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Prologue

 “Whoa there. What’s the hurry young lady?” Thomas asked as he
steadied the poppet who ran into him before she fell to the ground.
He glanced in the direction she had come from and watched as a
group of boys rounded the corner at full speed. The group stopped
and comically plowed into each other when they saw him with the
girl.

“They wanna hurt me!” The little girl sobbed
pointing a filthy finger toward the boys, tears running through the
dirt on her face. Thomas looked at her from head to toe noting her
torn jeans, the red scrapes on her hands and knees, disheveled
hair, and the dirt that covered her. He looked at the boys
again. They’d backed away until they remained just around the
corner watching them.

“I won’t let them hurt you.” He said looking
straight into her dark brown eyes. “Come on. Let’s find your mummy
and daddy.”

“Can’t. They died,” she said sobbing
harder.

“Who takes care of you?” He asked thinking
whoever should be watching her wasn’t paying enough attention to
the little girl.

“The big boy’s mom. Ms. Susan says I have to
live there until I’m eighteen. Ms. Susan says it’s a just for a
little while but that the big boy’s mom wants to keep me,” she
whimpered.

“Where is Ms. Susan?” He asked just as two
cops approached from the same direction the little girl had run
from and where the group of boys still congregated.

“Sir is there a problem?” the tall cop
asked. The poppet shuddered and shielded herself behind Thomas’s
legs.

“No. I was just going to take this little
one to see Ms. Susan.”

“We need to take her back to her foster
home. She’s run away again,” the officer said.

“They hurt me!” the poppet screamed from
behind Thomas’s legs, eyeing the officers carefully. Thomas held
back a chuckle at how ferocious she was when she had something, or
in this instance someone, to shield her.

“Come now Tawny, you know that isn’t true,”
the officer said.

“Let’s just go to the police station and
talk about this,” Thomas said, “obviously she’s upset and
frightened of them for a reason.”

“I’m sorry, sir, this is no concern of
yours. I-”

“No concern of mine,” Thomas said, his voice
gaining a cold bite and much stronger British accent
indicating he was in jeopardy of losing control of his temper. “I
think it is plenty concern of mine since the child is clinging to
my leg.” He placed his hand on top of Tawny’s head. He felt the
need to reassure her that he wasn’t using this particular tone of
voice towards her.

“And you are?” the other officer finally
spoke in a bored tone.

“Thomas Thornton,” he said and waited
for understanding to hit both officers. Thomas Thornton was an
excellent friend of the mayor, chief of police, district attorney,
and several judges. He was a well-known supporter of the police and
enormously influential in the political arena.

“Sorry Mr. Thornton, but we have to take her
back to them. They technically have custody.”

“Son, I’m not just a businessman, I’m also
an attorney. Although I have limited experience in family law, I do
have an idea of what rights they have. So, let me suggest again for
us to go to the station and talk about this before I get the chief,
district attorney, and Judge Adams involved.” He stretched his hand
towards the silent but awed little girl. When her small hand
clasped his pointer finger, he led her towards his waiting car.
“Officers, one of you should ride with us. I don’t want it said
that I kidnapped the girl. Even though you can plainly see she is
going with me voluntarily.”

~ ~ ~

From there everything was a whirlwind of
words Tawny didn’t understand. The man (who had a funny accent when
angry) was talking with lots of adults and being mean to the
police. Ms. Susan didn’t look very happy when they talked to her
either. They went before a nice judge (not the mean one who she saw
the last time she was here with Ms. Susan) who asked Tawny
questions in a gentle voice (rather than yelling like the other one
did). He agreed Tawny could stay with the kind man if she wanted to
until the adults could sort everything out. The judge felt this was
best for the situation since she kept running away from the foster
home.

When they left the courthouse, the man’s car
(he had another man drive him around!) took them back to his house
(he said it resembled his family’s home, a traditional Gego
something Manor, whatever that was). When they got there, all Tawny
knew is it was a big grey house with a black roof. He let her
choose the room she wanted to stay in (there were like ten!) and
then said one of the maids (whoever that was) would help her get
washed up and then they would go shopping. It all reminded her of
the movie she saw recently when a little girl went to live with a
rich man with no hair who saved her from some bad people and gave
her everything she wanted. Only this man had lots of silver colored
hair, but he was still just as nice to her as the bald man was to
the little girl in the movie. When she asked what she should call
him, he asked what she wanted to call him. She asked if she could
call him by his first name and he said he was delighted to have her
call him Thomas.

~ ~ ~

Over the next ten months, Thomas enrolled
Tawny in the best private school in the area and got her involved
in any activity she asked about. With the proper nutrition now
provided to her, she began to grow like a weed. He spoiled her, but
she never acted it. On Tawny’s sixth birthday, they appeared in
court for the final adoption hearing and Thomas officially became
her dad, and at times, she usually called him that instead of
Thomas. She was now Tawny Ann Thornton. That night, Thomas took her
to see the ballet. The dancers on stage captured Tawny’s attention
like nothing ever had before. The next day Tawny said she wanted to
take dance classes. He enrolled her in every type of dance class
there was. She absorbed all of it and performed gracefully with her
long legs carrying her across the stage.

She graduated from high school when she was
almost eighteen, one year later than she should have because she
wasn’t in school before Thomas enrolled her. She should have been
in kindergarten already, but the foster parents hadn’t gotten
around to it; she quickly made up the missed year and graduated in
the top ten percent of her class. The day she graduated high
school, Thomas surprised her with a two-month tour around Europe
before she started her collegiate studies. Thomas took her to see
his family’s home in England, the canals in Venice, the Eiffel
Tower in Paris, the Coliseum in Rome, and any other city she
desired to see—and there were many.

They were home for two days when Thomas
suddenly slumped over in the middle of a meeting in his office. He
had died before EMS arrived. The coroner said he died from deep
vein thrombosis. They speculated all the time sitting while they
toured Europe likely caused it. Tawny hadn’t felt this lost in a
long time. She only had flashes of memories of her parents; Thomas
was the only parent she’d ever known.

The day of Thomas’s funeral was her 18th
birthday. There she stood in the entry foyer of the home Thomas had
urged her to consider hers. Greeting his friends was difficult. He
didn’t really have any family but Tawny. His only family in England
was a distant cousin, whom they had only had tea with while
visiting.

After most of the mourners had left, she sat
talking with David Carson, one of Thomas’s business associates.
“When is the reading of the will?” David asked as he handed her a
glass of wine.

“I’m going to Graham’s office tomorrow. He
offered to come here, but I would rather have it done at his
office,” she said accepting the glass of wine without thinking.
After being in Europe, she didn’t think about being too young to
drink back in the States. Obviously, David had no qualms about her
having a glass while they sat talking about the trip for a
while.

“Tawny, there’s something I want to ask you.
I wanted to…” he trailed off. He looked into her dark brown eyes.
Her eyes were as soft and warm as melted chocolate but looked tired
and sad.

“What is it, David? I’ve always considered
you a friend.”

“I didn’t want to say anything because of
our age difference.” There were almost twenty years between them.
“But, I have a business proposition for you. It might be a bit
unconventional, but I want you to hear me out before you refuse
me.”

The offer changed Tawny’s life. She became
David’s lover. He took her virginity and initiated her into any
sexual experience she wanted to try. The arrangement was clear; he
expected her to appear at events with him and see only him. Then
three years later, David decided it was time for him to start a
family and ended their relationship; Tawny was not mother material
at just twenty-one, besides they didn’t love each other.

Now, at thirty years old, she was the most
sought-after woman in Hollywood for two reasons. One, she was a
very famous and talented dancer. She graduated from the top
performing arts school and earned many coveted dance leads in some
of the world’s top productions. She drove herself to the brink to
make Thomas proud. Now, she worked exclusively with dancers in
private after she finished a master’s in dance. Some of her
students were in the top schools and productions in the world;
also, some of her students were famous entertainers. She assisted
with choreography for shows of all types: music videos and
concerts, dance productions, movies, and musicals. She even helped
choreograph for figure skating and ice dancing routines. She danced
daily for exercise in her studio; however, for the past year, she
only danced publicly for charity.

Two, she was a modern-day
courtesan. She appeared at movie premieres, charity events, high
profile openings, and whatever else her ‘protector’ wanted her to
be. Protector. Odd
word for these relationships, instead she thought of them as
boyfriends. Just like the
historical times when men provided homes, carriages, and clothes
for the return of one thing: exclusive sex. Of course, back then,
dancers and singers also shared that role, how ironic that she was
a dancer. The beauty of these relationships was that they didn’t
have to provide her all that, but they did. Thomas had made certain
she had a beautiful home, several cars, plenty of staff for the
house, and money to care for the upkeep of the estate as long as
she lived. Instead, they paid for her services by money transfer,
each month of the contract. They kept her in a style that ensured
the money Thomas left her would last for much longer than it should
have—when she died there would be plenty to go to whichever
charities she desired. After David had passed her to a friend of
his, who passed her on to a friend, who unfortunately was married,
she started the application process. These were the only
relationships she knew. She didn’t know what ‘normal’ relationships
were between men and women. The boyfriends did provide her with some
extra things, such as extra money if they were on a trip or even
gifts. She had only one rule she instated after discovering that
one had a wife: she would not be the other woman again; her
boyfriends had to be
single.

She’d heard of men seeking
applications for their mistresses, so why couldn’t the mistress do
the same? The men put them up in homes and paid the expense… that
is exactly the relationship Tawny had with these men. Only, she
already had a home, and the payments took care of extravagant
shopping trips and generous donations to multiple charities.
Occasionally, those men seeking a new mistress approached her, and
she turned them down. She had no desire to let someone have that
much control over the situation. So she started the application
process for her relationships. Of the documents provided in the
application process, the most important were financial statements
and a comprehensive background check performed by her attorney. The
opportunity passed only by word of mouth; and when she was in the
position of desiring a new boyfriend word got around fast. Her
attorney kept everything on the right side of the law. Graham had
tried to talk her out of it, but when she wouldn’t budge, he just
made sure she didn’t break the law. What else could he do? The
arrangement was more than just sex; she was a companion as well.
Besides, what else could the law do? She called these men her
boyfriend. Boyfriends gave their girlfriends gifts all the time;
some even gave them money. They presented themselves as a couple,
inventing a cover story when people asked how they met; although,
many men knew it wasn’t the real story. Added to that, because of
David and some others, she was exquisite in bed. She could make a
man climax with just a few soft whispers and the slightest touch of
her hand. In reality, she had only had ten sexual partners since
she lost her virginity, but those ten had taught her extraordinary
things, and she used them and learned new ones with each new
boyfriend. What more
could a girl want in life?


 Chapter One

Late August

Auggie spotted her
instantly when he entered the restaurant. She sat at a table for
one at the trendiest restaurant for brunch in Los Angeles. At her
elbow was a stack of five files with the top one open. He knew what
she was doing. She was reviewing the applications for her
latest boyfriend.
His file was in the stack. He’d applied just a few days ago and
experienced some embarrassment to do so, but he had an
ulterior motive. He wanted her. He couldn’t explain why, but he
wanted her.

She was beautiful. She was almost five foot
ten inches tall, perfect for his nearly seven-foot height. Many
people likened her hair to the color of aged tawny port—a
combination of red, brown and gold that produced a dark red
color—and they were right. She was like that port: elegant,
complex, and often surprised you. She had a slight hourglass figure
and long legs that reminded him of a Rockette dancer. Her thick
hair reached her waist and had a natural curl to it. She turned
heads even when she was just sitting. Her profile was soft with a
small nose and chin, perfect cheekbones, and a soft sun-kissed glow
that contradicted the red hair. He knew her father was English; her
mother must not have been. He’d resisted doing any type of
background check on her.

Auggie watched as the waiter interrupted her
with the Mimosa he’d ordered for her. “Ms. Thornton? Compliments of
the gentleman in the blue suit. He asked if he could join you.”

Tawny looked up at the waiter and then
focused on Auggie who’d followed the waiter to the table. “Thank
you, but I like to eat alone.”

“Ms. Thornton, I have a business proposition
for you.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Gibson. My attorney receives
all business proposals. But again, thank you,” she said politely
smiling at him, her husky voice stirring his hormones.

“The fifth folder you have is mine,” he said
nodding towards the files on the table and, ignoring her obvious
desire to be alone moved towards the empty chair, taking a wild
guess which of the folders might be his. “Jimmy, bring my usual
here.”

“Ms. Thornton?” the waiter asked awaiting
her approval.

“It’s ok Jimmy. I guess I have things to
discuss with Mr. Gibson,” she smiled lifting the mimosa to her lips
for a sip. “Please bring his meal here.”

When Jimmy disappeared, Tawny locked eyes
with Auggie. “I cannot believe,” she paused while she pulled the
fifth folder to the top and peeked at the picture inside. Sure
enough, Auggie’s face smiled back at her, “you applied and now had
the nerve to approach me. We designed the whole process to
avoid this.”

“I understand that, but I have another
reason for contacting you directly,” he said. The protectiveness
he’d struggled with since meeting her, sprang forward. They’d met a
few times since he learned she and his sister had become friends.
When he first heard, he was curious, but when he met her, he became
enthralled.

Jimmy brought his breakfast then, and the
cup of English tea Tawny usually had after finishing her meal.
“Thanks, Jimmy,” she said sweetening the tea and then adding a drop
of cream.

After a few quiet moments of studying each
other over the rims of their cups, Tawny said, “Ok Auggie, what is
this proposition?” she said taking a sip of her tea.

“Choose me,” he bluntly said.

Tawny choked on a swallow of tea and
coughed. “Excuse me?”

“That came out a little blunter that I
wanted it to,” he confessed. He had never been so awkward with a
woman.

“Seriously Auggie? Your
sister’s a friend of mine. I sincerely consider her one of my best
friends.” Tawny said, still in shock and little angry with him for
having this discussion in public. Blinking rapidly, she looked away
with tears of anger welling in her eyes and groping for her
purse. How dare him! “How could I choose you?”

“Tawny,” he murmured and waited until she
looked at him again. When she did, he reached across the table and
took her hand, “For some reason, you’re the only person who comes
to mind when I think about dating. Hell, I find myself comparing
you to whatever woman is hitting on me at the moment. I can’t
explain it; but—” he cut off in frustration. Then he changed
course, “who knows, maybe it would lead to marriage. I’m not
abusive, I have good genes, and you would have everything you would
ever want—including a family. You want children, right Tawny?”

Tawny’s eyes were still
bright with tears that threatened to fall. “Not this way,” she
hissed before falling silent, tears brimming in her eyes, staring
at him. Damn tears! How did he hit the
nail on the head so quickly? Especially
with Martha’s passing. She finally looked down at their hands. It
took a moment to label the feeling coursing through her. She felt
safe. She hadn’t felt that since before Thomas died. That feeling
led her to whisper, “Let me think about it,” despite her brain
screaming NO!

He pulled a slip of paper out of his pocket
with his other hand and passed it across the table. “Of course.
Call me. I didn’t mean to upset you.” He said picking up the hand
he held and grasping it in both of his. “Call me anytime,” he urged
staring into her eyes.

Tawny lost herself in his eyes for a few
minutes. The blue-grey depths reminded her of the deepest
ocean—very dark and intense, but somewhere in them, she also saw
concern. “I have a meeting with Graham in about an hour. I need to
freshen up.”

“Of course. Did you drive?”

“No. I took a cab this morning.”

“Why didn’t your driver bring you?”

“How do you know I have a driver?” When he
didn’t answer right away, she continued, “Each staff member has two
days off a week. They have Sunday as they always have, but they
also have one other day staggered throughout the other six days.
Jeffrey’s sister just had a baby, so he asked for today instead of
his usual day tomorrow so he could drive me to the funeral. I just
didn’t feel like driving myself today.”

“I’m sorry. I forgot about Martha’s passing.
My condolences. Let me take you to Graham’s office,” he offered
still avoiding her question regarding how he knew something rather
private about her. However, he could answer that. His sister had
told him about Jeffrey and how he’d driven them up to Carmel a few
months ago.

“Ok,” she said standing. He stood too.

“I’ll take care of the check while you
freshen up. No, let me do this.” He said when she started to argue
with him, “I’ve upset you, and that is not what I wanted to
do.”

“Thank you,” she said, and she retreated to
the ladies’ room.

As she walked away, Auggie calmly captured
Jimmy’s attention to pay the check and request his car. He noticed
as the men seated at various tables throughout the restaurant
turned to look at her as she walked. She had a graceful walk; her
hips softly swayed with each even step she took. He knew some were
watching because they knew who she was, not because she was just a
beautiful woman, and they were openly lusting after her. He
wondered how many of those staring had also applied to have her.
The jealousy that reared its head when he thought about the
other applicants didn’t surprise him. His desire for her
terrified him just a little. This obsession with her almost boarded
on insanity.

In the ladies’ room, Tawny was nowhere near
as calm as Auggie appeared to be as he sat at the table. She looked
in the mirror and the tears that threatened to fall when she was at
the table finally leaked from her eyes. She hardly knew Auggie.
She’d turn thirty this November. If she remembered a conversation
with Ann correctly, he and his twin recently turned thirty as
well.

She had to admit he was handsome. Tall,
taller than her and that was not always the case. He had dark brown
hair, cropped short, but not so short she couldn’t run her fingers
through it. His blue-grey eyes were changeable based on his mood
and clothes. She wondered what color they’d be in the throes of
desire. He had a firm jaw and a blade of a nose that may or may not
have had a break once or twice.

Her mind wandered to Martha and what she’d
have to say about the situation. That thought brought on a fresh
wave of sadness. The funeral would be especially hard tomorrow.
After allowing herself a few minutes to give in to the tears and
sadness of Martha’s passing and cry, she calmed herself down with a
few slow, deep breaths and she dried her tears.

As she touched up her makeup, she thought
about his proposition. Sure, it was shocking to hear, but really,
it was no more shocking than David’s had been twelve years ago.
Tawny couldn’t deny that she’d been thinking about children, a
family, and a husband, rather than her present lifestyle. Wanting
children was one reason she stopped dancing professionally. The
toll on her body from that could affect her ability to conceive or
carry a baby to term. But how dare he bring it up? They hardly knew
each other.

Deciding it was best to put the thoughts on
the back burner, or she would never get ahold of her emotions, she
consciously set the question aside and concentrated only on
correcting her make up.

Minutes later, Tawny emerged from the
bathroom appearing calmer than when she entered. She spotted Auggie
standing near the entry door waiting for her. He made eye contact
and smiled tentatively at her, an obvious question in his eyes if
she was okay. Her soft smile in return confirmed his silent
question and proved she was once again in control of her emotions.
As she reached his side, he opened the door to the restaurant and
lightly touched her lower back as he walked her to his waiting car.
Tawny had always enjoyed the casual way some men did that. She
found comfort in the strangest things she thought.

After Auggie tipped the valet and settled in
the driver’s seat, they pulled into traffic, “I didn’t mean to
upset you,” he murmured, keeping his eyes on the road.

“I know,” she said, “it was just a surprise.
And if I were honest, you made me think about things I’d been
trying to push away. Having a family, that is a traditional family,
has been spinning around in my head lately—especially since I’ve
met yours. Now with Martha’s passing, I’m all alone. Her son,
Derrick, has always been like a brother, but he travels so much I
hardly see him. Graham’s supportive too, but it just isn’t the
same.”

They drove the rest of the way to Graham’s
firm in silence; the soft jazz playing on the radio was soothing.
Tawny couldn’t help but think about what he offered her—her brain
just wouldn’t let it go. Hundreds of questions whirled through her
head.

They arrived at the firm and parked in the
adjoining garage. The silence was comforting in a sense, as was
each time Auggie lightly touched her lower back as they walked. She
smiled to herself again. They checked in with the receptionist who
walked them into Graham’s office. Graham rose as they entered,
surprised to see Auggie with her.

“I ran into Tawny at brunch. She mentioned
she was coming to see you, so I drove her and thought I would say
hello.”

“That was nice of you. Why don’t we go to
lunch after I meet with Tawny if you have nothing else planned
today?” Graham offered.

“Sounds good. I have a few errands to run.
Shall I have your secretary make reservations for us somewhere and
meet you there?”

“That would be great. She’ll know my
schedule. See you shortly,” Graham said dismissing Auggie.

“Thank you for the ride over Auggie. I’ll
call you later,” Tawny said.

After Auggie had left,
Graham looked silently at Tawny, saying nothing, knowing she would
voice her thoughts when she was ready. The purpose of their meeting
today was to see if she had come to any conclusions on her
new boyfriend.

“Graham, I probably should have called. I
haven’t decided, and now I’ve received a tempting offer.”

“And what’s the offer?” Graham asked,
knowing that Auggie’s information was one she needed to review and
wasn’t happy he approached her himself. That was the purpose of the
application process. Specifically informed not to contact her
during the review process, each candidate also acknowledged the
understanding that once she reached a decision, they would receive
notification. It had surprised him to receive Auggie’s packet of
information the day before he was to give Tawny the applications
that passed the background checks. It was even more awkward for him
because Auggie was his soon to be brother-in-law. How in the hell
would this go over with Ann?

“It’s just something I want to think about
further,” she said shyly smiling, “and I don’t know how I feel
about it.”

“Okay.” After a few seconds when she didn’t
speak, he continued, “What’s wrong Tawny?” He asked her, worry
evident in his voice. At her hesitation, “Please tell me it isn’t
David,” Graham threatened. “His third marriage ended badly. I
didn’t put his information in that stack, even though he wanted to
“renew” your relationship again.” Graham had never forgiven David
for starting her down this road. He’d never interfered with the
applicants before, but David would not be there again. He would
have supported her through anything and was still, but he’d do
anything to get her off this road. Hell, he’d marry her himself to
pull her away from this lifestyle altogether if he hadn’t met Ann
and fallen in love. Well, that and if he hadn’t thought of Tawny as
a sister.

His mind wandered to Auggie. Had he upset
her? Auggie knew how he thought of Tawny. They’d discussed it one
night in the not too distant past.

“No, it wasn’t David. I have no desire to
renew a relationship with him. I understand he’s had some problems
since his release from Global United.” Thomas’s company, no it was
Derrick’s company now. Funny she had forgotten the name suddenly.
It was Carmichael Industries now. No, wait; she shook her head that
was the name of his father’s company and said before Graham could
correct her. “I mean Carmichael United.”

“Yes, that is my understanding too. Derrick
has a restraining order against him as well,” Graham replied.
Sensing her reluctance to disclose anything yet, he said, “If you
don’t want to tell me Tawny, you know you don’t have to. You can
once you have made your choice.”

“Thanks, Graham.” For the next thirty
minutes, they chatted about plans related to some changes she
wanted to make with a few contracts related to her early dancing
years. “I’ll call you once I’ve decided,” Tawny said when they
finished. “Enjoy your lunch with Auggie. I need to get home and
order flowers for Martha’s funeral tomorrow. I still can’t believe
she’s gone. Derrick will be in tonight as well. There was a problem
with the plane that kept him from leaving France yesterday,” she
explained as they stood.

Graham wrapped her in a brotherly hug, “I
know; call me if you need to, ok?” When she nodded, he added, “And
please, do think carefully about everything Tawny. Don’t decide
because you feel alone or vulnerable because of Martha’s
passing.”

“I know.” She said against his chest. Leave
it to Graham to put her exact feelings into words. Thomas had
always done business with this firm. Just days after he made
partner, they assigned Graham the case when the attorney who
handled Thomas’ file retired. Graham walked her out, asked his
secretary to call her a cab, and checked on his next meeting. He
had one more, then lunch with Auggie and he had no further
appointments for the day.

On the cab ride home, Tawny
made a list of things to do that afternoon. She had quite a few
things to complete before the end of the day. Then she could think
about Auggie’s offer or choose one of the other applicants from her
pile. After all, one of them was an up-and-coming actor, and
another was an inventor. The inventor might be fun. She had fond
memories and a friendship with a computer genius who was an
ex-boyfriend. It was fun
when you could teach someone something. Not be just a status symbol
or arm candy.

 



Chapter
Two

 Auggie drove to his condo after lunch with Graham. Graham
argued and clearly wasn’t happy about the situation with Tawny,
even if Auggie was offering her more than her usual relationship
and maybe even getting her out of the lifestyle she now had. Graham
didn’t like that Auggie had approached her at all. Auggie reminded
him that he didn’t have much say so in it. It was the first actual
disagreement between the two of them. They hadn’t really argued
when Graham started dating Ann—sure, the other brothers did, but
the two of them really hadn’t. Graham warned Auggie to let Tawny
decide without further influence from him, and Auggie assured him
he would, provided Graham did the same. Additionally, Auggie asked
Graham not to say anything to Ann. Graham had agreed not to tell
Ann by responding with a caustic remark about not knowing how in
the Hell to tell her.

Now, Auggie was more frustrated than angry.
He hated feeling out of control, the entire situation was now in
Tawny’s hands, and he didn’t like that. He seldom sat idle when
there was something he wanted; he did everything in his power to
have it.

He drove into the underground garage of his
condo building and parked the gleaming Aston Martin in his assigned
space. Getting out of the car, he slammed the door and beeped it
locked as he approached the elevators. He needed something to keep
his mind off Tawny and try not to pressure her further.

The elevator from the garage only went as
far as the lobby—like many other upscale apartment buildings in the
major cities. Striding across the marble floor, he mentally
chuckled at the women getting off the elevator as they turned to
look at him. Both were blondes, past their prime and still trying
to look years younger. He was used to the looks and ignoring them
was second nature. One of the overdone blondes tried to catch his
eye with a finger wave. Turning to the concierge, he pretended he
hadn’t seen them, and mentally noted when they left the lobby.
Finding no messages or deliveries with the concierge, he caught the
elevator before the doors closed after delivering a dog walker and
her charge to the lobby.

In the quiet of his condo, he shed his suit
and pulled on a t-shirt and jeans. He had some documents to review
on some new investment ideas and did it from the comfort of his
couch, with the game on, and a stiff drink. His team didn’t make it
to the playoffs this year, so beyond team meetings and conditioning
practices, he had little to do for a few months. His cell
phone rang around seven.

“Hello?”

“Auggie?” the sultry voice asked.

“Yes,” he said distractedly.

“It’s Tawny. Is this a bad time?”

“No, give me just a minute; I’m making a
note of something on
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She could tempt any man.
Could he tempt her

to change everything?






