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CODE-SWITCHING






Code-Switching: (noun) The
act of purposely modifying one's language or behavior in different
ways depending on social context.








The coolly elegant
Catherine Brown is just the woman I need to take my career to the
next level. She’s everything I could want in a corporate
wife—attractive, well-bred and refined. Like me, Catherine has an
Ivy League education, a strong work ethic, and a driving need to
succeed. After working closely with her for the last five years,
and three months of exclusive dating, I’m confident I’ve learned
all I need to know. I asked Catherine to marry me and patiently
gave her the time she requested to decide. Then, a family emergency
causes Catherine to reveal a side of her nature I had no idea
existed. She’s trying her best to keep me out of it, but I’m
determined to stick to her like glue. You see, Catherine may be the
perfect corporate wife, but Tikki is my perfect match.


Foreword






In my research of Motorcycle Clubs, I came
across several wedding vows used by bikers. Unfortunately, I forgot
to write down my sources. When I Googled biker wedding vows again
to give the authors credit, I couldn’t locate all of them. If any
line or lines of the vows I wrote sound familiar, this is the
reason why.

One source was https://ezinearticles.com

Another was Biker Wedding Ceremony by Chaplain
Fellowship Ministries.

There were many, many more articles and
Pinterest posts I read, and Youtube videos I watched to get the
tone and flavor for the vows I created for my characters. No
copyright infringement intended.


Chapter One

Zach


We sat around the conference table on the
10th floor of Berkley-Adams, a Fortune 500 advertising
agency. I gave half an ear to a presentation from our sales and
marketing team on an ad campaign they’d devised for our approval.
The Scarsdale account was a lucrative one that if won, would gain
us prestige and hefty bonuses. As such, the campaign should have
garnered my full attention.

How can she sit there so calm and
composed?

Catherine Brown, the Vice President of
Marketing, sat across the wide mahogany table from me. As always,
she was perfectly coifed and dressed in a modest business pantsuit
that still managed to be feminine on her slender but curvy frame.
Her hair was pulled back into an elegant chignon. Her makeup was
expertly applied with a light hand to give her natural
attractiveness a subtle boost. When she spoke, her voice was
low-keyed and articulate, lacking any sort of accent.

In contrast, despite my laid-back impression, I
was about to crawl out of my skin with anticipation. Only manners
and an ingrained sense of professionalism kept me from dragging her
out of the conference room and demanding an answer to my proposal.
It had been three days. How much longer was she going to make me
wait?

Catherine was everything I wanted in a corporate
wife—elegant, well bred, refined, and she possessed an Ivy League
education. Like me, she had a strong work ethic and a driving need
to be successful. At the age of twenty-six, she’d proven it by
becoming the second youngest person to be promoted to the position
of vice president in Berkley-Adams’ history. I was the youngest,
having been promoted at age twenty-five to my current position of
vice president of sales three years ago.

Our positions meant Catherine and I had worked
closely together for the last two years. Together, we made a good
team. Three months ago, we’d begun dating. She was a classy lady.
The type you courted with roses and flowers. Employees and
management loved her. Catherine was just the woman I needed to take
my career to the next level.

Last Friday night, I’d arrived on her doorstep
with a dozen, long-stemmed, rainbow roses. We’d eaten dinner at a
high-class restaurant with a month-long waitlist, unless you had
the right connections. I did. Next, I presented her with tickets to
a live Broadway show she’d mentioned in passing wanting to see.
After the show, I’d taken her to a quiet spot near the Hudson River
and had gone down on one knee, open ring box in hand. “Catherine,
will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

Her gaze bounced back and forth between the
ostentatious diamond engagement ring and me for long, silent
minutes. After what felt like a lifetime of waiting, just when I
began to think she wouldn’t respond, she said, “Do you mind if I
take a few days to think about it? This caught me by surprise. I
had no idea you were thinking in terms of marriage.”

The part of me that wanted to seal the deal told
me to push for an answer now. Instead, I said, “Sure. Take as much
time as you need.”

Now I sat wondering what had I done wrong?
Everything had been executed perfectly—flowers, dinner and a show,
and a nice romantic setting for the proposal. Hell, I’d even knelt
down on one knee like they do in the movies. The night couldn’t
have been more romantic.

The soft buzz of a vibrating cellphone
interrupted my thoughts. Catherine’s gaze flicked down and read the
screen. She calmly swiped the decline button, sending the call to
voicemail. A few seconds later, the phone buzzed again. This time I
caught the faint narrowing of her eyes and the hint of annoyance in
her expression when she declined it.

The third time it rang from the same number, her
mouth tightened and she lifted the phone from the table. “Excuse
me. This must be important. Please continue,” she told Natalie,
who’d been charged with making the presentation for her group.

“Yes, Ms. Brown,” Natalie said.

Catherine angled her chair so that her back was
to the majority of the group, but I could still see her profile. In
a low voice, she answered saying, “This had better be important.
I’m in a meeting.”

Her spine went rigid and her face drained of
color. “What!” she exclaimed, her subdued voice violently
controlled.

Suddenly she shot to her feet. “What da fuck
was he doing there?”

Silence fell in the room as all eyes turned to
her. Before my astonished gaze, her demeanor and posture changed.
Her ladylike poise morphed into that of a cold, hard bitch ready to
take names and kick asses. My dick immediately got hard.

Catherine glanced up and realized she was the
center of attention. She took a few steps toward the conference
room door and broke into a string of angry, fluent Spanish, and
punctuated it by jabbing the disconnect button. Before turning to
face us, she took a deep, calming breath. “Excuse me. Family
emergency. I have to leave.”

Though she tried to use her professional voice,
a hint of Latin flavor slipped in. Face set in angry lines,
Catherine stormed from the room, leaving her notebook behind.

Rising quickly, I said, “Meeting adjourned.
We’ll reschedule at a later date.” I grabbed her notepad and mine
before rushing out the door behind her.

Despite my best attempts, I’d never been able to
penetrate Catherine’s—never Cat or Cathy—guard. Now that it was
lowered, I wasn’t letting her out of my sight. This was my
opportunity to know her better.

I walked past our shared administrative
assistant who was staring wide-eyed at the still vibrating door and
into Catherine’s office without knocking first. She snapped an
ammunition clip into the handgun and checked the safety before
placing it in her purse. Then she glanced at me sideways.

The woman was just full of surprises today.
“What’s going on?”

“Family business. Nothing that concerns you.”
Catherine snatched her purse off the desk and stalked toward
me.

I leaned against the closed door and crossed my
arms over my chest, determined not to let her leave until I had my
answers. “As your hopefully future husband, I beg to differ. What
concerns you is my concern, too. Try again.”

Her hands went to her hips as her head tilted to
the side in a movement that screamed ‘angry Latina.’ “Get outta my
way. I don’t have time for this.”

There went that accent slipping again. I held in
my grin. What I’d previously seen as bone-deep, cool, unwavering
composure was cracking to reveal a hidden core of fire. “Then tell
me what I want to know so we can leave.”

“We?” she challenged.

“Yes, we. As in, the two of us. If you think I’m
letting you drive in your condition, you’re mistaken.” When she
continued to silently glare, I calmly stated, “The quicker you
talk, the faster we can leave.”

“Mercer Hospital, and I don’t need a driver. I
catch the subway to work, remember? No car.”

“You mean you don’t want me to drive you, but
I’m going to anyway,” I corrected. “What kind of fiancé would I be
if I let you go off on your own, as upset as you are?”

Her fingers clenched on her purse strap as her
glare turned hotter. “Thanks, but no thanks. It’s unnecessary. I’ll
take a cab or call an Uber.”

She really didn’t want me going with her. It
made me more determined than ever to join her. “My car is
downstairs in the garage. By the time Uber gets here, I can have
you there.”

Impatiently, Catherine glanced at her watch. The
muscle in her jaw clenched. “Fine.”

I opened the door. “After you.”

She swept out into our shared lobby, back
straight, head high, bearing straight ahead.

“Marisa, reschedule all meetings and transfer
all calls to voicemail. Catherine has a family emergency,” I said
as we walked by. I didn’t dare stop. I had a feeling if I did,
Catherine wouldn’t hesitate to leave me behind.

I entered the hallway just in time to see her
step inside the elevator. Breaking into a jog, I slid between the
doors as they were closing.

Catherine’s phone buzzed again. “What?” she
snapped.

She listened to the agitated voice on the other
end before saying, “I’m on my way. Unless you have something new to
tell me, don’t call again. And Ma, you tell Deke if anything
happens to Jamie, there won’t be a hole deep enough he can crawl
into where I won’t find him.”

The expression on her face and the ice in
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