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PROLOGUE

16 Years Ago
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“How did you find me?” Adrenaline coursed through my veins.

I thought I’d been careful. I’m always careful. How had she tracked me from the school? Part of me had known that one day someone would, but I hadn’t expected it to be her.

She didn’t answer me right away. She just looked around the tent, her eyes taking in my sleeping bag, plastic water jug, small stash of food, meager clothing and a few other odds and ends. Under her scrutiny, I felt shame and anger at my situation. I tried to swallow it down. My face was hot, and my hands were curled into tight angry fists. Considering I’d been bullying her for the last month, taking whatever I could from her, I expected her to make fun of me, to laugh, tell me she was going to tell everyone at school. 

When her warm brown eyes landed back on me, there was no pity there or malice.

“Are you hungry?” 

In my confusion, my mouth opened and closed, but no words came out. That’s not what I’d been expecting from her.

Instantly, I was on the defensive. What was she playing at? “Is this some sort of trick?” My eyes narrowed in suspicion, and I continued to stare at her.

“No, you idiot. I’m asking if you’re hungry. It’s not a joke or a prank.”

Where was that attitude when I’d been taking her lunch money every day? We stared at each other.

Finally, I answered. “I could eat.”

My stomach chose that moment to give a loud grumble, like it needed to confirm what I’d said.

“Well c’mon then.” She turned on her heel. 

It took a second, but I followed her. When we ended up at her house, I almost turned around and left. Adults were only trouble.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m leaving.”

“Why? I thought you said you were hungry?” Her face was twisted up in puzzlement.

“You’re going to tell your parents I don’t have a home and then they’ll call the cops or someone who’ll throw me in foster care. Thanks, but no thanks. I can take care of myself.” I turned and walked away.

“Cooper... wait.”

She ran up and came to stand in front of me. “I won’t say anything if you don’t want me to, but you have to eat right?”

I looked at the ground, and then back at her. “Yeah.”

“Okay then. Stay for dinner.” She turned back towards her house.

I hadn’t started following her yet. “What are you going to tell your mom and dad when they ask about me?”

I came up beside her and waited.

“I’ll just tell them that you came over for us to work on a project and I invited you to stay for dinner.” 

Disbelief was etched into my face when I looked at her. “You’d lie to your parents for me?”

For a minute, she looked away, thinking about what I’d just said. Exactly what I thought. I knew she was about to say I was right, and she couldn’t lie to them.


Suddenly, her face lit up in a grin, like she’d just discovered money in her pocket.


“It won’t be lying if I’m keeping my friend’s secret.”


When she said the word friend, a funny feeling crept through my body. “We’re


friends?”


“If you want to be.” She tried to hide how much she hoped I said yes.

This was a first for me. No one had ever wanted to be my friend before. I tried to


act as nonchalant as she had about it. “I guess I’m okay with that.”

We began to walk towards her house.

I slung my arm across her shoulders. “By the way, if we’re friends now. You can call me Coop.”

She grinned. “Okay.”

“You have any nicknames?”

Macy shook her head.

I grinned showing all of my teeth. “Now you do. I’m going to call you Mace... Mace in your face.” I kind of sing-songed the last part. 

She’d started out with an excited look on her face. When I added that last part, she shook her head vehemently. I laughed. “Okay, just Mace.”
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CHAPTER 1

Cooper
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Present Day

The way this chick was using her tongue and mouth had my eyes rolling back in my head. It felt incredible. When I put my hand in her hair, she made the most delicious purr with her mouth that vibrated around my dick and nearly made me come. I groaned at the exquisite pleasure she was torturing me with. Gripping her hair, I pulled it away from her face so I could watch her deep throat my...

She lifted up her head and looked at me.

“What the fuck?” My eyes opened wide in shock and I sat up quickly. I took a ragged breath and ran my hand through my hair. “Macy?” Why was my best friend, giving me head in my dream?

That was not the first dream I’d had about Macy. In the last month, I’d been dreaming of her off and on, but this was the first time we’d been having any type of sex. The other dreams were still equally as strange. In one, she’d been wearing a white dress. Yes, that type of white dress. This was getting too weird. I wasn’t sure what to make of all of this. Honestly, I didn’t want to examine any of it too closely. 

Unfortunately, my brain seemed to have other plans. The rest of the morning, while I got ready for my day, I couldn’t stop pondering why she was in my dreams: while I showered, drunk my coffee, on the way to work. The thought was fixated in my brain.

“Morning, Mr. Brayden.” Lou, the security guard, greeted me before I got on the elevator.

“Hey Lou.” I said absently.

Instrumental Christmas music played in the background on my ride up to our floor. When the elevator doors opened, I stepped into our lobby which had been made to look like a very chic winter wonderland. The employees loved going all out with the decorations, but I still wanted it to look classy. We catered to a high-end clientele. I didn’t want it looking like the eyesore of the Griswold’s front lawn.

I made it to my office and shut the door. Even though we would soon be shut down for the holidays, I still had one major deal on a sweet piece of commercial real estate I was hoping to close. After taking off my coat and hanging it up, I grabbed the contract from my briefcase and sat at my desk.

My cell phone rang. When I saw it was Macy calling, I let it go to voicemail. I was still too shaken from my dream this morning to talk to her. Once she left a message, I played it.

“I didn’t want to talk to you over voicemail about this, but I would really appreciate it if you would go with me to Jennifer’s wedding.” There was a pause. “Patrick is going to be there, and I don’t want to go alone. Call me back, Coop.”

The anxious, desperate tone in Macy’s voice made me grind my teeth. I hung up the phone without deleting her message. Why did she care that her asshole ex-boyfriend was going to be at the wedding? I’d never liked Patrick. He was all wrong for her. Too serious and straightlaced. Macy could do better. In the past, I’d never cared about who Macy dated. As long as the guy never laid a hand on her, I never laid a hand on them. This was different. I wasn’t sure I wanted to examine why I was suddenly concerned with her feelings for her ex.

We were supposed to meet for dinner tonight, and I planned on telling her she should go to the wedding alone. Girl power and all that shit. 

After that I managed to work for a few hours uninterrupted, before someone knocked on my office door. I checked my watch. Lunchtime. 

Yesterday, I’d agreed to let Gladys, my assistant, take a long lunch to finish up her Christmas shopping, so I was fielding my own calls and unfortunately having to deal with people interrupting my work, people she would usually turn away.

I huffed. “Come in.”

My partner, Martin Camden walked in. “How’s it going with the contract for the Mercer project, Coop?” He perched on the edge of my desk, pissing me off.

“Don’t sit on my desk.”

Martin laughed and stood. He walked around my office, picking up decorative items and putting them back down while he spoke. “With the holidays coming up, I know we’re looking to close this deal before the new year.”

Tell me something I don’t know, Captain Obvious.

His circuit around the room led him to the shelf that housed my photos. Martin picked one up. “There are a lot of pictures here of you and your girlfriend, Macy.” He gestured towards the myriad of photographs that crowded the shelf. 

Getting up from my desk, I crossed towards him and took the picture out of his hand. “How many times do I have to tell you, Mace is my friend.” I placed the picture of Macy and I on vacation back on the shelf. “She’s not my girlfriend.” I didn’t bother hiding the irritation in my voice. 

Some people formed partnerships with friends. Martin and I had formed Brayden/Camden and Associates Brokerage Firm, because it was a good business strategy. We both excelled at what we did. I wasn’t exactly friendly with the guy. In fact, he annoyed me, which is why Gladys usually ran interference. I think he purposely waited until she wasn’t at her desk to knock on my door.

“Was there something else you needed besides distracting me and annoying the shit out of me?” I went back to my desk and sat.

Martin stuffed his hands into the pockets of his slacks and followed me over to my desk. He stood in front of it, peering down at the document I’d been perusing before he came in my office being a pain. “Nope...” He rocked back on his heels. “I don’t have to remind you how important closing this deal is.”

My gaze flicked up to meet his. “No.” I delivered the one-word response in a deadpan voice. For several seconds, we just stared at each other.

“Okay then... I’ll leave you to it.”

Martin turned and walked away.

“Close the door on your way out.” 

I went back to outlining the document. Yes, I could do the same thing on my computer, but I was kind of old school when it came to handling contracts. I liked to print them out and mark them up with red pen. 

It was hard concentrating, because my mind was still stuck on what Martin had said about Macy being my girlfriend. People had been mistaking us for a couple for as long as I could remember, so I wasn’t sure why it seemed to bother me now. Maybe, it was the dream, or I was just irritated because it was Martin. Yep, that’s what it was. Martin.

When I tried to go back to my work, I found myself looking at the picture of Macy and I that sat on my desk. Even when I had girlfriends their pictures never made it into my office to be prominently displayed.

The picture of the two of us had been taken a couple years ago during a holiday celebration at her parents’ house. She’d always just been Mace to me, the girl I’d known since we were thirteen. Don’t get me wrong, Mace was a beautiful woman. Even now, as I peered at her in the picture, I could appreciate her beauty. I’m a man. 

Macy’s beautiful, flawless brown skin had a warm undertone that made her look like she was being lit from within by the sun. Her mane of dark, black natural hair billowed out around her in soft waves. Macy was pretty tall for a woman. I was six foot one, and she was only a few inches shorter than me. 

She had the best smile. It lit up her whole face when she was happy. Normally, I didn’t notice her body. Okay, that was a lie. I’d noticed Macy’s body since we were teenagers. How could I not? She had an athletic, curvy build that... 

I shook my head, trying to dislodge these thoughts. Stop thinking about your best friend like that.

After giving the photo one final look, I went back to my work. 

It was nothing. The dream was just a dream. Nothing was going to change... I just wish I believed that.
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