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Chapter 1



I was in love. Hopelessly, mind-bogglingly, head-over-heels, make everyone else around me either green with envy or gag with disgust, in love. Life was perfect; my man was perfect, and I was blissfully happy despite the fact that I was forced to say goodbye to my perfect man Tuesday morning. Not even twenty-four hours had passed since we’d finally said those three magic words, out in the middle of the street, red-faced and screaming at each other. And now, wrapped up in his big plush burgundy robe, I found myself standing on his threshold waving after his car as it grumbled down the driveway, wishing him a safe flight to Seattle and a productive work week. 

I missed James terribly while he was away. Especially at night when I was forced to sleep alone, staring at the empty space in the bed next to me that was usually reserved for his big, gorgeous body. But at the same time, as much as I missed him, it was nice getting back into the routine of things—hitting the gym, vegging out in my pajamas in front of the television before bed. Mundane and monotonous, maybe, but they were things I looked forward to after a long and busy day at work.

Having finally said those three magical words to each other was the glue we’d needed to solidify and finalize our commitment to one another. I no longer felt as though I was suddenly going to have the rug ripped out from beneath me, that he’d call it quits or just stop calling. We were in this, both of us, for the long haul. For the happily ever after. For the forever.

Wednesday night after the gym Alyssa and I grabbed dinner where we re-hashed my stupid St. Patrick’s Day run-out. She agreed that I had yet to find closure when it came to Tom. That the memory of him still haunted me. Regardless of how much Max, Alex, and James had changed my opinion of men and my own self-worth and helped exorcise the demon from my life, I still had a lot of issues to work through.  She also gave me shit for how I handled things, calling me ridiculous and childish, and agreeing that James had every right to get upset. As seems to be the case these days, I conceded and told her she was right.

Friday was here before I knew it. I was excited to see my parents but more excited to have James home. My addiction to him was becoming a bit of a problem, but I just couldn’t stop, nor did I want to. I wanted to shoot up with his love every damn minute of the day. Sit in a love-struck stupor with a goofy glazed-over look on my face as the high took over and made me forget about everything except how damn happy he made me. I was a junkie and unwilling to even consider rehab. James couldn’t have gone away on business at a better time, though, for the day he left I got my period, and the day he returned it ended. Booyah! 

I drove home after work, packed a bag for the weekend, and then made my way out to his house. The lights were on when I arrived, which was surprising as James had texted me when he got back into town to let me know he didn’t expect to leave the office until six-thirty or so. When I opened the door, and the most mouth-watering aroma embraced my senses, I was nearly knocked off my feet. Oregano, basil, and roasted garlic—someone was cooking Italian. 

I walked into the kitchen to find my man, wooden spatula in hand, wearing a dark green apron over two pieces of his tailor-made suit, white dress shirt, black vest, and the sky blue tie I’d bought him last week. I’d noticed it in a shop window and knew instantly how it would make his eyes glow. I’d been right. 

His sleeves were rolled up, and a dish towel flopped casually over his shoulder; marinara sauce simmered enticingly on the stove, and garlic toast was ready to broil. He even had a salad sitting in a big bamboo bowl and something delicious baking in the oven, chicken parmesan maybe? He knew it was one of my favorites. His back was to me as he stirred the sauce, the Sinatra on the stereo had muted my entrance. I walked up behind him and slid my arms around his waist, kissing that sexy spot between his shoulder blades and inhaling his intoxicating James smell; woodsy, spicy, and all man.

Turning around and taking me in his arms, he kissed me soundly, his tongue wasting no time with formalities and wedging its way between my lips, savoring me, tasting me. I tasted him in return, whimpering slightly as the rush of need ran rampant through me. I wilted against him and let his big hands cradle my back, arching against him so I could feel just how much he missed me.

″Hi,” I managed to say after I caught my breath; James’ cobalt eyes twinkled down at me with love. I ran my hands up and into his hair, pulling ever so slightly on the dark silky strands.

He growled low and manly. “God, I missed you.” He dipped his head again and peppered kisses up one side and down the other of my neck, ending with a harsh and sexy bite on my jugular. I groaned and pushed my pelvis against his for a moment before reluctantly pulling out of our embrace.

″I missed you too,” I said as I put the grocery bag up on the counter and went over to peek inside the oven; it was chicken parmesan—yum. “I thought we were just going to take my parents out for dinner tonight, and then maybe eat in tomorrow night. You said you had to work late.”

He lifted one sculpted shoulder. “Yeah, I know, but I worked so much over the last three days that I’m just drained, and I want to make a good impression on your folks. And I’m dying to fuck you. Serious blue-balls here.” He pinned me against the counter with his hard body. “It’s been a long hard week. Very hard, if you get my drift. And you smell so damn good.” 

He thrust his hips into mine, deftly rotating them, my eyes closed from the delicious friction against my clit. Even with layers of clothes between us, the man drove me wild, made me swoon, and made me yearn to yield to him. 

″Do we have time for a quickie before they get here?” He wiggled his eyebrows before tilting his head down to nip my earlobe.

″Probably not.” I pouted. “They’ll be here any minute. Are you nervous?” With my own sexually-frustrated sigh I pushed out of his grasp and started putting the groceries away in the fridge.

″No. Well, maybe a little. I haven’t really done the whole meet the parents thing before, and I really want them to like me. I’m kind of in love with their daughter, you know? Besotted in fact.” I looked at him and raised my eyebrows. “Oh yeah…” He nodded. “I bought a Word of the Day Calendar, I need to keep up with your verbose loquacity, and today’s word was besotted. I Googled verbose and loquacity though.” 

He poured a glass of zinfandel and handed it to me as I giggled at his use of the new words. His playful grin made my knees weak and my core tighten in need.

″I know.” I wrapped my arms around his neck and stood on my toes so I was at eye level with his mouth. “They’ll love you, don’t worry. And I’m besotted with you too.”

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. I looked at the clock on the microwave, it said six-thirty—show time!

″Mum! Dad!” I opened the door to find my parents standing on the front steps in quiet awe of the house. 

″Hi, sweetie!” My mum dropped her bags and pulled me into her arms, one of my favorite places to be. I love how my mum smelled; scents from my childhood, clean linen, Pantene shampoo, and chalk from the pre-school she taught at. I’d inherited my coloring from my mother, we both have peaches and cream skin, hazel eyes, and honey blonde hair. But unlike my mermaid tendrils, my mum chooses to keep hers in an adorable pixie cut that shows off her long neck and high cheekbones. Without a doubt, Anita Everly is a very attractive fifty-three-year-old woman.

I heard an impatient throat clear behind my mother. “Hey, what about me?” I gave my mum one final squeeze and inhaled her scent once more before releasing her and moving over to my dad.

″Sorry, Dad,” I laughed. “Hi.” I wrapped my arms around my father, giggling like a child as he lifted me off the ground and spun me in a circle. My dad was the fire chief and had been on the rowing team in university; he was anything but a slouch and didn’t show his fifty-six years at all. This was a man who still ran thirty miles a week and could bench press a smart car; he was built like a “brick shit-house” as his friends liked to say. And although all three of the Everly children shared their mother’s hazel eyes, my brothers got their coloring from my dad. 

All the men in our family shared that naturally tanned skin with dark blond wavy hair though my dad kept his cut quite short and it was starting to thin. As a child, I whined about not getting my dad’s eyes. In my opinion, they were his best feature, bright green with flecks of copper and yellow, alert and wise with humor and passion bubbling just beneath the surface. The running joke in our family was that if you looked up “Daddy’s Girl” in the dictionary, there would be a picture of me clinging to my father’s legs and standing on his feet as we danced at my Uncle Dan’s wedding. Phil Everly rarely said no to his little girl. 

I wasn’t sure if James had followed me to the door or if he was waiting in the kitchen for us, but I had my answer when my dad dropped me abruptly, and I stumbled to get my footing.

 ”Oh shit, sorry. James this is my dad, Phil, and my mum, Anita. Mum, Dad this is…,” I said with a sigh as I looked at the man I loved, “this is James.” They all shook hands, and I could tell that my parents were eyeing him up warily. James, on the other hand, tottered back and forth on his feet and licked his lips nervously; it was a whole new look for him. 

″Come in… come in,” I urged. “We’re going to put you in the garage apartment, but we can take your stuff up there later. James made dinner, and it’s almost ready.”

I grabbed my mum’s bag, and James reached for my dad’s. However, my dad reached for his bag at the same time, and they had a little awkward hand-over-hand moment. Poor James’ face went crimson.

″You have a lovely home,” my mother said as we led them through the foyer into the open floor plan of the house.

″Thank you, Mrs. Everly.”

″Oh, please call us Phil and Anita.”

″James designed the house himself, Mum, and did most of the work as well, bringing in his most trusted contractors only when he had to. I’ll give you the full tour later.”

″Can I get either of you anything to drink? Wine? Beer? Water? The bar’s fully stocked so just name your poison,” James asked, as he made his way back into the kitchen and started decanting the second bottle of wine.

″I’ll have a glass of wine please,” my mother said.

″Wine for me as well,” my dad said but didn’t bother to turn around. He was too busy wandering around the living room examining the rockwork around the hearth and the wood beams of the ceiling. My dad had designed and built my parent’s house as well, although not as complex or grandiose as this. I could tell he was sizing James up by his craftsmanship and style.

James seemed to relax once the meal was on the table and the wine had calmed his nerves. And his chicken parmesan had us all sporting some pretty righteous food babies. 

″So, Mum, are you still interested in coming to my rebounder class in the morning?”

″Yes, honey, I’d love to try your trampoline class. I’m just afraid I’ll fall off.”

I scoffed. “Nah. Nobody falls off. James’ sister came with me last weekend, and it was her first time, and she didn’t fall off. You’ll be okay. You do yoga. You’ve got core strength and balance. Dad, what are your plans for tomorrow?”

″Well, sweetie…” He took another sip of his wine while rubbing his stomach. “I would like to get to a running store or two. I need some new shorts. But it doesn’t have to be tomorrow, it could be Sunday on our way home. We’re just here to see you.”

″Well, I think James wants to do some work on his boat this weekend. Wasn’t that right, James? You wanted to try to get the boat out of winter storage and put it back in the marina?”

James nodded while taking a sip of his wine. “Oh, uh, yeah, but that can wait if your parents wanted to do something specific.” 

″What kind of boat do you have?” my dad asked.

I knew my father, the avid fisherman and boating enthusiast, would have his interest piqued the moment I mentioned James’ boat. I hoped that this would earn some brownie points for James and dissolve any last bit of awkwardness between him and my dad. I was right. My question spurred a thirty-minute discussion about fishing spots, lure preferences, and boats of all sizes. As we were clearing the plates, I could tell by my dad’s questions that he was eager to see James’ boat and check it out.

“So, tell me, James, do you golf?” We were all sitting in the living room enjoying more wine and discussing our upcoming Caribbean holiday when my dad abruptly changed the subject to one of his key “are you worthy of my time and worthy of my daughter?” questions. Fortunately, however, it was a subject I had prepped James for. My father hates golf. Despises it. He calls it the “lazy man’s pastime” and spits when anyone calls it a sport.  Plus, as the fire chief, he loathes the amount of water it takes to hydrate the courses. Especially during the hot summer season when the rest of the city is on water restriction, and there are severe fire bans because the tinder is so dry.

James was ready though. He shook his head coolly while idly fiddling with the stem of his empty wine glass. “No sir, I don’t. Not unless I have to that is.” And he was telling the truth. James didn’t golf, in fact, he hated it, and for many of the same reasons as my father. 

″Ah, I getcha.” My dad nodded, indicating he understood the pain of having to do something you hated for the sake of the greater good. “Like a golf tournament for charity or a schmoozing, elbow-rubbing, ass-kissing event.” 

″Yeah, exactly.” James nodded as he got up to go and retrieve another bottle of wine from the kitchen, my father, for no particular reason that I could see, followed him. “But I don’t consider it a sport. After I golf I still have to go for a run, get a real sweat going, you know what I mean?” My dad nodded back, a big grin on his handsome face as he held his wine glass and allowed James to fill it. My mother and I exchanged knowing smiles from where we sat in the living room. And that was that. James was my father’s new favorite person.

***“Your father and I really like James, dear. We think he’s very kind, and he seems to really care for you,” my mother said as we stopped into a drugstore on the way home from the gym the next morning.

″Yeah? That’s good. I’m glad you guys like him. He was so nervous.”

She ran her hand affectionately down the back of my head like only mothers can do. “And he’s one heck of a cook, and handsome. Boy, is he ever gorgeous. And he’s won your father over entirely, boats, fishing, running, and a mutual hatred for golf. It’s like your dad has found a new BFF.”

I snorted, picking up a perfume sample and sniffing the nozzle, wrinkling my nose at the over-powering scent of musk. “Yeah, I figured Dad would love him.”

″Do you?”

″Do I what?”

″Love him?”

I gave her the side-eye, a shy smile playing on my lips. “Yeah… I do. I’m crazy about him, Mum. I’ve never felt this way before, this… this all-consuming passion. He’s… he’s helped me realize what being in love is really supposed to feel like.”

″Aw, honey, that’s wonderful.” She beamed, resting her hand on my shoulder and giving it a motherly squeeze. “And he feels the same way? Why am I asking? Of course, he does, I see the way he looks at you. He’s crazy about you.” I smiled, picturing James’ ruggedly handsome face and the way he lights up when I walk into a room. 

″Do you think our age difference is going to be a problem?”

″How old is he?” We were now perusing the cosmetics section, mindlessly putting samples on the back of our hands while having one of our many heart-to-hearts.

″He just turned thirty-eight. His birthday is in January. Do you think he’s past the time of wanting to get married and have kids?”

″He’s thirty-eight?” She raised her perfectly tweezed brows while her bright hazel eyes glimmered with excitement. “Wow, he looks really good for thirty-eight. I don’t know, honey. What has he said? Does he want kids?”

″Since meeting me, he said all his priorities have changed but I’ve never asked him to elaborate. He’s normally such a closed book, but he’s been flipping pages for me so much lately I haven’t wanted to pry too much. So I don’t really know what he means.”

She smiled, her classically symmetrical face rosy from our workout and her eyes taking on an extra sparkle as we talked about love. My mother has always been a hopeless romantic. She believes we all have a soulmate out there just waiting for us. 

″Then that’s exactly what he means, honey,” she said.  “A man like James puts his career first and his love life on the back burner, waiting for the right woman to come along. And you, my love, are that right woman. I can see it in his eyes—in both your eyes. I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

″What’s your key to a happy and long-lasting marriage, Mum? You and Dad have been together for almost thirty-five years. What’s your secret?” 

My mother shrugged. “Keep the fights clean and the sex dirty, honey.” And she wandered off to look at the Elizabeth Arden makeup leaving me stunned.

″Mother!” I chased after her.

She rolled her eyes and exhaled with a chuckle. “Oh, chill out.” 

We were giggling so much that we were drawing attention. My sides hurt, and I had to go on the hunt for a tissue to wipe the tears from my eyes. A hopeless romantic she might be, but my mother was also a straight shooter. She tells it like she sees it and doesn’t beat around the bush. And as much as I didn’t want to hear about her and my father’s sex life, I’d rather know that they still had plenty of romance in their relationship. Then find out later down the road that they were in a loveless marriage and only stayed together out of habit.

I felt my phone vibrate and checked my text messages. It was James.

J: Your dad and I are going out in the boat. What are our dinner plans?

″Well, it looks like Dad and James are still hitting it off. They’re taking the boat for its first run of the year.”

She gushed. “Oh, your dad must be in his glory right now. Anything having to do with boats and he’s like a child at Christmas.”

″James just asked what we want to do for dinner. What do you think?”

She shrugged, holding up her hand to show me a foundation shade. “I’m good with whatever.”

I shook my head and made a face; it was much too dark for her complexion.

″Well, how about Thai? I can make reservations for later in the evening, so we’re not rushed. Are we going to go downtown after our showers?”

My mother nodded. “Yeah, sure, that sounds good.”

E: Thai for dinner. Will make a reservation for 7:00. Have fun. XOXO

J: Sounds good. Love you. 

A small tingle ran through me at the sight of “Love you” in his text. I hoped the feeling never got old.










Chapter 2



The remainder of my parent’s visit went exceptionally well. James and my dad became thick as thieves, sharing jokes and finishing each other’s sentences, so much so that their relationship had my mum and I a bit stymied. Generally, my dad doesn’t take that quickly to anyone. He’s always been a bit of a tough nut, but once you got to know him, he was a big softy. However, it would appear that James had managed to crack his tough exterior faster than anyone, and I was grateful. I’m not sure I could have been with someone who my parents didn’t approve of. They told me after the fact—of course—that they pretty much only approved of Tom because they liked his parents.

″Thanks again for having us, sweetie,” my dad said as we hugged goodbye in the driveway on Sunday afternoon.

″And James, thanks for the boat ride and that lure. I’ll be sure to try it out and let you know how it goes.” The two men shook hands and smiled at each other. If only James’ mother had taken to me the same way. Oh well, maybe it’s more important for my dad to like James than for his mum to like me?

We waved as they pulled out of the driveway and then headed back into the house rubbing our arms as the chilly March air settled on our skin. Rain was threatening, and the wind had started to pick up shortly after lunch. They’d said the groundhog hadn’t seen his shadow this year, but so far I hadn’t detected a hint of spring; even the crocuses still seemed to be in hibernation. I’d barely closed the door behind me before James had me scooped up and whisked away upstairs to the bedroom. 

″I really like your parents,” he said as he fell on top of me on the bed, kissing and nuzzling my neck.

″Well, they really like you. I’m pretty sure my dad’s in love with you. What did you do to win him over so quickly?” I shivered and yelped as his cold hand snuck its way up my shirt to cup my breast.

He shrugged. “We just have a lot in common. And I was honest with him whenever he asked me a question about you, about anything. Apparently, Tom had been a very secretive person, and he didn’t like fishing.”

I snorted. It was true, Tom loathed the idea of going out on the boat with my dad; he considered fishing a waste of time and money. Ironic considering how much time and money he “wasted” playing online poker. At least with fishing, you were outside, in the fresh air, relaxing and enjoying nature, while possibly even bringing home supper.  

″What kind of questions did he ask you?” I asked as I reached behind him and grabbed his firm ass, he flexed it under my palms, and we both laughed.

He tugged on a nipple. I inhaled slightly but then mewled as the pain quickly morphed into a slow seeping pleasure.

″Oh, you know… questions about you and how you are doing, financially, emotionally and otherwise. My intentions toward you. If I care about you? If I take care of you? And he wasn’t at all subtle in his threat that if I hurt you in any way, all three of the Everly men will render me a eunuch. But not before they broke every bone in my body, of course.”

″Hmmm.” I paused my roaming hands and looked at him. “My dad actually said he would castrate you if you hurt me?”

″Yup.” He nodded. “And your mum cornered me in the laundry room this morning and said the same thing. And frankly, I’d let them. I won’t deserve to be a man if I hurt you, Emma. I love you.”

I began to lift his shirt over his head, tired of talking about my parents. Tired of talking altogether. I tossed his shirt to the floor and nipped his stubbly chin. “I love you, too. But right now I want you to fuck me like you hate me.”

***At my mother’s suggestion, I gave Patricia a call. I asked if she’d like to meet for lunch on Thursday, the day before we left on our holiday. I hoped to be able to clear the air or at the very least forge an amicable if not tolerant relationship with her. I found that as my relationship with James got more serious, establishing a rapport with Patricia was becoming all the more crucial. 

″Hello?”

″Hi, Patricia. It’s Emma. How are you?”

″Emma? Emma who?”

″Um, Emma Everly? James’ girlfriend.” Why the hell did I put an upward inflection on my own name? I know who I am. Oh, fuck this was not going at all how I had rehearsed it in my head. 

″I… uh…I picked you both up from the airport. We went out to dinner when Amy and Garret were in town.” 

Did she honestly not remember me?

″Emma… Emma… oh yes.” The excruciating moment of silence was followed by her skeptical response, “Really?”

″Um, yes it’s me. How are you?”

″Fine.” Her disbelief was quickly replaced with frost.

″Oh, um, that’s great, I’m good too, thanks.” 

Crap, crappity, crap, she hadn’t asked me how I was, but I just answered as if she had. Oh sweet baby Jesus, kill me now! 

But I sucked it up and pressed on, hoping that she hadn’t clued in to my little fuck up.

″Um… I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind meeting me for lunch on Thursday afternoon, if you’re free, that is? I know it’s short notice, being Wednesday and all, but I’d like to take you to lunch. I feel like we got off on the wrong foot and I’d really like to clear the air.”

″Yes, it is short notice.” The ice coming through the receiver from the woman on the other end of the call was so palpable I could have sworn I felt my phone get cold.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I’m sorry.”

″Where?” She snapped.

″Um… I work downtown, how about we meet at the café next to James’ office I think it’s called Eureka. Does noon work for you?”

She let out an irritated sigh. “I’ll have to pay for parking, but I guess I will figure it out.”

″Oh, um, I’d be happy to give you a visitor pass from my office or pay for your parking.”

″No,” she said frostily. “I will see you at noon on Thursday.”

For some stupid reason, I nodded. “Okay, great. Thanks, Patricia. See you then.”

She hung up. I finally exhaled. I couldn’t figure this woman out—WHY DID SHE HATE ME?

James was quite shocked that I had asked his mother to lunch, in fact, he’d tried, rather emphatically, to talk me out of it. Apparently, his visit with her on Tuesday night, while I had been at work, had not gone well. They’d argued for quite a while, with James and Charles arguing on my behalf. They’d done everything they could to convince Patricia I wasn’t the devil and to give me a chance. However, she refused point-blank and clung to the misapprehension that I had ulterior motives. Eventually, James stormed out of his childhood home and threatened to cut ties with his mother completely. 

″She’s not going to let up, Emma. She has it in her head that you’re wrong for me and the obstinate woman won’t change her mind. Cancel your lunch date. It can only end badly.” Despite the mood of the conversation I smiled at his use of the word “obstinate.” He’d used it a few times that evening, apparently, that was his “Word of the Day” today and he was making sure it became a fixture in his everyday vocabulary.

″But maybe if we’re one-on-one she might be different,” I started, blowing a strand of hair out of my eye in frustration. “With no other family around perhaps, she’ll tell me why she doesn’t like me.” We were lying in bed on Wednesday night, and James was drawing light circles on my naked back.

″If I know my mother, she won’t even show up. Just write her off as a lost cause. You’ve won me over, which is the primary concern, and both my dad and Amy like you so just forget about her. She’s being a bitch.”

″Don’t talk about your mother that way.” I craned my neck around and glared at him out of the corner of my eye. “It may be true, but the woman gave birth to you and raised you, so she can’t be all bad. Tell me about your family though. I want to know more. Did your dad run the company before you?”

He took a deep breath and exhaled it loudly, kissing the dimples in my lower back. 

″My father ran Shaw and Sons Developing Inc. It was his dream for my brother and me to join him and run the family business, which is why he added the ′and Sons’ to the name of the company less than a year after we were born. Only when Andy died, he changed the name to J.P.S Developing Inc., essentially giving me the company when I was still just a child. From the get-go, he groomed me to take over. But I let it be known early on that I wasn’t going to step into the CEO position right out of college. I wanted to travel, work other jobs and gain some life experiences before I walked into an executive position. I’m not a fan of nepotism—you need to earn your place, not just be born into it. Which is why I worked for the construction crews for a while. I wanted to work in every position, including the blue-collar one, before I took over as top dog. It gives you a better understanding of your employees and your company. 

″My dad always kept his contracts local and small, building a modest-sized but loyal clientele. We nearly lost the company when the market dipped so I stepped in. Thinking ‘go broke or go home,’ we branched out and went after bigger fish. I took the business from strictly local real estate development to national and international project management and construction. We do it all now. My dad is mostly retired but being the workaholic that he is, he hasn’t been able to leave the company altogether. He goes to a few meetings with me or in lieu of me, and I still call him regularly for advice and consult.”

″Wow.” I marveled. “So, is this what you wanted to do?”

″I wanted to be successful, to make a difference, and be creative. This job allows me to do those things, but I did it to keep my family together first and foremost. The fact that my parents didn’t push me to step into the CEO role right away, and they let me go backpacking with Justin, helped me to decide that running the company was something I was okay with. And I’ve expanded my empire drastically, owning properties, and investing. My parents don’t have the kind of wealth I have, they are comfortable, but not rich.” I loved that he was opening up, talking about his family, his business, his past. Perhaps it was because we weren’t face to face. I was on my belly and James was behind me. Was it easier for him to spill his guts when he didn’t have curious eyes boring into his head trying to see past the words and read between the lines? Either way, he was talking and I couldn’t get enough.

″So, then why does your mum keep saying I’m after the Shaw name?” I asked, eager to keep him chatting.

″Because now and because of me the name carries a lot more weight in town, and up and down the West Coast, and she thinks it needs to be upheld. She’s old-fashioned and nuts. But I’m done talking about my parents. I love these little dimples right above your ass…”

***James was right. I waited in the restaurant for forty minutes the following day before realizing that I’d been stood up. Deciding that I’d had enough embarrassment for one day, I didn’t bother calling Patricia to find out what had happened. I knew what had happened; she was making a point, a very clear point. 

I had some time to kill before my one thirty class, so I decided to walk over to James’ office to let him say, “I told you so.”

Brandy was still out for lunch, so I just knocked on the door and poked my head in. He was on the phone, but he waved me inside. I sat on the corner of his desk looking out the window at the horizon. It was a bright day, and there was a beautiful view of the Olympic Peninsula to the left; the cargo ships passed gently through the Juan de Fuca straight and the Clipper, connecting Seattle to Victoria, was steaming toward the dock in the inner harbor. The Parliament Buildings with their manicured lawns and center fountain stood tall and authoritative; lit up by a shard of sunlight peeking through a crop of clouds, a century-old Welcome Wagon for all those coming across on the boats. The view from James’ office was stunning. You could see the entire downtown core, and for miles beyond. How on earth did he get any work done? 

″All right then, well, email me the proposal, and I’ll look it over. I’m going on vacation for two weeks, leaving tomorrow night, but I’ll have internet access. I’ll send you feedback in the next week or so… Thanks, Remy. Bye.” He put the phone down and pulled me off the desk into his lap. “She didn’t show, did she?”

″No.” I dropped my head and twisted my fingers around my scarf.

″Oh, baby. Just forget my mother.”

″I just want her to like me.” I pouted, pushing out my bottom lip and letting out a petulant huff.

″I know, but it might never happen.”

″But why? I just don’t understand why she won’t give me a chance.”

He put a finger under my chin and lifted my head. “Don’t let it get to you. Don’t let it ruin our trip.”

I shrugged and let out a defeated sigh. “Ahhh, I guess you’re right. I’m not going to stop trying, though.” A quick and sassy tug on his bottom lip with my teeth was all he got before I dropped to my knees beneath his desk.

″Whatcha doing?”

″What does it look like?” I smiled as I started unzipping his dress pants, slipping my fingers through his zipper to free his manhood. He was already growing hard, my throat tightened and my mouth watered in anticipation. I tilted my head and followed a throbbing vein with the tip of my tongue, circling the base and then backtracking, sucking softly as I moved upward. A growl rumbled through the virile male I had at my mercy. Barely parting my lips, I pressed them to the tiny hole at the tip, then let them flow over his engorged length with a rapid dip of my head.

″I… oh fuck, yes.” He grabbed hold of my ponytail and started pulling and pushing, setting his own pace for how he wanted to fuck my mouth. “Emma, I… I have a meeting in five minutes.”

I started to hum quietly. And then there was a knock on the door.

″NOT NOW!” He grunted loudly, shoving his pelvis into my face, so I took him deeper down my throat.

Brandy’s voice called through the door, “Sorry Mr. Shaw, your one o’clock appointment is waiting.”

″Give me… a… minute!” he snarled, grinding himself into my face. My neck and jaw were beginning to ache from how rough he was, but it was also spurring me on. I could feel his rhythm starting to falter; he was getting close. I loved how quickly, how easily I could make him lose all composure and just turn completely savage. I rammed him to the back of my throat and gently tugged down on his shaft, causing him to explode his load across my tongue. In a powerful rush that nearly choked me, he came hard, flooding my greedy mouth. He moaned, cursing loudly, clearly, not giving a damn who heard us on the other side of the door. I took it all. Swallowing fiercely while my fist milked pulse after pulse up the length of him. I repeatedly gulped and drank him down until he shuddered with the surplus of sensation and pleaded with me to stop. 

I wiped my mouth as I stood up, fixing my ponytail and straightening my blouse with a cocky and accomplished smile.

″Holy fuck.” He let out a deep breath and rubbed his face with his hands. “What was that for?”

I gave him a coquettish smirk and brushed off a piece of lint from the sleeve of my shirt. “I’ve wanted to do that for a while. Next time I want you to fuck me up against the window.”

 He tucked himself back into his pants, a look of pure fascination on his face. “Miss Everly, you are a naughty girl.”

″What?” I turned around pretending to be shocked. “I thought I was a good girl. I only aim to please… sir.”

His throat made that sound that a male lion makes right before it devours a wildebeest. “Oh, you pleased me.” His breathing was still a little ragged from suddenly spent efforts. “Holy hell, did you please me. That’s another first.”

″Really?” I was surprised that that was the first blowjob he’d received in his office. I thought for sure one of his previous partners would have done that for him. Oh well, another point for me.

″Yeah.” He stood up and kissed me, pulling me into his arms. “Thank you,

baby.”

Hunting for my purse, I looked toward the door. “It sounds like people are

waiting for you. I should go.”

He followed me toward the door. “Takeout for dinner sound good? Not too much food left in the fridge.”

″Sounds great.” I rose up on my toes, pecking him on the lips. “See you after the gym.”

″Text me your dinner order later.”

″Okay.” I opened the door to leave, pausing with my hand on the knob and giving him one last look of longing, in awe that this incredible man was all mine.

He must have read my mind because his face softened and those beautiful eyes sparkled like rare blue diamonds at me, the corners crinkled as he smiled. “I love you, Emma.”

″I love you too,” I said wistfully, blowing him a kiss and then walking out into the foyer. Two young men in their early thirties stared at me with knowing smiles. I looked over at Brandy sitting behind her desk, and her expression was one of shock and perhaps a dash of envy. I grinned warmly at all of them and apologized for keeping them waiting. After being stood up by Patricia, my lunch break had turned out well. Giving James a blowjob lifted my spirits so high that I walked back to work with a bounce in my step and dirty thoughts running through my head.

***Knowing that I wouldn’t get a proper workout for a couple of weeks because of our holiday, I pushed myself hard at the gym that night. My need to look exceptional in my three new bikinis was another big motivator. I’d spotted them last week when Alyssa and I had gone clothes shopping for her upcoming trip to Florida.

 “I don’t know, Em,” she called out from the adjacent change room. “He’s just acting really weird. Distant and secretive. And he’s asked me about the mail over a dozen times this week.”

Alyssa was on edge; the typically grounded and easy-going Steve had been behaving anything but, lately, and it was starting to really bother her. He had been evading her questions, was short and argumentative, which was alarming, considering that Steve and Alyssa rarely fought. And on the off chance they did fight it was usually a misunderstanding with a few hours of the silent treatment followed up by a discussion and then make-up sex. 

″I don’t know, Lys, is he under any crazy stress at work? Or is there anything going on with his family?” I scrunched up my face as I looked in the mirror, discouraged by what I saw; the pastel pink bikini with ruffles on the bum and bust was so unflattering. Not only did the color completely wash me out, but the extra flouncy volume made my otherwise perky bottom look like there was so much junk in the trunk I would need a hatchback to support it all. 

″Maybe just give him some space, let him figure it out. Just be there when he’s ready to talk, but don’t nag or push. Guys hate that. And they just shut down, even more, when you try to make them talk before they’re ready.”

″Yeah,” she whined, but her tone lacked conviction. “But, what if he’s cheating?”

I heard the door to her change room open, so I opened mine as well, screwing my face up in disgust at the pastel monstrosity in the big mirror. Alyssa’s opinion of my suit mirrored my own.

I shook my head. “Steve would never. He’s crazy about you. I think he’s just got a lot on his mind. The housing market is nuts right now, and the real estate world can be harsh and demanding. Especially here.” 

Alyssa nodded in understanding.

“That suit is adorable,” I added, admiring the black and lime green two-piece she was sporting. She smiled, but it failed to make it all the way to her eyes. I could tell she was worried.

“I bet he’s just stressed trying to wrap things up before your big trip. Is there a big sale on a house that’s pending?”

She nodded. “Yeah, the sellers are putting him through the wringer.”

“Well, then…”

“Yeah, I guess…” She made a face like she’d just bitten into a lemon. “That suit sucks by the way. Your body is way hotter than that. Take it off.”

I snorted a laugh. “I know. I look like a ghost with a giant ass. But believe me, he’s not cheating. Give him the benefit of the doubt.”

“Okay… so, how are things with you and Mr. Millionaire?” she asked, looking through the suits on a rack just outside the change rooms.

“Oh, they’re all right.” I grinned. “Orgasmically excellent in fact. But he’s still guarded. It’s like there’s another big secret or trauma in his life. I mean besides his brother’s death. And whatever it is seems to have really fucked him up. He won’t talk about it.” I closed the door to my change room and grabbed the yellow one off the back of the door. Much better.

“Well, take your own advice. Don’t nag or push. It’ll come out eventually, right?” 

I tied the yellow halter straps around my neck and looked at myself in the mirror again. Smiling with what I saw. “I know. You’re totally right, I just wish he’d tell me. I’ve told him all my secrets.”

“He will, sweetie,” she called over the wall. “Just give him time.”

***After looking at the menu online that afternoon, I had texted James my order for Spicy Peanut Rice noodles with chicken. When I got home from the gym, I quickly showered and then joined him downstairs in the living room for dinner.

″What did you order?” I asked as I accepted the offered glass of red wine.

″Extra spicy Kung Pao with chicken and prawns.”

″Mmm.” I licked my lips.  “Sounds good. Thanks for picking up dinner.”

″No worries. Here are your chopsticks.”

″Thanks.”

″So,” he started, digging into his little white box of noodles, “what brought on that impromptu afternoon delight? Not that I’m complaining. I’ll never complain about a blowjob.”

″I dunno.” I shrugged. “I was feeling low after what happened, or I should say didn’t happen with your mother, and somehow doing that for you really cheered me up. Call me crazy. And I’m pretty sure your secretary and the two guys you had a meeting with heard you coming. You weren’t exactly quiet.”

″Who gives a fuck?” He smirked. “I’m the boss. I do what and who I want. When I want.”

″All right then.” I chuckled, rolling my eyes and squeezing a lime onto my meal.

″Are you getting excited about the trip?”

″Yeah, I think so.” I nodded, pulling out a long slippery clump of noodles. “I still can’t believe we’re leaving tomorrow.”

″I know, it’s awesome. You went home and grabbed your passport?”

″No, I still have to go back tomorrow after work before I come here. I need to grab my suitcase and all my documents. Don’t worry everything is organized.”

″I’m not worried. I’m just doing my boyfriend duty of reminding you about your passport. Now my job is done, and you can’t say ‘why didn’t you remind me?’ He grinned widely showing me his perfect pearly whites.

″I won’t forget. Do you have your passport ready?”

″Yes, ma’am, it’s somewhere around here.” He pretended to look around the couch and coffee table, turning back to face me with another big goofy smile. “I’ll find it after dinner.”

″Oh jeez.” I rolled my eyes again and took a sip of my wine. I loved it when he was playful; it meant he was worry-free and comfortable, at ease enough to be himself.

″Did you just roll your eyes at me, Miss Everly? And to think I was just about to say thank you for that bit of office indecency you served me with today.”

I shook my head, feigning panic. “Oh no, I didn’t roll my eyes, I… uh… I had something in my eye, so it just looked that way. My apologies, sir, thank away.” He put his chopsticks and noodle box down on the coffee table and then grabbed mine from my hands, putting them on the table as well. 

″Can’t have you distracted.” 

He slid to the ground and brought my legs around and onto his shoulders in the process. After my shower I had changed into my black shorty short pajamas and a tank top, so he didn’t have to do too much to get at my sensitive core. 

He started out by blowing cold air on my soft and waiting cleft, cooling my skin but heightening my arousal. I moaned and sunk deeper into the couch, closing my eyes and relishing the attention. Long sweeping licks with his tongue had me moaning while provocative sucks and swirls around my clit made me buck into his face. It felt incredible, it always felt incredible. James was an oral sex master. The man knew just how to tease and touch and flick and suck to make me squirm and writhe with nothing but his name on my lips and a dampness between my thighs. But my groan of delight quickly switched to a gasp of pain when suddenly it didn’t feel so incredible anymore, it really, really didn’t. As good as it once felt, now it burned.

″James! James stop. Something’s not right. It hurts!” I was panicking. My whole vagina felt like it was on fire.

″What’s wrong?” He lifted his head up, his eyes glassy, and hungry lips still shiny with the taste of me.

″Something’s wrong. It burns, my clit, my lips, they feel like they’re on fire.” I jumped up off the couch and ran upstairs to the bathroom, he followed me.

″Was it like this today?” he asked as I stripped off all my clothes and ran into the shower grabbing the showerhead and turning it on cold.

″No.” I shook my head, my whole body an inferno, lips and clit raging with white-hot agony as if I’d just crouched over a mound of scorching coals. “I’ve been fine all day. It just started as soon as you went down on me.”

″Oh shit!” He ran his hand through his hair and shook his head.

″What?” I aimed the showerhead and its frigid drops at my burning flesh. I nearly passed out from how cold it was.

″I just ate extra spicy Kung Pao and then put my lips and tongue on you. You’re burning up from the hot peppers. Oh my God, baby, I am so sorry.”

″Seriously? Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” Tears stung my eyes, but it wasn’t enough to detract from the excruciating pain between my legs. I was afraid to look down and survey the damage. Would I be red and blistered? Had my vagina burned off completely? It sure as hell felt like that was the case.

He just continued to shake his head. “I didn’t even think about it. What can I do?”

″I don’t know!” I cried. “This has never happened to me before. Do you have any aloe vera? Oh my God! Ow, fuck it burns…” I kept the water on my body, but the relief was only fleeting, my soft skin continuing to blaze and sting. I was sure I was going to pass out any minute.

″What about going in the hot tub?” he suggested.

″How will that help?”

″I remember once when I was in Indonesia and eating spicy sambal, they brought me hot tea rather than milk or water. They said that heat, not cold chases the heat. It couldn’t hurt. I’ll go open up the cover.”

″Okay.” I winced ready to collapse from the never-ending vaginal agony.

I threw a towel around me, and held a cold, wet washcloth between my legs as I made my way downstairs and out onto the patio. James had lifted the cover for the hot tub and placed two bath sheets on the warming rack. He had also found a bottle of aloe vera, which was sitting next to the towels. I put my towel and washcloth aside and eased myself into the hot water. It felt wonderful on my achy calves and thighs. I had done quite a few calf raises and squats at the gym that night, but I was really apprehensive to submerge myself any deeper. What if it burned even more?

″I am so sorry, baby. Here, for the pain.” James handed me a crystal glass filled with a golden liquid. I slammed the drink and handed back the glass while simultaneously dipping the rest of my body into the bubbling water. The relief was instantaneous. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the edge of the tub. The stars above flickered, winking at me and laughing, enjoying my painful predicament. James entered the hot tub and sat down next to me, gently placing his hand in mine under the water.

″Are you okay?” The concern in his voice was sweet. I hoped he knew I wasn’t mad at him. Neither of us could have known this would happen.

″Yeah. I think I’ll be fine.” I said, gnashing my molars together from a small flash of residual pain. “But, we won’t be doing that again.”

He pulled me into his lap. “I’m so, so sorry. I’ll never eat spicy food again.” 

I laughed. “No. We’ll just have to make sure we give your mouth time to cool off after you’ve eaten, before you… well, eat.” I leaned my head against his shoulder, enjoying the companionable silence.

We took the rest of the night off, only kissing—going as far as second base—my vagina no longer burned, though I was much too sensitive to be touched. We cuddled for a while in bed, but I was exhausted from my eventful day and quickly fell into a deep sleep. 










Chapter 3



James had booked us on a red-eye flight out of Vancouver to Fort Lauderdale, and from Fort Lauderdale, we would then fly to Nassau in the Bahamas. I had never flown first class before, so when he handed me my boarding pass, and I saw 4A, I was beyond excited. We shared champagne and snuggled under the blankets watching Seinfeld re-runs; it was a beautiful way to start to our beautiful holiday. 

We landed in Nassau shortly before lunchtime. The plan was to meet up with Justin and Kendra the following day as they were still en route. James had really gone all out when booking our hotel. Six pools and eight restaurants graced the grounds of the resort, with botanical gardens lining the pathways and exotic birds cooing and cawing everywhere. We were greeted at reception and offered coconut cups, filled with potent rum and pineapple flavored deliciousness, topped off by brightly colored paper umbrellas—I was in heaven!

″So, tell me about Justin and Kendra, what’s their story?” We were lounging by the adult’s only pool in the sunshine, and James was rubbing sunscreen on my back.

″Well, Justin is my best friend. And his wife is pretty fantastic too.” He moved his hands down and started rubbing lotion onto the backs of my legs and butt. He was spending an awful lot of time rubbing my butt.

″What does Justin do?”

″He’s retired now. But he was an investment banker.”

″How old is he?” 

He must be quite a bit older than James if he’s already retired.

″Thirty-nine. He invested well in several big global companies, and he also owns a lot of real estate and businesses. He does the odd bit of consulting still, but he mainly focuses on charity work now.”

I took a sip of my cocktail. “How did you guys meet?”

″We were roommates in university. We met in second year when we both replied to an ad for vacant rooms in a house. We lived together for three years.”

″And how did he and Kendra meet?”

″Kendra’s a yoga instructor, slash personal trainer, and nutritionist. She works for a rehabilitation and wellness group in North Vancouver. Justin wasn’t always the fit and healthy guy he is now. Before he retired he was a workaholic, hardly slept, ate shit food, and never hit the gym. He was addicted to prescription pills, uppers, and caffeine pills mainly. Did a bit of cocaine, not a lot, and he stopped completely when I threatened to kill him if he continued down that path. But, all that combined with the stress of work and his poor health caused him to have a mild heart attack at thirty-four. He met Kendra when his doctor recommended he take up yoga to reduce stress.”

″Holy shit.” I swiveled my neck around and gaped at him. “He’s okay now, though, right?”

″Oh yeah.” He nodded. “Kendra runs a tight ship. He’s really fit and healthy now. No drugs.”

″And what’s Kendra like? How old is she?”

″I think she’s thirty-three or thirty-four or something. She’s a real sweetheart. You might expect her to be all stuck-up and granola hippy-like, but she’s not. She’s really down-to-earth and easy going. A bit of a free spirit. Not much can get her down.”

″Are they planning to have kids?”

″They’ve been trying for years. They had a miscarriage early on in their relationship but ever since then, nothing. They’ve tried everything. So, now they’re on a list for adoption. This trip is their last big hurrah alone as a couple before they have a family.”

″Aw.” I wasn’t sure what else to say, the idea of losing a baby, or babies, broke my heart. As for not being able to have children… I didn’t even want to think about it.

″Yeah, Justin really wants kids, they both do.” 

″Good for them.” I said, proud that I’d managed to bite back my burning question, “do you want kids, James?” and instead changed the subject. “Hey, I think my butt has enough sunscreen on it, thanks.”

″Flip over, and I’ll do your front.” He was all smiles now. 

The over-stressed, high-powered executive with the pensive stare and furrowed brow while we sat in the airport, was long gone. Miraculously, he’d been replaced by the insanely sexy, laid-back boyfriend who couldn’t keep his hands off me. 

When we’d walked onto the pool deck, many female eyes drank in the gorgeous man at my side, and I didn’t begrudge them one bit. It was hard not to look at him and drool. He was chiseled in all the right places with a permanent tan and a soft dusting of hair right between his pecs. My man was perfection. And that was the beauty of it all. He was my man. My man to touch, my man to kiss, and my man to rub sunscreen on and have him rub sunscreen on me.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t think this is a topless pool.”

″Well, then flip over and keep your top on. We don’t want you to burn.”

″I think I can handle putting sunscreen on my front.” I snorted.

″Nope, you can’t.” He shook his head, holding the sunscreen just out of my reach. “You’ll miss some spots and then burn. Let me.” I couldn’t get enough of this roguish side, so of course, I obliged and allowed him to massage the cream into my breasts, stomach, and thighs. All eyes were on us, but we didn’t care. 

″God, I love your tits,” he said with a low growl. “They’re perfect.” He was spending an awful lot of time working the lotion into the tops of my breasts, and his fingers kept dipping below my cups to pinch my nipples. I was sure any minute we were going to be asked to leave the pool for indecent activity.

I pouted and looked down at my chest. “No, they’re not. The right one is significantly larger than the left. It’s hell trying to find a bra.”

″Don’t tell me that,” he scolded. “I think they’re perfect. Each one is a handful.” He cupped my boobs in each of his big, strong hands, giving them a gentle squeeze, pulling on my nipples over the fabric until they were standing at full attention. Man, he really didn’t care that we were out in public.

We laid on the deck for a while dozing in and out and ordering complimentary drinks each time the waiters walked passed. But soon the heat had me sweating and feeling a little nauseous—or perhaps I was drunk?—so I stood up and dove gracefully into the pool. 

I hadn’t noticed, but the pool deck had almost entirely cleared out. What was once a packed house of close to sixty or seventy adults of all ages was now a scattering of a few couples and two old hairy and rather rotund dudes smoking cigars over in the shade. I was the only person in the water. I swam a couple of laps, enjoying the cooling effect it had on my baking body and the view of my man relaxing on the deck. 

I dipped my head below and then slowly stood up, so my hair fell over my breasts like a mermaid. When I finally opened my eyes I found James watching me. I nearly swallowed my tongue from how intense his gaze was; primitive and possessive, a virile male in full rut. 

He stood up and sauntered his wickedly sexy stride to the edge of the pool, diving in and barely making a splash. I was standing in the shallower end waiting for him to surface when I noticed a jet on the wall. It was just beyond standing height, so I swam over to it and held onto the edge. 

I’d always loved playing with the pool jets as a kid, the way they pushed at your skin and massaged your back. It brought back fond memories of playing with my siblings at the outdoor community pool every summer. I turned around and put my lower back against the jet, holding onto the edge and kicking slightly to stay afloat. Suddenly James, who had been underwater far too long, surfaced just inches away from my face and planted a sopping wet kiss on my lips.

″Hi.” He quickly blinked his eyes, the water droplets that had gathered on his lashes shaking off in a frenzy of diamonds.

″Hi.”

″Whatcha doing?” He put his arms on either side of me, boxing me into the small space of his body and the wall.

″Playing with the jet.”

″Hmmm…” He grabbed my shoulders and turned me around, so I faced the wall with the jet directing its pressure right at the juncture of my legs.

″James!”

″Shh. If you don’t make a big deal about it, then no one will know.” He pulled my bikini briefs to the side, exposing my bare flesh to the delicious assault of the high-powered water.

″But… oh God.” 

My legs stopped kicking, and I lost my grip on the pool edge. I started to sink. The feeling of the jet on my sensitive skin was like an industrial showerhead. He reached into the water and pulled me up, wrapping an arm around my waist to keep me afloat and positioned for pleasure. 

I closed my eyes and gave in, allowing the ecstasy to wash over me. James pulled the bottoms of my bikini to the side even further and pushed the hard head of his cock slowly into my entrance. 

Oh my God, were we actually going to have sex right here, in the pool, in broad daylight, in public? 

I glanced behind us to see if anyone was watching, but there was nothing but empty chairs and palm trees. All the waiters were gossiping at the bar, and the other pool-goers seemed to be sleeping or ignoring us. But I couldn’t be sure because everyone was wearing dark sunglasses.

James slipped himself inside me. The bite of pain from my lack of readiness as he entered me only added to the naughtiness, and I scrambled to keep a firm hold on the edge of the pool. He buried his face in the crook of my neck, continuing to thrust into me, using his one hand on the side of the pool for leverage. 

I kept an eye on the other patrons, but they didn’t seem to be aware of what we were up to. Truth be told, I didn’t give a damn if they did. I was getting close; the jet was almost too much and James had changed the angle of his hips so that he was hitting just the right spot inside me.

″Come for me, baby,” he groaned, nipping the shell of my ear while plunging into me harder. 

The man knew my body so well, knew when I was ready. The jet was pushing me closer and closer to sweet oblivion. So, as quietly and subtly as I could, I came undone. I dipped my head to stare at the water and clawed at the pool edge while my toes curled and my pussy shuddered around his throbbing shaft. 

″That’s right, baby… argh… fuck!” And then James came, grunting quietly in my ear and biting my shoulder to muffle the sounds of his release.

″Did we just do that?” I asked, resting my head against the cold, hard tile of the deck and closing my eyes, reliving in my mind what we’d just done, and smiling. James pulled out of me and adjusted my bathing suit, then he spun me around, so we were facing each other. His mouth slanted






***























OEBPS/cover.jpeg
AN '{ :

THE DARK AND DAMAGED HEARTS BOOK 4





OEBPS/images/Img0001.jpeg
FUNNY, FABULOUSLY
FILTHY ROMANCE














