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            Boss' Secret Baby (Book One)

          

          A Billionaire’s Second Chance Romance

        

      

    

    
      
        
        He was supposed to be one of us. That’s who I fell in love with, not the greedy bastard he became. How was I to know he was destined to be a part of my family…in more ways than one?

        Javier Child was everything I’d ever wanted in a man: kind, sexy, and down to earth. No one would ever have known he was the boss’s son if he didn’t tell us.

        Ever since that tryst at the Christmas party, I’d been wondering what it would be like to go all the way with him.

        Whoever said be careful what you wish for knew exactly what they were talking about.
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        Aura

      

      

      

      “Is this a fucking joke?”

      I tensed at Steph’s tone and turned to look at what she saw, her eyes poring over a memo on the break room bulletin board.

      “What is it?” I asked lightly. “They’re bringing meatloaf back?”

      “No!” She snapped, giving me a contemptuous look. “It’s our health insurance, Aura.”

      With a flip of a hand as if talking to me was a waste of her breath, she stormed out, leaving me staring after her. I’m not sure why she still caused a knot of tension in my stomach. After all, I’d been working with the miserable cow for two years. Her free use of expletives and surly attitude were hardly shocking but there was something about her…

      She reminded me of my mother.

      I steadied my breathing and turned to look at what she was reading and sighed heavily. For once, I agreed with Steph. It was bullshit.

      The memo, written by someone in upper management who had probably spent all of two minutes dictating it to his secretary and probably even less time giving any thought to its repercussions.

      Fellow employees of Child Motors, it began. Commencing February 1st, the company will discontinue the practice of covering 80 percent of employee Apex Insurance premiums. Also, all medical, prescription, and dental benefits in the basic comprehensive insurance bundle will now be subject to a 50 percent copay, and mental health or physiotherapy services, including massage benefits, are no longer covered at this time.

      The above-listed benefits are still available at the Apex Gold premier insurance level. Please speak to your resident payroll administrator for the current rates of that premium plan.

      Also, please note that employee life insurance benefits have been cancelled across the board due to company budget cuts.

      Thank you for your cooperation in this matter.

      

      Management

      I stared and reread the memo for so long that my eyes got blurry.

      This country is going to hell in a handbasket, I thought bitterly. They just gouge us piece by piece until we’re all right back to just scraping by.

      The insurance benefits were the reason I’d opted to work at the luxury car company in the first place. It certainly wasn’t the twelve bucks an hour I was getting. My paycheck barely covered my most basic expenses.

      Lucky for me, I was used to pinching my pennies. I hadn’t had much of a choice during my childhood. My mom’s gambling addiction had left me and my little brother Alex without food so many times, I had learned to squirrel money away for those days when she took off to Vegas on gambling binges.

      “You’ve been standing there a long time.”

      The statement caused me to spin, partially because I was embarrassed at being caught doing nothing but mostly because I recognized the voice at my back even before his steely blue eyes locked with my green ones.

      “I was just reading the memo,” I sighed, reaching for the now-cold coffee I’d left on the counter by the coffee maker.

      Javier shook his dark blonde head in disbelief.

      “He’s such a prick,” he growled, shoving a pile of files onto the round table at the center of the room before snatching the memo off the board, crumpling it in his hands and shooting it into the wastebasket.

      I was mildly impressed that he made the shot. I hadn’t realized that Javvy played ball. Not that he didn’t have the body for it; he was at least six foot three and muscled in precisely the right spots.

      Even as I thought it, I found my eyes moving over his sculpted arms, a flash of heat burning through my body. The Christmas party hadn’t been that long ago. I wonder if he still remembered our little tryst in the coatroom at the Carrington Arms. I’ve thought about it more than I should.

      “You know, someone might have wanted to read that,” I commented dryly, nodding toward the discarded paper, but I deliberately turned my dark mane of hair away, so he wouldn’t read the blush on my face.

      “It’s overkill. Sadistic,” Javvy snickered. “They already sent out an e-mail to everyone. Putting it up here is just adding insult to injury.”

      I admitted I was a bit touched by his annoyance. He had nothing to worry about. These changes weren’t going to affect him in any way.

      I shrugged and dumped the old coffee I had made into the sink, reaching for another mug in the rack.

      “You want one?” I asked, and he nodded, exhaling in a huff of anger which I knew had nothing to do with me.

      “Black, right?”

      Javvy blinked and nodded, his head cocking to the side slightly.

      “You remembered?”

      My cheeks, which were finally returning to their normal color, flushed crimson again.

      “It’s not that hard to remember,” I quipped even though I felt like kicking myself.

      Could you show him that you have a ridiculous girl crush on him any more than you already have?

      I got the sense that signal flares were springing from my eyes every time I looked at him, but I didn’t know how to stop myself from oozing with adoration for him.

      It wasn’t just that he was gorgeous. I mean, he was—but that wasn’t the point. Javier hated the CEO of Child Motors probably more than everyone else in the company, and that was hot in itself.

      Mostly because Javier was a Child. His father owned the luxury car company in which we worked but you wouldn’t know it, partially because George Child treated his only son worse than most of us, but also because Javvy was simply likeable. No one would ever suspect that he was brought up in private jets and yachts, fed caviar, and treated to spring breaks in Belize.

      But maybe he didn’t live like that? It was hard to know considering that his job was barely a step above mine. There was a rumor that he had started working in the mailroom the year he turned sixteen, and at twenty-six, he was just middle management, still clawing his way up the ranks.

      I handed him the coffee in a mug which read this might be vodka, and he grinned at me, a sheepish look on his face.

      “You must think I’m a real tool,” he sighed. “Bitching about stuff like this.”

      My dark eyebrows shot up, and I shook my head in denial.

      “I don’t think you’re a tool at all!” I blubbered, again hating myself for spewing my words out all in one gush.

      “You may not believe this, but I get paid the same way everyone else around here does. This insurance thing affects me too.”

      I had not known that.

      The information made him all the more intriguing, but before I could open my mouth to press him on the way his family business operated, a sharp tone caused me to turn toward the door.

      “Must be nice to flirt all day while the rest of us pick up your slack, Aura.”

      “Coming, Steph,” I mumbled, realizing that she did have a point. My “break” had lasted a lot longer than ten minutes.

      Steph grunted and stomped off, leaving me to glance apologetically at Javvy.

      “Duty calls,” I chuckled even though my heart was pounding.

      “Yeah, don’t worry,” he replied. “Kevin will be down here barking at me in a minute, too. Thanks for the coffee.”

      He raised it in silent toast toward me, and I nodded, shifting my eyes shyly downward.

      “See you later.”

      I hated the way I said that, my tone almost petulant. I didn’t want to leave but I couldn’t very well stay and hang out with Javier Child all day long. If they were making cuts, I wasn’t high enough on the food chain to be playing games. And God knew, I needed that job. My writing career hadn’t panned out the way I’d hoped.

      It also helps if you actually write the novel you want to be published, I reminded myself, thinking about the half-written manuscript buried in my closet.

      “Hey, Aura…”

      I paused in the doorway and studied his handsome face.

      “Hm?”

      “Listen, I—” He stopped speaking as if trying to collect his thoughts before he uttered another word. I stared at him curiously. I couldn’t imagine what would tie Javvy’s tongue. Even as I thought it, a rush of heat warmed my crotch as the memory of his very skilled tongue flooded my mind in an instant.

      “I just wanted to say that what happened at the Christmas party…” he trailed off again, and I turned so red, I was sure the expression frozen on my face resembled Grimace from McDonald’s.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I breathed, wishing he had not ruined a perfectly good moment between us. Why was he bringing that up now?

      “No!” he choked, his own cheeks staining. “I mean to say that what happened between us at the Christmas party was amazing. I know we never really talked about it after it happened, but I’ve thought about you. A lot.”

      That, I had not been expecting. It had never really occurred to me that the drunken escapade of heavy petting and intoxicated kisses had meant anything to him.

      It wasn’t that I considered Javvy a playboy. I didn’t really know him enough to have an opinion on his personal life. How much could I glean about a guy who I only passed in the hall day to day or bumped into at break or lunch?  Still, he didn’t strike me as the type to spread his seed with any woman dazzled by his last name.

      Even so, I didn’t think there was anything more appealing about me than say, oh, a thousand other women I could think of off the top of my head. I wasn’t being self-deprecating; it was a fact.

      I was by no means a raving beauty although I did have my charms: a brilliant white smile and intense green eyes that shone like cut beryl.

      Against my almost black waves and naturally olive tone, I could be very alluring in the right light. But we lived in California, and the competition was fierce.

      “I have completely humiliated myself, haven’t I?” he muttered, turning away. “I didn’t mean to put you on the spot. I just—”

      “No!” I gasped, snapping back into the strange reality in which I found myself. “No, I…I’m glad you said something. I…I’ve thought about you too.”

      The words tried to stick in my throat, but I managed to force them out as I smiled nervously.

      “Honestly, I wanted to ask you out afterward, in the New Year, but…” he cleared his throat and looked up at me, his steely eyes boring into mine. “Let me just be honest. My dad has been making my life miserable since I broke off my relationship with the daughter of some oil tycoon he was in cahoots with. She didn’t take it well either and suddenly, I was being double-teamed by two of the biggest psychopaths on the planet.”

      The confession was certainly stunning, more so because it was the most he’d ever disclosed to me at once that the nature of the topic.

      “I… I’m sorry to hear that,” I managed to say, and he grunted, shaking his head.

      “Okay, I’m not very good at this,” he sighed. “I didn’t mean to regale you with the minutia of my personal turmoil. I am actually trying to ask you out.”

      My mouth gaped open, and I was nodding even before I realized I was doing it.

      “Yeah.” I replied, happiness tickling me as it crept up and down my spine. “Yeah, I’d like that. Let me give you my number.”

      I extended my hand for his cell, but Javier hung his head guiltily downward.

      “I already took it from your personnel file.”

      I knew I should have been somewhat annoyed, but I was completely flattered by the gesture. I wondered how long he’d been holding onto it.

      “Are you completely turned off now?”

      He sounded like he expected my answer to be a resounding “HELL YES,” but how could I be? For almost two months, I had been secretly pining for the boss’s son, and here he was, handing himself to me on a silver platter.

      “Nope,” I answered. “Make sure you use it.”

      He looked back up, his charismatic smile illuminating his features.

      “You free tonight?”

      “Not anymore.”

      Our eyes locked and a familiar sexual thrill slithered through me. Javier was finally going to finish what he started.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Javvy

        

      

    

    
      “Where have you been?”

      The question was fired out at me like a spray of buckshot. Dad’s words shouldn’t have stopped me cold in my tracks. After all, he always sounded indignant, furious, and condescending.

      Yet, like the trained poodle he designed me to be, I stopped and turned to face him through the study doors which were conspicuously open.

      Since when was the iron door ever ajar, let alone open? I couldn’t remember a time in my life that I had ever seen the double doors leading into my father’s private man cave open. Certainly not both of them as if he was airing out the smell of a dead body. I wouldn’t put it past him, and I didn’t have a good feeling.

      “Work. You should try it some time,” I shot back, and his blue-grey eyes hardened into sheets of ice, which was difficult for them to do, considering they were always the coldest orbs I’d ever known.

      “Get. In. Here.”

      Uh oh. He was annunciating his syllables. More foreshadowing of bad to come.

      “What is it, Dad?” I grunted, stalking toward him, already trying to keep my temper in check. I’d been stuck catching up on inventory, a job which belonged to Kevin, my supervisor. Unfortunately for me, Kevin was a favorite of my dad’s and enjoyed sticking the screws to me. He seemed to think that good things were coming for him if he tortured me. Hence the endless pile of work which was not mine.

      I’d been tempted to do it half-assed or worse, to set Kevin up for stealing parts. If inventory was missing, Kevin was technically responsible, but something told me that it would be me taking the blame anyway. It was hardly worth entertaining.

      “Sit down.”

      “Dad, I have a date tonight. Whatever it is, can it wait?”

      Obviously, it couldn’t, but I couldn’t resist sticking my date in his face.

      George snorted and sat back against the high leather back of his chair.

      “You’ve got some nerve after what you did to Emily.”

      “Oh my God! If this is about Emily—”

      “Shut up and listen,” George snarled. “Something happened, and I need your help.”

      Again, I was taken aback by his word choice.

      Is he drunk?

      I leaned forward slightly to peer into his face, but I don’t know who I was kidding; even if he was completely off his face, I’d never know it. He was far too seasoned a functional alcoholic for me to tell.

      The president and CEO of one of the most valuable car brands in the world is a lush. I wonder how many DUIs he’s had stricken from his record.

      “Alvin got arrested for insider trading and embezzlement.”

      A laugh escaped my lips. I hadn’t meant to snicker, but I thought he was making a tasteless joke. After all, Alvin Selmy was the VP of operations at Child Motors and Dad’s righthand man. I pictured Al in his too-tight, trademark English-cut suit, face pinched in British distain. He was impossibly proper. Even in my mind’s eye, I was describing him with an accent.

      He’s Lane Pryce from Mad Men for Christ’s sake. There’s no way…

      Yet as I stared at my father, I saw that he was not kidding, not in the least. I reminded myself quickly what happened to Lane Pryce and reconsidered my original assessment.

      Dad’s not drunk; he’s livid.

      “Oh shit, Dad…”

      “‘Oh shit’ is right, Javier. They took him to Folsom this afternoon.”

      My eyes bugged, and I sat forward further.

      “Already? He’s been convicted?”

      My father nodded, reaching across the lacquered desk for a pack of cigarettes. I had no idea he’d started smoking again, but if there was ever a time…

      “Jesus, Dad! How did you manage to keep this out of the press for months? It’s been months, hasn’t it? This is huge news!”

      “In due time, Javier, if you play your cards right, I will give you all the secrets along with the keys to the kingdom,” he replied, inhaling a Marlborough deeply before exhaling the smoke from between his lips.

      “What are you going to do?”

      George took another deep inhale and shook his thinning blonde hair. I was reminded of a time when he was considered a handsome man, but it was difficult to remember why people thought that.

      And everyone says I look just like him. What does that say for my future?

      Aside from my exotic name, I inherited no traits from my mother, a Salvadorian immigrant left penniless by my father after their divorce ten years ago.

      The conflict between my mom and I was clear: she had wanted me to live with her in San Fernando Valley but George had other ideas, ones that did not include me staying connected with Mom.

      “The kingdom could be yours,” my dad would whisper in my ear. “You just have to earn it. But if you go to your mother, you will lose it all, I swear.”

      I believed him then. I was sixteen. What the hell did I know? I hadn’t studied history enough to know that every narcissist needs an audience. He would have withered and died if he didn’t have me “learning” from his wisdom.

      It had been Dad’s idea to start me at the bottom, pulling me out of school to work at Child Motors. In the back of my mind, I’d always wondered if he’d change his mind someday and decide to boot me out anyway. What would I do then?

      I knew I could probably start over, get a GED or something equally as humiliating, but I would probably run home to my mom with my tail between my legs, telling her that she was right all along.

      It hadn’t happened nor had George ever suggested it, but my doubts about him lingered, overshadowing my every move. I knew my father. He was a sadist by nature.

      Suddenly, I realized why he had called me into the office.

      He was going to promote me to vice president.

      A mixture of nervousness and excitement filled my gut as I contemplated what that would mean. Selmy lived part-time in the UK and part-time here, but that didn’t mean I’d have to, did it?

      Instantly, I thought of Aura and my heart sank. It had taken me two months to build up the nerve to ask her out.

      She’s going to think I’m jerking her around if I tell her I’m leaving for London. …unless she comes with me…

      That was something to consider. Would she be weirded out if I asked her or would she think it was romantic? It was hard to tell. Aura was a little mysterious, unlike any woman I’d ever met.

      What I had told her that day in the breakroom was true: George had been on a warpath about Emily, and the girl herself was a maniac. She was showing up everywhere I went and hanging around the house at night. It didn’t take me long to figure out that she was working with George to rekindle our relationship.

      Emily’s idea of romance was boiled bunny, I suppose.

      I knew that begging or threatening my father would not work. Instead, I got him drunk one night and told him “in confidence” that I was scared of Emily and going to the police for a restraining order. Of course, he had no way of knowing that I was onto his role in the scheme.

      George told me to sleep on it, and as I had foreseen, Emily disappeared. I waited three weeks to be sure before telling my dad I knew what he’d done and thanking him for ridding me of the problem. He was madder than hell, but Emily had already moved onto her next victim.

      Aura is completely the opposite. After our little date in the cloakroom, she didn’t go all crazy. She’s too self-confident, too classy for shit like that. I’d love to take her with me to Europe.

      “Are you listening to a Goddamned word I’m saying?”

      “Of course, Dad.”

      “So, I’m promoting you,” he continued, and I felt a burst in my chest. I couldn’t be sure if it was good or bad, but it was there, and I felt it.

      “I e-mailed Jake and told him that you’re taking over as of Monday.”

      “Jake who?” My mind went blank as I tried to remember someone in England named Jake.

      George eyed me with annoyance.

      “Jake Lucette. You really haven’t been listening at all, have you?”

      “I have!” I protested, completely lost. “I just missed the part about Jake.”

      “Jake Lucette is the head of operations in your building. I’m making Jake the new VP. You’re taking over his job. Christ, don’t make me regret my decision already, Javier.”

      “What?” I choked. “You’re giving the job to Jake Lucette? That man is a boot-licking prick!”

      George’s mouth curled into a cruel smile, and he shook his head.

      “You thought I would simply hand over a position like that to you? You can’t even pay attention when I’m speaking. Try not to fuck this up, Javvy.”

      “Dad!” I grunted. “Jake has only been with the company four years. What the hell does he know about running…”

      I stopped myself, realizing that George was probably enjoying every second of my anger.

      Every move he makes is calculated, controlled. He loves watching you jump and grow hot under the collar, but I’m not falling into the same trap this time. Screw you, Dad. I have a beautiful woman waiting for my call.

      Remembering that I didn’t have to leave Aura behind was suddenly the silver lining I almost missed, and a genuine smile broke over my face, apparently baffling my father.

      “Is something funny?” he asked casually, but I could see him wracking his brain as to what I might have to grin about.

      “I told you,” I replied, spinning to leave him alone with his wicked tendencies. “I have a date.”

      I slammed the double doors closed in my wake and stalked toward the back stairs leading to my suite in the east wing. I wouldn’t let the conversation I’d had with George put a damper on my mood. I’d spent two long months fantasizing about Aura Cameron’s full mouth, remembering the way she’d tasted. Her kisses tasted like apple martinis and her hands curved around every aspect of my body as if she knew me better than I knew myself.

      My pants were suddenly very snug around the crotch, and I pulled my cell from my back pocket, scrolling as I made my way upstairs.

      “Hello?” She sounded breathless as if she’d run for the phone.

      “Hey. It’s me.” I don’t know why I expected her to know who “me” was, but she did. Instantly.

      “Hi,” she purred, unmistakably happy to hear from me.

      “You still good for tonight?”

      “I’m good. You good?”

      “Never better. I’m just having a shower and changing. Can you text me your address?”

      “You didn’t steal that from my file, too?” she teased, and I turned red. I hadn’t but I knew I’d crossed a line by filching her phone number.

      “I swear, I didn’t. If you’re uncomfortable—”

      “What time will you be here to pick me up?”

      I relaxed, knowing that she got off on taunting me, and that was fine. I was happy to get Aura off any which way she wanted.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Aura

        

      

    

    
      I had no idea why I was so nervous. After all, I’d already stuck my tongue down this guy’s throat, and we’d seen one another a bunch of times since then.

      But in the shadowy light of the passing streetlamps, I found myself peering at him through my peripheral vision as if I was seeing him for the first time.

      Goddamn, he’s handsome. Even with his jaw so tense. I wonder what’s on his mind?

      I could have flattered myself that he was thinking about our impending date, but I knew better. He was upset about something, even though he was trying to hide it. I don’t know how I could be so sure, but sometimes I felt like I’d known Javvy forever. We seemed to just click on an almost psychic level.

      “Penny for your thoughts?”

      Where the hell did that stupid line come from? What is this? 1954?

      To my relief, he turned to look at me, slowing the car at a red light and stopping fully before sighing deeply.

      “My dad is a prick.”

      Oh.

      How else was I supposed to answer that? I mean, it was really common knowledge among all the employees at Child Motors. It wasn’t like I could vehemently deny it. Anyway, Javvy wasn’t looking for a denial. He was angry and wanted confirmation.

      “I’ve heard he can be difficult,” I offered, unsure of what else to say on the matter. I couldn’t very well trash talk the CEO to his son…could I? It wasn’t a chance I was willing to take.

      “No, he’s not difficult, he’s a horse’s ass, and I despise him.”

      I reached out and touched his tense forearm as he clutched the gearshift as if he were driving stick even though the car was automatic.

      “What happened?” I asked softly.

      “He…” The light turned green and Javvy shot forward, the power of the Windchaser causing me to lurch forward. It was the cheapest make of the Child line, but it was still an eighty-thousand-dollar car, even if it was seven years old.

      “I can’t really discuss it,” he muttered, seeming annoyed that he had to say that. “It doesn’t matter anyway. It isn’t news that he’s a prick.”

      “Why can’t you discuss it?” I was more curious than anything. It sounded like Javvy had been sworn to secrecy or something, and I was intrigued. The dynamic between father and son was one I didn’t understand in the least, but I was hardly one to judge; my mother had been a tyrant, too, before she died.

      “Do you mind if I just pull over for a second?”

      I was surprised, but I nodded quickly as I saw the deep stress in his face. We were going to be late for our dinner reservation, but I didn’t care. Suddenly, I wasn’t hungry anyway. He obviously needed to get whatever he had to say off his chest, and I wasn’t going to stop him.

      Javvy steered the Windchaser into the entrance of a park, guiding the luxury car into the seclusion of the forested parking lot. In seconds, we were hidden behind a wall of coniferous trees, blocking Sierra Road.

      I hadn’t realized we had driven into the quiet area of San Jose until I saw we were in Alum Rock Park. There were no other cars around, the darkness threatening to overcome the meager light of the lot’s streetlamps as Javvy turned off the car.

      “Sorry,” he muttered. “I don’t know why I let him get to me like this. It’s not like it’s new or something.”

      A pang of compassion filled my bones, and I stared at him as he collected his thoughts. It didn’t take him long, and he looked at me apologetically.

      “God, listen to me. We’re on a date, and I’m whining about my dad like a pissed off teenager.”

      “You’re not whining,” I replied gently. “You’re getting something out of your system. It sounds a lot more serious than Daddy not giving you the keys to the Ferrari.”

      He grinned wickedly at her jest.

      “Childs don’t driver Ferraris, Miss Cameron,” he said in a nasally voice as if mimicking one of his father’s upperclassman friends. “We only travel in Child motor vehicles. Shame on you for suggesting otherwise.”

      “Pardon my ignorance, Your Highness,” I chuckled, and I realized that my hand was still on his forearm, but he made no move to take it away.

      Our eyes met, and he shook his head ruefully.

      “My father pretends that everything he does is to teach me how to run the company, but when the opportunity arises to give me power, he squashes me, and I swear, Aura, he loves it when he does.”

      “I’m sure that’s not true,” I said softly, squeezing his bare skin gently. His blue eyes traveled to where my fingers curled over his skin, and he looked back up at me.

      “I’m such an idiot talking about this,” he muttered, his tone like gravel as he leaned forward. He must have read the desire in my eyes, and I was glad. The heat surging through my body told me that if he didn’t act quickly, I would be forced to pin him back against the leather of the driver’s seat—but that I would be the one doing all the riding.

      I didn’t have to act, my eyes melded into his as he covered the short distance between us across the center console.

      Our lips clashed and instantly I was filled with a familiar pang, one which I had grown to know quite well in the past weeks. The difference was, this time my longing for Javier Child was being fulfilled in person, not in the halls of my imagination.

      His palms cupped my face, drawing me closer to him, our tongues teasing at the tip. Bolts of electricity slid through me, one after another, and my own arms moved up to pull him toward me.

      I knew what was coming, and I fumbled along the side of the car, sliding the seat fully back to allot him the room I knew he was going to need.

      He wasted no time, his muscled frame half-slipped over the barrier of the seats, his leg slinging over the gearshift to land on the passenger’s side. In seconds, he had maneuvered his whole body onto mine without losing his position on my lips.

      He’s done this before was my first thought, but I shoved it aside, knowing I was only trying to ruin the goodness of the moment for myself with fatalistic thoughts.

      Not everyone in life will disappoint you, I chided myself as Javvy pushed my legs apart, his knees pressed against the floor mat.

      I broke off the kiss when I felt his hands caress the tops of my breasts over the low cut of my simple but tight black dress.

      I had opted for casual but sexy—or at least that was the look I was going for. A part of me just felt slutty as the skirt rode up higher on my hips, resting there against the red silk of my panties.

      Javvy’s face nuzzled into my bosom, his breath causing goosebumps to explode over my body.

      “God, you feel so good,” I mumbled. “I’m so glad we’re doing this.”

      He chuckled softly, easing my breasts from the material, exposing my nipple for his lips to explore with his tongue. Sparks flooded me from stem to stern, my thighs growing damp as he latched on, nibbling and sucking at me with delicious vigor.

      I bucked my body upward, wanting to make contact with his hardness. I remembered how it had felt in the coatroom at the Piazza. Had the alcohol made him seem bigger or was really as huge as he’d felt to my touch that night?

      As if sensing my intention, he rose up higher, his heavy form pinning me against the seat, and I could see he was uncomfortable, but before I could offer to switch positions with him, the seat fell back, and we were horizontal.

      “That’s better,” he chuckled, his lips meeting mine again. Now I could feel the telltale bulge in his crotch, and I was hot. Too hot.

      “Is that all you?” I choked, my eyes widening as I pushed my hips urgently upward, grinding my swollen button against the material of his pants.

      He lifted his head from my chest again, his eyes gleaming as he licked his lips.

      “Wanna find out?”

      I exhaled slowly, nodding like an excited kid. “Oh, yes, please,” I moaned.

      Javvy smiled at my response, his hand reaching for his belt, and I jumped in to help. To my embarrassment, my hands were shaking in anticipation, but I don’t think he noticed.

      Oh my God! Is that all going to fit inside me?

      I didn’t have a very good vantage point from where I lay but my hands smoothed along his length. His veins were ridged, and I trailed my fingers against him as if I was reading braille.

      “Are you okay?” he murmured, his eyes boring into mine as he positioned the tip of his throbbing unit against my drenched lower lips. Suddenly I couldn’t find my voice, but I could still nod, even though I wasn’t sure if I could take him.

      He seemed to sense my hesitation, and he kept his head sliding up and down against me, but I couldn’t take it anymore; if he continued on that path, I’d release before he got inside me.

      I raised my thighs up, pressing them tightly against either side of his hips, and I felt the tip of him glide inside me unexpectedly. Javvy seemed as surprised as I was.

      “Are you sure you’re okay?”

      I looked at him, breathlessly biting down on my lower lip. I was certain I’d never been so wet in my life.

      “Take me,” I begged, my voice barely above a whisper. Javvy did not need a second plea and slowly, he fell into me, expanding my entrance with his huge member.

      I gasped, but he went slowly, his beautiful eyes fixed on mine as if trying to gauge my comfort level, but as he moved slowly, I found I needed him to work with more urgency. The fire inside me was growing, sweeping through my gut and bolting through my core at a pace he was not matching.

      I knew he was worried about hurting me, but I didn’t care. I needed him deep and fast.

      My fingers dug into his bare cheeks and again, I jerked upward to meet his full length, once more choking at the unexpected girth of him.

      Who knew they made men this way? Not me.

      He acknowledged my desire and instantly, his movements became more intense until he was completely inside me, filling me where I’d never been touched before.

      I couldn’t stifle my cries of pleasure-filled pain, but he didn’t slow down, his grunts growing louder as he lowered his face to my ear.

      “You’re so tight, so hot,” he gasped, his words blending together as his cock became a steel rod inside me.

      I yelped, the stabbing driving me to exactly where I needed to be.

      “D-don’t…s-stop!” I managed to squeak out, but I don’t think he heard me as he continued to plunge inside me. He was far too close to his own release to notice the gush of heat emanating from between my thighs.

      I screamed out as I climaxed, nails digging into his back as I spilled, but I had not quite finished when I was met with searing streams of his own release.

      Our juices intermingling, legs tensing and clenching against one another until finally, our spasms diminished, and we lay in a shaking pile of arms and legs.

      Sweat had broken out over my face, and I could feel the sting of the saline as it dripped down my forehead and into my eyes but Javvy lay firmly across me, making moving impossible.

      I could have asked him to adjust himself, but I didn’t want to ruin this buzzy, sultry feeling. I felt like we had melted into one another in those moments, become one—

      “Oh shit! Someone’s coming!”

      He bolted upright as a flash of headlights filled the car, and I giggled nervously, hoping it wasn’t a cop.

      He fumbled on the floor for his pants as the lights faded away toward the far end of the parking lot, the red taillights barely visible in the fogged up Windchaser.

      “Sorry,” he said sheepishly, yanking on his trousers. “It’s been a long time since I’ve made out in a car. I didn’t mean to react so nervously.”

      I was trying to remember if I’d ever made out in a car. I certainly had never had sex in one. I’d spent my childhood trying to provide for me and Alex, with romance the absolute last thing on my mind.

      “I’m not sorry in the least,” I replied, grinning at him as I smoothed down my dress.

      He offered me a return grin, doing up his belt and then glancing at his cell phone. His smile faded as his brow puckered.

      “We missed our reservation at Morton’s. We’ll never get in without one on a Friday night.”

      “Morton’s?”

      He eyed me as he managed to find his way back into the driver’s seat.

      “Yeah, why? You don’t like steak?”

      “I don’t like anything that costs a hundred bucks and leaves me hungry,” I replied sincerely although I wasn’t sure that was the case. I’d never actually eaten at the five-star restaurant. When would I have? Idly, I wondered if he could even afford Morton’s on what his father paid him, but I was too polite to ask.

      Javvy guffawed and gave me an appreciative look. He started the car, the defogger blasting.

      “I was trying to impress you,” he confessed but I already knew that.

      “You did impress me.”

      Our gazes met, and we were silent for a minute.

      “Well,” Javvy said. “I don’t know about you but I’m hungrier than I was before. What should we do for dinner?”

      I shrugged.

      “There’s a Wendy’s on Capitol,” I suggested, and his mouth gaped slightly.

      “How did you know I was craving a Baconator?”

      I had no way of knowing if that was true or if he was teasing me, so I snickered and turned away.

      “Kismet maybe?”

      “Maybe,” he agreed quietly and in such a way that made me sneak another look at him. He was still staring at me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Javvy

        

      

    

    
      We fit together so naturally that I couldn’t remember a time when Aura wasn’t in my life. I could kick myself for not having asked her out sooner, but I couldn’t do much about the past. All I could do was look forward to the future, to our future together.

      I spent more time at her apartment in Milpitas than I did at home, and I was grateful to have an escape from my father. Whenever I did see him, whether I stopped in the sprawling estate for a change of clothes or if he popped into the office, I could feel the tension between us. He didn’t say much to me, as if he considered me a brat for being upset.

      “Is this a hotel?” he barked at me one evening when I let myself into the mansion. “You come and go as you please?”

      My eyes narrowed, and I stared at him balefully.

      “I would have moved out five years ago if you’d let me,” I reminded him. “I didn’t realize that I had a curfew.”

      George snickered.

      “You really are more like a daughter, aren’t you? I’m glad I didn’t give you the VP position. You have no idea what it’s like to be in power, to be—”

      “You know what, Dad?” I interrupted, not wanting to hear another word out of his smug mouth. “I don’t give a shit. I don’t even want this company anymore. You can find someone else to take it over.”

      I spun to take the stairs two at a time, but his voice rang out, following me.

      “Be careful what you wish for, Javier, or you just might get it!”

      I’ll admit that in that moment, I sincerely hoped he would find someone else. I was sick of it all, and the more time I spent with Aura, the more I realized exactly how much better life could be without him.

      We’d been inseparable for nearly a month, and while she hadn’t formally invited me to move in with her, I was there all the time anyway. It just seemed like the right thing to do—like we were going in that direction anyway.

      I rushed into my suite and threw my duffle bag on the bed, before wandering into the full closet off the sitting area of my room.

      You’re almost twenty-seven years old. Why are you still living here?

      It was time to move out, for sure. I couldn’t live under my dad’s thumb forever, no matter how he played it.

      My cell chimed, and I reached for it.

      “Hey babe,” I answered, seeing Aura’s number. “What’s up?”

      “I was thinking Indian for supper,” she replied. “That work for you?”

      “I was thinking you for supper.”

      “You had me for lunch. And breakfast.”

      I sighed into the phone although I was grinning like an idiot.

      “But you’re my favorite meal,” I whined playfully. “Why you gotta be like that?”

      “How’s it going over there?” she asked, and I could hear the concern in her voice. I’d opened up to her about the relationship between my father and me, even though I knew it was probably disloyal, considering she was a secretary at the company. Yet I knew I could trust Aura. She had nothing to gain by repeating it even if she wanted to.

      “Same shit,” I answered lightly, but even I could hear the edge in my voice.

      “Just come home,” she urged. “Forget about him.”

      “I’m on my way!” I replied, feeling a rush of heat course through me as she said “home.”

      She thinks of us as living together, too, I realized, and I was filled with elation. I’d never been with anyone who evoked feelings like this in me.

      “I have to talk to you about something,” she added, and the smile froze on my face.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked, instantly sensing the worry in her tone. “What happened?”

      “No, nothing!” she insisted. “We’ll discuss it when you get home.”

      “Now I’m freaking out! Tell me!”

      “Oh my God, Javvy. It’s not a big deal. It’s just…my landlord upped the rent, and my car insurance went up. I had to get a new alternator last month and—”

      “Do you need some money?” I asked, and I heard her suck air in through her teeth.

      “Not from you.” Her words were like ice. “I’m taking on a bartending job at El Chapo’s.”

      “Wait, what?” I asked, shocked by the news. “You can’t!”

      “I can’t?” she echoed. “Why can’t I?”

      I should have shut up right then and there, but I couldn’t stop myself, it seemed.

      “Because if you work nights, I’ll never see you!”

      I knew how stupid and selfish it sounded, and really, that wasn’t what I’d meant to say at all. I wanted to tell her that I would give her money if she needed it. After all, my promotion had come with a sizeable raise. I wanted to tell her that we could move in together and split the bills. Instead, I came across like some jealous, petty boyfriend who didn’t want to miss out on my tail time.

      “That’s why I’m giving you the heads up now,” she said shortly. “We’ll work it out.”

      I exhaled in a whoosh.

      “We’ll talk when I get home,” I told her, and she gave a small laugh.

      “Isn’t that what I said in the first place?”

      “I need to start listening to you a bit better.”

      “You continue to talk out of your ass. I gotta go order dinner. Hurry back. I’m horny.” The call disconnected in my ear, and I turned back to my packing.

      At least she’s not mad.

      It was just one of the million things I loved about Aura. She never stayed mad or held grudges. She just forgave and forgot—not that we fought about anything.

      I eyed the closet, a room in itself, the perimeter filled with shirts and pants inside cedar cupboards. There was an entire wall of shoes, a different pair for any situation. Eyeing it all, I began to regard it all a little differently, as somewhat wasteful.

      The rich don’t even like nice things. They just need tax write-offs. There is no one in the world who needs this much stuff.

      Suddenly, I grabbed a suitcase from the back of the closet and began to fill it. Screw waiting to discuss it. I was going to march right into Aura’s apartment with all my belongings and put her on the spot.

      She won’t be as apt to say no if I appear like this, will she?

      I guess I’d find out.

      I hauled the first filled case out of the closet and set it near the door and was dutifully working on the second when I heard my name being called.

      “Javier!”

      I didn’t need to look—obviously it was my father.

      “What is it, Dad?”

      “What are you doing? Are you going on vacation?” He stood with his hands on his hips and his eyebrows beetled over his scowl.

      I sat back on my heels and looked at him, pursing my lips together. If I told him I intended to move in with someone, and Aura refused me, I’d be back at the house that night with my tail between my legs. It was better if I didn’t say anything until I knew I was sure.

      “Just getting rid of some stuff,” I lied. “What are you doing up here?”

      It was odd to see him in my bedroom. He never came in, but I realized that my earlier words to him must have affected him.

      He’s been downstairs stewing, I realized, the smile on my face becoming difficult to swallow.

      George didn’t answer me right away, turning his back to look around the suite as if he was seeing it for the first time.

      “Who is this woman you’re seeing?”

      “Her name is Aura Cameron. She works at the San Jose office.”

      “In what capacity?”

      “She’s a secretary in Admin.”

      My father snorted as if I’d told him I was dating a crack whore.

      “Sounds ambitious.”

      I ground my teeth together and checked my temper. Going after Aura was not going to end well for him.

      “At least she works,” I retorted, the dig entirely directed his way. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen him at the office for any reason. It was like he just expected the company to run itself while he went golfing and schmoozing.

      George’s head whipped around, his steely eyes narrowing dangerously.

      “What have you told her about our family affairs?”

      I scoffed, returning to my task.

      “What family? What affairs?”

      “Don’t be petulant, Javier. It doesn’t suit you.”

      “I don’t know what you’re asking, Dad!” I snapped back. “What are you going on about?”

      “Did you tell her about Alvin Selmy?”

      Oh…

      I turned my head, pretending to busy myself with my chore but not quickly enough, and he caught the flush on my face.

      “What the hell is wrong with you, Javier? How could you tell—”

      “I didn’t tell her shit,” I snapped. “Stop talking to me like I’m a five year old.”

      “Stop acting like you’re a five year old!”

      I stared at him for a long moment, realizing, albeit not for the first time, that that was exactly as he saw me—a little boy who needed reprimanding. I made my decision in that minute.

      “Dad, I’m moving out,” I said flatly, making my decision as we stood. “I’m twenty-seven years old, and you treat me like an infant who can’t wipe his own ass.”

      “Well, if you weren’t constantly disappointing me, Javier, I wouldn’t have to treat you like that, would I?”

      I smirked mirthlessly.

      “I guess you’re right,” I replied, refusing to take the bait. I’d been goaded by him enough in my life. He had shown me how much he valued me when he had promoted Jake to VP. There was no need for me to stick around, especially when I was 90 percent sure that Dad had no intention of passing the company along to me anyway.

      “Javier, you’re just not ready,” he growled, clearly annoyed that I wouldn’t engage with him. “You have no grit, no fire—”

      “Yeah, I got it, Dad.” I snapped the locks on the second case and pulled it out of the closet. There was still another small case to be loaded, but I was afraid if I stuck around any longer, the urge to punch my father in his face would overwhelm me.

      “I don’t want the company.”

      I said the words as flatly as I could, but I knew there was emotion in them and if I heard it, so did my dad. Of course, I wanted the damned company. It was why I’d stayed around for so long, why I’d given up the relationship with my mother. Walking away from it all would mean the last ten years had been for nothing.

      The smile which formed on his lips was cold and cruel.

      “All right,” he replied, spinning on his heel to leave me in the sitting room. “I’ll have my will changed in the morning.”

      I stood there, watching him walk away, and my stomach flipped with anxiety.

      He’s just talking shit. He’s not going to cut you out of the will…is he?

      Who knew what he would do? Predictability was not a quality which George possessed.

      I had no choice but to stick to my guns and move forward. What was really going to change? My whole life I’d been working at the company, not running it. It wasn’t as if my situation was going to change if I never got something that I never had.

      And I have Aura. What the hell else do I want?

      With new resolve, I gathered my packed bags and pulled them into the hallway.

      Screw the company and screw you, Dad. I’m already happier than you’ll ever be.
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      I could feel trouble brewing before it happened. Call it a sixth sense but I knew something was about to disrupt our growing happiness.

      Maybe it was starting the second job and seeing less of Javvy, despite him basically living in my cramped one-bedroom apartment. He hadn’t officially moved in, but he barely ever went home.

      I suspected that George Child was giving him a fair amount of grief about it, but my lover never said anything about it to me. He was determined to make our budding relationship flourish, even though Javvy brought up his father with less frequency than he had before.

      That morning, I was studying him across the kitchen island, a mug of coffee in my hand as the remnants of sleep still stubbornly clung to me. I’d worked at the office during the days and the evenings at El Chapo’s. It was a decent enough gig and not nearly as bad as I had expected it to be. There wasn’t as much groping as I remembered when I’d served in college. Either times had changed or El Chapo’s was just higher class. Either way, I wasn’t looking a gift horse in the mouth.

      Javvy’s face was glued to his tablet, and I could see he was just as sleepy as I was. I wondered if he had waited up for me, even though he seemed sound asleep when I got home.

      Probably, I mused, shaking my head. He’d done it the first three shifts I’d worked, and I gave him hell for doing it.

      “I’m a grown woman, Javvy. I don’t need a babysitter.” My tone had been exasperated, but secretly I was flattered by his attentiveness. He was the true definition of a gentleman, and I loved him more every day. I could hardly believe that he was even better than I imagined. When had I ever met a man who didn’t disappoint me in some way?

      “Okay,” he replied as if he could tell fighting with me wouldn’t accomplish anything.

      I opened my mouth to ask him what depressing news he was reading. Judging by the expression on his face, I could see it was something political but before I could say anything, my cell rang.

      It was my turn for my brow to crease as I peered at my cell. Who could be calling at that hour?

      “Who is that?” Javvy asked, mimicking my thoughts.

      “My brother.”

      I snatched my Android off the counter and accepted the call.

      “Hey.”

      “Hey,” Alex chirped. “Long time no talk.”

      “It’s seven o’clock in the morning. Have you not slept yet?”

      Alex chuckled, a low, sonorous sound which almost seemed sober, but I knew my kid brother better than that.

      “Is that your way of asking if I’m drunk dialing you?”

      “Of course not!” I denied, cringing at my own lie. “I’m glad to hear your voice, Alex. Where are you?”

      “In Tijuana.”

      I blinked.

      “Why? Oh…Alex, what did you do?” I felt a knot forming in my stomach. There was no way I had enough money to bail him out of a Mexican prison. Alex howled at my tone.

      “I’m staying with Dad,” he replied. “Relax!”

      Is that supposed to make me feel better?

      A bubble of discontent rocked my stomach as I thought about my father. After my mom had died, he had been more than clear; he wanted nothing to do with raising two teenagers. He’d had little choice but to open his home to us, but that didn’t mean he was happy about it.

      I’d hightailed it out of there at first opportunity, busting my butt to finish my associate degree at college before working a string of menial jobs, and eventually Alex had followed suit—leaving that is—but not going to school or working. He’d fallen into a pit of drunken depression. For a year, he’d stayed with me until his drinking binges disrupted my life too much for me to bear, and I’d been forced to throw him out too.

      I’d tried to get him into government-sponsored rehab. Neither of us had money for the good kind of rehab, and soon he was back on the streets again, couch surfing and living off the kindness of others in the same position as he. Eventually he’d found his way back to me, but it had only lasted a month the last time.

      That was eight months ago. This was the first time I was hearing his voice. I was both relieved and stressed by it.

      “How’s that going, Alex?” I asked cautiously, wondering if he was calling because he wanted to come back to me. Even if I wanted him to stay, which I didn’t, I just didn’t have the room. I had Javvy to think about.

      Inadvertently, I glanced at my boyfriend who was watching me curiously, and I forced a fake smile at him, but it was clear that he could hear the tension in my words. I shifted my eyes back to the counter.

      “Actually, things are going really good, sis. Dad and I were talking about you last night, and I realized that we hadn’t left things really good between us. I thought I’d call and see how you’re doing.”

      I didn’t want to feel suspicious of him, but I couldn’t help it.

      “Things are good, Al. I—” I stopped myself from telling him about Javvy. Somehow any good news I had to share with my family would get tainted in some way.

      What is that quote? “Travel and tell no one. Live a true love story and tell no one. Live happily and tell no one. People ruin beautiful things.”

      “Things are good,” I concluded lamely. “How long have you been staying at Dad’s?”

      “A little over a month now. He’s got a girlfriend who once had a substance abuse problem. She helped me detox and get clean. I’m three weeks sober.”

      I loathed the cynicism coursing through my veins, but I had heard this before. Both the “new girlfriend” and the “I’m clean” spiels.

      “That’s great news,” I managed. “I’m really happy for both of you.”

      Alex laughed as if he could hear the skepticism.

      “I know, I know,” he grunted. “You’ve heard it all before, but it’s true this time. And I think this lady is ‘the one’ for Dad. You should come and meet her. Her name is Cate and—”

      “Sorry, Alex. I’m working two jobs now, and I really don’t have much time to myself.”

      “Two jobs?” he echoed. “What about your novel?”

      I felt my back tense, and I gulped back the bile filling my throat. I wanted to scream at my brother that life wasn’t that simple, that I couldn’t just drop everything to pursue my passion, hoping for the best.

      “It’s on hold,” I replied lightly. “But tell Dad and Cate I wish them the best of luck.”

      Alex sighed deeply.

      “You’re so talented, Aura. You’ve always been the brains of this family. You should focus on your writing and—”

      “Listen, Alex, I’ve gotta get ready for work, okay?”

      “It’s Saturday!” he protested. “You work every day?”

      “Yep. Gotta go. Thanks for calling and stay in touch.”

      I disconnected the call before he could say anything else, but my heart was beating furiously.

      Why is it always like that when I talk to him or Dad? It drains me.

      “You’re not really working today, are you?” Javvy demanded.

      “Not until four,” I assured him. “I just didn’t want to talk anymore.”

      “Is he drunk?”

      My head jerked up, and I glanced at Javvy warily. I didn’t remember telling him about Alex’s drinking problem, but I must have. There was little I didn’t talk to him about. Still, I was defensive.

      “No,” I replied quickly. “He sounds sober. He’s staying with my dad in Mexico.”

      Javvy cocked his head to the side pensively.

      “You’re worried,” he offered, and I grunted.

      “He’s twenty-two years old, Javvy. I’m not his babysitter. If he wants to live with an emotionally unavailable man and his latest squeeze, who am I to question him? I’ve done everything I can to help him.”

      Javvy rose from the sofa and padded toward me, concern etched on his face, and it made me angry. I didn’t need his pity.

      “Come here,” he murmured, reaching out for me but stubbornly, I pulled away. I can’t say why I was giving him a hard time. He only meant to comfort me, after all. He wasn’t my enemy.

      “Hey,” he said, some hurt in his voice. “I’m just trying to help, Aura.”

      I exhaled slowly and nodded, shooting him an apologetic look.

      “I know,” I sighed. “I’m sorry.”

      I allowed him to embrace me, relishing the feel of his well-formed chest against me. He smelled completely natural, cologne from the previous day having faded away into the pheromones of his skin, and I inhaled deeply.

      His hands splayed against my back, pulling me tighter against him and almost immediately, I began to relax.

      He’s got the Midas touch, I thought, allowing myself to fall into him as his fingers kneaded into my back in a half-massage.

      “Why don’t you get out of those clothes, and I’ll give you a rub down?” he offered. I wasn’t going to refuse that.

      “Let me jump in the shower first,” I replied, pulling back slightly to kiss his full mouth. “I still smell like stale beer.”

      “You smell delicious,” he countered. “But if you want to shower, have at it. I’ll dig out the massage oils and candles.”

      I felt a shiver of warmth slide through me.

      How did I get so lucky? He’s gorgeous, he’s thoughtful, and he loves me. Life does not get much better than this. Forget about everyone else; Javvy and I live in our own world. I don’t give a rat’s ass about anyone else.

      Reluctantly, I moved toward the bathroom, teasingly stripping off my clothes as I moved.

      “If you keep that up, you’re not getting a massage or a shower.”

      “Hey,” I protested. “You promised!”

      “Then stop teasing me and get to it!” he growled, and I laughed, slamming the bathroom door behind me.

      It took me less than ten minutes to soap myself up and wash my hair. I even managed to shave my legs in record time because the anticipation was killing me. I’d never known a man to overtake me the way Javvy had. He owned me: mind, body, and soul.

      I barely toweled myself off before throwing open the door to the bathroom in a puff of steam. I didn’t expect to see Javvy sitting on the sofa, and I stopped in my tracks, the smile falling from my lips as I read the expression on his face.

      “Babe? What’s wrong?” I demanded, my heart leaping into my throat. I rushed toward him, leaving wet footprints on the cheap linoleum, my dark hair dripping against my naked shoulders.

      “Javier, what’s wrong?” I demanded, falling onto the worn grey sofa at his side. “Look at me?”

      He did as instructed, his face blank as he waved his cell phone at me.

      “Jake…” he mumbled.

      I was increasingly confused.

      “Something happened to Jake?” I asked, my heart thudding against my ribs. “Is he all right?”

      “Nothing happened to Jake. Jake called,” he breathed, his words coming out in short pants.

      “What did he say?”

      Javvy wasn’t making much sense, but I knew pushing him wouldn’t move things along. Obviously, something bad had happened. I just needed to be patient until Javvy found the right way to say it.

      “Did something happen at work?” I offered, trying to give him an out. “Was there an accident? A recall?”

      Shameful as it was to admit, those things happened all the time. It was the cost of doing business, terrible as it was. Yet there was no reason for Javvy to appear so stunned unless it was a much bigger deal than usual. I was growing dizzy at the idea that people may have been injured or killed in one of the factories.

      But why would Jake call Javvy about that? Javvy is head administrator, not the COO. He should be calling George.

      Javvy’s head whipped up, and he gaped at me. For a long moment, he didn’t speak.

      “Javvy?” I whispered, dread seizing me. “What is it?”

      “It’s Dad,” he finally said. “He’s dead.”
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