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Chapter One

March

Chloe shuffled through the door and with a
disgusted grunt, she swung her heel against it to seal her sanctum.
The moment it slammed shut, she dropped her bags on the
floor.

What a supremely terrible day.

First, she was late for a meeting
with the big boss. She figured he’d let it slide since it had been the first
time since she’d begun working there three months prior. But nope.
Then, as if the boss chewing her out in front of the entire board
wasn’t bad enough to start the day, her computer decided to lock
itself out of the network for some unknown reason causing hours of
disruption. And finally, as she was leaving, her ex had been
waiting for her. A man she never wanted to see again had decided to
meet her outside and pretend their breakup, which had happened
almost half a year before, had never occurred.

It had taken all her persuasive
skills and some yelling to get it through his thick skull that they
were never getting back together again and to leave her alone. Hadn’t
it been enough that she had moved to another country to get away
from him? Even then, she wasn’t entirely sure he’d understood that
she was serious about never seeing him again.

Now all she wanted to do was
have
something to eat, definitely something to drink, the latter
preferably while soaking in a nice hot bath.

Chloe flicked on a lamp and made her usual call
to the excellent Chinese restaurant down the street. Knowing there
would be a thirty-five-minute wait, she tidied up the mess she’d
left at the door, though the thought of looking at the work she’d
brought home with her was repugnant. Instead she strode to the
window to stare at the city as it bustled below.

Paris.

Her mother’s home. As a child, Chloe
had been told story after story about the seemingly magical city.
For as long as she could remember, she’d always wanted to live
there. So, the moment the opportunity arose, she took the plunge.
It hadn’t taken her long to find the perfect apartment. A penthouse
on the seventh floor in the 8th arrondissement was a spectacular find and
she’d pounced immediately. When she finally moved into the
building, it felt like home. The city had never let her down.
Charles on the other hand…

Setting aside thoughts of her ex, Chloe lifted her
gaze to the building across the way. The fact that she could see
directly into a few of the multipaned windows used to bother her,
but now it helped with the loneliness of living alone in the city.
Seeing others going about their lives had a soothing
quality.

That was a predilection
she’d never seen
coming.

Sighing, she undid the tight bun her
hair had been trapped in and shook it loose. As she massaged her scalp,
Chloe caught a glimpse of movement out of the corner of her
eye.

She turned to the window where her attention
always seemed to be drawn—right across the way. They both had
penthouses. He didn’t seem to feel the need to make use of curtains
or blinds, while Chloe left hers open until she went to bed. It
allowed her to see inside the rooms he inhabited. While she
couldn’t see everything, she was close enough to witness what was
happening as if it were a modular television.

There he was. Tall,
broad-shouldered,
dark-haired, and so very sexy. Even across the distance, she could
see that. Almost feel it. He exuded power and privilege. It was
there in his bearing, the feline grace of his movements. But he was
no weakling. He had the long lean body of someone who worked hard
to maintain it. She could see from the way the clothing pulled on
his skin as he moved that there were powerful muscles hidden
beneath. Muscles she wished she could see right that
moment.

He’d just gotten home from
work,
judging by his attire. He swiftly slipped off the jacket of his
dark suit and slung it over the back of the couch. His tie quickly
followed.

Chloe watched as he rolled up his
sleeves to reveal sculpted forearms, and the movement of the muscle there as
he undid the top buttons of his shirt. His body relaxed as he
appeared to sigh with relief. She knew the feeling well.

He pulled his phone out of his jacket pocket
and dialed. Probably to order a meal just as she had.

Smiling, Chloe continued to linger near the
window, dusting an already glossy wooden end table as an excuse.
When she looked up again, she found him still speaking but staring
out through his own window. Directly at her.

Caught, Chloe stood frozen. Their
eyes stayed locked until she broke the stillness with a small wave. It was
nothing more than the lifting of her hand, but she thought she saw
a faint smirk as he nodded. Chloe smirked back. It seemed she’d
made a friend.

She didn’t have time to dwell on it before there
was a knock at her door.

Letting her gaze linger on him a
moment longer, she turned to retrieve her meal from one of
the beaming
concierges. Thanking and tipping him, Chloe then headed back into
the dimly lit room.

She took a portion of the food and
put it on a plate, poured the wine, then she headed to the couch to enjoy
her meal. Instead of turning on the television to hear nothing but
doom and gloom in the world, she opted to turn on the stereo
instead. The light jazz that filtered into the room was perfect for
her mood. After the day she’d had, it was all Chloe
wanted.

She swayed along with the music as
she enjoyed her noodles and pot stickers. It really was the simple
pleasures that kept her going. Good food, beautiful home … all she
needed now was good sex.

Chloe almost choked on her wine as
she snorted at the thought. Not likely.

The city might have been filled with handsome men
but none of them had truly caught her attention. Her gaze was drawn
across the way again.

None except him.

Out of the corner of her
eye, she could see
him regarding the city under him in the manner of a king surveying
his kingdom. Who was he? What did he do? He was obviously quite
well off to be living where he was. Maybe he was a model? An
actor?

Chloe shook her head. Not with those
suits and regular hours. He was like clockwork. Just as she
was. She
pictured him in a boardroom commanding attention, everyone cowering
from him. He’d be a terror in the office and a demon in bed. Did he
have a soft side? Maybe one only that special someone
saw?

Huffing a laugh, she stuffed a pot
sticker into her mouth. Not that she’d ever find out.

When she lifted her gaze
again, she
found he’d grown two more arms. They wrapped around his chest from
behind, the red nails clawed into his pecs, the need in the person
they belonged to quite evident. When had she arrived?

The stab of jealousy was a
surprise. The man
wasn’t hers. Who he got naked with certainly had nothing to do with
her.

She did watch with great interest as
he turned to
grip her face in his hands and devoured her mouth with a ferocity
that Chloe herself had never experienced. She could
feel
the heat as if
she’d been the once he’d kissed.

The darkness of the room enveloped
her, the food forgotten. Everything but the two people lost in each other
dropped from existence. Entranced, Chloe could do nothing but watch
them.

The entangled couple
stayed framed in
the window for a long moment as clothing was torn away and tossed
aside. The woman was beautiful, of course. Waves of gleaming blonde
hair. Long-limbed, with curves for days, there was little wonder as
to why he would be interested in her.

But Chloe’s attention was on the man. And what
a man he was.

He was beautifully sculpted.
Taut, tanned
skin and lean muscle wrapped around a tall and broad-shouldered
frame. He hadn’t dimmed the lights in his place and they played on
his body now, carving out shadows on his skin.

She might not know
much about him, but
looking at him, watching him, Chloe was sure he’d be a god in bed.
The woman clinging to him certainly seemed to think so.

There was no gentleness, however. His
grip on her skin was surely going to leave marks and his kisses
were biting. He demanded. She gave. He took. And the woman seemed utterly
content.

Chloe pressed her thighs together against the
throb growing between them. When he tangled those big hands in her
golden hair and tugged her head to the side to taste her skin, a
needy moan left Chloe’s own lips.

The woman turned so he stood behind
her as she ground her body into his. One of his hands engulfed
a lush
breast while the other glided down her body to slip between her
thighs. He possessed some talent with his hands if her reaction was
any indication.

What would that be like?
What did he do with
his fingers? Was he rough, parting her folds and plunging into her
with need to get inside her his only consideration? Did he tease
her clit with passion-slicked fingers until she begged? Would he
use one? Two? Three fingers to stretch her?

Chloe hadn’t even realized she had
reclined
back on the sofa and had been running the tip of her fingers over
the seam of her trousers as she imagined his touch on her
body.

What the hell was she doing?

Her eyes lit on the couple across the way
again and her body throbbed in reaction.

The woman was perched on the edge of the table
now. Her long legs wound around his hips and her arms around his
neck as if she couldn’t bear any space between them. His dark hair
was wild. Chloe had obviously missed how that had happened but
she’d had an idea. She could imagine
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