
  
    [image: His Desires]
  


  
    
      HIS DESIRES

      
        DOMINANT BOSSES

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        AJME WILLIAMS

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Description

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by Ajme Williams

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of authors imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. The following story contains mature themes, strong language and sexual situations. It is intended for mature readers only.

      All characters are 18+ years of age and all sexual acts are consensual.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DESCRIPTION

          

        

      

    

    
      This is why I wanted to try and resist the hot maid of honor at my best friend’s wedding…

      

      That one hook-up led to one huge decision.

      And then a complication that neither of us were prepared for.

      Look, I’m a single dad and raising an 11-year-old is not easy.

      Lizzie came into my life at a time when I needed her.

      When my daughter needed her.

      Yes, it was tough to keep my hands off her gorgeous curves.

      And it was even harder to ask her to be my fake wife.

      But it’s what I had to do.

      Besides, the way Lizzie squirms under me has me going crazy.

      I’m aware that I’ve created one hell of a mess.

      But a part of me feels that this mess is worth the trouble.

      Especially if it leads to my fake wife turning into a real one…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          LIZZIE

        

      

    

    
      I stood at the altar across from the handsome groom and the even handsomer best man, as I watched my best friend, Nina, walk down the aisle towards her soulmate Ryker. She radiated happiness and I was so happy for her, even as I was envious. She had achieved what she set out to when she packed up everything in Missouri and moved out here to San Diego, California. Just like our other childhood friend, Jess, had done a year before when she moved to Los Angeles. Both of them had a courage that I didn't have.

      Of course, they both also had greater motivation to change their lives. Jess had always had a wanderlust to her, so it made sense that she would move somewhere more interesting than our small town in Missouri. And now she was married to a billionaire who shared her sense of adventure and they had two children. Nina had left an emotionally abusive boyfriend and a mind-numbing job to pursue a new life here in California and had found the man of her dreams.

      I had no wanderlust or an abusive boyfriend, and my job as a middle school art teacher was satisfactory. Granted, teenage children's lives were filled with more dramas than soap operas, but I was able to teach them how to express themselves through art which was quite fulfilling. So, I didn’t have the same urge to make a new life for myself and I was the lone friend in our triad still living in Missouri. I was thrilled for them both, but I did miss our shopping trips and girls nights out.

      Nina arrived at the altar and the way Ryker looked at her with such awe and love made me happy that she was finally going to have the love she deserved after the year of that asshole Allen, who even had come out to California to force her back home.

      I glanced next to me where Jess stood as another bridesmaid. She was looking at the pew towards her husband, Carter. He sat with their young son Tanner next to him and his toddler daughter in his lap. The way Jess and Carter looked at each other, I won't be surprised if a third child wasn't on the way soon.

      I had another tug of envy as my two best as friends hadn’t just moved away but were moving on in their lives. Even as Nina was getting married to Ryker, they also had a child on the way.

      I didn't have much luck in the love department, mostly because I could be a bit flighty or get overly focused in my art. Chances were that I’d end up a spinster with a ton of cats. It wasn't a bad life.

      I turned my attention back to Nina and Ryker as the minister proceeded through the marriage ceremony. I glanced at Ryker's handsome best man, Troy, to find him looking at me. Or was he? I turned my head slightly thinking maybe he was looking at Jess. I returned my attention back to him and he gave me a small smile and a wink. Inside my insides fluttered. It was a little annoying because I was sure I'd outgrown teenage responses to a boy.

      The minister asked for the rings, so Troy’s attention was brought back to the task at hand. I took Nina's bouquet from her as she and Ryker exchanged their vows and rings.

      The minister pronounced them husband and wife and granted them permission to kiss, which they did quite enthusiastically. Ryker tugged her close and he bent his mouth close to her ear and said something about how her dress was breaking the rules.

      Nina laughed and I figured it must have been an inside joke. At one time she complained about all the rules he had, but I guess they worked that all out. I might've been concerned that she was marrying a controlling jerk like Allen had been, except I couldn't look at Ryker and not see his all-consuming love and devotion for my friend.

      We all clapped to celebrate their union, and with her arm through Ryker's, Nina walked with her husband back up the aisle. Troy stepped forward offering his arm, which I took, shushing the little sizzle of awareness that zapped through my arm.

      The reception was held at a beautiful garden. It was so odd to be outside without a coat, hat and mittens in the middle of winter, and I could see the appeal of living in Southern California, although snow could be fun at times, just not for months on end.

      The food was delicious and exotic like I’d have expected of California cuisine. When it was time for the toasts, I stood clanging my glass with my knife to make a toast.

      “When Nina and Jess and I were young, we used to fantasize about our ideal husbands and lives.” I looked over at Nina and Ryker. “Ryker you look suspiciously like a certain TV hunk Nina used to crush on.”

      Nina blushed while Ryker grinned and leaned closer to her presumably asking who the hunk was.

      “Of course, later on, we realized that fairy tales were only in books. In fact, I know Nina learned that sometimes love could be more a horror story than a love story. But now Nina, I see the way Ryker looks at you, and how you clearly love him, and I suspect that fairy tales might be true after all.” I held my glass up. “I wish you and Ryker all the joy and happiness in the world.”

      “Here, here,” several people called out as we all saluted and then drank the delicious champagne.

      I sat down and next to me Troy leaned toward me. His scent, which hung in the air tantalizingly to begin with, grew stronger and made my insides flutter. Stupid hormones.

      “I’m not sure how I’ll follow that one up.”

      I gave him a smile because for some reason my tongue wouldn’t work around him.

      He winked again and stood. “I’m pretty sure Ryker was a virgin until he met Nina.”

      The room erupted in laughter, and Ryker shot him a look. “A love virgin of course. The guy was so consumed by the business his father started that he didn’t have time for relationships. But I knew when he broke his own beloved rules to have a fling with his secretary, it had to be true love.”

      There was more laughter, and already he’d been more entertaining than me. Of course, he looked like a man who had an easy way with people and in life. His dark wavy hair that hung nearly to his shoulders and short well-groomed beard gave him the appearance of being laid back. I knew from Nina that he owned a construction company, and I suspected even as the owner he still did some of the manual labor as his crisp white shirt didn’t hide any of the muscles across his chest and back. He’d loosened his tie and unhooked the top two buttons of his shirt, revealing a small swatch of chest hair. I was surprised as it seemed like so many men today were hairless on their chests. It made him seem even more manly.

      “I’m very happy for you, Ry, to have found a woman that challenges you and makes you happy. I only wish your dad was here to see how happy you look, man.”

      Emotion shone in Ryker’s eyes.

      “He’d have loved Nina, as we all do,” Troy finished.

      Once again, I was filled with twin emotions of happiness for my friend to have found a new home, and a new set of friends and family, yet envious too. And if I was honest, I felt left behind.

      “You know you could move out here too,” Jess said, from the other side of me. “We need art teachers out here too. In fact, I could hook you up with Natalie Strong.”

      “The artist?” I asked.

      “Yes, she’s my sister-in-law. She and her husband Hunter have a community art center and are often looking for people to help them with it. It’s in San Diego, but they’ve been looking at expanding up into this area.”

      “I couldn’t,” I said, automatically. I missed my friends, but I didn’t have the guts to pick up my life and move to the unknown, even with them close by.

      Jess didn’t push the issue.

      When I turned my attention back to my meal, I discovered Troy pouring me more champagne.

      “Oh no…I’m about at my limit,” I said, realizing those were the most words I’d been able to say to him since our brief meeting at the rehearsal yesterday, and a short hello this morning before the wedding.

      “It’s a wedding. There is no limit.”

      I couldn’t help but blush and I had to turn away. God. I was like a lovesick teenager. How embarrassing.

      Still, he wasn’t wrong. Well, he was wrong in that there was a limit, but I could expand it to one more glass of champagne. I wasn’t going to be driving.

      Then again, the bubbles must have gone to my brain as not long after, I was dancing without a partner on the dance floor. The song was upbeat, and it looked like others were also dancing as singles, but I wasn’t usually one to do anything that would make me stand out. But I was enjoying the feel of the music as it flowed and reverberated through my body. To me, dance was also art. A form of artistic expression.

      A hand settled on my hip. I whipped around wondering who was touching me.

      Troy’s dark eyes were intense, but his smile was cocky. “I like how you move.”

      I swallowed. “Thanks.”

      His smile widened and I got the impression that he knew exactly what he did to me in terms of rendering me mute.

      “You’re here alone.” His words seemed like they should be a question, but it came out as a statement.

      I nodded.

      “Is there anyone waiting for you at home?”

      I arched a brow as I shook my head.

      He stepped closer, slipping his hand from my hip to my back. “Good.”

      I felt a shiver slide up my back. It wasn’t fear, but it definitely was nerves. Was this real? Or was he setting me up for some sort of joke. I wasn’t an ugly woman, but I wasn’t one that sexy men usually sought out. I was quite average with my brown hair and hazel eyes, that mostly trended toward brown as opposed to the prettier green hues. I didn’t have the ectomorph body type that I saw in most women in California. I was from sturdy stock, as my grandmother used to say when I was a teenager and fretted about my weight. Today, I accepted all parts of me, including my body, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t aware that it didn’t fit the ideal form that attracted men. So, Troy’s attention made no sense, unless he was setting me up for a joke or perhaps being nice at the request of his friend Ryker.

      “You don’t have to entertain me,” I said, my annoyance helping me quash the warm tingles he gave me so I could speak.

      He studied me. “You don’t like to be entertained?”

      “I’m just saying, you don’t have to dance with me because your friend asked you to. I’m perfectly capable of entertaining myself.”

      His dark eyes flashed with heat. “I’d like to see that.”

      Huh?

      He leaned closer to me, and again his scent made my blood heat. “Do you use a toy?”

      I leaned back in shock. “I didn’t…mean…” Oh my God.

      He laughed.

      “Jesus, Troy. You’re not offending my wife’s best friend, are you?” Ryker said as he and Nina danced closer to us.

      “Maybe,” he admitted. “Mostly, I’m just wanting to dance with her.”

      “I’m not a charity case.”

      All three of them jerked at my statement.

      As if he finally caught on, Troy said, “I don’t dance with a woman to take pity on her or at the request of my friends.”

      Ryker shook his head as if to say he hadn’t put Troy up to it.

      “I dance with women who clearly know how to dance and seem to enjoy it.”

      “Lizzie is a beautiful dancer,” Nina said. “I always envied that in you.”

      Really?

      “Go away so we can dance,” Troy said, twirling me around in a circle and away from them. When we steady again, my brain still felt like it was spinning.

      “I meant what I said.”

      “What was that,” I said, trying to regain my center.

      “Of all the women here, you’re the one that I’m drawn to.”

      The music slowed down, and he pulled me closer. I felt like I was in a dream. Like I wasn’t quite attached to the world.

      “Plus, I’m the best man and you’re the best woman⁠—”

      “Maid of honor,” I corrected him.

      “Which means we’re a match tonight. Thank God. I was worried who I’d be stuck with.”

      His words did the trick, and I found my center. “You’re not stuck with me.”

      “That’s too bad, because you’re stuck with me.” He twirled me again. “It’s a wedding Liz. Celebrate. Enjoy.”

      “It’s Lizzie,” I said.

      He looked down at me with a mixture of bafflement and amusement. “Lizzie. Let’s have fun. Live a little.”

      He was right. When would I ever be in a situation like this again? I was away from home. Away from my responsibilities. Instead of eating alone and watching TV as I did most nights since Jess and Nina moved away, I was in a beautiful garden, in a lovely dress, in the arms of a sexy man. When would that ever happen again?

      I let him lead me in the dance and let the music fill my senses until I was breathless.

      “Jesus,” he murmured.

      I realized my eyes had closed and I was lost in the music, but at his words, I snapped back to the present. “What?”

      “I don’t know that I’ve ever seen someone so immersed in…bliss?”

      “Sorry. I tend to let myself zone out⁠—”

      “Don’t be sorry. It’s fucking beautiful. I envy you. I want to be wherever you just were.”

      I couldn’t stop the smile at his words. Most men were annoyed when I’d zone out. “I was here. Dancing with you.”

      His grin turned wolfish. “I made you blissed out like that from dancing?” He looked like he was going to say more, but bit his lip instead.

      “What?”

      His cheeks reddened. “Nothing. Ryker would kill me.” He pulled me to him again and moved across the floor.

      “No,” I said, stopping. “What were you going to say?”

      “It might offend you.”

      I arched a brow.

      He shrugged. “I was wondering how you’d look with me fucking you.”

      My jaw dropped.

      “I warned you.”

      It took me a minute for my brain to work. “Why would you think that?”

      He laughed. “Because you looked so sexy a minute ago just from dancing. I’m a man. It’s logical for me to take it to the next step and wonder how blissed out I could make you if we were naked in bed.” Like his words were matter of fact, he started dancing again.

      Shocked, I followed his lead. “Are you teasing me?”

      He let out a breath. “No.” He bit his lip again. “Are you a virgin?”

      Again, my jaw dropped. Was it normal for California men to be so forward?

      “I only ask because your response suggests an innocence. I’m not sure you want to hear this, but I find it sexy.”

      “I’m twenty-seven.”

      “So? I’m thirty. What does that have to do with anything?”

      “I’m not a virgin. I haven’t been for a long time.”

      “So why the shock?”

      Just because I wasn’t a virgin, didn’t mean I was sexually active. At least with another person.

      “Is it normal in California to be so open about these things?”

      “Only with the person you want to fuck.”

      God, he said the F-word again.

      “Ah…sleep with,” he said as if he knew his words shocked me.

      “I’m sure there are other women you can⁠—”

      “I’m sure there are too. But I like you, Lizzie.” He studied me for a moment, and I got the feeling he wasn’t sure why he “liked” me. “Listen, no pressure. I’m happy to dance and drink and celebrate my best friend’s wedding. But we’re two adults. It’s one night. Why couldn’t we take this dancing into bed?”

      My girlie bits all lit up in a way that suggested they were on board with Troy’s plan.

      “Let’s have more champagne, shall we?” he said.

      “Getting me drunk won’t⁠—”

      “I don’t sleep with drunk women. Let’s just enjoy the night and see where it goes.”

      To the guesthouse at Ryker and Nina’s where I was staying was where it went. I wasn’t sure how we got here, except that after the reception broke up, and I got into the car designated to bring me back here, Troy slid in beside me. We arrived at Ryker and Nina’s home, and he walked me to the door of the guest house. I figured that would be it, except now he was inside, shutting the door behind him.

      “Tell me no and I’ll leave now,” he said.

      I didn’t want to tell him no. After an evening of dancing and laughing with him, I wanted everything his sexy body promised. But I was nervous.

      He reached out, pushing away one of my stray curls that had fallen from my hair do. “Will you dance for me?”

      “What?”

      He pulled out his phone, poking a few buttons and sexual R&B music began to play. He then walked to the couch and sat putting the phone on the coffee table. “Dance for me.”

      I stared at him feeling vulnerable and uncertain, even as I wanted to do as he asked.

      “I don’t⁠—”

      “Are you nervous?”

      I nodded.

      “So let me take charge. All you have to do is what I ask. And when I touch you, you just have to enjoy it.”

      He spoke with such conviction. Like he was used to being in charge in seduction.

      “Dance for me,” he said again.

      You only live once, I reminded myself. I closed my eyes, listening to the music and slowly began to let it infuse my system.

      I was starting to relax when he said, “Take your hair down.”

      His voice was a reminder that I had an audience, and my nerves grew again. I opened my eyes to see him sitting on the couch, his eyes intense as they watched me. The room was dark, but the moonlight shone through the large window so there was no doubt he could see me.

      My hand shook as I reached back to take out the pins that held my hair back. I hoped he didn’t expect a tumble of long locks. My hair wasn’t much longer than his, although it was thicker and curlier.

      “Keep dancing,” he said. “Pretend I’m not here if you have to.”

      I closed my eyes and started to sway but felt awkward. “I can’t pretend you’re not here.”

      “Then know that watching you is making me so fucking hard.”

      My blood spiked to molten hot levels. I focused on the music letting it take over. I even ran my fingers through my hair and I swore I heard him groan, but I didn’t look because I wanted to stay in my bubble.

      “Take your dress off.” His voice sounded hoarse.

      This was it, I thought. If I was going to chicken out, it would need to be now. But God help me, I wanted this. When would I ever have the opportunity for something like this again? If I didn’t go through with it, I knew I’d regret it.

      I turned around, reaching behind me to the zipper that was at mid-level of my back. I unzipped it, thanking God I’d opted not to wear the Spanx. While they made the clothes look better, they were definitely not sexy.

      I started to kick my shoes off.

      “Leave the heels on.”

      Okay. The dress fell to my ankles and I stepped out of it. He didn’t say anything, so I continued dancing, keeping my back to him.

      Finally, he said, “Take your bra and underwear off.”

      By now, my underwear was soaking. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I slid my panties down, stepping out of them. I reached behind me to unclasp my bra.

      “Turn around.”

      I took a breath, and then turned as my clap came undone. I gasped. His pants were open and he was stroking himself while he watched me.

      “See what you do to me,” he said. “Show me your tits.”

      I shimmied out of my bra, letting it drop on the floor.

      “Hold them up.”

      Oh my God. Oh my God. I cupped my breasts and lifted them.

      “I can’t wait to drown in those,” he said. “Keep dancing.”

      “I want to see you,” I said with a bravado that surprised me.

      “You will.” He stood and walked over to me. His nearness was heady, and I could barely breathe.

      “Get on your knees.”

      I hesitated although I wasn’t sure why.

      “I told you all you had to do was let me lead.”

      I sank down to my knees. He traced my lips with his dick. “I’ve been imagining your mouth on my dick since the moment I saw that blissful smile on your face. But now that I seen your tits, I’m thinking I’d like to fuck them too.”

      Was that even possible?

      He reached out a hand. “Stand up.”

      Huh? Had he changed his mind?

      I stood.

      “I want to be the first to taste you, not my dick.” His mouth consumed mine. An inferno of liquid heat flooded my body.

      As he kissed me, he maneuvered me back to a small dining table. He pushed me until I was sitting on the edge. His lips slid from mine, going lower until they were sucking my nipple.

      I cried out as my pussy convulsed from his touch.

      He inhaled a breath. “I can smell your sex, Lizzie. I’m drunk with it.”

      He dropped to his knees and pushed my legs wide apart. “So pink,” he said as his finger slid through my folds.

      “Oh God,” I gasped.

      “Hold on Lizzie, I’m going to devour your sweet pussy.”

      He wasn’t joking. The minute his mouth was on me, I fell back on the table as my hips gyrated, moving with his mouth and teeth and tongue that assaulted all my senses.

      I clamped my mouth shut, trying not to embarrass myself by making weird noises.

      His fingers spread my pussy lips. “Don't hold back, Lizzie. I want to hear you scream.” Then his tongue was on me again while his thumb rubbed my clit. It was too much. Tension coiled tight until it broke.

      I screamed out as my orgasm overwhelmed my entire body. I moaned and whimpered and begged him to never stop.

      He stood, watching me intently as he hurriedly removed his clothes. “We’re not even close to done.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          TROY

        

      

    

    
      I pulled into the driveway of my best friend Ryker’s Anaheim Hills home. Although I saw him fairly frequently during the day in conjunction with the shipping terminal we were building together in San Pedro, I didn't see him much in the evening anymore ever since he traded in his bachelor pad in Long Beach, for a house and a wife in Anaheim Hills.

      I was glad that my friend had found a woman who made him happy, but I missed all the nights we'd go out drinking and looking for pleasure in the body of a soft warm woman. Since he stopped clubbing, I discovered that our nights on the town had been an important factor in my finding female companionship. Now that he was off the market, I hadn't been with a woman since…well…since the night he got married three months ago and I slept with his wife's maid of honor.

      I wasn't sure of the wisdom of that move and every day since I waited for him to lambast me for it. Not that it would have changed anything.

      My libido, as it turned out, was stronger than my loyalty to Ryker. I felt pretty sure he'd understand. I mean, how could he blame me when Nina's maid of honor was a voluptuous woman with an amazingly bright smile accented with two dimples and eyes the color of copper pennies. Not the old, corroded ones that have been in circulation for thirty years, but the brand-new minted ones. The only thing that would have stopped me from bedding her was if she was a local. My friend Ryker lived his life by a whole slew of rules. Me, I only had one. No relationships. The rule had served me well over the last ten years since I enacted it, and I’d never been tempted to break it.

      As I stepped up to the front door, I could smell the scent of cooking meat that meant Ryker was putting his new grill to use. I made a detour heading along a small path up the side of the house and through the back gate.

      Southern California was a crowded and congested area but there were pockets that were like oasis. Ryker and Nina lived in one of those pockets. Their backyard was lush, almost tropical. There was a pool and an outdoor grilling and bar area. On the other side there was a quaint little guesthouse where I'd spent a very pleasurable evening with Nina's maid of honor three months ago.

      The memory of Lizzie’s lush body had my dick twitching under my jeans, so I quickly pushed the image of her out of my head. After three months, I felt I was pretty safe that Ryker didn’t know what I’d done. I hadn’t told him, and apparently, Lizzie hadn't wanted her friend to know about our night together either, as Nina hadn’t said anything either.

      "Smells like you're burning the neighborhood down," I said as I approached Ryker at his fancy silver grill.

      He turned his head and smiled, looking more relaxed and happier than I ever remembered seeing him, knowing it was to Nina's credit. "What are you, a peeping Tom skulking in my backyard?"

      I handed him a bottle of wine I picked up before coming over. "You know the women I'd be interested in are found in the Long Beach bar scene."

      "You really should consider trading up, Troy."

      I did an over-the-top shiver to let him know that that idea didn't sit well with me. "No thank you. But I will say, marriage looks good on you. Still in the honeymoon phase?"

      "Life is good Troy. Life is good. Come on, let's go inside and I’ll get you a beer. We’ll save this for dinner,” he said of the wine.

      We walked toward the large French doors that went into the kitchen. "No, really. Is married life treating you good?"

      "We have our moments, but then we kiss and make up. In fact, sometimes I think we have our moments, just so we can kiss and makeup."

      I rolled my eyes. “TMI, Ryker. TMI.” I wasn’t a bashful man, but that didn’t mean I needed to know about my buddy’s sex life. Knowing Ryker’s propensity for bossiness, and his telling me that in the bedroom was the one place Nina would let him have total control, I imagined they had a varied sex life. Since Lizzie, my varied sex life was whatever I could conjure up in my head as I jerked off in the shower. Weirdly, Lizzie often starred in those self-indulgent masturbation sessions.

      “Steak will be done shortly,” Ryker said to his wife as he walked into the kitchen.

      I followed in behind him, barely making it inside before the hairs on my arms stood up, and I stopped short.

      "Oh hey, Troy. You remember my friend Lizzie from Missouri, don't you?" Nina said from behind the large kitchen island. Next to her, Lizzie looked at me a bit sheepishly.

      My immediate response was to tell myself that everything would be all right. Hadn't I already decided that Ryker and Nina didn't know about my night with Lizzie? And while I had very much enjoyed Lizzie's company the night we spent together, like the other women I'd been with before her, I didn't feel particularly drawn in the way Ryker had been to Nina.

      But then Lizzie smiled, her face brightening showing off her ridiculously adorable dimples. Just like what had happened the night I met her during the wedding rehearsal, a little electric charge zapped through me. It was almost as if I touched something with static electricity.

      I managed a smile, trying not to brush down the hairs on my arms that were standing on end in case Ryker might notice. "Lizzie. Yeah. Hi. How are you?"

      "I'm good thank you, Troy. How are you?"

      And then there was her voice. Everything about her screamed sweet innocence, but her voice was silky and smoking all at the same time, shooting another charge through me.

      Nina draped her arm around Lizzie's shoulder. "I finally convinced Lizzie to move out here."

      Ah hell no.

      "I guess we'll be seeing more of each other," Lizzie said.

      I always felt like I could read women pretty well, and what I read from Lizzie's expression and tone was that she was anticipating a replay of what happened three months ago. But, of course, that was against the rule.

      I couldn't let on that I wasn't comfortable with the situation, so again, I managed a smile. "That's great. Have you found the place and work and all that?"

      "For right now I'll be staying in the guesthouse and helping Nina and Ryker get ready for the baby. But I am in touch with a community art foundation down in San Diego that is looking for an instructor and someone to coordinate programming."

      San Diego. That was music to my ears. San Diego was nearly 2 hours away, ensuring that Lizzie and I wouldn’t be seeing much of each other.

      "You remember my friend, Jess?" Nina asked. “Her husband’s brother and sister-in-law started a community art center, so it's almost like we're keeping it all in the family."

      "That sounds great."

      I remembered learning that Lizzie had been an art teacher, so it actually did seem like a good fit.

      “I’m hoping she’ll be able to stay up here to help me with the baby,” Nina said, rubbing her now large belly.

      I swallowed as nerves crawled up my spine again.

      “Natalie, she’s the one who runs the center,” Lizzie started, “Is wanting to expand the center throughout southern California and virtually. I’d be in charge of virtual instruction.”

      “Art over the Internet?” I asked. “How is that possible? Isn’t that a hands-on type of thing?” That requires you to live in San Diego?

      “It’s definitely different, but I’ve taught virtual art classes before,” Lizzie said. “Sometimes it involves constructing things. Maybe you’d like to participate in a class.”

      The room felt warm as Ryker and Nina looked at me expectantly. “It’s online to reach kids and other artists in areas that don’t have a strong arts program,” Ryker said.

      I shrugged. “What I do isn’t very artsy, but…if I can help…” Jesus fuck. I hoped she never asked me to help. If I worked with her and she kept smiling at me like that, it would only be a matter of time before I was getting naked with her again.

      A few minutes later, we were on the patio eating dinner. Lizzie sat next to me, so I didn’t have to look at her smile, but her scent of wild flowers irritated my senses. My body, my dick especially remembered getting lost in that scent three months ago.

      “So, what have you been up to lately, Troy?” Lizzie asked, leaning toward me, and giving me a little shoulder bump.

      I couldn’t help but look at her. After all, she was talking to me. Those copper eyes looked up at me, those dimples shone, and then she bit her lower lip.

      Ah fuck. She was letting me know she was interested in seeing me again. My dick twitched in my jeans letting me know he was interested too.

      But no. I had only one rule: No relationships.

      I was willing to push the limits in anything in my life, but I’d never cross the line where my rule was concerned. Tiana made sure of that.

      Sure, Ryker and others felt my rule was a bit over the top since Tiana blew apart my heart twelve years ago when she left me while I was on my knee proposing to her. I had it all planned out. I’d walk off the stage after getting my high school diploma, get a job in construction and work to get all my certifications, and then I’d start my own company. Tiana had a dream of being a movie star, something she certainly could do since we lived near Hollywood.

      But the girl who’d spent the last four years being mine, and final year of high school making plans for a future with me, laughed and said she was catching the first plane to New York when graduation was over.

      “This life you have planned for us is too small for me Troy. High school was fun, but…” She looked at me like I was gum stuck to the bottom of her shoe. “I’ve got bigger plans.”

      Was it wrong to judge all women in Tiana’s light? Probably. But it had taken me a fucking long time to paste my heart back together when she’d not only walked off, but made me feel small and foolish for loving her. I wasn’t going to risk letting another woman shred it up again. Not even the sweetly innocent yet sexy Lizzie Lane.
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