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            Chapter One

          

          LETICIA

        

      

    

    
      I saw Grover glance into the rearview mirror in the way he usually did right before he asked a question. Then I saw him look away in the way he usually did whenever he noticed that I’d seen him look back at me. It was a regular routine of ours that typically either ended in me asking him what he wanted, or me pulling out my phone and putting on my I don’t want to be disturbed look. Of course, the outcome was usually heavily dependent on my mood and chattiness levels.

      “What’s on your mind, Grover? Spill,” I said to my driver and assistant a few seconds after our eyes met in the mirror.

      “Oh no, ma’am. It’s nothing. I was just wondering, where are we headed now?” Grover replied, sparing me a quick glance through the rearview mirror.

      “You’re not seriously asking me that, Grover. Where do you think we’re headed?” I fired at him with a slightly puzzled look on my face. “Hold on, let me rephrase that. Where have you been driving us to?” I added a half second later as my brain stumbled upon a question that more accurately captured the feeling I had.

      “I’ve been…Actually, I’m only asking cos...” Grover stuttered.

      “’Cos?” I urged as our eyes met in the mirror for a brief moment.

      “Cos I was wondering, are we still headed for Mr. Wade’s house?” he finally replied.

      “I don’t know Grover, you got someplace else more important to be?” I asked him with a bite in my voice, more annoyed at how long it had taken him to just ask the damn question than the damn question itself.

      “No ma’am. I just wanted to know,” he replied innocently, turning his gaze away from mirror and back to the sparsely busy street ahead of us.

      A couple minutes later, and I was already feeling a little guilty about my snappy reaction to Grover. I figured he’d only asked that question because of the phone call conversation I’d had with Wade about 10 minutes ago.

      Grover must have heard only the “I’m on my way to your place now,” and the “Oh, thanks for letting me know” bits from my end of the conversation and assumed there’d been an update that I hadn’t passed across to him.

      “Wade is a little old-fashioned in the way he does business. That call was just to confirm that he would like us to discuss face to face. And to inform me that he’s scheduled for a flight out of state in about 90 minutes,” I offered in way of explanation, and apology to Grover.

      “Oh, all right,” Grover replied. “Thank you Ms. Jackson,” he added, taking another quick glance into the mirror.

      I had no idea what he was thanking me for, but I nodded and watched on in relief as he steered his gaze back to the road for what I hoped was the last time in that journey. Just to make sure, I slipped my phone out of my bag to indicate that I wasn’t interested in any further chat.

      There was a mail notification waiting for me as I unlocked the phone. I took one look at the email address written on the From line and the subject of the mail, and knew instantly that it was from Wade’s agency. It read, “Process for finalization of new lease contract for Mr. Davies”. I opened it, scanned through its content, and then hit the back button. It wasn’t anything I hadn’t expected. Most of the top professional athletes who were looking to settle in Beverly Hills usually had their agencies handle the formalities.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      In this case though, I wasn’t planning to reply to the mail. I’d worked with Wade Davies long enough to know that he preferred to handle stuff like these on his own. That mail from his agency was just a formality; it was nothing more than them trying to earn their inflated salaries. I imagined that myself and Wade would have a good laugh over it if I decided to mention it to him. Even now, a smile came onto my face as I remembered the first time we’d met.

      It was 8 years ago when I had just broken out of the shadow of my former boss and was looking to make my name as a top real estate agent. I had been on the lookout for that elusive first big client, that one person who would take a risk on me in a notoriously clique-based market. And then came Wade Davies. Back then he was still a young superstar recently drafted into the NFL by the Los Angeles Cats, but he was already popular enough to fit the bill of what I was looking for. I’d helped him find a place, and we soon became close friends, at least in the way that two extremely busy LA professionals could be; the holiday cards and the usual congratulatory text after a big success happened. The deal with Wade all that time ago was what had propelled me into the big-time. Once it was completed, I never looked back, going on to make a name for myself as Beverly Hills' top real estate agent.

      Now, Wade was the captain of the team, and he was looking to move out of the 5-bedroom mansion he’d stayed in the last 8 years. I already had an idea of what Wade was going for, at least as far as location was concerned. He’d mentioned a couple of months ago after we bumped into each other at a gala that he was considering leaving The Flats and trying out a different neighborhood. I also knew that he’d gotten engaged not too long ago, so whatever home he would be moving into now would probably have to be one that was optimized to raise a family. I made a mental note to ask him about his plans for that.

      “We’re here, ma’am,” Grover announced, interrupting my train of thoughts.

      He pulled up as we approached the electric gates that led into Wade’s house, and then wound the front window of the car down before sticking his head out to inform the camera security system that it was, “Ms. Jackson here.”

      The gates slid open a couple seconds later, and Grover eased into the driveway. I spotted two men standing out on the patio about 20 yards away from where we were parked. One of them was Wade Davies, dressed in a casual sleeveless top and baggy shorts. He held something in his right hand, I couldn’t really make out what exactly it was but it seemed like a parcel of sorts. Standing next to him and holding a pen and a clipped piece of paper was a much younger man dressed in a leather jacket and blue denim jeans. He looked to be somewhere in his mid-twenties, and there was a strikingly flashy attractiveness about him. I couldn’t tell whether it was the pretty blonde hair that fell down his shoulders, the intense brooding look he had on his face, or the combination of both, but there was a really stunning quality about him.

      He was looking in my direction, and our eyes met for what seemed to be 10 minutes. In reality, it wasn’t much longer than a couple of seconds. Now, I wasn’t one to embrace any of the fantasies that were typically peddled in the movies and in books, but I could have sworn I felt some sparks go off somewhere when my gaze met his.

      “Hey, Grover. Any chance you know who that is?” I asked curiously. Grover was probably the only person I knew in all of LA who knew more people than I did.

      “Not particularly, I think I seen him around Beverly hills a couple of times. Never really paid much attention to him though,” Grover replied.

      “You shoulda. The man’s a beauty,” I muttered under my breath as I stepped out of the car and began to make my way towards where both men stood.

      My chances of meeting the fine young man standing beside Grover soon took a hit though as I noticed him climb down the terrace steps and make his way towards a black motorbike parked in the opposite direction.

      Of course he rode a bike, I thought to myself. It just made sense that he rode a bike.

      “Leticia!” Wade's booming voice accompanied the smile on his face. “You sure took your sweet time.”

      Before I could come up with a cheeky response about whether he’d expected me to fly all the way over from my place, he gestured enthusiastically, “Common. My flight's in an hour. And we’ve got quite a few things to discuss.”

      As I made my way towards Wade, I spared myself another look at the young man who was now speeding down the driveway on his bike. He now had his helmet on so I could only see the back of his frame, and the blonde hair that fell out of his helmet.

      “Package for you?” I asked, nodding my head in the direction of the parcel Wade held in his hand.

      “Oh yeah, yeah. Had to have that delivered before my flight. Courier guy charged me extra for the stress. Apparently late afternoon isn’t exactly his preferred working time.”

      “Oh?” I asked.

      “Trust me you don’t want to hear about it. But he’s pretty efficient; definitely worth the extra charge.”

      ‘Plus he looks divine,' I wanted to add as images of his finely sculpted face and falling blonde hair came back to my mind.

      “Come on in, Leticia. There’s a lot to discuss, and not too much time to discuss it,” Wade said as he made his way into the house. I followed him in still thinking about the blonde-haired handsome young man who’s name I hadn’t even been able to discover. Some part of me knew that I wasn’t going to let go of the images in my head until I was able to at least find out who he was, possibly even see him again.

      I had some digging to do. Good thing I knew the people who knew people around here.

      “So, what’s up? Tell me about what you’re going for?” I said to Wade after we’d finally settled in his spacious studio.
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