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Chef Latoya Toni Ross, thank you. RIP Maverick
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Officer Brian Toke, thank you.

Chef Rico, thank you.

Chef John Van Coller, thank you. 

Sincerely.

––––––––
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For all those who did what they wanted and stood their ground when someone told them they couldn’t, here’s one for you.

––––––––
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When you hear I love you, only say it back if it’s true.

––––––––
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​Chapter One Prepping

I had a roommate I didn’t need; she was just there for sport or... something. Verona was a high school classmate and stuck to me better than Krazy Glue ever did to anything. I love her, but she’s... Well, you’ll find out soon.

Verona was also the daughter of Johnathan and Charla Gibbons, longtime friends of my parents, and they were ecstatic that she had a police officer for a roommate. And they should’ve been. I’d saved that cow from more than one scrape over the years we’d shared an apartment, not to mention the times before I got my shield. 

Now that I think about it, I’ve saved Verona Sicily Gibbons from any and everything rotten since I’ve known her.

Staring at my clock, I vowed my protection was over. I was going to slaughter the cow as soon as I saw her. Who disables a person’s alarm because it wakes them? Verona Sicily Gibbons, that’s who! And she did it while I was sleeping. I know this because I checked it before I crashed out after my shift. 

No one told her to fuck the exterminator because ‘He was so hot’ instead of letting him do his job, which was to kill the little spiders that she was ‘Deathly afraid of,’ and had ‘Taken over’ her bedroom. 

I swear, she saw only one and freaked.

Her scary-ass took it upon herself to start sleeping on the couch outside my bedroom, hoping I’d protect her from them, and suggested I shoot all I saw. 

Yeah, I really would rather have bullet holes in my walls instead of spiders crawling on them. 

I considered calling for another appointment and requesting a female, but I swear, Verona would fuck her, too.

Honestly, all I wanted to do was plant insects all over the apartment and pray she’d move. Damn shame one didn’t crawl up her sex while she was fucking that guy.

Okay, I know that was harsh, but do you get what I’m saying? I worked a fill-in, overnight shift and needed rest before attending a party I couldn’t get out of–I’ll tell you why in a minute–and that heifer disabled the damn alarm while I was sleeping, because it wakes her, too! Unemployed, Verona had no reason to wake except to eat and use the bathroom. And to top it all off, she wasn’t even there, so I couldn’t chew her out for her selfish behavior. 

Seriously, why would a person shut off the alarm when it was set to go off at two in the afternoon? Selfish, that’s why!

I woke up too late for a much-needed salon appointment, so I had to get ready while watching YouTube videos. Although I can style my hair well, I have no idea how to use makeup correctly. That's why I usually rely on someone else to apply it for me when necessary.

Rewind, pause, apply, rewind, pause, apply; that’s all I did for two hours, at least. And I did it using Verona’s supplies. I went into her bedroom and dug around in her makeup, scooping out more than I needed and tossing the excess in the trash. When I finally finished primping, I used her most expensive perfume and made to slam the bottle on the dresser, but missed it. The damn thing dropped on the floor and shattered.

Oops.

Finally dressed and presentable, I walked out of my building, scowling and hopping mad as I scrambled into a waiting limo an hour after fashionably late was acceptable. 

I couldn’t believe I was late. Of all things... I swear, I needed to just... Damn it! I don’t do late! Tardiness is a pet peeve of mine, and by the time the limo moved from the curb, I was beyond seething.

I’d been roped into going to another one of these parties for my father, a famous actor who’d been in the business since he was five. His parents made a career of being supporting actors, nowhere near Daddy’s caliber or success, but they made a good living.

My mother’s father invented a... um, well... Some kind of doohickey-ma-bob that’s used on all cell phones, and every time someone texts, he gets three cents. Or is it four? Maybe two... 

Eh, I don’t know, but I do know every carrier pays that toll, and when you consider how many people text, Joseph Bryant Walters made more than anyone, ever, and all he did until his death four years before was stare at a picture of his wife, my late grandmother, Embree Talise Clayton-Walters.

I was named after her. I’m Embree Talise Walters Brogan, daughter of Zachary Tyler and Talia Annise Brogan-Walters.

My mother was the typical spoiled heiress when my dad got to her, but he tamed her, and she saved him from his wild and multi-women, arrogant ways, and the night of this party, they’d been together thirty years.

I’m an only child now. I had a sister, but she died when I was two; she was four. She drowned when my parents were distracted because they were arguing. 

I was with the nanny; she was reading to me on the window seat in the nursery, and she saw when my sister hit the water. Nanny Marilyn screamed, put me in the crib, and ran to get her, but because we were upstairs and the pool was so far from the house, it was a long time before she or anyone could get to Eryn Siobhan, who was named after Daddy’s mother.

Her death was ruled an accident, and my parents never recovered; they just... Um... Moved on, sort of. 

Truthfully, neither have I, and I doubt I ever will. Losing her... Well, Eryn’s death led me to make decisions about my life that I’ve never shared with anyone, let alone done. 

If you asked my parents today, they’d swear they still had no idea what they were arguing about, and both have said many times over the years that it didn’t matter and was most likely something silly, and whatever it was, it was not worth losing their little girl. They never made another baby, and I think that’s their second biggest regret. 

Mine, too; I wished often over the years they had.

My parents tried hard to keep me on a leash...  Well, that’s kinda severe. They didn’t agree with seventy-five percent of my choices and frequently voiced their discontent and worry because most of the things I wanted to say, do, or go were not deemed ‘appropriate’ or ‘safe’ for the child of a public person, especially one as famous as my father. I’d usually nod and roll my eyes, then proceed to do what I wanted, usually with great success, mainly due to learning to give fake names when I hung out. Adjusted is a better word, I think... Yeah, adjusted.

Take the day I told them I wanted to go into law enforcement while still in high school. That didn’t sit well with them. 

Their only surviving child wanted to be a police officer. 

No, not well at all.

My mother argued that the world was too dangerous; officers were killed every day, and if the last child of hers died while she still breathed, she’d be destroyed. My dad said the same thing, in a sense, but I couldn’t let them coerce me. Their never-ending mutterings of discontent ran rampant and were meant to load me with guilt and change my course. 

I ignored all of their pleas; I needed to follow my chosen path.

My grandfather was the only one who attended my graduation from the academy. He said that he was proud and scared, but would be supportive. I cherished that and him.

It hurt me badly when he died two years later, a victim of that dreaded cancer. At the reading of his will, I was astounded to find out he left me his patents. Once I recovered from that shock, I wondered if he did that as an effort to get me to quit the force because the man would do anything for his daughter, who is my mother. 

I didn’t quit.

I now make the text money, as well as income from other endeavors in which Grandaddy invested, and had a team to manage it all. I diligently read the monthly statements, like my father taught me.

Even today, ‘Give to reputable charities every chance you get, Embree. Read everything, never give someone else power of attorney; sign shit yourself, after you’ve read it, first,’ plays through my head every time I receive the monthly envelope from my handlers/advisers/lawyers/accountants and every time I open the packet and read how well the investments were doing, and the bottom line, I think, ‘I absolutely should quit.’

I didn’t have to work for a living, but being an officer is all I ever wanted to be. Besides, what would I do with my time? I often imagined annoying Verona all day, every day, but I was pretty sure that would’ve gotten old fast.

So, my parents, scared someone would recognize me as their daughter and cause me harm as I patrolled the streets, publicly distanced themselves. I was no longer mentioned by name in any interviews; what they said was only, ‘Our daughter excels in her career,’ or ‘She is well,’ possibly a, ‘Doing great and cherishes her privacy.’ 

I’m sure it would’ve been easy for anyone to find my name and track me, but I never encouraged or feared it; however, to placate my parents, I never cited them by name, either, nor used my birth name in public. 

For my career, I altered my name, as I did when I was a teen... sort of. Embree Brogan may have raised flags and scared my parents, so I conceded. At work, I was known as Talise Walters. That’s what I meant earlier by the word adjusted.

My parents still added me to guest lists when some event/party was for them, and I attended every affair possible. There were some I couldn’t get out of, no matter how hard I tried, whined, begged, and/or pleaded. 

My father always said he needed me there because my face was ‘comforting.’ His word, not mine, and I find it funny because my mother and I practically had the same face, although mine was a bit lighter, and she was always on his arm, exactly where he wanted her.

That’s what I was late for: another party for Daddy. This one was thrown by an Oscar-winning director who was attempting to woo my father into playing a coveted, pivotal role in her latest film. At these parties, I never revealed my connection to my parents, but there was always some there who knew who I was and was great at keeping our secret. Those who didn’t probably thought I was ‘filler’ or a ‘wannabe.’

In this type of atmosphere, I introduced myself as Embree Walters, as I did when I met Matthias Royce, a producer and newly-planted PlayNISE studio head. 

He spotted me and stared blatantly. I smirked at him, even though I found him extremely attractive, but I also found that staring mess tremendously rude. 

Not knowing who I was, he soon approached me and put his game down, and before he said one word, I thought, ‘He’s going to have to work hard to get me to do anything with or to him, due to that damn rudeness.’ I twitched my lips, and next thought, ‘Possibly.’

Verona’s parents–powerhouse producers who specialized in sci-fi but didn’t turn their heads too soon at other genres, and because of that, they also had major hits with rom-coms–inquired as to why I was late. I was thisclose to telling John and Charla Gibbons what an unbelievable shit their daughter was, but caught myself at the last second and blamed car trouble. Annoyed, I left them quickly to freshen my drink.

At the bar, that staring guy practically slithered next to me. I blew out an aggravated breath, pondering how attractive I really found him as I waited for his opening line, hoping he wasn’t going to go all, ‘I’m a casting director and I have a camera in my car but a better one at home,’ on me.

​

Chapter Two Wooed
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HE ORDERED A VODKA neat, still staring. “Nice,” he growled. “Best I’ve seen all evening. I don’t recall you attending one of these shindigs before tonight, and I doubt if I’d ever forget such an exquisite woman. What is your name?”

Shindigs? Really?

I rolled my eyes. God Almighty, this snake was keeping me from my much-needed mojito. 

“Embree Walters.”

He smiled. “Must be kismet, us meeting.” 

Yeah, that’s original. In an uninterested, droll-like tone, I asked, “Oh? Why’s that?”

“My middle name is Walter.”

I was now a little curious. “And your first?”

“Matthias,” he slowly answered. “Matthias Walter Royce.”

He gave me a moment to process. Yeah, I knew the name and enjoyed a few of the movies he produced, but, not wanting to stroke his already over-inflated ego, I kept that to myself and asked the bartender for my drink. 

“I prefer Matthias. Never call me ‘Matt’ or I’ll assume my father was in the room, and not in Switzerland, where he retired after my mother passed away.” 

“All right, noted,” I murmured, feeling empathy. “Sorry for your loss, Matthias. You can call me Bree if you’d like.”

“I will definitely consider that, Ms. Walters.”

In an extremely bored tone, Matthias said he wanted to sign my father for the same film the director was pitching him, and that was the only reason he was there. I simply nodded and looked away, searching for someone more interesting to converse with. I wasn’t into the industry, and it was not my job to ass-kiss and/or fawn over this guy. Embree Talise Walters Brogan won’t do that for any man, no matter who he was or what he did.

Again, I just nodded and smiled at an old friend from high school. I was about to go chat with him when Matthias gently gripped my arm and started talking again.

Several times, I tried to walk away, but at every instance, he stopped me from taking a second step. I found him completely arrogant as he rambled his credentials, dropped a few famous names and successful movie titles, and wondered why he was trying so hard to amaze me. If I wanted to fuck a man, I would; I didn’t need to know anything about his business affairs. 

Did he believe that I was a groupie?

Matthias exuded confidence, arrogance, and a great need to impress me as I stood there, thinking he was not getting me. Despite my show of aloofness, Matthias continued showing interest. When I noticed he ignored every being to approach our little tête-à-tête, I started to rethink that ‘not getting me’ mantra. I liked having someone’s undivided attention.

Figuring I’d bide my time while waiting for him to show his boredom, I remained indifferent... Until he changed tactics. He started asking about me, wanting to know more about my activities, wants, needs, and likes. Ours were similar; soon, I became engrossed in every other aspect of him. 

I was beyond attracted and now wanted to sleep with him, but I just did not like his arrogance and superiority, and found it hard to work around it. 

Exhausted of him wooing me, and because I wanted him to shut up long enough for me to fuck him until he acted like an average Joe, I relented. He was highly fuckable, after all was said and done, and if I could keep him quiet, then all the better. I gave my empty glass to a passing server and turned to the cobra.

“It’s time to stop your pursuit, Matthias. If I go home with you, I’d better leave with a smile on my face. I hate wasting my time, and if I have to do a walk of shame unsatisfied, I’m going to be pissed and sell my story to the highest bidder.”

“Challenge.” Matthias slowly nodded, appreciating my words. “I’m a big fan of them. Tell me, Embree, what do you like when you’re naked with a man?”

“To orgasm,” I instantly replied, looking right into his eyes. 

“Good thing I like making them happen. I have no problem using whatever on my person to give that ultimate pleasure. Leaving with me, or shall we do a five-minute dance with me leading?”

My right brow rose. “Embarrassed to be seen leaving with me, Matthias?”

His gaze slowly traveled up and down my body. I was dressed in a strapless, olive-green evening gown, sent by my mother for this event. Hair and makeup were done to perfection, thanks to YouTube and an overwhelming amount of patience on my part. My matching suede heels gave me inches on my five-eight frame and got me closer to his six-two or six-three height.

“Absolutely not, unless you’re under twenty. I don’t sleep with teenagers. I like women who know the script, are willing to audition, and do beyond well as they give me their all.”

My lips twitched. “I’m twenty-six and I’ve been acting since seventeen.”

“I’m thirty-seven, and I started directing at fifteen.”

“I’m protected from pregnancy, and I’m clean. I want to stay that way, Matthias.”

“You have nothing to fear from me, Embree. Last thing I want is something I can’t get rid of. Hell, I don’t want any-fucking-thing I can get rid of, including a cold.”

“Neither do I,” I agreed. “When was the last time you were with someone, Matthias?”

“About a month ago, give or take.”

I nodded, scanning him. “Five, for me. Wait here.” 

I walked off to pinpoint my mother. Unsurprisingly, I found her with my father and another woman, who was obviously a fan. I watched my father sign something, then the overly happy woman practically floated away to her companion. I approached my parents from behind.

“Excuse me, Mr. and Mrs. Brogan.”

Daddy turned first, then Mom, and they both grinned big at me. They were visibly delighted to see me; it was written all over their beaming faces. This was the first time I’d seen them in eleven days. The day before, I returned from a much-needed, five-day vacation in Texas, where I was the guest of Daddy’s agent, Barnard Howell, or Barney. He was also a cherished family friend.

“Yes,” Daddy answered. “How are you, young lady?”

I grinned at them, holding out my hand. “Good evening, Mr. Brogan, and I’m great, thank you. I’m Embree Walters, and a huge fan. Autumn is one of my absolute favorite films. I just wanted to tell you that before I took my leave.”

My father scoffed, holding my hand in both of his. “Thank you, but I think you’re a little young to have seen that twenty-year-old film. Surely your parents objected to you watching something with an NC-17 rating.”

I laughed. “Daddy was an absolute bear about it, so I waited and watched it after I turned eighteen. I found it riveting, but to be honest, I had to fast-forward the sex scenes. You remind me of my father, and it was kind of like watching him fornicate with a woman who wasn’t my mother. Double strikes, Mr. Brogan, and damaging to the mind.”

Daddy laughed and released my hand. “I bet that was awful for you.”

“It was, but I soon realized it was just acting. Plus, the overall film, especially the dialogue and emotions between you and Carina Jiménez, permeated through the screen. I was heartbroken at the end when your characters didn’t have a happily ever after.”

“Then you must have been overjoyed when you viewed Summer,” my father said with a big grin.

“Actually, I haven’t seen that one. I thought it might ruin Autumn for me. I want to keep Harold and Valeria right where they were at the end of Autumn. Besides, I’m not usually a fan of sequels, and I didn’t want to think of Daddy cheating on Mommy, again.”

My parents laughed again. A waiter gave them fresh drinks, and smiling, Mom patted my arm.

“Why are you leaving so soon? It’s still early, and nice to see so many charming young women here.”

“Someone would like me to be charming with them, alone, Mrs. Brogan,” I whispered with a smile and faintly gestured to the area where I left Matthias Royce. 

Mom and Dad frowned; Dad subtly looked toward my gesture and then back at me.

“Matthias Royce,” Daddy questioningly snarled.

“Yes, and remember that I’m twenty-six and what you were doing before that age,” I soothed.

“I’m well aware of your age, I just did not need to know when... Look, Bree, I’m not naïve, but I never need to know exactly when my daughter participates in sexual activity and with whom.”

I smiled at him. “No, that’s true, but if I were to disappear without telling you where I was going when you wanted me here for at least an hour longer, would that go over well with either of you? Not to mention, once I told you I was leaving, your next inquiries would’ve been where was I going, and with whom. I believe I knocked both questions out with one gesture.”

My parents silently stared at me.

“And what are you going to do when I marry? Surely, it will be assumed my husband and I will get naked, and often, especially at the beginning of the marriage.”

Daddy gripped his glass of scotch and stared into it while muttering, “Fuck, do I miss her pigtails! And the toothless, innocent baby she used to be. That goddamn Royce is dead, and I’m not doing this picture.”

Well, not if he committed a murder.

“You have to do it,” I reasoned. “You’ve said several times that it’s a strong script, and every actor in your age range wants this role, yet they are relentlessly pursuing you. Tell Barney to wait for an eleven percent bump over what they’re offering now, then accept the meeting. Sign at nothing lower than fifteen. If Matthias is anything but good to me, then you can kill him; otherwise, you are taking this role, Daddy.”

He studied me. After a few minutes, he nodded.

“You really should consider becoming my manager, honey,” Daddy whispered. “Be careful and call your mother in the morning. She worries.” He laughed then, in a normal tone, he said, “Good to meet you, too, Ms. Walters.”

Mom’s not the only one who worries.

I smiled at my father, calling me by the maiden name of my mother, which he hated doing, no matter what the occasion. I offered my hand again, and he shook it gently. 

“I agree. Pleasure to meet you, young lady.” My mother kissed my cheek then winked. “Such a pleasant, mannerable person; your parents did an excellent job with nurturing your positive characteristics. Please, commend them for me.”

Holding in a large guffaw, I smiled and left them, well aware of them watching me as I rejoined Matthias, who was also watching my every step back to him.

“Familiar with the Brogans, Embree?”

“Who isn’t?” I held his offered arm, still holding that smile. “I take it you’re ready.”

“I am,” he confirmed, leading me away. “Just have to make a quick stop.”

“Like you’re not already stocked and ready to go.”

We walked out of the house toward a lone sports car. I’d always loved Ferraris in black, and his was awesome.

“I have condoms; I keep them near at all times. I believe I’m lacking something sweet to lick off your naked body, and once we’ve started, I doubt that I’d want to stop to find something.”

Ooh, I liked that! 

I turned to him, stopping his steps. “You don’t need anything extra, Matthias. I taste sweet alone, all over. Lick me anywhere; my skin will make your tongue dance.”

“Provocative.” His tongue snaked out and slid across his bottom lip, while his eyes scanned my body. “Let’s test that.”

With the tip of his tongue, Matthias slowly glided upward on the pulse at my neck. I shuddered at the intimate gesture and held tighter to his arm.

“Fascinating,” he breathed into my ear, his heated breath hitting the slick of wetness his tongue left. I shuddered in anticipation and ached to get that suddenly heavy dress off my body.

“What is,” I whispered back. 

“To meet someone who doesn’t lie to you off the bat. You are indeed sweet, Bree, and I have a feeling I’m going to enjoy seeing you out of that incredible dress.”

“I hope to enjoy all we do once I’m naked, Matthias.”

“I know you will, and I’m going to take my time to ensure so, Bree. I think we’re going to sleep late if we get to sleep at all. Do you have somewhere to be in the morning?”

“I’m free all day tomorrow, so take your time. Kick me out whenever you’re sated.”

He scoffed, shaking his head. “Where’s your car, Bree?”

“I hired one for the night in case I had too much to drink.”

“Do that often?”

“Absolutely. I find these parties boring and usually attempt to drink until I can’t stand.”

“Then why do you attend?”

“As a favor for friends. I’m their perpetual ‘plus one,’ but it’s mostly for moral support since my friends like to see my face. Apparently, it relaxes them.”

He stared at me while opening the passenger door. “I understand that, completely,” he murmured. “Your face relaxes me, as well.”

God, he was quite the flatterer, and it was going to get him everywhere with me. 

I settled in his car and pulled out my cell to send my driver home for the night. As I talked, Matthias moved to the driver’s door. Once inside, he looked my way, like he was studying me. Why would he, when I was already going home with him?

“What size are you, Bree? Sorry, but I have no idea about those things.”

Was I suddenly too plump for him? I scowled, believing I made that call a little too soon. I shook my head, thinking I should go back to the party, get completely wasted, and go home with my parents. 

“Eight,” I answered. “Why?”

“In what? Clothes?”

“Shoes and clothing.”

Matthias started the engine, pressed several buttons on the steering wheel, and drove off once there was a ringing sound in the car. I glared at him, hoping he wasn’t about to do something extremely stupid.

“Good evening, Mr. Royce,” a female’s practiced voice said through the speakers.

“Kiva, I need an outfit and shoes. Women’s, both size eight.”

Well, all right, then. I relaxed, liking that he was thinking ahead. No way did I want to go home in that dress, whenever I left him. Score for Matthias, again.

Sighing, I shook my head, thinking, ‘No doubt, he’d done this often. Was this a monthly thing or...’

“Dress or casual, sir?”

“Bree, which would you prefer?”

“Casual,” I answered. “Jeans and sneakers would be ideal.”

“Very good, Miss. Anything else?”

“Bree? Do you require intimates?”

“I do. I’d prefer boy shorts, and I wear a 38D bra.”

“Did you hear Ms. Walters, Kiva?”

“I did, sir. I’ll have the items as soon as possible.”

“Good. Bring them to my home, Kiva. That’s all. Thanks.”

“No problem, sir; Miss.”

We traveled in silence to a home on a high hill. I admired the grounds while Matthias slowly drove through a large white gate. Colorful flowers were everywhere, and I could smell them even though the windows were up. 

A large fountain, shaped like an angel in female form pouring water from a vase, dominated the center of the courtyard, just in front of a U-shaped driveway. The home itself was white and loaded with large windows. Totally made for entertaining... more like wooing. Perfect for Mr. Arrogant to entertain whomever he was supplying with morning-after attire.

Matthias exited the car and walked around to the passenger side. He opened my door, offered his hand, wrapped mine around his arm, and leisurely escorted me to the door. This man could be charming. Perhaps I was wrong about him. 

At the home’s entrance, we were greeted by an older woman dressed in a black pantsuit and a white blouse. It looked like a uniform, and her low-heeled shoes were made for comfort, not style. She had a flawless face, and her graying, chestnut hair was pulled back in a tight bun. 

“Good evening, Coral. Anything to report?”

I looked closer at her face and softly gasped. It was Coral Dempsey, a former housekeeper with my parents who’d left us years before to be another family’s house manager. 

Christ, it was Matthias? No, he was too young.

“Nothing of importance, Mr. Royce,” she replied, handing him what looked like messages. “Will you require anything from the kitchen tonight, sir?”

Matthias looked at me, then back to Coral. “No, I think I have everything I’ll need for the night. If not, Embree and I will fend for ourselves. Have a guest basket placed in my bathroom. Jasmine, strawberry, or vanilla, Bree?” 

I noted Coral’s raised, surprised brow.

My nose wrinkled. “Coconut,” I asked hopefully.

“Coral, do we have coconut?”

She nodded. “Indeed, sir.”

“Then coconut for my guest,” Matthias ordered.

“Sir,” Coral murmured, rapidly typing on a cell. “Done.”

Matthias nodded and silently read the messages. With a sigh, he gave them back. “Leave these on my desk, Coral; I’ll deal with it all tomorrow. If I’m needed, I’ll be in my rooms for the night. Do not disturb me unless it’s dire and can only be resolved by me. Also, I’m waiting for a delivery from Kiva. Allow her through, then you’re dismissed for the night.”

“Very well. Good night, sir. Miss,” Coral nodded, softly smiling my way.

“Good night, Coral,” Matthias answered. 

I smiled back and then caught her wink. She recognized me. I subtly shook my head. Matthias had no idea who I really was, and I wanted to keep it that way. This was a one-night stand; particulars were not necessary, especially the one about me being Zach Brogan’s daughter.

Coral quietly left us. Matthias took my hand, lacing our fingers. He bent my arm behind me and jerked me close, making me gasp in surprise. I was now pressed against his body and staring at his lips. They lowered and attached to mine in a slow, burning kiss that made everything in me ignite. 

I wanted that man, and that kiss cemented it.

My free hand gripped his neck, and I tried to get even closer to his body. I was already flush to him, but I wanted, needed to be closer. I softly moaned when I felt his tongue caress mine and got pissed off when he stopped our kiss.

“I’ve been wanting to do that since you walked into Cynara’s party tonight,” Matthias murmured at my ear, then moved away from me. “Enough for now. I want so much more, but I think we’ll wait until we get to my bed. I don’t want to be disturbed once we’ve begun, nor do I want anyone to see why you keep releasing pleasure-induced screams. I’m eagerly anticipating the first; let’s hope Kiva arrives soon.” 

I barely stopped a groan. Staring at him, I breathed deeply, thinking he had better not been bullshitting about me being left satisfied. I needed to be, damn near as much as I needed O2, and his mouth was writing a pretty large check. I prayed his body could cash it. 

“Bree,” Matthias called out sharply.

I blinked, completely startled. “Um, huh?”

“I asked if you’d like something to drink.”

Crap, when? Must’ve been while he was wiping off my lipstick from his mouth; it was now completely bare.

“Ice water, please.”

At that point, that was all I needed. Or could handle. 

​
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Chapter Three Used
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I SAT ON THE COUCH, throbbing and wanting him inside me. Hoping for another kiss, my fingers shook as I pulled out my mirror. I wiped off what remained of my lipstick and applied a clear gloss. 

When I finished, I watched every move Matthias made, from taking off his jacket and tossing it on a chair to yanking off his tie to unbuttoning the top few buttons of his shirt. When he turned to go to the bar, I fought to control a groan. 

I have always had a thing for chest hair, and his was now showing. It was very black, like his short, wavy hair, sprinkled with a little white, and sexy as all fuck. I wanted to kiss his fawn-hued skin over the lowest-opened button. I had to fight a shudder when I imagined those hairs tickling my lips. I love beards, and so far, his being clean-shaven was his only physical ‘flaw.’

“Bree?”

I jumped and opened my eyes. Well, damn, when did they close?

“Y-yes,” I answered, staring at Matthias as he walked toward me, so damn slowly, like a lion to his prey.

“Are you cold? Would you like me to lower the AC?”

I scoffed, thinking, ‘No, you definitely should NOT! In fact, you need to turn it up! WAY! UP!’

“Why do you ask that, Matthias?”

He sat next to me. I took the tall glass of ice water from him and drank greedily from the straw.

“You shivered; I thought you were either cold or imagining what I’m going to do with you... I’m sorry, to you. Were you imagining being licked everywhere you allowed me, Bree?”

So much for hiding the shudder. 

I gasped and stared, saying, “The latter... Almost.”

His brows raised. “Almost?”

“I was picturing me using my mouth,” I softly informed. I placed my hand on his chest, and my fingers gently twirled a patch of hair as I stared into his eyes. I suppressed a groan when I felt its softness. “I want to start by kissing you here.”

He scrutinized me, his eyes an inferno. “What else would you like to do to me, Bree?”

I licked my lips while keeping my gaze on his. “To kiss you slowly, and have my tongue dance the rumba with yours while I slowly undress you in a bedroom.”

“I see,” he groaned. “Intriguing, but why a bedroom?”

“So when you’re undressed, you can lie on the bed while I do everything I can to satisfy your erection since it’ll be begging for my... Undivided attention.”

He silently gazed at me for a few minutes, absorbing my words. I refused to look away. I meant every damn syllable, and there was more I had yet to say about what I wanted to do to him. 

Matthias placed my hand at his hip, just over his erection. I gently ran my fingers over it, wanting to free it from its prison inside Matthias’ pants. The tip of his thumb teasingly traveled over the swelled curve of my left breast, making my heart thud. 

“You think a bed is the only place that can happen?”

“No,” I murmured. “But it’s the most convenient.”

“I disagree.”

“On?”

Smiling, his finger lowered to my nipple; he softly caressed it. “About a bed being the most convenient.”

His touch made my eyes hood. “I find that true.”

Matthias shook his head and tsked at me. “You’ve obviously never been fucked on a couch, Bree.”

My throat went dry. I suddenly wanted him to lubricate it. 

“I have, Matthias.”

“Let me rephrase; you’ve obviously never been fucked right on a couch, Bree.”

I looked at the couch, then back to him. “Are... Do you want to fuck me right on this couch?”

“No.”

Disappointment filled me. “No?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

He finally stopped teasing my nipple and gripped the base of my skull. “Because, again, I’d rather you be heard when we fuck, not seen.”

“Seen,” I breathed.

“Seen,” he confirmed. “This room is monitored and recorded, sometimes with sound, as are most of the rooms in the house. Where I’m going to fuck you has no recording devices.”

I moved my hand from his lap and folded my fingers on mine. “But it has them for monitoring?”

“It does, but only from within the room. Security cannot access those cameras.”

I sighed. “I’ve never had sex in front of a camera, Matthias.”

“If you don’t want to tonight, you won’t.”

“I don’t want to,” I murmured. “I never will.”

“Then you won’t, but never say never.”

I softly smiled and drank more water. I was saying never because the last Earthly thing I’d need is for that to leak. I wasn’t worried about how it would make me look; I never shied from being completely open with sex. If I decided to film myself, I would because my partner would be someone I trusted and wanted to share my body with, not someone who paid me to perform with him. In addition, I never wanted to embarrass my parents, and they would be if something like that went public. 

For fuck’s sake, my father missed my pigtails; can you imagine how destroyed he’d be if there were recordings of me fucking? Nope, ain’t doing that to him or Mom, ever.

Matthias slid forward, twisted my way, and lifted my skirt. His hand stopped on my bare thigh, and he gently squeezed; the other hand caressed my nape.

“Are you hungry, Bree?”

“No. Are you?”

“Starving.”

“Okay. Well, um, if you like, I can wait here while you look for something.”

“I don’t need to look for something,” he stated, his hand sliding higher up my thigh. His fingers rubbed me through my panties. “I crave you, Bree. I long to bite into you and savor this sweet delicacy on my tongue.”

Ooh... Well, bon appétit! 

I shakily placed my glass on the coffee table. “You want to taste me, do you?”

“I’m aching to and looking forward to discerning just how sweet you are, Embree... Just not in this room.”

Matthias lifted my legs. He removed my shoes, placed them on his lap, and looked at me with smoldering eyes that promised nothing but exquisite sin. 

“I want you to go to my suite’s bathroom. Shower, if you
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