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 ABOUT THIS BOOK 
 
      
 
    Can you believe the size of it? It’s just so big, so thick, so out there... 
 
    Rumor is it’s named and trademarked. How cocky can the man be?  
 
      
 
    Parker Kent is the latest craze. He’s stupid hot. Women fall at his feet. Men want to be him. Fourteen-foot-high billboards of him in his Calvin Kleins cause automobile accidents daily. 
 
    He’s like Nickelback or the Kardashians. We claim to love to hate them, but secretly… As much as I’m ashamed to admit it, I’m not immune to his... charm. 
 
    But that was my guilty pleasure to keep to myself. The closest I figured I’d ever get to him was the billboard near my apartment. 
 
    Now he’s asking me to get on my knees and assess his bulge for insurance purposes. 
 
    Are the rumors true? I guess I’m about to find out. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 


 CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    For the safety of the general population, Parker Kent ought to be locked up. It’d be a public service, really, if that man were put in solitary.  
 
    I scowl at the man who is the bane of my existence. I’m going to be late again thanks to his perfect physique. Fourteenth time this month. I push my glasses firmly onto the bridge of my nose—dropped one of my last set of contact lenses this morning and couldn’t find it—and glare at his pretty face. He smirks back at me, his pearly white teeth denting his full bottom lip. His chocolatey caramel eyes laugh at me.  
 
    He’s scoffing at me. He knows he’s hot stuff and he doesn’t give a fuck that he’s ruining my morning. Again. 
 
    “You’re mocking me, aren’t you? Of course you are.” Asshole. He’s taunting me with his pretty eyes and his perfect abs and those extremely snug boxer briefs that leave almost nothing to the imagination. The outline of his monster peen is right there for everyone to see. It’s practically visible through those painted on ball huggers.  
 
    Eyes on the road, Bree. You’re not one of those women who end up totalling their car because of a pretty man.  
 
    Can I help it if I look? It’s right there in front of me.  
 
    If he was Chris Hemsworth I might be inclined to do something stupid, but not when it comes to Parker Kent. God’s gift to women? More like colossal pain in my ass! 
 
    Traffic slows to a crawl as I pass under the fourteen-foot high billboard of Parker Kent in his underwear. A couple of yards ahead a canary yellow coupe hugs a pole, steam billowing from its crushed hood. Several cars dot the side of the road, their owners gathered around a young woman with a teensy skirt and her arms hugging her waist. Poor girl. Yet another unsuspecting victim of that man’s ridiculous muscle.  
 
    Scuffing the ground with an ankle boot, she glances over her shoulder at the billboard. I bet she’s telling them that her eyes were only off the road for a second. She only got distracted for a minute by Parker Kent’s delicious body. Just like all the other women who have crashed since the sign went up earlier this month. Oh, and that one guy. The emergency response team practically had to drag him away from the billboard before he chained himself to it. 
 
    I catch flashing lights in my side mirror. First responders on their way. Traffic starts to move again. I’m only fifteen minutes late. Much better than last Friday when it took an hour to pass the three-car pileup stupid Parker Kent caused. How long is it going to take the city to work out that this billboard is why so many accidents occur here?  
 
    My phone rings, cutting out my radio and filling my car with a tinny version of the Star Wars theme, which is reserved for my best friend and colleague, Tim Harris.  
 
    We both started at Global Insurance on the same day, and had instantly bonded over pop culture and our mutual like of men.    
 
    Most people can’t tell Tim has an affection for the erection. Watching women come on to him is the highlight of most of my Friday nights. Especially since he’s such an equal opportunity flirt. It’s fun watching them flutter their eyelashes, flip their hair, and adjust their cleavage in an attempt to pique his interest. Sometimes I wanna pull them aside and say, Honey, unless you’re packing a penis in your handbag you have no chance.  
 
    I take the call, and his voice pipes through the speakers in my car. “Hey, Breezy, where are you? Malcolm’s been asking for you.”  
 
    “Shit.” Our office manager is a stickler when it comes to punctuality, which normally isn’t a problem, but since Parker Kent’s oversized package was erected on Casey Drive I’ve been late more often than I’ve been on time. Tim’s covered for me as much as possible but looks like I’m plumb out of luck today.  
 
    Why couldn’t they have put that billboard out near the airport or something? Actually, planes crashing out of the sky due to Parker Kent would make him a terrorism act, wouldn’t it? Maybe the FBI investigating his dangerous package is a step too far. Hmm. Still, it’s a nice little daydream to get me through this commute.  
 
    “I told him I thought you were in the bathroom. Please tell me you’re already in the elevator. I have your favorite coffee on your desk ready to go.”  
 
    My mouth waters at the mention of a vanilla latte from The Caffeinator. The server there knows me so well he has my order ready by the time I get to the counter. And he always sneaks me a little chocolate heart with it. I’m not sure which one of us is crushing here. Probably me. On the coffee. I almost weep as I realize it’ll be lukewarm by the time I can wrap my hand around it. “I’m still ten minutes away. There was another accident at the billboard.”  
 
    “Parker Kent strikes again?” he asks, no longer incredulous like he was the first few times we had this conversation. There are only so many times a man’s hunk of junk can be used as an excuse for being late without someone having to investigate to see whether you’re lying, or the truth really is as crazy as it sounds.  
 
    “Yep.” I pop the P like it’s bubble gum. “Return of the gargantuan terror.”  
 
    Tim snorts as my phone beeps, alerting me to a secondary call coming through. It’ll be Malcolm, checking to make sure I’m at work like Tim said, and not as I actually am, hurtling toward the office at the speed of a sloth. I roll my eyes and move lanes as the one over shows promise of moving faster. “I have an incoming call.”  
 
    “Malcolm?” he asks.  
 
    “No, MacGyver. He’s going to get me out of this mess with nothing more than a paperclip.”  
 
    “Funny,” he tells me. “See you when I’m looking at you.”  
 
    With Tim’s call disconnected, I consider letting Malcolm’s go to voicemail, but it’s better to face this type of thing head on. While I’m out of the office, instead of on the other side of his desk trying not to be blinded by the light bouncing off his bald head. “Good morning, Malcolm.”  
 
    “Bree-Anna. You’re late. Again.”  
 
    I cringe. Malcolm always uses my full name, his voice gruff and proper. I’m not a fan of my given name, preferring to go by Bree, but my boss refuses to get the memo. Literally. I sent a memo to the entire office within weeks of starting there.  
 
    I grip the steering wheel tighter and take my exit. “Sorry. There was a traffic accident.”  
 
    He barks a sharp laugh, making me jump in my seat. “Seventh time this month. I suppose we should all be glad that you didn’t go with a death in the family the first time.”  
 
    Wow. That’s dark. Even for Malcolm, whose humor always swings to the far left. Buildings close in around me, growing taller as I maneuver through the traffic toward Global’s offices. “Sorry, Malcolm. This will be the last time.” It won’t. “I guarantee it.” I can’t. As long as that billboard is there I can’t guarantee that I won’t be late. In fact, I can probably guarantee that I will be.  
 
    “Good to hear it,” he says. “But that doesn’t help me now. I needed you at your desk ten minutes ago.”  
 
    “I’m almost there.” The Global Insurance building comes into sight. The huge bronze Globe attached to its roof is visible from a block away. “Five minutes max.”  
 
    “No. Don’t come in.”  
 
    What? Oh shit. Is he re-evaluating my position with the company? I can’t afford to lose this job.  
 
    “I need you in River North to assess a new client. I’ll text you the address and get Marissa to email you the information we have on file.”  
 
    But my coffee is in the office. I almost sob at that thought as I change direction, the bronze globe growing smaller in my rearview mirror. Bye, caffeination. Sayonara, vanilla latte. Arrivederci, all ability to function like a human being. I’ll see you again soon. “Who’s the client?”  
 
    “Parker Kent,” Malcolm says.  
 
    “Holy fu...” ck balls. No way. No. Just no. Not him. How does a terrorist get insurance anyway? 
 
    “What was that?”  
 
    I cough. Sputter. I almost cussed in front of my boss. Shit. “Parker Kent?”  
 
    “Yes. That’s correct. He requested we send someone to his residence to make the assessment.” He clears his throat. “This is a high-profile client, Bree-Anna. It’s important we accommodate him.”  
 
    I want to ask him why he couldn’t send Tim. Marissa. Anyone other than me. Come on, I have a picture of Parker Kent in my cubicle. I push thumb tacks into it when I’m riled up. Surely Malcolm must know I’m not the right case manager for this particular client. At least not if he wants the man’s business.  
 
    Maybe he doesn’t. That has to be it. Otherwise he’s a sadistic spawn of Satan. Also possible. He is keeping me from my coffee, after all. Christ, I’m going to have to stop somewhere for java if I’m going to deal with Parker Kent. And yes, I know I’m a teensy bit judgemental, considering I’ve never met the guy. But that’s what you get when your first impression is a fourteen-foot high motherfucking billboard that gets you into shit with your boss.  
 
    “Okay.” It’s not like I can say anything else. I need this job. “I’m on my way.”  
 
    “Good. And Bree-Anna?”  
 
    “Yes, Malcolm,” I respond sugar-sweet, glad he can’t see the waspishness I’m sure is adorning my face.  
 
    “Don’t stick thumb tacks in the man.” He hangs up.  
 
    Sadistic prick for the win, apparently. My phone beeps a few seconds later with an incoming message. Parker Kent’s address. I could arrange a hitman. Kidding. Only sort of kidding. It’s okay if that thought crosses my mind, isn’t it? As long as I dismiss it. I don’t really mean it. I blame it on my under-caffeinated state. I’m bitchy without coffee. Hardly fit for human contact. That and I don’t have the patience to deal with smug men who think they’re God’s gift to women. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The building Parker Kent’s apartment is located in is nice. Situated close to restaurants and the club scene, but far enough away that the street itself is quiet. I chug the last of my coffee before climbing out of my car and shoving the door closed with my hip. A wrought iron and brick fence proudly surround the brownstone building. A secondary line of box hedges provide privacy from passers-by.  
 
    The gate doesn’t squeak as I close it behind me. Someone must take great care on the upkeep. My heels click on the concrete path that divides to perfect halves of a lawn so well-manicured it could pass for a bowling green.  
 
    Huge terracotta pots full to the brim with African violets sit on alternate steps that lead up to the glass panelled door. I study the addresses and names on the intercom before pressing the one for Parker Kent’s apartment. A moment later it buzzes and the door latch clicks, allowing me into the building before I can even manage to open my mouth to introduce myself. 
 
    It’s a quick ride up in the elevator and before I know it I’m knocking on his apartment door.  
 
    There’s movement and then voices. A woman opens the door. She’s wearing a man’s dress shirt, her lavender colored hair rumpled and loose around her slender face. “Oh. I thought you were food.”  
 
    They say you are what you eat. And if that’s the case then I guess I’m food, whereas she’d be toothpicks. But since I’ve managed to imbibe my favorite beverage before showing up to this meeting, I don’t tell her that. I plaster a smile on my face instead. “My name’s Bree Jackson from Global Insurance. I’m looking for Mister Kent.”  
 
    “Parker?” She uses her foot to scratch the back of a calf the size of a ten-year-old boy’s.  
 
    “Parker Kent.”  
 
    Her eyes widen. Perhaps she didn’t know his last name, but considering his image is gracing more than one billboard in the city, she’d have to live under a rock or in a convent for that to be true. Besides, the man is everywhere at the moment. Magazines, television, on the side of every Chicago bus. The only place he doesn’t seem to feature is on the side of a milk carton. He has a movie coming out soon too.  
 
    “We have a meeting.” I glance at my watch. I’m not early; I’m barely on time.  
 
    “Come in,” she says, moving out of the doorway so I can pass through. The interior of Parker’s apartment is even nicer than what I’ve seen of the building so far. Exposed brick, high beams, and polished floorboards shine in the sunlight filtering in through tall windows.  
 
    A gourmet kitchen and airy living space filled with metal and leather furniture makes me sigh. It’s a little masculine, but considering I’m currently living in a one-bedroom shoebox above a Chinese restaurant, I feel like I’m in the waiting room for Heaven.  
 
    “I’ll tell him you’re here,” Parker’s whatever-she-is says, walking out of the room. Girlfriend maybe? No. I’ve read enough articles and seen enough photos of the man attached to various women to find that hard to believe. Plus you don’t get nominated for the title of Sexiest Bad Boy of The Year by being in a relationship. Their only requirements are the guys are hot, single, and rough.  
 
    Huge black and white portraits decorate the walls, and I walk over to study one of them. Parker Kent stares back at me. The depth in his chocolate eyes isn’t diminished by the lack of color in the photograph. Neither is the cockiness of his half smile.  
 
    Someone giggles, and I turn as Parker Kent enters the room in his boxers with two women draped over him. The violet haired coat hanger has managed to find her pants, and her... sister? The blonde cuddled up to Parker’s left side is almost a dead ringer for the other. He grins and whispers something that makes her giggle all over again.  
 
    Twins? Oh puh-lease. I roll my gaze to the ceiling. God, let me get through this assessment without stabbing Parker Kent in the dick with a thumb tack.  
 
    He doesn’t even look up as he drags Violet—let’s call her Violet. It suits her— close to his right side and the trio saunter to the door.  
 
    “Sorry we had to cut this short, ladies.” He leans against the door, both women trapped between his body and the hand currently palming wood. And not the wood in his boxers; the very prominent wood that’s evident even from where I’m standing on the other side of the room. No, the door. His hand is on the door while he seductively bites his lip. “I was hoping we’d have time for a repeat of last night.”  
 
    “Maybe we could do it again,” Blondie says breathlessly, her body arching toward him.  
 
    “Yes, call us, Parker,” Violet croons. “We’re down for whatever you want.” 
 
    “Maybe I will.” He rubs his thumb over his lower lip and leans in to kiss Violet’s mouth. “You two really are sensational.” He cups Blondie’s jaw and nibbles her lip. “Thanks for a great night.” 
 
    “No. Thank you,” they reply in breathy unison.  
 
    Ugh. I turn on my heel and glare out the window. I’m losing brain cells watching the man operate. I can feel them dying. No amount of coffee is going to bring them back. He’s so despicably transparent.  
 
    The door clicks shut on their final goodbyes, and I school my features into something friendlier. Or at least professional. Can’t give Malcolm any more reason to consider my suitability at Global. Not that it’s my dream job, but I’m good at it. Normally. I will not allow Parker Kent to be the exception. I will not leave this apartment without securing his business.  
 
    A deep breath in, and I turn to face Parker Kent. Billboard Terrorist. Womanizer. Hottest man on the planet. Other than Thor.  
 
    “Hey there, I’m Parker.” He stretches out a hand, the muscles in his arm flexing as his gaze does a circuit of my body. His molten chocolate eyes widen and stutter when they hit my chest and again at the hem of my skirt before finally coming to a stop on my face. And hey, at least he takes a second to look me in the eye before he dips down to my breasts again. “You must be the assessor Malcolm promised me.”  
 
    “That’s correct. I’m Bree Jackson.” I slide my hand into his. Funny. I expected it to be slimy, but much like a snake his handshake is warm and dry. His eyes on the other hand are anything but beady as his gaze finally settles on my own.  
 
    “Nice to meet you.” He smiles openly. Charm oozes from his almost invisible pores. Like a forcefield. Or a tractor beam. One that’s attached to my nipples and making them point straight toward him.  
 
    Dropping my hand to my side, I step back. “If you need a moment to get dressed, I can start on the paperwork.”  
 
    “Dressed?” Parker says the word slowly as though it’s a fresh new concept.  
 
    I nod enthusiastically. For the love of all things sane, put some clothes on. Don’t you know that body causes women to lose their minds and their transportation? Christ, his wide shoulders and thick pectoral muscles look like they’re carved out of marble. Flat brown nipples take up prime real estate. There are ridges in his abdomen that I could fit my fingers into, and those lines that lead down, down, down... Hewn from freaking diamond.  
 
    Oh shit. I’m looking at him. Staring. I may as well open my mouth and let my tongue roll out like a red carpet. Swallowing, I focus on his face. He smirks as he rubs his hand through his bed tussled hair.  
 
    “I take it you haven’t been filled in on the details,” he says.  
 
    “No.” I adjust my grip on my leather case, suddenly wishing I’d taken the few minutes I’d used to buy coffee to read the email Marissa sent as well. I’d just assumed, considering the clients I usually deal with for Global have extensive art collections, or billion-dollar homes, or luxury vehicles. Apparently I’m an ass, but really it was his fault. If it wasn’t for that stupid billboard I would have been at my desk on time and I would have had a chance to go over the notes before starting this meeting.  
 
    A deep burly laugh rumbles through the man. His shoulders shake and his chest vibrates. Damn, those are the whitest teeth I’ve ever seen. Blinding. His laughter cuts off but his enjoyment of the situation shines from his eyes. “Make yourself comfortable. I’ll grab a shirt,” he says. “Then we can discuss the pussy assassin.”  
 
    I gape. I know I’m gaping as he walks away because I’m pretty sure I manage to catch a fly with how wide my mouth is hanging open.  
 
    Did he say pussy assassin?  
 
    As in his penis?  
 
    I’d heard he’d named it. Even had the name trademarked. But I figured that was one of those ridiculous rumors some gossip columnist perpetuated in order to sell magazines. Who the hell nicknames their penis anyway?  
 
    Especially something that sounds like he’s planning on murdering vaginas. My own vagina lets out a shriek as I watch his taut backside disappear out of sight. No. No. No. He has to be talking about some weird artwork, doesn’t he? A cat with a spear or something. A priceless statue or painting. I drop onto his leather couch and pull my tablet out of my briefcase, click on the email from Marissa and speed-read it. Oh God. It really is his penis.  
 
    I’m here to insure his penis.  
 
    What am I supposed to do? Get down on my knees with my measuring tape? Take it for a joy ride to check out its performance? I cross my legs as a hot flush starts in my nether regions.  
 
    Could he be any cockier?


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    I drag the T-shirt over my head as I walk back into the living room. She’s sitting on my sofa with her tablet on her lap. A look of sheer horror graces her face. I kind of feel bad about the fact that she didn’t know what she was in for. Bree Jackson seems like a nice person, if a bit aloof and a tad prissy. Usually women don’t ask me to put my clothes on.  
 
    I pause to take in the view. Her navy blazer is undone over a pale pink blouse and she’s wearing this matching skirt that’s folded and flared at the bottom. It’s very librarian, especially with the glasses she pushes back up the bridge of her nose when they slip down. Her hair is blonde, but kind of gingery. It’s almost naturally pink and pulled into a tight bun at the nape of her neck. I get the itch to pull the pins or whatever else is holding it up and watch it tumble down her shoulders. It would probably make her shriek. 
 
    She glances up when she realizes I’m in the room. Putting her tablet down, she stands and smooths her palms over her skirt. “Should we get started?”  
 
    “Yes, in a minute.” I cross the room before veering toward the kitchen. Truth be told I could use a cup of joe, and she looks like some extra fortification might be necessary. “Coffee?”  
 
    She’s silent for a beat, long enough to tell me that she isn’t sure what to make of this situation or me. I hope it’s the latter. “Yes, thanks. That would be great.”  
 
    I get busy with popping the right amount of coffee into my machine and grab a couple of mugs. “Sugar? Creamer? How do you like it?”  
 
    “Two sugars. Creamer.”  
 
    “A girl after my own heart.” I grin as she starts to cough. Right or wrong, there are two camps women fall into. Those who want to fuck me. And those I’ve already fucked. And since I haven’t fucked Bree Jackson...  
 
    Bang. Bang. Bang.  
 
    “Coming,” I call out as I pop her cup under the drip and hit the button that will release the perfect shot of espresso while I get the door.  
 
    The delivery kid for the deli a couple blocks away is standing in the hallway with a bag of food in each hand. Thick wind tousled bangs cover half of his face. “Morning, Wes.”  
 
    “Morning, Parker. I brought your order.”  
 
    “Great. Come on in.” I leave him to follow me inside. “I’ll find my wallet.”  
 
    “Where should I put the food?” He asks barely above a whisper. One thing I noticed from the first time he delivered to me is that he doesn’t talk much. Unless it’s about skateboarding or the cartoons he draws.  
 
    “On the coffee table will be fine,” I tell him as I head to my bedroom. My wallet’s probably still in my pants from last night.  
 
    I hear quiet murmurs from the living room as I snatch up my pants and hunt through the pockets. Wallet in hand, I make my way back. I pull several notes out and hand them to him. “That cover it?”  
 
    He quickly counts it. “That’s too much.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so.” I open the door and usher him out. “That’s your tip. Put it in your college fund or something.”  
 
    “Thanks Parker.” He almost smiles, but I’m not sure the kid knows how to.  
 
    “Catch you next time, Wes.” I shut the door as he jogs to the elevator, and then I head back to the kitchen to finish making our coffees.  
 
    Bree’s sitting in the middle of my couch, her briefcase placed beside her. In front of her is an official looking stack of papers and the food. Still in bags. Untouched. I hold a mug out for her to take. A little electricity passes between us as our fingers graze during the exchange. I rub my thumb over the spots where our skin touched to try and erase the tingling there as I take a seat opposite her.  
 
    “Shall we start?” she asks, picking up the pen on top of the pile of documents. 
 
    “Have you had breakfast?” I place my mug on the glass tabletop and start pulling things out of the bags. Donuts. Bagels smeared with cream cheese. Melon salad. Several croissants with ham and melted cheese. Muffins.  
 
    “I ate,” she says, but she’s glancing longingly at the opened box of donuts like she wants to whisper sweet nothings to it.  
 
    “There’s a lot of food here. More than I can eat alone,” I tell her, picking up the box of donuts and hold it out for her to take one. “Come on. It won’t bite.” Neither will I for that matter. Unless she asks me to.  
 
    She tugs on her bottom lip with her teeth. “Okay. Just one.”  
 
    “There’s plenty here. Help yourself to whatever you’d like,” I say, as she gingerly reaches into the box and pulls out an iced donut.  
 
    “Okay.” She nods and takes a bite of the pastry. And then another. Two bites and she’s inhaled the damn thing.  
 
    A smear of icing sticks to the tip of her nose. “Um.”  
 
    “Um?” Her gaze narrows on me.  
 
    “There’s something—”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “A little...” I glance at her nose and some rather lovely lips.  
 
    “Oh.” She swipes her fingers across her mouth, completely missing the pink icing on the tip of her nose. “Better?” 
 
    “Here let me.” Leaning in, I reach across the table and use the pad of my thumb to wipe away the sweet mess. 
 
    “Thank you.” Pretty green eyes with flecks of amber stare at me through the lenses of her glasses as she tugs at the hem of her skirt. I’m torn. I don’t know whether to keep my gaze on her face or let it travel south to watch her progress. Her eyes are gorgeous, framed by thick lashes, but her golden pins, her shapely thighs promise they’d grip on tight around my hips.  
 
    Sitting back, I suck the icing off my thumb.  
 
    Her lips part on an exhale and again she reaches to adjust her skirt. “Should we get started? We should start.”  
 
    “Absolutely.” I pick a bagel and stretch out in my armchair with my feet propped on the tabletop.  
 
    She starts with the basics. Name. Birthdate. Occupation. Net worth. Etcetera. Etcetera.  
 
    Then she stops and chews the end of her pen thoughtfully. “Is there a reason you want to insure your...” Her gaze drops to my lap. I’m pretty sure that question isn’t on the form, and her ogling isn’t either. This is blatant curiosity and I bask in it. The way her face contorts tells me she doesn’t want to say the word that is currently clawing its way up her throat. “Penis.”  
 
    “Cock,” I say, just to get another reaction from her.  
 
    Her eyes widen, her pupils grow bigger. Her throat muscles tense and relax.  
 
    I sit forward, cradling my close to empty mug between my hands. “My cock...” I say the words slowly because her reaction is priceless. She’s both intrigued and desperate not to be. She looks like she’s swallowed my cock, when she really would prefer to spit it out and stomp it into the ground. “...is my brand.”  
 
    Her face twists, her lips curving upward as she tries to squash the bubble of laughter that forces its way through them.  
 
    I’m serious though. In the last twelve months my entire life has changed. One role in a high nudity miniseries and people know who I am. There’s a new woman in my bed as often as I want, not that I had a problem in that department before. Movie offers are pouring in where I used to have to fight tooth and nail for bit parts. Designers beg me to join their advertising campaigns. “My agent and I both think it’s a good idea that I insure my...brand. In this day and age branding can make or break a career, right?”  
 
    “That’s true,” she agrees. “It’s just this is the first time we’ve looked at insuring a penis.”  
 
    She thinks this is a joke. I get it, I do. Until recently I would have thought that it would take a complete jackass to do what I’m doing, but my agent, Brad Carlson, talked me around. “Calvin Klein contracted me purely based on the way I fill out a pair of boxer briefs. My cock is no joke.” 
 
    “I’m aware.” Her brow furrows into a scowl. “Your billboards are a menace.”  
 
    I don’t appreciate the way she says it. Like she’s disgusted by me. Or she’s personally offended by having to look at my image splashed across the city. But she doesn’t amend or detail what she finds so offensive. I shrug and settle back again. “Other women seem to enjoy them. I have a stack of emails telling me exactly how much.”  
 
    Her lips part, then slam back together. She glances down at the papers in front of her. “So your bulge is your brand.”  
 
    “My cock is.” It didn’t need to be reiterated, but riling her pretty feathers is entertaining.  
 
    She rolls her gaze at me. “I’m guessing without it, you expect you’d lose what? At least your contract with Calvin Klein?”  
 
    “And at least one movie that I’m in negotiations for.”  
 
    “Income insurance then.” She eyeballs my crotch again. “And health. Catching the wrong STD could be detrimental to your lifestyle.”  
 
    I hand hug my frightened cock. I’m always careful. Always protected, but the idea is still uncomfortable.  
 
    “Plus we need to put something in place to protect your brand. Should I assume that rumor about you naming and trademarking your penis isn’t just rumor?”  
 
    “That’s correct.”  
 
    “You couldn’t think of anything better than Pussy Assassin?” she blurts, and her cheeks turn pink.  
 
    I cock an eyebrow. “I haven’t heard any complaints until now.”  
 
    “Right.” She crosses her legs and tugs on the hem of her skirt again. “Sorry, that wasn’t... I shouldn’t have said anything.”  
 
    “It’s fine.” I wave it off. “It’s a legitimate question.” 
 
    “I think we should consider insuring your member as an entity, in case anyone decides to sully your brand.” She grimaces.  
 
    My cock practically whimpers, knowing where her thoughts are heading. With everything going on in the world it’s possible that I could become a target for accusations despite the fact that I’m only interested in women who are enthusiastically consenting.  
 
    “I agree.”  
 
    “Great.” She picks up her tablet and makes a few notes. “I’m going to suggest coverage of a million dollars. Does that seem adequate to you?”  
 
    I consider the amount for a few minutes. “It does.”  
 
    She writes the information onto the paperwork in front of her. “There’s only one more thing you have to do before this policy can be put into effect.”  
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
    “I’ll need a doctor to sign off on the current state of the asset.”  
 
    “Or I could show you.” I know that’s not how this works, but her reactions during this meeting have been highly entertaining. Standing up, I slide my fingers into the elastic band of my briefs and start pushing them down. Not that I plan on taking them off. Again, I like my women enthusiastic. Preferably ripping them off me themselves.  
 
    “No. No. No.” She jumps to her feet. “Don’t you dare. I don’t want to see it. I’ve had enough of your bulge for one day.” She starts packing her papers and tablet back into her case. “I have to cop an eyeball of that monstrosity every morning. Do you know how many car accidents you’ve caused?”  
 
    Car accidents? What? “I wasn’t actually going to...”  
 
    The clasps on her briefcase snap shut and she swings it in front of her. “I don’t want to be the one to stroke your ego, but your Calvin Klein advertisements are a roadside menace. Your brand, as you call it...” Her gaze slides to my cock, which gives a little twitch under her hard stare. “Is causing car accidents on an almost daily basis.”  
 
    “Perhaps you should canvas the area.” I smirk as the joke leaves my lips. “You could probably get more clients out of it.”  
 
    Her eyes flash as she swallows whatever her next thought is. Tucking a part of her bangs behind her ear, she says, “That’s not the type of insurance we provide.” She hands me two business cards and more small flickers of electricity buzz between us. “This is the doctor we like to use. He makes house calls. If you could call him and make an appointment at your convenience... we’ll get this policy in motion as soon as we have his findings.”  
 
    “I’m clean,” I say, because I don’t like the insinuation that I might not be. Even if she doesn’t mean it to come across like that, which, by the way she blinks those wide eyes, she didn’t.  
 
    “Okay, well it was nice to meet you, Parker. If you need anything don’t hesitate to call me. My number is on the card.” She nods at the cards I’m holding, the one for the doctor, and one for Global Insurance.  
 
    “I’ll call the doctor straight away and see if I can get that set up today,” I tell her as I walk her to the door.  
 
    “Great.” She hesitates as I hold the door open for her.  
 
    She’d watched me kiss the twins goodbye. Is that the thought currently running through her head? Even though this is all business and not one ounce of pleasure, I’m enthralled by her full, nude lips. Bet they’d be soft under my own.  
 
    She thrusts out her hand, and I catch it with mine.  
 
    “It was a pleasure doing business with you, Parker.”  
 
    “You too.”  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Bree: Have you had any luck booking an appointment yet?  
 
    Parker: Yes. All set for next week.  
 
    Bree: Great. Looking forward to having this paperwork ready for you to sign.  
 
    Parker: Could we do that over dinner? 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Parker: You didn’t answer my question.  
 
    Bree: What question? 
 
    Parker: Let me take you out to dinner. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Parker: What’s twelve inches long and hard as steel?  
 
    Bree: Um. That’s inappropriate.  
 
    Parker: What? I’m doing a crossword puzzle. Did you think I was talking about my cock? I’m hung, but twelve inches... Nice to know you’re thinking about me.  
 
    Bree: I am not. You’re the furthest thing from my mind.  
 
    Parker: Uh-huh. If you say so, but we both saw you checking me out. I’d just like to give you a chance to ogle me a bit more. Do you like French food? 
 
    Bree: You’re not cute. This isn’t... I’m not going to have dinner with you. Let’s be professional. Okay? 
 
    Parker: I’m going to call. I think we need to discuss this in more depth.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Parker: That Tim fellow seems into me. I bet if I asked him out to dinner, he’d say yes.  
 
    Bree: I’m sure he would.  
 
    Parker: Do you normally pass on your calls, or am I exceptional? 
 
    Bree: You’re exceptional.  
 
    Parker: That wasn’t so bad was it?  
 
    Bree: It was worse.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Bree: I’ve been thinking about it and I think you should really consider asking Tim out to dinner.  
 
    Parker: He’s standing right next to you, isn’t he? Begging?  
 
    Bree: How did you know?  
 
    Parker: He’s such a flirt.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Parker: Ice skating? Laser Tag? Darts?  
 
    Bree: What are you doing?  
 
    Parker: We need to celebrate insuring my most prized possession. Hot air ballooning? Horseback riding? Swimming with dolphins?  
 
    Bree: Those are all incredibly random.  
 
    Parker: I’m going to call so we can nail it down to one.  
 
    Bree: You’re not nailing anything with me.  
 
    Parker: And yet you’re still thinking about it.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Parker: Had a lovely conversation with Tim. We decided I should take you paintballing. Or Sky diving.  
 
    Bree: No, thank you.  
 
    Parker: Don’t give up on me. I’ll come up with something.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I stare at the card that’s tacked to my fridge with a smiley face magnet. One of the many my sister sends to me when she’s travelling. The magnets, I mean. It’s been her thing since her gap year after high school. Everywhere she goes, no matter how close to home it might be, she buys a magnet, and the excess always end up sneaking their way into my apartment.  
 
    This isn’t the first time I’ve caught myself staring at the fridge instead of reaching for the creamer, or the orange juice, or whatever else was in my original plan. I can’t get Bree Jackson out of my head.  
 
    She’d managed to maintain her professionalism almost our entire meeting, but it had taken a supreme amount of effort. Her face had been a slide show of warring emotions. She couldn’t hide the curiosity in her eyes. Or the way her cheeks colored and she’d had to wet her lips. She’d reacted to me as much as I had to her. Even if she didn’t want to admit it. Even if she’d tried so very hard to hide behind disgusted glares and eye rolls. She’d have had a much better chance of hiding the fact that she was into me if she’s donned Darth Vader’s helmet.  
 
    Maybe that’s all in my head, though, because she refuses to answer her phone when I try to call.  
 
    Instead, I’ve had to deal with some guy named Tim whose flirting is top notch but misdirected. I bet if he’d come to the meeting he wouldn’t have said no to assessing the physical asset with his own peepers.  
 
    Too bad I’m not dreaming about Tim’s lips or supple golden legs. Too bad when I get lost in staring at Bree’s name on the card on my fridge I’m not thinking about how silky Tim’s hair would feel between my fingers. Tim and I might really hit it off otherwise. He could be the Simon to my Garfunkel, the Juliet to my Romeo, the Princess Leia to my Han Solo.  
 
    Alas, it isn’t to be. I’m strictly into vaginas. And as far as I can tell Tim doesn’t have one.  
 
    I check the time. Still a few minutes to work out what I was looking for while I studied Bree’s card, my hands thrust deep in the pockets of my favorite slob jeans. In the fridge, not with Bree. I’m not looking for anything with her.  
 
    Yeah, that’s why I asked her out. I roll my eyes. On a date. Because that’s totally normal behavior for me. I can’t remember the last time I gave a woman this much focus.  
 
    I want to chalk it up to the fact that she’s currently handling my best asset. My mind immediately envisages her with her hand wrapped around my cock. Except she isn’t managing it, is she? Not in any capacity, since she refuses to take my calls. That’s probably what is really bugging me.  
 
    The way her nose wrinkled as she dropped her gaze to my boxer briefs, like the fact that I existed was enough to irritate her; nope, that doesn’t make me curious. Especially since her eyes gave away how much she liked what she saw. So much so that she couldn’t stop staring. A look that for some reason attracted me more than it should have. Definitely more than the redhead on Monday who slid to her knees, her lips parting before she hit the floor. Or the blonde on Wednesday whose eyes practically begged me to fuck her from across the room. Neither of which had any luck.  
 
    There’s a solution for this issue, of course. It lies a little further away than my phone, which currently sits on the kitchen island. But I’m not opposed to the idea. One last read of her name and I pocket my keys, phone, and wallet, and leave the apartment.  
 
    If the only way the woman will talk to me is face to face, then I’ll deliver the doctor’s results myself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    It was a normal morning in the office. I’d handled multiple calls from clients who wanted amendments to their policies or didn’t understand something in the terms and conditions of their contract. Occasionally I’d made my way to the break room for coffee or stopped by Tim’s cubicle, which shares a wall with mine, to complain about how slow the day was going. The only thing different about today compared to the rest of the week is that Parker Kent hasn’t messaged or called.  
 
    Which is fine by me. It’s not like I want him to message me on a daily basis, or like my heart kicks up a notch and I can’t help but smile each time a new notification appears on my phone. It’s not like I miss passing his call to Tim and then listening to my bestie chat up the most despicable and heterosexual man I’ve ever met. The kind of man Tim is into would never name his peen the Pussy Assassin, that’s for certain. Yet, they manage to make these daily calls last while I hunch over my keyboard and try to ignore the buzz under my skin and the sudden flush of heat that accompanies it.  
 
    A growing line of thumbtacks adorn the picture of Parker that’s hung beside my desk, thanks to his calls, but it isn’t because the man is awful. In actual fact, I no longer feel particularly justified in my dislike of him, or I wouldn’t, if there hadn’t been yet another accident in front of his billboard this morning.  
 
    And he is gorgeous. Stupid hot. The kind of universal good looking that can’t be denied. He’s like Nickelback or the Kardashians. Even if you could manage to verbalize out loud that he’s not hot, it’s only because you’re ashamed of the guilty pleasure you take from staring at him.  
 
    As if on cue and clearly thinking along the same lines I am, Tim sticks his head around the partition. His lips are all pouty, but his blue eyes give him away. “Hot Stuff missed his flirt session this morning. Should I be worried? Did you scare him off?”  
 
    “I wish.” I blow a breath that flutters my bangs, but the truth is, I don’t wish. Though I haven’t taken a single one of his calls, I’m flattered by his consistent attention. The day seems a little duller without listening to his and Tim’s entertaining conversation. Probably because insurance is as boring as going to the gynaecologist most of the time. In fact, that’s definitely the reason. “Wanna blow this haystack?”  
 
    “I’d rather blow Parker Kent,” he says, his tongue popping into his cheek as he grins.  
 
    “I meant we should get lunch.” I shake my head, pretending not to be as childish as my bestie and failing miserably with a grin that damn near hurts my cheeks.  
 
    “Where?” He fiddles with my tray of thumbtacks, picking one up, putting it down, repeating the silly ritual over again.  
 
    “Shake Shack? I’m craving a chocolate shake.” A burger and fries sound like heaven too, and it isn’t far from the office.  
 
    “Oh.” Tim grimaces like he isn’t impressed. It’s an out and out lie. We both adore Shake Shack and have enjoyed numerous lunches there. He pushes a thumbtack into Parker’s image. Probably because he’s disappointed he hasn’t been able to get his flirt on today. “How about Epic Burger?”  
 
    I roll my gaze to the ceiling. “You only want to go there because you want to flirt with the guy behind the counter.”  
 
    “What?” He raises a blond eyebrow, better manicured than my own, as though the idea has never entered his mind. Filthy liar. “He’s a hottie though, isn’t he? You can’t blame a guy for trying.”  
 
    “Fine. Epic Burger then.”  
 
    I’m about to climb out of my chair when someone clears their throat from outside my cubicle. It’s a deep rumbling sound that doesn’t belong to anyone in the office. If it did I would know. There are only five of us plus Malcolm in our department. Tim and I glance up at the intruder at the same time.  
 
    “Oh my.” Tim straightens the Windsor knot in his tie and stage whispers, “He’s even hotter in real life.”  
 
    Yes. Yes he is. From his baggy, but not Hammer Time baggy, jeans to the tight white T-shirt that clings to his muscles like a second skin, to the baseball cap pulled so low over his eyes they’re barely visible, yet doesn’t hide the smile that trips over his full lips. Sunglasses hang from the collar of his shirt. My vagina reacts with a shriek, but I’m not so sure she’s scared of being murdered.  
 
    In his hand he holds an envelope.  
 
    “Is that some kind of voodoo?” Parker tilts his jaw, which is covered in a light layer of stubble, indicating my desk. I’m not sure what he’s getting at. My job can be complex, but it isn’t witchcraft.  
 
    Tim snorts and clambers off my desk. “I’m going to leave you to it. Let me know if you still want to do lunch.”  
 
    He brushes past Parker, and I’m surprised he doesn’t try to cop a feel. Though he does make obvious gestures at the man’s ass while wiggling his eyebrows before disappearing into his own cubicle. Probably to eavesdrop.  
 
    “You really don’t like me, do you?” Parker says as he steps into my cubicle, still staring in the general vicinity of my desk.  
 
    I glance over my shoulder at the object of his focus. The torn page from a magazine; Parker Kent in his Calvin Kleins and a whole heap of thumbtacks stuck into his crotch. “Oh. Um.” Shit.  
 
    Malcolm will kill me if I lose Parker as a client. My boss has been crowing to anyone who would listen ever since Parker called him. I should have taken the picture down a week ago. Right after our meeting. Why didn’t I?  
 
    Parker clasps his hands in front of him, guarding his crotch from the onslaught I can only imagine he’s now wary of. He probably thinks I’m psychotic, deranged, or at the very least ready to do some damage to his manhood. Jumping out of my chair, I rip the picture from the wall. Thumbtacks fly across the room and clatter to the floor like sharp and pointy hailstones. “I’m sorry. That was...”  
 
    There is no good excuse. My mind races to come up with something that would at least sound plausible. I thought it was a map... of your penis. Crap on a cracker. I’m going to lose my job over this.  
 
    Instead of turning and tucking his figurative tail between his legs, or, in this case, his rather sizable bulge, Parker moves closer. “I think I’m going to have to change your mind about me.”  
 
    “That’s not...” going to happen. And yet it already is. Because Parker Kent is not his billboard. He’s not the sum of his boxer briefs. He’s actually intelligent. Funny. Kind of nice. But that’s not the point. Superb customer service is the point. I need to concentrate on that and not the way my ovaries are simultaneously drooling as he shifts his cap while those caramel eyes try to drown me. “It’s not necessary.”  
 
    “It’s very necessary,” Tim’s voice slides into the conversation effortlessly from behind our shared wall. Of course there’s no way he could keep his opinions to himself.  
 
    Parker chuckles, and the sound reverberates through me like I’m the echo of him. My insides clench.  
 
    “Jackass,” I grumble at Tim, settling for a less effective word than I would have liked to use, but we are in the office. Parker is a client, and I have already given management a good enough reason to at least give me a warning if he chooses to complain.  
 
    “Thanks, man,” Parker says. “I hope that means you don’t mind if I steal her for lunch.”  
 
    As long as you don’t eat me. Oh God, am I on the menu? My vagina jumps up and down. If she had arms she’d raise them above her head and scream, Take me, take me, take me.  
 
    But I don’t want to be on the menu. I don’t want to imagine that gorgeous mouth between my thighs. Shut up, vagina. You don’t have a say in this.  
 
    Parker Kent is everything I can’t stand. Conceited. A player. Way too charming for his own good. And a client. Jeez, that’s important too. “Look, I’m sorry. Hanging that picture was completely unprofessional. And the thumbtacks were purely an act of censorship.”  
 
    “Liar,” Tim interrupts, and Parker’s eyebrows raise into points under his cap.  
 
    “It was an easy place to keep them,” I try again.  
 
    Tim clears his throat.  
 
    “Should I take it from here, Tim?” Parker smirks as he eats up the final step between us.  
 
    “Sure,” Tim agrees, and I glare daggers at him through the wall. I hope he feels them even though he can’t see me.  
 
    Parker couldn’t get closer if he tried. There’s no air in my cubicle, no space either. His torso is a mere inch from mine, and the heat that emanates from him transfers between us. My arms are pinned to my side. My palms start to sweat. His top lip curls for a split second and his gorgeous eyes dance over my face as he speaks softly, “Liar, liar, pants on fire.”  
 
    They are. Well my panties are. For a split second, and then they’re drenched. He can probably tell by the catch in my breath and the sudden shakiness in my knees. If my vagina could jump out of my body and into this man’s lap she totally would. She’d probably strip for dollars and give him a lap dance too. My vagina is a wannabe whore.  
 
    “I didn’t hear what you said,” Tim mutters.  
 
    A bubble of laughter bursts through my lips and shocks my vagina back to reality. Parker Kent is sexy as hell, but he’s also used to women falling all over him, and that isn’t in my nature. I’m not after casual sex. Not that I’m after anything in particular. It’s been six months since the last time I’ve even bothered to go on a date. The only men in my life at the moment are Tim, my cat, Sirius Black, and my brother.  
 
    Parker Kent is the definition of casual, and therefore not interesting to me. I can guarantee he hasn’t given those twins another thought since the moment they walked out of his apartment. “How are Violet and Blondie?”  
 
    I don’t need to like him to do my job. It’s probably best for my vagina and my self-esteem if I don’t. It really seems like the best option.  
 
    “What?” He draws back enough to look at me properly.  
 
    “Who are Violet and Blondie?” Tim asks. “Parker do you have something you want to tell me? Don’t tell me I’m not your one and only. You promised we’d be forever.”  
 
    I roll my gaze to the ceiling. “You’re not actually friends with him, Tim.”  
 
    “Yeah, he is,” Parker says.  
 
    “Yeah, I am,” Tim says at the same time. Apparently letting Tim field my Parker calls was a mistake.  
 
    “I can’t believe you seduced Tim,” I mutter.  
 
    “So Violet and Blondie...” Tim pulls us back on track and gives me a reason to be thankful we’re friends.  
 
    “The clothes hanger twins,” I supply.  
 
    “Ah.” Parker’s eyes darken as he scratches his jaw. He shifts his weight from one foot to the other. “Um.”  
 
    “God, I want to be fucked by twins,” Tim says, sighing gustily from behind his wall.  
 
    “Shut up, Tim.” There’s an image I never wanted or needed. I want to bang my palm against the side of my head to dislodge the mental imagery that had taken up residence inside my frontal lobe.  
 
    “Yeah, shut up, Tim,” Parker parrots me. “You’re not helping.”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter. It’s none of my business,” I say, and it isn’t. Parker’s ability to fuck anything that walks has nothing to do with me. Although being the insurer of his dick unfortunately makes at least parts of it my business. “Did you manage to get in to see Dr. Davis?”  
 
    “I did.” He holds up the envelope.  
 
    I reach for it, and he yanks it away before I can take it from him. “Are you going to give it to me?” I ask. 
 
     His million-dollar smirk—now that is something worth insuring—reappears. “On one condition.”  
 
    “And that would be?” My heart thrums, my mouth waters. My curiosity screams for answers. I hold out my hand, and he strokes the inside of my palm with one corner of the envelope that will see the Pussy Assassin insured. I can’t think that name without mentally rolling my eyes and giggling like a fourteen-year-old girl, but I also can’t hide the shiver that wiggles up my spine.  
 
    “Have lunch with me.”  
 
    It’s more a demand than a question. After all, it comes with a side of blackmail. Still, I have to try to worm my way out of anything that isn’t purely professional when it comes to Parker Kent. “I can’t.”  
 
    “She can,” Tim butts in like the big old butthead he is.  
 
    “I have to meet a client,” I try again.  
 
    “She doesn’t,” Tim says.  
 
    “We’ll go to Shake Shack,” Parker offers, still teasing me with the envelope. “Great burgers and shakes.”  
 
    Damn it. He’s cheating by using my earlier conversation with Tim against me. I have a real hankering for a chocolate shake and fries. Preferably at the same time. My stomach grumbles loudly. Fucking stomach giving me up for a lousy shake.  
 
    “I’ll pay,” he says, once again dangling the envelope within my grasp.  
 
    I don’t want to fall for it. But this is the last step before I can officially tell Malcolm that Parker’s insured by Global, and that makes trying to snatch it out of his hand totally worth it. Except he reads me like a Nicholas Sparks novel. His hand flies back at the same time I leap forward and instead of coming out victorious, I come out with an arm full of his bicep and my boobs pressed to his chest.  
 
    “Well, well,” he says. “Isn’t this nice?”  
 
    My nipples agree with him. They pucker up for his kiss and make an effort to reach through the fabric of my dress shirt and blazer to feel the hardness of his chest. Tough luck, tits. Not on my watch. Plus what the hell is that on his arm anyway? My palm squeezes around the muscle of his bicep. “Christ, is that a boulder in there? Do you just carry rocks with you wherever you go?”  
 
    He chuckles softly as I squeeze and grope and prod his muscle. It defies explanation. Gravity. The simple laws of science.  
 
    He tosses the envelope on my desk, and it barely registers that I’ve won. He’s given it over without my agreeing to lunch. Reaching around me, he snags my purse and pushes it into my hand. “Come on, I’m taking you to lunch.”  
 
    I don’t fight it. Not because I’m obsessed with at least one muscle on Parker Kent’s body, but because I’m hungry. And no one wants to deal with me when I’m hungry. Including me. Hungry me is a bit like un-caffeinated me; a raging bitch.  
 
    “Woo-hoo. Go Breezy,” Tim says softly from his cubicle as we pass it, but he doesn’t pop his head out. He must know this is at least partly his fault. I’m going to remind him of that when I get back. I might even buy an extra shake to put on my desk just to taunt him. 
 
    “Bree-Anna, are you off to lunch?” Malcolm stands outside his office with a cup of coffee in his hand. He was talking to Marissa but comes to an abrupt stop to raise both eyebrows as he takes in my companion. “Parker Kent?”  
 
    Marissa ogles the package. Her gaze is stuck on his crotch and refuses to move. She twirls a lock of dark hair around her finger and flutters her eyelashes at it. Not at Parker. At his dick. She’s openly flirting with his penis. She’s all about the Pussy Assassin.  
 
    “I’m borrowing Bree for the afternoon,” Parker answers Malcolm for me, his palm resting on the small of my back.  
 
    “Lunch,” I amend. Ignoring the way his touch shoots warmth under my skin. It isn’t nice. He isn’t a gentleman. Who knows where that hand has been? My lady bits don’t care. They swoon over it. They want his hand, and they want it between my thighs. An entire afternoon with Parker Kent is a very bad idea.  
 
    “Afternoon,” Parker argues.  
 
    He probably thinks he can use our lunch date to persuade me to spend the whole afternoon with him. This isn’t a date though. No, it’s definitely not a date. This is... what is this exactly? What am I getting myself into? Is it bad that there’s a real possibility he could charm me into spending more time than I have to with him?  
 
    “I want to go over the details of my policy with Bree. Okay if I borrow her?” he adds for Malcolm’s benefit.  
 
    “Of course.” Malcolm’s eyes are almost as bright as the top of his head. His pupils morph into dollar signs. There’s no help coming from my boss. As far as he’s concerned whatever Parker wants he gets. At least until it’s time for him to claim on his policy. But even then, I have the feeling special consideration might be made. “I’ll see you in the morning, Bree-Anna.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    “Breezy, huh?” I ask as I put our order—shakes, fries, and Shackburgers— on the table and slip into the booth beside her. There are chairs on the opposite side of the table, but that seemed too far away.  
 
    Her green eyes widen, the amber flecks in them catching the sunlight that streams in through the windows. Taking off her glasses, she folds the arms and pops them into a pocket in her purse. “Just a nickname.”  
 
    “Is it because you’re like a breath of fresh air?”  
 
    Her lips twitch into a smile as she tears the lid off her shake. Her thigh brushes against mine. She doesn’t acknowledge the hum of our connection, though my cock fucking does. It pulses and fills out the space behind my zipper until it has nowhere else to go.  
 
    Picking up a stringy fry she swirls it through her drink. Her head back like a bird she pops it into her mouth and moans.  
 
    Fuck me backwards and inside out. That noise has a strange effect on me. I want to snatch it out of the air and shove it in my pocket. Take it home and keep it. If a sound could be a pet, then I’m one moan away from becoming a crazy cat lady. Only with Bree’s moans.  
 
    She’s staring at me when I remember where I am. Chocolate darkens the corner of her lip. Ignoring it the best I can, I steal one of her fries and dip it into her drink before sticking it in my mouth.  
 
    She draws a breath through parted lips and glares at me. “You’ve got your own shake and fries, Mister.”  
 
    “I didn’t think strawberry would have the same effect.”  
 
    “It doesn’t,” she agrees. “But I don’t share.”  
 
    When it comes to Bree, I don’t want to share either, and I’ve only just met her. But that isn’t what she’s talking about, and there’s no way I’m going to leave her shake alone. I thread another fry through the creamy concoction and chew on it. “The nickname? How’d you get it?”  
 
    She squints at me and rolls her eyes, and I’m thankful there aren’t any thumbtacks in the immediate vicinity. Although there’s a small mom and pop grocery store a block away. We passed it on our walk. I need to tread carefully. The woman has it out for my junk. 
 
    Unwrapping her burger, she takes a huge bite before dunking another fry in her shake and speaking with her hand in front of her mouth. “I may have a track record for abandoning dates.”  
 
    I’m fascinated by her mouth. I want to take her hand and drag it away from her lips so there’s no way I’ll miss anything she has to say. “Don’t like dating?”  
 
    “Why are we talking about this?” she asks.  
 
    “I’m trying to get to know you better,” I admit. It’s purely selfish. She’s been stuck in my head like a record on a loop all week, and despite the fact that I probably need to start wearing a cup around her, I need to know what makes her tick.  
 
    “Fine.” She turns to face me, and her knee grazes my leg. There’s a flash of electricity in her eyes. It darkens her pupils and flutters her eyelashes at the same time it slams through me and makes the hair at the back of my neck stand on end. “I don’t like dating. I have better things to do with my time than sit through a bad first date.”  
 
    “Is this a bad first date?” I ask. Not that this is a date, but if it were, would she have breezed out on me already?  
 
    “It’s not a date,” she says. “It’s lunch with a client.”  
 
    “A client you don’t like,” I respond. “But if it was a date?”  
 
    Silent, she jabs more potato strings into her milkshake before finally admitting, “I’ve been on worse dates.” 
 
    “So you like me.” I grin. Best news I’ve heard all week. My cock twitches like a cheerleader on crack. And this is now totally a date as far as I’m concerned. 
 
    “No.” She scowls. “I don’t hate you. There’s a vast difference. And this is definitely not a date.”  
 
    “It totally is,” I counter. Not that I have an inkling of what stands for a date these days. It’s been five years since I’ve bothered with anything more than casual. There are apps I have no idea about now. Swiping and tapping and all kinds of ways to interact with the opposite sex, none of which seem to support any real courtship anyway according to my sister, Jeanie. It all seems a tad too complicated when it’s easier to walk into a bar or club and find a suitable companion for an evening of frivolity.  
 
    She presses her lips together, most likely holding back laughter, as she shakes her head. I’d almost say she’s pleased with my insistence. “You wouldn’t know a date if it bit you on the ass.”  
 
    “That’s probably true.” I shrug as though it doesn’t matter that she discounts me so easily. “But you could teach me.”  
 
    “Look.” She wraps up the remains of her burger and stands. Tossing it into her purse, she slips the strap over her shoulder. “You’re Parker Kent. Sexiest Bad Boy of The Year contender. Billboard Terrorist. King of casual hook ups. And I don’t do casual. So let’s pretend this bizarre conversation never happened and keep things professional.”  
 
    She slides out of the booth and takes off in the direction of the door, but this can’t be the end of our conversation. My cock might be thinking about sex. Down boy. But a casual hook up is the furthest thing from my mind. Jumping up from the booth, I chase after her.  
 
    I catch her at the door. Her shoulders stiffen when I grasp her elbow, but the curve of her neck as she glances at me is graceful. The pulse at the base of her jaw flickers like a homing beacon; the strand of strawberry blonde hair waving in front of it is a matador’s cape.  
 
    I want to press my lips to her skin and find out what it tastes like under the citrusy vanilla scent she wears. Everything about her calls to me. She’s gravity, and I’m trapped in her orbit. For a second sheer terror turns me inside out. If I start something with her will I be able to stop? But I’m not a coward. “Go on a real date with me, Bree. Tonight?”  
 
    “I don’t think so.” She pushes open the door and we step out onto the pavement.  
 
    “Tomorrow?” Without letting go of her arm, I adjust my baseball cap and slide my sunglasses into place. People don’t bother me. Unless they’re stampeding and asking for autographs.  
 
    She doesn’t try to rip her elbow out of my hold. I take it as a sign that she’s not completely opposed to my questioning, like maybe she even enjoys it a little.  
 
    “I have to wash my hair,” she responds. Again, it isn’t a no. She’s relaxed as we stroll toward her office, and she throws furtive glances my way under her lashes that make me want to do the same. But I’m too busy watching her the whole time. She’s breathtaking. So beautiful that the idea of not seeing her again soon makes my chest ache.  
 
    “Sunday,” I throw out on a breath. Jeanie’s coming into town and I promised my Sunday to her, but she’ll forgive me. Maybe. She’s been travelling these past twelve months in Europe. She won’t be pleased if I blow her off, but if I don’t secure a date with Bree now I doubt I’ll have any luck later when she’s had time to consider it.  
 
    Bree stops in the shadow of an overhead balcony. She tucks some of that pink hair behind her ear and dusts her lips with her tongue. Her eyes are as green as a forest dappled with sunlight and as easy to get lost in. Somebody send a search party if I don’t find my way out. Actually, forget that. I could stay in them as long as she’ll let me.  
 
    “Tell me something,” she says.  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    “Why are you being so insistent?”  
 
    On the surface the why is easy. She’s a beautiful woman who has an intense, physical effect on me. She also isn’t easy, and the chase is thrilling. Even if it is somewhat daunting for the man downstairs. Under that my need to know her is pricklier, like I’ve swallowed a cactus. It’s probably best if I don’t examine the sensation too closely, lest I take my eye out with one of its spikes.  
 
    “Honestly, I don’t know. I haven’t asked anyone out on a date in years, but I want to get to know you,” I tell her, reaching out to coil a strand of her hair around my finger. It’s as silky as I expected it to be.  
 
    Shorter than me by a good head, she cranes her neck to keep eye contact as I follow that strand up to her scalp. Fuck, I want to use it to pull her closer so that I can kiss her. I dart my tongue over my bottom lip, my mind trying to register her taste without having gotten close enough to have any knowledge of it. I bet she’d be sweet. Salty, chocolaty sweet.  
 
    But I don’t think I have the kind of luck up my sleeve that would have her allowing me to kiss her. I’m an actor, sometimes model, not a fucking magician. My fingers graze her hip, the soft curve underneath her business skirt makes me groan, and she blinks long and slow, like she’s as drunk on this moment as I am.  
 
    One of her hands grips my bicep as her knees wobble. “That’s it?”  
 
    I almost can’t remember what we’re talking about. It doesn’t seem as important as her lips tip toward mine. “You’re different and interesting, and you don’t like me so much. On top of that you’re gorgeous. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you. That should be obvious.”  
 
    “By your constant text messages.”  
 
    “Exactly. The ones you replied to make me think you might like me a little more than you want to let on. I’d like to explore that.”  
 
    “Okay,” she says. “One date. Saturday. A proper date. We won’t end up back at your apartment. Or mine. I’m not going to ask you to come inside to eat my cookie.”  
 
    Fuck, I really want a cookie. Other than the unhealthy lunch we’ve just shared it’s been ages since I’ve had junk food, self-induced as a result of having to strip down for the cameras, and cookies are my weakness. “Is it a double chocolate chip cookie?”  
 
    “No.” She furrows her brow.  
 
    “Peanut butter?”  
 
    “It’s not that kind of cookie.” Her hand drops from my arm.  
 
    “What kind of cookies?” I would totally settle for any type of cookie at this point.  
 
    She laughs. Possibly at my obsession with cookies. I can’t be sure, but the sound is musical and I fucking love that it’s at my expense. “The cookie is a metaphor.”  
 
    “Metaphorical cookies? Way to ruin my buzz.”  
 
    “For my vagina,” she blurts. “It’s a vagina cookie.”  
 
    “Well, fuck.” I smile at her sheepishly. She has me off my game. Never mind, I can recover. “Now I’m really craving cookies.” 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Friday night out with Dutch is usually one of my favorite pastimes, but a couple cocktails in and I’m bored out of my fucking mind. My best friend since primary school has this blonde draped over his lap, his fingers knotted in her hair, his mouth stuck to her like he went and licked a damn ice sculpture. The girl is all skin and bones in a flesh colored mini dress. Completely bland. Totally his type. Easy to have and even easier to forget. Not like Bree. Her red hair taunts me with its citrusy scent, her green eyes laugh at me. And she’s not even here.  
 
    “What do you want to do, Parker?” Her friend, a brunette in a black and purple sequin number grips my jaw to try to get my attention. “Do you want another drink? Or should we, maybe, get out of here?”  
 
    I’m not feeling it tonight. Not how she croons my name, or the breathless flirty way she suggests we take this party elsewhere. And her tits pressed against my bicep is annoying. “Sorry, what’s your name again?”  
 
    “Kelly,” she says, her eyes widening for a moment before she decides she doesn’t care that I couldn’t be bothered getting her name when they first joined us. Too bad she doesn’t understand I’m not interested in her at all. She leans in closer to whisper in my ear, “But you can call me whatever you want to.”  
 
    My attention is caught by movement across the room. The moment Bree fills my line of sight I’m mesmerized. It’s like I’ve been seeing everything in shades of gray until now. Bree is the only thing in living color. Breathtakingly bright. Her almost pink hair, that raspberry skirt. Fuck, that skirt ought to be illegal.  
 
    “Parker,” the girl beside me says. “I want to get out of here.”  
 
    “Great,” I say, picking up my phone, unable to drag my gaze away from Bree’s fluffy, gauzy, thigh skimming skirt that she’s teamed with a T-shirt that hangs off one shoulder, revealing the sweet spot of her neck that my lips are desperate for. She’s not what I expected outside of work. “Let me call you a cab.”  
 
    “B-but, that wasn’t what I meant,” the girl says. “I meant you and I should—” 
 
    “Sorry, I’m not interested.” Slipping out of her clutches, I leave Dutch and the girls to their night and make my way to the bar.  
 
    Her back is to me as I approach and she’s with some guy. A tall blond in designer jeans and a painted-on T-shirt whose mouth is practically attached to her ear. Has the man never heard of personal space? Because I will be happy to teach him. My jaw cracks painfully, my teeth clenched together. I need to get it together. Reacting like this isn’t me, but then neither is my interest in her.  
 
    He lifts his head, and I catch a glimpse of his face. The tension eases out of my jaw immediately. It’s my good buddy Tim. The only guy who probably won’t make my teeth hurt if he gets up close to her.  
 
    She’s wearing stockings, the kind that have lines down the backs and bows at the ankles. They’re so fucking cute, really. Adorable. Except those lines run right up under her skirt, and my cock jumps like a cheerleader. Two, four, six, eight... Let’s get in her panties. Can’t wait.  
 
    I blame it on our cookie conversation yesterday. Since then my brain has been conjuring up images of pulling her legs apart like two halves of an Oreo and licking the cream from between them.  
 
    My arm grazes hers as I move into the space next to her. Her T-shirt has a huge As If printed on the front. The collar hangs to mid bicep, and her pink bra strap peeks through. Fairy dust in the form of freckles cover her bare skin, a map for my mouth.  
 
    I bump against her gently, and she glances at me. Her eyes grow like two moons. “Oh. What are you doing here?”  
 
    Tim grins from ear to ear, reaching around Bree to offer me his hand. “If it isn’t my bestie.”  
 
    “I’m your bestie.” Bree glares at him, outraged, and slaps the back of her hand against his chest. “You can’t just decide Parker Kent is all of a sudden your best friend because he’s hot.”  
 
    “You think I’m hot.” I smirk.  
 
    “I didn’t mean that,” she says. 
 
    “Sorry, Breezy, but what I have with Parker is more complex than that. He’s the Padawan to my Obi-Wan-Kenobi,” Tim says.  
 
    “That doesn’t even make sense.” She steps up as the guy ahead of her takes his drinks and departs.  
 
    “That’s because you don’t understand Star Wars,” Tim says.  
 
    “No, it’s because you’re both Sith.” She sticks her tongue out at him before yelling her order to the server.  
 
    Taking cash out of my wallet, I lean over her shoulder. “What did you order?”  
 
    “A Kamikaze.”  
 
    “Sounds dangerous.” My lips are pressed to her ear and the scent of her shampoo is mesmerizing. Fresh and as lush as a rainforest.  
 
    “Mmm.” She nods.  
 
    I hold up three fingers above her head along with the money, and the server nods and takes the cash out of my hand.  
 
    “I was going to pay,” Bree says. “It was supposed to be my round.”  
 
    “Let him pay,” Tim says, practically high fiving me with his eyes. “He’s loaded. You’re an insurance rep.”  
 
    “Nice,” she mutters.  
 
    “One of the best,” he adds.  
 
    “Too little, too late.” She puts her palm up in front of his face, but her smile gives her away. “Next round is on me though, so you two can back off with this ‘macho men pay’ bullshit.”  
 
    Her mouth outside professional constraints is a little filthy. I wonder if her vocabulary extends to the word cock, and if I can get her to say it. “That’s not what I was doing.”  
 
    She picks up her drink and takes a sip. “What are you doing here anyway? Are you stalking me?” Tim laughs, and she flashes a glance at him. “Tell me you two didn’t plan this.”  
 
    “Not planned.” I put my hands up in surrender. Although I might have had several messages from Tim earlier today suggesting we meet up for a drink, but I didn’t know Bree would be with him.  
 
    He tries to hide his smirk, the schemer. Tim might be the best friend I’ve ever had with the way he’s trying to orchestrate chance meetings between Bree and me. “Can I help it if the place I wanted to try tonight also happened to be where the man of the hour is whetting his whistle?”  
 
    Bree gasps. “You’re totally stalking Parker on social media, aren’t you?”  
 
    He shrugs and picks up his drink. “Someone might have mentioned seeing him here on Twitter.” 
 
    “I should apologize,” she says to me. “My friend is an A-grade stalker of celebrity dick.”  
 
    “I don’t mind.” Drinks in hand we move away from the bar. There aren’t many places left to sit, except next to Dutch and the girl attached to his torso like a slap band, her mouth suckered to his face like she’s trying to impregnate him with her alien baby. Her friend has moved on or gone home, thankfully, but I’m not in the mood to keep him company. I head toward the edge of the dance floor instead. “It means I get to hang out with you.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    Parker guides us toward a corner near the dance floor. It’s darker here than it was at the bar. He probably wants the anonymity it affords. After all, his face is as famous as the bulge in his crotch. Women notice. Like that crazy eyed chick who was glaring daggers at me while we were at the bar. Either she was jealous she couldn’t get his attention, or she had it before Tim and I arrived.  
 
    I like his attention. Like, really like it. More than I should. Enough that the idea of him with that other girl clings like a leech, sucking the happy out of me.  
 
    Parker rests his hip against the wall beside me and carefully moves my hair away from my ear. My skin hums. “I know we weren’t supposed to see each other until tomorrow, but I’m glad I bumped into you tonight.” He rubs the hem of my tulle skirt between his finger and thumb. “This is sexy.”  
 
    You’re sexy. I grasp his hand to push it away from my skirt. My fingers slide between his and our palms clasp together. Tingles shoot up and down my arms. My ribcage is like the butterfly sanctuary at the zoo, my nerves abuzz. “Mind giving me my hand back?”  
 
    “No. I think I might keep it.” He grins.  
 
    I can’t help smiling back. “For how long?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” he says. “How long can I have it?”  
 
    I suck on my straw like it’s full of powdered sugar. I like the way he holds onto my hand, and doesn’t try to make any other moves. I like how normal he is despite his fame, and how he’s wooed Tim. He isn’t being pushy, or self-absorbed, or expecting me to fall at his feet. His gaze drifts between my face and my bare shoulder, and he scrapes his teeth against his bottom lip like he wants to do wicked things to that spot, and I like that too. Maybe I want him to do wicked things. Fuck. Maybe I want to know what those full lips feel like. Get a bucket, nether regions, you’re turning my panties into a puddle.  
 
    Tim faces the dance floor and ignores us as we continue to hold hands. He’s on the hunt for some nookie tonight. Nothing serious. He’s into the right here, right now. He’s a perfect fit for Parker in that way. Unlike me. I’m The Neverending Story to Parker’s Fast and Furious, but he’s hanging around like Jack in Speed, when we can both see that this thing between us is a bomb. Great, now I totally want to watch all three movies.  
 
    A server wanders past with drinks on a tray and Parker buys us multicolored shots, which we toss back. He orders another round and draws small circles on my hand with his thumb to mollify me when I try to pay.  
 
    “It was supposed to be my treat,” I grumble after Tim bounces off to the dance floor. He has more energy than Tigger. And now I’m all alone with Parker. There might as well be no one else around.  
 
    He clasps my jaw and murmurs his lips across my cheek. “Think of this as a date. A date I asked for, that your schedule cleared up room for. Which makes it my treat.”  
 
    My belly flip-flops as I breathe in his scent. He smells like tall, dark, and handsome got lost in the woods and found a beehive full of honey. “You’re treating Tim as well. Does that mean you’re on a date with him too?”  
 
    He chuckles. Warm breath hits my skin and leaves a trail of goosebumps in its wake. “He’s found his own date, hasn’t he? The guy with the Death Star T-shirt?”  
 
    I glance around until I spot Tim with his arm thrown around the shoulder of a buff guy in a black Star Wars T-shirt. “Looks like Tim’s planning on crossing over to the dark side tonight.” 
 
    The group at the next table vacates, the bubbly college age girls dragging their boyfriends toward the dance floor. Parker leads me over to claim their seats as the server comes back with our drinks. She puts them down on the table between us, her gaze running over Parker in a way I’m not a fan of. Tucking a lock of her hair behind her ear, she smiles at him. “You’re the actor on the Calvin Klein billboard, aren’t you? The guy from Doing Bad Things.” She drops her gaze to his crotch and tugs on her lip. Another woman who’s all about flirting with Parker’s cock. “You’re really great.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he says, squeezing my hand. He’s probably trying to reassure me that he’s here with me, but I feel like I’m a million miles away. Parker Kent is in a whole other universe. One where women fall all over him, and I’m not even going to try to compete.  
 
    “I’m not supposed to do this. I usually wouldn’t, but my sister is such a big fan of yours. Could I trouble you for an autograph?” 
 
    “Sure.” He grins at her. “Have you got a pen?”  
 
    “I do.” She flicks an absent gaze my way while she pulls a pen and a notepad out of her apron pocket before fixating on Parker again. “Thanks so much for this.”  
 
    Parker flips through the notepad until he finds an empty page to scrawl his signature across and hands it back to her. “Say hi to your sister for me.”  
 
    “Oh, I will.” She says breathlessly, hugging the notepad to her chest. “She’s going to love this.”  
 
    How much more obvious could it be that the sister in question is the woman currently cradling Parker’s signature to her bosom? I take a long hard drink from my martini glass. This was such a bad idea. Hanging out with Parker outside of our professional relationship isn’t for me. I finish off my drink and put the empty glass back on the table as the server finally buzzes off.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” Parker says. “I don’t like to be rude to my fans, even though I would have preferred if we hadn’t been interrupted.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” I get it. I do. Interacting with his fans is important and something he clearly enjoys. But I’m not sure I’m cut out for his lifestyle. Freeing my hand from his grip, I say, “I’m going to go.”  
 
    “Don’t leave,” he says. “I doubt we’ll be bothered again tonight. Everyone’s too busy having a good time. Let me buy you another drink.” 
 
    “It’s been fun, but I’m going home.” I slide out of my seat and push my way through the crowd before Parker can follow me.  
 
    Ducking out of the exit, I draw in a deep breath and slow down. Across the parking lot is a food truck. The aroma of fried food, burgers, and pizza scents the air. Why is it everything smells so much better after a few drinks? My mouth waters as I’m drawn toward the truck by the promise of carbs and the possibility of soaking up some of the alcohol I’ve consumed. It’s probably a good idea to grab something before I head home.  
 
    Tim’s still inside. Hooking up. He probably has no idea I’ve left. I send him a quick text as I line up to order, letting him know that I’m bailing and to make sure he’s good finding his own way home. All I get in return are winky faces and eggplant emojis, so I know he’s fine.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Parker asks, catching up to me in the line for the food truck. He grazes both hands down my arms and the fine hairs there stand to attention.  
 
    “Sure.” I nod. “Why wouldn’t I be?” It’s not like there was another woman coming onto the man I have the hots for. Oh wait... that’s exactly what it was like. I need a badge that says, “Been there, done that, not interested in doing it again when it comes to guys who sleep around.”  
 
    “Because you raced out of the club like you were Cinderella. Next time you do that, do you want to leave me your glass slipper or something?”  
 
    “I was hungry,” I say, backing that up by ordering a hot dog, a burger, and fries.  
 
    “Me too,” he says.  
 
    “Nuh-uh, you get your own.” I mock glare at him. If I had the food in my hands I would hug it to my chest just to get the point across.  
 
    “Do you have any cookies?” He asks the guy waiting to take his order.  
 
    Crooking a dark bushy eyebrow under his white hat, the man shakes his head. “No cookies.”  
 
    Parker rubs the back of his neck and peruses the menu boards above the man’s head. “I guess I’ll have to go with a burger and fries then.”  
 
    The guy calls his order to the chef and we move to the side to wait. I can’t help smiling at his obsession with cookies.  
 
    “We can probably find a late-night grocery store that sells cookies,” he offers.  
 
    “I don’t think so,” I say. “I’m gonna go home.”  
 
    He glances at me, his eyes widening. They’re so chocolaty it’s like I’m swimming in Nesquik. “Oh, did you think that was me asking you stay the night with me?”  
 
    “N-no.” Yes, isn’t that how most evenings with Parker Kent end? I mean, I just assumed from his reputation that would be the case.  
 
    “Phew. Because I wasn’t.” He exhales, and his shoulders drop as though he’s relieved, but he’s grinning like it’s the finest joke. “I’m not easy, you know.” He nudges me in the ribs with his elbow and leans closer as he runs a hand down his torso. “I don’t know how I feel about you wanting to take advantage of all of this.”  
 
    I press my lips together to hold the laughter in. It bubbles up and tears out of me. I double over, holding my stomach. Me, take advantage of Parker Kent; a man known for his dick and his revolving bedroom door? Hilarious. My eyes start to burn. People are gawking at me.  
 
    Parker’s face is split into the hugest grin. “You’re adorable. Do you know that?” 
 
    “I sound like a hyena.” I wheeze.  
 
    “An adorable hyena.” He wraps an arm around my waist to steady me as I try to compose myself.  
 
    “Oh no.” I cover my face with my hands and groan.  
 
    “Hey, listen.” He tucks his fingers under my chin and pries one of my hands away. His face hovers close to mine, his gaze soft. “I like the way you laugh. I’m making it my mission in life to hear you laugh like that often.” 
 
    And just like that he wins brownie points. I don’t know how he does it. Moments ago I was sure walking away was the right decision and that getting involved with a guy like him was exactly what I didn’t want. Maybe I’m a little addicted to guys who aren’t good for me, or maybe, I’m taking a chance on the inkling that he isn’t that bad at all.  
 
    A dimple appears in his cheek. I want to press the tip of my tongue into it. His gaze dances a triangle between my eyes and my mouth and back again. My lips start to tingle. Is he going to kiss me? Do I want him to? I inch closer. My belly flutters and my pulse thrums, and his mouth is my newest obsession.  
 
    His hard chest bumps against my breasts as his lips cover mine. Moving slowly, he teases and nibbles. His tongue seeks entrance and I open to let him sweep inside and deepen the kiss. My hands flutter against his chest, find purchase in his shirt as I get caught up in his taste and the sweet and sour remnants of the alcohol we drank. Fireworks explode in my belly, their heat spreading like wildfire. Our tongues dance and war, thrust, parry, thrust.  
 
    “Hey cookie man, your food’s ready,” someone calls out.  
 
    Parker groans against my lips. It echoes in my chest. I don’t want to stop kissing him. If I could I would fall into his mouth and live there. I would scale the rock face of his body to get to his mouth.  
 
    He draws back slowly, leaving my lips cold and yearning. His voice is low and scratchy as he says, “Looks like our food’s ready.” 
 
    “Is it?” I say, my voice barely a whispered breath.  
 
    “Mmm-hmm.” He takes my hand in his, holding it to his chest for a moment so I can feel how harsh his breathing is, before lowering our joined hands to his side. “We should eat.”  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The town car pulls up outside the Chinese restaurant I live above, and I stumble out with Parker following. I haven’t changed my mind about letting him near my cookie. Okay, I might have changed my mind. I want more of his kisses. They’re addictive, like Tim Tams or Nutella straight out of the jar. I’m also not thinking straight thanks to said kisses. He might as well have rolled a line of white powder across his bottom lip and turned me into a crack whore.  
 
    “Thank you for a great evening. I can take it from here,” I tell him. The scent of egg rolls permeates the air and everything else that it touches. My cheeks hurt from smiling, and my skin is abraded from his stubble grazing my jaw and neck.  
 
    “Na-uh.” He squeezes my hand. “This date isn’t over until I walk you to your door and see you safely inside.”  
 
    I’m used to walking home alone, but I like this macho protective stuff too. “It’s really not necessary.”  
 
    “How else am I going to know where to pick you up tomorrow?”  
 
    “I told you I’d meet you,” I remind him.  
 
    “Okay, but maybe I want to kiss you goodnight,” he admits.  
 
    My toes curl. My swollen lips want to cha-cha-cha as we take the stairs to my apartment. I’m practically a fondue fountain—melted and bubbly inside—from his heated gaze and his warm hand encasing mine, as he waits for me to unlock my door.  
 
    “So,” I say, loathing opening my door because that means this night is over.  
 
    “So,” he says. “Tomorrow night. Let me pick you up?”  
 
    “Okay.” I rub the back of my foot against my calf. There’s something so palpable between us. An energy that pulls me to him that I’m still not sure how to handle.  
 
    “Great.” Cupping my cheek, he brushes his lips against mine in a feather soft touch that leaves me tingling all over. “I’m looking forward to it.”  
 
    I lean against the door as he saunters back down the short hallway. With bouncy steps that seem to imitate my heartbeat, he disappears into the stairwell.  
 
    Entering my apartment, I shut the door and rest my back against it.  
 
    I like Parker Kent.  
 
    I like him too much.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “What’s with your face?” Callan asks, his solid form filling the doorframe of our parent’s home. His blue-eyed gaze settles on my jaw. “You look like you had a run in with an angle grinder.”  
 
    “Like you can talk.” I jog up the stairs, jostling the box of cupcakes I picked up from Molly’s Bakery and push past my stepbrother. Waking up this morning to my neck, jaw, and cheeks covered in beard rash wasn’t fun. I’d almost considered diving back into bed and pulling my pillow over my head until it died down, but I have standing plans with my parents and then Tim. “Did your lip get attacked by a wasp? It looks painful.”  
 
    He chuckles. “I bet my night was better than yours.”  
 
    “Let’s agree to disagree.” I smile to myself as I step into the house. 
 
    “Hang on.” Callan catches my elbow. “What’s with the smile?”  
 
    Despite our playful banter, Callan is great at the big brother thing. He was six when his dad married my mom. I was barely out of diapers. I don’t actually remember a time before that. Or my real dad. From what I’ve garnered over the years through overheard conversations between my mother and her sisters, he ran as soon as he knew about me. It doesn’t bother me though. Bob is everything I could ever want in a dad, and Callan is my brother in so many more ways than just through marriage.  
 
    “What smile?” I ask, widening my eyes in an effort to appear innocent as I shake off his meaty hand.  
 
    “Uh-uh,” he tsks. “You’ve been pulling that wide-eyed innocent thing on me since you were three. It doesn’t work anymore. Who’s the guy?”  
 
    “Nobody,” I tell him as we walk through the house to the kitchen. Callan’s a bit of a slut. Okay, he’s a total manwhore but I hold out hope that could change with the right incentive. After all, he’s a great brother; protective, ready to give me advice on guys. Which is why Parker Kent’s name doesn’t leave my lips. I know what Callan will say about Parker; that he’s not a good guy, that he’s a womanizer, and that getting involved with him is asking to be hurt. All of which is true.  
 
    “Well, nobody did a great job of rubbing his beard all over your neck and face.” Callan sniggers. “Unless you want to tell me you’ve finally perfected your contortionism act and…”  
 
    “Shut up.” I punch him in the arm before he can say something disgusting. When I was younger I wanted to join the circus as a contortionist. Callan teased me about it relentlessly, including a few rather crude comments. And by the way, I can still tuck my feet behind my head. “And it’s new. I don’t even know if it is anything, okay? So I don’t want to talk about it.”  
 
    “Okay.” He wraps his arm around my shoulder. “Mom and Dad are waiting for us on the patio.”  
 
    “Can we keep this between us, please?” I ask.  
 
    “Hmmm.” He opens the door and pushes me through it. “You probably should have looked in the mirror if you didn’t want anyone to ask.”  
 
    “Oh, my baby.” My mother drops her playing cards and jumps up when she sees me. “What happened to your face?” Taking my face between her work beaten hands she turns me this way and that while she studies me with eyes the same shade of green as mine. “You’re so red. Did you get sunburned?”  
 
    “I think it’s hives, Stella,” Bob says, getting up. I squint to block out the fact that he’s only wearing Y fronts and socks with his T-shirt. “Get the witch hazel.”  
 
    “It’s not hives,” I mumble. Witch hazel is Bob’s answer for everything. Acne, sunburn, bad moods, cleaning the house. Everything. 
 
    “It’s definitely sunburn,” Mom says. She smells like herbs from her garden. Earthy and fresh. “It’s so bad, honey. Come into the kitchen. We’ll put some aloe on it.” 
 
    “Seriously, Mom. I’m okay.”  
 
    “Are those cupcakes from Molly’s?” Callan asks, his blue eyes dancing with humor under his dark hair, but like a good brother willing to divert our parents for a sugary treat.  
 
    “Yep.” I hold the box up as a barricade to more babying from my mother. “I bought carrot cake for you, Bob.”  
 
    “With the cream cheese frosting?” His eyes light up.  
 
    “Sit down, Bob. You can’t have cupcakes,” Mom starts on him, which is exactly what I need to get her attention off me. A couple years back Bob had a heart attack. It was minor, but Mom is like a hawk when it comes to things that aren’t nutritious. Bob’s as healthy as a horse though, especially with the diet and exercise regime Mom has him on. And he adores cupcakes.  
 
    “Come on, Stella. It’s an itty-bitty cupcake. It’s not going to hurt me. I’m strong as an ox.” He thumps his chest with his fist as he sits back down.  
 
    “I’m trying to look after your health, love,” Mom says. She’s already wavering thanks to him giving her big puppy dog eyes.  
 
    “I know, gorgeous. I know.” He threads his hand into her dirty blonde hair. (I have my father’s hair, I think, because the rest of Mom’s family are blonde too. The tinge of red that runs through mine must have come from him.) “I love you for it, but a man has to get some enjoyment out of life too, doesn’t he?”  
 
    “Okay,” she relents, leaning over to kiss him. “But I’m scraping off half the frosting.”  
 
    “That a girl.” He slaps her ass as she walks away from him.  
 
    “Gross,” Callan says under his breath.  
 
    I don’t know. I like the way our parents adore each other. Their mutual affection is sweet. I can’t pretend that I wouldn’t like that for myself at some point.  
 
    Mom grabs the box from me and takes it inside to fix Bob’s cupcake to her liking.  
 
    “Come on, you two,” Dad says. “Are you going to stand around all day like two daft ducks, or are we going to have brunch?”  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “About this nobody,” Callan says as we walk down the front steps after Mom closes the door on us. “What’s he like? Is he a nice guy? Does he have his shit together? How much do you know about him?”  
 
    “He’s nice,” I tell him. “But it’s new, Cal. I don’t even know if it is anything, so can we save the inquisition until next weekend?”  
 
    “I’m just looking out for you.” He shrugs, stopping at the gate where we’ll go our separate ways for another week.  
 
    “I know.” I hug his barrel chest.  
 
    He casually throws an arm around my shoulder. “I don’t want to see you hurt.”  
 
    “I’m fine, Cal. Seriously.” I can’t blame him for worrying about me. I’d dated a guy named Ty when I was seventeen. He was one of Callan’s friends, and even though my brother advised me not to get involved, I’d let my heart lead. Callan had spent weeks watching action flicks peppered with horror movies and eating ice cream with me in our parent’s basement when it had all fallen apart. I’ll always appreciate that and the fact that he didn’t rub my nose in it after he’d warned me not to date the jerk in the first place. I’d had my heart broken, and he’d lost a friend. It’s an experience I have no plan to repeat. “I’m not falling into anything. I’m not losing my head. And if I need advice you’re the first person I’ll come to.”  
 
    “Good. Because the last time was rough.” He kisses the top of my head and lets me go so he can open the gate. “I better get to the bar. I’ll see you next week.”  
 
    “Yep. Next week.”  
 
    “Don’t bring those cupcakes. I don’t want to be subjected to another make out session between our parents.”  
 
    I roll my gaze to the sky as he walks away. “One day a woman is going to knock you on your ass, and you’ll be the one giving us a sickening display.”  
 
    He flips me the bird over his shoulder, and I grin as I turn and hurry toward the train station. I have an appointment with my waxer and then I have to meet Tim for coffee.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “There’s my dirty stop-out. Fun night?” Tim grins as I drop into the chair opposite him at our usual table.  
 
    Saturday coffee and catching up on Friday night gossip has been our routine since the first time we went out for drinks together. This is the first time that I’m the focus of the conversation though.  
 
    “Nothing to report. Did you order coffee?”  
 
    “Yeah. Vanilla Latte with cocoa on top for you. An Americano for me.”  
 
    “Great. Awesome.” I toss my bag on the chair beside me.  
 
    “Got you one of those bagels you like too.”  
 
    “You’re the best,” I gush. “Brunch feels like it was hours ago.”  
 
    “Now give me the details, Breezy. Spill. You can’t spend the evening schmoozing with Parker Kent and not tell me all about it.”  
 
    “Really it was nothing,” I start, before the server arrives with our order. Tim wiggles his eyebrows at me while the girl puts our coffees and bagels on the table between us.  
 
    I pick up my vanilla latte and sip the cocoa from the top. Nothing is the wrong word for the evening I spent with Parker. My chest warms, reminiscing over it.  
 
    “Come on, woman. With that smile you have to be holding out on me. I can’t handle the anticipation. Is it really as big as the pictures make out? That whole the camera adds ten pounds...”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I tell him.  
 
    “You don’t know?” His blond brows form a craggy mountain line on his forehead. “You didn’t sleep with him? You didn’t go home with him?”  
 
    “He took me home. To my place. To make sure I got home safely.” I cut my bagel into wedges. “I didn’t sleep with him.”  
 
    “But your face,” Tim says and then stops. “You do realize you look like you were attacked by Beardzilla, right?”  
 
    “He kissed me. We kissed. A lot.” I press my fingers to my neck. “It’s really bad, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Eh. I’ve seen worse pash rash,” Tim says. “On stop signs.” 
 
    “Funny.”  
 
    “You’re supposed to have a date with him tonight, aren’t you?” Tim pats my arm and grimaces.  
 
    “Makeup will cover it.”  
 
    “Sure,” Tim agrees. “And if not, at least your face will match your hair.”  
 
    “Fuck.” It must be worse than I thought. 
 
    “Listen, sweetie.” He sips at his Americano as he finds his sympathy gene, probably located in his big toe with how rarely it breaks the surface. “Parker isn’t going to care. All he’ll see is a reminder that he had his mouth on yours. Men like to see their mark on the person they like. Beard rash, hickies, or any other form.”  
 
    “You people are perverted.” I stick out my tongue, but the way Tim put it... Parker’s mark on me... I sort of see the appeal.  
 
    “And by ‘you people,’ I assume you mean men,” Tim says.  
 
    “Exactly,” I say before popping a slice of bagel into my mouth. “Maybe I should cancel tonight, if I look that terrible.”  
 
    “I have an idea,” he says. “Finish your coffee. We’ve got to make a stop and then we’re going back to your place for a spa and movie afternoon. Hopefully by the time Parker comes to pick you up we can take that glow from neon to sexy.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    I grasp the bouquet tighter in my sweaty palm as I lift my fist to Bree’s door. Even though we’ve been out to lunch, and I insisted last night was a date, this is officially our first date. A real date with a girl that I like enough to want to spend time with. I’m not sure how to do this.  
 
    “Oh God, what did you do to my face?” Bree’s voice reaches my ears through the door. “I look terrible. I have to cancel.”  
 
    “You can’t cancel,” Tim says. “It’s seven. He’ll be here any minute.”  
 
    “B-but, I can’t go out in public like this. How did it get worse?” Her distress is clear as a bell.  
 
    What the hell is going on in there? I rap my knuckles on her door, torn between curiosity over what’s wrong, and not wanting to give her a chance to cancel on me. She’s been on my mind all day, and the idea of not seeing her makes me irritable.  
 
    “That’s Parker,” Tim says.  
 
    “Please, Tim…” Her voice drops until I can’t hear it anymore.  
 
    Tim opens the door. “Hey, Parker, how’s it hanging?”  
 
    “It’s hanging just fine, thanks for asking,” I say, trying to glance around him. “Is Bree ready?” 
 
    “Uh, actually, she’s a tad indisposed.” He runs his gaze over my outfit. Bone colored chinos and a short-sleeved dress shirt. Yes, I Googled appropriate date wear. It’s been a long time. I have no idea what I’m doing. Only that I’ll do what it takes to convince Bree to spend time with me.  
 
    He shakes his head and tsks. “Such a shame you’re not into men. What a waste.”  
 
    “Is Bree okay?” I try again to get a glimpse around him. 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah, she will be. Just a bit of a rash.” He runs his hand over his cheeks, jaw, and neck. “If you know what I mean. Someone was a little too rough on our best gal last night.”  
 
    Is he blaming this on me? “I’m not sure what you’re suggesting.”  
 
    “Look, she’s cancelling your date because she can’t go out in public right now. People would mistake her for a street lamp. You should probably go. I’m sure she’ll call you when she’s feeling up to it.”  
 
    “Or you can let me in, and I’ll take care of her.” I push past him before he can tell me no. If Bree isn’t well, I’m going to do what I can to help her feel better.  
 
    Her apartment is small and smells like wontons. A devilish black cat glares at me through slanted yellow eyes from its perch on the arm of the sofa. Tubs and tubes of creams and salves and other cosmetics are scattered over a glass topped coffee table and the faux sheep skin rug underneath.  
 
    “She’s not going to like this.” Tim follows me, his arms crossed over his chest.  
 
    “Leave it to me,” I tell him, putting the bouquet down on the table. “I promise I’ll take good care of her.”  
 
    “Well, I do have a date of my own.” Tim glances longingly at the door.  
 
    “Perfect. You go on your date, and I will look after Bree.” I shove him toward the door. “I’ve got this.”  
 
    I close the door on him before he can argue that I probably don’t have this situation under control. Bree’s somewhere in the apartment, and my every move is being watched by a feline overlord who stares at me with derision. Did I mention I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing?  
 
    I need to make sure Bree’s okay. Crossing the apartment, I knock on the closed door where I assume Bree is hiding. “Can I come in?”  
 
    “Parker?” Her voice comes softly back to me.  
 
    “Yeah.” I lean my head against the door.  
 
    “Where’s Tim?”  
 
    “I kicked him out,” I say. “Is there anything I can help with?”  
 
    “N-no,” she says.  
 
    “Do you wanna tell me what’s wrong?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” she says, and it sounds like she’s drifted closer to the door. “It’s kind of embarrassing.”  
 
    “I won’t laugh,” I promise.  
 
    “You will,” she says. “And I won’t blame you. I don’t know how it got so much worse.”  
 
    “What did, babe?” Babe? It felt so natural rolling off my tongue. I want to say it again and again. But only to Bree. 
 
    The door cracks open an inch, enough for me to catch her peeking out at me. One beautiful green eye full of worry peers up at me. “I, uh, had an allergic reaction. On my neck and face. Tim tried to help and now...”  
 
    “Can you show me?” I ask her as gently as I can. “I want to see if there’s anything I can do to help you feel better.”  
 
    Her whole face comes into view as she allows me to push open the door. Her neck and half her face are red and covered in angry welts.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    “It’s bad, isn’t it?” she asks through swollen lips.  
 
    I liked how swollen they were last night. But this... I slide my arm around her and pull her close to my chest. “Babe, it’s not so bad. It’s hardly noticeable.”  
 
    “You’re just saying that,” she says. “I look like a clown.” 
 
    “No, seriously.” I thread my fingers through her hair and gently tug her head back. I’m scared touching her face will cause her pain. “Babe.” I really like the way that word trips through my lips. “You’re gorgeous no matter what. A total babe whether you’re wearing those prim little suits you favor for work, or that sexy tutu thing from last night, or in your pajamas like you are right now. A little rash isn’t going to change how beautiful you are.”  
 
    “Damn it.” She groans as she relaxes against me. “I really didn’t want to like you.”  
 
    “Does that mean you do?” My chest swells with warmth. Hell yeah. I give myself a mental fist bump.  
 
    “It does,” she says, gazing up at me. Her smile is everything. I will do anything to see it as often as possible.  
 
    “I want to kiss you,” I tell her, carefully touching my thumb to her bottom lip. “But I won’t because this looks painful and I don’t want to hurt you.” She makes a strangled sound in the back of her throat as I press my lips to her forehead in the softest touch I can manage. “How about we see what we can do to make you feel better?”  
 
    “You don’t have to stay,” she says. “This was supposed to be a first date. Not you looking after me.”  
 
    “Pretty sure those two things are synonymous.” I take her hand and lead her over to the couch. “Why don’t you get comfy, and I’m going to see what you have in your medicine cabinet. Which way is your bathroom?”  
 
    She tucks her legs up under her and pulls a sparkly cloud shaped pillow onto her lap before pointing. “Over there.”  
 
    “I’ll be right back.”  
 
    What we need is something to help with the swelling. I search her medicine cabinet. She has a bottle of Benadryl tucked in the back behind a collection of feminine hygiene products.  
 
    I wander back into the living room with the bottle and twist the lid off before I hand it to her. “Antihistamines will help. Do you have an ice pack?” 
 
    “No.” She takes the bottle from me and reads the directions before taking a swig straight from the neck.  
 
    “Doesn’t matter, I’ll find something.”  
 
    Grabbing the tea towel from the oven door, I scoop some ice into it. There’s a corkboard hanging on the wall beside the fridge. There’s not much on it, a bill and a couple of photos. And thumbtacks. They wind around the outside of the board in a complicated pattern. Girl really likes her thumbtacks. I cringe as I recall my picture in her cubicle and the thumbtacks decorating my crotch. “What’s with the thumbtacks?”  
 
    “Ever heard the expression put a pin in it?”  
 
    “Yeah.”  
 
    “Well, I do. Literally. Whatever is on my mind.”  
 
    I’ve been on her mind a lot then. I carry the makeshift ice pack into the living room and hand it to her as I take a seat next to her.  
 
    She rests her head on my shoulder, holding the makeshift ice pack to her jaw. “Thank you. Sorry I ruined our date.”  
 
    “It’s not ruined,” I say, wrapping my arm around her waist.  
 
    She laughs and takes another gulp of Benadryl. “Well, I doubt this is what you had in mind.”  
 
    “No, it isn’t,” I agree. “But the important thing here is that we get you feeling better.”  
 
    “I’m glad you stayed.” She sighs and snuggles into me, her fingers running lazy circles on my torso and that makes this my best date yet. It also makes my dick twitch and stand to attention, but that seems to be a constant when I’m around her, thinking about her, dreaming about her.  
 
    “So what products did you use anyway? We should probably try to work out what you’re allergic to, so it doesn’t happen again.”  
 
    “Um,” she says.  
 
    “What’s um? It’s one of these products, right?” I gesture to the pile on the table.  
 
    “Well, they didn’t help.”  
 
    My mind flicks back to what Tim had said when I first got here tonight. About someone being too rough on our gal. My gal. “Want to fill me in?”  
 
    “Um.” She glances up at me and brushes her fingers over my stubble as she winces. “Well, it’s just that my skin is a bit sensitive and we, uh, made out a lot last night, and…”  
 
    “That’s from me?” From my stubble scratching her skin? Fuck, I’m torn right down the middle of my chest. On the one hand, anyone who saw her today and realized it was beard burn knows she’s been thoroughly kissed by me, which makes me want to crow. On the other it’s my fault she’s in pain, and that hits me right in the gut. I grip the nape of her neck carefully so that I can take a better look. “I’m so sorry, babe.”  
 
    “It’s okay. It wasn’t so bad earlier. Until Tim decided to DIY my face. I don’t usually have a problem with cosmetics, but my skin was pretty raw.” She sips at the Benadryl. “And this is helping.”  
 
    “Good.” I kiss her temple as lightly as I can. “Then how about I get some food. I saw a pizza joint on my way here. I can pick up some slices and we can watch a movie or whatever you want.”  
 
    “That would be awesome,” she says.  
 
    “I’ll be as quick as I can,” I tell her, getting up. “Why don’t you pick a movie while I’m gone.”  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It took me a little longer than I planned. I ordered the pizzas then walked an extra couple blocks to find a pharmacy where I could pick up more Benadryl, shaving cream, and a decent razor. If my facial hair is the cause of all this then it’s fucking gone.  
 
    I balance the pizza boxes and the bag with the Benadryl and shaving gear in one hand as I knock on her door.  
 
    “Coming,” she calls out.  
 
    I wish I could get full enjoyment of where my brain takes me with that one simple word. Her naked body, riding me while she screams about how I’m taking her right where she needs to go.  
 
    Opening the door, she runs her gaze over me. “Do you know you’re like the definition of cheesy porn?”  
 
    “Okay.” I raise an eyebrow at her.  
 
    She steps out of the way so that I can enter. “You’re the smoking hot pizza delivery boy with the big cock, here to fill my...” she pauses, giving the whole sentence an extra serving of innuendo, “...order.”  
 
    “Well, I aim to please.” I put the pizzas on the coffee table next to the empty bottle of Benadryl. I’d bought more so that she would have some next time she needed it, not because I expected her to go through a bottle of it tonight. “Hit it hard, huh?”  
 
    She shrugs and presses two white teeth into her lip. “Maybe a little.”  
 
    “Well, how about you take a seat and I’ll get you a plate. Let’s see if we can get some food into you.”  
 
    “No plate needed.” She bounces onto the couch, flips open the pizza boxes, and takes a huge slice. “I’m starving.”  
 
    “Leave me a couple slices?” I ask, picking up the bag and heading for the bathroom.  
 
    “Only if you’re quick,” she replies before wrapping her lips around the pointed end of the slice.  
 
    I pop the new bottle of Benadryl into her cabinet, unpack my razor, and get to work on removing every trace of stubble. Once I’m satisfied, I pack my razor and shaving cream back into the bag and clean up.  
 
    She’s made a good indent in the pepperoni pizza. And her face is already losing its puffiness. The welts are disappearing. “Want something to drink?”  
 
    “There’s soda in the fridge,” she says. “I can get it.”  
 
    “No, you stay there. Doctor’s orders,” I tell her.  
 
    “You’re not a doctor.”  
 
    “But I’ve played a doctor.” One time. On a soap opera. Still, I’m not going to allow her to lift a finger tonight.  
 
    I find the soda then open cupboards until I locate a couple of glasses. Taking my haul back into the living room, I pour us both drinks before I settle on the couch and snatch up a slice. “What did you decide we should watch?” 
 
    “I thought an action flick. Die Hard or Take...” Bree grows quiet as she closes the lid on the empty pizza box. “You bought me cookies?” She picks up the edible arrangement I’d brought. A bunch of different cookies wrapped in cellophane and shaped into a bouquet.  
 
    “I thought it would be more fitting than flowers.”  
 
    “They’re so cool.” She smiles, cellophane crinkling between her fingers. “This is really sweet. I didn’t expect...” She glances shyly up at me. “You’re a sweet guy, Parker Kent.”  
 
    “I’m not really.” I shrug. I haven’t been. I’ve been everything she thought I was and more. I’ve slept my way through the club scene and taken women for granted for a long time, but that’s changing. “I just want to see you smile.”  
 
    She puts down the cookies and pounces. Her legs straddle mine as she winds her arms around my neck. “I really like you, Parker.”  
 
    “I really like you too,” I say, settling my hand on her calf near her knee.  
 
    “Did you...” She peers closely at my jaw. “You shaved?”  
 
    “Yeah. I hope you don’t mind that I used your bathroom.” I slide my other arm around her waist and try to shift her away from my quickly hardening cock before she realizes how much her straddling my lap affects me. “I don’t expect to kiss you tonight, though. That wasn’t the point.”  
 
    Her fingers dance over my clean jaw. Her touch is warm and light and makes my heart trip. They move to my chin and up to my mouth. My lips ache. They want so much more.  
 
    “Mmm,” she hums, her gaze locked on my lips.  
 
    “Mmm?” I ask on a rasp. I’m rock fucking solid underneath her, and I fight the need to move my hands, and my lips, and the vicious need of my hips to buck against her to see what other delicious sounds she can make.  
 
    She bows her head, bringing us closer. Her hair falls from behind her ear like a silk wave to caress my cheek. “What if I want you to kiss me?”  
 
    Fuck. How do I say no to her? Sliding my hand into her hair, I bridge the gap between our mouths. I’ll be gentle. Just a nibble. I groan at her sweet taste filling my senses. Her lips move against mine, her tongue pushing against my lips. Knock knock. My tongue answers, softly thrusting to meet hers.  
 
    Her hands stumble and trip down my chest, push against the hem of my shirt and skate along my abs. I like the way she explores my body, slides her hands over my ribcage and up to my pecs. Down again to the buckle of my belt, her touch almost ticklish except it brings so much fucking need. My pulse is racing, my blood pounding. I want more of her. Need more. She grinds on me, and my cock throbs and aches to get inside her hot cunt.  
 
    I squeeze her ass as I shift to deepen the kiss, and she whimpers. I can’t tell if it’s in pleasure or pain. And I won’t hurt her.  
 
    I break off the kiss. “Babe, are you okay?”  
 
    She touches the tips of two fingers to her lips and winces.  
 
    “As much as I hate to say it, we should keep the kissing for when you’re better. How about we watch those movies you picked?”  
 
    “That might be a good idea.” She glances away, her voice dropping to a whisper.  
 
    “Trust me.” I nibble at her ear as I situate her so that she can watch TV while still on my lap. “We have plenty of time to make out. This is only our first date, remember?”  
 
    We watch Die Hard. I lie. She watches Die Hard while I watch her. Normally John McClain would have my attention, but Bree has all of it tonight. Hanging out on her couch with her like this is... perfect. I’ve spent so much time in the catch and release program, but none of it has made me happy like this. That feeling scares the fuck out of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    Wednesday afternoon, I’m twiddling my thumbs while on hold with another department. I swear they do it just to be annoying. They’re probably playing trashcan basketball instead of looking up the information I need to put through a claim on the Monet that went missing from my client’s personal collection last night. I’m betting the son took it. He’d seemed a little too smug. But I have no proof.  
 
    My cell phone pings, and I smile as I pick it up. I haven’t seen Parker since Saturday when he spent the night on my couch. He was gone when I woke up and so was my pash rash, but he’s messaged me every day.  
 
    I miss him.  
 
    Tim’s name comes up with an attachment. Odd since he’s in the next cubicle. It’s probably a cat video. Or a Star Wars meme. I squint one eye as I open it because every now and then Tim gets great joy out of sending me porn styled vegetables. Carrots with dicks. Mushrooms that look like cocks. Freaky potatoes. That kind of thing.  
 
    Parker’s picture pops onto my screen. He’s sexy as ever in a charcoal designer suit. Smiling widely. With his arm wrapped around a woman. She’s gorgeous. Exotic. With the face of an angel, and she’s staring up at him with so much adoration on her face that I want to stab my eyeball with a thumbtack.  
 
    “Breezy?” Tim slinks into my cubicle, both hands thrust into his pockets, his shoulders hunched so that he looks like he doesn’t have a neck. “Thought I ought to send that to you, before you see it somewhere else and get all neurotic.”  
 
    “Who do you think she is?” I gnaw at my lip as I study the picture. They’re obviously close. And why shouldn’t they be? The weekend we spent in each other’s company doesn’t mean anything. Not to a guy like Parker Kent. I’m not blind to his past. Hell, he flaunted it in front of me the first day I met him. It’s just I really like him. Even though I told myself I shouldn’t. 
 
    “I don’t know. Probably a friend or something. I’m sure there’s a great explanation. Parker’s totally into you.”  
 
    “It doesn’t really matter.” I slump into my chair. “It’s not like we’re a thing. He can see whoever he wants.”  
 
    “Uh-huh,” Tim says, slouching against my desk. “If you say so.”  
 
    “We’ve barely dated,” I protest. We’ve only exchanged a few kisses. “It’s not like I threw my cookie at him.”  
 
    Tim wrinkles his nose, the lines between his brows deepening. “Cookie is a metaphor, isn’t it? For your vagina?”  
 
    “Um, perhaps we shouldn’t talk about this,” I say, pointing at the phone in my hand.  
 
    “Breezy, if I was into chicks, I’d want to nail your cookie. You’re so freaking adorkable.” He pretends to aim one of the colored thumb tacks at me. “But then I’d be your first, wouldn’t I? That cookie is as unsullied as the day it came out of the oven.”  
 
    What? My cookie isn’t unsullied. It’s a dirty, dirty cookie. Okay, so I might not have had my cookie filled with cream, but if cookies were vaginas then mine would’ve been peeled open and nibbled around the edges. It’s like the cookie at the bottom of the jar. A little rough from being banged around, but just as delicious as all those cookies that have already been consumed.  
 
    “Do you guys have cookies up there?” The guy I’ve been holding for chooses that moment to pick up.  
 
    “What?” I shriek, bouncing out of my chair so that I nearly fall in a heap on the floor. “No. No cookies. We have no cookies.”  
 
    Tim laughs and rolls his eyes as he drops the thumbtack back into the tin with the rest of them. “Drinks after work?”  
 
    I cover the receiver with my hand. Drinks are a damn good idea given how today is going. At the very least hanging with my bestie will keep me from doing something stupid like showing up on Parker Kent’s doorstep. “Yeah.”  
 
    “Great.” Tim pushes away from my desk and wanders away.  
 
    “Did you find the information I was after?” I ask, going back to the conversation about the Monet. The picture of Parker and the woman he has his arm around stares up at me from my phone, which is still in my hand. I can’t believe I was considering giving him my cookie. He’s a casual guy, and women adore him. A few dates that were hardly dates at all shouldn’t change that. Chalk it up to temporary insanity on my part. I got a little star struck, that’s all.  
 
    Pity that isn’t at all what it feels like.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tim’s already seated when I get to the bar, a margarita in his hand and one across from him. Great, he’s ordered for me, which means I don’t have to wait. Dropping into the seat, I pick up the cocktail and down two-thirds of it.  
 
    “Uh-oh.” Tim’s brow ruffles with concern. “You okay?”  
 
    “Yep. Absolutely. Of course.” I raise one finger to hold off any more questions while I drain the rest of the citrusy liquid.  
 
    “Mmhmm,” he hums. “Looks like it.”  
 
    “Ugh.” I pinch the bridge of my nose as the ice in the drink catches up to me, causing a headache and my eyes to water. “Ouch.”  
 
    “Brain freeze?” Tim asks.   
 
    “Mmhmm.” I nod, pressing my tongue to the roof of my mouth and wishing the pain away.  
 
    “Wanna tell me what’s going on?” 
 
    “Is that the menu?” I lean over to snatch the paper out of his hand. I’m such a coward. “What looks good?”  
 
    “The sliders.”  
 
    “Sounds good. But I’m going to need cheddar fries too.” I set down the menu and pick up my empty glass. “And more of these.”  
 
    I lean over the bar to get the barkeep’s attention, and Tim grabs my arm. “Are you kidding me, Breezy? I’m sure he can see you without you climbing over the bar.”  
 
    I settle back in my seat once the tender acknowledges me. Tim’s probably right. I’m losing my cool in the worst possible way.  
 
    “What happened?” Tim nudges me with his elbow. “Did you talk to him?”  
 
    “Not exactly,” I say as the tender joins us, barely noticing me as he smiles and makes eyes at my bestie.  
 
    Tim orders our food and more drinks, handing his credit card over to the man without his usual flirting banter.  
 
    “What’s with that?” I ask once the guy hands him back his card and moves on to his next customer.  
 
    “What’s with what?” 
 
     “You didn’t flirt with him. He was obviously into you.”  
 
    “Yeah, well.” Tim shrugs, and a half smile flickers over his face. “I’m kind of seeing someone.”  
 
    “What?” I gape. “When? How did this happen?”  
 
    “Friday night when we met up with Parker, I met someone too.”  
 
    “Death Star guy?” I ask, and his eyes widen. “Oh my God, you really did go to the dark side.”  
 
    “Yeah maybe.” Tim shrugs. “It’s new. And we’re supposed to be talking about you.”  
 
    “There’s nothing to talk about.” I go easier on my drink this time. The alcohol is already going to my head. It’s making my chest ache.  
 
    “I’m only your best friend so if you don’t want to tell me...”  
 
    “I couldn’t help myself. I looked up the photo on the internet. Read the article. They looked so cozy together. And once I started I couldn’t stop. So many pictures of him with so many women. Why the hell did I even agree to go on a date with him at all? I knew what kind of guy he is.”  
 
    “You really went and embraced the crazy, didn’t you? Got lost in the maze of TMZ and Entertainment Weekly?”  
 
    I rest my head on the bar top and whimper. “Yes.”  
 
    “You know it’s mostly bullshit, right? Photoshopped lies to sell magazines and keep you hooked. Chances are there is nothing going on between him and whoever-she-is.”  
 
    “I know, but...”  
 
    “I didn’t send you that photo so you could freak out about it. I sent it because Marissa was showing it to everyone who walked past her desk and I didn’t want you to get blindsided. She’s been smitten with him since he took you out to lunch the other day.”  
 
    “You really don’t think it’s anything?” 
 
    “No, but it doesn’t matter what I think,” he says. “Did you ask Parker about it?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” My voice box tries to strangle me.  
 
    “Why does it sound like you didn’t?” He stares at me. 
 
    “No, I did.” I nod like a bobble head, picking up my glass and hoping to bury my next words in the tart frozen drink. I am aware I’m a coward, but what Parker Kent does is really none of my business. “All fourteen feet of him.”  
 
    Tim’s brows shoot up so fast they almost take flight. He blinks slowly. “What the fuck, Breezy? You’re telling me instead of actually talking to him you talked to his billboard?”  
 
    “More like yelled,” I murmur. “I almost rammed the car in front of me.”  
 
    “Maybe it’s a good thing you didn’t talk to him,” Tim says, pondering his drink. “But I still think you need to ask him.”  
 
    “I know,” I admit. “I just can’t do it right now.”  
 
    “Look, he’s into you. It’s obvious. Tell him you can’t date him if he’s dating someone else. I bet he’s not though. He’s a casual kind of guy. You’ve said it yourself. He wouldn’t have asked you out if he didn’t like you for more than your cookie.”  
 
    “Stop talking about my cookie,” I tell him. “I wish I’d never mentioned cookies at all.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, you did.” He chuckles.  
 
    The server brings our order over and we stop talking while he places our food in front of us. Tim orders another round of drinks, and the conversation turns to work. I’m glad for the change of topic while I munch on my cheddar fries. I know I’m probably making a fuss over nothing, but it doesn’t help. I like Parker far more than I thought I would. So much that he has the ability to hurt me. I’ve been hurt before. Do I really want to open myself up to that possibility again?  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    “What do you want to do tonight?” Jeanie walks into the kitchen, adjusting the hoop in her right lobe. “I thought we could hit Studio Paris. Do a little dancing. You could ask Dutch to join us if you want.”  
 
    “Hmm.” I hit send on the message I just finished typing. Four days without seeing Bree is too long. At least I can let her know I’m thinking about her. She’s on my mind constantly. Every time I recall snuggling on her couch last Saturday, I can’t help but smile.  
 
    “Are you listening?” Jeanie asks.  
 
    I push my phone into the pocket of my chinos to find her checking her candy apple red lipstick in the mirrored splashback. “Sorry.”  
 
    “It’s okay. Your head is obviously somewhere else.” She finishes adjusting the tight bodice of her red silk minidress. “So dancing at Studio Paris. Call Dutch and ask him to join us. I haven’t seen him in ages.”  
 
    “I don’t really feel like going out.” I shrug. “Couldn’t we hang out here? You could tell me about your trip.”  
 
    I get a glimpse of something I don’t like in her gaze. My jaw clenches in response and my chest thunders. Jeanie’s upset over something. I hate that I can tell, but I can’t do anything. Unless she decides to tell me about it. Which is why I’ve spent the past four days at her beck and call. Shopping, eating at the trendiest restaurants, and dancing at the hottest clubs when I’d much rather be hanging out on Bree’s couch.  
 
    She props her hip against the counter. “What’s her name?”  
 
    “Who?”  
 
    “The girl you keep messaging. The one you wish you were hanging out with instead of spending time with your sister.”  
 
    “It’s not like that, Jeanie. You know I love when you visit.”  
 
    “I do. Even though it disrupts the line of women coming and going from your apartment. But you haven’t even flirted with anyone since I arrived. Last night you were hit on ten times. I counted. You didn’t notice. You had your head in your phone the entire night. This girl... what’s her name?”  
 
    “Bree,” I say, the beginnings of a grin etching my cheeks.  
 
    “And does this girl have a last name?” Jeanie asks.  
 
    “No.” I shake my head with a chuckle. “I’m not going to tell you that. I know you. You’ll stalk her on social media.”  
 
    “No, I won’t.” She pouts.  
 
    “You will,” I argue.  
 
    “Okay.” She grins. “I so will. But come on, my big brother is interested in a girl outside of the bedroom. She must have one magic vagina.”  
 
    “Uh.” I scratch the back of my neck and mutter into my chest. “I wouldn’t know.”  
 
    “Come again.” She gawps at me. Cupping a hand to her ear, she says, “Can you repeat that last bit? Because it sounded like you said you can’t get any.” 
 
    “It’s not about that.” I start fiddling with the coffee machine. I like Bree because she’s funny and opinionated and sweet. And because she can make cookie metaphors and eat a burger in three bites and always dips her fries in her shake. I like her kisses and the skirts she wears. I like the way she feels in my arms while we watch movies. “It’s more than that.”  
 
    “What is it then?” Jeanie asks.  
 
    “She makes me happy,” I admit. Really happy. “I can’t remember ever feeling like this.”  
 
    “It’s been a long time since what happened with Cassie.” She gets up and comes over to hug me. “I didn’t know if you’d ever get over it. It’s nice to see this guy again.”  
 
    “Yeah,” I say. Cassie screwed with my heart in a big way. After she left I swore I’d never get involved again, and I’ve done a good job of keeping my word. The last few years have been a blur of meaningless sexual encounters. No getting to know the women I sleep with, no commitment. Only fucking, not being fucked over. None of it has satisfied me, or even come close to making me happy. Not like spending time with Bree does.  
 
    “I’m letting you off the hook tonight. I have a couple of girlfriends I’d like to catch up with anyway. You should go and see your girl.”  
 
    “Are you sure? I can see her tomorrow,” I say. “If you need me, I can stay. We can go dancing. Whatever you want.”  
 
    “No, no. You should go.” She turns me around and pushes at my back to get me moving. “I bet she’s missing you too.”  
 
    “Okay, okay.” I roll my eyes and put my hands up in surrender. “I’m going. I just need to shower and shave.” And maybe, just maybe jack off a little because being around Bree puts me in a constant state of arousal, which is fun but also fucking ouch.  
 
    After I shave any trace of stubble from my jaw, I turn on the water and undress at warp speed before stepping under the spray. It’s fucking hot and I take a second to get accustomed to it before grabbing shower gel and soaping up.  
 
    I should probably message Bree again and make sure it’s okay to come over, but she’s been a bit weird with messages since this afternoon. A little evasive. Like something is going on that I don’t know about. My gut tightens at the idea she’s avoiding talking to me. So I’m going to see her, and I’d rather she didn’t tell me not to in a text message.  
 
    I shove shampoo through my hair, tip my head under the spray. Grin as I imagine Bree smiling at me when she opens her apartment door. Her gorgeous tits perking up in welcome, the tight little buds shoving at her top like they need my hands on them. That plump mouth that I could barely touch the last time I saw her, giving under my lips.  
 
    Wood thickens between my thighs, the ache that’s built over the last week making my balls feel like bowling balls. Definitely need to jack off. Dispersing another dollop of gel into my palm, I grip my cock and stroke the length. Fucking ouch. It’s been a long while since he’s been out of commission like this. Totally worth it. Dragging my hand up and down, well lubricated by soap and water, I recall her hands on my chest. Grab onto the little details; the way her short pink nails tickled my skin, the warmth of her palms as they slid over my pecs, my abs, lower. Lower still. Her tongue thrust against mine and her fingers digging into the waist of my jeans, tugging on my belt.  
 
    Yeah, this is exactly what I need. I pick up the pace, flesh wrapped around flesh. Bree’s sweet body straddling mine; her knees at my hips, her thighs brushing against mine as she grinds on me. My memory turns to imagination; my hands skimming her thighs, my thumb pressing against the seam of those cute cotton pajama shorts she was wearing and finding her wet for me. Slipping my fingers inside them, digging under her panties to rub her clit. Her harsh little cries do it for me. Her sweet moans and whimpers are pleasure rippling under my skin. The pressure building in my balls is a Muhammad Ali punch. It shoots up my cock, pearl streamers jetting all over my hand and torso.  
 
    Feels like half my weight just exited my cock. My head swims. I put a hand to the tiles to find some steadiness as the spray washes my cum away. Take a couple deep breaths before I shut off the water and reach for a towel. If this is my life for the next few weeks while we give each other time to get to know one another, I can fucking handle it.  
 
    I’m scrubbing my hair dry when someone knocks on the door. Probably one of Jeanie’s friends. I tuck a towel around my hips and fold the other over the rack. Whoever it is knocks again. Jeanie’s probably got her headphones on, so I wander out to let her friends in.  
 
    “Hold your horses,” I say as I pull the door open.  
 
    Bree stands in the hallway, breathless. Her hair is a little wild, probably from the wind tonight. Fuck, she’s cute in a ruffled top and denim skirt. And her heels. Kill me now. They look like ice cream. With sprinkles and a cherry on top. I wanna lick something and it isn’t her shoes. Though she can leave them on. I’ll peel her legs apart and turn her into a banana split, then I’ll eat up every damn inch if she’ll let me. “Babe—” 
 
    “Please don’t call me babe,” she says.  
 
    “Okay.” The back of my neck prickles. I don’t like the way her gaze wanders around me and to the floor. Anywhere but me. “Do you want to come in, Bree?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    Hugging my arms to my torso, I step inside Parker’s apartment. I haven’t been here since we met to talk about insuring his brand. I didn’t think anything of it. After all until Saturday, our dates were somewhat accidental. But maybe he doesn’t want me here if he is seeing someone else.  
 
    And like a stalker I decided to confront him at his apartment anyway. Good work, Bree.  
 
    “Hey.” He tucks his fingers under my chin and lifts my gaze. Up, up, up. A towel hugs his hips. His bare torso confronts me. Dark hair still damp from a shower fluffs up around his head. There are deep lines around his eyes and mouth, as he searches my face. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    I clear my throat. I have no right to expectations when it comes to him. It’s too early to think we have anything at all, but I want... I want these things that I’m feeling between us. “I-I need to know what we’re doing? Is this, are we...dating?” 
 
    The lines around his mouth soften and his eyes lighten. “Yeah, Bree. Yeah, we’re dating.”  
 
    “And are we, uh, dating each other?” The warmth of his body is thawing the uncertainty in me. It’s tantalizing like flames, dancing prettily before my eyes. I want to reach out and touch it, but I’m still scared of being burned.  
 
    “I think so,” he says. “I hope so. I want to date you, Bree. And I hope you want to go out with me.”  
 
    “I mean...” I suck in a breath and let it out slowly. “Are we dating each other only, or are we allowed to date other people?”  
 
    His fingers tighten at my jaw, and a muscle pops near his ear. His voice is gruff. “Do you want to date other people?”  
 
    “N-no.”  
 
    “Good,” he says. “Because I don’t think I could handle that. I want to be exclusive with you, Bree. No other guys in the picture. Although I’ll make an exception for Tim.”  
 
    “And girls?” I ask, my voice barely there. But this is important. I can’t date him if he’s going to keep seeing other women. The idea is a vise, squeezing the air out of my lungs. “Does that mean you won’t see anyone else either?”  
 
    His brows pinch together at the bridge of his nose. “You are the first and only woman I’ve dated in five years, so no I’m not going to see other women. Where is this coming from?”  
 
    “There were pictures,” I say, aware that I’m probably an idiot for allowing myself to get worked up over them. “Online.”  
 
    “What pictures? There are a lot of pictures of me out there, Bree. It comes with the career. And some of them will be with women. There are plenty of unflattering images of me on the internet. I hope you can tell that’s in the past, though.”  
 
    I take my phone out of my purse and fiddle with the screen. “What about these? They were taken two days ago.” I hold it up so that he can see. “She’s gorgeous, Parker, and she clearly cares about you. I can see why you would date her. I just can’t date you too.” 
 
    “Hey, Jeanie, can you come here please,” Parker calls out.  
 
    She’s here? In his apartment, right now? I’m about to meet the beautiful woman with the face of an angel. While he’s wearing nothing but a towel. I’m interrupting. Oh shit. I don’t want to meet the woman from the pictures, the one who clearly adores him, and she won’t want to meet me. Whatever is going on here...I shouldn’t get involved. “I-I should go.”  
 
    “You should stay,” he says, gripping my wrist and threading our fingers together. I have to admit that makes the situation a little better.  
 
    “What’s up? My friends will be here any minute. And I wanted to finish the last few paragraphs of this chapter I’m working...Oh.” Her face splits into a huge grin that makes her dark eyes sparkle and she bounces on the balls of her feet before lunging at us. “You must be Bree. You’re...wow, you’re gorgeous.” She grasps my arms, tearing me away from Parker, and air kisses my cheeks before stepping back. She doesn’t let go of my arms as she studies me. “Look at you. Smoking body. Amazing hair. And totally tying my brother up in knots. You belong in one of my novels.”  
 
    “Jeanie, you’re scaring her,” Parker mutters.  
 
    “N-no. That’s...” My pulse slows back to normal as it hits me. “You’re Parker’s sister? It’s lovely to meet you.” I glance at Parker. I’m such an idiot. I know that magazines are engineered to sell. That they make stuff up and a picture doesn’t tell the whole story, and still I let it eat at me. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to intrude.”  
 
    He shrugs. “You’re not intruding.”  
 
    “Come on,” Jeanie says, looping her arm through mine. “I have to go out soon, but we can have one drink while Parker puts some clothes on, and we can get to know each other.”  
 
    Jeanie hops onto the counter, glass of vodka in hand, while lean against the cabinet and sip coffee. She tells me about the naughty romance novels she writes, and how her hobby turned into a business that allows her to travel all over the world. I’m almost jealous. Her life sounds so exciting. She asks me how I met Parker and I dumb down the fact that I had to insure his penis. I don’t know how much she’s aware of when it comes to his brand, but I’m not going to be the one to tell her.  
 
    “We should be friends on Instagram,” she says, jumping down from her perch and putting her cup in the sink when Parker joins us. “Or Facebook.”  
 
    “Careful,” he warns, though his affection for her is obvious in his smile. “If you give her an inch she’ll take a mile. You’ll never be able to get rid of her.”  
 
    Jeanie sticks her tongue out at him. “And who would want to get rid of me? Other than you, so you can be alone with Bree, who by the way seems far too sweet and nice for you.” She throws her arms around him. “I really like her.”  
 
    “I really like her too,” he says, staring at me over her head. “Now don’t you have some friends to meet?”  
 
    There’s a knock on the door, and Jeanie squeals. “Perfect timing.” Turning to Bree, she says, “I’m leaving tomorrow afternoon, so we’re going out for lunch. You’ll join us, won’t you?”  
 
    “I’d love to,” I say, watching Parker for any clue that he wants me to say no, and only finding warmth in his gaze.  
 
    “Great, that’s settled. I’ll see you two tomorrow.” She flits through the living room, picking up her clutch, before she disappears out the door.  
 
    “So...” Parker says, crossing the kitchen. He’s only partly dressed. He didn’t bother with a shirt, leaving his granitelike torso visible, probably because he was worried about what his baby sister and I were conversing about. Dark jeans sit low on his hips and cover his muscular thighs. A sparse trail of hair divides his abdomen right down the middle of those diamond hard lines and dips below the waistband.  
 
    My mouth waters. I don’t know where to look. There is so much of Parker Kent that I want to see. So much that I like. “So?”  
 
    “Do you wanna tell me why you got so worked up about a photo in a magazine?” he asks, picking me up until I’m seated on the counter. “I know it didn’t look great, but you could have messaged or called me. Although I’m glad you came over.”  
 
    “I dated this guy a long time ago,” I explain. “I was seventeen. He was older, a friend of my brother’s. Cal tried to warn me about the guy, that he was just fooling around with me, but I thought it was more. I mean we were together for a year before I found out he was dating my best friend and another girl at the same time. I was a mess for a while after. I like you, Parker, but I don’t want to be hurt like that again.”  
 
    “Fuck, babe.” He clasps my face between his hands. “Can I call you that now?”  
 
    “Uh-huh.” I whisper, trying to calm my racing heart.  
 
    “I’m sorry that happened to you.”  
 
    “I’m so sorry I jumped to conclusions,” I whisper back.  
 
    He presses his forehead to mine, our noses touch. “I’ve done a lot of things that I’m not really proud of right now. But trust me when I tell you that since I met you I haven’t even looked at another woman.” His hands skate up and down my sides, and my knees fall open. It’s almost a relief when his hips press to my inner thighs. “I want to be with you, Bree. Only you. I want to take you places and make you laugh. I want to hold your hand, and see you smile. I want to kiss your pretty mouth and hold you close. When I say I want to date you exclusively, I mean it. I don’t see anyone else but you.”  
 
    My vagina wants to throw herself at him, my ovaries want to make little Parker Kents by the millions. You can have my cookie. It’s all yours. Take my fucking cookie!  
 
    “Does that answer your concerns?” he asks, begging me with his warm chocolate eyes to believe him and jump right in.  
 
    And I want to. His warm breath tickles my lips, until all I can think about is his lips and what they taste like and how they move on mine. And how much I want to kiss him, and touch him, and be touched. My breasts ache and my clit throbs and I’m probably leaving a wet patch the size of the Atlantic on his counter. “That was a very good answer.”  
 
    “Good.” The fine lines at the corners of his mouth deepen. “Do you think I could kiss you now? It’s been four days since I’ve been able to touch you or kiss you, and I am dying for a taste.” He groans. “Your sweet scent is killing me.”  
 
    “Please.” I wind my arms around his neck and tip my lips to his.  
 
    His full, warm lips move against mine, creating a delicious friction that makes my pulse rise. Soft and gentle he takes ownership of my mouth, parting my lips with his tongue and licking inside me. Opening me up to his exploration so slowly I think I might die if he doesn’t kiss me harder. Every muscle in my body is trembling with anticipation.  
 
    He draws back until I can see his eyes. Rubs the pad of his thumb across my wet bottom lip. “Fuck, I missed being able to do that.”  
 
    “Do it again,” I say breathlessly. “Don’t stop doing it.”  
 
    “That was just a taste,” he assures me as he dips into my mouth again. This time he takes my breath away completely. Teeth clash and tongues war. My hips are in his hands and he’s scooting me to the edge of the counter, right up against his body where I can feel how turned on he is. Erect and pressed to the ache between my thighs. His torso is hot and hard under my palms, his happy trail downy under my fingertips, the waist of his jeans rough.  
 
    He picks me up, my ass balanced in his grip. Our lips locked and desperate, he carries me into the living room to the couch. Leather groans under our weight as he does what equates to a one-handed plank above me, gripping the cushioned back with one hand while his other roams down my side to hike my top up over my midriff. His fingers tickle along the underwire of my bra. Little charges of electricity spark under his touch.  
 
    I’m a wildfire, burning only for him. I have been since the day I met him. One glance was the match. His kiss sealed my fate. I tried to douse it with his past, put it out with uncertainty, but I can’t.  
 
    He nuzzles a spot at the side of my neck that makes me whimper. Thick fingers wrap around my nipple and toy with it, making me arch under him while my thighs squeeze his hips. I’ve done things before. Things that involved fingers and tongues and getting so close one slip would have changed everything. I’m not entirely innocent. But Parker’s touch is like nothing I’ve experienced before. It’s consuming. 
 
    He stops kissing me to kneel between my thighs. Eyes dark and heated with lust match the wolfish grin on his sensual mouth as he scrapes his palms up to my knees and down to my ankles.  
 
    “I like these shoes,” he says, lifting my leg up to his shoulder and kissing the curve of my ankle. His fingers wander over the sprinkles and cherry. If those red fruits aren’t a euphemism for the situation I’m in I don’t know what is.  
 
    “Oh no.” I gasp, and clasp at my chest in mock worry. “You’re a shoe fetishist, aren’t you? That’s a deal breaker for me.”  
 
    “Funny.” He growls as he pounces, my leg sliding over his shoulder as he kisses me sharply.  
 
    Oh my God, this is some kinky pre-sex stretching. I’m practically doing the splits. Me, a woman who has never been particularly good at sports, is suddenly world class. I could probably win the Olympics. Or at least get bronze in sex-pretzel-ing. Okay, I’d have to qualify first. I’d have to actually do the deed.  
 
    “Parker.” His name bursts through my lips more a moan than any chance of starting a discussion on the state of my cookie as his hand slides under my skirt to trace the wet heat of my panties.  
 
    “I want to spread you open, Bree.” His low guttural tone against my ear makes my skin prickle with need. “I want to take off your panties and spread your gorgeous thighs wide, so I can put my mouth on your cunt.”  
 
    “You want to eat my cookie?” I whimper, my insides clenching. 
 
    “Fuck yeah.” He exhales the words as he runs a circle with his thumb over my clit. “I want to nibble and lick and suck on your fucking cookie until it crumbles for me. I want to lick the cream from your center and devour every last crumb while you scream from how good I eat your cookie.”  
 
    Fuck me sideways and call me a cab. Cookies have never sounded so damn sexy!  
 
    “Can I eat your cookie, Bree?”  
 
    “Yes.” I’m so needy. My vagina sobs tears of joy while she applauds the man’s sweet talking and starts preparing her thank you speech. “Oh please, yes.”  
 
    Climbing off the couch, he kneels on the floor and grasps my hips. “Bring that pretty cunt to my face, babe.” 
 
    I shift so that I’m not quite lying before him, propped up by my elbows and the curve of the couch. My heels dig into the plush carpet, my knees tremble. His heavily hooded gaze stays on my face as he lays his palms on my thighs and pushes up my skirt.  
 
    He looks at me like I’m a prize, and my heart ricochets like a pinball, a crazy unquenchable ache forming between my thighs. His fingers graze the waist of my panties, dig in. I lift my ass when he shimmies them over my thighs and swoon as he lifts one heel and then the other until they’re completely removed.  
 
    Gripping my knees, he slowly peels them apart, then wider still, and his gaze drops to my pussy. “Hello, beautiful,” he croons. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you.”  
 
    My vagina loses the fucking plot. She’s blushing and dribbling and entirely in love. A giggle escapes me.  
 
    He glances up at me, trying to stifle his gorgeous grin. “Really? This is serious business.” He draws a finger along my seam. “I’m about to fuck your pretty cunt with my mouth. Surely she deserves a little sweet talk.”  
 
    “Go on.” I gasp as he taps the pad of one finger against my clit. He could bury his face in my pussy right now and she would jump for joy, but this is too adorable to miss.  
 
    He growls softly as his thumb massages my swollen flesh and his finger slips inside my entrance, his slow, sure strokes waking parts of me that have probably been asleep my entire life. “You’re so fucking wet and ready for me.”  
 
    Hot damn. I don’t know if he’s talking to me, or my cookie, or both, but it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard. Coupled with the dance that his fingers are doing with my pussy, I’m desperate for more. 
 
    “Parker,” I plead, shifting my hips. I need a deeper touch, something more than the light contact he’s given so far. There’s an ache so deep inside me. So deep I can’t imagine anything could touch it.  
 
    He does. He hits that spot exactly the way it needs. My insides clench so tightly and so sweetly, a flood of wet heat snaps loose. His face disappears between my legs. The first stroke of his tongue, flat against my seam makes me gasp. The second makes me cry out.  
 
    He doesn’t rush. He’s greedy in a painstakingly measured way as he laves each inch of my flesh until my whines become hoarse cries and my hips buck. It’s just so good. So freaking good.  
 
    I practically levitate as he fastens his lips over my cunt and digs his tongue into my entrance. The only thing keeping me tethered is my fingers knotted in his hair. His hands stretch me wide, and his tongue lashes every inch of me, eating up my wetness. 
 
    “You’re so fucking sweet, Bree.” He groans as he lifts his gaze and his thumb rubs over my clit, an intense heat building from the friction. “This slick cunt. It’s my new favorite thing. Now that you’ve given me a taste, I’m obsessed, greedy for it. I’m going to want to eat it all the time. I won’t be able to get enough.”  
 
    “Argunpheeee,” I cry out as he fastens his mouth to me again and continues to thrum my clit. My eyes roll back into my head. I go blind as my body explodes like a firework. Fuck. It’s like New Year’s Eve in here. So bright and sparkly and going on and on and on. I could cry, or sing Old Lang Sine. This is the fucking best thing in the history of things ever. My thighs are shaking as the world ebbs back into focus. My lips are dry, and my throat is rough from my cries.  
 
    Parker peels away from my tender pussy, his mouth and chin coated in my wetness. Caging me in with his arms he kisses me. “You are so beautiful. Hearing you come for me...” The sweetness and sincerity in his gaze makes me like him even more than I already do. “I can’t tell you how much it turned me on.”  
 
    I know what comes next. He’s hard. One glance and I can tell by the outline of his bulge that he must be aching. And he’s hung. Well hung. Well enough that he could build a whole brand around his penis. I’m a little freaked out about his thing. His huge, thick, and very erect... Christ, he calls it the Pussy Assassin. He’s going to kill my vagina.  
 
    I have to tell him that the idea of his cock breaching my cookie makes me nervous. Butterflies explode in my belly as he stands up, still caging me in, his hardness staring me right in the eye. Yup, there’s no saliva in my mouth anymore. Not a fucking drop. “Parker, I—”  
 
    He flops down on the couch beside me and pulls me into his side, completely ignoring the anaconda in the room as he kisses the top of my head. “I know what you’re going to say. You’re not ready to do anything more, and I’m cool with that.” 
 
    “Yes, but—” That was what I was going to say, but I wanted to explain the reason. How do you tell a guy he’s got dibs on your cookie? I’ve never done casual, and I haven’t made it past more than a handful of first dates. Those have ended by the third. I haven’t had to talk about any of this in so long.  
 
    “You told me the first time you agreed to a date with me that I wasn’t getting anywhere near your cookie, so I’m feeling pretty damn lucky that you let me in at all. I’m not going to push for anything else. I want you to see that you can rely on me to put you first.”  
 
    “Fuck me.” No really, fuck me. This guy and how considerate he is, and how sweet he is, and how freaking awesome he is with his tongue. Hello, holy fucking grail of man. “I mean, not literally. At least not right now. But do you know how hard you make it not to like you.”  
 
    “I like that you like me, babe.” He nuzzles into my hair and nips my shoulder with his teeth. “Because I adore you. Now what do you want to do? Are you hungry? I can whip something up and we can watch TV or a movie.”  
 
    “I could eat,” I tell him. I can always eat. I’m a huge fan of eating, especially after exercise. Oral counts as exercise, right? I rode his tongue like a bull rider. Yep, I could definitely eat. “What have you got?”  
 
    “Let’s go have a look.” He pulls me into the kitchen with him, and I prop myself on his counter to watch while he scavenges. He hands me a carton of eggs and a container with who knows what in it. I peel the lid off to find it’s full of sliced veggies. “I don’t cook a lot,” he admits. “But with Jeanie here I thought we might have a meal or two at home.”  
 
    “But you haven’t?”  
 
    “Not this time,” he says a little roughly. It clearly bothers him. A plate with a slice of cheesecake lands next to my thigh. That’s more my style. “That was for Jeanie, but you should have it.”  
 
    “She won’t miss it?” I eyeball the dessert.  
 
    “Nope.” He grabs a frypan and adds butter before cracking eggs into it. “She’s a little preoccupied this trip.”  
 
    “Sounds like you aren’t a fan of whatever has her preoccupied.” Grabbing a teaspoon, I carve a small bite off the cheesecake.  
 
    His shoulder muscles flex, his back turned to me. “It’s more that I don’t know what it is. She hasn’t talked to me about it. She usually tells me everything.”  
 
    I like how much he cares about his sister. Taking my cheesecake, I wander over to the fridge and study the myriad of magnets stuck to it. The business card that I gave him is held by a smiley face. The way he cares about Jeanie makes me think about how Cal is with me. Parker is a good guy. A really good man under all his muscles and billboards and fame. “Maybe she needs time to deal with whatever it is herself. I’m sure if it’s important she’ll come to you.”  
 
    “I hope so,” he says. “Can you hand me the container?”  
 
    I do as he asks, and he takes the opportunity to grasp my wrist and pull me closer as he takes the veggies from me. “Tell me about your brother? Cal, is it?”  
 
    “Callan,” I say. “My stepbrother, but we’ve been family so long I don’t really think of him like that. Why do you want to know?”  
 
    “Because I want to know everything about you.” He adds some of the vegetables to the scrambled eggs in the pan before turning it to low. Moving us away from the stove, he presses against me and curls his fingers into the hair at the nape of my neck. “Your family included.”  
 
    “Okay.” This man. He’s stealing little pieces of my heart. “But there’s not much to tell. Cal’s a great brother. He’s been looking after me since I was two and he was six. He’s a bartender. Women adore him. He’s one of those guys that never has to go home alo...” I blush. Until recently Parker had been one of those guys I’m describing. It’s not something I want to ponder. Just thinking about Violet and Blondie from the first time I met him makes my chest sting. 
 
    “Babe, it’s fine.” He touches his lips to mine. “Don’t worry about upsetting me. I was that guy, and I can’t change it, but I’m with you now. I hope you realize that.”  
 
    “I do.” I slink out of his grip. “Where do you keep your plates?”  
 
    “That cupboard.” He points it out as he turns off the gas under the pan, his gaze never leaving me.  
 
    I can’t help feeling awkward about his past, when mine is so non-existent. Maybe it would be different if I was one of those girls who could be casual with a guy. But I want to trust Parker anyway, which means I have to put my feelings about the women he was with before me aside.  
 
    He fills both plates with eggs when I hand them to him and we take our meal back to the living room. He even grabs the cheesecake for me. We sit together on the couch while we eat, and I tell him about my mother the herbologist, and about Bob and his addiction to witch hazel and wearing no pants. He tells me about his grandmother and how she raised him and Jeanie after their parents died in a car crash, and how she passed away last autumn. His expression is so tender, and then he grins and tells me she’d probably get a hoot out of how he found fame.  
 
    I tell him about my dad. My real dad. Whose name I don’t even know, and who I’ve never met. Some guy who couldn’t handle being my father, but who made my life better by allowing Bob to be my dad.  
 
    Stomachs full, we watch Deadpool. I still gorge on the cheesecake, because there’s always room for cheesecake in my dessert stomach. Come on, it’s cheesecake!  
 
    He side-eyes the cheesecake so I carve a bit off and wave it in front of his face. “Open up.”  
 
    “No. It’s yours,” he says.  
 
    “I’m sharing.” I weave the spoon like a train at his mouth. “This is a onetime offer. I never share desserts. You might want to consider that before you say no again.”  
 
    “Persuasive woman.” He wraps his fingers around my wrist and pulls me closer as his mouth closes around the morsel. “Mmm. So good.”  
 
    “Yes.” I sigh. Watching him eat is soooo good it’s sinful, and the sounds rumbling from his chest make me think about earlier when his mouth was between my thighs. I’m getting turned on by a man eating my dessert. Yelp.  
 
    “Stay tonight?” He asks as he relinquishes my wrist. “You can borrow one of my shirts to sleep in. We don’t have to do anything, I just want to hold you. I can take you home if you don’t want to, though.” 
 
    “Okay,” I tell him, sliding the empty plate onto the coffee table.  
 
    “Okay, you want me to take you home, or—” 
 
    “I’ll stay.” I straddle his lap and kiss him. “I’d love to have a sleepover with you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    “What’s going on with you?” Dutch asks as he tosses the football in my direction. We’re mucking around in the park after our session with the personal trainer. “You’ve all but disappeared, man.”  
 
    “Busy with the new movie,” I tell him, throwing it back. It’s not an out and out lie. My days have been filled with readthroughs before we start filming. Can’t help the grin that spreads over my face or the happiness that bubbles over when I think of Bree. It’s been six weeks since we officially called this thing we’re doing exclusive. Six weeks of sleep overs and dinners on my couch.  
 
    I want to take her out on a real date, though. Somewhere fun. Laser tag, or cake tasting. We could pretend we’re getting married and hit up one of the trendier bakeries for free. Except that would end up in the gossip rags for sure. The idea doesn’t bother me exactly, but the media does. They think I’m a womanizer with bad habits and that’s working in my favor. I have no idea how parading Bree in front of them would affect my image. Or what story they’d concoct and what light that would portray Bree in. A quiet cooking class perhaps, since we’re both a helluva lot better at ordering in than we are cooking.  
 
    “Rehearsals have never stopped you from having a life before. Or getting your rocks off. It certainly didn’t stop you a year ago while you were filming.” Dutch lifts one heavily tattooed arm and tosses the ball high. “Got your dick trapped in some chick’s cunt? I bet that’s what it is.”  
 
    “Shut up, Dutch.” I jump to take the pass and pummel the pigskin at his head. I don’t like him referencing Bree like that even if I haven’t told him anything about her. It probably doesn’t help that my balls are the deepest shade of blue. Bree and I have fooled around plenty, on her couch, on mine, in my bed, and hers. In the kitchen, and the bathroom. I can’t keep my hands off her, but we haven’t actually had sex.  
 
    It’s probably fucked up, but I spent so long only having sex, that I want to hold off, and Bree hasn’t pushed probably because she’s enjoying the pace. My dick doesn’t quite get it though.  
 
    He grins, his green eyes sparkling and a blade of grass between his teeth. “So I’m right? That is what’s happening.”  
 
    “It’s not like that,” I grumble.  
 
    “What is it like?” He tosses the ball. “Because the last time I checked Parker Kent was all about sharing his brand with the world.”  
 
    “Well, now I’m not.” I shrug. “I’m out of the meat market, Dutch. That’s all there is to it.”  
 
    He shakes his head, feigning disappointment. There’s real concern underlying it. “Well, I hope, whoever she is, that she’s worth it. I’d hate to see a repeat of what happened with Cassie.”  
 
    I push the ball into his chest. Cassie was only interested in how far she could climb on other people’s backs. Bree knows exactly what I’m worth and she still tries to pay whenever we order takeout. “Bree is nothing like Cassie.”  
 
    “And the woman has a name.” Dutch grins, throwing long.  
 
    I take off running, chasing the ball as it soars through the air. In front of me, Bree materializes on one of the paths that wind through the park. She doesn’t notice me, absorbed in conversation with the guy she’s walking with. Coming to a halt, I start in her direction.  
 
    The guy slings his arm around her shoulder, and I’m not a fan of his familiarity with my girl. She throws herself into his arms, and he kisses the top of her head, and I don’t like that either. Bree wouldn’t behave like that though, unless the guy was important to her.  
 
    “Bree,” I call out, starting to jog and waving at her.  
 
    She pulls away from the guy, her eyes wide as she catches sight of me. I wait for her to smile, but she doesn’t. My feet fill with lead. Is she not happy to see me because she’s with someone else even after we told each other we were exclusive?  
 
    She meets me a few steps from the path, the guy observing. His arms are folded over his chest, his feet planted wide. His gaze is stony as he studies my face. I clench my jaw and stare right back. 
 
    “Parker,” she says, trying to tuck a few flyaway strands of hair behind her ear. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    “I had a session with my personal trainer this morning.” I shove my hands in the pockets of my shorts and shrug even though this whole situation has me uneasy. “Dutch and I thought we’d muck around a bit after. Who’s your friend?”  
 
    “Uh.” She glances over her shoulder at the guy. “He’s not my friend.” 
 
    “Who is he then?” I duck my head, hoping my voice doesn’t carry. I don’t like the neediness that seems to color my words. And this bitter taste in my mouth can go to hell. Reminds me too much of Cassie.  
 
    “I didn’t plan to do this so soon. I hoped I’d have a chance to butter him up first,” she says, and holds her hand out to me. “Come meet my brother.”  
 
    I whip my hand out of my pocket and twine my fingers with hers as all uncertainty disappears. “I’d love to.”  
 
    “He’s probably not going to like you,” she warns me. “At least not initially.”  
 
    “I get it,” I say, squeezing her hand. I wouldn’t want Jeanie dating a guy with my reputation either. It’s something I’m going to have to work to change. I’ll have to prove myself before her brother will understand that I am never going to hurt Bree.  
 
    “Cal,” she says as we join him. “This is Parker Kent. Parker this is my brother, Cal.”  
 
    “Nice to meet you.” I hold my hand out to him.  
 
    He studies Bree’s and my intertwined hands, before reluctantly entering the handshake. “You’re that actor guy from the billboards, aren’t you?”  
 
    “That’s me,” I agree.  
 
    “How did you meet my sister?” He takes his hand back and places his arm across his chest again.  
 
    “Cal,” Bree starts, ready to defend me.  
 
    “That’s okay,” I say. “Bree was handling the insurance policy on my brand. One thing led to another.” 
 
    “Did it?” Cal glares at me.  
 
    For fuck’s sake it didn’t lead to that. I could have worded that better.  
 
    “I think we need to talk, Bree.”  
 
    “I know what you’re going to say, Cal.” She tightens her grip on my hand. “I do, and I’m thankful that you’re looking out for me. I love that you do, but—”  
 
    “Can I butt in here?” I ask, and they both turn to me. “I know my reputation. I know my past, and it’s not a good one. I get that. If my sister was looking to date a guy like me I’d want to talk her out of it too. So I get that you aren’t going to like Bree and I seeing each other. I understand that it’s going to take a lot for me to prove to you that I’m not going to hurt her, but I am going to prove it. In time we’ll even be friends. Bree is that important to me.”  
 
    “Hmm.” He hums as he narrows his blue eyes on me for what feels like way too long. “We’ll see.” Turning to Bree, he pulls her in for another hug. “We are still going to talk about this, but I have to go to work.”  
 
    “See you next week,” she calls as he heads back along the path the way they had come before she pushes up on her tiptoes and presses her mouth to mine. “That was really thoughtful. I think he might even respect you a little for it.”  
 
    “I’m serious about you, which he needed to know. Otherwise he would have no reason to think you’re important to me.”  
 
    “Hello, gorgeous,” Dutch croons as he throws his arms around me and pretends to hump my side. Phew. Thank fuck he didn’t catch up to us a minute earlier. Dutch’s antics wouldn’t have gone over well with Cal.  
 
    Bree’s green eyes grow round. She probably recognizes him. Otherwise she’s wondering why some burly guy has decided to throw himself at me. “Are you going to introduce me to your friend, Assassin?”  
 
    I roll my gaze to the blue sky above. Heaven help me, he’s the last person I want to introduce to Bree. The man is a terrible flirt and the idea of him trying it on, even playfully, with Bree irks me. Especially since I’d caught Cassie trying to seduce a drunk Dutch into our bed at one point. Not that he’d ever do anything like that, but the idea of Bree flirting back kills me. “Dutch Daniels, this is my...”  
 
    Bree’s eyes grow even wider. The amber flecks in them grow warmer. We’ve been dating for almost two months now. Spending all our free time together. Is she my girlfriend now? I hope so. I want her to be, but does she want that? Her lips curve up encouragingly. “This is my girlfriend, Bree Jackson.”  
 
    “Girlfriend?” Dutch looks shocked. Almost like he doesn’t believe me.  
 
    “I’m his girlfriend.” Bree’s smile grows big, so big. She likes me calling her that, and that makes my chest buoyant.  
 
    “Yeah, she’s my girlfriend.”  
 
    “Yeah, man, I got it the first time,” Dutch says. “Are you going to join us for a game, Bree?”  
 
    “Absolutely.” She kicks off her shoes and tosses her purse onto the grass with them before snatching up the ball Dutch dropped and taking off running.  
 
    “I can see why you like this one. Pretty and fun. She seems down to earth,” Dutch says before he takes after her.  
 
    What he means is she isn’t stuck up, waiting on her perfect paycheck to sweep her off her feet. No, she’s no Cassie that’s for certain. She’s so much more. I can’t stop grinning as Dutch chases after her and she ducks and weaves and sends the ball sailing back my way. Damn, she is everything.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I can’t stop kissing her. Her hands push my shirt up and claw at my back as our tongues thrust against one another. Every step as we climb the stairwell to her apartment is marked by a nip, a lick, a suck, a bite. After we finished playing football and said goodbye to Dutch, we’d spent the afternoon ducking into second hand shops. She’d found a ruby cloche circa 1920s, and her smile was electric as she jumped up and down before racing to the counter to pay for it. It hadn’t left her head for the rest of the afternoon or during dinner. And she looked so fucking cute. My girlfriend is adorable.  
 
    I grip her ass and lift her up and she wraps her legs around my hips. My heart is hammering so fucking hard. I like everything about her. More than like. Maybe it’s too fast, but I’m falling for her, hard. And I don’t mind at all. We trip up the last couple of stairs and I twist to take the brunt of the wall as she thrusts her tongue deeper into my mouth and whimpers needily. I love the noises she makes when she’s frantic for more, but I love kissing her, drawing out every teasing moment. Twisting around until her back rests against the wall I keep kissing her until she’s grinding against my hard on. “We should go inside before I start undressing you right here.”  
 
    She breaks off our kiss to hunt for her keys. Her tits rise and fall breathlessly. Gorgeous tits that make me think of donuts. Plump and sweet, and perfectly iced with their hard, pink nubs. I’m going to peel her out of her unicorn T-shirt and get my mouth on them as soon as we’re inside.  
 
    Turning the lock with her keys, she glances at me. Her mouth is shiny and slick from our kisses, her eyes glazed. She pushes open the door. “I have to tell you something.”  
 
    “What is it, babe?” I adjust my plans for her tits to give her time to tell me what she’s thinking first. Then I’ll squeeze and play with those beauties until she’s all worked up and moaning for me to slip my fingers into her cunt.  
 
    Gripping my shirt, she pulls me into the apartment before closing the door. Her bottom lip gets caught between her teeth. I want to tug it loose with my lips.  
 
    “You’re my boyfriend,” she says. “I almost can’t believe how much I liked it when you called me your girlfriend earlier.”  
 
    “Well, you better get used to it.” I wind an arm around her waist and pull her against my chest. “Because I like calling you that and I’m going to do it often. Now why don’t you tell me what’s on your mind?”  
 
    “It’s about my cookie,” she mumbles into my shirt, so that I’m not quite certain I heard her properly.  
 
    “What was that?” I clasp her cheeks and tilt her face to mine. “I’m not sure I caught it.”  
 
    “I want to have sex with you,” she says. “We’ve done everything else but have sex and I really want to, but I haven’t...” She sucks in a deep breath as she takes a step back and expels it in a flurry of words. “I’ve never done the actual deed, and you’re hung. Everyone knows that. I can barely close my fingers around you when we’re fooling around and you’re huge in my mouth, and I just don’t know how... I mean I know how, but there’s no way that...” she points at my crotch “...isn’t going to kill me. It’ll tear my vagina apart. You call it the Pussy Assassin, for fuck’s sake and...”  
 
    A chuckle escapes me before I can stifle it. She glares at me, brows curved into mountains of how dare I.  
 
    “Babe, it’s okay.” I pull her into my arms and kiss her forehead. “I promise.”  
 
    “How can you say that? You can’t be certain. What if I’m too small? What if there’s not enough room for you to fit in there? No one wants their walls painted in vagina splatter.”  
 
    “Babe, I’m big, but I’m not that big. I promise you that if you decide to give me your cookie I’ll take the best care of it. As long as we take our time and make sure you’re wet and extremely ready it won’t be a problem. There might be a little bit of discomfort the first time because you haven’t had sex before, but we’re made to fit together. I promise I’ll make it as good as I can for you.” 
 
    “Just don’t call it the Pussy Assassin when you’re trying to stuff it into my vagina,” she says. “That won’t help the situation at all.”  
 
    “How about Cookie Monster?” Bad idea. No one wants to be fucked by a furry blue monster that yells, “Give me cookie,” and “Me eat all the cookies.” 
 
    She wrinkles her nose. “Perhaps not.”  
 
    “Definitely not,” I say. “How about we settle on the couch and watch a movie? We don’t have to do anything unless you want to, but I’d love to be the man you give your cookie to. Only when you’re ready, though.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    I’m ready. Even if butterflies are swarming in my belly, and the idea of him fitting inside me makes my mouth dry. I want to have sex with him. I’m almost certain I want to have sex with him.  
 
    The credits roll on the movie we’re watching. Well, he might be watching it, I’ve been busy thinking about what it will be like to have Parker’s huge cock inside me. My body is buzzing, like all the atoms that make me up have been doused in energy drink. Parker’s hand on my knee, and the way he’s absent-mindedly rubbing small circles are making me want more.  
 
    Intercourse. Sex. Fucking. Screwing. Penetration. Making love with Parker Kent; Pussy Assassin, billboard terrorist, and my boyfriend. Is that what this is? I mean I really, really like him. A lot. More than a lot. I like him like the Cookie Monster likes cookies.  
 
    “What’s going on in that gorgeous head of yours?” he asks, turning off the movie. “Tell me you’re not still freaking out.”  
 
    That’s it. We’re doing this. I’m going to have sex with Parker Kent. I am going to let Parker Kent have my cookie. “Only a little bit,” I admit.  
 
    “Do you want me to go home tonight?” he asks. “Would that help?”  
 
    “No,” I say, pinching my lip between my teeth. “I want you to take me to bed, and I want you to have sex with me. Please. If you don’t mind.” I narrow my gaze on his crotch, which is already inflating. “I know you won’t rip me to pieces with that thing if you can help it.”  
 
    “Trust me.” He chuckles, taking my hand and pulling me off the couch. He kisses my forehead and smooths his palm down the side of my face to clasp my neck. “I can help it. We’ll take things slowly, okay?”  
 
    “Okay.” I feel like a wimp, but the camera does not add five pounds to his wang. Every crotch shot the public have been lucky enough to receive has been entirely him.  
 
    Touching his lips to mine, he picks me up and carries me toward the bedroom. He nibbles and sucks on my bottom lip and ploughs his tongue into my mouth until I’m breathless and struggling with my own name let alone remembering why I was freaking out in the first place.  
 
    Parker tosses me onto the bed, and Sirius Black hisses and shrieks as his claws scrabble on the floor on his way out. I prop myself up on my elbows as Parker pulls his shirt over his head and drops it over a bed post.  
 
    So much muscle. His muscles have muscles. The way they stretch and bend is fascinating. “Are you going to talk to my vagina? Give her a little speech about how you’re not going to hurt her?”  
 
    “Do you think it will help?” His heated grin sends a shiver down my spine like a line of gunpowder that kabooms with a shower of sparks in my panties. He undoes his pants and shoves them off his hips and to the floor. “I’m more than willing to give it a shot.”  
 
    I gather the hem of my T-shirt to follow him in this whole ‘clothes off thing’ he has going on.  
 
    “Hey,” he says, dropping onto the bed beside me. “I’ve had some serious fantasies today about taking off this particular piece of clothing. Of lifting it over your head and giving these gorgeous tits each a kiss. Are you going to deny me the opportunity?”  
 
    “Nope.” I drop the material and reach to the sky.  
 
    “Fuck, that’s sexy.” He groans as he peels my shirt and sports bra over my head. “The way they thrust out, ready for me to take them in my mouth.”  
 
    He places a kiss high on one while his hand cups and weighs the other. Small wet kisses sizzle on my burning flesh as he moves down to suck my nipple into his mouth. Sensation floods me, drenching my panties, and I gasp at the pleasure. My hands cling to his hair as he pushes me down on the mattress, his hot mouth sucking at my flesh while his hand pinches and plays. When he stops it’s only to lavish as much mouth attention to my other breast. “I’m a huge fan of your boobs, babe. They’re perky and sweet and attached to you.”  
 
    “They thank you for your compliment,” I whisper as he kisses the valley between them and winds a magical trail with his tongue to my navel. I rub my thighs together as arousal turns to anticipation.  
 
    He digs his fingers under the elastic waists of my skirt and panties and tugs them off my hips. I lift my ass to help, and he shimmies them all the way down and tosses them aside before he kisses the inside of my ankle and follows it up with the hot rasp of his tongue. Again over my calf, and then my other ankle and up to my knee. My thighs start to quiver as he bites and licks a path to the highest peak, but he doesn’t touch me there.  
 
    “How are you doing?” He hovers over me to kiss me softly.  
 
    His masculine aroma tugs at my vagina and anticipation surges into neediness. I need him to touch me where I’m aching for him. “I need more. Touch me. Please. Touch me.”  
 
    “Like this?” he asks as he lies on his side next to me and skims my wet seam with his fingers.  
 
    I cry out. My brain blows a fuse. My whole body tightens from his touch. “Yes. Oh yes.”  
 
    He curls an arm around me and starts to kiss me. We’re lying side by side, only his Calvin Kleins between us, while he thrusts his tongue into my mouth and strokes my clit before pushing his finger into my entrance. “You’re so wet. So turned on. You wanna come, don’t you, babe?”  
 
    Hell yeah, I do. My mouth is busy kissing him and doesn’t want to stop. All I can manage is a nod and a whimper because his thumb is rubbing my clit at the same time he’s sliding his finger in and out of me. I cup and squeeze him through the cotton of his boxer briefs, slip my hand inside and wrap it around as much of him as I can and follow his rhythm. His hips buck to my hand and he groans against my mouth.  
 
    “You’re so tight. You’re going to feel incredible around my cock, but I think I should stretch you out first, make sure you’re good and ready for me.” His gaze is warm and full of care. He doesn’t want to do anything I’m not comfortable with.  
 
    That turns me on so much more. “Okay.”  
 
    He slides another finger into me. Two of them up to the knuckle and then he starts working them slowly in and out, wiggling them inside me, and it feels like he’s touching me everywhere. He fucks me with them until I’m writhing and whimpering, the building pleasure pushing me further and further toward an orgasm. My inner walls spasm as my body bows. It’s quick and intense and turns me into jelly.  
 
    “Ready for me, babe?” he asks. “It’s okay if you aren’t. If you’ve changed your mind. If you—” 
 
    I slam my mouth to his. “I want this. I want you.”  
 
    Climbing off the bed, he grabs his wallet from his shorts and slides out a square foil packet that he tosses onto the bed before shedding his boxer briefs. His cock stands erect and proud as he walks toward me. It’s quite the sight. Pretty in a weird way with its bulbous head and angry blush. Pre-cum dribbles from the tip. I love the taste of him, and the hot velvet feel of his skin.  
 
    I stroke my finger along the purple vein that sticks up under the skin. He’s big, though. There’s no doubt about it. And I’m not.  
 
    “I’m going to get you all worked up again before I breach your cookie.” He eases over me, and I spread my legs to cradle him. “We’ll take it nice and easy.”  
 
    I can feel the swollen crown of his cock at my entrance, and I ache for it deep inside. I can’t help the prickle of nerves at his size, but they fall away as he kisses and touches me, driving me crazy, driving me wild. Until my hips are bucking, trying to take him inside me like I don’t have a say in the matter. My vagina is at the helm. She’s steering this ship. Right onto his cock.  
 
    “Gotta wrap it up,” he says, though I know the health status of his member from the doctor’s test results for his insurance plan. He breaks away, quickly tears open the foil packet and rolls it down his length before sliding back between my thighs. “Tell me when you’re ready.”  
 
    “I’m ready,” I tell him as I squirm against his cock, taking the tip of him inside me.  
 
    He groans and the muscles in his shoulder shake. “Fuck, you’re tight, babe. So fucking tight.”  
 
    He’s so big squeezed inside me. Foreign but wonderful. I don’t know if I can take him, but I need to. I can’t fight the need. “More.”  
 
    He pushes into me an inch and stops to kiss me long and deep, waiting for me to get accustomed to his penetration before sliding in deeper. I’m so full of him, my body slowly adjusting to having him inside me while we stay still, breathing in concerto. And then he starts to move inside me. The friction is exquisite. Thrust, slide, thrust, until I have to move with him.  
 
    “Feel that, Bree,” he croons as he fucks me, his hands in my hair. “You’re perfect for me. Your cunt takes me like it was made for me. So hot and tight on my cock.”  
 
    I cry out his name as he pushes me to the edge of something wonderful. My nails dig into his back, feeling every flex as he rolls his hips and surges into me again and again. My inner walls start to clench around him, the swell of pleasure ebbing and flowing, building until it breaks.  
 
    “Fuck, I can feel you coming on me.” He groans and the sound rumbles through his chest and through my body. “You’re squeezing my cock so tight.”  
 
    I fracture inside, my body singing for him as he takes me over the edge. So this is sex. With Parker Kent. I’m totally a fan. We’re going to be doing this again. And again and again. 
 
    He roars as his own climax hits him, his cock pulsing inside me as he comes, and his thrusts deepen before slowing into small rocking motions.  
 
    He stays inside me as he smooths my hair back from my face. “Are you all right? How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Good.” I cling to him and offer up my lips for his kiss. “That was... Thank you for showing me how good it can be.”  
 
    “It should be me thanking you,” he says, slipping out of me and taking a moment to take the condom off, knot it, and toss it in the wastebasket beside the bed before pulling me into his arms. “You gave me your cookie. I’m not going to forget that. It means a lot that you trusted me enough to let me be your first.” 
 
    “You’re my boyfriend,” I tell him as I turn and little spoon to his big spoon.  
 
    “That doesn’t mean I’m entitled to your cookie,” he says. “I know how lucky I am that you’re even dating me. But this is so much more.”  
 
    “It’s not that big a deal,” I tell him. It isn’t like I’ve been holding onto my virginity, so some perfect guy can come along and take it. It just turned out that way. I don’t want to tell him that he might have taken my heart along with my cookie. Please don’t break it.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I wake up with Parker still wrapped around me. Both arms are around my waist, and his leg is over mine like he’s trying to climb me. I twist carefully out of his grip. His dark hair is flopping in his eyes. His thick lashes dust his cheeks. He’s so damn gorgeous. And mine.  
 
    Parker Kent is my boyfriend and lover. I smile as I sit cross-legged on the bed. Muscles I never knew I had protest, but it’s a nice ache. A deep, thorough reminder of what we did last night. I still can’t believe he fit all that in me.  
 
    Pulling the sheet loose, my gaze wanders his chest. He’s so strong and those muscles are insane. I tug a little further and follow the lines from his hips to his cock. Yup, it’s half-erect and it’s still freaking huge.  
 
    “Hello, super cock,” I say to his penis. It’s not weird or anything; after all, he’s talked to my vagina and my boobs. “You were amazing last night.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    I wake up to Bree’s face in my crotch. She’s petting my morning wood like it’s a puppy. “You’re really not that scary, you know. I’ll admit, with a name like Pussy Assassin I thought you were going to hurt me, but you’re actually very sweet.”  
 
    She gives the head a kiss, and I have to stifle my groan as my cock throbs.  
 
    “What was Parker thinking when he called you that, anyway? Couldn’t he have come up with something more... positive? You and I should change it, don’t you think? Super Cock, or Mister Cocky.”  
 
    “Babe, what are you doing?”  
 
    She startles and takes her hand away. “Uh. I was having a conversation with your, uh, penis.”  
 
    “I heard.” I grasp her hand and put it back on my erection. Feels too good with it there. “What were the two of you discussing?”  
 
    She grips my shaft and runs her hand up and down. Heat ripples through me, waking me all the way up. I could get used to this.  
 
    “Why on earth would you nickname him Pussy Assassin?” 
 
    I laugh, and my cock jumps in her hand. “Actually, I didn’t.”  
 
    “No?”  
 
    “That was Dutch. When we were in high school. It kind of stuck.”  
 
    “So you decided to trademark it?” She narrows her gaze on me, her forehead drawn tight. “What are you going to do if some other big dicked guy starts calling his penis the Pussy Assassin?” 
 
    “Nothing.” I shrug. “It was a joke. That’s all. Dutch and I had a few too many shots and we decided it would be hilarious, with all the talk about my dick at the time, to trademark it. I was drunk when I filed the paperwork. Popped the first name I could think of on it, which was Pussy Assassin, and forgot about it. Until I got the papers that said it had been approved.”  
 
    “Seriously?”  
 
    “Yup. That’s the story. It wasn’t some megalomaniac move. We were just drunk.”  
 
    “And having me insure it?” she asks. 
 
    “That wasn’t a... fuck.” I groan as I roll my gaze to the ceiling, bucking my hips to her tight fist. Her hand feels so good around my cock. “It wasn’t a joke.”  
 
    “It isn’t?” 
 
    I don’t know how she expects me to concentrate on anything but the way she’s stroking my, er, ego, but if that’s what she wants I’m going to do my best to give it to her. “The producer for the movie I wrapped up a few months ago suggested it, and my agent thought it was sage advice considering, at the moment, my bad boy persona is the reason I’m getting opportunities I wouldn’t have had otherwise. Whether I like it or not, that’s attached to my dick. He’s the reason I’m getting jobs that I love and have money in the bank. It’s no different than Julia Roberts insuring her smile or T-Swift insuring her legs. At this point in time if something were to happen with...”  
 
    “Super Cock,” she suggests, and I don’t mind that at all.  
 
    “I could lose all traction. Opportunities could dry up. I’d be screwed. Fame, even in small amounts is a fickle thing.” I groan as I push into her hand that’s lubricated with my pre-cum.  
 
    “It makes sense.” Her breathing has picked up, and she licks her lips.  
 
    “You’re turned on, aren’t you?” I slide my hand between her thighs and find her wet for me. “You want more of my cock?”  
 
    She nods as she shifts to her knees, keeping them wide so that I can slide a finger inside her. “I’d tell you to come ride me, but I don’t have any more condoms on me.”  
 
    “I got the shot, you know, the Depo, weeks ago when I thought I might... I was too, uh, distracted to tell you that last night.”  
 
    “You sure?” I don’t want her to have any regrets with this stuff, but fuck, the idea of her riding me without a rubber makes my balls tight.  
 
    “Yeah.” She pushes me onto my back and straddles my hips.  
 
    “Well come on then, cowgirl.” I grip the root of my shaft so that she can climb on. “Saddle up.” 
 
    She sinks down on me slowly. Her tight cunt is perfection. A velvet glove custom made for my cock. She’s so hot and wet on my bare flesh, I have to grit my teeth and fight my cock’s immediate need to fill her with my cum. Squeezing her thighs, she strokes my shaft with her inner walls. Little cries escape her parted lips as she rolls her hips.  
 
    Watching her ride me is incredible, her hair mussed and tumbling down her back, her green eyes shuttered behind thick lashes. The insane heat of her is shutting down my brain and making my heart race.  
 
    “Fuck, babe. You’re killing me with your tight cunt and your bouncy tits. You feel so good on my cock.” I grip her hips, taking control and speeding up our rhythm, pushing her toward an orgasm. I’m barely able to contain my own, my balls are drawn so tight already. “Tell me you’re close, tell me you wanna come.”  
 
    “I wanna come.” She moans, her hands landing on my chest, her head dropping forward on a sob.  
 
    “That’s all I needed to hear.” I can see where our bodies join, see the way her cunt grips and takes my cock all the way to the root. Such a fucking hot sight. I slide a finger between us and start rubbing her clit.  
 
    “Parker,” she cries out, as her inner walls start to tighten around me. “I’m coeeeee.”  
 
    “Fuck, you feel good, coming on my cock, Bree.”  
 
    “Super Cock,” she screams. “I love your super cock.”  
 
    Can’t hold on any longer. My cock spasms and spurts hot jets of cum. I’m light-headed, and lighthearted. Bree collapses on top of me, and I wrap my arms around her, breathe in her sexy scent and tip her head up so I can kiss her. “You love my super cock, huh?”  
 
    She blushes. “I admit nothing.”  
 
    “Fine,” I tell her. I won’t admit that I’m almost certainly head over heels for her. “I can wait. It’s only a matter of time before my super cock makes you orgasm again. At some point you’ll repeat that declaration.”  
 
    “I would never.” She pushes her mussed hair out of her face and makes the most adorable wide eyes at me, like she’s completely innocent of what we both know to be true.  
 
    I push her onto her back and lick inside her mouth before sucking her bottom lip between my teeth. “I’m going to get up. My girlfriend needs her coffee and some pancakes. You enjoy sleeping in.”  
 
    “You remember this is my apartment, right?” She laughs. “There’s nothing so fancy as pancakes here.”  
 
    “True, but there’s a café two blocks away.” I pull on my shorts and stretch my T-shirt over my head. She pouts when my abs disappear behind a wall of cotton. I push my feet into my shoes and yank my cap over my hair. “I’ll be right back. Chocolate chip or blueberry?”  
 
    “Chocolate chip,” she calls after me. I swear I hear her scream into her pillow that she loves my super cock as I shut the door behind me.  
 
    Yeah, babe, he loves you too. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Where are we going?” she asks again.  
 
    “On a date.” I squeeze her knee below the hem of her stretchy pink skirt as I pull into a parking lot. She’s been picking for clues since I told her I had plans for us this afternoon that included getting dressed and leaving the apartment. The almost twenty-four hours we spent locked up in our cozy sex den has been incredible, but I want more than that with her. I want to take her out and show her off, and I want to finally give her the date that she deserves.  
 
    “You told me that before we left the apartment.” She pouts. “I want to know what this date entails.”  
 
    “It’s a surprise.” I pat her leg before sliding out of the car to open her door.  
 
    “I’m not sure I like surprises. Or dates for that matter.”  
 
    “You’re going to love this one,” I tell her, taking her hand and pulling her along. We better hurry or we’ll be late.  
 
    “Or you could tell me what we’re doing, and I could make my own mind up.”  
 
    She hurries to keep up with my longer strides as I search for the right building. I squeeze her hand when I spot the pink sign out front on the pavement. This is perfect for us. It’s going to be so much fun. “Nope. Sorry. You’re going to have to wait and see.”  
 
    “Ugh. Why do we have to go on a date now? We could go home and hang out on the couch. Order Chinese food from downstairs,” she wheedles, before upping the ante. “Have sex.” 
 
    “Tempting. But no.” I smirk. “It’s about time we had an official date.”  
 
    “Because last time we tried it went so well.” She rolls her eyes and blushes. “I was a hot drunk, cough syrupy mess.”  
 
    “This will be different.” I put my hand on her lower back, as I pull her in between me and the rose-colored sign.  
 
    “Give me some sugar?” she asks. 
 
    “We’re taking a class. A cookie decorating class.”  
 
    “That’s—” 
 
    “An awesome date?” I hold open the door for her.  
 
    “It really is,” she says, stepping into the huge room.  
 
    A young woman, her hair pulled back in a tight bun, bustles about the bright and cheery work area. Stainless steel workbenches hold an assortment of cookie decorating tools. She stops when she notices us and hurries over to greet us. “Hello. I’m Melody. You must be Muffy Johnson and...” She stutters to a halt, obviously struggling with the fact that she’s worked out who I am, and the fake name I gave her when I booked our places in the class.  
 
    “Nutsy Handcock.” I reach out and shake her hand. Bree can barely hold it together, a snort giggle escaping her.  
 
    “Okay.” The woman looks like she’s choking on her tongue. Her eyes bug out a little and her lips move silently as she reconciles who I am with my ridiculous fake identity. She peels her hand from mine and takes a breath as she wipes her palm on her apron and nods. “Nutsy and Muffy, we’ll start in about five minutes. Feel free to browse or take a seat while you wait.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Bree says before Melody leaves us to finish setting up the workshop.  
 
    We wander between the shelves at the front to check out the baking tools, and sprinkles, and food dyes. “How’d you come up with this?”  
 
    I rap my temple. “I’ve got cookies on the brain these days. Chocolate chip. Peanut butter. Yours.”  
 
    “And the names? What were they again? Muffy...”  
 
    “Muffy Johnson and Nutsy Handcock. You probably better remember them in case she calls on us.”  
 
    “I can’t believe you named us after body parts.” Bree giggles as the door opens and a couple of teens walk in. They gawk at me and start whispering behind their hands, but they don’t come over. Hopefully the rest of our classmates will do the same.  
 
    A mother with eight-year-old twin girls blows into the store as Melody re-appears, a frilled peach apron on. The mother talks to the teacher for a few moments, then kisses the girls’ cheeks and races out.  
 
    Melody addresses us, “It looks like we have a few stragglers today, but why don’t you all get set up. Find a work bench, settle in, and we’ll get started in a couple of minutes.”  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “These cookies are awesome,” I mumble around a mouthful. We’ve been going at this for thirty minutes and I barely have any cookies decorated. “You’re so much better at this decorating thing though.”  
 
    “That’s because you keep eating them.” Bree grins, smoothing pink icing onto a cookie. “If you stopped putting them in your mouth, you might be good at it too.”  
 
    “Nah. I’m much better at eating the cookie,” I say. She blushes. Wicked woman and her dirty mind. “Why decorate when I can nibble and suck and bite on the cookie? Have that sweet taste on my tongue and feel it crumble for me. I could eat the cookie all day, every day.”  
 
    I should have really checked the age range on this class. One of the teens glances at me over her shoulder and blushes furiously. I give her a grin and a wink, and she whips her gaze back to her workbench.  
 
    “Don’t be mean.” Bree slaps my arm.  
 
    “I wasn’t.”  
 
    “You were. Women, and she’s just a kid, don’t know how to handle you when you look at them like that.”  
 
    “You do.”  
 
    “T-that’s different. Remember, I used to not like you.”  
 
    “And now you do.” I steal one of her cookies and pop it into my mouth. “You like me a lot.”  
 
    “Nutsy, Muffy, how are you going with your cookies?” Melody asks in the same singsong voice she’s used on the kids and teens we’re sharing a class with. “Any difficulties?”  
 
    “Yes. My cookies keep disappearing. Every time I go to decorate one it’s gone before I can start. I think one of the other students is stealing them.” I give her puppy dog eyes.  
 
    Melody flutters her hand to her chest. “Yes, well, let me see what I can do. I might have some more cookies in the back.”  
 
    Bree punches me in the arm as she talks to Melody. “The only reason he doesn’t have any cookies is because he’s eaten them all.”  
 
    “Oh, okay. I see.” She walks past me to check out Bree’s cookies that are drying on a metal sheet. “It looks like you’re doing a good job, Muffy.” She picks up one of Bree’s cookies. “Is this a mushroom? It’s very creative.”  
 
    “Um.” Bree purses her lips, scarlet blooming from the tips of her hair to her chest. “That-That’s, um...”  
 
    Fucking hell, the cookie looks like my cock. I mean like an exact replica of my cock. It’s even got tiny purple veins. Except it’s also got a creepy little face and what appears to be an effort at a red cape. She made a cookie super cock. “It’s one of those rare ones from Hawaii, isn’t it, Muffy?” I cover for her. “Those mushrooms that stink like something died.”  
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure. That’s exactly what it is.” Bree struggles to get the words out.  
 
    “No, it’s not,” one of the twins says, pushing her braid back over her shoulder. “That’s a penis.”  
 
    “Quiet, Lilly.” The other twin shoves her elbow into the first’s side. “Momma says we’re not allowed to say bad words.”  
 
    “It’s a penis,” Lilly insists. “And penises aren’t bad, Poppy. I saw Lachie Howell’s penis. He showed it to me right after gym class.”  
 
    “Oh.” Poppy giggles behind her hands. “What did it look like?”  
 
    Lilly sticks out her tongue. “Kind of funny.”  
 
    “Okay, I think that’s enough, you two.” Melody drops the phallic cookie back onto Bree’s tray and moves toward the kids, arms splayed like she’s herding geese. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve done with your cookies?”  
 
    “I made a flower,” Poppy says, her little body puffed up with pride.  
 
    “I know who you are.” Lilly stares at me. “You’re Parker Kent. My Momma says you’re a bad, bad man. And good girls wouldn’t have anything to do with you.” She points at Bree. “You’re not a good girl.”  
 
    “Maybe we should get out of here,” I whisper to Bree without taking my gaze off the little blonde imp. This cookie class is going south in a hurry.  
 
    “Uh-huh. Good idea.” Bree grabs the cardboard carrier from under the bench and starts putting her cookies in it.  
 
    “You make my Momma cry, bad man.” Lilly adds. “When she’s in her bedroom alone, she sobs and says your name. “Parker. Oh. Parker. You’re so bad, you wicked man.”  
 
    I’ve been tasered. Someone stuck electrodes to my nipples when I wasn’t looking and shot me full of electricity. My muscles are twitching and I’m pretty sure my jaw is bruised from hitting the floor, but all I can do is stare at the little goblin.  
 
    “Okay, you two.” Melody comes toward us, anger flaring in her gaze. “You need to leave. You need to leave right now.”  
 
    “Yes. So sorry.” Bree grabs my hand and tugs me toward the door. “We’re going. Sorry, again.”  
 
    We’re standing on the pavement and the door shuts in my face before I can so much as blink. “What the fuck just happened?” I pace across to the gutter, before turning back to Bree. “Did an eight-year-old really do an impression of her mother fantasizing about me?”   
 
    “Yep.” Bree clutches the carry box, her shoulders shaking with barely contained laughter.  
 
    “Fuck.” I’m perverting innocent minds now? What the fuck is wrong with people that they let their kids hear that?  
 
    “Oh, come on,” Bree says. “It isn’t so bad. She didn’t know what she was saying. She had no idea.”  
 
    I scratch the back of my neck. “Do you think?”  
 
    “I’m sure of it. Which is why it’s so damn funny.” She dissolves into giggles. The cookie box lands on the pavement as she doubles over, her eyes shiny.  
 
    I start to grin. Can’t help it. Bree’s laughter is infectious. “Okay, maybe it is funny.”  
 
    “Can we go home?” she asks once she gets herself under control.  
 
    “Absolutely. In fact, from now on I think staying in is our safest option.” I pick up the box, and we make our way to the car.  
 
    “I like that,” she says. “It means I get you all to myself.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    “What’s going on with the traffic this evening?” Parker leans forward to get a better view out the windshield as the cars in front of us slow to a crawl. “Is that...? I think there’s been an accident.” 
 
    It’s been weeks since the last one. I’d almost forgotten about Parker Kent’s ability to be a nuisance. Not the man I’m sitting next to though, he’s not irritating at all. His billboard. That monstrous roadway terror has most likely struck again. And here I had faith that people would get over his gorgeous smile and his super cock.  
 
    Who am I kidding? Who would ever get over him? I’m never going to get over him. God, please don’t make me have to.  
 
    “We should do something. I’m going to pull over.” He guides the car onto the shoulder.  
 
    “No,” I all but shout. “No. Don’t. We should keep going.”  
 
    His brow furrows as he shifts the car into park and unstraps his seatbelt. “We should at least make sure they’re okay.”  
 
    “You don’t understand,” I insist.  
 
    “Call 9-1-1. I’ll just be a moment.”  
 
    “Look.” I grab his arm as he opens the door. Pointing to the station wagon with surfboards racked on top that’s pulling onto the shoulder, I say, “Someone else just stopped. Let them handle it.”  
 
    “What’s gotten into you? We should make sure they’re okay.”  
 
    “A woman just crashed because of you.” I grip his arm tighter. I probably sound like a terrible person. It’s not that I don’t want to help. I do. But... “You’re going to make the situation worse.”  
 
    “Now that’s ridiculous.” He climbs out of the car and rushes toward the woman struggling out of her car. She’s shaking and wobbly at the knees. Under blunt platinum bangs her eyes are round with shock. The hood of the car is bent and twisted up on one side. Another man, in boardies and a sleeveless shirt, jogs toward her from the other side of the wreckage.  
 
    Parker has no idea what he’s walking into. I jump out and follow him, dialling emergency at the same time.  
 
    “Oh my God, you’re Parker Kent,” I hear the woman shriek while I’m still a couple yards from them.  
 
    “Are you okay? Are you hurt?” Parker asks.  
 
    “Okay?” She turns to inspect her car and wails, “My new car.”  
 
    “Are you all right?” The other guy asks, joining them. His Thor blond locks are shoved into a man bun that accentuates a killer jaw. “Should I call emergency?”  
 
    “I-I’m fine,” the woman says, tears welling in her eyes.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Parker asks.  
 
    “This is all your fault,” she says. “You and your perfect smile, and your really good abs, and your...” She gestures at the super cock. “Your. Your. Incredible package.”  
 
    “I’m sorry.” Parker gapes at her. “Are you sure you didn’t hit your head? We best wait for the paramedics to check you out.”  
 
    “I want compensation for my car. This is all your fault. You should fix it.” She closes the distance between them, reaching out to touch his chest. “You owe me for making me crash my car. Your chest is so hard. It’s like granite.”  
 
    He gathers her hands up and peels them off his chest. It’s totally wrong that I find this amusing, right? Poor man needs saving. But come on, my boyfriend’s billboard is a disaster. There’s a small sense of satisfaction in him finding out how much of a problem it is. Still... I should jump in and help him.  
 
    “I didn’t make you crash your car. I had nothing to do with it. We just pulled over to make sure you were okay.” 
 
    “Actually,” the other guy says, pointing a thumb over his shoulder. “Your billboard has been causing crashes along this stretch ever since it went up. Even though they’ve slowed down to one every couple weeks, it’s still a pain in the ass.”  
 
    “What?” Parker’s eye bulge in horror. “My billboard? The Calvin Klein ad?”  
 
    “You are so sexy, Parker.” The woman twists in his arms and pushes her back against his chest, rubbing against him like a cat. “You made me crash my car. The least you can do is take me home. Compensate me. I don’t care how. Perhaps in your bed.”  
 
    The man smirks, and Parker doesn’t know what to do. He’s trying to be nice. A concerned citizen. But his billboard promotes crazy. Grabbing her biceps, he manages to put an inch between them. 
 
    “Emergency are on their way.” I squeeze between Parker and the woman. “What’s your name?”  
 
    “Tasha,” she says, her starry-eyed gaze stuck on Parker.  
 
    “Tasha.” I take her arm and lead her away from my boyfriend. “Is there anything I can get you? Do you need some water? I have some in the car. We should get you a blanket just in case you’re in shock.”  
 
    “I’ve got a big beach towel,” the surfer guy says. “I’ll go grab it.”  
 
    “I’m not in shock,” she says, glancing over her shoulder as I lead her back to Parker’s car. She wraps her arms around her tiny waist. “That’s Parker Kent. The real Parker Kent.”  
 
    “Yes.” I open the passenger door for her. “Why don’t you sit while I find that bottle of water?”  
 
    “This is his car, isn’t?” She slides into the buttery leather seat and runs shaking fingers over the dash. “He’s so much prettier than his billboard. I would have his babies in a heartbeat. Such pretty babies.”  
 
    Babies with Parker Kent? Gorgeous little cherubs with his perfect Nesquik eyes and dimples? The idea isn’t unappealing. Parker’s pacing a couple yards away, his phone stuck to his ear. I find the bottle I carry in my bag for emergency purposes—mostly hangover emergencies but this definitely qualifies—and pass it to her.  
 
    “Here’s the towel.” Thor guy pushes the terrycloth into my hands.  
 
    “Thanks... I don’t know your name.”  
 
    “Micah.” He shrugs then bends to offer Tasha a grin. “Shock got you good back there.”  
 
    “Mmm,” she responds, staring up at him. “Maybe. But that’s Parker Kent. The real Parker Kent.”  
 
    Sirens sound in the distance, quickly growing louder.  
 
    “I have to admit myself that he’s a good-looking man,” Micah agrees.  
 
    “But you can’t blame him for your accident,” I say. “Not really. He had no idea about the issues the billboard was causing.”  
 
    An ambulance pulls onto the dirt and two EMTs jump from the front as Micah jogs over to them. A cop car follows a minute later as the paramedics lead Tasha away from Parker’s car. I spend a few minutes talking to the officer and fill her in on what little detail I know. 
 
    Parker’s still pacing, no longer with the phone to his ear. Stony faced, he tromps the grass as I join him. “She’s going to be fine now. I think she’s probably a bit embarrassed about her behavior, actually.”  
 
    “I can’t do anything about the billboard. Not one fucking thing. I talked to Brad. There’s nothing I can do.”  
 
    “But he’ll pass on the information?”  
 
    “Yeah, he said he would.” He glances at his phone again. Frowns. His shoulders slump like he’s carrying the weight of the world. “First I’m corrupting innocent minds and now I’m causing car accidents. What’s next?”  
 
    “We go back to my place. Order Chinese food from downstairs. Have sex while we wait for it to arrive.”  
 
    “That isn’t what I meant.” He shakes his head.  
 
    “I know. But you’re not responsible for a child overhearing their parent’s fantasy monologue, or for a woman who can’t keep her eyes on the road. And it sounds like a good idea, doesn’t it? After dinner I’ll let you eat my cookies.”  
 
    “Deal.” The weight lifts a little and a smile peeks in the corners of his mouth. “Except the one that looks like Super Cock. That one’s all yours.”  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Morning, Breezy.” Tim glances up from his computer as I slip past his cubicle like I’m James Bond on a mission. His eyes dance with laughter. I’m forever grateful he didn’t catch the duck and roll I had to do as Malcolm came out of his office. “Late again? The billboard menace still causing issues?”  
 
    “Um. No. Not exactly.” I drop my bag over the back of my chair as he follows me into the cubicle. It’s still Parker Kent’s fault I was late, a full thirty minutes at that, but it wasn’t his billboard that had me screaming.  
 
    Tim smirks as I turn around. I try not to wince at the deep ache in my thighs. At the tightness in my groin and the slightly uncomfortable chafing sensation of my panties rubbing on overly sensitive flesh.  
 
    “Damn, Breezy.” He flaps a hand in front of his face. “It looks like you spent a week at a dude ranch. Ride hard, did you?”  
 
    “Something like that.” I drop into my chair and boot up my computer. A pile of client files is already on my desk ready to go.  
 
    “You totally did, didn’t you? You rode a dude? How was it? How’s the cookie?”  
 
    I pretend to zip my lip and toss the key over my shoulder as he takes a seat on my desk.  
 
    Tim rolls his eyes, pushes a coffee cup across my desk. “I got you your favorite.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I reach for it.  
 
    “Not so fast.” He grins as he pulls it away. “I need details, woman.”  
 
    “Fine.” I huff. I’m going to tell him anyway. Everything that happened this weekend is bubbling up inside me. Like I could keep it from my bestie for long. “The super cock is huge.” I try to show him the length and girth with my hands.  
 
    His eyes widen as he gets the picture, and he lets out a low whistle. “The camera doesn’t make a difference then. The man’s hung. No wonder he insured it.”  
 
    “And trademarked it.” I grin. “But that part was a joke.”  
 
    “Figured. I mean, who trademarks something as ridiculous as their cock? But back to the topic. He was good to you, right? He’s not an asshole?”  
 
    “So good. So, so good.” I lean forward to whisper, “I think I’m in love with sex. With orgasming. With the way he gives it to me.”  
 
    “With him,” Tim says, handing me my coffee. 
 
    “No, I...” The vanilla sweetness and the bitter of the coffee slide over my tongue. Maybe. I don’t know. Is it too soon? “He called me his girlfriend. He introduced me to Dutch Daniels as his girlfriend.”  
 
    “You met Dutch Daniels? Is he as dirty horny as everyone says he is?”  
 
    “I don’t know. We played football. He was friendly.”  
 
    “You have to get me in a room with that man. I’ve had a crush on him since he hit the screen in The Daddy Deal.” 
 
    “What about your guy that you’ve been seeing?”  
 
    “It’s Dutch Freaking Daniels,” he exclaims, like I don’t know anything about the bad boy movie star. “Ruben will want to meet him too.”  
 
    “Ruben, huh?” I tease. 
 
    “Yeah, Ruben.” He gets a silly little lovesick grin on his face while he fiddles with my thumbtacks. “I really like him, Breezy.”  
 
    “I’m happy for you,” I tell him.  
 
    “So you and Parker? Is it love? Are you the one who breaks all his bad boy ways and makes him turn his back on that lifestyle?”  
 
    “I don’t know.” I hope so. I’m falling more and more each day, but we’ve been keeping things quiet. Just between us. The world still sees him as a bad boy. I want to believe that he’s not. But...  
 
    “Okay, enough chitchat.” Tim rubs his hands together, as though he knows I need a reprieve. “Let’s get some work done. Then we’ll go for lunch. Shake Shack. My treat.”  
 
    “Love you,” I tell him as he walks out of my cubicle and I open the file on my first client.  
 
    Parker Kent and his super cock are burrowing into my heart, but I’ve wanted to believe in love before. It wrecked me then, and I’m just not sure I can do it again.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Callan opens the door to our parent’s house before I get to the steps. Arms folded over his chest he studies me. “Feeling better?”  
 
    “Much better,” I say, meeting him at the door. I’d blown off last week’s family brunch to spend the day with Parker. Told Mom I was under the weather. Just a cold. Nothing that I couldn’t cure with her chicken noodle soup. Oh and yes, I did still have some in my freezer from the last time. Which had been great, because otherwise she would have turned up with a pot of it and found Parker and I enjoying quality naked time.  
 
    “Good to hear.” His blue eyes are piercing. I don’t expect for a minute that he believed I was sick. Not after I introduced him to Parker in the park. He smiles anyway, lets me off the hook. Brothers are the best like that. He eyeballs the box I’m carrying. “Tell me you didn’t bring cupcakes.”  
 
    “Pies. I have cherry and apple. Thought Mom and Dad would like one. And you can take the other one home with you.”  
 
    He grins at that. Cal has an open affection policy when it comes to pies. He’s totally committed to pastry and filling. “Cherry is mine.”  
 
    “Done deal.” I scoot around him and into the house. My pulse is a little edgy. He hasn’t said anything about Parker. Yet. But he will. It’s not a conversation I want to have.  
 
    “Baby, you’re here.” Mom’s in the kitchen working two skillets, one full of bacon, the other eggs. There’s a mountain of toast on a plate on the counter. A tray full of baked tomatoes, spinach, and feta. A gallon of orange juice, glasses stacked beside it. Cinnamon rolls fresh baked from the oven on a cooling rack. My stomach growls as the aroma makes my mouth water. Whereas I can burn water, my mother is a kitchen genie. Turning off the burners, she hugs me before grabbing my face between her hands. “You look much better. The soup helped?”  
 
    “Yes, Mom. Your soup is the best.”  
 
    “I’ll make you some more. I’ll put a pot on after we eat, and you can take it home with you.”  
 
    “That’d be great.”  
 
    “What about me?” Cal whines. “I’m a growing man. I love your soup too.”  
 
    “Two pots. There’s champagne in the fridge if you want to make a mimosa. Make me one.”  
 
    “Alcohol at this time of the day, Mom? What’s got into you?” Cal asks, fetching the bottle from the fridge and pouring equal amounts into three glasses before topping each with orange juice. Bob doesn’t like them, so Cal pours a glass of plain juice too.  
 
    Mom grins but doesn’t tell us anything as she starts plating up bacon and eggs. “Can you two take all that out to the table?”  
 
    “On it.” I pick up the tray of tomatoes and the pile of toast while Cal opens the door.  
 
    “Bree, honey. How are you feeling?” Bob finishes adding the word to his crossword puzzle and closes the book. “Did you try the witch hazel the way I suggested?”  
 
    “Uh.” There was no way I was pouring anything up my perfectly fine nose. Even if I’d been sick that still would have been a hard pass. “It cleared up before I had a chance.”  
 
    “That’s good,” he says. “Glad you’re feeling better.”  
 
    “Me too.” Although I’d be feeling better if I hadn’t told them I was sick in the first place.  
 
    “Okay, let’s eat,” Mom says as she and Cal bring the last of the dishes to the table. “We’ve got some news we want to share over brunch.”  
 
    “What’s that?” Cal slouches in the chair beside me. Wiggles his eyebrows as if to say, You’ve got news too.  
 
    I dig into the toast and tomatoes. Snag a few crispy ribbons of bacon with my fork. “What’s this news?”  
 
    “Bob and I are taking a holiday.”  
 
    “That’s not exactly news,” Cal says before biting into a piece of toast.  
 
    “Around the world,” Bob says, taking Mom’s hand and squeezing it. “Like we’ve always talked about. Right, love?”  
 
    “It’ll be our honeymoon. A little late, but still...” She smiles all doe eyed at him.  
 
    Cal chokes on his toast.  
 
    I kind of love it though. They didn’t get to take a honeymoon when they got married. Cal and I were so young. They were too preoccupied with building a life for the four of us. So they put it off, and put it off some more. “That’s really great.”  
 
    “You guys deserve it,” Cal adds, thumping his fist against his chest though he’s stopped choking. “I’m glad you’re finally going.”  
 
    “Eight continents in eight months,” Bob tells us, his eyes lighting up. “And since the house will be vacant we were wondering if one or both of you would like to move home. House-sit until we’re back.”  
 
    We discuss the details over brunch. Cal decides he’ll take the house though my apartment smells like egg rolls most of the time. It’s closer to the bar than his apartment. Plus Mom needs him to take care of her garden anyway. Another talent I didn’t get from her.  
 
    After the dishes are cleared away we play a few hands of Gin Rummy. Parker keeps messaging me. He had personal training this morning and then basketball with Dutch. He sends me a photo of him, blowing me a kiss, his golden torso glistening with sweat and salt. I want to lick him.  
 
    My heart skips a beat as I text him back to tell him I can’t wait to see him this evening. How do you know when you’re in too deep?  
 
    Cal catches a glance of what I’m looking at and his jaw hardens.  
 
    Getting up from the table, I wander inside where it’s cooler. Where I don’t have to put up with the judgement in Cal’s eyes. He’s a good big brother, only worried about my best interests, but that doesn’t make me like the fact that he thinks Parker’s bad for me.  
 
    Cal stalks in behind me, closes the sliding glass door, and leans against it. “That’s why you blew off brunch last week, wasn’t it? To hang out with Parker Kent? Or to avoid talking to me about him? I knew you weren’t sick.”  
 
    “It was just once,” I say. “One brunch. You’ve blown off brunch before.”  
 
    “For work. Not for a woman.” He shakes his head. “That’s not the point. It’s Parker Kent.”  
 
    “My boyfriend,” I say. “You don’t like the guy, so you don’t think I should be with him, but you don’t know him like I do.” I still don’t know him that well, not really.  
 
    “Your boyfriend. Parker Kent’s your...” His brows form peaks among the lines of his forehead. “He’s famous for his dick, Bree. And for sticking it anywhere it will fit. You can’t be seriously telling me the guy is your boyfriend.”  
 
    “Mmhmm.” I tap the point of my shoe on the tiled floor. “That’s what I’m saying.” 
 
    “Okay, well...” He rubs a hand through his messy, dark hair. “What happens when he gets bored of you? What then? Guys like that; they don’t stick around long. Something shiny will catch his eye and he’ll forget about you. There are already rumors he’s screwing his costar, what’s her name?” He clicks his fingers, and his gaze sharpens. “Anabelle Peters. Google it.” 
 
    I want to pull out my phone and Google it right now. I’m not blind to Parker’s lifestyle before we started dating, or that I’m taking a chance on a guy who could easily break my heart. Women throw themselves at him every day. Perfect example: that woman from the car accident. My insides knot around the hard ball of brunch in my belly. He wouldn’t do that, would he? I won’t give my brother the satisfaction of looking it up. At least not until I’m alone.  
 
    “Parker Kent might be charming, he might even be nice, but please don’t fall for him, sis.”  
 
    “I-I’m not.” I won’t. I totally will. Already have. Mostly.  
 
    “Shit,” he says, shoulders slumping as he reads my thoughts on my face. “Then just don’t expect too much. Guys like him…” He shrugs. “Like me. We’re mighty good at what we do, but we’re not worth having your heart broken over.”  
 
    “Aww. I don’t know about that.” It’s not often Cal lets me sneak a peek into his own manwhore lifestyle. “I think you might surprise yourself one day.”  
 
    “Yeah?” He smirks. “That’ll be the same day hell freezes over.”  
 
    “Maybe.” I pick up my bag and the cooler with the soup Mom decanted into a container for me. “I better go.”  
 
    “Meeting Tim for your usual gossip session? Must be a lot to discuss these days.”  
 
    “Something like that,” I agree.  
 
    Cal walks me out, hands thrust in his pockets, jaw set like concrete. “Look, I don’t want to rain on your parade. I want you to be careful. That’s all. I don’t want to have to punch a guy like Parker Kent because he hurts my little sister.”  
 
    “Is that what happened between you and Ty? You punched him for hurting me?”  
 
    “He was a dick. Couldn’t be friends with a guy like that.”  
 
    “You totally punched him.” I shouldn’t condone it. I don’t, but there’s some smug satisfaction in it anyway.  
 
    Cal grins. “Clobbered him.”  
 
    “Whatever happens with Parker...” I hug him when we move out onto the front porch. “Don’t do that.”  
 
    “Can’t promise anything.” He rubs the center of his bottom lip with the side of his thumb. “But I’ll try for your sake.” 
 
    “Good.” I shift my bag to my shoulder and take the steps, the cooler bumping against my leg. “I’ll see you next week.”  
 
    On the train, I toss my bag and the cooler onto an empty seat and send Tim a text to tell him I’m on my way. Then I Google Anabelle Peters. She’s girl next door meets sex goddess pretty. There are stacks of pictures of her and Parker together, but not like together. At least not obviously. They look more like friends, colleagues. The article titles, the articles the gossip mags have written, though, are much sleazier:  
 
    Parker & Anabelle’s Secret Relationship. It started on the set of their new movie!  
 
    Anabelle’s baby bump. Are Parker Kent’s Bad Boy Days Over?  
 
    Has Parker Kent Finally Been Tamed? We Have the Scoop.  
 
    My pulse stutters and an icky sensation floods through me. Is any of this real? Probably not. The media isn’t exactly a trustworthy source. Parker had reminded me of that when I thought he was dating his sister. His sister. I shove my phone back in my bag. It’s nothing. They’re working together on promoting the movie. And that’s where his brand comes in. His reputation is important. But I don’t like it. I hate that I have doubts. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
     “I wish I didn’t have to go to this meeting,” I tell Bree as she knots the tie under my jaw. She’s wearing her glasses, because she’s run out of contacts, and one of my suit shirts, chopsticks holding up her hair. It’s so fucking librarian sexy, and I think I have a new fantasy. “You, dressed like this, in nothing more than my shirt, it makes me want to bend you over the back of my couch and take you from behind. These glasses are seriously hot.”  
 
    “Hold still,” she says as she smooths her hands over the front of my suit, but there’s a catch in her voice and her nipples turn to diamond points under the thin material.  
 
    She’s totally ready for me. I could spin her around right now, and she’d be as wet and eager as she always is. Four weeks of near constant fucking hasn’t put a damper on her need. Or mine. Every time between us gets better and better. I could spend my whole life fucking her and never get tired or bored. I could spend my whole life with her and be happy.  
 
    Do I tell her that? Is that something she would want to know? After our conversation about being exclusive with each other we haven’t talked any more about what that means in the long term. It was all too new, too soon. We’re happy coasting along in our bubble, away from the outside world.  
 
    “Hang on,” she says before running into the kitchen. She comes back with her phone and starts snapping photos.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I raise an eyebrow in amusement.  
 
    “You have no idea how hot you look in a tux, do you? I wanna climb you like a monkey right now.”  
 
    “Well, come here and climb me, babe.” I hold my hands out in front of me, ready to grab her ass and hike her into my arms.  
 
    “I don’t think you understand.” She stays where she is, her cheeks glowing. “I’m so wet that if I climbed you I would leave marks all over your suit.”  
 
    “That’s what dry cleaning is for,” I tell her.  
 
    “It would make you late.” She takes a step toward me. “You’ll have to change, and your agent’s waiting.”  
 
    “He can wait. I can’t.”  
 
    With a groan she tosses her phone at the couch and rushes me. Her legs wrap around my waist as I lift her up, and her tongue fucks into my mouth with so much desire. Her thighs are coated with the shimmer of her arousal. I can feel the heat and wetness through my slacks. “Damn, babe. You’re on fire.”  
 
    “Fuck me, Parker,” she mumbles into my mouth, grinding against my hardness. “Take me like you told me you would.”  
 
    “Damn.” Girl knows exactly how to get a rise out of me. I cover the distance to the couch in two strides and let her slide down my body. Turning her around, I kiss the side of her neck and bite her shoulder. “You are so fucking sexy.”  
 
    I skate my hand down the front of her shirt and dip between her thighs. She drenches my fingers with her wetness, and her knees buckle as I swirl the tip of a digit over her clit before stroking deep inside her. She mewls for me, and that sound makes my cock pulse. “The noises you make when I’m touching you like this drive me crazy, do you know that?”  
 
    “Good crazy or bad crazy?” she asks breathlessly.  
 
    “Both.” I tip her forward and she throws out her arms to catch herself on the back of the couch, presenting her heart shaped ass to me. “Feels fucking good to know that your pleasure is only for me, but it makes me want to do bad, bad things.” I grip her neck and nibble on the shell of her ear. Her scent spikes my need, makes my heart happy. “Very bad things.” 
 
    She whimpers and squirms underneath me, her ass pressing to my crotch. Fuck, I would have a heart attack if she ever let me in there. I smooth my hand down her spine and over the crack of her ass. I’m so fucking careful, so light with my touch as I skim the puckered ring of her asshole. Teasing, testing, wanting more than I have any right to ask for.  
 
    “Oh fuck.” She whimpers. “Do that again.”  
 
    “Do it again?”  
 
    “Uh-hu-mmmm, oh my... yes,” she says as I apply a little more pressure to her tight little asshole. I love her nonsensical sex vocabulary, knowing that she’s so turned on her brain can’t focus on anything but how much she wants me. “Fill me, Parker. I need your cock inside me. I need to feel you moving deep inside me.” 
 
    “You want the super cock?”  
 
    “I need it.”  
 
    “Okay, babe. He’s all yours.” Undoing the fly of my suit, I grip my cock and run my hand up and down the length before pressing the crown to her wet cunt. Her pussy sucks me in and she’s even tighter in this position, her legs together. Watching her arousal coat my length as I thrust in and out of her is one of my favorite pastimes, and this angle is amazing.  
 
    Gripping her hip, I thrust into her in slow, deep strokes. Her channel grazes my cock with every slide, creating blooms of pleasure that build on one another. I’m going to lose my mind along with my control. I can feel the pressure in my spine. “Rub your clit for me. Help me make you come.”  
 
    “Oh God.” Eyes glazed, she rests her cheek on the couch and reaches between her legs to pleasure herself. She’s everything I could ever want. I reach between us too, gather up some of her arousal and massage it into her asshole so that I can ease the tip of my pinkie inside her.  
 
    Her legs start to shake, and she cries out, her orgasm both ferocious and ear piercingly loud. It snaps my brain, makes me feel powerful and lose control at the same time. I buck into her wildly, her inner walls sucking at my cock, begging for my cum. Curving around her I take her mouth with my own, while hot streams of cum jerk from my cock.  
 
    I kiss her still as we bask in post-coital bliss. This woman. I need her as much as I need to breath. Her gorgeous body, her sweet heart, and her sharp mind. The very essence of her makes my heart beat her name. She’s the only one for me.  
 
    “Parker.” She pants. “You’re going to be late.”  
 
    “I’m really regretting agreeing to this meeting with Brad.” I’d rather pick Bree up and carry her into the bedroom. Start all over again. Slowly. Make love to her until she loses her mind.  
 
    “It’s important though, isn’t it? With the movie promos about to start?”  
 
    “Yeah.” I need to tell him about Bree too. We’ve managed to keep our relationship quiet and away from gossip, but that can’t last much longer. When it comes out, I want to be in control of the narrative, and that’s where I need Brad’s help. I pull out unhurriedly and she gives a seductive little moan. The sooner I go, the sooner I come back to her. I turn her around and nibble her lip. “I won’t be long. Make yourself at home.”  
 
    She smiles, her green eyes sparkling. “Change first.”  
 
    I glance down at my rumpled suit as I walk to the bedroom. The evidence of our encounter is still on my pants. “Yeah, I’m definitely going to have to send this to the cleaners.” 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As I open the door to my apartment, Bree’s giggle catches my ear. It’s like sunlight breaking through the cloud I’ve been under since my meeting with Brad. I’d told him about her; that she’s my girlfriend and we should discuss how to make it publicly known. I’m not letting TMZ or one of those other cheesy gossip sites handle the publicity when it comes to Bree. I can’t have them spinning it into another sleazy story that makes what we have seem less than it is.  
 
    Brad insisted the timing is terrible with the Sexiest Bad Boy of The Year award coming up, and we’re about to make our final marketing push for the movie. Announcing my relationship with Bree right now could throw a wrench in the plan. “Women swoon because you’re the cocky, available bad boy. Sure, they love a good redemption love story, but that’s why it works so well. Because they get to fantasize they can be the one to change you. The whole premise of the movie, the marketing strategies are all geared to that fantasy. You’ve got the talent. You’ve got the face. You can go far as long as you don’t sabotage your movie career before it starts. Hold off a little while longer. Get this one movie out. Show people you’re sensational on the big screen. Then we can look at how we’ll announce you’re off the market.”  
 
    Maybe he’s right. It took me long enough to advance my career this far. But it doesn’t feel good. It’s only a few more weeks. A month until the movie premiere. And I haven’t talked to Bree about it anyway.  
 
    “Seriously though, I have to ask, pink hair? Do you have to dye it often to keep it that color?”  
 
    “It’s natural. Do you want creamer?” Bree’s voice floats from the kitchen.  
 
    “Yeah, and don’t forget the sugar. I like my coffee like I like my women.” That’s Dutch, flirting with my girlfriend in my own apartment.  
 
    “Is that right?” Bree asks.  
 
    “Hot and sweet.” Dutch’s arrogant grin carries in his voice.  
 
    “You’re terrible.” She laughs.  
 
    I shove the door closed and the bang echoes through the apartment. I knew it was only a matter of time before Dutch got all flirty, because that’s what he does. It’s the language that’s hardwired into him. It doesn’t mean he’s trying it on with my girl. It doesn’t mean anything. It’s harmless. But does Bree have to sound like she’s enjoying it so much?  
 
    Christ, if he has his hands on her… If she’s touching him…  
 
    Like Cassie did that night he was blackout drunk. Hoping he’d take her to bed, knock her up, marry her. Because he’d already made it big as a movie star. Jaw clenched, I walk into the kitchen.  
 
    Dutch is reaching for the mug Bree is offering him.  
 
    She sees me and breaks into a grin. Dutch practically has to catch the mug as she throws herself into my arms. Dressed, unlike I’d hoped to find her, but with Dutch here I’m glad for it. Her plump lips graze mine. “How was the meeting?”  
 
    “Yeah, how was the meeting with dear old Brad?” Dutch slurps his coffee. His agent too, which is how I ended up with Brad in the first place.  
 
    I circle both arms around Bree’s waist and keep her close as I growl over her shoulder at him. “Get out.”  
 
    “What?” Dutch stares at me like I’ve grown an extra head.  
 
    “I-It’s okay.” Bree stares at me too. “You’re joking, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Go home, Dutch,” I tell him. “And call next time before you rock up to my apartment. Or text at fucking least.”  
 
    “What’s going on with you?” Bree asks, clasping the side of my face, concern etched in the lines around her mouth.  
 
    “Are you fucking with me?” Dutch asks.  
 
    “Nope. Door is over there.” I jerk my head in that direction. “Use it.”  
 
    “You can’t be serious.” Dutch scowls as his coffee cup lands with a sharp thud on the counter. “I thought we were past that shit.” He puts his palms up. “I didn’t fuck you over then, and I’m not going to now.”  
 
    “What are you talking about?” Bree tugs on my shoulder, trying to get me to focus on her.  
 
    “Gold digging bitches,” Dutch mutters, stalking out of the kitchen. “Call me when you’re not in such a pissant mood.”  
 
    The door slams closed a moment later, and the hammering in my chest eases.  
 
    “What was all that about?” Bree escapes my tight grip and grabs my hand, drags me into the living room and pushes me onto the couch where she straddles my lap. Her palm covers my heart. “You’re so worked up. Talk to me.”  
 
    What do I tell her? That we have to keep our relationship a secret so that my brand stays intact? That I must be seen everywhere looking like I’m completely unattached. Worse, there are rumors floating around that I’m fucking my costar and I can’t set the facts straight because I have to protect the career I’ve worked so hard on, when all I want to do is show my relationship with Bree off to the whole world. When I’d suggested we stay in after the cookie incident it had been in jest, but now those words are haunting me. Bree’s going to think that I wanted to keep our relationship a secret. That I planned it this way. And I couldn’t blame her if she did. Not when I tell her that’s how it has to be for the immediate future.   
 
    And now I’m blowing up at Dutch for no good reason whatsoever. Except there is a reason. One that hit me with an absolute certainty when I imagined Bree moving on from me. I nuzzle the top of her head and breathe in her sweet and tart scent as the tension inside me deflates. Fuck. I’m going to have to apologize to Dutch. Probably grovel. There’ll definitely be an expensive bottle of spirits involved.  
 
    “Parker?” She rubs small circles on my chest. Soothing me.  
 
    “Sorry.” I try to exhale all the tension out. “I shouldn’t have acted like an ass.”  
 
    “Why did you? Did you think that Dutch, that we....” she trails into silence, putting together an idea that makes me feel ten times worse for losing my cool. Especially when hurt is clear in her voice and in the lines around her beautiful green eyes. It’ll hurt her worse if I tell her I have to pretend I’m not with her for the foreseeable future.  
 
    “No.” I gaze into her luminescent green eyes. I want her to know that I mean what I say. “No. Not you.” I shake my head. “And not Dutch either. It’s been a rough afternoon and when I got home he was flirting with you.” I skate my hands up her side, so gently my fingers shake, resting my thumbs on her ribs beneath her breasts. “He’s always a flirt. With everyone. Even with Jeanie. And now you. It got to me.”  
 
    “You were jealous?” 
 
    “Something like that,” I admit. “Maybe crazy insecure would be more apt. Because the last time I cared about someone they didn’t care about me.” The thought tumbles off my tongue so easily. It no longer hurts or makes me angry. Because it no longer matters.  
 
    My reaction to Dutch wasn’t about whether I can trust Bree. And Dutch certainly didn’t deserve it. I take a deep breath, let it out through my lips. “Cassie and I were together a while, long enough that I thought it was real, was considering proposing to her. But it wasn’t. There were signs that she wasn’t really with me for me. More for what she hoped she could get from me.” I grimace. “Actually that’s not even right. I was a stepping-stone. A rung on the ladder she was climbing. I don’t know whether she thought she could use me to get to Dutch since he’d already made it in his career, but she definitely saw him as the next step up. She came onto him hard one night. He was blind drunk, and I caught her trying to entice him into going to bed with her.”  
 
    “Dutch wouldn’t,” Bree says matter-of-fact. “I haven’t known him long, but I can tell that your friendship means the world to him.” 
 
    “No, he wouldn’t.” I shake my head at my stupid behavior. “And you’re right. Our friendship is solid. At least, it is when I’m not acting like an ass. He might have been struggling to walk upright, but he still told her that she would have to find someone else to fuck me over with. He would have told me what happened if I hadn’t found them like that. As it was, he didn’t have to.”  
 
    Telling her about this moment in my life doesn’t have the same effect on me as just thinking about it used to. It’s not important, it doesn’t mean anything for me and Bree. I’m all in with the woman on my lap. I have to believe she is too. “She and I didn’t last long after that. She met some British director at an industry party I took her to. Moved to London and married him.”  
 
    “That must have been devastating,” Bree says, sympathy coating her words because she gets it. We’ve both been fucked over, but that’s good, right? It means we would never hurt each other like that.  
 
    “It was hard,” I admit. “It’s why I hadn’t dated until you came along with your cookie euphemisms and your thumbtacks and your cute little skirts. I didn’t want to get fucked over.” I rub my thumb along the underside of her boob. “But it could have turned out much worse. I could have married her and then I would never have met you. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. You mean so much to me, babe. And for a second, when I heard Dutch flirting with you, I could feel what it would be like if you were no longer in my life. It was stupid. I behaved like an asshole to my best friend and to you.”  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she says. “I get it. I probably would have reacted the same way if it was you and some hot chick in your kitchen.”  
 
    “Some hot chick, huh?” I smirk. “Does that mean you think Dutch is hot?”  
 
    She lifts one shoulder in a shrug. “He’s no Parker Kent. Or Thor. But women do seem to find him appealing.”  
 
    “That’s true,” I agree. “But I’m hotter?”  
 
    “So much.”  
 
    “That’s nice to know.” My chest swells with warmth and I touch my lips to hers. “Because I’m falling for you.” No, I’m not falling. I’ve fallen. She fills all my empty spaces. “I mean I...” I rub at the back of my neck. “I. Fuck. What I’m trying to say is—” 
 
    She peels away and locks her gaze on mine. There’s a galaxy of warmth in the green depths that makes my chest swell even as my heart skips several beats. Her smile is like a sunrise peeking through clouds above water. “Are you trying to tell me you love me?”  
 
    “That’s exactly what I’m doing.” I clasp her face between both my hands. She’s my present and my future. She’s my map and my compass. She’s restructured the mitochondria of my heart so that it can only belong to her. “I love you, Bree Jackson.” 
 
    Her eyes widen, and she stills on my lap. Leaning into me, she presses a featherlight kiss to my lips. “I love you too.”  
 
    “You do?”  
 
    “Uh-huh.” Her mouth curves against mine.  
 
    “And the super cock?” I tease.  
 
    “Now, that I’ll never tell.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

  CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    Gah! My heart feels like it could explode, it’s so full of happiness. It’s engorged like a penis from emotions. I have a heart erection for Parker Kent. A heart boner. To go with that, I have an actual boner underneath me, pressing against the inside of my thigh. Parker’s never fail super cock.  
 
    “You sure you don’t want to confess your love for the super cock?” He nibbles my mouth, moves on to my jaw, my throat. Tingles shoot from every spot that he touches, which is a lot, considering our thighs are mashed together and his hands have migrated to my back and are slowly working their way down my spine.  
 
    “Not going to happen.” I moan as he sucks on my shoulder. That’s going to leave a hickey, but I don’t care. I’m Parker’s and he’s mine. He can mark my skin, layer his scent over mine, make it so I can never remove him from my soul. Hell, he’s already done it.  
 
    “No?” He flicks open my shirt buttons. One. Two. His lips press against the exposed skin.  
 
    “No,” I say breathlessly as he undoes the last button and slides an arm around my waist to unhook my bra. It falls to my elbows and he grazes my nipple with his teeth. “He can be patient. He’ll wait forever for your declaration if that’s what it takes.”  
 
    “He’ll wait forever,” I warn Parker. No, he won’t. I love his cock. I adore it. I’d knit it sweaters and feed it treats if that was something one did with a cock. But he doesn’t need an ego boost. He knows how amazing he is. Parker’s dick is in a league of his own.  
 
    “If that’s what it takes.” Lifting me up, he stands in one fluid motion that makes my breath stutter. I feel so small and feminine in his arms that my ovaries twerk and beg for his sperm. His mouth locks with mine, lingering, tasting, teasing with each step he takes to the bedroom. “Don’t ever admit it. I’d rather take forever with you.”  
 
    He tosses me onto the bed and undoes the buttons on his shirt. It’s a slow process. One I adore watching as the material gapes a little each time, revealing more and more. Like a strip tease. Or peeling the wrapper off a chocolate bar. My mouth waters, and my panties need to come off, off, off. And my heart is so turned on.  
 
    I climb onto my knees as he starts on his belt. There’s only so much patience I can manage. I bat his hands away and undo the metal buckle. Pop the button on his pants. He groans as I tease him back by unclicking his zip one tine at a time. Click, click, click. See, it’s fucking excruciating.  
 
    His hot chocolate gaze makes my vagina all gooey like a marshmallow. Actually that’s a gross metaphor, but apt. Parker Kent melts my vagina into a puddle of steamy, swoony need as he takes over the removal of the rest of his clothes.  
 
    Pressing me flat to the mattress, he covers my body with the weight of his and eases his tongue into my mouth in a move that has me gripping his overstuffed biceps. “I’m going to get you naked and then I’m going to love every single inch of you.”  
 
    “Fuck me.” Come on, when a man starts getting this sweet in the bedroom it’s freaking hot.  
 
    “Yeah, there’s going to be some of that too. But mostly loving.” He rests on his haunches and peels my shorts and panties down my legs. Smoothing his palms over my thighs, he plants a kiss on my mound and coos, “Hey there, beautiful.”  
 
    This man and his need to make my cookie feel special.  
 
    He slides a finger along my seam. “You and I have had some fun times together, haven’t we?”  
 
    “Mmm,” I moan as I grab handfuls of sheet, pleasure making my hips beg for his touch.  
 
    “Shh.” He grins. “I’m talking to your cookie. This is serious.”  
 
    “G-go on.” My voice pitches high as he circles my clit and touches the tip of his tongue to it.  
 
    “We’ve dated.” He sucks my clit between his teeth and hot damn, spots dance in front of my eyes. “Exclusively. You’ve let me touch you.” He pushes one thick finger inside me, creating a shower of sparks. “Taste you.” That magic tongue swirls my nub.  
 
    “Oh Goweee.” My thighs shake as my body begs for more.  
 
    “And fuck you.” He growls, and the sound vibrates on my sensitive skin. “I think it’s time I told you that you’re the only cunt for me. You’re pretty and sweet and I love slamming into you.” Another finger eases in beside the first, brushing against my inner walls in a leisurely manner. Pleasure eats me up, my insides tighten. “I think of you as mine. My perfect cunt. My beautiful cookie that I’ve licked and bitten and marked as mine alone.”  
 
    “P-ar-keeeer,” I cry out, those dancing spots blinding me, his sweet words and his methodical fingers pushing me up, up, and over. My body swells with pleasure, floats in it.  
 
    Withdrawing his fingers, he places one last kiss on my clit before he covers my body with his. The swollen crown of his cock rests against my seam, hot and heavy.  
 
    “I think your cunt loves me,” he whispers, like we’re two separate entities.  
 
    His lips curve, and I can’t help but do the same. “I suspect she does.”  
 
    “And now I’m going to love her.” He shifts his weight to one forearm as he pushes inside me. Deliciously slow. Our gazes lock. A quiet groan escapes as he seats himself deep. “And you. All of you.”  
 
    We rock together, unhurried and easy. His hands in my hair, mine trailing his spine. It’s a slow burn, a quiet, concentrated ache building in a barely noticeable way with each thrust. Heat burrows under my damp skin, and his sexy, masculine aroma fills my senses. The desire in his gaze and my inability to glance away seems to make everything more intense until that sweet ache is bigger than me. Uncontainable. It tears me apart from the inside out. Darkens my vision and dulls my hearing as it consumes me.  
 
    “Babe.” Parker groans, his forehead dipping to mine as he shudders through his own climax, spilling himself inside me.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I can’t stop smiling. My cheeks hurt from the ridiculous grin plastered on my face as Parker and I duck into the sushi restaurant a few blocks from his apartment. He grins back at me and squeezes my hand. The two of us are so loved up it’s not even funny. And neither is how hungry I am. Famished, really. Something I hadn’t noticed until now, thanks to how preoccupied I’ve been with the man beside me.  
 
    After our sex-marathon this afternoon I’m not sure sushi is going to cut it. Not like a good deep-dish pizza would, but with the movie premier coming up soon Parker wants to look his best. What’s better than magnificent sex-god?  
 
    “To go?” he asks, pulling me against his chest and wrapping his arms around my waist while he nuzzles my neck. “We can eat in bed.”  
 
    “Naked,” I whisper. I like the idea. A lot. Every moment with Parker makes my heart happy. I didn’t know I could feel like this.  
 
    He pushes my hair to the side and kisses me. “Definitely.”  
 
    “Parker?” a man’s voice interrupts our loved up bubble.  
 
    Parker stiffens. His torso tenses like steel as he pulls his warm lips from my skin. The nape of my neck prickles as he unwinds his arms from my waist. It’s the weirdest sensation.   
 
    “Brad, what are you doing here?” Parker asks. He’s friendly enough, but also not in a way that I’m used to.  
 
    “The same as you, I expect,” the other guy says. “We all have to eat.” 
 
    Parker’s a full head taller than the other guy, and he’s using it to stare him down. But Brad doesn’t seem perturbed by it at all. He straightens his tie and glances in my direction. His gaze is assessing. I don’t know what he expects to see, but he must make up his mind quickly because he darts his attention moves back to Parker. “Who’s this?”  
 
    Parker doesn’t look at me. His arms folded across his chest, he says, “This is Bree.”  
 
    “Your insurance rep, right?”  
 
    “Right,” Parker agrees.  
 
    Brad turns to me, his tone smug, “Well, I hope you’re taking good care of my favorite star.” 
 
    “I am. Parker’s care is my top priority.” I look up at Parker, expecting him to be grinning back at me, because of course I’m taking care of him. In more ways than one. But Parker doesn’t crack a smile at the implied innuendo. He still doesn’t look at me. He actually takes a step away from me. 
 
    He nods once before addressing Parker. “It’s good to see you eating healthy, keeping up that physique for the next movie. Because I have several scripts on my desk that would be a great fit for you.”  
 
    This guy is Parker’s agent. And he clearly doesn’t know we’re together. In fact, it sure feels like Parker is deliberately making it look like we aren’t... Why the heck is Parker acting like this?  
 
    “I think she’s ready to take your order.” Brad gestures at the server, who is standing patiently waiting for us.  
 
    I’m grateful for the out as I step up to the counter and start rattling off a list that includes California rolls and sashimi.  
 
    By the time our food is ready Brad is gone. But Parker is still distant. We walk side by side, but something has shifted. He’s not touchy-feely like he was earlier. By the time we enter the elevator in his apartment building, I desperately want to ask him why. But as the doors slide shut he presses me up against the wall and kisses me, and maybe I was reading into whatever just happened.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The train rocks back and forth under my feet, and there’s a guy in the corner across from me who is openly leering at my legs. I tug on my skirt to try and cover a little more skin and then twist away so that I’m not offering him a front on view. It doesn’t help.  
 
    I’d had to go into the city to meet a new client, otherwise I wouldn’t be dealing with this guy’s perving.  
 
    I glance out the window in time to catch one of the billboards advertising Parker’s movie, which is coming out in a couple of weeks. Of course he’s front and center, but instead of boxer briefs he’s completely at ease in a sexy black suit. Lipstick, a shade of pink that’s probably labelled Bubble Gum Passion or Cotton Candy Tart has been kissed onto his cheek and his collar. Anabelle’s leaning against his arm, dressed in a conservative skirt and white blouse. Her hair is ever so slightly not perfect, her glasses askew, and she’s hugging a binder like it’s her lifeline.  
 
    It’s going to be a great movie. Except for the parts where Anabelle touches or kisses or looks like she’s in love with my boyfriend or vice versa. But I still wanna see it. Though I’ll probably have to do it with one eye closed. Parker’s worked so hard on this movie, and I want to support him, even if I have to tie up my green-eyed monster and shove her in the closet.  
 
    I even let Tim help me pick out a dress in case Parker asks me to accompany him to the premier. A flowing, silk gown the color of a waterfall, with a deep V and a split that finishes so far above the knee it’s kinky. Which is exactly the point. If I ever take the dress out of the garment bag. I’ve tried dropping hints about him asking me, but he never seems to pick up on them. And anytime I bring up the premier he changed the topic as though it’s the last thing he wants to talk about. I guess he doesn’t like talking about it. I can see that. I imagine worrying about what the world will think of your soon-to-be-released movie is pretty stressful. 
 
    I should probably use my train time wisely and type up my notes before I get back to the office. Instead I stalk my boyfriend’s costar on Google. Read the articles that suggest the onscreen chemistry between her and Parker isn’t movie magic. And they do look cozy. Laughing together. Her flirting with him and touching his arm more often than I’d like. Him responding in kind. It’s stomach churning stuff.  
 
    But there’s nothing going on between them. It’s all for the movie. The media makes everything seem worse than it is. To be honest, I don’t think he’s even friends with her since the only time he’s mentioned her is when he’s filling me in on his day. It’s just... he’s been distant. It almost feels like he’s brushing me off. And I miss him. I miss the flirty text messages he usually sends during the day, and how he always had time to call, to check in. I can’t remember the last time he interrupted my workday, now that I think about it. And when I’ve tried to call him, he’s rushing from one interview to another and doesn’t have time to talk. In fact, most of our dates the past two weeks have consisted of short video chats over Kung Pao chicken and lo mein late in the evening, when we’re both exhausted. And those are the few times we haven’t missed each other completely.   
 
    The train slows as it nears my stop, and I gather my things. Being able to finally escape Mr. Leg Ogler gives me a sense of relief as I scamper out into the street. No, there’s nothing going on between Parker and Anabelle. They’re just spending every waking moment together for the movie. That’s what’s making me a little edgy. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Hey Breezy.” Tim stands in the entrance to my cubicle, kind of half in, half out. Like he’s doing the Hokey Pokey. “Uh, how’re things?”  
 
    He’s giving off this really weird unlike Tim vibe. Usually he comes in and plonks his ass on the desk instead of hovering. “About the same as this morning.”  
 
    “That’s good.” He rubs at his neck, glancing back the way he came.  
 
    “Is it?”  
 
    “Uh. Yeah. Maybe.” Again he looks around as though wishing we weren’t having this conversation.  
 
    “Tim?” I narrow my gaze on him. He’s breaking out in a sweat. His brow and upper lip are starting to glisten. A weird buzz starts under my skin, and not the good kind Parker can summon with a glance. More... stomach flipping, nausea inducing. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “Nothing.” He huffs and shuffles his feet. “It’s probably nothing.”  
 
    “What’s nothing?” I’m halfway out of my chair, my ass bouncing off the leather like it has the gravitation of the moon. “What’s going on?”  
 
    Another darted glance over his shoulder, and he finally steps into my cubicle. “We need to talk.”  
 
    “Ok-ay.” I string the word out like a question. One that happens to be giving me a funny, wrong feeling. And the way he keeps looking around. Is Malcolm on the warpath? Has Tim heard there are going to be cutbacks or something? Although there aren’t enough of us in this department for any sort of pruning.  
 
    “Not here,” he says, grabbing my arm. He drags me along the line of cubicles, past Malcolm’s office and the elevator. He doesn’t let up until we’re in the passage to the break room, which I’m assuming is his destination.  
 
    Breaking left, he shoves open the door and pulls me inside. “This’ll do.”  
 
    “The women’s restroom?” Is he kidding? 
 
    “As good a place as any.” He drags me over to the sinks, where he notices how much he’s sweating. Turning on the taps, he splashes his face.  
 
    I grab a few paper towels and pass them to him, so he can blot up the moisture. “Okay, you’ve freaked me out, dragged me in here. Time to spill.”  
 
    A toilet flushes and Tim’s eyebrows double tap his brow as Marissa comes out. “What are you doing in here?”  
 
    Her eyes widen a touch as she missteps. “What are you doing in here?”  
 
    “Boys is broken,” I tell her.  
 
    “You have better mirrors,” Tim says.  
 
    Washing her hands, she glances at the mirror. “So true.”  
 
    “Um, so I should get back to work,” I say, because this is awkward.  
 
    “No, don’t.” Tim grasps my elbow.  
 
    Shutting off the water, Marissa dries her hands with a smug look on her face. “I knew you were straight.”  
 
    “What?” I say. Since he started working here Tim’s been clear about his sexuality. Mainly because Marissa hit on him a few times and he wanted her to understand that nothing would ever happen.  
 
    “What?” Tim looks as confused as I feel.  
 
    “You and Bree. You’re not in here because the men’s toilet is broken.” She gazes over her shoulder at the stalls. “You were planning on getting busy.”  
 
    “No way.” I laugh. 
 
    “Fuck no.” Tim scowls at her.  
 
    “He’s my best friend,” I say.  
 
    “I have a boyfriend,” he exclaims.  
 
    “He’s your boyfriend now?” I grin as I throw my arms around Tim. “That’s awesome.”  
 
    “Thanks, Breezy.”  
 
    “Okay.” Marissa pulls a cosmetic bag out of her handbag, preparing to hunker down for life based on the amount of powders, pencils, and lipsticks that spill out of it when she sets it down.  
 
    “Are you going to be long, Marissa?” Tim demands.  
 
    “Just need to touch up. You understand that, don’t you, Tim? Us girls have to keep pretty for our men.”  
 
    “Not a girl.” He thumbs his chest.  
 
    “A minute. Maybe three.” I pat his arm and mutter under my breath, “She’ll be done.”  
 
    “I guess you don’t.” She picks up a powder and pats it onto her face while she scans his body. “But me and Bree. Us single girls. We have to put some effort in.”  
 
    I open my mouth to tell her I’m not single. Really, I do, but she doesn’t give me a chance.  
 
    “That Parker Kent is hot, isn’t he? Have you caught an eyeful of his package yet, Bree? I heard it’s branded and trademarked. Actually... Do you know if that’s true? I know you’re in charge of the insurance on it.” She drops the powder back on the counter and picks up an eyeliner before I can butt in. “I’d love to see what that man can do in bed.” She sighs wistfully then starts applying the black pencil to her upper lid. “It’s such a shame he’s dating someone now.”  
 
    “He is?” I ask, not because I’m surprised. Okay, I’m a little surprised because she sounds so certain, yet she’s telling me like it’s huge news, which means she doesn’t know I’m his girlfriend. Maybe he’s finally said something in one of his interviews. He didn’t tell me he was going to, but I like it. My heart glows with warmth.  
 
    “Yeah. That woman. His costar.” She twirls her pencil in the air.  
 
    “Anabelle Peters?”  
 
    “Right. Anabelle. That’s it. It’s all over the media. Oh my gosh, they were so cute together last night. Denying it. But it’s so obvious.”  
 
    My stomach knots up the same way it always does when I see an article about Parker and Anabelle. It climbs into my throat and then drops down, down, down like a rollercoaster. But she’s wrong.  
 
    “Are you done yet, Marissa?” Tim growls and sets off my spidey senses. Tim’s being too weird, too protective.  
 
    “Nearly.” She tosses the pencil down in favor of mascara. “She’s one lucky bitch. What I wouldn’t do for some one on one time with him.” 
 
    “Out.” Tim starts shoving all her cosmetics back into her bag. Grabbing her arm, he ushers her out the bathroom door and locks it behind her.  
 
    “I can’t believe you. I wasn’t done,” she complains through the door.  
 
    Coming back to me, he scrubs a hand through his hair. His gaze makes my knees weak and my mouth dry. There’s nothing fun in the way he’s looking at me. Or how he grabs my elbow as though to hold me up while he pushes his phone into my hand. “I don’t know...if it means anything. Maybe it’s nothing. It could be nothing. But I think you need to see this.”  
 
    I hit the play button. It’s some TMZ footage taken last night. It’s not one of Parker and Anabelle’s interviews. This has an attacked by paparazzi on the warpath vibe.  
 
    My gorgeous boyfriend walks out of a restaurant. He’s casual. Jeans and a fitted T-shirt that hugs his muscles oh so right. A baseball cap is balanced on his head, and aviators are perched on the bridge of his nose.  
 
    Anabelle Peters steps out behind him. Her eyes widen, and she touches the crook of his arm while she whispers something in his ear. The photographers go wild. Flashes reflect off the glass behind them. He tilts his head close to her ear to respond to whatever she said, the muscle along the side of his jaw bunching like it does when he’s on edge. My breath catches and the pit of my stomach squeezes so hard I feel dizzy. They look so comfortable together. The way her hand slides up his bicep, almost intimate.  
 
    Last night I was cuddled up with Sirius Black, watching The Fast and the Furious and eating more pizza than any woman should because Parker had cancelled our plans. He was exhausted from all the promo he’d been doing and didn’t think he’d be good company. I told him I understood. Even though I wanted to see him, since we’d barely had time together these last couple weeks. And when we had seen each other, he’d been a little distant. But that was stress, wasn’t it? Because of the movie. Which would be over soon. Things would go back to how they were. Before he told me that he loved me. What was one more night, right?  
 
    “I’ve seen enough.” I push the phone back at Tim. I don’t want to see this. He bailed on me and lied about it. Was it all so he could spend time with her? I need to talk to Parker. He’ll tell me this is nothing. Even though it looks like something. “It’s nothing.”  
 
    “Are you and Anabelle dating?” One of the guys off camera asks.  
 
    “We’re friends,” she says, finally relinquishing his arm.  
 
    “Good friends, hey, Anabelle?” another cheeky twat asks.  
 
    “Something like that.” She smiles and tucks a strand of hair behind her ear as she gazes at Parker.  
 
    “No comment,” Parker mutters, sounding seriously put out by having a camera shoved in his face.  
 
    The image of him is a close up. I can see the five o’clock shadow on his jaw. Maybe Anabelle likes his beard. Maybe he’s sick of having to shave so much for me.  
 
    “There are rumors you’ve been seeing another woman, Parker. Other than Anabelle. Staying true to those bad boy roots.”  
 
    “What?” Parker glances up, and even though his eyes are hidden behind his aviators I imagine he’s looking at me. Or at least thinking about me. That’s me. I’m the woman he’s been seeing. The one he’s in love with. Okay, maybe right now I need to remind myself of that because I’m feeling insecure.  
 
    “Who’s the pretty redhead, Parker?”  
 
    “Yeah, who is she?”  
 
    “Who is she?”  
 
    Tim’s hand tightens on my arm, and my breath catches. For one sparkling second, I hope that he’s going to tell them something. Maybe not my name, but something that will make it clear he’s not with Anabelle.  
 
    “I know plenty of redheads,” he says.  
 
    Tim lets go of his phone, which is lodged in my claws. There’s no way Parker doesn’t know they’re talking about me specifically. I’m not a classic redhead, more a gingery blonde, but still... he has to know who they’re talking about. So why is he brushing it off like I don’t exist? 
 
    “I’ve got a picture,” one of them says. A second later a camera is waved in front of Parker.  
 
    He glances at the image and his lips twitch. But it’s weird. I have no idea what that lip curl means. The image pops up on the screen. A rectangle in the corner. It’s Parker and me, walking hand in hand. It’s definitely us.  
 
    I need to see his eyes. I wish I could see them. My stomach is churning violently, and my heart is catching on every thunderous beat. If I could see his eyes maybe this sinking ship sensation I’m getting wouldn’t be so bad. What is he thinking? We never discussed taking our relationship public, but we never talked about hiding it either.  
 
    Parker turns away. They’ve been walking the whole time. Back to his car. He opens the door for Anabelle and shuts it once she’s inside.  
 
    “Who’s the mystery woman, Parker?”  
 
    He jogs around to the driver’s side.  
 
    “Is there anything you can tell us about her?”  
 
    “Are you cheating on Anabelle?”  
 
    “Who is she, Parker?”  
 
    He reefs open the door. Pauses to glance at the cameras.  
 
    My heart stops. Everything slows down. I want to toss Tim’s phone back to him, but I can’t tear my gaze away from Parker.  
 
    His jaw clenches and he shrugs. “Nobody. We hung out a couple times.” 
 
    The phone falls from my fingers as my legs give out. Tim’s prepared, though. His arm snakes around my waist, holding me upright while my knees take a second to start working again. He scoops up his phone. Shuts it off. Puts it in his pocket.  
 
    “I’m nobody?” I rasp.  
 
    “It doesn’t mean anything, Breezy,” Tim tells me. “They’re media. He’s got to be careful what he says, right? Maybe he was trying to protect you?”  
 
    I don’t know if he believes what he’s saying, or if he’s trying to give me hope.  
 
    “He told me he loved me,” I whisper, but I’ve heard that before. Ty told me he loved me and then he fucked my best friend and another girl too. Even if I’d put out the outcome would have still been the same. Cal warned me about Ty, and he warned me about Parker. But I didn’t listen. I thought I knew Parker better. I believed in him when he told me he wasn’t that guy anymore. But he lied to me about spending the evening at home, so he could spend more time with Anabelle. “Why would he do that?”  
 
    Unless I don’t mean anything to him.  
 
    “You need to talk to him. You need to ask him about it,” Tim urges. “Or I can talk to him. Kick his ass.”  
 
    “No.” I shake my head. Tears brim, blurring my vision. I push Tim away. I appreciate the sentiment, but Tim’s a lover, not a fighter. Parker could crack him with those boulders he likes to pretend are arms. “No, I can’t have you do that.”  
 
    “So what are you going to do?” he asks softly.  
 
    “I don’t know.” I swipe my fingers under my eyes and sniff back a sob. I need time to think. “I need to go home. Can you tell Malcolm?”  
 
    “I’ll tell him you’re sick,” he says, pushing open the bathroom door for me. “Both ends. Big mess. You know how much he hates stomach flu. He won’t question it.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I hurry back to my cubicle to collect my things.  
 
    “Call me later. Or I’ll come over,” Tim says, hugging me to his side as he sees me to the elevator.  
 
    I nod as the doors close between us.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how I end up at Parker’s apartment. I was on the train. Ignoring the woman beside me in the feathered hat who smelled like whiskey and had a ferret in her purse. Staring out the window. Parker’s billboard made its usual appearance. Fucking billboards.  
 
    Somewhere along the line I got off the train and started walking, and now I’m outside Parker’s door. Standing with my fist raised to the wood. I’m not sure I’m ready to confront him. I’m not sure I should even talk to him. It’s obvious he’s not the man I’d let myself believe he was. I don’t really need to see him, just so he can confirm it for me.  
 
    I guess part of me wants to hope, because it’s the only thing keeping me from falling apart.  
 
    The door swings open, but it’s not Parker. It’s Anabelle. Dressed in one of his shirts and not much else. Her silver blonde locks are hanging in messy waves. It’s déjà vu. It’s mine and Parker’s first meeting all over again. Only there’s no Violet Coat Hanger. Just Anabelle freaking Peters, who the whole world has suspected has been dating my boyfriend for weeks. But I didn’t want to believe.  
 
    “Hi,” she says, smiling. “Are you looking for Parker? He popped out to buy breakfast. We had such a late night last night.” She covers her mouth as she yawns, causing his shirt to ride up and reveal the aqua lace thong she’s wearing.  
 
    She stayed the night. Half of her is wearing his clothes. The other half is naked. Do I really want Parker to stare me in the face while he tells me what’s so painfully clear already? “N-no. Sorry. I think I might have the wrong apartment.”  
 
    Turning on my heel, I sprint back the way I came. My world is falling down around me, but I hold it together. I won’t fall apart here.  
 
    “Hey,” she calls out as I step into the elevator. “Aren’t you...”  
 
    The doors close, cutting off the end of her question. I mentally build a box around my heart, much like the one I’m standing in. Keep it together. I need to hold myself together until I’m home, alone in my apartment. This pain; I have a feeling it’s going to crush me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    Ever have one of those moments where you say something and five seconds later you realize it was the worst thing that could come out of your mouth? Like telling someone congratulations at a funeral or using the word bomb in an airport.  
 
    It took me longer than five seconds to work out how monumentally I’ve fucked up.  
 
    Even as I told the paps that Bree was nothing to me, I regretted it. It wasn’t what I wanted to say. I flirted with the idea of coming out on record; telling them that I had a girlfriend and was totally smitten. I wanted Bree by my side at the premier, her gorgeous smile and sexy body beside me, making our first appearance as a couple. It didn’t feel right that she wouldn’t be at such an important event.  
 
    But as much as I hated it, Brad had a point. A few more weeks wouldn’t break my relationship with Bree, but it could change the trajectory of my career if I let it slip too early. It would definitely put me out of the running for Sexiest Bad Boy of The Year. A few weeks and I’d shout Bree’s place in my life from the rooftops. We’d put out a press release announcing our relationship.  
 
    I should have told them she was my girlfriend. That’s what I should have done. What any decent man would have done. But I didn’t. I told them what they wanted to hear. I stuck with the damn script that Brad and I had decided would protect my career, my fucking brand. The minute I finished lying to them I knew it was the wrong thing to do.  
 
    As I drove Anabelle away from the restaurant I told myself it would be okay. Even with the sinking feeling in my gut. Bree would understand. I just needed to talk to her about it; something I should have done weeks ago.  
 
    Except it was too late to call Bree when we got back to my place, and Dutch was pulling up with my sister (they’d escaped out the back of the restaurant the moment Anabelle and I were swarmed by photographers). So I’d put it off. Instead I’d watched Dutch flirt with Anabelle and finally disappear into one of my spare rooms. I’d listened to Jeanie talk about her latest adventure to Thailand and found spots on my fridge for new magnets while trying to work out what had her out of sorts before falling asleep on the couch with my phone in my hand, Bree’s number on my screen.  
 
    Which is why I’m in this present situation. Standing outside Bree’s cubicle, which is empty, even though I woke up late enough that coming to see her at work had seemed like the only course of action I could take. The footage those bastards had taken when they bombarded us is already online. And trending. If by some miracle Bree hasn’t seen it yet, she will soon. The media can twist anything, but it’s unlikely they can make me look like a fucking saint.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Tim asks from behind me, his voice less friendly than usual.  
 
    “Looking for Bree.” I glance around him, expecting her to be close by.  
 
    “She’s not here.” His whole body seems to scowl at me, his arms crossed against his chest. He doesn’t joke, or smile, or rib me like he usually does.  
 
    This is a Tim that doesn’t care one bit for me, and if he doesn’t then... Yeah, it took me this long to realize how fucking monumentally I screwed up. Shit. “Do you know where she is?”  
 
    “Nope.” Unfriendliness pulsates off him as he squares up to me. “And I wouldn’t tell you if I did.”  
 
    “I have to talk to her,” I tell him. Something I should have had the guts to do instead of cancelling on her. If I’d just gone to see her last night, told her why I needed to keep our relationship quiet a little longer...If I can talk to her then I can fix this. “I need to tell her that—”  
 
    “I’d say it’s over,” he snaps.  
 
    “What’s over?”  
 
    “You and me, Parker. We’re over. This friendship.” He waves his pointer finger between us. “Is over.”  
 
    “Okay.” I take a step back. I wasn’t expecting a public break up between Tim and I, but that’s not my concern right now. “But I still need to talk to Bree.”  
 
    “She doesn’t want to see you. Your little whatever the hell game you were playing with my bestie is over too.” 
 
    “Bree doesn’t want to see me?” I rock back on my feet. We’re over?  
 
    “I don’t get you, man.” He shakes his head. “Bree is special. She’s sweet and bright and totally adorkable. If I were into women Bree would be the one. How can you let that go? Anabelle Peters must have some magical honeytrap.”  
 
    “Damn it, Bree knows there’s nothing between Anabelle and me.”  
 
    “You know what? It’s none of my business, and I have to go back to work. Bree saw the video this morning. I showed it to her.” He turns toward his cubicle and hesitates. “You know, it would have been bad enough if you’d said you were just friends. But I could have believed you had good intentions. But telling the whole world she’s nobody...” His jaw bunches and he glares daggers at me. “That was a low blow.”  
 
    “It was a mistake,” I try to explain. A huge fuck up that I would do anything to go back and change.  
 
    “If you say so.” Disbelief clouds his narrowed gaze.  
 
    “Tim, please. Where is she?” 
 
    He sneers at me as he disappears into his cubicle. “Last I heard from her she went to your apartment and Anabelle was there. That’s all I know.”  
 
    Well, fuck.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I pound on Bree’s door, my heart pounding right along with my fist. “Bree, if you’re in there, please open the door. I need to talk to you, to explain.”  
 
    There’s no sound coming from the apartment. Nothing. Nada. Zilch. Sirius Black doesn’t even deign to meow at me.  
 
    I’m losing her. I’ve lost her. It hadn’t hit me straight away. It hadn’t hit me when Tim told me it was over. It’s sinking in now. With each unanswered knock, and each ignored message. She’s not even reading my texts. The little icon doesn’t move to tell me she’s seen them. She’s not answering her phone. It keeps going to voicemail.  
 
    I rest my head against the wood. Maybe she isn’t here, but I don’t know where else to look. Where would she go? We’ve spent the majority of our time in her apartment or mine. Sure, we went other places too, like dancing and the place where we decorated cookies, but I don’t expect to walk into Shake Shack and find her eating a burger and fries right now.  
 
    The park. We went there with Dutch a few times. It was close to her parent’s house and her brother.  
 
    That’s where I end up, walking around aimlessly. Stumbling along the paths we’d usually taken, the spots we’d sit, and where we played football, but she’s not anywhere. I don’t know how to fix this if I can’t even find her or get her to take my messages or calls.  
 
    I leave another voicemail while I trudge back to the car. “Bree, please call me when you get this. We need to talk. Tim seems to think there’s something going on between me and Anabelle... I don’t know if you think there is, but there isn’t. You’re it for me. All I want and need. I should have said that last night instead of what I said. I’m so sorry, baby. I fucked up, but I can’t put it right unless you’re willing to talk to me. Please, please call me and tell me where you are.”  
 
    It’s not enough. Especially since I doubt she’ll check her messages from me. It doesn’t make a dent in how shitty I feel about hurting her. It doesn’t ease the ache in my chest, knowing my stupidity hurt her. Or the pain, so heavy, every time I imagine that Tim’s right when he said that Bree and I are over. My career isn’t worth losing her. 
 
    I drive by her apartment again before I head home. On the way back, traffic slows to a crawl. Another accident in the same place as the last one. Another casualty of the billboard Bree hates so much. I don’t stop. First responders are already on the scene, and I’ll only make the situation worse.  
 
    All fourteen-foot of me hovers overhead as we inch forward, and I glare at the damn poster of myself, with the cocky grin. Like I’m God’s gift to women. All that guy’s managed to do is to break my girl’s heart. She’d warned me it was fragile, and I’d promised to look after it. How could I have been so fucking careless with it? 
 
    Everyone is still at my apartment when I arrive. Dutch is making coffee, and Jeanie is perched on the couch with her laptop balanced on her knees, earbuds in. Anabelle wanders around in one of my shirts, and nothing else.  
 
    “Can you put some clothes on?” I growl. I’m not in the mood for company. What I need is to be left alone so I can work out how the hell to find Bree. Losing her isn’t an option. Being without her is killing me.  
 
    “Your cute little redhead showed up a little while ago,” Anabelle says. “The one from the photos. Were you dating her or something?” 
 
    “I am dating her.” I hope. “But after last night...”  
 
    “I probably haven’t helped the situation.” She glances at her bare legs and pats at her hair. “She seemed quite upset when she saw me.” 
 
    “Did you answer the door dressed like that?”   
 
    “Um, yeah.” She tugs at the hem of her shirt. “But I didn’t know it was going to be such a big deal.”   
 
    “Fucking great.” She thinks I’m screwing Anabelle. That’s what Tim was insinuating, and not because of the media, but because Anabelle is wearing one of my shirts and not much else. That on top of my telling the whole world that she doesn’t mean anything to me... I’m sorry, baby. You must be hurting so much right now.  
 
    Brad was so wrong. I should have come out and told the truth. Seeing Anabelle like this would have shaken her, but not so badly she wouldn’t have given me a chance to explain. “You couldn’t have stolen Dutch’s shirt?”  
 
    She wrinkles her nose. “I’m not wearing his dirty clothes. I found this in your closet. I didn’t think you’d mind.”  
 
    “I do mind.”  
 
    “I’ll go get changed then.” She turns up her nose as she walks away from me. “I should go home anyway.”  
 
    “Good. That’d be great.”  
 
    Jeanie pulls the earbuds out and snaps her laptop closed. “I caught the footage from last night.”  
 
    “It’s not good, is it?”  
 
    Climbing off the couch, she comes over to hug me. “Not good at all. If you were one of my books, this would actually be perfect, but real life...” She gives me a sad little shake of her head. “Have you spoken to Bree yet?”  
 
    “I can’t find her, Jeanie.” Hopelessness swamps me, and I lean into my sister. “She’s upset, and I can’t do anything. She won’t talk to me. I don’t know how to find her.”  
 
    “Maybe I can,” she says. “I’m friends with her on Facebook. I’ll do some stalking.”  
 
    “What if she won’t talk to me?”  
 
    “Maybe a grand gesture will help,” she says.  
 
    “A grand what?”  
 
    “You know, do something to win back the girl. Something big that shows you’re really sorry. And that she can trust in you not to screw it up again.”  
 
    “If that’s what it takes,” I tell her. “I’ll do anything to get her to forgive me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    “Welcome home.” Callan smooths his hand over the Powerpuff Girls sheets—the ones from when morning cartoons were my jam—over the twin bed before spreading my old quilt he found in the closet on top. The quilt is made up of pop-culture T-shirts from when I was a kid. Mom doesn’t like to throw anything away that might once have been our favorites. Callan has one too. It’s black and boasts rock band logos.  
 
    Hugging myself, I try to keep it together as I walk into the middle of the room. Our parents left on their trip almost two weeks ago, and Callan moved in at the same time. Never suspected I would do the same. But staying at my apartment is the last thing I want to do. Listening to Parker bang on my door was too hard. Seeing him will wreck me. Plus, Callan insisted.  
 
    The bed creaks as I sit down. Callan thrusts his hands into the pockets of his jeans and glances at the doorway where he left my suitcase and the cat crate. Sirius is meowing his disgust at having been imprisoned and jostled on the car trip over. Callan squats down and scoops kitty out of the enclosure before dropping him onto the bed beside me. With one last murderous glare Sirius turns his back on both of us and starts to lick his non-existent balls.  
 
    “Can I get you anything else?” Callan asks, returning his gaze to the doorway. He can’t wait to escape. Girl tears make him uncomfortable. He doesn’t tell me that he warned me about Parker, though I suspect he’s thinking it. “Do you wanna watch a movie or play Xbox? My console’s set up in the den. I have to go to work soon, but we could play until then.”  
 
    “I think I want to be alone.” Kicking my shoes off, I curl my knees up under my chin and stare at the faded spot on the carpet. When I was a teen, I spilled red soda on that spot while dancing to Destiny’s Child.  
 
    I want to curl up in the quilt. Sleep until the hurt goes away.  
 
    “Okay. I guess I’ll get ready for work then.” He shrugs. “Or I can call in sick. We can watch The Princess Bride or Nightmare on Elm Street. I’ll order pizza. Buy some ice cream.”  
 
    I rub my hands up and down my arms. Watching movies and eating pizza reminds me too much of all the time I’ve spent with Parker. “You should go to work. I’m really tired.”  
 
    “Right. Well, you know how to get hold of me. Call if you need anything,” he tells me. “Anything at all.” 
 
    “Promise.” I climb off the bed and push him out of the room. I know he means well, but I really do want to be alone.  
 
    “Bree.” He hesitates in the door. “Don’t let this get you too down. He isn’t worth it.”  
 
    “Go,” I say, my breath catching. Callan may be right, but it doesn’t feel like that at all. It feels so much worse. Everything hurts like I’ve been through a meat grinder.  
 
    “Okay,” he says, walking down the hallway. “I’ll check in later. See how you’re doing.”  
 
    I close the door and pull the quilt off the bed, wrapping it around me like a shell before flopping onto the mattress. I just need to sleep. For however long it takes for Parker to become a memory.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Are you awake?” Callan asks quietly.  
 
    “Nggh.” I groan. The hair at the back of my neck is damp with sweat and my cheeks crusted with salt. My throat feels like I’ve eaten razor blades.  
 
    “You’ve been in here for two days, Bree. Think you might want to come out?” His voice grows louder and sterner. “I’ve reheated some of Mom’s soup.”  
 
    “Go away. Sleeping,” I reply. It’s pitch black inside the bubble I’ve built. One day I’ll have to come out and face reality, but I’m not ready. I’m not prepared to adult my way through this pain yet. I need a few more days.  
 
    “Yeah, well, you haven’t eaten anything since you came home.” His voice is closer. Gripping a handful of the quilt, he rolls me across the mattress.  
 
    Light bursts through the darkness, forcing me to hiss while my eyelids close to slits.  
 
    “Jesus,” he says. “You look awful.”  
 
    “Give me back my quilt.” I try to snatch the comforter out of his hands.  
 
    “Nope. Not until you get up and eat some of the soup I prepared.” He wrinkles his nose. “And move to a different room. I’m going to crack a window.”  
 
    “Fine.” I scoot off the mattress and wobble my way out of the room. I’m being unreasonable, but being awake means thinking about Parker and Anabelle. It means replaying those few seconds of video in my mind where he said we were strangers instead of lovers. What we had was nothing.  
 
    “Good,” Callan says, undoing the latch and pushing up the window as I make my way to the kitchen. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I’ve fallen down the reality TV rabbit hole. I tried to watch movies, but that reminded me of how Parker and I spent so many evenings snuggled up together. Movies are our thing. And watching them now, without him, hurts too much. Reality TV is better. It mostly doesn’t make me sad. Or at least it doesn’t make me sadder.  
 
    “What are you watching?” Callan asks as he enters the den.  
 
    “Buried in the Backyard,” I mumble.  
 
    “Thrilling,” Callan says dryly as he steps into sight. “Do you think you might want to get up any time soon?”  
 
    “Soon,” I agree.  
 
    Sitting on the coffee table, he blocks my view of the television. “Soon as in today, or soon as in this week?”  
 
    “Soon.” I shrug, bunching the quilt around my shoulders. I’m out of bed and on the couch in the den. I’m making headway.  
 
    Callan scrubs a hand through his thick hair, his shirt tightening around his bicep and shoulder. His other arm is wrapped around a huge circular box. “Parker found me at the bar.”  
 
    My gaze snaps to Callan and my heart skips a beat. It’s like it refuses to get the memo that Parker and I are over. I want to stop missing him already.  
 
    “He begged me to tell him where you are.”  
 
    You didn’t.  
 
    “I didn’t. I told him to leave you alone, but he begged me to ask you to see him.”  
 
    “Do you think I should?” I whisper.  
 
    “I don’t know.” He shrugs. “I don’t know him like you do. So I told him I would tell you. Whether you do or not is up to you.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can.” I pull the quilt tighter around me. Hearing his voice will hurt too much. And what can he have to say anyway? He lied to me, and then he told the whole world I was nothing to him. That I was nobody. I refuse to be some dirty little secret. And I’m not interested in sharing him with Anabelle.  
 
    “Okay.” He puts the package down on the coffee table. “He also told me to give you this.”  
 
    “What is it?” I eye the box warily.  
 
    “Not sure. It’s from some bakery.” He gets up and goes to the door. “I’m going to go work in Mom’s garden for a bit. You should come outside. Fresh air and sunshine might do you a world of good.”  
 
    “I’ll see. Maybe soon.” It’s cookies. It has to be cookies. I’m never going to be able to look at cookies the same way. No longer will they be something delicious and a nice way of saying vagina. They’ll be that joke Parker and I shared. Pushing the box out of my line of vision, I concentrate on the detectives on TV, who are searching for clues that will lead them to the murderer of the mummified corpse they found in someone’s backyard.


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    Gravel crunches under my tires as I pull up on the shoulder. Lamps are dotted along the road, but they don’t cast much light. Climbing out of my car, I walk around to the trunk and retrieve the backpack I put there earlier this evening. It’s a few yards to the billboard, and I have to hop a safety rail, but this fucker is getting a makeover.  
 
    I can’t breathe without Bree. These last few days have been hell. Tim refuses to speak to me. Dutch keeps trying to drag me out to bars and clubs in an effort to cheer me up, and my agent couldn’t be fucking happier with the situation. I don’t know how many ways there are to say I told you so, but I swear he’s used each and every one to remind me that he told me relationships were bad news, and that I’m better off without Bree. But I’m not.  
 
    Jeanie found Bree’s brother through Bree’s friends list, figured out where he worked. I paid him a visit, even though I know he doesn’t like me, and I didn’t expect him to help me. It actually wasn’t as terrible as I thought it would be. He refused to tell me where she was, but he didn’t punch me in the face either so that has to count for something. Instead he told me he would pass on a message for me. If she wanted to talk she’d be in touch. He took the box of cookies I bought for her too. It wasn’t much, not enough, but it was something special between us, and I hoped reminding her of that might work in my favor.  
 
    It hasn’t. There hasn’t been so much as a peep.  
 
    I heft the pack onto my back and get a foothold on the metal ladder that leads up to the sign. The wind is blowing a gale up here. Hoisting myself onto the ledge, I put the backpack beside me and unzip it. I take out a can of spray paint and pull myself to my feet. A grand gesture.  
 
    Like at the end of the books Jeanie writes. That’s what she said I needed. Something huge to tell Bree that I know I screwed up and will do anything to fix it. Not sure this is what she had in mind though.  
 
    Shaking up the can, I start spraying.  
 
      
 
    Bloop, bloop. Red and blue lights flash beneath me as a car pulls up to the railing I’d had to climb over to get up here. Cops. Great. I spray down another huge loop. I’m nowhere near done. A spotlight lands on me, bounces off the sign and almost blinds me. Fuck, that’s bright.  
 
    “Put the paint down and return to the ground,” a man’s voice says, amplified.  
 
    “Can’t,” I yell back. “I have to finish this.”  
 
    “Return to the ground now.”  
 
    “Not going to happen. Not until I finish.” The ball rattles against aluminium as the spray runs out on the first can. Shit.  
 
    “Make this easier on yourself. If I have to come up and get you, it’s going to go worse on you, son.”  
 
    “Hold onto your ball sack, I’ll be down once I’m done,” I yell back as I grab another spray can.  
 
    The cop doesn’t reply. A door slams. He knows I’m coming down eventually, there’s no point in chasing me. He’s probably decided to sit in his car and wait me out.  
 
    Metal creaks. Huffing, the cop pulls himself up onto the platform. “Had to go and make it difficult, didn’t you?”  
 
    So much for waiting for me to finish. The ball rattles in the second can, and I’m still nowhere near done. “I have to finish this.”  
 
    “Vandalism is wrong, son.” Climbing to his feet, he takes cautious steps to reach me. He’s a solid man in his early fifties, his dark hair graying at the temples. Lifting his torch, he shines it in my eyes. It’s blinding and forces me to stop. A second later it skips away only to return immediately. “You’re him. This is you on the billboard?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Now why would you want to go and deface your own poster?” he asks, genuine curiosity in his wizened eyes. “You got a serious case of self-loathing?”  
 
    “Something like that.” I crouch down to tuck the empty can back in my bag.  
 
    “Want to tell me about it?” He leans against the sign, paying particular attention to where the wet paint is and isn’t.  
 
    “Not really.” I shrug.  
 
    “I can’t let you finish this even though I wish I could. There’ve been an awful lot of accidents on this stretch since your sign went up.” He shines the torch on my newly added artwork across the part of my poster where my bulge is. “Although that’s probably going to help.” 
 
    It isn’t finished, so it looks like a blob of paint that I’m holding to my crotch. Still, maybe Bree will be able to work out what it is. Probably not though. Perhaps if I can convince him to let me finish the job. After all, I’m making the billboard less of a traffic hazard.  
 
    He lowers the torchlight so that it bounces off the platform. “How do you want to do this? Climb down of your own accord, or should I slap the cuffs on you and wait for the fire brigade to extricate you?”  
 
    “You’re not going to let me finish, are you?” I ask.  
 
    “No, son.” He shakes his head, deep crags forming on his brow. “Not even if this is your attempt at proposing to your girlfriend. There are better, legal ways to go about it.”  
 
    “What about trying to get your girlfriend to talk to you after you fucked up?” I zip up the backpack and haul it onto my back since it appears I have no choice.  
 
    “Well, now.” He scratches his weathered jaw as he stares at the sign. “I dare say that would depend on what you did. But even if you had finished this up before I got here, I don’t think it’d have the effect you’re hoping for.” Moving toward the ladder, he crawls over the edge of the platform on his belly. “Now let’s get down from here. I’m not that great with heights.”  
 
    With a final glance at the billboard, I turn and follow him. He’s waiting for me at the bottom of the ladder with his cuffs in hand. “I’m going to ask you to drop your pack, then I’ll read you your rights while I snap on this jewelry. Let’s make this easy, huh?”  
 
    Taking the backpack off, I toss it to the ground and turn around, my hands behind my back.  
 
    “You have the right to remain silent,” he says, snapping the first rigid bracelet onto my wrist. “Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to have an attorney.” The other bracelet circles my other wrist. This is a first for me. I wish it was worth it. “If you cannot afford one, one will be appointed to you by the court.”  
 
    Now that the cuffs are on he leads me to the back of the patrol car and opens the door. I climb in, which is rather awkward with my hands trussed behind my back.  
 
    He puts his hand on the back of my scalp. “Watch your head.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I say as I settle in as well as I can. If getting arrested is what it takes to get Bree to talk to me then I’m more than willing, but without finishing the job I doubt she’ll even know that I did it.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Well, this is something I never thought I’d see. I can’t believe you were arrested,” Jeanie says as I walk into the reception area of the police station. She pulls me into a swift hug, pushing me away equally as quick. “Eww, you smell.”  
 
    “A night in the drunk tank will do that.” I rub at the stiffness in my lower back from sitting on a hard bench all night. It had been an interesting experience, surrounded by drunks and hookers. Not one I wish to repeat though.  
 
    “When I said grand gesture, I didn’t mean getting busted for property damage,” she berates me. 
 
    “It was the only thing I could think of. I hoped if she went back to her apartment that she’d see it and hopefully she’d be willing to talk to me.” 
 
    Jeanie squeezes my arm. “A fourteen-foot apology is a nice idea. I might have to use it in one of my novels, but I don’t think it would have worked, even if you’d managed to finish it. And she’d seen it.”  
 
    “Then what am I supposed to do?” I’m at a loss. What else can I do without actually seeing her? 
 
    “You’ll work it out,” she says. “I have faith in you.” 
 
    “Your bail is sorted, and your court date is set,” Dutch says coming up to us. “Oh man, you look like hell. The reporters out front are going to have a field day.”  
 
    “How many?” I ask, glancing toward the exit. This might be the worst walk of shame ever.  
 
    “Hard to tell,” he says. “The crowd’s pretty thick. Word leaked fast, but I don’t think any of them actually know what you were arrested for.”  
 
    “Let’s keep it that way,” I mutter. Might be a different story if I’d managed to finish what I started, but I sure as hell don’t feel like sharing that information with them.  
 
    “Have you contacted your lawyer?” he asks.  
 
    “No,” I reply. “I’ll give him a call later today.”  
 
    “Let’s get you home so you can take a shower then,” he says, ushering me toward the exit. “You smell like the ass end of a goat.” 
 
    “Do you really need to be so descriptive?” Jeanie wrinkles her nose, and it isn’t entirely from the stale sweat and the aroma of the cell still clinging to my clothes.  
 
    “Considering you’re a writer, I thought you would appreciate it.” He stops short of pushing open the door as he turns to me. “Are you ready?”  
 
    “Not really.” I shrug. What does it matter? It’s just another example of bad behavior that isn’t going to help me win Bree back. I follow him out into the sunshine. The breeze slaps me in the face, and I would give my left testicle for my sunglasses, but it’s not like I deserve to have my eyesight saved from all the camera flashes.  
 
    “Parker, what were you arrested for?”  
 
    “Is it true that you assaulted a man?”  
 
    What? Where the hell did they get that idea from? “No comment.” We walk through the crowd, careful not to shove our way through since I don’t need to be marched straight back inside.  
 
    “Did they arrest you for carrying a massive weapon?”  
 
    Christ. I blink at that one. Who comes up with these questions anyway? If Bree were here we’d probably laugh. Fuck, it hurts to not have her next to me. “No comment.”  
 
    It takes almost ten minutes to reach Dutch’s Range Rover. The questions don’t stop even as we pile in and peel away from the curb. Slumping in my seat, I close my eyes. What a long ass twenty-four hours this has been. I’ve had all night to think about how I screwed up. The conclusion isn’t pretty. Apparently Cassie and I had something in common after all. I might not be a gold digger, but my career was my priority. I put my brand above Bree, willingly hurting the woman I love, when without her none of it matters. She needs to know that she comes first for me. That she’s the most important part of my life. “I have to find Bree.”  
 
    “You have to sleep,” Jeanie says from the front seat. “You’re dead on your feet. Even if you knew where she was, and she did want to talk to you, you can’t do it like this. She’d probably pass out from the smell anyway before you even managed to say hello.”  
 
    “She’s right, man,” Dutch agrees, steering through traffic.  
 
    “What do you know about it?” Jeanie rolls her gaze at Dutch. “Have you ever been in a relationship?”  
 
    “I’m not an idiot,” Dutch says.  
 
    “That’s not an answer,” Jeanie shoots back.  
 
    “Nope. Never,” I tell her. “He’s never dated anyone.”  
 
    “Figures.” She gives him her know it all smirk. The one that always meant she had the better of me when we were growing up. “But I am right. Shower. Eat. Sleep. Then work out how to get Bree to forgive you.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    “Hey, Breezy.” Tim walks into the den carrying a cardboard box, the flaps sticking up. “I brought those items you asked me to get.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I mumble from under the quilt I’ve cocooned myself in.  
 
    “I picked up your curling iron and straightener too.” Tim picks through the items in the box. “A bunch of your makeup. I left a couple of your suits upstairs. Your contacts. When do you think you might venture into the sunlight again?”  
 
    How long have I been holed up in here? I’ve lost count of the shows I’ve watched, barely leaving the den except for the obvious necessities. Heartbreak or no, a girl still needs to pee. I’m not ready to face a world with social media, where the man who broke my heart struts around with his new favorite accessory. Every time I see the ad for their movie I die a little inside. I can’t handle the idea of Parker and Anabelle, there’s no way I can face it in reality. “I don’t know.”  
 
    Tim places the box on the armchair, shoos Sirius Black from the nest he’s made in my quilt before bunching it up to clear a place beside me. “Move over.”  
 
    I crawl up to one end of the couch so that he can drop onto it. He drapes an arm around my shoulder. “I hate to see you like this.”  
 
    I hate feeling this way. This constant ache in my heart sucks. The tears I can’t seem to control give me headaches. Callan keeps beating me on the Xbox because I can’t concentrate. I miss Parker, and it sucks that I do.  
 
    “Breezy, hiding out in here isn’t doing you any good. It’s been a week. It’s time to come back to work.” He rests his head against mine. “It’s so fucking boring without you.”  
 
    Has it really been a week? The days have bled into one another. I don’t even know what time it is. I draw my knees up to my chest and wrap my arms around them. “Soon. I need a little more time.”  
 
    “Fair enough,” he says. “You’ll need to call Malcolm though. Ask for time off. I think he’s starting to suspect this isn’t stomach flu.”  
 
    “I will. I’ll do that on Monday.”  
 
    Tim raises an eyebrow. “Do you have any idea what day it is?”  
 
    “Um.”  
 
    “It’s Tuesday.” He glances around the room. “You really need to get some light in here. Open a curtain, crack a window.”  
 
    “It’s Tuesday?” I pick up my phone and stare at the day and date. I really have lost an entire week.  
 
    “How many notifications do you want to aim for?” Tim asks, staring over my shoulder. “That’s horrific.”  
 
    I’ve barely looked at my phone because Parker was calling and texting me, and I wasn’t ready to talk to him. Maybe I’ll never be ready. By all rights it should be dead, but Callan demanded I keep it charged and near me. I guess he wanted an easy way to check on me when he’s not home, though I’ve kept it on silent. There are a ridiculous number of notifications. I didn’t know the counters went that high. Text messages, phone calls, Facebook. I toss it back on the table.  
 
    “No.” Tim scoops it up. “You can’t let it sit there with all those notifications.”  
 
    “Some of those are from Parker, and I can’t...” My breathing picks up, and I squeeze my eyes shut.  
 
    “I’ll do it,” Tim reassures me, tapping in my passcode.  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    “Actually, there’s something I wanted to show you. I’m glad I didn’t send it to your phone since you wouldn’t have seen it.” He puts my phone down in order to drag his own out of his pocket. A minute later he holds it out for me to see. He’s taken a photo of Parker’s billboard. “I almost crashed into a minivan, driving past this on my way over here.”  
 
    “Don’t take photos and drive,” I tell him. I miss Parker. I miss his stupid smirk and his molten chocolate eyes. And super cock. Even though whoever graffitied the sign did drivers a favor by painting over his bulge. Still, it was a nice bulge. My first. Because I honestly believed Parker wasn’t going to hurt me. “Someone finally graffitied it.”  
 
    “They did.” Tim continues going through my phone.  
 
    I try to hand his phone back to him, but he puts his palm up to stop me. “Don’t you think it’s interesting?”  
 
    “It’s graffiti.” I don’t want to look at it anymore.  
 
    “Yeah, but what does it look like?”  
 
    “It looks like Parker is holding a blob of paint over the bulge in his boxer briefs in a dick in a box type way.” Whoever the artist was; they weren’t particularly good. Or they got busted before they had a chance to finish. Possibly both. 
 
    Tim chuckles. “I can see that. But it reminds me of something else.”  
 
    “What?” This is ridiculous. I don’t want to play this game where I have to stare at the man who makes my chest hurt and try to guess what Tim’s thinking.  
 
    “Does that look like anything to you?” Tim prods.  
 
    “I don’t know.” I stare at the photo. The paint has a shape to it now that I’m studying it. Thicker at the bottom, then tapered, before flattening at the top. It does have a certain familiarity.  
 
    “A push pin, perhaps,” Tim prods.  
 
    It really does resemble a push pin head, without the jabby end. “Do you think they ran out of time to put in the point?”  
 
    “Bree, how many people do you think have an obsession with thumbtacks?”  
 
    “I can’t be the only one,” I say, handing him back his phone in exchange for mine.  
 
    “I’ll give you that. But how many people also know that you had a thing for stabbing pictures of Parker Kent with thumbtacks?”  
 
    “You think he did it? Painted over his own billboard?”  
 
    “It’s possible, isn’t it? The man obviously wants to get your attention and you refuse to even look at your phone.” He sits back and wraps his arm around me again. “That billboard is right near your apartment. I guess he hoped that you would see it. Do you want me to listen to your voicemails?”  
 
    “I-I...”  
 
    “I’ll leave them for now,” he says, handing back my phone. “I can do that later, or you can do it when you’re ready.”  
 
    “I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready.” 
 
    “Of course you will be.” He squeezes my shoulder. “Right now your heart is like a grape. All squashed and split apart. Like in the bottom of those barrels that merry maids used to dance in with their bare feet. You know, really just pounding those grapes.” He leans across me to punch his fist into his palm repeatedly. “Pounding and pounding.”  
 
    “Thanks for the visual.” I roll my gaze at him.  
 
    “That’s better,” he says. “We’re going to get you smiling again. Because you know what they make out of those grapes. With time and fermentation. Hella good wine. You’re going to be okay. Better than okay. You’re champagne, Bree. You’ll find your sweet bubbly self again. You’ll see.”  
 
    I give him a half-hearted smile. I love that he’s trying to cheer me up, even if it’s not really working.  
 
    “Okay. How about we watch a movie?” 
 
    “Okay,” I whimper. I can do that. With Tim here, I can face watching a movie. I have to at some point anyway. I can’t stop watching movies because things with Parker ended.  
 
    Tim steals the remote and flicks through the guide. “Jurassic Park or Pulp Fiction?” 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “We have to do something about this,” my brother says quietly.  
 
    “It’s been almost two weeks,” Tim agrees.  
 
    “I can hear you,” I mutter from—surprise, surprise—under the blanket on the couch. I almost left the den today. Almost. Until I realized the date. Parker’s movie releases today. He’s at the premiere with Anabelle beside him. I can’t get up and pretend everything is fine. Not today.  
 
    “You need to get up,” Callan says, his voice growing louder.  
 
    “He’s right, Breezy. This isn’t helping. You’ll feel better if you stop hiding under that blanket.”  
 
    “Stop wallowing, you mean,” I reply, my voice muffled by the blanket.  
 
    “That too,” Tim says. “You have to move to move on.”  
 
    “I know, but...” I can’t seem to push myself out of this black hole I’ve found myself in.  
 
    “Get your ass off the couch, Bree, or I’ll do it for you,” Callan barks.  
 
    I bolt upright, the blanket still over my head. I probably look like a ghost, which is perfect since I feel like one.  
 
    “All the way up.” Tim grips my hand. “Come on. You’ve got this.”  
 
    I don’t. I can’t. Tomorrow maybe. “The movie premiere is tonight. Parker’s movie. With Anabelle.”  
 
    “Well, shit,” Callan exclaims.  
 
    “How can we help, Breezy?” Tim drops onto the couch beside me.  
 
    “I’ll make a run to the grocery store for ice cream and chocolate,” Callan calls out as his footsteps race up the stairs.  
 
    “And tequila,” Tim shouts.  
 
    “Tequila. Got it.”  
 
    “How about we take the quilt off our head, huh? I for one prefer to see my friends when I’m talking to them,” Tim tells me.  
 
    I drag the thick material off me and drop it into a heap on the couch. “I’m not handling this well.”  
 
    “Everyone handles heartbreak differently. Some of us like to drink and dance and flirt with strangers. You like to hide under a blanket. But eventually you have to face reality.”  
 
    “I know, but I really loved him. This...” I rub my chest. “My heart doesn’t seem to get it.”  
 
    “Hmmm,” he hums, rubbing his hands together. “Have you considered calling him?”  
 
    “What if he only wants to tell me to come get my toothbrush?”  
 
    “What if he wants to tell you that he made a mistake?”  
 
    “It’s a big mistake, Tim. He acted like he barely knew me when they showed him the photo. I can’t be his secret. You know that.”  
 
    “Look, I think you should think about it.”  
 
    I do. I consider it. Maybe he has a point. I don’t know. “I will. I’ll think about it.”  
 
    “Good,” he says, settling back and pulling me with him. “Now, what shall we watch? TV is out, right? In case we come across his pretty mug. Has to be movies.”  
 
    We’ve chosen three by the time Callan comes back with supplies. Indiana Jones, Independence Day, and Interview with the Vampire.  
 
    Callan sets down bowls, spoons, ice cream and chocolate along with a bottle of tequila and three shot glasses and pulls out his phone as it goes off. “Who’s Jeanie Kent?”  
 
    Tim’s phone beeps with a notification. A second later I get a notification too.  
 
    “Parker’s sister.” I pick up my phone, my pulse suddenly racing. What if something happened to Parker? Please don’t be awful news.  
 
    “There’s a link,” Tim says, jabbing the scream with his thumb.  
 
    “That’s what she sent me too,” Callan says.  
 
    “And me.” My breath gets stuck.  
 
    “It’s a video,” Tim says, jabbing the play icon. “Sorry Breezy, you know I can’t help myself when it comes to celebrity stalking our ex. Maybe the third time will be the charm, huh? Maybe it won’t be so bad this time.”  
 
    A man’s voice bursts out of the speaker on Tim’s phone. “How does it feel to find out you’re a finalist for Sexiest Bad Boy of The Year?”  
 
    “Yeah, they made the announcement this morning,” Parker replies. His voice tugs at me, forcing my gaze to the screen in Tim’s hand. He’s still sexy, the suit he’s wearing cut to fit him perfectly, but he sounds exhausted, listless. “Honestly, six months ago, I would have said it was amazing.”  
 
    “But not now?” The reporter asks, curiosity coating the question.  
 
    “Six months ago, I hadn’t met the love of my life.” Parker shrugs.  
 
    Oh God. Oh God. He’s seriously going to announce that he’s with Anabelle. I can’t tear my gaze away. I can’t listen to this. “Turn it off.”  
 
    “Are we talking about Anabelle?” The journalist asks. “There’s been a lot of speculation that you two are an item.”  
 
    “No, it’s not Anabelle Peters,” Parker replies gruffly, as though he’s sick of hearing her name.  
 
    “Is this her?” The camera pans to Jeanie’s face.  
 
    She laughs. “I’m his sister.”  
 
    I almost steal Tim’s phone from his hand, but he keeps a tight grip on it. My entire world stops.  
 
    “I’m so sorry. That’s embarrassing,” the reporter says. “So where is the lucky lady who’s swept one of Chicago’s favorite bad boys off his feet?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I screwed up.” He leans right to the mic, staring into the camera. “Bree, baby, I know I hurt you. I lied to everyone about you. Told them you didn’t mean anything to me. But that was never the case. From the moment we met, you were important to me. Maybe I didn’t know how much you’d come to mean to me straight away, but I knew you were the only woman for me. All of this...” he gestures at the red carpet and his fellow actors schmoozing with reporters. “It means nothing without you. You’re not nobody. You are everything, baby. If you can find it in your heart to forgive me, I will never give you reason to doubt it again. I can’t do life without you. I don’t want to. Let me tell you that in person?”  
 
    “That was quite some speech,” the reporter gushes. “I hope she sees this.” The camera pans to her, bright eyed like it’s Christmas morning and she’s just found the biggest gift under the magazine selling tree. A huge grin spreading across her face she gazes into the camera. “Bree, wherever you are, here at E! News we’re rooting for you two to get back together.”  
 
    Tim whistles under his breath. “That’s a pretty epic apology.” 
 
    “I know.” I sniffle, wiping my fingers under my eyes, but it’s the first time I’ve cried without overwhelming sadness and heartache. “That was award worthy.”  
 
    “What are you going to do?” Tim asks. 
 
    “Call him.” I almost feel giddy. Only not knowing what happened with Anabelle holds me back. Maybe there’s a reasonable answer to that though. “I’ll call him... but the premier...” I put my phone on the coffee table. He’ll be watching his film now, and I don’t know what I’ll say so I don’t want to get his voicemail. “I’ll call him first thing tomorrow.” 
 
    “Is that speech going to bite him in the ass, do you think?” Callan asks. “He’s no longer eligible for Sexiest Bad Boy of The Year. He’s killed his brand. For you. Maybe even turned people off his new movie. No more bad boy with a magic dick.” 
 
    “He still has a magic dick,” I tell him. “Nothing will change that.” 
 
    “I really did not want to know that,” Callan grumbles. “But he’s giving up his award opportunity for you. And Tim’s right about the whole bad boy thing. There’s a certain appeal. That’ll affect his audience, right? His fit for certain roles?” 
 
    “It’s a good thing we insured his brand along with his dick.” I turn to Tim. “Though I guess the circumstances might make it tricky to claim on.”  
 
    “We’ll have his back,” Tim says. “If he claims.” 
 
    “I have to go.” My heart is hollering for Parker. Two weeks without him and it’s seriously jonesing. I climb off the couch. I can’t wait until tomorrow. I need to see him. Now. Tonight. I’ll go to the theatre and... there’ll be screaming fans and paparazzi and chances of getting near him are slim. But I have to try.  
 
    “Ah, hell no,” Callan says, dragging his gaze up and down my body as he pops my phone back on the table. I raise an eyebrow in curiosity. What are you doing with my phone? 
 
    “No, you stink. And you look like something the cat dragged in.” Tim grabs my hand. “What you need to do is shower. Shave your legs and pits. Dab on a little perfume.”  
 
    “Do your fucking hair,” Callan adds. “You’re going to have a visitor.”  
 
    “What?” I gape at him, my heart starting to hammer.  
 
    “I’d say you’ve got a good forty minutes to make yourself presentable.” Callan waggles his busy eyebrows. “I sent him the address.”  
 
    “You didn’t.” I gape. “You don’t like him. You warned me.”  
 
    “Yeah, well, he might have bought himself some brownie points this week. Now scoot.”  
 
    “Okay.” I bolt for the stairs.  
 
    “Wanna go down to the bar, Tim? Give them some privacy?” Callan’s voice follows me up to the landing.  
 
    “Good idea,” Tim agrees. “I do not want to be here for this.”  
 
    Parker’s really on his way? And I have less than forty minutes to turn back into a person. Slamming into the bathroom, I turn on the shower and attack the knots in my hair while I wait for the water to heat up. It takes twenty minutes at top speed to wash every inch and annihilate the prickly forest on my legs. I can barely concentrate on the task, my mind is all about Parker.  
 
    Doing the mad dash to my room, I upend the suitcase that I hadn’t bothered to unpack yet in search of clean clothes. When I’d packed I’d sort of thrown whatever was at hand into my case. My sweats with the holes and the ice cream stain. Old comfy undies. T-shirts. A ribbed tank that I only ever wear around the apartment. Grabbing a pair of panties, I pull them on and shimmy into the tank. It’s long enough to come to mid-thigh. It’ll have to do.  
 
    Dressed, I head back to the bathroom for a few precious moments with the blow dryer when the doorbell chimes. My heart catches. He’s here.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
      
 
    Parker 
 
    Shuffling from foot to foot, I jab the doorbell again. I didn’t expect Bree to message me, but I’d hoped she’d heard my apology.  
 
    The first phone call I received was from Brad, chewing me out over putting my career at risk. I told him he was fired. I’ll find roles because I’m good at what I do, not because of an image that’s no longer reality.  
 
    Jeanie squeezed my bicep and told me to be patient as we’d taken our seats in the theatre. And then Bree had messaged me the address of where she’s staying, and I’d fallen over my seat in my rush to get up. I’d left Jeanie with Dutch. There was no way I could sit through the movie, knowing where Bree was.  
 
    And now I’m standing on her doorstep. My palms are sweating, and my tie is too tight. What if telling the whole world I’m in love with her isn’t enough? 
 
    The door swings in and she’s standing in front of me. I drink her in like a thirsty man who hasn’t seen water for years. The soft curves of her face, the tiny tremble of her bottom lip as she stares back at me, the slow sweep of her eyelashes to hide the wateriness of her gaze.  
 
    “Hi,” she says softly, shifting from one bare foot to the other.  
 
    “Hey,” I croak. It’s barely a breath of a word. Constricted by black silk and my heart caught in my throat.  
 
    We stand there staring at each other. Seconds. Minutes. Her clothes are looser on her than they were two weeks ago, and there’s deep purple shading around eyes that are full of wariness. This pregnant silence between us makes it feel like there are miles between us.  
 
    “Did you see the movie?” she asks.  
 
    “You look good,” I say at the same time.  
 
    She blinks and takes a step back from the door, knotting her hands as though she doesn’t know what to do with them. “Um, I should invite you in.”  
 
    “I’d like that.” Her scent mingled with the smell of her shampoo grips my gut. I want to grab hold of her and never let go, bury my nose in her hair and breathe in her scent while I try to find the words to tell her how sorry I am for hurting her. I need to erase this gulf that’s between us. I thrust my hands into my pockets as I move into the space she vacated. 
 
    “Coffee?” She tucks a few strands of damp hair behind her ear, and my fingers itch to trace her steps. But she’s not mine. I made that happen. And it feels a little like we’re strangers.  
 
    “Please.” I follow her into the huge kitchen. Potted herbs decorate every counter. I lean against the farm style dining table and watch her as she fixes our drinks. Undoing the knot in my tie, I clear my throat. I can barely stand the distance between us.  
 
    “I heard what you said. To that reporter,” she says, bringing our mugs to the table. Stopping in front of me, her gaze searches mine for any hint that I wasn’t completely truthful in what I said on the red carpet. 
 
    “I meant it.” I take the cup from her and our fingers brush. It physically hurts to not pull her close and hold onto her. “I never should have hidden our relationship.” 
 
    “Why did you? I mean I know you can’t be Bad Boy of the...”  
 
    “Screw the title.” I place my cup on the table. “It doesn’t mean anything to me. I thought it did. I thought I was doing the right thing for my career. I thought it mattered, but it doesn’t. Not if it means losing you. I put my career before you, and I’m so sorry it took hurting you to realize that. You’re more important than that. I need you to know that. I won’t make that mistake again.”  
 
    Putting her untouched cup down, she rests her hand on my pec. I cover her hand with mine. Hope is creeping into my chest.  
 
    “What about Anabelle?” Her voice wobbles. “Why were you with her that night? You told me you weren’t up for company, but you were with her.” 
 
    “I was with Jeanie. And Dutch. Anabelle tagged along, and I offered to drive. That’s all.”  
 
    “I saw her. At your apartment.”  
 
    “She was,” I agree. “And so were the others. I know what it must have looked like, but I promise you it wasn’t the case.”  
 
    She exhales deeply. “I didn’t want to believe it. But after you said... what you said, I didn’t know what to think anymore.”  
 
    “I know. I’m sorry I made you doubt our relationship.” I tentatively touch her hip, but she doesn’t move away so I settle my hand there, holding her but not really holding her. Waiting for her to tell me whether she’s willing to give me a second chance. “I love you, Bree. Let me prove that to you. I’ll do whatever it takes—” 
 
    “Parker,” she says, covering my mouth with her fingertips. My heart pounds. A smile curves her lips as she steps into me. “Kiss me,” she says. “Just kiss me.”  
 
    Slipping my arm around her waist, I meld our bodies together. These past weeks have been hell, not being able to touch her. The warmth of her fills my heart. Stroking the hair away from her face, I lean in and brush my lips across hers. She clings to me as she parts her lips for my tongue. My hands travel her spine, grip her ass, and pick her up so I can feast on her mouth.  
 
    She wraps her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck while she meets every lick. Breathless little whimpers escape her.  
 
    “I missed you, babe. Missed hearing your voice and seeing your face. Missed your smile. And your cookie. I was going stir crazy without you.”  
 
    “I missed you too,” she punctuates each word with a kiss. “Need to get reacquainted.”  
 
    “Which way?” I groan as her lips travel to suck on my earlobe.  
 
    “Stairs.” She throws an arm out in the direction she wants me to go.  
 
    I stride through the house and up the stairs, our lips locked. Stumbling on the last step we hit the wall and stick. Her hands roam my chest, pluck the buttons on my shirt. I grasp both her hands and hold them above her head, causing her back to arch and her breasts to push against the fabric covering them. I tug at the neckline, dragging it down as I bite and suck at her neck and collarbone.  
 
    “I missed you,” I tell her boobs as I kiss the top of each swell. “And you.”  
 
    “They missed you too.” Her voice is laced with humor and heat as she pushes into my mouth.  
 
    “I’m going to give you both lots of attention,” I whisper as I work her bra straps down until her breasts spill free. I take my time licking and sucking their sweet points until Bree is shaking, her moans becoming desperate cries.  
 
    “That room,” she says, pointing at an open door. “I need you.”  
 
    I carry her inside, shutting the door behind us, and put her on her feet. I’m aching to love her, but I’m so hard and needy for her, there’s no way I’ll be able to take this as slow as I’d like. I grasp the hem of her dress and pull it up over her head. Her bra sticks to it, coming away at the same time. With both hands she slides my jacket off and pushes it to the floor. Her fingers move teasingly as she undoes the few buttons left on my shirt.  
 
    When she reaches for my belt, I take over. I need to be naked with her. Dropping my pants and briefs, I gather her up and carry her to the bed. She bounces when I toss her onto it.  
 
    Leaning back on her elbows, her knees drawn up and slightly parted, she stares up at me. Her tongue darts between her lips, and her gaze is so warm I bask in it. Never expected to find someone I would feel this way about. I want her in my bed every night, and next to me on my couch every evening, and in my kitchen so I can cook her breakfast every morning.  
 
    “What are you thinking?” she asks.  
 
    “About how much I adore you,” I tell her, kneeling on the bed in front of her. Gripping her ankles, I tug them apart. She still has her panties on. They’re not feminine or frilly or lacy.  
 
    “They were the only ones I could find.” She hides them with her hands.  
 
    “They’re sexy as hell.” I growl as I pull her hands away. The cotton boy shorts have cookies all over them, and right over her mound is a motif of cookie monster holding a cookie, with the word cookie above him. “Who knew cookie monster would be such a turn on?” 
 
    Grinning, I hook my fingers into the waist and draw them over her hips and legs until she’s exposed to me. I stroke her slit with one finger. She’s wet, the shimmer coating her skin. “I fucking missed you, beautiful. I’m sorry I ever made you doubt that you are the only cookie for me.”  
 
    “Parker,” Bree cries as I dip my finger into her tight hole. Her thighs shake, and her hands form fists in the sheet.  
 
    I push into her slowly, relishing the feel of her. Craving her, I lean in to kiss her clit. One taste isn’t enough. I lap at her as I pump my finger in and out of her wet heat. Her arousal coats my lips and tongue, making me wild.  
 
    She cries out so quickly, her hips bouncing and her inner walls squeezing around my finger as she comes.  
 
    “Please, Parker,” she says, trying to drag me over her.  
 
    Complying, I climb over her and rub my length against her entrance until she’s writhing under me. Christ, she feels so good.  
 
    “I need the super cock.” She bites at my neck. “I want to feel as close to you as possible.”  
 
    With a groan I sink into her. She takes every inch and cradles me as we linger over each other’s lips. Slow, I chant to myself as I start thrusting into her, but she wraps her legs around mine and her heels dig into my calves, urging me to pick up the pace. We move together, our gazes locked on one another. There might as well be no one else in the universe. People? What people? What universe, for that matter? There’s just Bree and the way she’s looking at me with so much warmth, and love, and longing.  
 
    Her grip on my cock tightens as she reaches her peak. It shadows her eyes, and makes my dick swell even harder. It pushes me over the edge. I pump into her as I erupt, filling her with my seed. Her walls spasm as though my climax has triggered a hundred little orgasms inside her that milk me of every drop of cum.  
 
    Rolling onto my side, I pull her into my arms. Spent, we collapse into each other. The fragrance of her shampoo, and the messed-up way her hair has curled make me smile as I press my lips to her forehead. “Move in with me.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Move in with me,” I tell her. “Live with me, Bree. I want to share my life with you.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she says. 
 
    “Maybe, huh?” I tickle her ribs.  
 
    “Perhaps not straight away,” she answers. “I’d have to find someone to take over the lease on my apartment. That might take a little while. But in the meantime, we can have lots of sleepovers.” 
 
    “But it’s not a no?” I get it. She’s tentative. Things will change now that we’re not alone in our little bubble. It might take some time to get used to.  
 
    “It’s not a no. It’s a not yet, but soon.” A smile equally as big as my own curves her mouth. Pushing me onto my back, she straddles me and rubs her wet slit over my cock.  
 
    “You want more?” I grip her hips and grind her onto me.  
 
    “Mind blowing sex? Always.” With a tilt of her hips she seats herself on my cock and begins to rock.  
 
    “Good. I’m never going to get enough of you, babe. I’m going to be an old man...”  
 
    “A hot old man.” Her lips part on a moan as I push into her harder. “Like Keanu Reeves or Gerard Butler.”  
 
    “Exactly. I’m going to be a hot old man and I’m still going to be under you, watching your tits bounce as you ride me, and thinking I fucking love this woman.” 
 
    “Is that so?” she asks breathlessly.  
 
    Sitting up, I wrap my arms around her and kiss my way up the side of her neck. We move together slowly, purposefully, loving each other. “I’ve spent the last two weeks trying to live life without you. I don’t want to. The way you look at me, the way you feel in my arms. I don’t ever want these things to stop, so yes, I plan on loving you until there’s no air left in my lungs. I plan on telling you often and showing you even more often.”  
 
    “I love you too,” she says.  
 
    I grip the back of her neck and press her forehead to mine. Her bright eyes sparkle with warmth and emotion. I take her lips tenderly. Linger over them. From this moment on I’m no longer the bad boy defined by his manhood. I’m defined by the woman I love and who loves me back.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Bree 
 
    “Breezy?”  
 
    I open my eyes. Parker’s asleep beside me, his body wrapped around mine.  
 
    “Breezy?” Tim whispers.  
 
    Sitting up, I find Tim staring at Parker and I, the door cracked enough to stick his head around. He has this dirty smirk on his face. 
 
    I glance down. Oh shit. Snatching up the sheet, I whisper, “Oh my God, you perv.”  
 
    “Oh come on, Breezy. You have nothing that interests me,” Tim says, eyeballing Parker’s naked body. “And how could I not take a peek at that hunk a hunk of burning love? You’re right. The camera adds nothing.”  
 
    “Unbelievable.” I drape the sheet over both of us and yawn. “Is it morning?”  
 
    “It’s like four a.m. Callan and I hit up a club after the bar. He’s passed out, so I’m going to head home and catch some quick ZZZs before I have to go to work. Call Malcolm, huh?”  
 
    “Yep. I’ll do that.”  
 
    “And call me later. Once you’re done banging your boyfriend,” he says as he starts to pull the door closed.  
 
    “Actually.” I almost bounce off the bed, before realizing I can’t leave the sheet or take it with me. “Can you hand me that towel?” 
 
    “Sure.” He snatches the terry cloth from the floor and tosses it at me.  
 
    Winding it around my middle, I tuck in the end as I join him in the hallway. “You know stuff... about stuff. About things that aren’t... This is awkward.”  
 
    “Wow, this must be good.” He grins. “You’re almost pash rash red.”  
 
    I slap his bicep. “Just listen.”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “I don’t have any lube.” I shrug. “I didn’t expect to be getting it on in my childhood home.”  
 
    “Wait, are you saying that Parker doesn’t get you raging wet?”  
 
    “Of course he does. That’s not... I’m talking about other stuff. What else can I use?”  
 
    Tim shakes his head, thoroughly amused. “I’ve got you, Breezy. Be back in a minute.”  
 
    I retreat to the bedroom and a couple minutes later Tim’s back with a tube of lubricant, which he hands to me.  
 
    “You carry this around?” I stare at the label.  
 
    “Uh. No. This is your brother’s.”  
 
    “Oh. Gross.” I thrust the bottle back at him.  
 
    “Don’t be such a prude,” he says, refusing to take it back. “If it helps I gave the bottle a quick wash with soap in case you were worried about sex cooties.”  
 
    I roll my gaze at him as he turns and walks down the hallway.  
 
    “Everything all right?” Parker asks groggily as I shut the door.  
 
    I stare at the bottle in my hand. It might be a bad idea. Holding it behind me, I turn around. Parker’s laying on his back, his hands tucked behind his head, his muscular torso on display. His hot gaze is glued to me, and a small smile curls his lips. “Um, yes. That was Tim. He was letting me know Callan’s home, so he’s heading out.”  
 
    His focus strays to my hands behind my back. “What have you got there?”  
 
    “N-nothing.”  
 
    “Really? Because it seems like you’re hiding something.”  
 
    “It’s nothing. Really. It’s not important.”  
 
    “Kind of looks like it might be important for you to be hiding it from me.”  
 
    I shut my eyes and take a deep breath. I can’t exactly hide the lube from him. When I put it down he’ll see. It’s obvious what it is. Releasing the oxygen from my lungs, I tread back to bed and reveal the palm-sized bottle. “It’s not a big deal.”  
 
    Sitting up, he takes the bottle from my hand. “Lube?”  
 
    “Uh, yep. I was thinking...remember that day when you bent me over your couch?”  
 
    The lines at the bridge of his nose deepen as he glances from the bottle to me. “You were so sexy, so fucking hot. Having you like that almost melted my brain.”  
 
    “You told me you wanted to do very bad things to me.” A shiver wiggles down my spine, and I’m instantly wet. “And then you touched me.” My voice is barely a whisper. I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it. The intense dark pleasure that the pressure of one finger had summoned inside me. “You put your finger in my ass.”  
 
    His fingers tighten around the bottle as his eyes smolder with recollection. “You want more, don’t you?”  
 
    I kneel on the edge of the bed, butterflies dancing in my belly. “Yes. I think I do. I want to feel your touch everywhere. I want to do everything with you.”  
 
    “Come here.” He drops the bottle onto the bed and pulls me onto his lap. Super cock stands to stiff attention and smacks its head against my thigh as though begging to be inside me. Both hands laced in my hair, he kisses me. “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Am I sure? No.” I smile. I’m not scared like I was before we had sex the first time, but this is a different hole altogether. One that isn’t necessarily built to accommodate him. “But I want to.”  
 
    “Christ,” he whispers against my throat. “I thought about it that day too. The way you told me not to stop touching you. Didn’t expect you’d want me to.” He pushes me onto the mattress, his body aligned with mine as his hands stroke my skin, waking up my need. “Didn’t think you’d let me have all of you.”  
 
    My fingers travel the line that dissects his torso and then wrap around his shaft, pump it. “I want you to do very bad things to me, Parker.”  
 
    “Trust me?” He murmurs against my breast as his fingers stroke between my legs.  
 
    “Absolutely.” I arch under his gentle bite.  
 
    “We can stop. If it’s too much. If you change your mind.” He presses on my clit, rubs it into a soft ache. Slides a finger inside me and leisurely strokes where it feels so good. “Say the word.”  
 
    I nod while I run my hand up his shaft.  
 
    Pulling his fingers from my pussy, he growls. “Hands and knees, babe.”  
 
    I flip over onto my stomach. Nerves riot in my belly as I get on my hands and knees. Desire floods me too. Arousal makes my thighs slick, and a delicious naughtiness curls through my core.  
 
    “This view,” he says, shifting onto his knees behind me. “I love this view. I wish you could see it.” He strokes and massages my ass, his fingers caressing, teasing, touching.  
 
    “One thing,” I tell him over my shoulder. “I’m not sure you should talk to my ass. It might be weird.”  
 
    “Okay, got it.” Pressing a kiss to one cheek, he delivers a light spank to the other while he traces my seam with his fingers. He settles one digit against my clit, his movements measured, deliberate, and drawing an ache for more from deep inside me.  
 
    My hips roll with each swirl of his finger, seeking more of him. Needing to bridge any distance between us. “Please, Parker.” 
 
    Reaching between us he wraps a hand around his cock and strokes the crown over my slit, before easing inside me. God, that’s it. This is what I need. Parker making love to me. His body on mine. In mine. Moving as one. The pleasure of being so close to him after having to go without him. He gathers me into his arms, pulling me against his chest as he thrusts maddeningly slow. I’m so close already. 
 
    His fingers splay across my throat and he tilts my head to the side, his lips seeking mine greedily. “Want more, babe?”  
 
    “Yes.” I moan, falling back onto my hands and knees as though my body has a mind of its own. A very eager mind that can only think about pleasure.  
 
    Squirting some of the lube onto his fingers he rubs them together to warm it up before stroking over my asshole. I buck to his touch with a whimper. Wanting more. The pressure of his fingers circling my clit is a steady thrum of pleasure in my veins. His thumb settles against that spot that hasn’t been touched by more than his pinkie and massages slowly before easing gently in. Dropping my head, I squeeze my eyes shut as the sensation soaks me. My thighs quiver. I could come from his touch.  
 
    His lips leave a warm trail along my spine as he pulls out and takes his thumb away at the same time, leaving me suddenly empty. He squeezes more lube into his palm and spreads it over his shaft in slow strokes as he says, “Touch yourself for me.” 
 
    I ease my fingers between my legs and roll them around my swollen clit. Spots dance in front of my eyes, but I don’t give in to the pleasure. I want this. I want him. Everywhere. Knowing I’ve given every part of me to him and that he’s taken each piece of me and branded me as his.  
 
    His powerful thighs align with mine as he rocks into me once more before slipping from my pussy and notching the fat head of his cock against my ass. I push back almost immediately, but he grips my hips and rolls gently against me. “You sure you want to do this?”  
 
    “I want it,” I say.  
 
    He groans; this twisted, needy, animalistic sound that screams of desire as his cockhead breaches my asshole. The sensation is uncomfortable. There’s pressure. I can’t do this. I can’t take him. Not there. I mash my face into the sheets and end up with a mouth full of cottony Powerpuff Girl.  
 
    “Babe, are you okay?” Behind me he stills. His hands stroke and soothe as they massage my hips and the small of my back. I’m so very full of him. Stretched tight. “You’re tensing up. It’ll be better if you relax. Or we can stop. We don’t have to do this.”  
 
    “No. I want to.” The pressure is easing as I stretch to accommodate him, leaving in its place a pleasure that’s more intense than anything I’ve felt before. The urge to push back on him and have him fill me all the way is so strong.  
 
    “You’re so tight,” he says through gritted teeth. He’s holding back so hard. Waiting for me to be ready for him.  
 
    “More,” I whine.  
 
    He takes his time. Inch by inch. Filling me up. Until he’s deep inside me. Strong arms wrap around me and pull me back against his chest as he starts to fuck me. Agile fingers tease my clit and stroke inside my pussy, causing me to grind into his palm. Sweet, hot pleasure swells through me, the force of it blinding. His mouth claims the side of my neck in a searing kiss. His lips vibrate along my skin, demanding I come for him. Hard.  
 
    You bet your sweet cookie I do. Every time with Parker is better than the last, but I’ve never felt anything this heady before.  
 
    “I love your super cock.” I orgasm, my body an earthquake. The electricity of my atoms going haywire and turning everything dark. My cookie clenching greedily around his fingers. The throb in my clit is the pulse rushing in my ears.  
 
    Or maybe that’s the sound of him joining me. His hot seed filling me. The perfection of our bodies entwined like our hearts are.  
 
    Sight. Sound. Colors. They come back to me as my orgasm fades. Parker slips carefully out of me and presses me back against the mattress. His lips whisper secrets against my own, using touch instead of words. “You have all of me too. My heart, my mind, my soul. Every beat, every thought, every breath is for you, babe.”  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I wake up to Sirius Black stretched out on top of me. He opens one eye as I jostle him with my movements, yawns widely and goes back to his cat nap. I push him gently onto the mattress beside me. Parker’s gone, but the sheet is not yet cool. I smile to myself as I notice his phone on my nightstand and his jacket over the end of my bed. My stomach grumbles as a savory aroma wafts through the house. Stumbling out of bed, I pull on a camisole and a pair of shorts before tossing my sex-knotted hair up into a messy bun and leaving the bedroom where I spent one of the best nights of my life. Even if it was on sheets covered with Powerpuff Girls.  
 
    Callan stumbles into the hallway, pulling his shirt over his head. Eyes half closed, he grunts and rubs at his temples. “Morning. Is that bacon I smell?”  
 
    “Smells like it.” I pass him on the way to the stairs. My legs are wobbly. Every muscle in my body is tender. “Thought it was you.”  
 
    “Not me,” he says. “I just woke up. Tim’s one hell of a party animal.”  
 
    “Yeah. He is.” I grin. The aroma of a fresh brew hits me. “Oh my God, I can smell coffee.”  
 
    “Move it,” Callan says, shoving past me playfully. “I need some of that.”  
 
    “Hands off my brew,” I yell at him.  
 
    “There’s plenty for both of you.” Parker appears at the bottom of the steps, wiping his hands with a tea towel. “Bacon, eggs, and toast too.”  
 
    “Hangover food,” Callan says.  
 
    I hesitate mid-step and have to grip the rail. Sure they’ve met before, but Callan’s made no bones about his feelings for Parker. Except for last night when he and Tim encouraged me to see him. But is post sleepover sex bliss different? Is Callan going to be okay that Parker is making himself at home here? In my parent’s house? In my life? In my heart?  
 
    Callan reaches the bottom step. Face to face with him, he reaches out to squeeze Parker’s shoulder. “Thanks. I’m starving.”  
 
    I fly down the rest of the stairs and into Parker’s arms as Callan stalks through to the kitchen. He wraps me up securely and claims my mouth in a long, breathless kiss. He’s better than coffee. Oh my God, did I just think that? It’s true though. My whole body lights up from his kisses. The buzz I get from his love is way stronger than anything I could get from Arabica, or Robusta.  
 
    “I think I’m making inroads with your brother.” He nuzzles my ear. “That’ll make it easier when we ask him to help move your furniture.”  
 
    “What’s that?” Callan mumbles around a mouthful of eggs, his plate in one hand, the fork halfway to his mouth with another helping already. His brows flatten in an are you crazy gesture. “Are you moving in with him? Do you think that’s a good idea right now? You’re trending on Twitter.”  
 
    “There might also be a guy hiding in your bushes out front.” Parker holds me tighter, reassuring me that he isn’t going to let go no matter how crazy it might get over the next few weeks, or how our relationship might be portrayed in the media, or how it might affect his fame.  
 
    “I’m not moving in yet,” I tell Callan. “People knowing we’re together is new. It’s going to take time to get used to, and I need to find someone to take over the lease on my apartment.”  
 
    “That’s good,” Callan says. “Smart. I taught you well, young Jedi.”  
 
    “Star Wars references? You’re not allowed to hang out with Tim anymore,” I tell him.  
 
    He grins widely, egg between his teeth. So gross. Brothers are gross. “That might be a problem. We’ve already made plans.”  
 
    I roll my gaze at him. “Figures.”  
 
    “What? You’re going to be busy anyway.” His gaze drifts from me to Parker and back again. “Spending all your time with your...” He swallows hard, like the eggs have congealed in his throat. He shakes his head, grins, and heads back to the kitchen, tossing over his shoulder, “Sorry, but there was no way I thought I’d actually have to call you her boyfriend. Or that I would almost, just about, like you.”  
 
    “I’m taking that as he’ll help you move into my apartment,” Parker says. “Now we just have to find someone to rent yours. How do you think Sirius black will like being overlord of my place?”  
 
    “You’re impatient.” I smile against his chest.  
 
    “Maybe. But now that I’ve got you in my arms I plan on keeping you here. I can’t wait to share my entire life with you.” He lifts my chin and kisses the corner of my mouth. “I will wait because you need me to, but I don’t want to. If I had my way you would move in with me this afternoon. Weeks without you made it very clear how I mportant you are to me.”  
 
    I smile, my heart a balloon full of glitter, close to bursting. The Sexiest Bad Boy, it turns out, is just a big softie. And he’s all mine.  
 
    *** 
 
    Thank you for reading Trademarked! I hope you enjoyed it! If you’d like to read an extended epilogue you can sign up to my mailing list here. You’ll also be first to find out when all my upcoming books go live.  
 
    Come hang out with me! Join my reader group for weekly shenanigans and current information. Click here.  
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 CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    CLAIRE 
 
    We have five weeks until the House to Haven charity ball where Henley and I will finally announce our engagement to the public. The whole thing will be televised, from the moment we make our annual speech with the engagement story woven through, to the minute we marry six months later.  
 
    Of course I’ve been wearing the ring for the past week, but with how busy I’ve been organizing the annual ball that brings in forty percent of the funding it takes to run House to Haven, the media hasn’t noticed it yet.  
 
    Letting myself into Henley’s house, I hang my handbag on a hook in the hallway, kick off my shoes and tread along the cherry oak floor, clutching the box of pamphlets he forgot to pick up from the post office. He’s been so stressed with all his media commitments, the least I can do is drop them off to him on my way to meet Olivia, my second in charge at House to Haven, for a pre-dinner meeting.  
 
    Henley’s place is this gorgeous, old, three-story red brick house. It’s been in the family for generations, but his parents prefer to stay at their estate, so in seven months and one week I’ll be calling Travis House my home. It’ll be a huge change from my tiny apartment on the other side of town. “Henley are you home?”  
 
    His voice trails out from the living room so I head in that direction. A series of rhythmic thumps and this weird uh, uh, uh noise gets louder as I draw closer. It kind of sounds like an injured animal, or maybe Henley’s moving furniture around and he’s managed to stub his toe on the couch. He sure sounds like a girl when he hurts himself.  
 
    Rounding the corner, I notice a black, metal-studded stiletto lying against the skirting board. Adrenaline shoots through me. What the heck is going on? Is Henley some kind of a cross dresser? I’m not the type to judge people’s personal preferences, but if he’s keeping secrets from me… I drop the box, the pamphlets falling like so much confetti to the ground, as I stand in the archway to the living room.  
 
    Well, the banging sound is, as I thought, furniture being moved around, but Henley hasn’t hurt himself. Although, by the face he’s making while some wannabe porn star bounces up and down on his naked lap, I can’t actually be certain he isn’t in pain. With her head thrown back like that, her bleached to death platinum blonde hair covers most of her skeletal frame, but I can see her hips rolling while she grinds against my fiancé.  His hands are gripping her waist while he grunts, “Take it all, baby.”  
 
    I can’t help myself. I just can’t. This should be the worst moment of my life. But when he says that, my first reaction is to laugh. It rolls up from my belly, this crazy gurgling sound.  
 
    It’s all too ridiculous. Her obviously man-made tits bounce around like some incredibly bad remake of Baywatch while she makes those God awful uh, uh, uh sounds, drawing each one out until they become high-pitched squeals. This woman makes Pamela Anderson look classy.  
 
    And Henley? Well, I don’t know which one of us is more surprised.  
 
    “Shit.” He pushes wannabe Pamela off his lap in the midst of her grand performance and lurches toward me. “Claire, honey, this isn’t what it looks like.”  
 
    I’m pretty sure it is. I can’t help but stare. I’m a virgin, so I don’t have first-hand experience with this side of things, but I’ve seen pictures on the Internet. I mean, they say that a man’s penis is supposed to be three times the length of his thumb, and Henley has long slender fingers, so it should be bigger, right?  “It looks like two inches.”  
 
    He blanches and cups a hand over his totally inadequate appendage as I spin on my heel and leave him to a woman who can bang him while keeping a straight face. Now that I’ve seen what I’d be working with, I certainly couldn’t.  
 
    Maybe it’s the shock of finding out someone I believed in is a complete fraud, but my shoulders don’t stop shaking with laughter even as I’m pulling on my shoes and snatching my bag from its hook. Henley Travis is a lying bastard with a tiny pecker and I will not let him see me sob.  
 
    The media is going to have a field day over this. He’s the spokesperson for the Christian and Family Network, for goodness sake. His whole spiel revolves around purity and marriage. It’s why we’ve never done the deed. Not that I’m ungrateful at the moment. I could be wrong, but I’m not even sure being screwed by a two inch prick counts as sex. Thank goodness I’ll never find out. I yank open the door and storm out onto the street, ignoring him calling out after me. 
 
    The media is going to have a field day over this. Even if we manage to keep the fact we were engaged a secret, the show’s producers are going to be pissed. We’ve already signed the contracts between CFN and House for Haven to secure significant donations over the next few years. I slide into my car, sit behind the wheel and try to catch my breath. All it will take for this whole thing to destroy everything I’ve built is one journalist with a nose for a story.  
 
    It’s going to get messy.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Speeding down the highway toward Reverence, the tears finally start. I brush them away with the back of my hand and order myself to get a grip. I grew up surrounded by the male species. Spent my entire childhood getting into scrape after scrape because of my brothers, and learned the art of not showing any weakness. Now is not the time to cry over a man like Henley.  
 
    It’s the time to regroup. My cell buzzes beside me, lighting up with his picture while it vibrates across the passenger seat of my VW. My eyes sting, the road becoming blurry through the windshield. Taking a deep breath, I pull over to the side of the road and tug at my engagement ring. It almost refuses to budge, but I wrench the princess cut solitaire on a platinum band from my finger and toss it out the window.  
 
    There’s some palpable relief in that. Almost like the ring had been wrapped around my throat instead of my finger, and I find myself breathing freely for the first time in weeks. I should be devastated. I should be wrecked by his betrayal. I should be a lot of things, but all I can think is I’ve been saved from making the biggest mistake of my life.  
 
    When had I gotten so off kilter? The last few months we’d been equally focused on our careers. Even our courtship had been a frenzy of social engagements designed to further our respective reach in the media. When the heck did I turn into this person? House to Haven was supposed to be about helping homeless kids find somewhere to live, a full belly, and clothes on their back. That’s what I care about. Not being in the spotlight. Now I’m going to end up in the spotlight for all the wrong reasons.  
 
    Getting back on the road, I ignore the insistent buzz of my cell until the battery dies. I’ll need to talk to him again at some point. I also need to call Olivia about the arrangements for the charity ball, but I can worry about that tomorrow. After I get to my brother Tom’s. Once I’ve had a chance to wrap my mind around what happened, and what will happen when people find out.  
 
    My hands start to shake. I was going to marry him. We were supposed to be together until death do us part. On paper, we were perfect for each other. So what if we didn’t hold hands in public, or dance together in the kitchen like I used to catch my parents doing when I’d sneak out of bed. I’d believed we could build that connection with time.  
 
    Stands of pines throw shadows over the road in waves, slowly merging into darkness punctuated by the occasional headlights. I wonder when it started. Had this been Henley’s first indiscretion, or just one of many? How many times had he screwed around while we were dating, while he was busy preaching his purity message to me, to the masses? How many times had he betrayed me, not to mention the millions of people who believed in his words about morals, and family, and religion?   
 
    Bang, thump, thump, thump. The car shudders, and I have to use all my strength to keep it from careening across both lanes and instead guide it onto the shoulder. Growing up with brothers, I learned how to cuss up a blue streak, with the firing of a singular synapse. Not that I do anymore. It’s not the image the CFN and I agreed on when they became the main sponsors for House to Haven. But right now I’m beyond tempted. Getting out of the car, I slam the door and manage to catch my thumb.  
 
    “Fuck. Mother friggin’ asshole.” Well, I guess my good girl image was going to be as short-lived as Henley’s pecker. My pulse pounds through my injured thumb as I hop from foot to foot, clutching it in my other hand until I can find some semblance of grace. Funny how slamming my finger in the door stings more than catching Henley in the act of revealing who he truly is. I should feel devastated. Instead, I feel relieved. 
 
    There isn’t a ton of light from the headlights to see by, but when I walk around the car, I discover that isn’t going to be a problem. The left side tire has blown out, the rubber shredded and hanging loosely around the radial.  
 
    “Great.” I stare up at the sky. “Could this day get any worse?”  
 
    Huffing, I stalk around to the boot and pop it. I should learn to keep my mouth shut. I should probably get it stapled shut with the way things are turning out. Tears prick my eyes, and I glare at the stupid boxes full of stupid centerpieces for the ball. With a groan I press my palms to my eyes and rub vigorously to shake off my frustration. “What am I supposed to do now?”  
 
    Some people say talking to oneself is the first sign of madness, and if that’s the case, I should be locked up by now. At least then I wouldn’t be staring at boxes marked fragile, rims of hurricane vases peeking above the edge of the cardboard, and yards of fake ivy, where my spare tire should be. I’d taken out the tire in order to make them fit, with the intention of dropping them at the office after I stopped at Henley’s. Of course, I’d forgotten about it in my haste to escape the city after I walked in on him and that theatrical skank.  
 
    Dragging my trembling fingers through my hair, I glance down both ends of the road. I can’t remember seeing any houses while I was driving so my best bet is probably moving forward and heading toward the next town. I grab my phone and toss it in my handbag before fishing out of the backseat the overnight bag I hastily went home and packed after I raced out of Henley’s. Unfortunately I hadn’t remembered shoes, so I’m going to have to cover the miles in a pair of cute red stilettos that are anything but practical. What a complete nightmare. I should have at least called my brother to tell him I was coming, but I hadn’t been thinking. I’d pretty much driven out here on instinct. A move I’m now regretting. At least if Tom had known I was coming he would have come looking for me when I didn’t show up, and I wouldn’t be faced with a long hike into town. 
 
    Stumbling along in the dark, I shift the weight of my bag from shoulder to shoulder for what feels like forever. A couple of owls close by keep hooting, and while I know the chances of running into an axe murderer are pretty slim, each time they hoot, I shiver. A slow roar starts, getting louder the closer it gets until it’s blocking out the sound of those damn owls. Even the chirping racket of the cicadas are drowned out underneath the heavy echo of the engine. I glance around and squint, shading my eyes with my hand to cut the glare of the singular headlight.  
 
    The man on the bike puts a boot on the ground as he slides up next to me and flips the visor on his helmet. Slate gray eyes are the only part of his face I can see. He’s almost familiar in a way. Or at least he seems friendly. But what would I know? I thought Henley was a nice guy and look how that turned out.  
 
    “Are you okay, ma’am?”  
 
    “I’m fine. It’s a nice night for a walk.” Not that I’m adverse to help. It’s just now that my eyes have adjusted to the shift in light I’m getting an overall impression of the man and he’s massive. Wide, thick shoulders outline a brick wall of a chest and burly arms. I glance around him to see if he’s carrying an axe or a shovel across his back because it wouldn’t take much for him to murder me and get rid of the body out here. For the second time tonight I wish I had called my brother to let him know I was coming.  
 
    “I’m not going to hurt you, ma’am. Do you need help with your car? I’m assuming that’s yours back there on the side of the road.” He glances back in the direction we’ve come from. “I can take a look and see if I can get you back on the road.”  
 
    I wish. “I blew a tire, unfortunately.”  
 
    His gaze dances for a minute. “Well that’s an easy fix. I can talk you through it while I change it over, so if you ever get stuck again…”  
 
    “Really? Just because I’m a woman stuck on the side of the road because my car blew a tire, you assume I can’t change it myself?” I roll my eyes, which probably isn’t the right reaction since he’s only trying to help me, but I grew up with three brothers, pretty much four if you counted Mace’s best friend who never went home. I know a fair bit more than most women do about ‘man’s work.’  
 
    “If it had been that simple I would have done it. I took my spare tire out to make a quick trip today. I didn’t plan to end up all the way out here.” I gesture around us.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to offend you.”  
 
    I kind of slump when he says that. I’m exhausted and hungry, and I’ve had about as much as I can take. Getting fired up at him is nearly the only thing I can do to avoid sinking into a heap and giving in to a good poor me sob. “Sorry, it’s been a long day.”  
 
    “Well, since I can’t help with your car, maybe you’ll let me give you a ride somewhere?” 
 
    I glance at the spot behind him on the bike. I used to ride with my brothers all the time when we were growing up, but the dirt bikes they rode were nothing like this beast. “I’m going to Reverence, but could you drop me off in Carlton? I’ll get my brother Tom to pick me up from there.”  
 
    His gray eyes widen, and he simply stares at me for a beat. It’s almost disconcerting the way he feels so familiar while he’s taking me all in with such a slow appraisal. “Actually, I’m heading to Reverence myself.” He lifts the helmet over his face and holds it out for me to take.  
 
    Now I’m the one staring. No wonder his eyes seemed so familiar. I’ve seen them a million times in my dreams, and a billion more while I was growing up. My life flashes before my eyes and for a moment I forget to breathe while memories swamp me, and not all of them are good.  
 
    Razer freaking Bennington. My middle brother Mace’s best friend. The guy I’d considered a brother in his own right for the first fourteen years of my life. Good Lord, it’s really him.  
 
    His lopsided grin grows with each second I stand there, frozen, speechless, my mouth hanging wide open while I stare at him. I thought I’d sunk as low as I could. I really did believe things couldn’t get worse. Clearly my ovaries don’t remember what happened last time I saw him. It must be chemical. That’s the only excuse for the way my insides light up like a Christmas tree under his gaze.   
 
    “Come on, Little Bit. Take the damn helmet and let’s get you home.” He turns it around in his large hands and shoves it down over my head before securing the chinstrap. “Tom know you’re coming?”  
 
    “No.” I mutter as he pulls me onto the bike behind him. I’m severely tempted to tackle him, to throw him to the ground and smack him upside the head– or jump his bones, I’m not sure which.  
 
    A spark shoots through me as he wraps my arms around his waist and squeezes my fingers. The one I managed to slam in the door still throbs painfully. “Ouch.”  
 
    He lifts my hand in front of his face, studies the slightly swollen and dented digit. “In the wars, Little Bit?”  
 
    “It’s been one of those days.”  
 
    “Need me to kiss your owie better?” He chuckles as he presses his lips to my finger for the briefest of seconds, and I cringe under his ministrations even while my lungs seem to squeeze tight. Then he laces my fingers together like a seatbelt, patting my hand. “Have you been on a motorcycle lately? You remember to hold on, right?”  
 
    It’s been what? Six? Almost seven years since I last set eyes on Razer Bennington. Close to seven years with absolutely no contact. Seven years since I made a complete and utter fool of myself over him. What the hell is he doing back in Reverence? “I’ve got it.”  
 
    His body is hard underneath my fingers, all ridged muscle and heat. He’s not as lean as I remember him. He’s grown into his skin, broader and wider and much more a man than he was when he left to join the marines with Mace. Henley works out every day, and he’s never been this muscular.  
 
    Oh crap! Henley’s idea of working out is probably lying on his back while some wannabe porn star does all the work. I squeeze my eyes shut, and rest my forehead against Razer’s back. How long until I have to deal with the fallout? 
 
    “It’s not that bad is it? It’s just a tire.” He pats my hand.  
 
    “Yeah. Just a tire.” And a scandal, and the one man in the world I never expected to see again, all on the same day. No big deal.  
 
    The bike roars again and then we’re eating up the blacktop while I hold on for dear life, wondering why he’s home and how long it will be until he takes off again. It shouldn’t matter, but we’d once been close. He’d been like another brother to me. He’d practically lived at our house, and he’d been the one who really got on my case. Until I’d turned fourteen. Then I’d stopped thinking of him as a brother.  
 
    He still smells so damn good. His scent is more decadent than chocolate, and that’s saying something since if I even smell chocolate, my mouth waters. From the moment that tiny glimmer of aroma hits my nostrils, my taste buds dance, and all I can think about is that first bite of yummy goodness and the way it melts against my tongue. And if I don’t get it, it becomes all I can think about. That was the effect Razer had on me back then. Back before he cut me out of his life because I took things too far.  
 
    My mouth waters as if I’m Pavlov’s dog and someone just rang the dinner bell. But I’m not interested in rehashing the past. I don’t really care why Razer’s back in Reverence, or whether any of my letters ever reached him, or if he regrets cutting me out of his life. Or if he ever thinks about that night the way I do. I’m only here long enough to get my head together. A few days at most.  
 
    Street lights cut through the darkness as we edge into Reverence. Up ahead the center of town sprawls out with its low-rise offices and restaurant sector. Not quite home but almost there. Razer doesn’t need directions. He seems to know where Tom lives, which makes me wonder how often the two of them keep in contact, since Tom only moved a few months ago.  
 
    I haven’t even been to his house yet. Tom always comes to visit me, instead, and Rush and Mace are too far spread to catch up more than once a year. I have so much going on with House to Haven that I barely have any free time anyway. Besides, there are things I prefer to forget. Boys with gray eyes and lopsided smiles, for example. I suck in my cheeks at that thought. Boys with gray eyes apparently grow up into hulking men.    
 
    For years I’d avoided coming home because of him. Not the real him, since he was off who knows where to defend our country, but the shadow of him, of that last trip he and Mace made on my sixteenth birthday.  
 
    Even after that I’d sent letters. Apologies. I just wanted it to go back to the way it had been before. Having four older brothers instead of the three my parents gave me. Having him yell at me for sneaking out of the house, or even to hear him call me Little Bit again, though I’d outgrown the nickname years ago. I’d sent so many letters, until I finally got the point. He had no interest in staying in touch with his friend’s little sister. I kept writing for a while, even after I stopped sending them. Those letters are tucked away in a shoebox at the back of my wardrobe. I keep meaning to throw them away.   
 
    He pulls into Tom’s driveway, and I’m still so caught up in my memories that it takes him clearing his throat for me to notice we’ve arrived. I slide off the bike and shiver. It won’t be long before I’ll have to admit my life is falling down around me. I can never keep secrets from Tom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    CLAIRE 
 
    “What? Is it Christmas?” Tom breaks into a grin as he fills the doorway, his mastiff Lucky winding in front of his legs, her tail thumping. “My little sister and the prodigal brother all in one hit. Must be my lucky day.”  
 
    “Nice security system.” Raze nods at the small camera I hadn’t noticed tucked away under the edge of the porch.  
 
    “Yeah, well I don’t want bastards like you sneaking up on me.” Tom holds open the security door, but makes no effort to get out of the way. Instead Lucky bounds out and jumps up, landing her paws on my shoulders and sending me careening backward into Razer.  
 
    “It’s just not your day is it?” He chuckles, his chiselled arms bracketing me for a moment before he rights me on my feet.  
 
    No. It’s definitely not my day. Razer freaking Bennington has had his hands all over me, and any belief I’d had that I could decide not to be attracted to him has flown out the window. “Come on, Tommy. Let us in.” I try to brush past him, but he grabs me up and lifts me off my feet, squeezing me until I almost can’t breathe.  
 
    I push at his shoulders half-heartedly. “Put me down, you oaf.”  
 
    With a chuckle he drops me to my feet and clasps Razer’s hand. “Good to see you in the flesh for a change.”  
 
    “You too.”  
 
    I glance from one to the other. I should have figured they’d kept in touch. That it was just me Razer had a problem with. “Do you have any lemonade, Tommy?”  
 
    “Sure, Little Bit.” As he leads the way to the kitchen, Razer’s keenly observing our surroundings, his head swivelling as he checks out Tom’s pad. Must be an almost automatic thing for him after years as a marine.  
 
    The house is far more spacious than I expected, but set up in true bachelorhood fashion. Photographs of fighters line the walls, and the gloves Tom used to wear when he’d been boxing competitively hang from a nail in the wall. But the kitchen is state of the art, decked out in honey colored cabinets and white countertops with a double range taking up the center of the island. “Nice place.”  
 
    “So who’s the lucky lady?” Razer whistles.  
 
    “What?” Tom tosses a beer at Razer’s head, which he plucks out of the air like he’s a baseball player, not a marine.  
 
    With a grin, he twists the lid off and pinches it in half before dropping it on the counter. “You’ve gone to a lot of trouble for someone who doesn’t cook. Plus there’s a whole lot of windows along the east side. What, four bedrooms, or three and a study? This isn’t a bachelor pad.”  
 
    “It’s a house, dickhead, and who says I don’t cook? It’s been a long time since you’ve been around. I thought you were coming tomorrow?” 
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing I got here early, since Little Bit got stuck on the side of the road.” Razer sheds his leather jacket and tosses it over the back of a chair at the oak dining table.  
 
    Tom pours half a beer into a glass and tops it off with lemonade before pushing it in front of me with a raised eyebrow. “I wasn’t expecting to see you until next month.”  
 
    I glance at Razer who swigs from his beer nonchalantly and then studies the label. “This is a good brew.”  
 
    “Yeah. I made it myself.” Tom’s keen gaze holds mine, even as he speaks out the side of his mouth. “Everything okay? What’s going on?”  
 
    No. Not really. “Nothing. I just thought I’d come visit for a couple days.”  
 
    My voice must wobble, because Razer clears his throat. “I need to make a phone call. Can you excuse me for a minute?”  
 
    Tom and I both nod in unison. I watch him prowl out of the room, his cell already in his hand. His muscular shoulders are outlined clearly through his tight shirt, now that he’s taken his jacket off.  
 
    “So what’s really going on?” Tom leans over the counter and gathers up my fingers. I dart a glance at the one I hurt earlier. It’s already looking better. But my other finger, the one that’s supposed to have a ring on it, the one Tom is staring at, doesn’t even feel naked. He’s always been intuitive, instinctual. He’s always been able to drag my secrets out. He’s the only one of my brothers who knows I had a crush on Razer. Though I never did tell him the full story. “What happened with Henley?”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” I wander over to the range and fiddle with the knobs. “This is some pretty impressive equipment.”  
 
    “You’re stalling.” He crosses his arms. “Tell me the problem.”  
 
    “There’s no problem. We decided to go our separate ways,” I mumble.  
 
    “Right.” He shoves off the counter and grips my shoulders. “If you don’t spit it out I’m going to go find Henley and beat it out of him, since I’m pretty sure he’s done something to deserve a pounding.”  
 
    “Not everything can be solved with violence.” I stick my tongue out, but tears prick my eyes again.  
 
    “True. But it sure can make you feel better.”  
 
    I chuckle. “Maybe.”  
 
    “So what did he do?” Tom wraps his arms around me. “Come on, Little Bit, talk to me. I can’t help if you don’t tell me.”  
 
    I exhale. “Fine. But I don’t want anyone else to know. I found him with a woman.”  
 
    “Wait.” He spins me around, his brow drawn down over his stormy gaze. “Isn’t he always going on about purity, or some such bullshit?”  
 
    “It’s not bullshit.” Or at least I never used to believe it was. I push him away.  
 
    “It is if the bastard is cheating on my little sister,” Tom roars, and I cringe. I can only assume that Razer hears him. And for some reason the idea of him knowing my life is going down the toilet pisses me off.  
 
    “Anyway, I broke off the engagement, but you can only imagine what will happen if the media find out. And the CFN just donated a massive sum to House to Haven as part of the contract for televising the wedding. They’re going to be pissed.”  
 
    “You sure you don’t want me to go smash his skull in?” Tom clenches and unclenches his hands, the muscles up his arms tensing enough for a couple veins to stand out. “Give the dickhead paps a real story.” 
 
    “No.” I slap a hand to his chest. “Honestly, I think it’s for the best. In hindsight I think I knew we weren’t doing it for the right reasons.”  
 
    “Ha. No kidding. You couldn’t tell it was a bad idea to marry a guy whose first name is practically the same as our last. Besides, Henley sounds so bloody girly.” 
 
    I smile despite myself. “Maybe. It doesn’t matter now. I just need a couple days to lie low, get my head wrapped around it, and work out what I’m supposed to do next. Is it okay if I stay here?”  
 
    “You know you’re always welcome. There’s no need to ask.” He slings his arm around my shoulder and grins. “But I have bad news for you.”  
 
    “Right. Because today can’t get any worse.” I roll my eyes.  
 
    “Razer’s staying here, too.”  
 
    “Here?” I squeak as he leads me out to the living room. Razer isn’t there so I figure he must have gone outside to make his phone call.  
 
    “Here. Do you still sleep in that T-shirt you stole from him?” Tom chuckles. “Of all the people you could have had a crush on. Quite frankly, it’s weird. You’re weird. He’s family.”  
 
    “It was years ago.” I shrug, though my insides are quivering. Why the hell hadn’t I thrown that T-shirt out, instead of continuing to wear it to bed? “And Razer’s an asshole. If we’re practically family why haven’t I talked to him since my sixteenth birthday?”  
 
    I will not admit that after seeing Razer, and the deep down tingling he unleashed in my core, I’ve gone straight back to wanting to jump his bones. I won’t.  
 
    I probably shouldn’t, but given the opportunity? Oh hell, yes. But not because of any misplaced sentiment. It’s just that after today I’m going to be crowned the poor little prude whose fiancé would rather get it on with bimbo Barbie than her. If I’m going to have to suffer because Henley can’t keep his two-inch dick in his pants, then what does it matter if I don’t save myself for marriage? The reasons I had don’t mean anything now. And the reasons for wanting to be done with my V-card are mounting with each minute I spend in Razer’s company. Besides, maybe if I wasn’t a virgin I could make Henley believe I hadn’t been all along. The look on his face would be priceless.  
 
      
 
    RAZER 
 
    Claire Hadley has the most incredible violet eyes, framed by the thickest, longest lashes I’ve ever seen on a girl. Hell, I’ve checked. Compared woman after woman over the years. But none of them had the kind of eyes that haunted me. That stayed with me in the darkest of hours. 
 
    Pacing the length of the yard, my cell in my hand, I wonder how long it will take for their little chat to be over. I’ve already heard enough to know some asshole hurt our girl. I’m ready to climb on my bike, find him, and beat the living snot out of him for what he’s done. Only I don’t know who he is. So instead I keep up the pacing, wearing a path in the lawn.  
 
    Their conversation drifts out to me. Her high-pitched squeak when Tom tells her I’m staying with him. Something about a stolen T-shirt. And then very clearly my name and in quick succession asshole.  
 
    Not that I blame her. I have been an asshole. A bonafide prick. And I can’t pretend I didn’t expect her to hate me, since I put a shitload of effort into producing that particular result.  But I couldn’t have done it any other way.  There was no point that the feelings I’d had for her would be welcomed. Thank God I’d been able to shake them off and put her back in the box I kept for her as the little sister I’ve never had.  
 
    That’s all this prickly surge of anger is. Brotherly protectiveness. It has nothing to do with the way my body hummed when I’d wrapped her arms around me earlier, and she’d pressed those generous curves against me, giving a tangibleness to my fantasies. “You’re a sick asshole,” I mutter under my breath.    
 
    Not that it had ever been like that with us. She’d been the baby, six years younger than me and Mace. Practically family, and I’m not a fucking pervert. But there’d been a time when I’d wanted none of that to matter, that I’d fancied sticking around Reverence to find out what kind of woman my best friend’s little sister would turn into.  
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