thank you and so do you,” I say eyeing her strapless pink and silver accented cocktail dress. Her hair is in her perfect pixie cut. Chauncey is wearing a black tuxedo with a silver vest and tie. I turn to Heath’s parents, “Mr. and Mrs. St. James, this place is so beautiful and you both look lovely.” 
 
    “Why thank you,” Himaya says too kindly. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    She’s wearing a blue floor length gown with a slit up her leg and Raymond is looking like a dapper older version of Heath in his all white tuxedo. We exchange pleasantries and then Heath and I leave to look around a little more. We are approached by one of Heath’s business colleagues, Max Abrams,  a white man in his late forties, I’m sure, with brunette hair and a lovely smile. They explained to me that Max owns some of the apartment complexes that were built by St. James Construction.   
 
    “Max, this is the love of my life, Alicia McAllister,” Heath says with a smile that would light up the world.  
 
    “You’re the young lady from the magazines,” Max sounds confused. “I didn’t think you guys were together anymore because I stopped seeing you on the front covers.” He looks at Heath and smiles. “Then again, you are dating a very influential person.” He and Heath both laugh as though it was some sort of inside joke.  
 
    “Max, Alicia is the CEO of the new investment firm in London City. I remember you telling me that you wanted to start another portfolio,” Heath says. I should hire him as a sales consultant. 
 
    Max faces me with a smile. “Which company do you work for young lady?” 
 
    “Stansbury Investment,” I say as I turn into Alicia the CEO. I reach into my clutch and give him one of my business cards. “Call me and we will schedule a meeting to determine what products you may be interested in and then I will pair you with one of my best investment advisors and get you all taken care of.” I hand him the card and he puts it in his wallet. 
 
    “Thanks, I’ll give you a call within the week,” he says with a smile.  
 
    “I look forward to it,” I say giving him my firm, all-business handshake. 
 
    He turns to Heath and they start talking about some things that I can’t relate to, but I stand there and smile. When Max finally leaves, I turn to Heath and smile.  
 
    “What?” He asks looking at me with a sexy half-smile that makes me forget that I’m at an outside event with other people.   
 
    “Are you trying to earn some time with my little lady?” I ask flirtatiously. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” He asks. 
 
    “You know exactly what I’m talking about.”               
 
    He looks around and then pulls me close to him holding me at the small of my back and whispers in my ear. “I did it because we are a team and anything I can do to help you in business or in life, I will. I don’t have to earn time with something that already belongs to me, and if you’d like me to I’ll take you in the house and prove it to you.” My nipples harden, my skin instantly becomes more sensitive and my little lady starts to salivate. “Would you like me to take you in the house to prove it to you, Alicia?” 
 
    Yes please. “N . . . no n . . . not here,” I stutter.  
 
    Still holding me he looks into my eyes. “Are you sure?” He asks in that voice that will make me do anything for him. It doesn’t help that we didn’t get to have sex last night because the pizza delivery guy got there in twenty minutes and then we both went to sleep while watching a movie. Nor did we get to do it today because of last minute errands that had to be done before the party. It’s safe to say that we are equally horny and we will probably be leaving here early or disappearing for a little while to take care of one another’s needs. He leans in and gives me a simple kiss but sending enough of a message to let me know that he wants me, too. When we pull apart, I hear a man clearing his throat.  
 
    “Mr. St. James, would you and your lovely companion like some champagne?” One of the waiters asks. 
 
    “Would you like some champagne darling?” Heath asks. 
 
    “Yes please,” I say just above a whisper trying my best to collect my wits under his intoxicating gaze.  
 
    Without taking his eyes off me, he reaches out and grabs a glass from the tray, hands it to me and then takes a glass for himself. He stands back and raises his glass, “To us,” he says, staring at me as if he wants to see into my soul. “I love you Alicia McAllister,” He says and then we sip our champagne. 
 
    “I love you, too, Heath St. James,” I say with a smile.  
 
    We spend most of the evening talking to Heath’s business associates, and some of the people from Bridgecam Racing that he invited. He also introduced me to everyone in senior management at St. James Construction and mentioned that Stansbury Investments can help them out with their finance portfolios. One of the men, Franklin, mentioned that Heath seems happier now than he did when he won his first professional racing trophy. Knowing that others think that I’m the reason Heath is this happy makes me smile on the inside. I tell Franklin I am the happiest I’ve been in all my life because of Heath. Before he leaves, he promises to give me a call and set up an appointment.  
 
    “Before we got here, I was worried about how you’d handle yourself among these types of people,” he says smiling. 
 
    “How am I doing?” I ask.  
 
    “You seem to have gained popularity among the elite people of London.” 
 
    “That’s only because I have the heart of the most handsome man in the entire group,” I say, batting my eyes at him.               
 
    Raymond’s voice comes over the microphone asking everyone to take their seats because dinner is served. As we walk to take our seat at the table, we  run into Nadia and Albert. She’s wearing a strapless floor length red gown and he is wearing a black tuxedo. I’ve noticed for the very first time that they really do look nice together.  
 
    “Good evening,” Albert says as they approach us. He shakes Heath’s hand and gives me a quick hug. 
 
    “Hello good fellow,” Heath says.  
 
    Heath doesn’t have any ill will against Albert or Nadia about the whole garage fiasco. He says that he wishes them the best in whatever they decide to do with their lives. Albert doesn’t act any differently, either. I think that his feelings toward Nadia are genuine, but I can’t say the same about her, she’s eyeing Heath like he’s Kobe steak.  
 
    “Hello Heath, you’re looking rather handsome this evening,” Nadia says extending her arms out for a hug, but Heath grabs her hand and shakes it. Thrown off by Heath’s actions, she turns to me, “Hello Alicia,” she says in that catlike tone that she always uses when she addresses me.   
 
    I plaster the fakest smile I can conjure up and as sweetly as I can manage, reply, “Good evening, Nadia. I love your dress.”  
 
    “Aww thank you. You look nice, too. What consignment shop did you snag that up from?” She says with a chuckle. 
 
    Consignment shop? Do they all think I’m poor? 
 
    I manage to maintain my smile but my eyes are blinking rapidly, surprised by the indirect blow to my social status. Once I’m able to gain control of my eyelids, I continue. “Why would I, a CEO of an investment firm who was previously married to a billionaire, have to shop consignment?” My voice is surprisingly normal but this bitch knows exactly how I feel. 
 
    “Well I heard your ex-husband left you with nothing,” she says taunting me. 
 
    “Not that it’s any of your business, but what you should have heard was that I didn’t want anything from my ex-husband. I worked and I made my own money, let’s not forget that my employer is a company that invests people’s money to help them make a profit from it. Do you really think I wasn’t smart enough to invest my own? What do you do for a living? Oh that’s right, you’re a model. I’d honestly never heard of you until Heath told me about you. You see Nadia, I’d rather be financially secure and have no one know anything about me than to have the whole world knowing me and changing men every time I turn around to make sure I eat and have a place to stay for the next month.” I reach into my clutch and pull out a business card and hand it to her. “My dress is YSL and my loving future husband was kind enough to buy it for me, but that doesn’t mean I couldn’t afford to do it myself. It didn’t come from a consignment shop, it came from a boutique in London City. When you’re ready to talk business, my phone number is on there. An initial investment is one hundred thousand pounds. Once you’ve saved that up give me a call.” I look over at Heath who has a holy-shit-I-can’t-believe-you-just-said-that look on his face. I didn’t want to stoop to her level but I’m tired of this bitch poking at me every time I see her. 
 
    “Shall we?” Heath asks with a proud half smile offering me his arm. 
 
    “Yes, we should,” I say taking his arm and letting him lead me to our seats.  
 
    “I’m sorry about that, but you gave her exactly what she was asking for. I’m sure she won’t bother you anymore for a while.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault she’s an arrogant bitch,” I say as I check my makeup in my compact. 
 
    He looks over out of the corner of his eye. “Don’t look now but she looks pissed,” he chuckles. Then gives me a quick kiss on the cheek. 
 
    When we make it to our table he pulls my seat out for me and waits until I get settled in before taking his seat next to me.  We are soon joined by Ada, Chauncey, Himaya, and Raymond just before the Master of Ceremony asks everyone to take their seats. Nadia and Albert are seated at the table next to us.  
 
    “Good evening everyone,” the MC who is dressed in a black and white tuxedo says. “Welcome to the thirty-fifth anniversary celebration for Mr. and Mrs. Raymond St. James.” The crowd bursts into cheers and applause. I look over at Raymond who grabs Himaya’s hand and kisses her on the cheek. His affection toward her makes me smile. I tell myself that it must be a gene he passed down to Heath. “Settle down everyone . . .  please settle down. I’d like the couple to come up and start us off with their thirty-fifth year first dance. Band please take it away.” 
 
    The MC moves off the stage and the band starts to play and the lead singer croons “Here and Now” by Luther Vandross. I watch as they take the floor and begin to slow dance. I can feel the love between the two of them, it’s real, it’s sincere, it’s heavenly. I briefly let my mind wander back to my own parents and how in love they were the second time they’d gotten married. My father always said the biggest mistake he ever made was consenting to a divorce from my mom for what he calls silly reasons.  I can hear him now. “No one was cheating, no one was getting abused, and no one had fallen out of love. We just had our pride in the wrong places which led us to make the worst decision of both of our lives.”  
 
    My eyes start to well up at my thoughts and what I am witnessing. “Darling what’s wrong?” Heath asks concerned. 
 
    “Nothing,” I say embarrassed. “To see this much unconditional love after all of these years reminds me of my parents, that’s all.” 
 
    “Aww, I’m sorry darling. We can leave if you’d like.”  
 
    “No, we don’t have to leave, I’m having a great time.”  
 
    “Let’s go dance with them,” Ada says to Heath. 
 
    “Come on,” Heath answers her then grabs my arm.  
 
    “Heath, I’m not going out there to interrupt your parent’s dance,” I say pulling away from him. 
 
    “It’s ok our parents love it, just follow along. I hope you can keep up.” He chuckles as we head out to the dance floor followed by Ada and Chauncey. 
 
     He twirls me around and then grabs one of my hands, positioning his other hand at the small of my back. I put my free hand on his shoulder and then he begins to rock and sway with me. He makes this look effortless and although I’m a great dancer, he makes me look better.  
 
    “What would you like our first dance song to be darling?” Heath whispers in my ear.  
 
    “I haven’t really thought about that Heath. Especially since we’re not getting married anytime soon,” I say smiling at him.  
 
    “It may not be anytime soon but we will get married. We’re meant to be. You’re what I’ve been looking for all my life and I am what you need in yours. So think of a first dance song because a wedding between us will happen one day.”  
 
    I smile and then he bends down to kiss me on my lips, slowly but chastely so that the feeling rushes through my body making me wish we would have skipped the party and just had dinner so that we could go back home for our own night of passion. He smiles at me, no doubt, thinking what I’m thinking.  
 
    We dance through two more songs before Chauncey comes over and asks if he can cut in. Heath obliges and walks over to his mother. Now Raymond is Ada’s partner and Heath is his mother’s.  
 
    “I’m not a really good dancer, so if you want we can take our seats and watch,” Chauncey says. 
 
    I look at him and smile, “Sure come on.” For some reason I only want to dance with Heath anyway. Chauncey and I are watching the St. James’ dance their night away as we make small talk and get to know one another. I’ve learned that his major is International Business and that he is also a student at Oxford. Ada and Chauncey have been dating since their freshman year of college, despite Himaya’s disapproval because Chauncey is from an upper middle-class family. “Trust me, I know exactly how you feel.” We both laugh. 
 
    “I don’t understand her disapproval for you. Ada tells me that you’re a Chief Executive Officer and that you’re giving her an internship,” Chauncey says. 
 
    “All of that is true, but sometimes it doesn’t matter who you are and what you have if a person has their mind set on something else, you’ll never be good enough,” I say staring at the dance floor where Raymond has taken Himaya back as a dance partner after she has invited Nadia to the dance floor to be Heath’s partner and another young man as Ada’s. Heath has a look of disgust on his face and I smile in his direction, letting him know everything is fine. He shrugs his shoulders and pouts as if he is saying he’s sorry if I’m uncomfortable with this.  
 
    I continue my conversation with Chauncey, who I also offered a summer internship, until Ada and Heath come back to the table and take their seats. “I don’t know why mother made me dance with August when she knows that I came here with Chauncey,” Ada says sounding upset.  
 
    “You handled yourself well, darling,” Chauncey says to her, grabbing her hand and kissing it in an attempt to calm her down.   
 
    “That woman has no respect for who we’ve chosen to love,” Ada says to Heath.  
 
    “I know,” Heath responds, also wanting Ada to calm down, “but that’s how mother is. I’ve told you time and time again to just continue to do what makes you happy.” 
 
    “I don’t know how you can be so calm about this; she is equally disrespectful to Alicia. I mean, what is her fucking problem?” Ada asks. 
 
    “I’ve learned to just let her live in her own little fantasy. What she wants from us is never going to happen. She knows it, she just won’t accept it. Alicia and I have a very strong bond and so do you and Chauncey, so if mum wants to waste her life on things that will never happen, then let her.” Heath’s response is cool and calm because his sister is fired up at their mother’s actions. 
 
    “Alicia’s giving me an internship this summer,” Chauncey says in an attempt to change the subject. 
 
    “She is? That’s awesome honey,” Ada says giving Chauncey a happy hug and mouthing the words, “Thank you,” to me.  
 
    I give her a half smile and wink back.  
 
    A few moments later the music stops and Raymond is at the microphone. “May I have everyone’s attention please?” Raymond says quieting the crowd. “I’d like to thank everyone for coming out to celebrate thirty-five years of marriage to this wonderful woman. It feels like only yesterday that we met and fell in love despite anyone’s disapproval. Our love for one another was strong enough to withstand even the toughest times and I just want you to know that I love and I appreciate you for sticking by me through everything. I love you very much Himaya, and I hope to spend the rest of my life with you.” 
 
    He hands the microphone to Himaya. “Raymond, you’ve always known how to say enough to make a young lady swoon.” She says getting teary eyed. “I love you so much, and you don’t have to worry about me going anywhere because we are not just in love, we are life partners.” She looks over at our table. “Let’s not forget the people who made me love you even more as the years have gone by. Heath and Ada can you two come up here please?” Heath and Ada get up and walk reluctantly to the stage and hug both of their parents. “I know that I’m not the easiest person in the world to deal with sometimes, but I only want what’s best for you both. Your father and I love you very much.” Heath and Ada look at their parents and smile. “Now, I’d like to introduce the people in my children’s lives whom they are in love with and will hopefully find the happiness their father and I have found.” 
 
      I look over at Chauncey and smile because maybe, just maybe, Himaya has come to her senses and realized that her children are in love with us.  
 
    “August and Nadia,” Himaya continues. “Can you two please come to the stage?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Everything starts to move in slow motion. I can’t believe my fucking ears. I look over at Chauncey who looks just as disappointed as I am feeling, then I look at the stage to where Ada and Heath are doing their very best to keep their composure as Nadia and the young man that Ada was dancing with earlier walk up to the stage.  
 
    I can’t believe it. I’ve been disrespected and betrayed once again by Himaya St. James. That bitch is never going to accept that Heath and I are in a relationship. I can’t compete with the admiration that she has for Nadia, and I’m done trying. I can’t do this anymore. I won’t do this anymore. I will not allow this woman to continue to disrespect me and treat me like trash.  
 
    I can’t be here . . . I’m not wanted here . . . I have to get out of here! 
 
    I stand up from where I am sitting and walk out of the tent to the front of the house looking for Benjamin so that he can take me home.  When I make it to the front, I hear footsteps behind me and I’m surprised to see that it’s Albert.  
 
    “Alicia are you alright?” He seems worried.  
 
    “Yeah . . . yes I’m fine.” I’m almost in tears. “Have you seen your father? I need to leave now.” 
 
    “No, not since earlier, but if you want to go home, he won’t be able to get out anyway, the car is blocked in. He was complaining about that. I can take you home if you’d like.” 
 
    I think about it for a moment, and then  ask him to lead the way. We walk to the front of the yard where his car is parked then head back to The Vue.  
 
     I stare out of the car window letting my mind wander. I hope I didn’t make a mistake getting in the car with Albert, but I can handle myself. I have to get used to doing things on my own because I don’t have any family and I’m pretty sure that Heath and I are about to break up.  
 
    My phone rings for  about the tenth time and I reject the call. I don’t want to hear Heath’s apology for his mother’s actions; I’m getting tired of that shit. We are almost to The Vue when Albert breaks our uncomfortable silence. “Alicia, I want to apologize for the things I said to you when we met, I was wrong and I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Oh that’s okay, don’t mention it. I told Heath that it’s not right for you two to pass along women to one another, but if they are okay with it then who am I to judge,” I say. My phone rings again and of course it’s Heath. I just let the call go to voicemail. We pull up into the front parking lot and I get out and so does Albert. 
 
    “Thanks for the ride Albert. I appreciate it,” I say with a smile.  
 
    “You’re most welcome Alicia. If it’s alright, I’d like to walk you up to make sure you make it in safely,” he says. 
 
    “I’m okay, really, but if you feel the need to make sure, come on.” 
 
    We walk into the foyer and Georgette’s nosey ass is sitting behind her desk. I still haven’t forgiven her for telling Heath that David was here, like that was her business to tell. Her eyes are big when she notices that I’ve walked in with Albert, and I’m sure she’s going to get on the phone and call Heath, but I don’t give a damn. We take the elevator to my floor. I walk off and Albert is on my heel making me feel uncomfortable.    
 
    “I . . . I’m good here Albert, thanks for the ride home,” I say doing my best to mask the nervousness in my voice.  
 
    “Alicia, I might as well tell you the truth,” he says. I’m standing with my hand on my doorknob trying to devise a plan to get into the house without giving him access. “Nadia and I are not together. She hired me to get rid of you so that she can have a better chance with Heath.” My heart is beating so hard and so fast that I can feel it in my throat.  
 
    “W . . . why would you do that?” I stutter. “I thought Heath was your friend.” 
 
    “He’s no friend of mine. He’s a high and mighty celebrity who gets all of the best women and tosses them to the side like wet rags, and I’m his little wing man that picks them up.” 
 
    “But he didn’t toss me to the side. He loves me.” 
 
    “He loves my friend Nadia.” 
 
    “Albert, Nadia is not your friend, especially if she’s asking you to commit a crime,” I say just above a whisper. I’m so nervous I can feel it in my stomach. 
 
    “I thought about it that way, but hurting you will get to Heath, so I’m all for it,” he says nonchalantly. 
 
    I open my door as fast as I can and close it behind me, but Albert pushes against it knocking me to the ground. I stand to my feet not taking my eyes off of him. I’m scared for my life right now.   
 
    “Why are you trying to get away Alicia?” He asks as if he’s disappointed in me for not letting him harm me.  
 
    “Albert, I haven’t done anything to you, why would you want to hurt me?” I ask frantically. 
 
    “I told you why,” he says walking toward me. I back away as quickly as I can and trip over my rug and then fall to the ground. He reaches down to grab me and I start to move my legs as fast as I can, kicking him as hard as I can to keep him from getting close enough to pick me up. I mistakenly but happily kick him in his crotch and he falls hard holding himself. “You’ve fucked up now you stupid bitch,” he screams, but I can hear the pain in his voice.  
 
    I scramble up to my feet and run to the kitchen to grab a skillet and then run back into the kitchen and hit him square in the stomach with it. When he screams in pain, I start to kick him. He reaches out and grabs my ankle, pulling me down to the ground and taking my pan out of my hand tossing it to the side.  
 
    “No wonder Heath is so in love with you. You’re a feisty little thing. Maybe I should fuck you before I kill you, just to make it worth my time.” He has my hands pinned over my head and he is sitting across my stomach so that I can’t move.  
 
    “Heath is going to find you and kill you,” I say in disgust. 
 
    “I doubt that. I have an airline ticket to anywhere in the world I’d like to go courtesy of Nadia.” Pinning my wrist with one hand, he rips the strap of my dress so that my bra is showing. “My god your breasts are lovely. I’m going to suck them hard.” I close my eyes and pray that this doesn’t hurt too badly. No sooner than I do, I hear a loud whack but I don’t feel anything. I open my eyes to see Albert falling to the ground and Heath standing in front of me.  
 
    “Call the police and tell them to send a paramedic.” Heath snarls. I scramble to my feet and grab my phone to make the call. As I do, Heath picks Albert up from the floor and stands him to his feet. “Why?” Heath asks looking at Albert, who looks like he’s been hit by a bulldozer in the eye. “Why would you try to have sex with the one woman I love?” I hang up the phone and rush to Heath’s side.  
 
    “She tried to give it up to me, all of your women want me, Heath. Don’t you understand that?” Albert slurs as if he’s drunk.  
 
    “He said he was going to rape me and then get rid of me for Nadia. She’s behind all of this Heath,” I say crying.  
 
    Heath looks at the scared expression in my eyes and he knows I’m not lying.  
 
    “Are you going to believe this bitch over me?” Albert asks. Something about that question made Heath snap. He reaches back and punches Albert square in the face and I watch as he falls back in slow motion knocking over my laptop and breaking my end table on the way down.  
 
    “Darling are you ok?” Heath asks pulling me into his embrace and holding me tight. Before I could answer, there are three police officers at my door with their guns drawn.  
 
    “Mr. St. James, is everything alright?” One of the officers asks. For the first time I notice that my front door is off the hinges and my place looks like someone ransacked it.     
 
    “Officers, I want this man arrested for attempting to rape and murder my girlfriend,” Heath says. The other two officers walk over and pick Albert up off of the floor and handcuff him.  
 
    “I didn’t try to rape her,” Albert groans. “She was going to give it up to me, it’s my word against hers.” 
 
    “Then why is her door hanging from the hinge and why does her place look like it’s been robbed?” Another one of the officers asks. 
 
    “Albert, you know damn well that isn’t true,” I say charging toward him. I could slap him in the face right now. Heath grabs me before I can make it to him. 
 
    “I swear I didn’t try to rape her. That woman has been flirting with me since the day we met, and tonight she invited me up here to have sex with her. She told me she would leave Heath if I left Nadia so that we can be together.” 
 
    Oh he’s good. 
 
    “He’s right.” One of the police officers says. “Unless we can find proof, it is her word against his.” He looks at the officer holding onto Albert’s arm, “You can go ahead and release him.” 
 
    My heart starts thumping so hard that I can feel it beating out of my chest. There has to be  something that can be done. If they release him, he’s going to come after me again, and he might kill me if he gets another chance. I look at Heath and silently plead with him to find a way to stop them from letting Albert go. “Wait, I think I can provide some proof,” Heath says before the officer can get the last handcuff off. “I turned on the security cameras to test them out before we left. Thank God I did it. Officers, if you give me a second I can pull up the footage.” He walks to my room to get his laptop and comes back out. After a moment he pulls up the security video of Albert forcing himself into the house and everything that happened afterward. As we all watch, I start to cry and Heath pulls me closer to him, consoling me. “I want him charged for the attempted rape and attempted murder of my girlfriend, and I want Nadia arrested for hiring him to do it,” Heath says to the officers. He sounds a little choked up. 
 
    As the officers tighten the handcuffs, Albert looks at Heath, “We are supposed to be friends. How could you send me to jail like this?” 
 
    “How could you say you’re my friend when you tried to  rape my girlfriend knowing how much she means to me? You’re no friend of mine, and if you somehow get out of jail, don’t bother showing up to work because you no longer have a job,” Heath says looking Albert square in the eyes. “Get him out of here,” Heath says to the officers. Albert yells in protest as the officers take him away but Heath doesn’t pay any attention to him.  
 
    Heath grabs my hand and leads me over to the sofa. I take a seat on his lap and no sooner than I do my adrenaline comes crashing down and I begin to cry; a gut-wrenching-headache-worthy cry. He pulls me in so that I am resting on his chest and he rubs my hair while my tears wet his shirt. I cry until I can’t cry anymore. 
 
    *** 
 
    I wake up and immediately notice that I’m not in my bed. 
 
    I’m at Heath’s house. I’m safe. 
 
    The alarm clock on the side table says that it’s two-thirty in the morning. I scramble out of bed to go into the bathroom, this is when I notice that I’m wearing only panties and one of Heath’s Bridgecam Racing t-shirts. I look at myself in the mirror trying to remember how I got here, and after recounting everything that happened in the last six hours, I start to cry. I run back into the room and get into bed wanting Heath to just hold me, but he’s not here. I turn on the light to see if he’s asleep on the sofa, but he isn’t. Tears from fear start to well up in my eyes and I’m starting to get hysterical.  
 
    Where is Heath? I want Heath! 
 
    I open the bedroom door screaming his name through my tears. “HEATH! . . . HEATH!” I sob. When I run down the stairs, I see Heath, Benjamin, and Raymond running toward me. Heath meets me halfway up the staircase and scoops me up into his arms. 
 
     “Darling . . . darling I’m here. I’m here. I’m here.” He says in attempt to calm me down. Benjamin and Raymond are standing at the end of the staircase, both of them are wearing a concerned expression on their faces. “We’ll be right down,” 
 
    Heath says to them, finally noticing that I’m only wearing a t-shirt and thong. He takes me back into his room and finds me a bra, one of my shirts and a pair of jogging pants and helps me put them on. My tears are slowly drying up but I’m still crying.  
 
    Once I’m fully dressed, we go back downstairs into the living room. I hear voices as we are approaching. “I don’t think for one moment that Albert tried to rape her.” It sounds like Himaya.  
 
    “I know Alicia well enough to know that she’s madly in love with Heath and she wouldn’t do such a thing to him.” Ada’s says.  
 
    When we make it to the living room, Benjamin, Himaya, Ada, Raymond, and Chauncey are having a discussion. Heath takes what I am assuming is his original seat and then pulls me onto his lap. I say hello to everyone in the room and everyone is courteous except Himaya.  
 
    “Alicia are you okay . . . well, given everything that has happened to you tonight,” Raymond asks. 
 
    “I’m getting there Mr. St. James. Thanks for asking,” I say. 
 
    “Everyone came here for support,” Heath says rubbing my arm.  
 
    “Thank you . . . all of you. I appreciate this. I’ve never had to experience anything so horrible in my entire life. Well, aside from my parents’ death.” I say putting my head down as I think about how my dad isn’t here to kill that motherfucker.  
 
    “There is no need to be ashamed of what happened to you, Alicia,” Benjamin says. “My son is a jerk, but he wasn’t raised that way. He had no right to attack you.” 
 
    “That’s right! And I hope he goes away for a long time,” Ada says sounding beyond pissed.  
 
    Then everyone starts talking at the same time except me and Himaya who is looking  at me as if she wants to attack me, too. Then over everyone’s voice, she says, “I don’t see why anyone isn’t defending Albert.” Everyone suddenly gets quiet and stares at Himaya. “Benjamin, you’re his father and you won’t even offer him any support. She hasn’t been entirely truthful with you Heath. Wasn’t her ex-husband here to visit, and as I recall, it wasn’t until last night that you found out her net worth. You’ve been taking care of her; you bought her a seventy thousand pound car because she led you to believe she was some divorced woman left with nothing. Has anyone taken the time to ask her why? Why did you get into the car with Albert anyway?” 
 
    Every pair of eyes in the room are focused on me. “You don’t owe anyone any explanation darling,” Heath says. 
 
    “Oh Heath, don’t be so naïve. The sex can’t be that good,” Himaya scoffs.  
 
    “Mother, if you’re going to act this way you can leave. You will not disrespect Alicia in my house,” Heath says. I can’t see his face but he sounds furious. 
 
    “I am your mother, you will not speak to me that way!” 
 
    “And you will not speak to my girlfriend that way. Not in my house.”  
 
    “Stop it you two!” I yell over them. “That’s why I left with Albert, to get away from all of this.” I look Himaya square in the face, “I’m tired of you disrespecting me.” Tears are starting to roll down my cheeks again. “Yes, my ex-husband came here when I first moved, but it was against my wishes. Heath and I weren’t together at the time, but I explained everything to him, even though I didn’t owe him one ounce of an explanation; I don’t owe you one, either, but if it makes you happy I will give it to you. I’ve never lied about my net worth, and it was never my intention to make Heath feel like I needed him for anything, but for the record, I have my own money and I can take care of myself. I offered to pay for my own car, but Heath went out and bought me one anyway. I thanked him and I offered to pay him back. He told me not to worry about it. You see Mrs. St. James, I don’t live my life for the “limelight,” I work very hard for what I have and I’m proud of who I’ve become, and I’m tired of trying to get you to accept me.” 
 
    I look at Heath and the expression on his face tells me that he knows what I’m about to say.  Tears are falling from my eyes faster than they can form. He tries to wipe them away, but I move his hand. “Tonight I was ready to throw in the towel. I can’t continue to let your mother treat me the way she does and it’s not right that you’re constantly stuck in the middle of us. Heath, I love you, don’t think for one minute that I’m doing this because I don’t love you. I can’t compete with your mother, and I don’t want to. So, I think it’s best that we don’t see each other anymore. Go on with your life, and be happy. Don’t worry about me . . . okay?” I stand up from his lap and kiss him on his cheek. He grabs my arms as I lean back. “I love you,” I say as I pull away. I look around the room, “It was nice to have met you all.” I turn on my heel and head for the door.  
 
    “Do you see what you’ve done?” I hear Heath say.  
 
    “Oh, let her go,” Himaya says as if she’s dismissing me. 
 
    “Alicia!” I hear Heath call out just before I close the front door. Just as the elevator pulls up to his floor, the front door swings open. Not turning around, I step into the elevator and Heath steps in behind me. 
 
    “You’re not making this easy for me,” I say still crying my eyes out. 
 
     “Alicia, I’m not letting you leave me because of my mother’s actions towards you. If I have to, I’ll stop talking to her. You make me happy. You’re the person I want to spend my life with,” he says. 
 
    “I don’t want to come between you and your mother, Heath.” 
 
    “You won’t,” he sighs. “You know how you divorced your husband because it was the best decision for your future? I feel the same way about not talking to my mother. She can’t make me feel the way you make me feel and she doesn’t give me the type of happiness that I have with you; no one does.”  
 
    “I don’t want you to stop talking to your mother.” 
 
    “Then I won’t, but I have to figure out something to make you stay. I love you Alicia.”  
 
    The elevator door opens to my floor and I’m shocked to see that my door is back on the hinge and when I open it, my place is completely spotless. I look over at Heath. 
 
    “Um . . .  I had the facilities personnel come up and take care of everything. You’ll have a new lamp stand by Wednesday,” he says.  
 
    “Thank you. I appreciate it,” I say smiling through my tears.  
 
    “Alicia, I don’t know what to say to make you stay. I thought about trying to make love to  you to forget everything, but you were attacked by my childhood friend hours ago and I don’t want you to have flashbacks of what your husband used to do to you. Tell me what I need to do?” He sighs, “I only want you Alicia. Nothing or no one else in the world matters. Tell me what I need to do. Tell me you feel the same way. Tell me you love me,” his voice is cracking. His eyes are pleading. 
 
    “Heath, you know that I love you, and you know that I need you. You know that you’re my world and tonight you were my knight in shining armor. You saved my life.”  
 
    “Then why are you breaking up with me?”  
 
    “I’m not,” I say without a second thought. 
 
    He pulls me into his embrace and twirls me around. When he puts me down, relief is all over his face. He leans down resting his forehead against mine. 
 
    “Move in with me,” he says. 
 
    What? 
 
    “Move in with me.” He repeats as if he read my mind. “We haven’t slept apart since the first night we slept together, and it doesn’t make sense to continue to stay in two houses. We’re not breaking up, and eventually we’re going to get married, so, move in with me. We can give this apartment to your secretary when she moves here in January.” 
 
    “Sounds like you have it all planned out,” I say with a little chuckle. 
 
    “Yes, I was going to ask you tonight, but all this shit happened. Will you do it? Will you . . . move in with me?” 
 
    I think about what Tamia told me a couple of months ago, and she’s right. I’m old enough to know what I want and need. I need Heath to be my lover, protector, and my life partner.  “Yes,” I say without another thought. 
 
    “Yes, what?” He asks for confirmation. 
 
    “Yes, I will move in with you,” I say smiling.  
 
    He starts to kiss me as if I’ve made one of his dreams come true. “Oh darling, you don’t know how you make me feel. I want to make love to you. Can I make love to you?” 
 
    “Since when do you have to ask?” I ask flirtatiously as I tug on the waistband of his pants. He pulls my t-shirt over my head  then unhooks my bra letting them both fall to the floor. He takes my nipples between his forefingers and thumbs and begins to roll and squeeze them hard enough to make me cry out. I grab his waist, digging my nails into his skin as I do. He lets out a moan that vibrates his chest and turns me on even more.  
 
    “Drop to your knees and suck it,” He says in his dominant voice. That voice that will convince me that I can fly.  
 
    I drop to my knees, grabbing the waistband of his sweatpants and boxer briefs freeing his erection as I do. It’s so big, so thick, and so hard. I reach up to grab it and guide it to my mouth but he catches my hand before I can touch it. “No hands,” he says, his voice just above a whisper. I grab his legs as he guides himself into my mouth and I begin to suck, moving my head back and forth taking a little bit more of him with every stroke. He loves the fact that I don’t gag. He whispers my name as I allow him to thrust himself into my warm wet mouth. He grabs my head and begins to pump as I tighten my grip on  his legs. I can feel his erection getting bigger and stiffer. He grabs my hair a little tighter and starts to move my head to coincide with the movement of his body. “Alicia,” he whimpers as he releases his warm thick juices into my mouth. I swallow some of it and let the rest run down my chin and onto my chest.                
 
    He stands me to my feet, takes off my pants and underwear and then walks me over so that I am against the wall. He picks me up, resting my legs on his shoulders so that my little lady is in his face and he is holding me in place with his hands on my behind. He attempts to lap up the already present juices making me wetter with every stroke of his tongue. He starts to suck on my little lady and I can hear him swallowing, turning me on even more. He  glides his tongue from my clitoris to my opening then back again. I lean my head back on the wall taking in everything he’s doing to me. He loves me; I can tell by the way he’s working his tongue over me. He needs me to love him as much as I need him to protect me and be strong for me.  I have to tell him; he needs to know how I feel about him. My body is already wound up waiting for a release. “Heath, I love you!” I scream as I come all over his face. He sucks up everything as I rest against the wall unable to move.  
 
    When he finally puts me down, I look up at his face and everything below his eyes are shiny from my orgasm. I grab his neck pulling him closer to me and begin to lick his cheeks, the tip of his nose, his chin and then suck on his lips. “I want to feel you,” I say against his lips.  
 
    He grabs my hand and leads me to one of the spare bedrooms then instructs me to lie down on my back across the bed. I do as I’m told and he stands in front of me. He grabs my legs and pulls me toward him until my behind is at the edge of the bed and then inserts his still hard and thick erection inside of me. My breath hitches from the interaction. “Are you alright?” Heath asks. 
 
    “Yes, just keep going,” I answer in a strained whisper.  
 
    He begins to stroke me long, slow, and deep, hitting the sensitive spot inside of me, making my body start to climb instantly. Moments later, my body buckles and he gives me an I’m-about-to-come-too smirk. In no time we’re  both moaning as our second orgasms rip through us simultaneously. Unlike his, mine rolls on and on because he’s still touching that sensitive spot. He pulls himself out, lies down next to me, and then gives me a swift kiss on the cheek.  
 
    “I’m going to have the staff move your things tomorrow. I’ve already had them clear half of the closet to make room for you,” he says getting right to business. 
 
    My body is so relaxed that I just nod my head in agreement. This is my equivalence to cloud nine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    “Hey baby girl.” Tamia says when I answer the phone.               
 
    “Hi Mia!” It sure is good to hear her voice. I called her a couple of times this week to tell her about everything that has happened, but she’s been working late and in court handling an extremely stressful case.  
 
    “I haven’t been avoiding you,” she says apologetically. 
 
    “Oh, I know. Work is work and sometimes it takes you away from everything,” I say. 
 
    “I know that’s right.” 
 
    “How is my Brittany?” I ask. I miss them so much.     
 
    “She’s well. I’m more concerned with what’s going on over there between you and Heath. I finally got a chance to catch up with my online tabloids and-” 
 
    “Oh God Mia. Not the tabloid crap,” I whine.  
 
    “What? It’s the only way I can keep tabs on your superstar boyfriend. I know that not all of it is true but it gives me a general idea.” 
 
    “Why don’t you just ask me what my superstar boyfriend is up to? I know better than some stupid magazine,” I say deadpan. 
 
    “Ugh, your attitude is atrocious young lady,” she says jokingly.  “So, what’s been up? You’ve 
 
     been calling all week so give me the juicy.” 
 
    “Oh, nothing much except Heath’s ex teamed up with his now-ex-best friend to find a way to get rid of me so that she can have him all to herself,” I say nonchalantly. 
 
    “Wait a minute . . . What?” Mia sounds confused and angry. 
 
    I tell her about everything that happened last Saturday from the time Himaya gave her dreadful speech, until I ran out on Heath and his family later that night. I’ve been giving my version of events to the police all week, so I’m at the point where I can tell this story without getting upset and crying which is a good thing because I don’t need Mia worrying about me. 
 
    “Ok, so let me get this straight,” she says sounding only confused now. “Nadia and Albert were never a couple.” 
 
    “Mmhmm,” I respond. 
 
    “And all this time they’ve been showing up to functions together like they are happier than Prince William and Katherine.” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Then Nadia commissions Albert’s naïve ass to try to get rid of you, only his plan backfired on him because there is no proof that Nadia ever said such a thing.” 
 
    “Mmmmhmmmm.” 
 
    “Alicia, what kind of British soap opera have you gotten yourself involved in? And what is Heath doing about this?” 
 
    “Well, he’s working with the courts to keep Albert locked up. It’s a good thing he had the security cameras on because the police were about to let him go.” 
 
    “And what about Nadia?” 
 
    “There’s nothing they can do about her because there is no proof that she asked Albert to do it.” 
 
    “Where is Heath?” Mia asks. 
 
    “He just walked in the room,” I say nervously because I know she wants to lay down the law to him.  
 
    “Put the phone on speaker,” she says bossy as ever. 
 
    I put the phone on speaker and motion for Heath to sit down next to me. He does as he’s asked, kissing me on the cheek once he’s settled. 
 
    “Mia, Heath is here and the phone is on speaker.” I’m nervous as hell. 
 
    “Heath my dear,” Mia greets him too calmly. 
 
    “Hello Tamia, it’s been a while since we last spoke. How have you been?” Heath says in that voice that makes me want to jump him.  
 
    “I need you to watch over my girl because I’m not there to do it. She just told me about Albert and Nadia’s plan to get rid of her. She’s my sister, the only sister I have, and if you let something happen to her, I will never forgive you.” Mia’s voice is breaking up. 
 
    “Rest assured, Tamia, you have my word. If something were to happen to Alicia, I would never forgive myself. I love her more than anything in the world and I don’t see myself living my life without her.” 
 
    Awww. I rest my head on his arm and he kisses the top of it. 
 
    “That’s all very sweet, but in all seriousness take care of her,” Mia says sternly but jokingly. “I can’t wait to formally meet you in November. Alicia, I’ll let you guys get on with your day.  I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    Heath and I say our good-byes and then I hang up the phone.  
 
    “I’m a little afraid of Tamia,” he says feigning a scared expression. 
 
    “You should be,” I say deadpan. 
 
    “No, I should be afraid of you. I’ve been waiting for the right time to tell you that you totally handled yourself with Albert. I thought you were going to beat him black and blue with that frying pan,” Heath says laughing. 
 
    I hit him playfully in the arm and go into the closet to get something to wear tomorrow on my shopping trip with him and Ada.  
 
    Heath had all my things moved out of my apartment as soon as the sun came up on Sunday, and the day after tomorrow will mark one week that we have officially been living together. Everyone knows except Himaya because Heath is not talking to her right now and he asked everyone else not to share what’s going on in his life with her until she can learn to accept the fact that I’m not going anywhere. Of course, I told him that’s no way to act with his mother, but he insists that that’s the way things have to be at the moment.  
 
    Living with him as been nothing shy of amazing. We make love as if we just introduced sex to our relationship. I cook dinner for him a couple of nights a week and I let Benjamin take care of the rest. We drive to and from work together, talk to one another throughout the day, and we even had lunch in my office a couple of days this week. It’s weird because it’s not overwhelming. I miss him when he’s away from me and I get anxious when I know I’m going to see him. This has to be the definition of love. 
 
    “I’m going to take you on a date tonight,” Heath says when I come out of the closet with three possible outfit choices. 
 
    “You mean like out around people . . . like in public?” I ask him confused. We haven’t been out on the town since out first date because Heath knows that I hate being in the public eye and ending up on the front cover of tabloid magazines.  
 
    “If that’s okay with you. You know Alicia, if you’re going to be my wife, you’re going to have to go out with me, especially when the racing season starts. Besides . . .  you looked absolutely gorgeous on the cover of The Sun last week,” he says referring to the picture he and I took together at his parents’ anniversary party.  
 
    I think about it for a moment and then sigh, “Ok, where are you taking me?” 
 
    “Dinner and then a club, one of my favorite deejays is spinning tonight. Then we’ll come back home and you’ll let me take control of you,” He says walking up to me and pulling my hair far enough back so that I am looking him in the eyes.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” I groan. “I think I can manage all of that, even if I have to drink some coffee to stay up for the last part.” 
 
    “Eww, you Americans and your coffee,” he jokes.  
 
    *** 
 
    When I walk out of the closet Heath’s eyes light up. I’m wearing a black bodycon dress and a pair of pink patent leather stilettos and matching clutch. My hair is curled and draped over my shoulders, showing off my teardrop pink diamond earrings and matching pendant that I bought myself with David’s Black Card after he and I divorced. I put on a little extra mascara, added some eye shadow, and used lipstick instead of gloss since we’re going to the club. Heath looks like he’s devouring me with his eyes. He stands up and walks over to me, letting me see his fitted jeans, beige shirt and brown loafers. I catch a whiff of his cologne and I almost swoon. There’s nothing like a sexy man that smells good.   
 
    He wraps one arm around me and grabs my behind with his free hand. “I am the only person that will take this dress off tonight. Do I make myself clear?” I nod because if he wants to take the dress off now I’d let him. I’m going to learn how to have an orgasm from conversation with this man. 
 
    Heath decides to take the Maserati, which was a prize from the last race he won. He opens the door for me, ever the gentleman, and then takes his seat.  
 
    “We’ll go eat first. I’m starving,” he says as we pull out of the garage. 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” I ask 
 
    “My cousin owns a restaurant in London City and I’ve been dying to take you there.” 
 
    “Well let’s go.” 
 
    He turns on the radio and Luther Vandross starts to sing “If Only for One Night.” I look over at him and he’s peeking at me out of the corner of his eye. He knows how much I love this song. I sing it all the way through as he holds my hand. After that music from John Legend, Usher, Gerald Levert, and Musiq Soulchild come up next. My night is already starting off wonderfully because I’m listening to all of my favorite songs and I’m with my favorite guy. Maybe he’s trying to get me to relax because he knows how uncomfortable I am about going out. 
 
    Moments later we pull up to Heath’s cousin’s restaurant and it is none other than The Taste of Jamaica. He sees the look on my face and asks me if something is wrong. Choosing not to lie I tell him that David and I came here when he visited and I slipped a waitress his business card.  
 
    “You what?” He asks laughing. 
 
    “I didn’t want him and I didn’t want him to think that I did, so I tried to hook him up.” I shrug. 
 
    “When you don’t want me anymore just tell me. Please don’t pass me along to the next woman,” he says then gets out of the car to open my door for me. 
 
    “Note taken, but that’ll never be the case because I’ll always want you,” I say flirtatiously as he helps me out. 
 
    He lets out a low sexy groan surprised by my response and then kisses me on my ear. As we walk arm in arm into the restaurant, I’m reminded of our first date all over again. People are staring at him as if they can’t believe their eyes. Heath says hello to the hostess, Paula, and lets her know that he has a reservation under Benjamin’s name. She answers Heath in a hopelessly flirtatious manner, totally ignoring the fact that I’m standing right here. When she leads us in the direction of our table, grown men and women stop  mid-chew, no doubt making sure it’s really him. Heath smiles and kisses my hand as we are led up to the second floor via the elevator then down the hall past several doors to what I am assuming are private dining rooms.  
 
    Our room is the Kingston Suite. The walls are painted a soft yellow and there is a square shaped table in the middle of the floor with a black linen tablecloth and place settings including a bottle of the Jamaican wine that I love so much. Reggae music is playing softly through the speakers and in the corner there is a bar where our private bartender waits to serve us. Heath pulls my chair out for me to take my seat and then he takes his.  
 
    “Your waitress will be with you shortly,” Paula says in what I notice is a Jamaican accent. Heath and I both thank her and I notice that she gives me a nasty side eye then saunters out of the room, no doubt wanting Heath to look at her. 
 
    “I think she has a crush on you,” I say jokingly. 
 
    “I saw how she looked at you and I will address that with my cousin when I see her,” Heath says in all seriousness. 
 
    “There’s no need. I have to learn that most of England will look at me that way because I have their crowned jewel’s heart.” 
 
    “You have all of me, darling. Not just my heart,” he says sincerely.  
 
    The bartender comes over and opens the bottle of wine for us, takes our additional drink orders, and then serves them to us. Heath and I are in deep conversation about work and our planned vacation to the states and where we are going to stay since I’ve decided to stay for six weeks and work remotely from the Orlando office. Heath says he’ll do the same and work from wherever we’ll be staying.  
 
    “There are some very nice hotel condominiums downtown near the office. We can stay there. I’ll make reservations on Monday,” I say. 
 
    “Alicia, I don’t care where we stay as long as I sleep with you every night,” Heath says and I know what he means by sleep.  
 
     We start to talk about our shopping trip with Ada and Chauncey tomorrow and when I mention getting new decorations for the room so that it won’t look so much like a bachelor’s pad, he laughs. We’re so into our little debate over what stays and what goes that I didn’t even hear the door open.  
 
    “They told me that my cousin was in this suite, so I decided to be your waitress for the evening.” A lady with a Jamaican accent says as she enters the room.  
 
    “Lindzi, what a pleasant surprise. I didn’t even think you’d be working tonight,” Heath says as he jumps up to hug her. 
 
    Lindzi? Shit! 
 
    “Lindzi, this is the love of my life, Alicia.” Heath says. 
 
    I reach my hand out to shake hers and she immediately notices who I am. “Hey, I haven’t seen you since that day you and David were here,” she says in a friendly tone. 
 
    “Well, it’s nice to see you again,” I say to her with a smile.               
 
    She takes our orders while Heath stares at us looking lost and confused.  
 
    “I’ll be right back with your appetizers,” Lindzi says and leaves us to continue our conversation. 
 
    Heath looks at me with is eyebrows furrowed and a what-was-that-all-about smirk on his face. 
 
    “She’s the waitress I passed David’s business card to,” I say before he can open his mouth. 
 
    “Oh.” He looks surprised.  
 
    “It’s a small world after all.”  
 
    Lindzi brings us our appetizers of conch fritters and coco bread. Before she leaves, she mentions that she’s going to be spending some time with David when he comes back into town in a couple of weeks. I congratulate her and Heath gives her an awkward smile. She leaves us to eat and Heath and I continue our conversation on what rooms I can change and what will stay the same. So far I have the bedroom and bathrooms, but he insists that the living room stays the same because he knows I want to remove that god-awful painting of those naked women from the wall, but since Lindzi’s last exit, I can tell that Heath is uneasy about something. 
 
    Lindzi comes back with our main courses about twenty minutes later. I’m having jerk chicken and a salad and Heath is having baked red snapper stuffed with okra and callaloo, red beans and rice and plantains.  It all looks so delicious.  
 
    “If there is nothing else, I’ll leave you two to enjoy your meal,” Lindzi says politely. 
 
    “Actually, there is,” Heath says just before she starts to back away. “Does David know that we are cousins?  
 
    “Oh no,” Lindzi says. “I don’t know him well enough to tell him about my entire family.” 
 
    “Good, and please don’t. I’m actually working with him when he comes to visit and I don’t want to have to answer uncomfortable questions about you.” 
 
    She nods because she understands why.  
 
    “You do know that Alicia is David’s ex-wife, correct?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answers searching my face for . . . forgiveness?  
 
    “And you’re ok with that?” Heath asks her. 
 
    She looks over at me, “I honestly didn’t think I’d ever see you again, and you gave me that card so willingly that I thought it was what you wanted to happen.” 
 
    I look at her confused. “It is what I wanted to happen,” I say reassuringly. “I don’t know where Heath’s questions are coming from.” 
 
    “I just don’t want anyone to feel uncomfortable, that’s all,” he says.  
 
    “Oh, I’m fine with it all . . . really,” I say in an effort to end this unnecessary conversation.  
 
    “Well, if Alicia is okay with it then I guess I’ll continue to talk to him,” Lindzi says with a smile.     
 
    I smile back at her, hoping to add reassurance to what I said. 
 
    When she leaves, I look pointedly at Heath. “What was that all about?” 
 
    He sighs, “Alicia, your ex-husband is a piece of work, and I just want to make sure that you and my little cousin, both, are protected. I had to make sure Lindzi didn’t slip up and tell him that we are cousins because then that may mean he’s using her to get to you.” 
 
    Oh. “I didn’t think about it that way.”  
 
    “Well, I did because I believe in protecting the ones that I love. Now, let’s eat up before our food gets cold. I want you to enjoy it,” he says, and with those words we start a new conversation. David Barfield is soon forgotten. 
 
    When we’ve finished our meals, Lindzi comes up once more to clear our table; the bartender has been doing an excellent job keeping our drinks coming. We’re both having water now because we don’t want to get drunk here. 
 
    He finishes telling me about his schedule during racing season and moments later one of my favorite Bob Marley songs starts to play. I start to sing and sway my body to the music.  
 
    “You know Bob Marley?” Heath asks surprised. 
 
    “I love Bob Marley,” I say between the words of the song.  
 
    “Dance with me,” Heath says standing and reaching out for my hand. 
 
    I stand and allow him to lead me to an opened spot on the floor and then we both start to move our hips to the rhythm of the music. 
 
    “I love it when you’re relaxed because it allows me to relax,” he says in my ear. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I groan. 
 
    “And this dress . . . it’s the sexiest thing I’ve seen you in. I can’t wait to peel it off of you.” He makes eye contact with the bartender telling him to leave the room. Another reggae song comes on and we continue to dance. I’ve heard this one before but I’m not too familiar with it, but I love the slow sensual beat of it. I turn around so that my back is to his front and he wraps his arms around me, both of us captivated by the rhythm of the music and the sway of our hips. “I love you and you will be my wife soon,” he whispers in my ear.  
 
    “Yes,” I moan, unable to control my thoughts. 
 
    “Mmmmm, as long as you’re aware my darling,” he says in that voice that makes me climb walls.  
 
    I tilt my head up, he lowers his, and then our lips lock. Our tongues entwine, exploring one another’s mouth as if this is our last time. I love this man and he wants to marry me. The only thing holding us up from being husband and wife is my fear of another failed marriage. I’ll give it some time. If we’re still this happy in a couple of months, I’ll say yes to his proposal. I continue to sway my hips, rubbing my behind against him as I do. I feel his erection against my waistline and my little lady immediately begins to liquefy.  
 
    I turn around to face him and we stop dancing. Another song starts to play but we stand in the middle of the dancefloor. He pulls me into his embrace and I’m caressing his big, hard erection through his jeans. I look into his eyes and see his want and need for me. My mouth is beginning to water. I want to pull his pants down and give him the best head ever in the middle of this restaurant floor. He tilts his head back and enjoys what I am doing to him. I lift his shirt to unzip his pants and he grabs my hands.  
 
    “No darling,” he says gruffly. “If we do it right now, we won’t make it to the club.” He sounds so fucking hot when he’s horny. I poke my bottom lip out feigning a sad face, and then he bends down and bites it. “I’ll make it up to you. I promise,” he says with my lip still between his teeth.  
 
    We sit back down at our table and drink our last glass of water before we leave for the next part of our night. On our way out of the restaurant, we get the same reaction from people as we did on the way in. The only difference is someone has tipped off the paparazzi and they attack us like wolves as soon as we walk out of the front door.  
 
    “Mr. St. James,” the first cameraman yells, “did you choose your mystery woman over Nadia?” 
 
    Mystery woman? 
 
    “There was never a choice to be made. It’s always been her,” Heath says, pulling me to the car. 
 
    “Can you tell me her name?” Another cameraman asks. 
 
    “Find out on your own,” Heath says. 
 
    I look at Heath and then the camera man and decide to humor everyone. “My name is Alicia McAllister,” I say as Heath opens the car door and I get in.  
 
    I can hear the clamoring of the photographers saying “Alicia McAllister.” Some of them are pulling out note pads to write it down. 
 
     Heaths gets into the car smiling at me. “I didn’t expect you to respond to them.” 
 
    I smile, “I’m living in your world tonight. No more uptight Alicia until tomorrow.”  
 
    He pulls out of the parking lot and I’m momentarily blinded by the flash of what feels like one hundred cameras.  
 
    “I wanted to take you out because everyone keeps telling me that I’m different since we’ve been together,” Heath says as if he’s confessing a sin. 
 
    “Oh? How so?” I ask. 
 
    “I don’t go to clubs anymore and I don’t entertain the paparazzi as much as I used to. It’s almost as if the whole Heath St. James brand has stopped existing. Who I am is important to me and it’s not your fault I’ve changed. I just fell madly in love with you really fast and everything changed before I knew it. The way I speak, my confidence, my mannerism, all the things that made me who I am are gone and I don’t know if that’s a good or a bad thing.” 
 
    What does that mean? 
 
    “Heath, I don’t want you to change because of me. The only thing that should be different is the number of women you have in your life,” I laugh. “Aside from that, you should be the same Heath that took my breath away earlier this year in my office.” 
 
    “I don’t want to say anything that will make you leave me. You’ve tried to break up with me a couple of times already, and I don’t know if I will get over you if you were to actually leave.” 
 
    “Heath, I have no intention to leave you. I love you . . . and I love who you were when we met. There’s no need for you to be different for me. I haven’t changed for you . . . except maybe for my wanting to never date anyone ever again. Look at me now, I’m contemplating getting married again because of my love for you.”   
 
    He puts his hand on top of mine and then caresses the back of it with his thumb. “You really don’t understand how much I love you, but I will spend my life showing you,” he says as we pull up to the valet at the club. 
 
    *** 
 
    We walk hand in hand down the streets of London City. 
 
    “Did you have fun darling?” Heath asks. He’s holding my shoes and I’m walking barefoot because we danced so much tonight that my feet were starting to hurt. 
 
     “I’ve had the most fun tonight than I’ve ever had in my life, including my college years,” I say. It’s amazing that I’m standing on my own because after the three shots of tequila and the two glasses of champagne I’ve had, it’s safe to say I’m pretty drunk. 
 
    He laughs. “Including college? Everyone gets drunk beyond imagination in college.” 
 
    I laugh. “Not me. In college, I didn’t do anything except go to school and go home. I had no time for anything else. I knew why I was there and I needed to do what I needed to do to finish.” 
 
    We sit down on a bench in the town square and admire the beautiful flowers.  
 
    “So you’ve always been uptight?” He asks pulling me close to him. 
 
    “I had a goal in mind and nothing was going to get in the way of that,” I say in my defense. 
 
    “Darling, sometimes it’s ok to live a little; do something you wouldn’t dream of doing in a million years and have no regrets. I’ll be the first to admit that I’ve probably lived a little too much, but I don’t regret one bit of it. The life I’ve lived gave me confidence, that same confidence I exuded the day we met. Don’t think for one minute I didn’t see that you were nervous.” He laughs. 
 
    “So you want me to live a little?” I ask, breaking his hold on me and climbing on his lap straddling him.  
 
    He smiles. “Yes, and I like the way this is going,” he says in that voice that somehow directly connects to my little lady.  
 
    I kiss him hard and passionately and he starts to knead my behind. I wrap my arms around his neck to deepen the kiss, and then start to roll my hips, grinding his lap. In no time I feel the bulge of his erection.  
 
    “Will you make love to me right here?” I ask him between kisses. It has to be the alcohol talking.  
 
    “Darling . . . paparazzi,” he says and no sooner than he does, I feel the flash of their cameras. I hop off of Heath’s lap and we start to run in the direction of his car. Not paying attention, we run through an underground fountain that decides to spray as soon as we run across it, drenching both of us. We make it to the car and Heath opens the door to let me in, then takes his seat. He pulls out of the parking lot like the race car driver that he is. 
 
    “My hair Heath . . . my hair,” I whine. 
 
    “We’re soaked from head to toe and you’re only worried about your hair.” He laughs and he makes me laugh, too. “You can get it done at the salon in The Vue or I can have one of the stylists come to you.”  
 
    “Thank you. I’d appreciate that because I wasn’t going to leave the house tomorrow with my hair looking a mess.” 
 
    “Now that it’s settled, let me get you home and get you out of those clothes.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Heath instructs me to stand next to his bed while he turns on some music, then he walks over to where I am standing, discarding his shirt on the way. He turns me around so that I’m  facing away from him and then wraps my soaking wet hair around his hand, pulling my head back to give him access to my neck. He trails kisses from my ear lobe to my shoulder blade repeating his pattern on the other side. He lets go of my hair and, as promised, starts to peel the wet dress down my body, grabbing my panties on the way, then coming back to unhook my strapless bra. The combination of the drinks that I’ve had and coolness of the room against my wet skin is making my body ultra-sensitive. I hear the zip of his pants and then I feel him moving behind me as he takes them off. He reaches around me and grabs my nipples and begins to knead them between his forefingers and thumbs. I feel his erection against my back and it makes me want him even more. My little lady is wet and pulsating, begging me to take the edge off of her. I reach up and wrap my hands around his neck to pull him closer to me and we start to kiss. Our tongues massaging one another’s, our lips caressing each other’s, and my little lady is screaming at me because the want of relief is causing me so much pain.  
 
    He leans me over so that my feet are planted on the floor and my body is lying across the  edge of the bed. Out of nowhere, he slaps me across my behind, hitting my little lady in the process. I moan and tilt my behind up wanting him to do it again. He does, this time harder making me cry out. My little lady is panting and pulsating and I’m wetter than I’ve ever been. After slapping me on my behind several more times, he inserts his thumb inside of me. This is what I need . . . the penetration, the promise of orgasmic relief. He slowly pulls his thumb out and starts to spread the wetness between my behind and around my anus. I groan with anticipation. He does it a few more times, so that now I’m wet in both places. I’m panting so hard and so fast that one would think I’m threatening an anxiety attack. 
 
    “Is everything alright darling?” Heath asks.  
 
    “No . . . Heath . . . please . . . make love to me . . . please,” I whine. 
 
    “Patience my darling. You’re quite horny when you’re drunk. I might need to take you clubbing more often,” he says slapping me across my behind once more. 
 
    I groan loudly, wishing that he’d stop teasing me. 
 
    “I want to try something. Are you willing to try it darling?” He asks in the voice. Oh that voice that will make me say- 
 
    “Yes, do anything you want Heath.” I’m almost pleading.   
 
    He inserts his erection into my little lady’s opening and I nearly convulse. He doesn’t start to move just yet, instead he takes his pinky and slowly inserts it into my anus, making me jump in surprise. I start to whimper in response to the new foreign feeling. 
 
    “Relax darling,” he says in an attempt to hush me. He begins to move himself in and out of me, giving me just enough to satisfy my little lady’s need for penetration, as I lose my anal virginity to his finger.  
 
    Once it’s halfway in, he begins to move at a pace I’m more familiar with, stroking my little lady  with his erection and my anus with is pinky. It feels so . . . so good . . . no . . . it feels great. Every inch of my skin is synthesized, my body is hungry for relief but I don’t want Heath to stop. He can do everything he’s doing, at this moment, all night long. 
 
    “How does it feel darling?” He asks through his rough breathing.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” I let out a rushed moan. Words cannot describe what I am feeling right now. I arch my back allowing deeper access to everything. I’ve never considered anal sex before but it’s not bad at all. It may just be one of the best feelings  I’ve ever had. My body starts to climb and tighten and my knees buckle a little bit. Heath begins to stroke me a little harder and faster, leading me to my coital destiny. In no time, my orgasm rips right through me making me cry out his name and as it does, he pulls his finger out of me making yet another orgasm run through me. The last one was more powerful than ever before. He grabs me at my hips and begins to pump me harder in search of his own climax. I can hear his harsh breathing as he continues to make love to my wrung out body. After a moment he stills and I can feel the warm liquid of his orgasm filling my little lady. He pulls himself out of me and starts to run his erection between my behind, telling me how much I’m going to love what he’s going to do to me. He leaves out of the room to go downstairs and comes back with a bottle of water for me.  
 
    “Drink this, you’ll appreciate me in the morning, I promise,” he says. 
 
    I do as I’m told without a word said. When I’m finished, he helps me into bed, both of us still naked. I lay my head with my still wet hair on his chest. He doesn’t seem to mind. Before I doze off, he says, “Thank you, Alicia, for letting me know that it’s still ok to be me.” 
 
    I let out a tired sigh against his chest. “Thank you for showing me it’s ok to relax and unwind a little,” I say. 
 
    “I love you Alicia.” 
 
    “I love you, too, Heath. More than anything in this world. I promise I will be your wife someday soon.”  
 
    And then I’m fast asleep. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
     “Alicia, if I may ask; why are you wearing this weave when you have the most beautiful hair of your own?” Vikki, the hairstylist that Heath hired to do my hair, asks. She has milky dark skin with beautiful big eyes and high cheek bones. She’s wearing red lipstick, which is something many women her complexion can’t pull off. 
 
    “I don’t know, I’ve never been asked that before. My ex-husband liked the weave and I guess it just grew on me,” I answer honestly. 
 
    “Are you willing to at least try to wear your natural hair? I think Mr. St. James will love it. Your hair is beautiful.” 
 
    “Um, sure, as long as we keep it professional.” 
 
    “It’ll be . . . versatile. You can wear it anywhere.” 
 
    After what feels like hours of washing, cutting, highlighting, drying, and even applying makeup, Vikki finally turns me around and presents the new and improved Alicia McAllister. My hair is black with light brown highlights all over, boasting my loose natural curls cut so that they stop just above my shoulders. She has threaded my eyebrows and applied a beautiful shade of eye shadow to them and even surprised me with pink lipstick, which I love almost more than my hair.  
 
    I thank her and then get out of the chair and reach for my wallet to pay her but she says that Heath already gave her far more than the services she provided me. I hug her and tell her I’ll be back in two weeks and then leave out in route of the elevator to go home. I can’t find Heath when I walk in the house, so I go into the closet and change into a pair of blue skinny jeans, a pink long-sleeved shirt, because it’s getting a little too cool for my liking here, and a pair of pink BCBG flats because my feet are still killing me from last night. Vikki already did my makeup, so now I’m ready to go. 
 
    When I walk out of the closet, I’m met with a surprised expression from Heath. He looks shocked for a moment and then a big wide smile plays across his face.  
 
    “Do you like it?” I ask nervously. 
 
    “Oh darling, I love it. It’s you. It’s much better than that stuff you were wearing.” He walks up to me and pulls me into a big hug. “Please don’t change back to the weave. Your real hair is much more beautiful,” he whispers in my ear. “Come, Ada and Chauncey are waiting on us.  
 
    *** 
 
    Daniel, the doorman, is bringing our things upstairs because I’m dog-tired. Ada has the energy of a sixteen-year-old when it comes to shopping and it doesn’t help that I still have a slight hangover and my body is sore from last night’s events. On the other hand, I was able to get everything I needed; sheets, duvets, curtains, pillows and any other decorations I could think of. Let’s not forget a new pair of Louboutin, Jimmy Choo, and Dior stilettos. Heath is upset because I paid for everything, but I told him that I needed to do it so I don’t lose sight of who I am.  
 
    Ada and Chauncey are staying with us until school starts back up in a couple of weeks, so I made us some tea and served the scones that Albert made and we talked and laughed until it was time for bed. I must admit after seeing how well Heath and Ada get along, I’m jealous that I don’t have siblings of my own.  
 
    *** 
 
    It’s Monday morning and I feel refreshed because I slept the day away yesterday. Now I’m ready for business. The only thing that’s different about me is my hair and makeup. I’m wearing a beige pant suit with my brown Jimmy Choo peep toes and matching brown Hermes bag. Heath escorts me to the door in an effort to fight off cameramen that are waiting on me.  
 
    I walk in and I’m greeted by Kate the receptionist. I smile back politely and she stops me at her desk. 
 
    “Miss McAllister, I’d love to walk in your shoes for one day,” she says in an admiring tone. 
 
    I chuckle, “What exactly do you mean by that?” I ask when I see the latest issue of The Sun on her desk with a picture of me and Heath kissing on the dance floor at the club we went to on Friday night, and photos from our shopping date on Saturday under the headline, “He Chose Her!” 
 
    “You’re the queen of the investment world and you’re dating the hottest man on the planet. How do you do it? What’s your strategy?”  
 
    “My strategy?” I ask sounding confused. “I don’t have a strategy. I’ve worked very hard to get into this position. Not letting anything get in the way of what I ultimately wanted. Heath is just an added bonus; he fits into a different equation but I must say I am a very lucky woman. He’s a great guy.” 
 
    “I can tell,” she says looking at the magazine cover out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    “You shouldn’t believe everything in those crap magazines. I can’t help you date Heath, but if you have an interest in moving up in the company, send an updated copy of your resume to HR and maybe I can get you a paid internship as an investment advisor.” 
 
    “I’d love that,” she says bright-eyed. 
 
    “Then it’s settled. Have a good week Kate.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she says as I walk off. “Love the hair by the way.” 
 
    I turn around and wink at her just before I get on the elevator. 
 
    When I make it to my floor, I say good morning to Carolina who looks relaxed and much prettier because she’s wearing the makeup and clothes that I purchased for her.  
 
    “Good morning, I love what you’ve done with your hair,” she says with a smile. 
 
    “What do you have for me today?” I ask, returning her smile. 
 
    “Well, you have a meeting with all of the advisors from eleven until noon, a conference call with Mr. Stansbury and all of the Senior Vice-Presidents at three, and the client you met this weekend at a restaurant you dined in is here to see you,” Carolina says ever the professional. 
 
    “I didn’t meet a client this weekend,” I say trying to recall any conversation I’ve had this weekend. 
 
    “He has one of your cards and he says he was told to come here and only speak with you. He’s in the waiting room.” 
 
    “Ok, give me a second to get myself settled in and I will call you when I’m ready to meet with him.” I go into my office, put my things away, start up my computer and then check my emails for any indication of who may be here to meet me. I check the website to make sure Albert has not been released from jail and let out a sigh of relief when I’ve confirmed that he is still there. After five minutes  
 
    of failed research, I give up and have Carolina send the mystery client in. 
 
    A few moments later, the door swings open to reveal that my mystery client is not a mystery at all; it’s David. He’s wearing a black fitted suit with a purple shirt and white tie, and I can smell his cologne from the distance between us; it’s Mount Blanc. His hair is cut in that Mohawk that makes him look younger and sexier, and if I’m not mistaken, it looks like he’s been hitting the gym a little more. I briefly reminisce over the life I once had with him and then end it quickly when I think about why we broke up.  
 
    “Good morning Miss McAllister,” he says coming in and shutting the door. 
 
    “David, why are you here?” I ask annoyed as ever. 
 
    “To do an investment. Didn’t your assistant tell you that?” 
 
    “What name did you give her because there is no way you would have gotten past her with your real name?” I press my forehead  to try to relieve some of the tension that is starting to build up. 
 
    “You look good Alicia,” he says. So does he, he looks almost edible but I will never tell him that, instead I employ my patented poker face.  
 
    “Alright, let’s get down to business because I have a meeting in a couple of hours.” I really don’t want him here, but I’m not going to pass up an opportunity to make money for my company.  
 
    “Do you miss me?” He asks in that Barfield arrogance I really don’t miss.  
 
    “No, not really. Would you like to hear about any of the promotional investments we have going on?” I’m all business. 
 
    “Alicia, I’m having a hard time accepting that you’ve moved on. It hurts me to see you on the tabloids appearing as in love as you seem.” He sounds sad, but I don’t deter away from the reason he says he’s here. 
 
    “I’m still licensed in the states and I ran across some companies that have just went public and have a huge potential to have their stock grow and spit rapidly. I can go over those with you, as well.” I wish he would get mad and walk out.  
 
    He stands and walks  around my desk and stands in front of me. I roll my chair back and stand and put my hands up defensively.  
 
    “David, if you came here to do an investment I can help you. If not, you can leave quietly or I will call security.”               
 
    He takes a step closer and I am instantly caught in the spell of his warmth and smell of the cologne I bought him. He grabs my arms and looks me in my eye. “You can act like you don’t give a damn about me all you want, Alicia, but I know that’s a lie. We have a history . . . we share a past that you and Heath St. James will never share. I’m still in love with you and I’m not going to stop fighting until I feel like giving up.” With those words, his mouth is on mine and he’s trying to force my lips open with his tongue. I push away and slap him as hard as I can across his cheek. He laughs as if that is what he wanted me to do.  
 
    “Get the fuck out,” I say sternly.  
 
    There is a knock on my door and I tell whoever it is that they can come in.  
 
    “Darling, you left your wallet in the car, it must have fallen out of your bag.” I hear Heath say. 
 
    Oh shit! 
 
    My eyes are still on David who is smiling and wiping the lipstick off his face because he notices Heath. I look over at Heath, his face is calm and relaxed, but it’s his eyes that give him away.  It’s as if they are saying “which one of them should I kill first?” 
 
    “Alicia, is everything alright?” He asks looking back and forth between David and me.  
 
    “Yes, honey, everything is fine. Mr. Barfield was just leaving,” I say with every ounce of calm I can manage.  
 
    His eyes soften towards me as he registers what I’ve said and then looks at David. “Mr. Barfield, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you,” Heath says extending his hand to shake David’s. “I didn’t think we were going to see one another until this weekend.” 
 
    “Well, I came in early to check on some of my investments and see what I can do about getting a little more,” David says. His arrogance is radiating, and I can almost swear that he’s referring to me as his investment.  
 
    “And with all of the advisors that Stansbury has to offer, you had to choose Miss McAllister?” Heath is cool. Too cool.  
 
    “Well you know, she’s always been the person I work with when it comes to my money, she’s the only person I can trust in situations like this,” David says. There is a plea embedded in that statement.  
 
    “Well,” I interject, “Mr. Barfield, I’m not comfortable working with you after the stunt you just pulled. If you’re really interested in investing, I can get my assistant to make you an appointment with one of the other advisors this morning.” I’m firm with him. He had no business forcing his lips on me.  
 
    “Oh come on Alicia,” David says. “How long are you going to put on this charade? You know that you still love me. Okay, I messed up, how many times do I have to apologize to you? How long are you going to keep me in the doghouse?” 
 
    “David, you’re an intelligent man and you should know that I’m in no way trying to punish you for anything.” I take a step closer to Heath and he puts his arm around me. “I’ve moved on and I hope you can do the same. I’m in love with Heath. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t care about you, but I’m not in love with you anymore. I’m sorry.” My tone was intended to be sympathetic, but he’s pissing me off.  
 
    I can see the anger growing on David’s face. He did not like what I just said to him. “What does he have that I don’t? Are you in it for the exposure? Come on Alicia, I know you, and I know you don’t like the life in the limelight. So what is it about him that you love so much? What has he given you that I can’t?” 
 
    “Monogamy,” I say simply. “He hasn’t given me one reason to doubt his faithfulness to me, and he tells me the truth.”  
 
    Heath squeezes my arm in agreement.  
 
    “That’s all fine, but have you given him the same respect? Have you told him everything?” David asks in an almost menacing tone.  
 
    “I know everything about her that I need to know,” Heath says. 
 
    “So you know that your perfect little Alicia can’t have children?” David asks arrogantly. “Yeah, that’s right, that family that you told the magazine that you wanted will never happen because Alicia can’t conceive.” David is smiling as if he has won a prize. My body stills because I can’t believe he would try to use something so personal against me in an attempt to win me back. 
 
    Heath caresses my arm in an effort to calm me. “As a matter of fact, I do know about Alicia’s infertility, and if we never have children that will be fine with me as long as we can grow old together. I’m sure we will have some nieces or nephews we can spoil,” Heath says matter-of-factly. 
 
    David’s expression changes with Heath’s response. He looks as if he’s been defeated. 
 
    “David, if there is nothing else, I can get Carolina to get you an advisor to help you with what you need. If you don’t mind, I have some research to do in preparation for a meeting.” I feel a tear roll down the side of my cheek as I think about all the grief he has caused me.  
 
    Did he ever truly love me?  
 
    David walks past me not saying a word headed for the door and I follow him out so that I can ask Carolina to set him up for an appointment this morning. When I mention that he is David Barfield, her eyes stretch wide with horror. I return her expression with a tight smile letting her know that everything is okay, namely her job.                
 
    “Alicia, I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me. I shouldn’t have mentioned that to him, I just had to try anything, I got desperate.  I miss you so much and I want you back, I’m so lonely without you.” David pleas. His words warm my heart for a second and then I remember that he is the master of deceit.  
 
    “David, it’s over. It was over when I left the states, and it was over when you came here back in May. I’ve moved on. I’m sorry that it bothers you, but that’s what people do when relationships are over,” I say to him in a tone I’d use with a small child.                
 
    He leans over and kisses me softly on my forehead and I gently push him away. 
 
    “Take care, Alicia,” he says. 
 
    “You, too,” I say, leaving him with Carolina while I go back to my office. 
 
    Heath is sitting on the sofa looking out of the window when I return. I sit down next to him and grab his hand. He starts to caress the back of mine with his thumb. “When I walked in on you two, I didn’t know which one of you to blame for the red haze I saw over my eyes, and then he began to talk. I realized at that point you weren’t responsible for him being in your office, nor were you responsible for the lipstick on his face. I knew that it was all him, but when I looked into your eyes they looked relaxed. . . almost content, as if you were satisfied with the fact that he’d kissed you. This bothers me more than anything. So I must ask, Alicia. Do you still love David?” His voice is serious. He sound like he feels betrayed. 
 
    “What? No! I don’t want David,” I say taken aback. 
 
    Do I? 
 
    I sigh, “Heath, David and I share moments together that I could never share with another person, and for that reason I will always care about him, but no. I don’t love him. I’m not in love with him. I love you and only you.” 
 
    His face softens as he pulls me in for a hug. “If you want, I will stay here all day to make sure no one else tries to come along and ruin things between us.” 
 
    “That won’t be necessary, honey, but you can come back and have lunch with me,” I say batting my eyes flirtatiously.  
 
    “I’ll pick up something and we’ll eat here,” he says with a smile and then stands and walks out to the elevator but not before kissing me on my cheek.  
 
    When I know for sure that he is gone, I walk over to my phone and call Carolina into my office. 
 
    *** 
 
    “How is everything going between you and Heath?” Mr. Stansbury asks after an hour-long business meeting via telephone. 
 
    “Great! Thanks for asking,” I say almost willing to share information with him. 
 
     “Alicia, I know that dating my nephew is not quite what you’ve signed up for given his profession and the amount of attention you’ve been getting from the public, but I must admit you’re holding yourself together perfectly fine.” 
 
    “Thank you sir. Oh, I forgot to mention that I will be in the states from about mid-November until after New Year’s, so I’m going to need a vacant office in the Orlando building.” 
 
    “Ok, I’ll have my assistant arrange that, and if there is nothing else, I’ll be on my way.” 
 
    “Good night Mr. Stansbury.” 
 
    “Good night McAllister.” 
 
    I hang up the phone and stretch my arms and legs giving my body relief from this long stressful day. Carolina knocks on my door to let me know that David invested five million dollars and then asks if there is anything else she can get for me before she leaves.  I tell her no and then let her leave for the day.  
 
    I look at my watch, it’s four thirty and Heath won’t be here for another hour or so because he has a late meeting. I’ve finished all of my work for the day, so I turn on some soft music and lay down on the sofa taking in my view of London City as I try to figure out why David won’t just let go. Why does he insist that I still love him? Do I still love him? It’s true that he was my first real boyfriend, my first true love. I’ll always care about him, but I’m no longer in love with him. Heath has my heart, and my relationship with him feels so much more genuine. He’s taken my body to heights that David could never achieve. In my opinion, there is no need to compare the two because Heath wins in every category. He is who I’m in love with, not David. I just wish I could get him to understand that.   
 
    “David doesn’t deserve me,” I say with a yawn, and then I drift.  
 
    *** 
 
    “Darling, dinner is ready,” I hear Heath say in that oh-so-sexy voice. My eyes shoot open and I look around to see that I’m in our bedroom and it’s dark out. I remember falling asleep on the ride from work and Heath carrying me in from the car, but I didn’t think I was asleep that long. 
 
    When I finally get a good look at him, he’s wearing black jogging pants and a Bridgecam Racing t-shirt and he’s even taken the liberty to take off my work clothes and put me in some pajamas. I go downstairs for dinner and Benjamin has made my favorite; baked ziti. I dig in and begin to eat as if I hadn’t had anything to eat all day.  
 
    “Alicia, instead of renting a hotel for us for six weeks, I just went ahead and purchased a penthouse in downtown Orlando,” Heath says with a smile. “We can use it when we visit, it’ll save us money in the long run.” 
 
    “That’s really nice Heath, and with the way the market is, if you decide to sell it you’re bound to make a great profit,” I say in between bites.  
 
    “Alicia, the penthouse if for us,” he says in all seriousness. “Now eat up. I’m going to draw you a bath and give you a massage before we go to bed.”  
 
    I smile and continue to eat.  
 
    Yes, I am a lucky girl.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    “Alicia, darling, we’re going to be late. Benjamin is waiting downstairs for us,” Heath calls out from the room. 
 
    I don’t respond because I have one million things going through my head knowing that David and I are about to see one another again. He hasn’t given up on his quest to see me, remarry me, have me to himself, or whatever ridiculous idea that may pop into his head.  
 
    Heath is normally a very patient man, but I can tell that David is starting to get on his nerves. I’m not sure how much more he can take before he’s truly had enough. One thing’s for sure, I don’t want to see him upset, especially because that’s what David wants. He feels that if he keeps pursuing me, then Heath will eventually give in and move out of the way. Little does he know, Heath St. James and I are in this thing for the long-haul and there is nothing that anyone, not David, Himaya, Nadia, or anyone else who does not care to see us together, can do about it.  
 
    When I look up from finding the right pair of comfortable tennis shoes, Heath is standing in the doorway of the closet staring impatiently at me. I return his gaze with a nervous smile and he gives me a hurry-up smirk.  
 
    “Darling, we’re just going to a theme park to sign some autographs for a couple of hours. You’re beautiful no matter what you wear. Please come on, I cannot be late,” he says almost pleading with me. 
 
    “Okay I’m ready,” I say as I slip on my shoes. I look at myself in the mirror and I have to agree with Heath. I do look good in my fitted jeans, Bridgecam Racing T-shirt that Heath had made for me, and a pair of retro Michael Jordan sneakers I’ve had forever. I’m still wearing my natural curls that I’ve grown to love more than any hairstyle I’ve ever had. I showed it to Tamia and Brittany via Skype the other night and they love it, too. Since I’m being rushed, I’m going to have to put my makeup on in the car. So I grab my foundation, mascara, and my new favorite lipstick, put it in my purse and then head for the door. “I’m ready,” I say to Heath once I get to the bottom of the stairs.  
 
    “Oh, thank God. Let’s go,” he says frustrated. We’re down the elevator and in the parking garage in no time. Once we’re in the car, I say good morning to Benjamin. “Benjamin, I don’t mean to rush, but I really don’t want to be late,” Heath says with a renewed sense of urgency.  
 
    “Yes sir,” Benjamin says as he pulls the Mercedes limousine out of the garage and onto the street in route to London World, the grandest theme park in all of Europe.  
 
    It’s probably nowhere near as nice as Disney. 
 
    While I’m putting on my makeup, I notice that Heath keeps tapping his foot on the floor of the car at a rapid pace. “Heath, what’s wrong?” I ask concerned. 
 
    He cuts his eye at me and stares silently for a moment. It feels like forever.  
 
    “Well, if you don’t care to tell me what’s wrong, then I can’t fix it,” I say nonchalantly as I apply my mascara.  
 
    He presses a button on the door, putting up the privacy window between us and Benjamin. “Right now I feel like you have no respect for my job. I told you what time we needed to leave the house so that I can be early. These endorsements pay our bills, Alicia. They are the reason I can afford to buy you nice things. You have to start treating them with the same respect that I treat Stansbury or we are going to start having problems. I respect your career, so please respect mine,” he says sternly. 
 
    He really is mad. 
 
    I stop dead in my tracks, as I’m about to put my lipstick on. “I’m sorry that you feel like I have no respect for your job. I apologize from the bottom of my heart, but in my defense, we only left five minutes later than you told me we needed to leave. Since I know time is of the essence, it’ll never happen again.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he says, but I can still detect attitude in his voice. 
 
    “If I may add, I understand the importance of your endorsements, but please don’t feel like you’re doing this to buy me nice things. I’ve told you more times than I can count that I have my own money and I can buy my own things. I’m with you because I love you, so I don’t need you for anything outside of that. I appreciate the things that you do for me, but love is all that I want from you.” 
 
    The frustration in his tone heightens. “Alicia, London World is a new endorsement and I can’t afford to show up late. I don’t want to argue with you, just please respect my career as I respect yours.” He shifts and starts to stare out of the window.   
 
    Oh my God. He really is mad. I’ve finally found that one thing that can make him upset with me, standing in the way of his racing career. Am I as insensitive as he makes me out to be? Do I really seem  uninterested in his job? I don’t want to be that way. That’s one of the things that made me so angry with David; he had no respect for me as a career woman. He didn’t support my career at all unless I was threatening to leave him. I scoot over toward him and grab his hands in an effort to get his attention.  
 
    “Heath, sweetheart, I’m sorry if I’ve come off as inconsiderate because that is not my intention at all,” I say trying to get him to at least look in my direction. 
 
    “If you can’t respect my career the way I respect yours, then this may cause a problem between us.” 
 
    Whoa!  “Look, I said I was sorry, and I really do mean it, but if you feel like we can’t make it because I was five minutes late, then maybe after Benjamin drops you off I can have him take me back to the house so I can pack my things and leave.” 
 
    He turns to face me, heartache and frustration are written all over his face. “Darling, if you think for one moment that I’m going to let you just leave me, then you’re just as delusional as your ex-husband. I didn’t say we had to break up, you just need to respect my job. That’s all.” 
 
    Oh. I’m relieved, turned on, and a tad bit frightened by what he’s just said. I jump onto his lap and immediately put my lips wherever they can land; his lips, cheeks, forehead, neck. I need him to understand that I love him and I really am sorry for the way I’ve made him feel. In no time I’m straddling him and we’re in a full-on heated make out session, him telling me through his rough kisses that he’s not letting me go, and me telling him that I’m not leaving. He grabs a handful of my hair and slowly tilts my head back, gliding his tongue down my neck as he does. I feel his erection against both of our jeans, making me want him here and now. Knowing that we can’t have sex, I quickly think of some other things I can do to him to show him that I truly am sorry.  
 
    I slide off his lap and drop to my knees, wasting no time unzipping his fly. I instruct him to tilt up so that I can pull down his pants and underwear. His eyes are dark and wild, I can see that he wants me, too. He doesn’t say a word, but the look on his face helps me read his mind. Not breaking our eye contact, I take off my shirt and bra because I know what is about to happen is not going to be neat. His erection is semi-hard and it stiffens when I grab it, making my mouth instantly salivate. The fact that my touch has this effect on him turns me on like it’s no one’s business. I guide my lips to him, allowing him to enter, he’s long, stiff and warm in my mouth. I move my head up and down his length, setting a pace that makes him moan my name, stopping in intervals to lick and tease the tip with my tongue. I can hear his breathing increase as I engulf every inch that I can bear.  
 
    He grabs my breasts, one in each hand, and squeezes them gently. I moan against his erection as he begins to roll my nipples between his forefingers and thumbs. My little lady wakes at his touch and I start to move my mouth faster against him.  
 
    “Alicia,” I hear him whisper almost breathless. “Ah . . . this. Feels.  So.  good.” His words are my motivation. I start to move a little faster and I can feel him deeper in my mouth touching the back of my throat. I peek up at him and his head is thrown back against the seat and his eyes are shut tight as he absorbs the pleasure I am giving him. I need him to know that I’m sorry. I need him to know that I love him. I continue to bob my head with those things in mind. I can tell that I’m pleasing him, and that is turning me on. I love him, I don’t want to lose him. I take him deeper into my mouth and he reaches up to grab the back of the seat, slightly twisting his body as he takes in the pleasure. “Darling,” he says through his harsh breathing, “I’m about to come.”  
 
    I start to pump him with my hand while I’m sucking to assist with his orgasm, teasing him with my tongue and then taking him deep into my mouth. Moments later, I feel a warm juicy squirt in the back of my throat, as I hear him whisper my name telling me that he loves me. I pump him dry and swallow everything that comes out of him and then sit on the seat next to my, now sated, boyfriend. He looks at me and smiles, all evidence of his earlier frustration gone, then kisses me on my cheek then my lips. I grab a towel, wet it with water from one of the bottled waters and then wipe him off. When I’m finished, he pulls up his pants and then pours us a glass of apple juice while I put my bra and t-shirt back on. 
 
    “You need to upset me more often,” he says giving me a kiss on my temple. 
 
    “And why is that?” I ask with a smile, already knowing what he is referring to.  
 
    He lets out a satisfied sigh. “That was some of your best work.”  
 
    “I’ve been working on perfecting my game,” I say flirtatiously. “You just keep treating me like a queen, and I’ll keep rewarding you.” 
 
    “Be my queen. Marry me,” he says looking deep into my eyes. 
 
    “One day soon. I promise.” I can tell my words cut him a bit.  
 
    “How about we get engaged and have a long engagement?”  
 
    “Heath, can we talk about this after you’re finished?”  
 
    “Okay fine,” he sighs.  “I just want some indication that you’ll be mine forever, Alicia. Something to say that you’re not in love with David anymore and that you belong to me. You really don’t understand the depths of my love for you. I’ve never felt this way about anyone . . . ever. I’ve never asked a woman to marry me so many times in my life.” 
 
    I knew it. I knew David’s pursuit of me is starting to get to him, but surely us being engaged isn’t going to fix that. I love Heath, and I feel in my heart that he won’t cheat on me, but I don’t know if I’m ready to take that dive into marriage just yet. We’ve only been dating for a little over three months. There has to be some timeframe to go by before talking engagement and marriage.  
 
    “The fact that I’ve moved all of my stuff into your place isn’t good enough? What about the fact that I make love to you every night, and that I spend all of my free time with you?” 
 
    “Then why is it so hard for you to give me the ultimate commitment? Do you still love him?” 
 
    “What? NO! Why does everything have to equate to me still loving David? Why can’t it be the simple fact that I don’t want to make the same mistake twice? You’re a great guy, but I’ve been burned before from love. I don’t want it to happen again,” I whisper the last part as I realize my own truths.  
 
    “So you think I’d break your heart?” He sounds hurt by my confession. 
 
    “No, I know you won’t hurt me. Just give me some time, we’ll get engaged, and for the record, it’s probably best to wow me with a proposal and stop asking after sex.” I laugh and then finish putting on my makeup. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re probably right,” he says with a laugh. 
 
    *** 
 
    When we arrive at London World, there are at least five hundred people waiting at Heath’s entrance. 
 
    “Wow, England has more groupies than America,” I say as I look and see that most of the people hanging out at Heath’s entrance are women with their best club outfits on. I mean, come on, we’re at an amusement park. There is no way in hell they’re going to make it all day in six-inch stilettos.  
 
    “Yeah, they’re like bees to honey, and to think before I met you I would have picked three of the hottest ones to take to my trailer to have sex with. True love really does change a man,” he says smiling nervously because I’m giving him a faux nasty side-eye. He kisses me with enough passion to give us both confirmation that he’s mine forever and it starts to make me rethink my views on marrying him.  
 
    “Are you ready?” Heath asks looking out of the window. 
 
    “Yes,” I say taking a deep breath.  
 
    He taps on the glass, Benjamin opens the door, and then we step out of the car hand in hand. I hear Heath’s name being called from every direction. He smiles and waves and even takes pictures with a couple of the people that are closer to the gate. Before we step into the entrance, he spots a little boy in a wheelchair holding a poster of Heath winning his last championship. Heath pulls a pen out of his pocket and asks the little boy, who told him that his name was Geoffrey, if he would like an autograph. After getting his autograph, Geoffrey asks Heath if he could take a picture with both of us. Heath asks me if it’s ok and I oblige, the kid is too cute. We take one picture smiling and then another being silly and then another as Geoffrey is hugging both of us saying ‘thank you’.   Before we leave, Heath gives Geoffrey and his family complementary tickets to get into the theme park for the next year and then we are on our way. The happiness in  Geoffrey’s eyes warms my heart.  
 
    We walk into the entrance and I start to think differently about Heath and what he does. Sure there are, and will always be, women who want to take my place in Heath’s life. Those are the fans that I can’t stand, but then there are little kids like Geoffrey who make Heath’s job worth it for him. The mere fact that he spotted him out of the crowd lets me know that he does what he does out of the love for his true fans and not just the attention that he gets.  
 
    London World has provided us with an awesome trailer. This thing has a bedroom, full size bathroom, a fully stocked kitchen and let’s not leave out the fully furnished living room. Heath plops down on the couch and looks at his watch. “We have an hour and a half before the park opens, would you like to lay down for a bit?” He asks.  
 
    The park doesn’t open for over an hour and you bitched me out for being five minutes late. I don’t say anything because I didn’t like it when he was mad at me earlier. 
 
    I sit down next to him and his phone rings. It’s Benjamin letting Heath know that his security is in place at the front of the trailer and that he is in the guest quarters if Heath needs him.  
 
    “Did you have any plans this weekend darling?” He asks, stroking my leg with one of his fingers.  
 
    “No, just to be here with you,” I say, stretching and yawning.  
 
    “I’d like to take you to my place in Weymouth when we leave here. We can go drop Benjamin off, grab some clothes and head out. It’s a little ways from The Vue, but it’ll be worth the drive.” 
 
    “I’ve heard of Weymouth. Is that where people go for vacation?” I ask, excited that my boyfriend owns a property in there.  
 
    “Well yes, I’d like to take you there to get away from everything for the next couple of days. Can you work remotely on Monday?” 
 
    I open my mouth to tell him no, but he cuts me off saying that he’ll introduce me to some friends of his that could be potential clients and I give in. I have to say that since I’ve been with Heath, my focus on work has been a little slack. I’ve been bringing in clients and the company is strong, but I’ve taken more days off in the last three months than I’ve done since I started working for Stansbury. Is it because I’ve finally found someone worth relaxing with? Someone who isn’t putting the extra pressure on me to stay home and have babies for a living? It’s in this moment that I realize that Heath St. James completes me. He’s the missing piece to my life puzzle; someone who respects my career and my decisions.  I tell myself that with the proper proposal, I will accept his hand in marriage. I love him and I don’t think I will ever get another chance at love this close to perfect. So, in the near future, I will seal the deal and say yes. 
 
    *** 
 
    I’m sitting in a limousine taking in the scenery of a beautiful outside wedding and the grounds look immaculate. Rows and rows of chairs covered with white covers and blue sashes are perfectly lined up with an aisle positioned down the middle. Grand vases holding beautiful white flowers are positioned everywhere, giving off an intimate feeling. There are hundreds of people here and they are now taking their seats. The groom is at the end of the aisle with what appears to be a minister. I watch as three bridesmaids in blue dresses and three groomsmen in white tuxedos walk down, and then separate at the end of the path. When the maid of honor walks down the aisle, I give her a closer look.  
 
    That’s Tamia! 
 
    I focus a little harder and notice that the groom is Heath.  
 
    What the fuck? Where am I? 
 
    “Sweetheart, are you ready?” I hear the voice of my father next to me. I look over at him and nearly jump out of my skin. “There is no reason to be afraid, baby girl, you’re marrying for love this time. No one talked you into this one. I have to admit I like this Heath guy. He makes you smile.”  
 
    “Auntie Licia, you look so pretty!” I look over and see Brittany giggling and holding a basket with rose petals in it.  
 
    Of course Brittany will be my flower girl. 
 
    Benjamin opens the door for me and my father is immediately at my side with Brittany in front of us  trailing a path of flowers down the grassy aisle way as we trail behind. We make it to the alter and there he is in a white tuxedo handsome as ever, Heath St. James.   
 
    I’m marrying Heath St. James.  
 
    *** 
 
    “Alicia,” Heath whispers, waking me from my dream.  “We have to be in place in twenty minutes.”  
 
    My eyes flutter open and I’m greeted with his enchanting smile. He’s so fucking dreamy. I scratch my eyes to make sure I’m really here and now and then I stretch and yawn. “I just had the strangest dream,” I say as I make my way to the bathroom to freshen my makeup.  
 
    “Oh really? How so?” Heath asks standing in the doorway of the bathroom.  
 
    “We were getting married.” I watch his eyes stretch wide in the mirror. “But . . . that wasn’t the weird part. The weird part was that my father was there giving me away.”  
 
    He looks concerned.. “Darling, I can see where that could be a concern for you, but I think that he’ll be watching from the Heavens smiling down on us both.”  
 
    I look at him and give him a tight smile. 
 
    “We have to head out now,” he says looking at his watch.  
 
    *** 
 
    Heath has to have writer’s cramp with the number of autographs he’s signed today. Bridgecam Racing must be bigger than soccer here. He left before the line ended because the ribbon cutting ceremony is about to start. Heath and I walk over to the rollercoaster that was built in his namesake and then takes pictures. I notice David coming up the sidewalk and he is not alone. Lauren is with him and she is pushing a stroller.  
 
    This motherfucker will do anything possible to make my life a living hell. I roll my eyes upon their arrival. 
 
    “Mr. St. James, we meet again,” David says when he walks up. They shake hands.   
 
    “Mr. Barfield, it’s nice to see you as always,” Heath responds back. 
 
     How could Heath be so cordial when he knows the malicious attempts this motherfucker has made to ruin our relationship? I want to punch his ass in the face and slap the shit out of his little bitch, too. 
 
    “Alicia, I haven’t seen you in forever. How have you been?” Lauren asks as she hooks her arm around David’s  
 
    Bitch don’t talk to me. “I’m well, thank you,” I say as business like as I possibly can.  
 
    “Would you like to meet Olivia?” She asks, and no sooner than she does, I feel a twinge of pain in my heart. This bitch knows what she’s doing.  
 
    Heath grabs my hand and caresses the back of it with his thumbs. He notices Lauren’s game, too. “Sure, I’d love to meet her,” I say with a smile on my face.  
 
    Lauren grabs her  baby out of the stroller and hands her to me so that she is cradled in my arms. She looks at me with those big hazel eyes and chubby cheeks and just smiles. I start to regret not having David’s baby. Holding this innocent little girl in my arms makes me want a baby of my own. Maybe one day soon Heath and I will try. I look up at Lauren who looks as if she’s enjoying my private pain. “Hey Olivia-Skye,” I say focusing my attention on this pretty little girl in my arms, “it’s nice to finally meet you. You’re just as beautiful as that picture your daddy showed me the day after you were born.” 
 
    “What?” Lauren says, sounding a combination of confused and angry. “Did you just say you saw David the day after I gave birth to Olivia, and how did you know her name was Olivia-Skye?” 
 
    If I let David’s girlfriend know what he’s been up to, maybe he will just leave me alone. Heath lets out a soft chuckle because he knows exactly what I’m doing. “Oh, David didn’t tell you? He visited me for about five days back when I first moved here, but don’t worry, nothing happened because I don’t want his no-good ass.” 
 
    “Then why was he here?” Lauren asks. She’s mad as hell now, and I don’t know if she was directing that question to me or David. I look over at him and he has that please-don’t-do-this-here look on his face. 
 
    “To try to win me back,” I say simply. “And he hasn’t given up his quest, might I add.” 
 
    “Smile!” A photographer says. We all stop our conversation and smile for the camera.  
 
    No sooner than the flash finishes, Lauren is in my personal space taking her baby out of my arms.  
 
    Heath chuckles a little louder this time as Lauren puts Olivia back into her stroller and storms off into the crowd in the direction they came from. David looks at me, his eyes squinted and his nose spread. He is furious, but I don’t give a flying fuck. They both asked for this.  
 
    “Why did you do that?” He asked. 
 
    “Because you and your little bitch keep showing up and attempting to make my life miserable. You’re playing with fire David. What I did was just a warning. If you keep it up I’m going to burn you.” I’m staring him square in the eyes. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” He asks calling my bluff. 
 
    “Your impromptu visit to my office on Monday, and how you insisted on stealing a kiss and professing your love to me.” 
 
    “Oh and let’s not forget Lindzi,” Heath interjects. “Lauren may not find out, but my little cousin has every right to know that you’re in a relationship.” 
 
    “Let me tell you something,” David says looking pointedly at Heath. “Alicia was my wife first, her father gave her to me and I will not stop until she is back in my arms.” 
 
    “Well that’s never going to happen because Heath and I are getting married,” I say without a second thought.  
 
    “What?” David asks, sounding mildly defeated. 
 
    “You heard her correctly. We’re getting married,” Heath says, holding me in his embrace from behind and kissing me lightly on the cheek making everything south of my shoulders hot with desire.  
 
    “You can’t do that!” David exclaims.  
 
    “And may I ask why not?” I ask him. 
 
    “Because you belong to me. You’re my first love. I still love you Alicia.” David’s sincere tone tugs at my heart, but it’s not enough to make me want to run into his arms. 
 
    “I’m sorry David, but I’ve made up my mind. I’m not in love with you anymore. I only love Heath and he’s going to be my husband soon. I need you to respect that.” 
 
    David looks at us both and then storms off in the direction  Lauren did . I turn to face Heath. “That was a good bluff, I’m glad he didn’t ask why you weren’t wearing a ring,” Heath says with a chuckle. 
 
    “It wasn’t a bluff. I do want to marry you,” I say watching his smile grow across his face. “Pending my awesome proposal.” He pulls me into his arms and holds me so tight I can barely breathe. 
 
    “This moment is better than winning any trophy or having any theme park ride named after me. This is a moment I’m going to cherish forever,” He whispers against my ear.  
 
    Moments later, David is back with Lauren who looks mad as hell. I smile a little knowing that I had something to do with that. Everyone gathers around the entrance of the ride and the director of the park introduces David as the engineer whose company worked diligently to build this amazing ride and when he introduces Heath, the crowd goes wild. Everyone is clapping and screaming which eventually grows into a full-on chant. Heath takes the scissors and cuts the big red ribbon in front of the entrance and then everyone begins to line up to get on the ride.  
 
    “Are you ready to go?” He pulls me to the side and asks. 
 
    “I thought you had to stay all day,” I say. 
 
    He chuckles. “We’ve been here for five hours, I’m tired and we still have to pack for Weymouth so that we can leave tonight.” He takes my hand and leads me back to his trailer so that we can grab the rest of our things. When we get there, two women that made it past security were naked on the sofa waiting on Heath’s return. When they see me, one of them quickly puts on her clothes and the other one asked me if I’d like to watch or join. The look on my face told her that I didn’t want to do either and she put on her clothes and leaves, too. 
 
    “I should have those bitches arrested for trespassing,” I say infuriated. 
 
    Heath laughs. “Unfortunately, sometimes this comes with the territory darling. There’s no need to get someone arrested over something so petty. Besides, if we weren’t together, I probably would have done them both on that sofa.” 
 
    I shake my head in disgust at him. “Nasty desperate bitches,” I spit. 
 
    “What’s the matter? The whole watch or join idea wasn’t your thing, eh?” Heath asks jokingly. 
 
    “Hell no!” 
 
    “It wasn’t a totally bad idea,” he says feigning a try-it-just-once-for-me smirk. 
 
    “Heath, don’t play with me.” 
 
    He pulls me into his arms laughing at my response. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    I wake up from my nap looking for Heath. Spending the day at London World has me more tired than I want to be, but it was refreshing to see Heath St. James the celebrity in action. I finally find him in the closet picking out clothes and finishing up a phone call with God knows who. He kisses me on my forehead and tells me to pack some warm clothes because it’s going to be in the mid-fifties by the sea.  I fill up two suitcases, pack my makeup and toiletries, and  then get dressed choosing a pair of skinny jeans, a cream knit sweater, and pair of brown Ugg Boots. Heath makes fun of me for being overdressed, but the Floridian in me knows I need to bundle up because fifty-five degrees is cold as hell. When I finish packing I walk out of the closet and Heath is sitting on the sofa on another phone call. He instructs me to sit on his lap as he continues his conversation with whoever  is on the other line.  
 
    “Thank you so much sir . . . no, no, I appreciate you keeping me in the loop on this . . . Yes, my main concern is keeping her safe.” 
 
    Keeping who safe? 
 
    “I wish I could find a way to tie her to it but  even my private investigator can’t find a connection . . . Well thank you again sir . . . likewise.” He hangs up and then pulls me closer to him.  I snuggle my head against his chest loving the warmth of it. 
 
    “Albert is trying to get a bond hearing.” That news makes me grip him tight. “It’s okay my love, my friends at the courts are denying them every time his lawyer presents one. There is no way he’s getting out anytime soon. Right now I have someone investigating Nadia to try to connect her to Albert’s little vendetta but so far they have nothing. Albert was just a fool for her and now he’s going to go to jail for attempted rape and attempted murder.” 
 
    “Poor Albert,” I say  
 
    “Poor Albert? Ha! That bastard tried to kill you and you feel sorry for him? To make matters worse, I honestly don’t know if Nadia had anything to do with this at all. Albert has been cold and distant toward me since the whole Switzerland incident.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I ask. 
 
    “I’m saying that Albert may have targeted you to get to me because if he lost his job, he wouldn’t know how to function in society. He knows that I’m so in love with you that I wouldn’t be able to make it without you anymore. He wants me to feel lost and alone like he would have been if I took his job away from him.” 
 
     My sympathy for Albert went out of the window with  Heath’s little epiphany. Nadia may not have had anything to do with Albert’s attack on me, but I’m not going to write off the possibility that she could have either. That bitch doesn’t want me with Heath any more than Lauren wanted me with David, but this time I’m not going to give up so easily. Heath is my forever guy, and I won’t let anyone ruin what we have.  
 
    “I don’t care; I still don’t trust Nadia,” I say to him. 
 
    “Nadia may be conniving but she’s no murderer. My gut is telling me that Albert acted alone.” He stands up with me still in his arms, puts me down and then kisses me on the cheek. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore, let’s go enjoy the rest of our weekend. I’ve talked to my parents and they are vacationing in Weymouth as we speak.” 
 
    “Same house?” I ask 
 
    “No, just  the same neighborhood.”  I look at him, silently asking him how close their house is. “Next door,” he says answering my unspoken question.  
 
    Oh great, now I have to deal with his mum. I roll my eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorry Alicia, but at one point we were a close-knit family.” He sighs, “We can go somewhere else if you’d like, but I really want to show you the house.” 
 
    I think about it for a moment and then give in. I can’t dodge his mother for the rest of my life. Besides, we’re going to be family soon. 
 
    “Great, let’s get on the road. It’s about two hours to Weymouth.” 
 
    On our way to the elevator, I hear Heath groaning under his breath.  
 
    “What is your problem?” I ask as the elevator door closes shut. 
 
    “Your ass is looking fatter in those jeans,” he says, letting go of his suitcase handle and grabbing two handfuls of my behind and then kissing me chastely on the lips, sending a sensation from the top of my head to the apex of my thighs. It doesn’t help that I got him off earlier today and left myself hot and horny. I reach up and grab his face with both of my hands, kissing him back with enough passion to show him that I want him. “I know you’re horny and I promise that I will finish you off as soon as we get to the house,” he says right before the elevator doors open. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Alicia, we’re here,” Heath says waking me up from the sweet continuation of my dream of our wedding. I wish my daddy was here to give me away. 
 
     I yawn and stretch, and then meet his gaze.    
 
    “You need a vacation because you fall asleep every moment you get,” Heath says. “Call Carolina and tell her you won’t be in for the whole week. You can work from here.” 
 
    “I’ll think about it,” I say through another yawn.  
 
    “I’m serious Alicia. You don’t have to be a workaholic to get the job done. That’s the roll of the people who work for you. All you need to do is ensure that they do their jobs.”  
 
    “Ok,” I say not wanting a lecture on how to run my fucking company. I get out of the Range Rover to get a good look at Heath’s house. It’s three stories high and made completely of glass, except the roof and the sides. 
 
    Seriously Heath, how much money do you have? 
 
    I turn around only to see that his house is closed in behind an iron gate. 
 
    “Do you like it?” He asks trying to read my expression. 
 
    “It’s beautiful. I’ve never seen anything like it before,” I say almost at a whisper. 
 
    “As soon as we’re married, it’ll be yours, too. We can vacation here as much as you like and even invite Tamia, Marcus and Brittany down,” he says with a smile and then takes my hand and walks me into the house to give me a tour. The outside doesn’t give it any justice. This place is awesome. My favorite feature of the house is the backyard where grass leads all the way to the seawall. I can definitely sit here and enjoy this view every day.  
 
    We end the tour in the living room where I sit down on the sofa. Heath lays down with his head in my lap and his feet resting on the arm of the chair. 
 
    “This place is dreamy,” I say to him as I run my fingers across the top of his head thinking about how much simpler life is with him. Sure, Heath has his crazy ex-fiancé, the wild groupies, and the paparazzi that just won’t go away, but he doesn’t let that get in the way of his love for me. I’m his one and only no matter what.  David couldn’t handle that kind of pressure. He folded at the little attention he was getting from Lauren and started sleeping with her as if our marriage meant absolutely nothing to him. Marriage would be easier with Heath and I think that’s what my dream was telling me. My daddy came back to let me know that he approves of Heath and our love for one another because it is genuine; we don’t have our mothers in our ears telling us that this is the right thing to do for the “families”. As a matter of fact, Heath’s mother hates me and he still wants to marry me. I smile at the thought of being Alicia St. James and Heath catches it. 
 
    “What are you smiling about?” He asks. 
 
    “I’m just thinking about how we barely know one another and I’ve agreed to marry you,” I say with a schoolgirl giggle. 
 
    “I disagree . . . We live together Alicia. I think we know enough about one another to get married. We can just learn the rest along the way.” His returning smile makes my heart skip a beat. I bend down to give him a quick kiss on the lips. He’s so sweet, he knows just what to say and when to say it.   
 
    He sits up and pulls me on top of him so that I am straddling his lap.  I tilt my head to one side playfully staring at him and he mirrors my movement with a silly grin plastered on his face.  “Alicia St. James,” he says in that voice that makes the muscles in my little lady clench. I smile at him as he starts to massage my thighs. “It has a nice ring to, it doesn’t it?” He asks. 
 
    “It will after I get my awesome proposal,”  
 
    He lets out a sexy groan in agreement then he pulls me closer and we start to kiss, all lips and tongue. I wrap my arms around his neck and our kiss deepens. I can feel his erection bulging through his jeans and my hips start to rock back and forth against him in an attempt to alleviate the excruciating pain I’m feeling between my thighs. The pain that I’ve been wanting him to take care of since I sucked him up in the limo this morning. He puts his hands on my hips guiding me slowly and sensually across him because he knows that this is what I need from him at the moment. Not letting up from our kiss, he stands to his feet still holding me at my hips and my little lady clenches tighter because she knows what’s about to happen. His phone rings and he takes it out of his pocket to answer it and I start working on his neck kissing and suckling it.  
 
    “Hold on mum. I’m opening the gate right now,” he says and I stop in my tracks and look at him. “My parents are at the gate,” he says looking as disappointed as I feel. 
 
    I groan out of frustration. 
 
    “Go to the room. I’ll let them in and tell them to hold on,” he says quickly devising a plan. 
 
    “Heath, I’m not having sex with your parents in the house,” I say half angry and half amused. I climb down out of his hold. “We need to figure out something because I’m horny and if I don’t have an orgasm soon, no one is going to have a good night.” 
 
    “How do you think I feel Alicia? I’m about to answer the door for my parents and I’m as stiff as iron.”  
 
    I look down at him and he is not lying. Seeing his erection against his jeans makes my mouth involuntarily water. He grabs himself and does a weird half-squat to reposition it so that it isn’t as noticeable. I let out a chuckle because right now my situation doesn’t seem so bad.  
 
    “Kiss me,” he says and I reach up and give him a quick kiss on the lips. No sooner than I do, the doorbell rings. “Can you answer the door while I figure out what to do with myself?” He asks and then runs into the bathroom. 
 
    The doorbell rings again and I run down the hall toward it. I can see his mother through the glass door and I mentally roll my eyes because I haven’t seen her since the night Albert attacked me.  
 
    I do not have time for Himaya and her bullshit tonight. 
 
    When I open the door, I am greeted with a fake smile from her and an all-toothed genuine smile from Heath’s father.  
 
    “Good evening,” I say to them both and then move out of doorway to let them in.  
 
    “I didn’t know you were going to be here. Where is my son? It’s been forever since the last time I’ve seen him,” Himaya says as she walks right past me. 
 
    Well hello to you, too, bitch. 
 
    Raymond gives me a half-smile and a shrug as an apology for his wife’s messy greeting. “Good evening Alicia. How are you?” He asks giving me a hug. Then he whispers, “Heath told me that you informally accepted his proposal, but his mother isn’t aware yet.” 
 
    I stand back and look at him. “Good,” I say with a nod. 
 
    “Then let me informally congratulate you,” he says winking at me. “Ada and Chauncey are coming down tonight,” he says as we walk down the hall. 
 
    “Oh really? Heath didn’t tell me that.” 
 
    “I don’t think he knows. I was talking to her and mentioned that you two were coming here for a couple of days and I thought it would be nice to have the whole family in attendance. I hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    “Oh no of course not. I love Ada and I love the relationship that she and Heath have. I don’t really have a family, so watching you guys is like a breath of fresh air.” 
 
    “You have family. We’re your family. 
 
    “Aww, thanks Mr. St. James.” 
 
    Heath and Himaya are sitting on the adjacent sofas when Raymond and I make it to the living room. I take a seat next to Heath and he grabs my hand and starts to stroke the back of it. 
 
    “What are you doing for dinner? I have some important business I’d like to discuss with you,” Himaya asks. 
 
    “Well, Alicia and I are probably going to just order some take out and lounge around the house tonight because we’re both kind of tired. What is it that you’d like to discuss?” Heath’s tone is as if he knows she came there for something. 
 
    “I need you to talk to your colleagues at the courts about getting Albert’s bail granted. I’ve already arranged for him to have a lawyer and I’m willing to pay his bail.”   
 
    Is this lady serious? Why does she think that Heath will try to help the man who tried to ruin both of our lives get out of jail? Does she really hate me that much that she refuses to believe that Albert attacked me? Or does she want Albert out so that he will try to attack me again? My heart rate is increasing and I can feel my breath speeding. 
 
    “Mother, why on Earth do you think I would do such a thing?” Heath is not shouting but anger is present in his voice. “Albert tried to rape my girlfriend and told her that he was ordered to kill her, he can rot in there as far as I am concerned. And I won’t sleep well until I find a way to tie Nadia to this, too, I know that she has it out for Alicia.” 
 
    “So you’re going to believe  the story of some American trash over your friend since childhood and your first love?” 
 
    Trash? 
 
    “Himaya!” Raymond interjects. “Apologize to Alicia this instant.” 
 
    “I will do no such thing. I don’t understand why Heath can’t see that this bitch is after his fame and fortune. She loves being in the spotlight. She’s been on every tabloid in England in the last couple of weeks.” 
 
    Bitch? Ok she’s gone too far. 
 
    “Mrs. St. James,” my tone is respectful. “You may feel the way you choose to feel about me, but let’s get a couple of things straight. I am not now, nor have I ever been anyone’s trash or bitch, so I’d appreciate it if you’d never refer to me as either. Alicia will do just fine. Secondly, you may believe what you’d like about what happened between Albert and me, but I know the truth. I’m not the type of woman who enjoys multiple partners and furthermore, how could I when your son keeps me wrung out and sated? For the record, I don’t like being on the front of anyone’s magazine, however, I do love spending time with Heath and if that means I have to take a picture while I’m out in public, then so be it. You may not like me, but I’d appreciate if you’d respect me because I’ve been nothing shy of respectful to you. Oh, and um, you might as well get used to having me around because Heath and I have been planning our future and it looks like I’m not going anywhere anytime soon.” I’m staring her straight in the face. I want to rip her fucking head off. 
 
    I know I just hit a nerve, and I don’t care. She needs to know to respect me and my position in Heath’s life. 
 
    “Ha! Don’t you know that you’re a rebound fling? Heath is still in love with Nadia. She is who he is going to marry.” Himaya’s voice is menacing. It would kill her if I told her Heath and I are planning to marry.                             
 
    “Mum, I’ve had enough of you for one day and it seems as though you still can’t accept my decision to love Alicia, so I’d like it very much if you would leave my house,” Heath says in my defense. 
 
    “Dad, I’m sorry, but she can’t be here if she can’t respect Alicia.” 
 
    His father nods telling him that he understands his decision. 
 
    “So you’re choosing that bitch over me?” Himaya asks angrily. 
 
    “Her name is Alicia and until you can refer to her as that, I don’t want you coming to any of my residences, because most likely she will be there and I don’t want her to feel uncomfortable where she lives. Good night mother,” he says standing and showing her to the door. 
 
    “I’m really sorry that she is so cold to you Alicia,” Raymond says. 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” I answer, noticing for the first time that my face is wet from tears.  
 
    Raymond turns and follows his wife out the door. 
 
    “Darling, I’m so sorry,” Heath says pulling me into his embrace. 
 
    “Why is she so bitter towards me?” I ask through my tears. 
 
    “Because she knows that I’m in love with you and all of the chances she has getting Nadia and me together are obsolete.” 
 
    “I’ve never been treated this badly in my life.” 
 
    “I know darling, and it will never happen again. Not if I can help it.” He rubs my back and lets me cry until I cry myself to sleep.  
 
    *** 
 
    I wake up to my growling stomach and no Heath, but the minute I sit up I can see him sitting under the moon by the seawall. I grab my jacket and pull on my boots and walk out to where he is.  
 
    “Hey,” he says when I sit down next to him. 
 
    “Hey,” I respond  
 
    “How was your nap?” 
 
    “Refreshing,” I say with a smile. “Why are you out here in the cold?” I ask after a moment of silence. 
 
    “This is where I come to think.” 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    “Us,” He says with a smile. 
 
    “Well . . . what did you come up with?” I ask nudging him playfully. 
 
    “That your happiness means more to me than anything in the world and I can’t wait to make you my wife.” He stands, grabs my hand to help me stand and then pulls me into his embrace. We’re standing here listening to the calm rustling of the sea and letting the moonlight pour over us as we hold one another. This is probably the simplest yet most romantic experience I’ve ever had. “I love you Alicia McAllister,” he whispers in my ear just before he kisses it, chastely, waking up my little lady from her unproductive frustrating day. 
 
    “I love you, too, Heath,”  I say nearly breathless from everything going on at the moment. 
 
    “I want you to know that I’m going to do everything in my power to make sure you feel like the most important woman in the world. I’m going to protect you, love you and honor you until the day I die.” He grabs my left hand, drops down on one knee, and my floodgates open. He reaches into his pocket and places a beautiful diamond ring on halfway up my finger. “Darling, will you please make me the happiest man on Earth and marry me?” He asks with tears in his eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” I say through my own tears. He stands to his feet, picks me up and twirls me around and then starts walking toward the house with me still in his arms. “Where are we going?” I squeal playfully. 
 
    “To bed,” he answers gruffly. 
 
    “But I just woke up,” I say  
 
    “We’re going to bed, but only for me to give you what I’ve been trying to give you all day. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    *** 
 
    I wake up to the sun shining through the glass walls of the house.  My body feels like it’s been hit by a freight train and my little lady is still throbbing and pulsating from last night’s activities with Heath. I smile as I briefly reminisce about how we made love for hours on end and how he made me come so many times that I lost count. I’m drained, tired, and dehydrated, but I am beyond satisfied.  
 
    I yawn, stretching my arms out in front of me getting a good look at my engagement ring for the first time, and it is huge! It has  to be every bit of ten carats, and I’m not really knowledgeable on cuts, but I’m sure the solitary diamond is princess cut. It’s without a doubt bigger than the one that David gave me making me briefly wonder, again, how rich Heath actually is.  
 
    I carefully roll out of bed, put on my bathrobe and then start searching the house for Heath. I find him on the terrace drinking a cup of tea and talking to someone on the phone. I run back into the room, pull on my boots and then go outside to join him sitting down in the chair across from him. 
 
    “Thank you Benjamin. I’ll see you in a bit,” he says before he hangs up. “Good morning my fiancé. I trust that you slept well given that it’s nearly noon and you’re just getting out of bed,” he says teasing me. 
 
    “I slept just fine thank you,” I say giving him a faux pout. “But I’m hungry because my future husband decided that screwing my brains out was more important than feeding me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I just got a little carried away. It’s not every day that the woman of my dreams accepts my proposal.” He smiles. 
 
    “Speaking of proposals, where in the hell did you get this ring?” I ask because I just need to know. 
 
    “Is it not up to your standard? I can change it. I didn’t want to overwhelm you.” 
 
    “Heath, the ring is absolutely gorgeous but you didn’t have to go out and buy something this big.” 
 
    “I just wanted something to reflect how happy you make me. I know you said you wanted an awesome proposal, but last night when I was sitting by the sea wall all I could think about was making you mine forever. Then when you came out, you looked so beautiful sitting next to me and it made me realize how badly I wanted you. I wasn’t supposed to ask you until tonight, I had people coming over and I was going to propose with a firework show but I just was so taken over by my love for you that it kind of slipped.” 
 
    “Heath, I was just playing about the proposal, and honestly, I don’t think anything could top the way you asked me. It was beautiful and heartfelt and genuine.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear that, but I still have people coming over tonight, so we’ll just announce our engagement then. Is that alright with you?”  
 
    “That works for me,” I say with a smile. Then my stomach loudly reminds me that I haven’t eaten since yesterday afternoon. 
 
    He laughs. “There is no food here, so let’s get showered and go grab a bite to eat. Benjamin will be here in a couple of hours with clothes for tonight.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Heath has really outdone himself with this party. Everything is perfect. There are tables aligned and simply decorated under the moonlight with candles burning to give off a romantic feel and the DJ is playing smooth R&B. What more can a girl ask for? Because it’s cool out, Benjamin brought me a pair of skinny jeans, a red silk top, black blazer, and my black Christian Louboutin stilettos. Heath is looking hot as hell in his fitted jeans, beige shirt and signature Gucci loafers. There are lots of people here, but I only know a handful of them. Ada and Chauncey are here which makes me really happy, Raymond is here but his wife is nowhere to be found. Ada and Raymond offer me their apologies for the way Himaya acted toward me yesterday. I accepted, but told them it wasn’t necessary. Benjamin is also here as a guest and it’s nice to see him outside of his traditional butler tuxedo drinking a beer and relaxing.   
 
    “Alicia, I’ve been meaning to raid your closet since the weekend Chauncey and I stayed with you and Heath. Now that we’re going to be sisters, it won’t seem so much like stealing,” Ada says all too excited about Health’s and my engagement. “Let me get a good look at your ring.” She takes my offered left hand and her face drops. “Holy shit! This thing is three times larger than the one he gave Nadia. He really really loves you.” 
 
    “We love each other and I don’t need a ring this big for him to prove that to me,” I say with a big gushing smile on my face. 
 
    “Well, I’ll take it if you don’t want it,” she says jokingly. 
 
    We both laugh.  
 
    Heath and Chauncey walk over to where Ada and I are standing. Heath, with a beer in hand, wraps his arms around me from behind. “Are you enjoying yourself darling?” Heath whispers in my ear after kissing the back of my neck. 
 
    “Everything is great. You did a really great job. Thank you,” I respond. 
 
    “Come with me. I’d like to introduce you to a couple of people. Just do me a favor tonight and don’t be Alicia the investment banker, be Alicia the newly engaged woman. Can you do that for me?” He asks looking me in my eyes for the truth. 
 
    I take a deep breath. “Yes.”  
 
    After meeting half of the corporate officers from The St. James Company, two of Heath’s college friends, and the priest from the church he grew up in and getting all of their feedback, it is safe to say that Heath loves and adores me.  
 
    Ada pulls me out of a conversation with Heath and one of the members of his pit crew to introduce me to her best friend, Bethany, who just arrived and wanted to ask me questions about an internship position. As I am giving her the information, my attention is diverted to the couple that just arrived.  I roll my eyes when I realize it’s Lindzi . . .  accompanied by . . . David. 
 
     What the fuck. Why can’t I get rid of him? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    “Alicia, it’s good to see you again,” Lindzi says giving me an awkward one arm hug. “Congratulations on your engagement,” she says clapping excitedly like she’s actually happy for me. “May I see your ring?” 
 
    I offer her my hand and she lets out a fake gasp. She doesn’t care about me being engaged to Heath, she just wants  confirmation that David can be all hers. 
 
    Little does she know. 
 
    “That is absolutely gorgeous, isn’t it honey?” She says to David. 
 
    “Yes it is,” David grumbles a response. “Congratulations on your engagement Alicia,” he says sounding like he’d practiced that one line all the way here. 
 
    Heath is at my side in no time. “Lindzi, David, what a pleasant surprise,” he says as he hugs Lindzi and then shakes David’s hand.  I can hear a slight undercurrent of anger in his tone. “Lindzi, may I speak to you for a moment?” Heath asks as he pulls his naïve cousin to the side leaving David and me to converse. I don’t want to talk to him so I look around hoping someone will call my name. 
 
    “So are you ready for this?” David asks breaking the awkward silence. 
 
    “As ready as I’ll ever be,”  I say forcing a smile because I really don’t want to be a part of this conversation . 
 
    He gives me an are-you-really-sure smirk. 
 
    “David, despite how you may feel, I love Heath very much and he feels the same way about me,” I say shutting down any doubt he may have about my engagement. 
 
    “Alicia, we just got divorced at the end of March. How is it possible that you can meet someone, fall in love, and get engaged all within six months?” Is that jealousy I hear in his voice? Where is his Barfield arrogance? 
 
    “There is no specific time frame that one needs to wait to know whether or not they have found love. Life with Heath is easy, the only expectation he has  for me is to love him. He doesn’t make me go to doctors, it’s not a requirement to give him babies, and most importantly, he supports my career.” 
 
    “So this has nothing to do with the fact that I showed up to London World with Lauren and Olivia and now I’m here with Lindzi?” 
 
    “Um no, and I think you’re a horrible person for what you’re doing to Lauren and Lindzi. You need to grow up and realize that the world doesn’t revolve around you, David. You have a daughter for Christ’s sake. How would you feel if when she is old enough to date or get married a man comes along and treats her the way you treat women?” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen because I’m going to protect my princess from anyone and anything that may hurt her,” he actually sounds like any concerned father. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s the same thing my dad thought, but he still gave me away to you. Grow up David. Cheating isn’t the “in thing” anymore. Choose someone and fall so deeply in love with her that nothing else in the world matters. That’s what Heath and I have done.” I’m tired of talking to him.  “Take care David and enjoy the rest of the party.” I walk off not giving him a chance to get another word in.   
 
    Why do I always find myself explaining my relationship with Heath to David? 
 
    “Alicia, is everything alright?” Raymond asks seeing my apparent frustration. 
 
    “Yes, thank you,” I say forcing a smile.  He smiles back and rejoins his conversation. I walk away finding the nearest chair to sit down in because my feet are killing me. 
 
    “I didn’t know she was going to bring him. I apologize.” Heath’s voice puts a smile on my face. 
 
    “Heath, I’m not worried about David being here. I’m actually glad he came so that he can see how I look when I’m genuinely happy.” I say rubbing my feet. 
 
    He places a chair down in front of me, grabs my foot, and then starts to massage it. I close my eyes giving in to his masterful hands. “I’m surprised that she brought him especially since I called and told her that he showed up at London World with Lauren. She doesn’t seem to care that he’s with another woman.” 
 
    “Maybe she has hidden self-esteem issues. Oh my God this feels so good.” I moan the last part. 
 
    “Oh get a room,” I hear a familiar voice say from behind me.  
 
    “Shut up Tamia, you’re just jealous because Marcus doesn’t rub your feet.” I think about it for a moment and then take my foot out of Heath’s hand and jump up. “Tamia!” I say when I turn around and see that not only Tamia, but Marcus and Heidi are here to join  the party. Tears immediately begin to flood my eyes when I realize how much I’ve missed them all; my American family. I turn around and hug Heath as hard as I can. Just when I think I couldn’t be more in love with this man he goes and does something like this. I formally introduce Heath to Tamia and Marcus and reintroduce him to Heidi. As we are all talking I notice that Tamia’s left hand has a glare coming from it making me automatically grab it and investigate further. I look wide eyed between her and Marcus and without  saying a word, I pull them into a three-way hug.  
 
    “He asked me last week,” Tamia says. “I was going to wait until you came home for Thanksgiving to tell you.”  
 
    “Oh my gosh, congratulations you guys,” I say happy that my friends have finally decided to tie the knot. 
 
    “Alicia, is that David over there?” Tamia asks sounding as confused as this situation is. 
 
    “Girl yes, he’s dating Heath’s cousin, but Lauren is somewhere up in a hotel room probably thinking he’s at a business dinner.”  
 
    “Heath’s cousin?” Marcus sounds as confused as Tamia. “How big is The United Kingdom?” 
 
    We all start laughing.  
 
    “If I could have everyone’s attention please.” Heath’s voice comes through the speakers. I didn’t notice that he’d walked away. Everyone turns to face the stage where he is standing. “I would like to thank you all for coming out this evening to celebrate with us. Alicia, darling, can you please come up here?” I walk up onto the stage, stand next to him and then he continues. “Tonight, I was going to ask this beautiful woman to make me the happiest man on Earth and accept my proposal, however, she made last night the single best night of my life by saying yes. Alicia, I want you to know that I love you more than anything and I won’t go to sleep at night until I know that you are safe and happy. Thank you for accepting my proposal and I can’t wait to make you Mrs. Heath St. James.” He pulls me into his embrace and starts to kiss me. I can hear cheering and applause from the party goers. My face is cold from the tears of joy running down my cheeks.  “Alright everyone, eat, drink, and enjoy the rest of the party.” Heath hands the microphone to the DJ and we walk off the stage being congratulated by people as we pass by on our way back to where Tamia, Marcus and Heidi are standing and they congratulate me again. 
 
    “Heidi, why didn’t you bring Bryan?” I ask 
 
    “He’s on the road this week.” She answers in that southern accent I miss so much. I hug her tight. 
 
    “How long are you guys here for?” I ask. 
 
    “Our plane leaves on Wednesday,” Marcus answers. 
 
    “Please tell me that you are staying here. I’ve missed all three of you so much and I want to spend as much time as I can with you until you go.” 
 
    “Heath said that we could stay here,” Heidi says. “This place is beautiful.” 
 
    I introduce Tamia, Marcus and Heidi to Heath’s family and they instantly hit it off. We enjoy the rest of the night talking, drinking and celebrating Heath’s and my newly engaged status. David kept looking over in our direction probably because he wanted to say something to Marcus. He knew better than to even think about walking over because Tamia would have chewed his ass up and spit him out. 
 
    When all the guests leave, we all retreat to the house and continue our night of fun telling stories and laughing at one another. This makes me happy because my family is meeting my new family and we can all be happy together. Finally, at about a quarter till three we all decide that it’s late and that we are going to bed.  
 
    “Heath, why did you buy a glass house where anyone can look and see what’s going on inside?” Tamia’s curiosity gets the best of her as she walks upstairs behind Heath who is showing them their rooms.  
 
    I’ve been wondering the same thing. 
 
    “I purchased this house because it’s different. You can see out but no one can see in here,” Heath answers simply. He shows everyone their room and then we walk down the hall to ours.  
 
    “Tonight was perfect Heath, thank you for everything,” I say as I take off my clothes and look in my suitcase for a night gown.  
 
    “You’re very welcome darling. What are you looking for?” He asks. 
 
    “Something to sleep in.” 
 
    “You don’t need any clothes, I’ll keep you warm.” He walks over to where I am and unbuckles my bra strap freeing my breasts before scooping me up into his arms making me  squeal. He lays me down on the bed and I grab my finger to take off my engagement ring. “Leave it on. It’s the only thing I want you to wear in bed tonight.” His words radiate from my ears all the way down to the apex of my thighs, waking up my little lady who immediately starts to swell.  
 
    He grabs my thong and slides it slowly down my thighs, down my legs, around my feet then tosses them to the side. He takes off his clothes throwing them in the same direction as he did my underwear. He climbs onto the bed and spreads my legs so that he can kneel between them. I’m looking up into the face of this handsome chocolate man, my fiancée. His pectorals are so hard and bulging and I want to touch them. His abs are so tight and sculpted I want to lick them. His erection, oh his erection is so long and hard I want to suck it until he comes in my mouth over and over again. I immediately start to salivate at the thought of my mouth sliding up and down his length. I pull myself up so that I am on my knees face to face with him and we start to kiss; a combination of rough and loving that makes my little lady start to liquefy. My body is so confused. I don’t know if I want to suck him up or let him inside of me. I push him back on the bed and attempt to put my mouth on him and he stops me.  
 
    “Darling, tonight is about you. Let me please you,” He says lovingly and then instructs me to lie back down on the bed. He repositions himself between my legs and then bends down to kiss me on my lips before he starts to trail his tongue down my neck then to my breasts sucking both of my nipples and leaving extra saliva on them making them harden and pull when the cool air of the room hits them. He leans back up then takes both of my nipples between his forefingers and thumbs and starts to squeeze them tight. I want to cry out but I immediately remember that we have guests in the house so I have to take this sensual torture.  He bends down and continues his journey down my body with his tongue still  rolling my nipples between his fingers.  
 
    He kisses the inside of both of my thighs making me squirm. My body is wound up and I’m feeling hot all over. The aching I was feeling in my little lady has returned and the pain is more excruciating this time. Heath is what I want. He is what I need. I want to plead with him to take this aching feeling away so that my body can relax again. I put my hand on my little lady and start to rub my clitoris in an effort to alleviate some of this pressure. Heath lets go of my nipples and then sits back on his heels watching me for a moment as I attempt to take my own body to ecstasy. I start to moan because it feels so good and the fact that he is watching me masturbate is so fucking hot. I throw my head back and start to roll my hips as my body starts to climb.  He grabs my hand stopping me. My heartbeat is out of control, my breathing is erratic and I’m mildly upset that he’s stopped me because all I want to do is have an orgasm. 
 
    “Darling, there is no need to rush, we have the rest of our lives to make love,” Heath says kissing the inside of one of my thighs, and then the other.  
 
    I close my eyes and let out a frustrated moan pleading with him to take me out of my misery and not even a moment later, I feel the tip of his tongue brush across my slick wet little lady. I grab the pillow next to me and put it on my face as he begins his journey to take me back to the top. He inserts two fingers in my opening and then positions his tongue on my clitoris and starts to work his magic, moving his fingers in and out while flicking his tongue across the most sensitive part of me. This feels beyond amazing. My body is wound up hot and tight like dynamite and I feel like at any second I’m going to blow. Then suddenly everything stops. I move the pillow from my face and search the darkness for his eyes so that he can see the pain on my face. 
 
    “Not yet,” he says. “I want you to come on me.” He positions himself so that he is sitting up with his back against the headboard. “Ride it.” He commands, and with those words I climb on top of him and slowly ease down as he inserts his long hard erection into me. Once I’ve taken all that I can, I start to move bouncing up and down with Heath holding my hips in assistance. It doesn’t take long for me to start feeling that aching pain I was experiencing moments ago; this only makes me bounce harder on him in hopes that it will go away. This feels so good. I grab Heath’s forearm to hold myself steady as my body starts to wind up again, this time I’m not letting him stop it.  “Come with me darling,” he says, digging his nails in my skin. My body responds to his command, and I start to feel like I’m spinning out of control. “Don’t stop darling, I’m almost there,” he says as he grips me tighter and then stills.  
 
    He slides down so that he is now laying on the pillow and I fall over laying my head on his chest. We fall asleep with him still inside of me. 
 
    *** 
 
    Heath and I both jump at the sound of a loud banging on his room door. 
 
    “Heath St. James you open this door this instant.” I hear Himaya saying on the other side of the door.  
 
    “Lady, I told you they were still asleep. What in the hell is your problem?” I hear Tamia say. 
 
    Heath and I jump up and throw on some clothes when we hear that Tamia is out there because she will be nowhere near as cordial to Himaya as I have been. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re marrying that gold-digging bitch.” Himaya sounds as upset as I thought she’d be. 
 
    “Bitch?” Tamia says. “Lady who are you calling a bitch?” 
 
    Heath pulls the door open and I walk up behind him. 
 
    “Mother, what is your problem? Why are you here?” Heath sounds utterly annoyed. 
 
    “What is this?” Himaya asks as she shoves a newspaper in Heath’s face. 
 
    Heath takes it from her, turns around and then shows the paper to me. “Oh look darling, we made the front page,” he says sarcastically. “It’s in ‘The Sun’ so it must be true,” he says with a laugh. “Darling, show my mother your ring.” 
 
    I hold my hand out showing off the beautiful rock her son so graciously purchased for me and she rolls her eyes. 
 
    “You two will marry over my dead body,” Himaya says. 
 
    “Mother, I’m not waiting for you to die,” Heath says then he turns to look at me. “I’m not waiting past next summer.” 
 
    I nod in agreement and then look over at Tamia who is staring at Himaya waiting on her to say one more disrespectful thing to me.  
 
    “Why do you hate Alicia so much?” Tamia asks Himaya. 
 
    “Who are you?” Himaya asks arrogantly. 
 
    “I’m Tamia. Alicia’s best friend. I ask you again, why do you hate Alicia so much?” 
 
    “Not that it’s any of your business, but Heath already has a future wife. She’s a model.” 
 
    “You can’t choose who Heath marries. He happens to be in love with my friend, so why can’t you just be happy for them?” Tamia sounds a lot calmer than she really is. 
 
    “Tamia it’s okay,” Heath interjects. “Mother, I told you two nights ago that if you can’t accept Alicia and my love for her, then I don’t want you around. I’m going to marry her and we’re going to have a family and we’re going to be happy.” 
 
    “Are you going to adopt this family? Because according to her ex-husband, he divorced her because she couldn’t have children,” Himaya says. 
 
    “Mother, you need to leave right now,” he says with no nonsense.  
 
    “Do what you must, but if you marry her I won’t be attending your wedding,” Himaya says then turns on her heels and storms out of the house. 
 
    I can’t believe David. Just to think, this asshole came here to celebrate my engagement to Heath and badmouthed me to the reporters behind by back. The part that hurts the most is that he claims to still love me, yet he does things like this to intentionally hurt me in an effort to win me back. He’s not going to let go. He’s going to do every twisted thing he can think of to ruin my relationship with Heath and what’s more messed up, is that even though he knows that  Heath and Lindzi are related, he’s going to end up hurting her in the process.   
 
    “Heath,” Tamia says. “No disrespect to you or your mother, but she can’t keep treating Alicia like that. I’ve told you time and time again that I’m the only family she has and I can’t tolerate someone mistreating her the way your mom is doing.” 
 
    “I agree with you but you’re wrong. I’m her family, too, and my mother is just going to have to learn to live with the fact that Alicia and I are in love and we’re going to be a family,” Heath says pulling me to his side and kissing me on the top of my head. 
 
    “I knew there was a reason I liked you,” Tamia says with a wink. “You guys come downstairs, Marcus and I are cooking breakfast.”   
 
     I slip on my bedroom shoes and follow Heath to the bathroom so that I can wash my face and brush my teeth. I can see the worry on his face that he is trying so hard to hide. I know he loves his mother and he wants her to accept his decision, but she is a stubborn woman which only makes things more difficult for Heath. I sit down on the edge of the tub and watch him as he finishes freshening up. 
 
    “Are you ok?” I ask, concerned about him. 
 
    “What do you mean? Of course I’m okay,” He answers attempting to reassure me. 
 
    “You don’t have to hide your feelings from me, I’m going to be your wife soon. I know how much you love your mother, so the fact that she’s not willing to accept our engagement has to hurt a little.” 
 
    He turns to face me. “Yes, it’s true. I do love my mother, but I love you in a different way and that overrides everything. You are who I’ve chosen to spend my future with and if she can’t accept that, then it’s her loss. You’re a great person and she’s the only one that doesn’t see it.” 
 
    I smile at him. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go see what Tamia has cooked up for us. I’ll have to see if it’s anything as good as your cooking.” He grabs my hand and we walk downstairs.  
 
    Marcus, Heidi, Raymond, Chauncey, and Ada are sitting around the living room talking and laughing as if their conversation from last night never ended, while Tamia and Benjamin put the finishing touches on the food.  
 
    “Oh look who decided to join us,” Heidi says jokingly. ‘’I didn’t think you two were going to come up for air.”  
 
    My cheeks heat out of embarrassment and I smile at her.  
 
    “Mum is upset with us for not telling her about the engagement,” Ada says to Heath. 
 
    “Yeah, she came over this morning and told me that she doesn’t approve. When is she  going to realize that I don’t need her approval?” Heath asks. 
 
    “I wish she was as easygoing as dad,” Ada says putting one arm around Raymond. “Our lives would be much simpler if she were.” 
 
    “That woman is impossible sometimes,” He says, exasperated. 
 
    “Hey, I know you two are upset but Himaya is still your mother and you need to respect her as such,” Raymond interjects. “Sure, she is difficult to deal with at times but it’s only because she wants what she feels  is best for you two. So let’s just give the mother-bashing session a rest, okay?”  
 
    “Yes sir.” They both say humbly.  
 
    “Alright everyone, breakfast is ready,” Tamia calls from the dining room and we all get up to enjoy the delicious breakfast my best friend has prepared for us. 
 
    *** 
 
    Tears run down my face as my friends board the St. James Company private jet to return to America. I really enjoyed seeing and spending time with them. Heidi, Ada, Tamia, and I shopped and hung out in Weymouth one day and then London City on the last day of their trip. I took Heidi to visit the Stansbury building and introduced her to Carolina and Patricia from HR. Heidi loves the building and she loves the way her area is set up. She mentioned to me more than once how beautiful London is and how she can’t wait to move here.  
 
    Heath holds me close to him when tears fill my eyes as I watch the plane holding my American family  leave in route to Florida. I’m starting to regret taking a job so far away from them. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Darling, is there a particular place you’d like to have the wedding?” Heath asks looking through one of the bridal magazines I purchased on my shopping trip. 
 
    Since it’s Wednesday, Heath and I decide to just hang out at home rather than driving all the way back to Weymouth for a couple of days. His mother and father are still there and she is still upset that Heath hasn’t changed his mind about marrying me.  
 
    “I’d like to get married in your pasture under the chestnut tree,” I say. 
 
    “That’s a lovely idea. When would you like to do it?” He asks. 
 
    “Next summer. It’ll give me enough time to lose the ten pounds you’ve helped me gain.”  
 
    “Those ten pounds look perfect on you,” he says reaching over and squeezing my thigh. “I called Uncle Richard and told him the good news and he was all too delighted. He will be throwing us another engagement party when we get to the states in November.” 
 
    “Well that’s nice of him.” Mr. Stansbury really is a standup guy, and he loves his niece and nephew.  
 
    “I do have one request for the wedding,” I say grabbing the magazine and sitting on his lap. 
 
    “And what’s that?” He asks. 
 
    “I want you to make up with your mother because I want her to be there.” 
 
    He lets out an annoyed groan. 
 
    “I’m serious Heath. My mother can’t be here and I know it would break your heart if Himaya doesn’t come. I understand that you want her to accept our relationship and that will probably never happen. Just try to make amends for me, okay?” 
 
    “Why is this so important to you?” 
 
    “Because I believe that the way a man treats his mother is the way he will treat his wife. I need you to at least try; If you put forth effort with your mom I know you’ll be willing to work on our marriage when things get hard.” 
 
    “Alicia, you know I’ll try when things get difficult in our relationship, I don’t feel the need to make up with my mother for that. If it means that much to you, I will talk to her when they come back from Weymouth.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I say kissing him on the cheek. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Happy birthday darling,”  Heath says waking me up from my sleep. It’s October twenty-second, my thirtieth birthday. I open my eyes to Heath standing in front of me in his gray sweatpants, and no shirt. “Benjamin made you breakfast and I’d like to feed it to you, and then if you’re up for it, I’d like to have you for dessert.” He says in that panty dropping voice and accent combination that makes me say yes to everything. I’m beyond thankful that my period went away a few days ago so that I can let him give me any birthday surprise he wishes to.                
 
    I sit up against the headboard and he brings my breakfast to me; pancakes, bacon, eggs, orange juice and hot tea. He lays down next to me, baring every muscle from his waistline up and it’s kind of distracting me. 
 
    “Eat up darling. I was serious about dessert for breakfast. I haven’t tasted that little lady in almost a week and I’m craving her.” Heath says in that voice that instantly turns me on and makes my appetite go away. I put my tray on the floor and he pins me down on the bed and starts to give me the best birthday wake up of my life. 
 
    *** 
 
     
 
    I take off my shoes no sooner than Heath pulls my X6 into traffic. 
 
    “How was work darling?” He asks. 
 
    I sag further into my seat. 
 
    “That bad?” He chuckles. 
 
    Carolina didn’t care that it was my birthday. She scheduled back to back meetings with clients, investors and even a virtual meeting with Mr. Stansbury. I can’t get too upset with her because Stansbury Investment’s European Division hasn’t been opened six months and business is phenomenal. Today is just the beginning of very busy days since Heath and I will be leaving for the states in a couple of weeks. 
 
    Heath opens the door for me and when I walk in I’m greeted with everyone shouting, “Happy birthday.” That makes me smile, and my long hard day is soon forgotten. All of Heath’s family is here including Himaya, who is still having trouble with our engagement. Heath asked her to at least try and she’s doing her best.  
 
    After dinner and that awesome red velvet cake Benjamin made, we retreat into the living room to open the gifts that everyone bought me. Heath sits next to me and Ada hands me the gift from her and Chauncey first. I open the big box and pull out a black coat. 
 
    Ada laughs. “I know your southern bones won’t be able to stand your first winter here, so I decided to get you something that will keep you warm.” 
 
     “Thank you guys so much. I can use this now.” I say giving them both a big hug. 
 
    “Open ours now,” Himaya says with fake excitement handing me  two little boxes. 
 
    I open one and then the other and almost gasp when I see the beautiful diamond stud earrings and matching diamond pendant on a white gold chain.  “This is beautiful. Thanks you two,” I say giving  them both a hug. 
 
    I look over at Heath who is smiling. I can tell he’s happy that his mother is at least trying to get along with me. He sits down next to me and hands me an envelope. I open it and tears fill my eyes as I read what Heath has written: 
 
    I’ve loved you since the day we spoke on the phone earlier this year.
Every day I thank God that he blessed me to be a part of your life and I pray that I can do only the things that make you the happiest woman in the world. I love you with all  my heart and soul and I can’t wait to make you my wife. 
 
    Your loving fiancé, 
 
    Heath 
 
    P.S. Get rid of everyone so that we can make love until the sun comes up. 
 
    I giggle at the last part because he’s silly and I don’t know what else to say to that. He asks me to hold out my arm and when I do he fastens a diamond tennis bracelet around it. I give him a big hug and kiss too inappropriate for his parent’s eyes.  
 
    “I didn’t know what to get you because you already have everything,” he says against my lips. 
 
    “No, everything is perfect. I couldn’t have asked for more than tonight,” I say.  
 
    We finish out the night talking about how things are going and our impending trip to the states. Everyone is engaged in the conversation except for Himaya who is playing on her phone. Raymond says something to her but she insists that she needs to respond to her emails and that she is listening.  
 
    We sit around enjoying one another’s company until Himaya says that she was tired and ready to go. Heath and I walk everyone to the door and say our good-byes. Heath closes the door and turns around and gives me an are-you-ready smirk. 
 
    “What?” I ask knowing full well what that look means.  
 
    “I believe I made a promise to you at the end of the card and I’d like to fulfill it,” he says in that voice. He scoops me up into his arms and heads upstairs, not stopping until he throws me down on the bed. “For your thirtieth birthday, I plan to make you come thirty times. Are you up for that Alicia?” 
 
    I gasp because there is no way in hell I’m going to have thirty orgasms, but I wouldn’t mind trying.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    “Alicia, come on we’re going to be late. Why are we always late because of you?” Heath calls from downstairs. He sounds frustrated. “Benjamin has everything loaded up in the car, what else can you possibly need that we can’t buy when we get to Orlando?” 
 
    It’s November and it is freezing in England. Right now I’m looking for a coat that is big enough to help me fight the cold until I get to the sunshine state. I’ve been sick for the last couple of days with a stomach bug that won’t go away, and, on top of that, I’m getting over the flu. I look terrible; my face is puffy, my nose is runny, and my eyes are watery and to make things worse, the combination of sicknesses has been making me throw up everything I eat. The doctor prescribed me antibiotics but the cough and runny nose are still hanging around. I put on two pairs of socks and my Ugg boots, a beanie cap, a scarf, and then throw on the coat that Ada and Chauncey bought me for my birthday over my sweater before I walk downstairs where my fiancée is impatiently waiting on me. When he sees me he smiles and lets out a little chuckle. “Darling it’s not that cold outside.” 
 
    “Not to you, but I’m freezing my behind off. I’m already sick and I can’t afford to feel any more miserable.” I say as we walk out onto the elevator.  
 
    I’m so excited! I’m going back to America for the first time since I left in May, and Heath and I have a new condo to christen when we get there. At my request, we’ve set up an appointment with Dr. Jones tomorrow so that we can talk about some fertility treatments and possibly freeze some of my eggs so that Heath and I can try to start a family after we get married. We both agree that if it doesn’t work out, then we will look into adoption after I’m thirty-five.   
 
    We pull up to the private terminal at the London City Airport and Heath helps me up the steps to the St. James Company private jet and then goes back to help Benjamin load our things. Once they are finished, we say our goodbyes to Benjamin and tell him to enjoy his vacation and then we strap in as we prepare to take off. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Alicia, darling, wake up.” Heath says. I’m in the bedroom of the jet and I’m so sick that I can’t function. “We have to get strapped in because the plane is about to land.” Those words are like music to my ears. This flight has been absolutely the worst. The dinner the stewardess fed me made me throw up twice. Luckily, I brought my medication for nausea, because if I hadn’t the pilot would have been making an emergency landing.  
 
    Heath helps me strap myself in then he puts on his safety belt as the plane lands smoothly onto the runway at Orlando International Airport’s private terminal. I’m home and I plan on making it the best visit ever the minute I get better.  
 
    I step off of the plane and inhale the fresh Florida air that I’ve missed so much. There is something about the combination of a cool breeze and the sun beating down on your face that makes you appreciate being a Floridian. I grab two of my suitcases and my coat while Heath and the flight attendant take care of the rest of our things. I walk to the exit of the private terminal where Tamia, Brittany, and Marcus await our arrival. Brittany is holding a sign that says “Auntie Licia we love you” in glitter letters. I walk up to them but I don’t hug them.  
 
    “I swear I still have the flu.” I say to them as an explanation. 
 
      “I missed you Auntie Licia.” Brittany says with those big bright eyes and cute little voice. 
 
    “Oh I missed you, too, baby girl.” I say to her.  Her hair is in a cute little bun and she’s wearing her school uniform because Tamia picked her up early to meet us. 
 
    “Well hello there, Heath.” Tamia says as he walks up to us. 
 
    He gives Tamia a hug and he shakes Marcus’s hand. “You must be Brittany. I’ve been waiting to meet you.” Heath says, handing Brittany a teddy bear he brought for her. 
 
    “Thank you.” Brittany says with a smile growing across her face. “Are you my new uncle?” She asks. 
 
    Marcus chokes on whatever is in his mouth and Tamia and I start giggling leaving Heath to answer Brittany’s question. 
 
    “Yes . . . I guess I am your new uncle. Call me Uncle Heath.” He says proudly.  
 
    Brittany’s smile grows wider and she starts to hug her new teddy bear in excitement. 
 
    “Well Uncle Heath,” Tamia says him. “If Auntie Licia is sick we need to get her out of this weather. I brought her Evoque so that you guys can go get settled into your new place. Marcus and I are cooking dinner, and Heidi and her boyfriend are coming over, so I’ll meet you back at the house at about six.” 
 
    “That sounds perfect.” Heath says looking at his watch.  
 
    Tamia hands him the keys. “The car is over  in the front of the parking lot. I’ll see you guys in a bit.”  
 
    We say our goodbyes and then head to our cars. I didn’t even have to make it to the parking lot before I saw my shiny-red-two-door-beauty. I walk over and stand next to it and Heath opens the door instructing me to get in so that I can get out of the cool air. Once he has loaded up everything, he gets in on the driver side, plugs our new address into the GPS, and then pulls out of the parking lot toward our new vacation home.  I connect my iPod and let Luther Vandross play through the speakers as I look out of the window and enjoy the scenery that I’ve missed so much. The Greenway still has never ending construction but it doesn’t matter because it’s just as I remember it. The GPS instructs Heath to turn onto I4 East and I start to feel giddy inside.  My heart skips a beat as I start to see the Fairwinds, SunTrust, Bank of America and Chase buildings, but tears begin to flood my eyes when I spot the tallest building of them all, Stansbury Investment. The shiny silver lettering sends my heart aflutter, not because I work for the company, but because it believed in me when my own husband didn’t. If I hadn’t been offered the CEO position in London, I probably still would be living here working on my marriage. I wouldn’t have been able to find real love like the kind Heath and I share. 
 
    “There is no parking garage here so we have to settle for on-site parking instead. I couldn’t find a place that offered a parking garage in the area.” Heath says bringing me back to now.  
 
    “On-site parking is fine,” I say because I’m just happy to be in Florida.                
 
    “Alicia, darling, why are you crying?” He asks once he gets a good look at the tears on my face. 
 
    “They’re happy tears. I promise.” I say with an embarrassed half smile.  
 
    He reach over and squeezes my thigh and for some reason it feels good. It might be because we haven’t had sex in over a week because I’ve been sick. I find myself silently praying that I don’t vomit anymore today so that we can make love after we come back home from Tamia’s. 
 
    He turns left on to S. Eola Drive into the parking lot of a tall sleek and modern building with what looks like little boutiques and shops on the first floor and I start to get excited. He parks the car and we get out grabbing as many of our bags as we can manage and then walk into the building. “Our penthouse is on the fourteenth floor.” He says to me as we step onto the elevator.  
 
    “How did you find this place?” I ask. 
 
    “Tamia and her realtor helped me.” He answers simply. 
 
    He opens the door and lets me walk in first and I can’t help but to take a look around. This place is beautiful. It has four bedrooms, three and a half bathrooms and the kitchen . . . oh my God the kitchen. It puts the kitchen in Heath’s penthouse to shame. The marble countertops, tile floors, white cabinets, center-island, and stainless steel appliances make it feel like heaven. The floors throughout the rest of the house are carpeted which I absolutely love because it gives off a homely feeling. My all-time favorite feature is the one-hundred-eighty-degree floor to ceiling windows overlooking Lake Eola.  
 
    “Welcome home darling.” Heath says as he puts down the things in his hands. He takes two steps forward so that he is standing in front of me and then puts his hands on my hips and rests his forehead against mine. Somehow, the moment he touched me made all of my excitement fade away and I immediately turn into a weak needy being. “Do you like the place?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whimper. 
 
    “Are you okay to kiss?” He asks, his lips almost touching mine.  
 
    “Ye-” 
 
    His lips are on me in a millisecond, and he is kissing me, hungrily, needy, letting out every desire he has possibly built up for me in the last several days that I’ve been sick.  
 
    “I. Want. You.” He says against my lips. I nod and we both hastily take off our clothes and discard them on the living room floor.  He picks me up by my behind and I wrap my legs around his waist and arms around his neck so that my breasts are flush against his chest. This skin to skin contact feels so . . . erotic. My little lady is swelling, liquefying and pulsating all at the same time. He sits down on the white leather sofa so that I am straddling him and without any warning, he eases his hot, thick length into me. I let out a rushed moan of surprise and gratitude. It’s been too long. No one should be allowed to go this long without sex, especially if they sleep with someone every night. Without instruction, I start to move up and down his length, trying to make contact with the aching feeling that is lurking inside of me and bring him to his climax at the same time. He holds me at my back assisting me, rocking me back and forth, and then leans in and runs his tongue from the bottom of my neck up to my chin sending electric shock waves from the top of my head to the tips of my toes. I look into his eyes and see his need for me, his love for me, and it sends my emotions into overdrive. I start to kiss him as I continue to rock my hips. My little lady starts to quiver from this intoxicating overload and after about two more strokes, I reach my climax and start to come over and over again, sending my body into a downward spiral.  
 
    “Don’t stop Alicia.” Heath commands in that voice that will make me participate in a triathlon.  
 
    “O . . . okay.” Is all I can manage as a response. I’m tired, I’m wrung out, but it would be selfish of me to stop before he’s finished.  
 
    I grab his shoulders, using them to hold myself up as I continue bouncing and rocking and swaying my hips in the name of my love for him. 
 
    “Darling, aaahhhh,” He groans and then I feel his come filling up my little lady feeding her what she loves the most. He stills my hips and I rest my head on his chest and try to steady my breathing. 
 
    “Are you alright?” He asks as he caresses my back with his hand. 
 
    I nod, and then give him a swift kiss on his chest. 
 
    “Are you tired?” He asks. 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    “Good.” He says. “Because I’m not finished.” He picks me up and takes me into the kitchen and then the bedroom and every corner of the house that he can think of, making sweet agonizing love to me. By the time we finish we are in the bedroom and I am tired and  beyond satisfied. 
 
    “I think we’ve made up for lost time,” I say against his chest.  
 
    “I hardly think so, but it’s a good start,” he says with a tired chuckle.  
 
    I pick my head up off his chest and give him a faux evil glare. 
 
    “Alicia you have to understand. My little lady and I have a connection and we must interact on a daily basis or I start to miss her and I find myself playing catch-up.”  
 
    I giggle, embarrassed and touched by his revelation.  
 
    “I could go another round, but lucky for you, we only have an hour before we’re due to arrive at Marcus and Tamia’s place.” He  slaps me playfully on my behind. “Let’s get up and get showered and dress.” 
 
    *** 
 
    “You look so sexy.” Heath says as I walk into the living room. I’m wearing a pair of jean ankle pants,  a black and white chevron print shirt, a red blazer, my red patent leather Christian Louboutin stilettos, and the jewelry he and his parents gave me for my birthday. My natural curls are long and flowing and my makeup is flawless. Yes, the old Alicia is back. 
 
    “You don’t look so bad yourself.” I say to him as I grab his proffered arm and we head outside to the car. He’s wearing a pair of Armani Exchange fitted jeans, a white graphic t-shirt, and his black Giuseppe Zanotti sneakers. We look like a young American power couple ready for a night on the town.  
 
    When we open the door, we are immediately blinded by the flash of cameras making Heath  hurry as he opens the door for me to get into the car and then gets into the driver seat.  
 
    “Who in the hell told those people we would be here?” I ask. 
 
    “Anyone could have tipped them off. The pilot, the stewardess, sometimes these hungry motherfuckers even wait around the private terminals of airports just to see what celebrities are getting off their planes.” Heath says in disgust. “I just thought I would be able to live a somewhat normal life for the next six weeks.” 
 
    “I’m sorry honey. We can do as much as we can  to be at least close to normal.” I say in an effort to comfort him. “And if you haven’t noticed, I haven’t puked since this morning on the plane. I’m feeling much better.” 
 
    “So maybe you just needed some of me to make you feel better. I have been told that I’m a cure-all kind of guy.” He laughs. 
 
    Thankfully, Tamia put her gate remote in my car so that we don’t have to stop at the guard gate to enter her neighborhood and risk more exposure.   
 
    Heidi’s car and a couple of others  that I don’t recognize are in Tamia’s driveway when we pull up. The sun is going down and it’s getting kind of chilly out, so I’m thankful that I decided on a jacket.  
 
    The door swings open just as I’m about to knock on it. It’s Brittany, she just couldn’t wait to see us again. I pick her up and hold her as tight as I can against me telling her that I love her and miss her so much. When I put her down, she leads us up to Tamia’s patio where Heidi, Bryan, Tamia’s mother, and Tamia and Marcus are congregating. Heidi jumps up when she sees me.  
 
    “Alicia!” She says, happy to see me. She hugs me and then Heath. “Mr. St. James, it’s nice to see you again. This is my boyfriend Bryan. Bryan this is Heath St. James.” 
 
    “I know exactly who he is. It’s a real pleasure to meet you sir. I’m a big racing fan.” Bryan says, shaking Heaths hand.   
 
    “Really?” Heath asks. “What’s your favorite?” 
 
    “Well, I have to say Nascar because I’m American, but I’m a big Bridgecam Racing fan and I follow Gumball 3000, as well,” Bryan says. I honestly have no clue what this man is talking about. 
 
    “Ah, I see. I tell you what, I understand that you’ll be visiting Heidi often when she moves over.” 
 
    Bryan nods like a star struck child.  
 
    “I can get you tickets to sit in with my pit crew at the Bridgecam Races and I’m usually asked to appear at Gumball 3000, so if you’re there around that time, you’re welcome to join me,” Heath says. 
 
    “Dude, that would be awesome!” Bryan exclaims.  
 
    “Great, I look forward to it.”   
 
    I lead him over to the end of the table where Tamia’s mother is sitting. “Heath, this is Ms. Emma, Tamia’s mother. Ms. Emma, this is my fiancée Heath St. James.” I say introducing them. She stands and gives both of us  a hug. Ms. Emma is like my surrogate mother since mine is gone. I love her to pieces. She’s tall and voluptuous like Tamia and  to be in her fifties she is one nice looking lady. She’s a circuit court judge and I think she is the reason Tamia went into practicing law.  
 
    Once we’ve all been acquainted, Tamia and Marcus serve us dinner, and it is a spread; Collard greens, fried okra, mac and cheese, fried chicken, and cornbread all of my favorite foods and then some. Seeing all of this food makes me immediately forget that I’ve had a stomach virus. We say grace and I dig in. Heath tries some of everything and much to my delight he likes it all. As we talk over dinner, Tamia tells me that she saw Lauren in the store and that she looked like she was pregnant again.  My only response to that is that I wish her all the luck in the world.   
 
    Heidi tells me that she has had as much of Tyler Bronson as she can take and the only reason that she hasn’t sought out other employment is because she is moving away in a few months. Heath shares some of his stories about work and upcoming projects with the St. James Company, and Bridgecam Racing, and I share my success with Stansbury Investment. It feels good to be back home amongst my loved ones. 
 
    Tamia, Heidi and I do the dishes leaving the men on the patio to chat. Ms. Emma went home for the evening, “leaving us youngsters to hangout” were her exact words. 
 
    “I’m only working half a day tomorrow Licia. What do you have planned? Do you want to do lunch or something?” Tamia asks. 
 
    “Oh, I’m off tomorrow. I took a personal day because I’d rather hang out with my old boss than the asshole I have for a new one.” Heidi says with a disgusted look on her face. 
 
    Tamia and I laugh at Heidi’s seriousness. 
 
    “Well, Heath and I have an appointment in the morning with Dr. Jones. We’re going to discuss possibly freezing some of my eggs so that we can try invitro after we get married next year.” I say to them. 
 
    “What?” Tamia says looking like she can’t believe what she’s just heard.  
 
    “Alicia is ready to start a family?” Heidi sputters.  
 
    My cheeks heat in embarrassment.  
 
    “Look at this, Heidi. Our little Alicia is growing up.” Tamia says. “And I think she has really found love this time.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I ask with a ridiculous grin on my face. 
 
    “You’re different with him. I like seeing you this way. Just carefree and in love . . .  genuine. It’s not forced . . . you really love him,” Tamia says. 
 
    “Shoot, the fact that you’re leaving your office for six weeks lets me know that this man has a different kind of hold on you. David couldn’t even get you to leave work on time.” Heidi says.  
 
    I don’t respond, I just start putting the dishes away thinking about how great Heath is to me and how I can’t wait to be his wife.  
 
     Heidi has to leave because Bryan has an early practice session in the morning, but makes plans to meet for lunch after my doctor’s appointment. Brittany asks her new Uncle Heath and me to tuck her into bed for the night. It is so cute watching him put her into bed, tuck her in, and then read her a book while she drifts off to sleep. My heart skips a beat thinking about how great of a father Heath will be when we have our own children.  
 
    Once Brittany is asleep, Heath and I head home, too.   
 
    “You have some pretty good friends.” Heath says. 
 
    “Yeah I do. They’re more than friends, they are family.” I respond, happy that he loves them as much as I do. 
 
    “And that little Brittany has stolen my heart.” He chuckles. 
 
    “I saw that.” I say laughing along with him. “But she is a sweet little girl, and she’s really smart, too.” 
 
    We pull into the parking lot of our building and thankfully we don’t have to fight with the camera assassins to get in. I go straight to the room and put on some comfortable pajamas and then go into the living room grabbing a blanket out of one of the closets on the way. Heath has taken off his clothes and he is now bared chested in his boxer briefs laying on the sofa. 
 
    “May I join you?” I ask. 
 
    “I was hoping that you would.” He answers with a yawn. I lie down so that my back is to his front, cover us both with the blanket, and then he wraps one of his legs and one of his arms around me. He flips through the channels of the TV trying to find something we can both watch, settling on a cheesy Christmas movie on the Hallmark Channel. We lay there in silence because we are both tired from a long day of travel, lovemaking, and dinner with friends. I’m pretty sure I’m the first to fall asleep.  
 
    *** 
 
    It’s been almost a year since I’ve been here and everything is still the same. The television is still on the Home and Garden Channel, those old ass magazines are still sitting on the table, and these fake plants are at the point where they need to be replaced. I don’t understand how I set myself up for this foolishness on my first full day back in the states, because if Dr. Jones gives me one ounce of bad news, I’m convinced that my entire trip will be ruined. I can tell that my poor Heath is uncomfortable because he’s never been in a gynecologist’s office before. He has agreed to go to the back with me, but I’m not going to force him when it’s time. I stroke his hand because he is tapping away at the arm of the chair and he looks at me and gives me a tight smile.  
 
    “Are you going to be okay?” I whisper to him. 
 
    “Yes . . . sure.” He says almost forcefully. 
 
    I smile and softly chuckle because his pride won’t let him tell me that he doesn’t really want to be here.  
 
    The door of the office opens and I look up into the face of the last two people I want to see, David and Lauren. Tamia was right, she is pregnant. Lauren is holding a baby bag and David is holding Olivia. Once Lauren signs in, they both come into the waiting room and take the seats adjacent to Heath and me.  
 
    “Hey, you two,” David says trying to sound like he didn’t talk trash about me to the tabloids. “I thought that was your car outside Alicia.” 
 
    “Good morning,” Lauren says, half-nice and then runs her hand over her pregnant belly to let me know that this one is David’s, too. 
 
    I don’t give a flying fuck young lady. 
 
    “I hope Lindzi has come to her senses and left this fucker alone.” Heath mutters under his breath so that only I can hear him. 
 
    “What brings you two here?” Lauren asks. 
 
    “Well, I am a woman and this is a gynecologist office.” I say using the perfect combination of nice and sarcastic.  
 
    “Alicia McAllister?” Regina, Dr. Jones’ nurse calls out. Saved by the bell. Heath and I don’t waste time getting up. “Good morning. How have things been going with you?” Regina asks and we walk down the hall to Dr. Jones’s office.  
 
    “It’s been really busy and things have changed for the better since the last time we saw each other.” I answer truthfully. 
 
    “Well that’s good to hear. You’re due for your annual exam, so before you go to meet with Dr. Jones, can you please go into the bathroom and give a urine sample?” Regina asks. 
 
    “Ugh, I hate this part.” I whine. 
 
    “I know, I know, but I wouldn’t be doing my job if I didn’t have you do it.” She says matching my whine.  
 
    I go into the bathroom, pee in the cup muttering under my breath that these motherfuckers know that I’m infertile and they know that I’m not pregnant and they like to see the reaction I give them when they tell me that I’m not pregnant. I put my sample in the little turn around door, wash my hands and walk into Dr. Jones’ office where he and Heath are having a conversation about Bridgecam Racing. 
 
    “Alicia!” Dr. Jones says in his British accent. “It’s so great to see you again.” 
 
    “Likewise.” I say giving him a hug across his desk. 
 
    “What can I help you two with today?” He’s all business.  
 
    “Well, Alicia and I are getting married next year and we figured since we were going to be here for six weeks, we’d look into freezing her eggs so that after our honeymoon we can come back and try IVF.” Heath says taking control of the conversation. I don’t mind. 
 
    “Are you okay with this Alicia?” Dr. Jones asks and I know exactly what he is referring to.  
 
    “Absolutely,” I say, with a big grin on my face.  
 
    “Ok, so here’s what we are going to do.” Dr. Jones give me explicit instructions how the egg freezing process works. He tells me that it works like the IVF process and the only difference is that I won’t get the transfer until I’m ready. “ Does that sound simple enough?” Dr. Jones asks looking at Heath and then me.  
 
    “Sounds simple enough to me. I’m just not sure I want to do all this injecting again,” I say. 
 
    “Darling, I’ll be here every step of the way,” Heath says comforting me.  
 
    Dr. Jones starts to write a prescription for medications explaining what I have to take and when I have to take it. He knows that I’m no rookie to this but he is being as thorough as he can for the sake of Heath. When he has finished writing the last prescription, I put everything in the folder that he has provided for me and then I start to mentally prepare myself for the annual exam.  
 
    There is a knock on the door and Regina comes in with the results to my urine test so that Dr. Jones can tell me what he has been telling me since I started visiting him. He looks over the results with seriousness and I start to think something is wrong outside of the fact that I’m not pregnant.  
 
    He looks up at me and then Heath and then back at me again and my stomach starts to tie with a knot from anxiety.  
 
    “When are you two getting married again?” He asks, starting some random conversation. 
 
    Spill your fucking guts Jones! 
 
    “July, why? What’s the problem doctor?” Heath asks almost frantic. He’s as nervous as I am. 
 
    “Well, Alicia. I’m going to need that folder back because I’m going to have to write you a different medication regimen than the one I just provided because it won’t help you at all.” 
 
    Oh great! I’m so infertile that I won’t produce eggs with the help of medicine. Tears start to well up in my eyes at the thought.  
 
    “W . . . why? Why can’t I take the medicine you’ve given me? For the first time in my life I actually want a child with someone and you’re telling me it can’t happen!” I’m starting to throw the fit I normally throw when he gives me the bad news he always gives me.  
 
    Heath rubs my back in an attempt to calm me. Dr. Jones is looking at me the same way he does when I lash out at him; like he wants to hug me because he knows I’m a different kind of person. 
 
    “Dr. Jones help us out here. Tell us why the medication won’t help Alicia. I can’t stand for her to be upset like this.” Heath says, sounding more rational than me. 
 
    “Well, Mr. St. James,” Dr. Jones starts. 
 
    “Heath . . . please call me Heath,” He says 
 
    Tears of frustration are running rapidly down my cheeks. 
 
    Dr. Jones looks at me and then at Heath, and then takes a deep breath. “Well, Heath. The reason I need to prescribe something different is because the medication that I previously gave you will harm your fetus.” 
 
    “Wait a minute.” Heath stops him before he can say anything else. “What fetus?” 
 
    “The one Alicia is already carrying,” Dr. Jones say with a smile on his face. 
 
    It only takes a second to process what he was trying to say before the floodgates re-open and I start a new set of tears. 
 
    “Heath, Alicia, you don’t need my assistance getting pregnant because you already are,” Dr. Jones says finally putting it into simpler terms.  
 
    Heath stands up and pulls me to my feet. “All the vomiting and nausea wasn’t from a stomach bug, it was because you’re pregnant.” Before I can say anything, his mouth is on mine and we are in a full-on moment of passion in the middle of Dr. Jones’s office.  
 
    “I’m pregnant!” I say excitedly once we stop kissing. 
 
    “No, we’re pregnant.” He says smiling proudly. “And I promise to be the best dad I can be.” He says rubbing my stomach. 
 
    Holy shit! I’m pregnant. 
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