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Prologue
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There are two key things you need to know about me. First off, my nickname is Desert Rose and secondly, and most importantly, my favorite thing in the world is black gold.

First, let’s talk black gold. I’m not talking about the kind you wear, but rather the kind you drill for. Don’t get me wrong, I love jewellery, but I’m a Texan, so I love petroleum more. I grew up around oil and rigs. It’s in my blood.

You see, my dad owns a medium size oil service company in Midland, Texas in the Permian Basin. It’s one of the busiest drilling areas in the world. The company name is RB Drilling, named after my brother and me. 

My brother and I worked every day in the summertime helping him. While my girlfriends were hanging out at the mall, Evan and I were working with my dad. I didn’t mind, in fact I loved it. It’s unheard of for teenagers to work in the industry, but being the boss’s kids, we got away with it. 

Those were some of my happiest times until my mom threatened to leave my dad if he didn’t move us from Midland to San Antonio. Agreeing to the move meant my dad’s work in Midland was almost two hours away which meant less time on the rig for him and for us. He didn’t mind, but I resented her at first.

Those summers on the rig shaped my destiny. I knew all along that I’d follow in my dad’s footsteps. Sounds easy, right? The thing is, there are women in the industry, and yes, my dad would certainly give me a job, but I had even bigger aspirations than working in Midland and those dreams seemed insurmountable. 

I love anything to do with the oil industry, monitoring the fluctuating price of a barrel to reading the latest industry technology. Did you know when the news talks about oil prices such as the barrel prices, they’re talking about West Texas Intermediate, or as we call it here, WTI? WTI is what we drill for here in Texas. I can talk all day about this stuff. Like I said, it’s in my blood. 

That’s what drove me to succeed in college. I received an undergraduate degree in Computer Science and my Master’s in Petroleum Engineering. My dad said I didn’t need the formal education if I wanted to come and work with him, but I had huge dreams. 

My plan was to work part time for my dad in the final years of college to get a leg up on the practical experience I needed, but my goal was to combine my talents in computer programming and my love of oil. You see, I hoped to one day design better and more efficient ways to drill for oil using computer technology. Besides, Evan was being groomed to take over dad’s business, but dad never excluded me in the plans. He assumed I’d run the business with Evan when he eventually retired. 

Now back to my nickname. My actual name is Rowan Stilman, but my dad calls me Desert Rose. He said, next to my mother, of course, he had never seen anything more beautiful than a desert rose, until the day I was born. He’s my dad, so he has to say that, right?

The desert rose, which I am affectionately named after, is commonly found in the Middle East. In countries such as Saudi, Oman and even in the desert parts of the U.S. The roses are made of gypsum and when water evaporates, the gypsum crystallizes into petal-like formations. Each one stunningly beautiful, unique and resembling a rose. Thanks to my dad, I have a huge collection from his many travels to Saudi Arabia and Oman. 

Oh, and if you’re wondering, yes, I was named after a famous Off-Shore drilling company, Rowan. When my father was a young man before he started E&B Drilling, he worked five years for Rowan. He said next to owning your own company, it was the best work he ever did. Like I said, if oil is in my blood, it’s in my family’s blood. 

Whenever my dad and I were apart, I would carry a desert rose with me everywhere I went so I could feel connected to him. Even when he was half-way around the world, I felt comforted.

Even today, I keep a small collection on display in my home as well as one perfectly round one used as a paperweight at my office. I can’t help but smile and think of my dad every time I look at one.

Evan and I are now running things at RB Drilling with my dad overseeing the most difficult jobs. Things are as they should be. Evan can handle things; it’s time for me to move on. I’m not sure who will be more crushed, my father or Evan.

It won’t be easy, but in order to make my dreams come true, I’ll need to take chances. Chances that could get me in serious trouble, even jail. I’ll need to elicit the help of people I wouldn’t necessarily know or associate with. 

I’m not a bad person; I’ve almost never broken a rule or a law. Well, maybe drinking underage, who hasn’t? Okay, if I really am being honest, maybe a broken curfew or two when fooling around with my high school boyfriend, but that’s it. 

It sounds worse than it is. It’s necessary and the only way to achieve my goals. The big question is, do I have the guts to pull this off?

Curious? Read on.
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Chapter 1 

Rowan
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‘Peace be upon you’ – ‘As-salamu alaykum’ ‘Upon you peace’-‘wa’alaykum salaam’

Three years ago...

“Jesus, Rowan! Slow down. We’re not in a race here,” he says in between thrusts. Will, my college boyfriend, has me pinned up against my wall. I’ve leveraged my weight against him and I’m dragging myself up and down along his hard penis. His hands are digging into my hips as he tries to slow down my pace. 

“Baby, this is so good. I want it to last,” he mutters as his mouth finds my hardened nipple through my thin t-shirt. His teeth graze it before giving it a little bite. 

I scream out as the sensation rips through me down to my core. “Will,” I pant out. “Don’t stop. Never stop,” I say as the first wave crashes through me.

Will’s hand squeezes me harder as he lifts me up before pulling me hard against him. “Rowan, you’re going to break my dick off if you keep squeezing it like that.” 

I chuckle in between gasps as my body begins to still from the first orgasm. Will’s a stallion in bed and I know he can last a long time. 
We’re far from done. Our eyes meet as he catches his breath. He holds me still as he contemplates his next move. 
He effortlessly moves us from the wall and walks us backwards toward my bedroom. He turns us around to face my bed before pulling out of me and throwing me down. 

Startled, I squeal as I land softly amongst my pillows. He grabs the bottom of my jeans and yanks them off me. We’d only bothered to undo our pants and shimmy them down far enough to access each other. 

He wants me naked. No complaints from me. I wriggle my ass in a feeble attempt to help him. His hand travels up my leg until it touches my thong. It was pushed aside for our wall session. I’m bare to Will as the material is bunched to one side. 

He smiles as his fingers sweep through my swollen flesh. I buck off the bed before he drags the silken material down my legs and throws them onto the floor.

I watch him as he takes his jeans off. He’s the starting quarterback, so his body is his livelihood and it shows. Every muscle perfectly defined. My eyes travel down over his flat stomach then travel further to one of the largest penises I’ve ever met and I’ve met a few. More importantly he knows how to use it and demonstrates that every day. We both have an insatiable appetite for sex and each other.

Neither of us is thinking that this relationship is forever. It isn’t about that, but in the meantime, we thoroughly enjoy each other’s bodies. 

“Rowan, you look distracted,” he says grabbing my ankles and dragging me closer. He pulls most of my body off the bed. He rests my feet on his shoulders. Only the top of my back, shoulders and head remain on the bed. 

He holds me as he drives into me. At this angle he reaches the very depth of me. The head of his penis pushes against the opening of my cervix. We’ve never done it like this before, but I can honestly say it’s my new favorite position.

“Oh god, oh god,” I scream. 

He clenches his face. He’s getting close. He lowers me back onto the bed and covers my body with his. He snakes his hand down to reach between our bodies and starts to rub my clit. I’m too sensitive and yet it feels so good and I never want him to stop.

I can’t hold back; I explode around him. He stills as he follows behind and finds his release. He bites my shoulder to stifle his groan. I close my eyes and bury my face against his shoulder as the waves of pleasure calm. He collapses on top of me exhausted. 

Now we’re done. I look at the clock. “Jesus, Will, we only have 45 minutes to clean up and make convocation.” I say jumping out of bed and running to the washroom. 

***
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Today...

I’m sitting at my desk staring out the window into our yard. Can this day drag on anymore? Our commercial property is a small to mid-size operation located just west of Midland. Our office, warehouse, trucks and equipment are located here. I watch as Evan is busying around looking like the boss while I’m quietly in the background getting things done. It’s a regular Tuesday afternoon here at Bobcat drilling which is why I’m bored.

Our employees like me. I wasn’t sure at first being the boss’s daughter. Turns out they took to me right away. I’m level-headed and easygoing where Evan has struggled gaining their trust and respect being the boss’s cocky son. Somehow though, we make it work. 

Dad’s cutting back now that he sees we can do this. I’m happy for him since he no longer has to make the drive from San Antonio to Midland. Evan and I moved back to Midland after completing our studies. Although I miss San Antonio, it made sense, it’s where our work is. 

I’m preoccupied today. I needed a distraction, a problem to solve, but sadly things here at Bobcat are running smoothly. My phone vibrates on my desk. Ah, could this be the message I’ve been waiting for? 

My fingers tremble as I open my phone. Yes, this is it. It’s a text from Will, my college boyfriend. He says he can meet up with me tonight. I let out the breath I’ve been holding since we last chatted several days ago. 

Will and I broke up after college, but we’ve remained friends. Will was drafted by the San Diego Chargers a few years back, but after he tore his ACL in his right knee he returned to Texas and started working for his dad’s tech company. 

Every few weeks we meet for drinks in a hotel bar where he tries to convince me to come home with him or begs me to go upstairs to a hotel room he’ll scramble to get. I always decline but not before the evening turns into a heavy make out session in his Lexus in the parking lot when we’re saying goodnight. I’m not proud. Every time we meet, I try hard to resist him, but my body remembers what his can do. I’m not interested in having a relationship with him, but I’m only human. 

I read his text. 

Will: Sexy... I have some info including a name. Meet me tonight at our usual place - 7:00?  

I smile. Thanks Will. 

Me: C u later.

Am I really going to do this? I haven’t even told Evan yet and we tell each other everything. No sense in worrying him until I meet Will and find out the details. Tomorrow however, I may have to break my brother’s heart as I take a step closer to fulfilling my dreams.
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Chapter 2

Rowan
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The bar is crowded. We’re usually happy sitting at the bar, but tonight we need to talk in private. I arrive first, so I find a table near the back and away from the crowd. 

I’m anxious. Nothing is going to happen tonight, other than Will providing the information I requested, so I can take it home and study it. He told me he has a name. A name of a guy who can help me with what I need. I won’t think about that right now. One step at a time, I remind myself.

I’m caught up in my thoughts, so I don’t see him walking in. I smell him. He’s always worn the same cologne and it drives me crazy, in a good way. My body reacts to just a whiff of him. 

I look up. He winks at me and slides in beside me. He kisses me on the lips although he doesn’t ask. I’m startled by his gesture and pull back just a bit. I shouldn’t be surprised and yet I am. It’s one thing to end up in his car half-naked after an evening of drinking and another thing to act like a couple out in the open.

“I’ll try not to be offended by that,” he says gesturing for the server to come by. 

“Don’t be,” I reply, taking a sip of my gin and tonic.

He makes casual conversation as he waits until he’s served his whisky. Once the young girl delivers his drink with a flirtatious smile, an extra wiggle in her gait and is safely out of earshot, he begins. 

“Rowan, none of this you heard from me. Are we clear?” He asks. His voice sterner than I’m sure he’d intended.

“Of course, Will.” My voice trailing off. I grasp the gravity of what I’ve involved him in.

“Good. Just checking. So, if you really want to do this. I know what we need to do.” He says looking around. “We need to get you important ID documents, such as foundational documents. You know what I’m saying?” 

It doesn’t go unnoticed that he used the pronoun, we. He’s already helped, he doesn’t need to stay involved. “We’ll see about that.” I take a long sip of my drink. The condensation of the glass wetting my hands. 

“You didn’t force me to do anything I didn’t want to do.” Will lowers his voice. He reaches over to comfort me. 

I flinch a little. I hope he doesn’t notice. I don’t want to hurt his feelings. I’m not interested in a relationship with anyone, especially my college boyfriend. “What’s the first step?” I ask re-directing his attention.

“Right. There’s this guy.” Will pauses and looks around. He’s worried someone might hear us.

I inch forward in my seat. I’m about to realize my dream; my hard work is about to pay off.

“This guy will deliver what you need. New identification and a passport. That’s step one. Then we apply for your work visa, step two. Once all of that is in order, I’ll make you a CV to send out to prospective companies overseas.” He beams. He’s pleased with himself and I’m grateful. 

When he puts it like that, he makes it sound easy. It’s not, but it’s fun to pretend, even if briefly. 

“When do I get in touch with ‘this guy’?” I ask. 

He shakes his head. “You don’t, I do.” He downs the drink and slams the glass on the table. He makes eye contact with the cute server and gestures another round. I don’t think I want another drink, but she’s already at the bar. 

“Will, I don’t want you any more involved in this than you already are.”

He reaches for my shoulder, his large hand rests gently on my arm. “Sorry Rowan, we have to do it my way. It’s my buddy that’s referred me. The guy’s expecting me and not you.”

I nod. It’s just so much to ask of him, of anyone. “Okay, let me come with you.” 

He closes his eyes. I know he wants to say no, but he knows me, I’m not easily deterred. 

“Okay, but I do all the talking,” he says just as the girl drops off our drinks. 

As she walks away, I notice a piece of paper that wasn’t on the table earlier. I pick it up and see a girl’s name and number printed on it. I chuckle. “I believe this is for you,” I say to him as I hand him the note.

He looks it over, folds it up and places it in his pocket. He catches me watching him. “What, you don’t mind, do you?” 

“Of course, not. If you tell me our next step, I’ll get out of your hair. Looks like you might have plans later,” I say motioning towards the server.

He laughs, “Maybe.” 

“So, tell me. When are we doing this?” 

“Soon. Not tomorrow, probably the night after that.”

“Great,” I say as I gather my purse and sunglasses. I reach for my wallet. Will starts to shake his head. I raise my hand in protest. “No, Will. I’m getting the drinks. It’s the very least I can do.”

He acquiesces. “Okay, thanks. Let me walk you out.” 

I drop $40.00 on the table. I watch for the server’s reaction as Will places his hand on my back as he walks me out. 

“Will, you’re giving the girl the wrong impression.” He ignores my comment and keeps it there. I’m grateful, my legs feel weak as we make our way to the exit and another step closer to my dream.


***
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It’s well after midnight, but I can’t sleep, not yet. I’m partially slumped over my laptop as I immerse myself in articles and blogs. The subject too fascinating to pull myself away from, Saudi Arabia. 

When I was a child, I begged my father to take me with him on his trips overseas. He explained little girls weren’t allowed to accompany their fathers to Saudi Arabia. Those words first made me sad, then they only fueled my desire to go there. 

Now, looking back I felt sorry for my dad upon his return home. Not giving him a moment to breathe, relax or get over his jet lag, I was there grilling him about every detail of his trip. 

I chuckle thinking back to our conversations. He’d say to me, “Now Desert Rose, I promise you, one day you’ll get there.” He said it to placate me. It wasn’t until I was older did I understand how insurmountable his words were. 

First off, Saudi is not a country you visit. All non-residents must apply for a visa to travel there for work, visit relatives or religious pilgrimage. Unless I want to work there as a teacher or nurse or convert to Islam to make the trek to Mecca, it wasn’t going to be easy. Secondly, although I’ve grown up in the oil industry, the fact I’m a woman automatically rules me out to work there. 

This brings me back to why I enlisted Will’s help. My dream was innocent enough, my execution was anything but. I need a fake identity to get me over to Saudi Arabia. You see, I want to work there, but I can’t because I’m a woman. It’s not my long-term goal to work there, but rather my short-term goal. 

I’ve been fascinated with the country for most of my life, of course I’d want to see it. I also want to witness first hand the technology being used by the main players, Baker Hughes, Haliburton, Schlumberger, and Weatherford. I want to see the remote operations centre used for Measurement-While-Drilling, MWD and directional drilling. This is what I’m most passionate about. I’m developing even better software to assist with real-time reporting and I need to see this first hand.

My head is overwhelmed with doubting thoughts. I’m about to pay someone I don’t know to create a new identity, a felony crime, if caught. Can I actually go through with this? We’re not talking about fake ID to get into a bar, but fake ID, passports, visas to enter a foreign country. I turn off my computer and crawl into bed. My lids feel heavy as I will myself to sleep.
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Chapter 3 

Rowan 
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“I can’t do this,” I blurt out to Will on the other end of line. 

“What?” He sounds half-asleep. I couldn’t wait for a decent time to tell him.

“Will. I’m sorry it’s early. I can’t go through with this. I appreciate all...” 

Will interrupts. “Rowan, did you have to tell me this now?” He asks. There’s a hint of frustration in his voice, being it’s early in the morning. 

I look over at my wall clock. It’s 4:30 in the morning. “Probably not. I just couldn’t wait any longer.” 

“Why? What made you change your mind?” Will asks, stifling a yawn.

“I don’t want fake ID. Can you get me out of this arrangement?” 

“Yes. No problem, Rowan. Can I go back to sleep now?” His voice trails off, like he’s falling back to sleep.

“Yes, bye.” I say hanging up the phone. 

My heart falls. I’m relieved I’m not about to commit a federal offense, but have I ended my chance to fulfill my dreams? I roll over and squeeze my eyes together and hope to sleep a little longer. 

***
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“Rowan, what the hell is up with you?” Evan asks slamming the door of my office.

I look up from my computer. “What?” I ask. I already know the answer. I’ve been in a foul mood all day. 

“The guys say you’ve been a bitch all day,” Evan replies. Don’t hold back dear brother. He’s right though, I have been a bitch.

“I know, I know. I can’t help it. That’s why I’m holed up in my office. The less interaction I have with the guys the less likely it’ll be for me to offend them.”

“Rowan, this isn’t like you. I’m the one that usually pisses them off. What’s going on?” He sits across from me.

My brother Evan is a good guy. A little egotistical but a solid man, just like our dad. He’s only two years older than I am, but he’s always been my fierce protector. I haven’t told him about my dream, nor my recent plan. I’m not sure how he’ll take it.

“I’m fine,” I say getting up from my desk. I stand by the window overlooking our yard. Our business is doing well. Why would I want to leave this to go overseas, but I do and now I can’t.

He’s standing beside me now. He bumps my shoulder. “You’re not fine.” 

“No, I’m not. If I tell you something do you promise not to freak out?” 

“As your big brother I will never promise that. Tell me anyway.” He reaches over and messes up my hair.

“Stop it. Okay, so I had a plan to go and work in Saudi for about six months. I know, I know. I never told you, but right now it doesn’t look like it’s going to work.” I can feel the tears starting.

He begins to laugh until he sees the expression on my face. “Rowan, honey, how were you going to make that happen? You know you can’t work there and what about the company, us?” 

“Evan, it was only supposed to be for six months. I had a plan until I chickened out this morning.” I catch myself from crying. 

“Rowan, what were you going to do?” He tenses.

“I don’t want to talk about it anymore,” I say moving back to my chair. “I’ll buy lunch for the staff to make up for my terrible mood. How about pizza?” I ask.

“You know they love you, but right now they’re afraid of you. You don’t have to buy them lunch,” he says. 

“Nope, I insist.” I say dialing our favorite pizza place. 

“Well, again it’s not necessary but they’ll love it. I’ll go tell them,” Evan says opening my door. “Oh, and Rowan, we’ll talk some more about this and I’m really sorry you’re sad. How about dinner tonight, just the two of us?” 

I nod. I love spending time with my brother. Evan’s recently started dating Candace, a girl from our high school days. She was one of the mean girls, but since her divorce she’s fallen off her pedestal and mellowed. I haven’t decided if I like her or not, so I’m happy to have dinner alone with my brother.

“You’re on. Mexican?” I ask, as if there is any other choice. He nods and closes the door. 

***
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It’s after 7:30 p.m. when we arrive at the restaurant. This place is known for their margaritas and enchiladas. I love Cadillac Margaritas, but I opt for a soda instead. Evan orders his usual whisky. 

It’s quiet tonight, which is good. It means we can carry on a conversation without yelling. On the weekends this place is packed. The high ceilings make it difficult to chat with the people at your own table. 

“So, what was this plan?” Evan starts in after we order our dinners.

“I needed to get documentation in order to work in Saudi,” I say. I hold my breath waiting for his reaction.

“As in a visa? You know you can’t work in our industry over there, right?” He pleads with me to comprehend his words.

“I know. That’s where it gets challenging.” I pause looking for the courage to continue. “I needed to invent a new persona.” 

“Rowan, what are you not telling me?” My brother is intelligent, but he’s missing the obvious as he doesn’t believe I would go to such lengths to make this work.

“A new persona, Evan. As in, a male identity.” 

He chokes at first before he bursts into a fit of laughter, He sees the look on my face that says I’m about to punch him and quiets down.

“Okay, sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to laugh.” 

“I know, ridiculous and highly illegal,” I say lowering my voice.

“Good god, fake ID as in passport, visas, everything?” He asks for clarification.

“Yeah, the whole works.” 

He shakes his head. This time he’s unable to speak. Finally, his little sister renders him speechless. 

“Wow, I had no idea,” he says choosing his words carefully. “So, if you’re no longer pursuing this and let me first say, I’m grateful, what’s next?”

“I don’t know,” I say not wanting to see the sadness in his eyes reflecting back at me. 

Our meals come and I’m not hungry. I break my food up and push the enchilada around on my plate. Evan hasn’t noticed I’ve barely eaten anything. He, on the other hand, is starving as he devours his whole plate and most of the chips and salsa.

“Evan.” A deep voice from behind startles me.

I turn towards the voice. I shiver as I take him in. He’s broad and tall. He’s dark-skinned with dark hair slightly peppered with grey. The stranger’s eyes darken as he returns the stare. 

“Cade,” Evan says getting up from the table. 

The two shake hands. Evan is tall, but he’s dwarfed by the height of Cade. 

“Cade Murphy, this is my little sister, Rowan,” Evan says introducing us. 

I subtly roll my eyes. I’ve always hated it when he’s introduced me as his little sister. I assure you, this time is no different. 

“Sister, thank god. She’s far too beautiful to be your date.” His deep voice vibrates through me. 

He reaches out his hand to take mine. We shake. He doesn’t let go, holding on for what would seem like a socially awkward length of time and yet it doesn’t feel that way and I’m fine with that.

“Hi Cade.” I squeak out as we continue to shake. God, even his name is sexier than hell. 

“All right, let go of my sister,” Evan says half joking. He pulls out a chair for Cade and asks him to join us.

Cade ignores the chair offered by my brother and sits in the chair beside me. His move doesn’t go unnoticed. I chuckle under my breath as I watch Evan’s nostrils flare and his jaw ticks. The whole time Cade never takes his eyes off me.

“What the hell has brought you to Midland?” Evan asks Cade.

He shifts in his chair. “I just finished a job and now I’m waiting on the next one. Are you still working for your dad?” Cade asks Evan while his eyes are still trained on me.

I watch the stranger as he answers. He exudes confidence, but there’s something else I just can’t put my finger on it.

“Yes, both of us are,” Evan says motioning towards me.

“Rowan, what do you do at the company?” He doesn’t assume I’m just the secretary. I like that, I think I might like him.

Before I get a chance to answer, the server returns and takes Cade’s drink and food order. When she leaves, he stares at me waiting for my response. 

“I help Evan oversee our service operations. Although it’s not my main responsibility, I can fill in and do some of the directional drilling.” 

I can see it in his facial expression. He’s impressed. I don’t know why I care, but I do. 

“Impressive. I assume you’re doing rotary steerable versus conventional?” I’m not offended by the question. Where possible, most companies have gone to rotary steerable so that the driller can use software to change the course of direction instead of standing on the rig floor steering it manually. That work is far more dangerous so I’m more in my element doing the rotary work. 

“Yes, and you?” I ask.

He clears his throat. “I’m a senior directional driller. Just finished a job with Campbell’s Drilling and now I’m getting ready for my next gig. Did you always want to work in the business?” He asks me another question, like we’re the only two at the table and he’s forgotten his friend is sitting across from him. His stare is intense, his interest piqued. I appreciate his interest in me. It hasn’t gone unnoticed though, that he changed the subject. Is he hiding something? 

“Since I was a little girl. I studied petroleum engineering and computer science. I want to combine my studies and design better drilling software.” I love talking about this, especially with a handsome man that’s impressed and not threatened with my abilities in a predominantly male world. 

“Impressed again,” he says as the waitress drops off his scotch, a bottle of wine and three glasses. 

I watch him reach for his scotch and take a long drink. His large hand wraps easily around the tumbler. My mind wanders to inappropriate thoughts. 

“Please join me,” he says as the server uncorks the wine. “I wasn’t being presumptuous ordering the bottle, I love this wine and they don’t sell it by the glass.” 

I like a man who unapologetically enjoys things even when it seems wasteful. The server pours his and then awaits the signal before pouring mine and Evan’s glass. We both nod.

Before we take a sip of the wine, Cade holds up his glass for a toast. “To seeing old friends and meeting new ones,” his last word lingers. I shiver as I move my glass forward to tap his. I don’t know why, but something tells me this night could alter my life.

We sit and watch Cade eat his steak fajitas as he shares stories of his last job. Evan and I can relate. We’ve had similar experiences running the company. I look up and see that’s almost 10:00 p.m. Evan asks for the bill and insists on picking up Cade’s tab. We’ll expense it, he tells him. 

Evan excuses himself and wanders off to the washroom. I watch him walk down past the bar. I’m intrigued with Evan’s friend. I’ll grill him later for more details. 

“Rowan, do you have to leave with Evan?” Cade asks me. Hmmm, now that’s direct.

“Well, we did come together,” I reply. I’m acting coy, I know where this is going.

“I can get you home safely,” he adds. His hand reaches out to cover my hand. 

“Something tells me safe won’t be a part of the equation.” My heart is beating. I like the feel of his touch. 

He smiles but doesn’t respond right away. “Stay and have a drink with me. If you won’t let me take you home, I’ll grab you a cab or an uber.”

I don’t get a chance to respond as Evan returns. He drops his business card on the table for Cade and picks up one of Cade’s. He looks in my direction, “Ready?” 

I’m torn. 

“Evan, let me spend time with your beautiful sister? I promise to get her home safely. It’s enjoyable spending time with such a beautiful and intelligent woman.” 

Evan looks at him and then me. “I think she should come with me,” he replies still looking at me.

“Rowan, please stay?” Cade asks.

I didn’t want to stay out late tonight, but that was before meeting Cade. “Evan, I’ll be fine. I’d like to stay.”

Evan sighs. He hates not getting his way, especially when it comes to his little sister. “Are you sure?” He asks. 

I nod. “Evan, I’m almost 30, I’m sure.” 

Cade’s innocent smile widens then turns to dangerous with my answer. “Great.” 

Evan and Cade shake hands and promise to stay in touch. He asks me to walk him out to the parking lot. I excuse myself and follow Evan to his car. 

As we walk out the door and turn back. I catch Cade is watching me. I allow my hips to sway a little more. I’m wearing my favorite jeans that hug my curves. The look on his face says he appreciates the effort. 

Evan and I walk in silence to his car. “Rowan. Are you sure you want to stay? He’s a good guy, but he’s a player. I don’t know all the facts, but he has a reputation. There’s a story there.” His eyes plead with me to be careful. 

I knew it! I saw something in the way Cade described his last job. 

“Good god, Evan. I can handle myself. You know I’m not exactly innocent or naïve.”

“Exactly what I don’t need to hear,” he says kissing the top of my forehead. “I’m not happy about this, but if you swear you’re good, I’d like to head to Candace’s.” 

“A booty call?” I ask.

“I wouldn’t call it that since we’re seeing each other and besides she has this little trick to help me fall asleep...” 

I put my hand up. “Nope. Don’t want to know. Good night dearest brother,” I say. I watch him slide into his car.

“Tell Cade I’ll dismember him if you’re not at work tomorrow,” he shouts as he pulls out of his parking stall and drives away. 

I walk back into the restaurant and notice our table is empty. Where is he? I scan the restaurant and see him leaning against the bar waiting for me. 

“You didn’t like our table?” I ask.

“The table’s great. Let’s get out of here.” 

I know we’ve been flirting a little and although I’m pretty sure he could persuade me to leave with him, I’m not quite ready. “What were you thinking?” I’m curious to know how he’ll answer.

“You know what I’m thinking, but I’m not suggesting that. Not yet anyway. There’s a bar down the block that I’d like to take you to,” he says pulling me towards the door. 

My head says no, but my body pulsates with a resounding yes. “Lead on,” I say walking out the door.
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Chapter 4

Rowan
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It’s late, almost midnight. We’re standing on the front step of my little rancher. I’m about to say good-night to Cade and I haven’t really scratched the surface of who he is. When I agreed to a drink I imagined I would have gotten to know him a little, but I didn’t. His pick for a nightcap was a bust. 

We’d ended up at a popular watering hole down the road from the restaurant. I should have guessed we’d end up there, it’s legendary in the industry. Deals are struck at the bar day and night. 

It was loud and busy. Every TV re-ran the earlier broadcast of the inter-league game between the Astros and Rangers. The game had been over for hours, yet everyone in the bar had booed and cheered like they had no idea that the Rangers had cleaned the Astros’ clock. I was glad to get out of there.

“I’m sorry,” he begins reaching out to touch my cheek. “I wanted to go somewhere to talk. I mean, really get to know you. You’re special.” 

“Why, thank you. Well, if you don’t mind me saying, your choice of bars sucked,” I say. What am I? 17 years of age? 

He nods. “Well, yes. I would have to agree with that.” 

I don’t know what possesses me, I blurt out, “It’s quiet in here,” I say gesturing at my front door. Okay, I know why I said that, he’s sexy as sin. 

He doesn’t hesitate to respond. His eyes darken. “After you.”  

I fumble to unlock the front door to let us in. We’ve casually flirted most of the night. I understand that what I’m doing ups the game. I swing the door open and walk in. I drop my keys on my foyer table. The only light on in the house is the trendy table lamp set on a timer.

The lamp shakes as I bump into the glass top table. I’m about to make an excuse for my clumsiness before I realize Cade has pushed me up against the table. My breath hitches as he stands behind me. His obvious arousal digs into the small of my back. Now, I’m impressed.

He sweeps my long hair to one side and sucks on my neck. He must feel my legs buckle as he reaches around to steady me. His large hand spreads evenly across my stomach. I angle my head wanting to find his mouth. He won’t let me as he holds me in this position. His mouth leaves a burning trail on my skin as he works his way to my ear. 

What was that sound? Oh my god, that was me, as another small moan escapes me. He chuckles before releasing me, leaving me wanting more. 

“What do you have to drink?” He walks past me into my kitchen. 

My house is small, it’s just me and my cat, Cosmo, a friendly, yet sometimes cranky cat when he doesn’t get his way. Cosmo runs down the hall meowing. He’s a Siamese and very talkative. 

Cosmo stops when he sees I’m not alone. He sizes up Cade before walking towards him and rubbing along his pants. That’s the first time I’ve noticed his shoes. They look Italian, expensive. Another tick in the check box of my imaginary list of the perfect man.

He takes his time looking around. I haven’t made his drink yet. I like watching him. I can tell he likes the mix of styles I’ve managed to blend in my home. I’ve spent a lot of time fixing up the older home. Each design element meticulously chosen and where I could afford it, the very best materials used.

“That drink?” He asks again smiling. 

“Coming up,” I say, hoping I have something strong he’ll like. I walk to my bar and sift through the bottles.

He approaches while I reach for something in the back. He startles me in a good way. He grabs the bottle and places it on the bar. I begin to unscrew the cap, but he moves it out of the way.

“What about your drink?” I ask.

He reaches for me. “I’m not thirsty anymore,” he says.

“You’re not?” I ask as I feel his arms engulf me.

He shakes his head. “Not anymore,” he says as he lifts me on top of the bar.

I squeal with delight as he moves in between my legs. “Cade,” I whisper as his nose trails a path along my cheek.

My body reacts easily to him. Too easily. When was the last time I had sex? I’ve fooled around with Will a few times in recent weeks, but other than that, I guess I’ve been in a bit of a dry spell. It’s not just that though, my body craves this man.

I don’t have another chance to think before his mouth is on me. Possessive and wanting. This time it’s Cade who growls as our tongues tangle together. I need more. I inch closer to the edge of the bar needing to feel his erection pressing against me. He holds me there for a few minutes before standing back and reaching for my jean’s zipper. 

Other than the sound of our breathing, the house is quiet as I hear the zipper lower. I lift up to allow him easy access to pull my jeans off. My pants are tight, he yanks on the material taking my underwear with my jeans. 

His eyes bulge as he takes in my half naked body. His hands pull my legs apart leaving me bare. The Texas night air barely cools the heated space between my legs. 

“My god, you’re so wet,” he says without even touching me. His eyes are intense.

I watch in slow motion as his hand moves down between my legs. I swear I moan before he’s even made contact with me. He sweeps a finger through my flesh. 

“Jesus” is all he can mutter. 

I buck off the bar, but his other hand stills me. His finger targets in on my over-sensitive clit before exploring further. I want his finger back there, I try to position myself where I need to be, but he knows what I’m doing and is teasing me. 

“Cade, I need more,” I say between heavy breaths.

“Shh,” he says concentrating on the task at hand.

I still. Mesmerized by his focus on my body. An orgasm builds as he thrusts two fingers deep inside me. I hold onto his shoulder as the sensation begins to ripple through me. I try to stifle a moan, but it escapes.

“Let it go, Rowan,” Cade says as his fingers continue to thrust inside of me while his thumb strums my clit.

I scream out, “It’s too much. I can’t take it,” I say panting.

“Yes, you can, and you will.” His fingers speed up.

I cling to him tighter as I tumble over the precipice and scream loudly.

As I begin to calm my breathing, I remember I’m sitting half naked on top of my bar in front of a stranger. I cross my legs as he steps back. 

“Don’t play shy now, Rowan.” His eyes darken as he continues to stare at me. 

I relax a little as I watch him reach for his zipper. I stare as he slowly unzips his pants and steps out of them. He’s not wearing underwear. His erect penis comes to life, freed by the denim. It rests against his flat abs. I can’t look away. He’s bigger than Will, which seems unbelievable.

“Rowan, where’s your bedroom? I can’t take you like this, on top of the bar, at least not the first time.” He smirks before his stare darkens with lust.

I try to hide my smile. First time? That implies there’ll be more than one time. I like it.

I gesture down the hall. His swift movement catches me off guard as he scoops me up and rushes in the direction of my bedroom. Cosmo sits on my leather ottoman grooming. As we rush by, he stops and looks up before returning to his task.

Cade kicks the door open with his foot. We stumble into my bedroom. He throws me onto my bed. Although I’d enjoyed the view when he’d stripped down in the other room, this was my first opportunity to gawk. 

His body is a work of art. Every muscle perfectly defined by a combination of manual labor and workouts. My eyes scanned down for another view of his penis. He’s hard, very hard. It’s at this point that I realize I probably can’t take all of him. 

“Good god.” The only words I can mutter. 

I look up to meet his eyes. He’s smiling. “Like what you see, Beautiful?” He prowls towards me in all his glorious nakedness.

He covers my body with his enormous frame. He sees the apprehension in my eyes. “What’s wrong?” He asks, the smile fading from his face.

I reach for his penis. My hand rubs up and down his shaft. “This is not going to fit,” I say, half joking, half serious.

“Oh, that. It will, trust me,” he replies. His eyes staring back at me. “As a perfect gentleman it’s my duty to ensure you can handle me.” 

He flips me onto my stomach and spreads my legs. I squeal with the sudden movement. He gently places a pillow under my stomach and pulls my ass up in the air. His hand gently rubs my cheeks. His fingers come close to dipping in between. 

I moan with anticipation and wiggle my ass. I’m not sure this will fully prepare me for his size but I’m willing to give it a try. I spread my legs wider giving him a not so subtle hint where I’d like his fingers to explore.

I hear a crack and feel a sting as he spanks me. “Patience,” he says, chastising my eagerness. 

What the f... I’ve never been spanked before. I start to pull away, but he holds me tight. 

“It’s okay. The pain will subside and soon turn to pleasure,” he whispers as he kisses the nape of my neck.

His hand rubs my ass directly on the area stinging. The pain begins to subside, and I feel wetness pooling between my legs. Did I like being spanked?

I brace myself for another spank, it doesn’t come. His fingers continue to sweep dangerously close to dipping between my legs. I hold myself perfectly still and try to wait patiently.

Moments later he gives me what I want, what I need. His fingers sweep over my flesh. He teases me with his skilled fingers. I lift my ass up higher urging more. He doesn’t disappoint. He thrusts two fingers deep inside of me while his thumb rubs gentle circles around my clit.

I pant. I’m close again. 

“Come for me,” he whispers as he bites my ass. 

The heady combination of his demand and his skilled fingers pulls out another orgasm. I scream, burying my face into my pillow. 

He inches closer. His penis rubs up between my cheeks. “Now you’re ready.”

He pulls me up and switches our positions. “It’s easier like this. You’re in control.” 

He falls back and positions me on top of him. I rest my hands on his chest. He lifts me up and aligns our bodies. “Go slow until your body adjusts to my size.”

I’d find his statement egotistical if I didn’t agree with him. The head of his penis brushes against
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