
  
    
      PEACHES

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        EVELYN MONTGOMERY

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Warning

      

      
        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

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by Evelyn Montgomery

      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 novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To the writers, the readers, the dreamers,

        and the late-night page-turners.

      

        

      
        Life is short.

        Make it sweet.

      

        

      
        This one’s for you.
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      The sounds of the coffee shop meld together as I roll my eyes and let out a heavy sigh. “It doesn’t have to be a bestseller. It doesn’t have to be something new no one has ever read, or have a twist the world would never see coming. It just has to come from the heart, so why am I making this so damn difficult?” 

      That’s what they say, you know?

      Let it come from the heart.

      That’s what almost every reader, editor, publisher, and personal assistant will tell you when you’ve been stumped as long as I have, as if it’s the miracle cure for a disease all authors fear. Writer’s block is one heavy bitch, and right now, it’s a weight that has become leaden with imposter syndrome and harder to carry every damn day that my mind seems to be discouragingly working against me. 

      It’s like a light switch has been flicked off, just as I feared it always would, and no amount of searching in the dark recesses of my unimaginative mind will turn it back on again.

      Only burdening me further are my publisher’s, readers’, friends and families’ terrifying question of …

      When’s the next book coming out? 

      If that wasn’t enough, telling them I’m stumped continues to increase the weight of my current disability when they say…

      Whatever you write, it will be great, just don’t force it.

      Don’t force it?

      Okay.

      But what I am not telling them is that I can’t escape the tiny thought plaguing my subconscious, blinding me with the piercing threat that - I have no words left. 

      What’s more…

      Who’s to say they matter if I do?

      Releasing another sigh before cracking my neck from side to side, I silently tell myself…

      You got this!

      Because if I don’t, my readers won’t be the only ones wanting to crucify me if I never give them another story to read. My editor. My publisher. My personal assistant. I can hear them all now… 

      You have to stay relevant.

      You have to keep up and compete with the other authors in your genre. 

      Romance is the most competitive market there is. 

      If you go cold, if you waste too much time between releases, you’ll lose it all. 

      Don’t I know it.

      Truer words were never spoken, given the way I’ve seen it all slowly slip through my fingers this last year. A fact that’s made me take a hard look at myself and ask the question I never thought I would. 

      Do I even care? 

      The longer I’ve sat with that question, the easier it’s been to answer. Even if my books never make it onto any bestseller lists or win any awards, if my reviews are mixed, with an equal number of those who hate what I write and those who love what I do, I have to remember why I started in the first place.

      For me, writing is a release. An escape. Just like the reader loves to jump between the pages, I get lost in the cathartic flow of words that takes me out of reality and into a world of imagination.

      Determined to find my path back to creativity, I decide - it’s now or never.

      The wheels in my head start clicking.

      A story in the shadows slowly emerges. 

      It’s kinda cute. Maybe it could work. At least, I think it could. 

      I never thought I’d write a story like this, but considering the importance of  “staying relevant,” here goes nothing…

      “I’m sorry, is this seat taken?” A low, raspy, sexy as fucking hell voice pulls me from my thoughts.

      I try to avoid the draw it has on every part of my body and focus back on my computer. But if I’m being honest, I’m silently begging to hear it again so I can experience one more time the way it seeped slowly into my soul, like a drug you don’t want to give in to, but can’t help and enjoy as it hits your bloodstream.

      Shit! 

      Focus, Grace!

      My hands hover over the keys, ready to get started on a project I’ve been putting off for almost twelve damn months. Besides, he was talking to the table next to me, wasn’t he? There is no reason I should get my panties all in a wet twist. 

      “I know, I’m sorry, you look very busy. But it’s just that…” his voice trails off, and I can’t help but be tempted to glance up and see what kind of Adonis it’s coming from.

      If the male behind it matches the way it speaks to my darkest fantasies, I might just let him let me forget about my deadline, my editor, my publisher, my personal assistant… but never the readers. 

      No, never them. 

      My eyes raise ever so slowly and catch the glittering light green of his mischievous stare. 

      Fuck.

      Sorry readers…

      This is where my hopeful story comes to an end.

      Sweet lord, have mercy…

      His brown hair is short on the sides but sexily disheveled on the top as if he just got out of bed. Stubble frames his chiseled jaw, and my mouth waters at his full lips as they break into a sexy smirk. My eyes fall to his broad shoulders that fill out the tight-fitting white t-shirt that effortlessly, and oh sweet Jesus, ever so perfectly drapes over his chiseled torso. I make out the mouthwatering curves of his biceps and the definition of his six… fuck that, eight pack of abs under the sheer fabric and stifle a groan.

      But that’s not what gets my heart really racing. 

      No. There’s more… 

      Sweet heaven above, there’s more. 

      “Fucking hell,” I grunt as my eyes close and I try to forget the grey sweatpants hanging low on his hips.

      Biting my bottom lip, I squeeze my eyes shut, attempting to block out every curve and hard inch of him my eyes just hungrily roamed over.

      Forget it, Grace.

      Block it out of your mind like you’ve blocked out this story idea for the last damn year. 

      You can do it.

      That is… at least until I get home later and can fully let myself indulge in the fantasy that’s standing right in front of me.

      Because… It’s all in my mind, right?

      But as the sounds of the stranger shuffling his feet drift into my subconscious, time pauses, and I’m forced to acknowledge the fact that I’m still physically sitting in the coffee shop like an idiot with my eyes clenched shut. 

      It’s not a dream. 

      And for better or worse, neither is he.

      Shaken and a little unsure of himself, the voice calls to me again, “Excuse me, Miss?” 

      My hands fall from my keyboard. Eyes shut, my brow furrows. I’m not ready to meet his stare. After a moment, I force myself to open my eyes, and a defeated gaze meets mine. 

      “It’s okay, I’ll sit somewhere else,” he says, as he glances around the coffee shop. “Except, there is nowhere else,” he whispers, sadly.

      The handsome intruder shuffles his feet once more and then attempts to walk away. I breathe out a sigh of relief because - yes, I was busy - and yes, I would gladly rather stare at him from across the room instead of maybe making some bad decisions we’d both regret tomorrow morning. I give his back a sad smile before looking down at the screen in front of me and beginning to type. I’m almost a sentence in when, Mr. Perfect, from, ya know, Out of Nowhere, turns back around and steps closer. 

      “It’s just,” he whispers before clearing his throat and switching his coffee to his other hand. “I’ve kinda had a shitty day, and I’ve been watching you since I walked in the door.” 

      My eyebrows raise, questioning him. I sit up straighter in my seat and put my work aside. Looking up, he grins, and my stomach flutters. 

      Fuck my life.

      This is totally not the distraction I need right now.

      “Not in a creepy way, I swear,” he grins, confidently. “It’s just, I have a thing for reading people.” 

      He shrugs, and my eyes instantly fall to his waist as his shirt raises from the rise in his shoulders. My hungry gaze memorizes the perfectly sculpted V of his pelvis, and my mouth salivates as my mind turns around the idea of my tongue twisting a ravenous path around the curve of it. 

      “Like, say those two over there.” He points with his free hand to his right, pulling me from my salacious thoughts. He leans in, and my eyes trail to the couple sitting across the room. “He thinks she called him here to start over, but honestly, she can’t wait to work up the nerve to actually end it so she can run through the front doors and into the arms of the guy she’s secretly been cheating with.” 

      He points in the direction of the front window, where I see a slightly nervous guy glancing down at his phone before looking up in the girl’s direction. He walks to the front door, almost opens it, shakes his head, and then goes back to pacing around in front of the shop. I glance back at the girl in question and see her give the guy an I’m trying to hurry this up look when she thinks the man she’s sitting with won’t notice.  

      “And these three,” he says again, gesturing towards a group of college girls in the corner. 

      A seat is empty at their table, and they attempt to give dewy eyes with the stranger at my side,  before boldly staring in my direction and telling me to figuratively fuck off. 

      “I’ve never been into the sorority type,” he cringes. “Something tells me if their eyes can linger that much, heaven knows how clingy they’d be after I got my ass in the seat.”

      I have to stifle a laugh as I glance back at him and smile. When his eyes return to mine, his guard lowers, and he smiles back. His head turns, and I get the hunch he’s about to tell me some deep psychological diagnosis of someone else across the room, so before he speaks, I ask… 

      “And what about me?”

      His eyes fall back on mine and widen. He cocks his gorgeous head to the side and waits before responding, making me grow anxious and worry that maybe I don’t want his reply. Crossing my arms over my chest, I nervously wait.

      “You,” he grins as he sets his cup down on my table, obviously confident that I’ll let him sit once he gives me his answer. I raise my brows in warning. “Well, you’re the girl everyone wants to know but is too scared to approach.” 

      Doubt that, Mr. Handsome, but please go on. 

      “You’re all business when you’d rather be enjoying pleasure.” 

      My mind wanders at his choice of the word pleasure, and I cross my legs and act like it didn’t just phase me the way Casanova knew it would. 

      “You live your life in your own lane, not wanting any distractions. But truth be told, a good distraction is all you crave; otherwise, you wouldn’t be trying to work in one of Savannah's busiest coffee shops.” 

      I glare at him and bite my lip to try to fight my grin from getting any wider. 

      Why the sexy ass.

      Who does he think he is?

      His body lowers into the chair in front of me as he drops a bag that’s been draped over his shoulder to the floor. 

      “And how would you know what I crave?” I smirk. 

      I can’t help but feed him the line. He walked right into it. It’s bait I hope he takes so that I can fantasize about his response later tonight when there really won’t be any distractions. 

      His smirk deepens. Dimples emerge and I hold my breath and pray for strength because his sexy grin is enough to almost send me over the edge, make me want to push my laptop, this table, and every damn thing standing in our way to the side so I can straddle that V I still can’t get my mind off of as I kiss his smug full lips and taste heaven on his smart ass tongue. 

      “Your body gives you away,” he suggests, as his eyes lower and roam over my body in question the same pleasurable way I allowed myself to take him in earlier. 

      “Tight. Stressed. Tense,” he suggests, as his eyes lift and lock with mine. “You keep releasing heavy sighs that should be reserved for sensual acts designed for self-gratifying pleasure.” 

      Hell, am I the writer here, or is this guy? 

      Sensual acts designed for self-gratifying pleasure?

      Hold the press, I suddenly have the need to take care of all things self-gratifying if it means he’s the one making me sigh heavily later on. 

      “You start, only to stop and take a moment, wishing, wanting, yearning for something, anything, to give you what you’re afraid to give yourself.”

      He takes a sip of his coffee and gives me time to sit with his words. I’m not afraid of anything, except maybe the writer’s block that won’t lift when I need it to most. I go to speak, to enlighten him on how fearless I am, but he cuts me off… 

      “You’re so busy focusing on your lane, your path, that even if it did come, your distraction, you’d be too fixated on what you’re not getting to ever see what’s right in front of you.”

      “And let me guess,” I sass, “this is the part where you feed me the bullshit line that what’s sitting right in front of me, what I’m missing out on, is you?”

      He laughs, and I blush.

      “I like that,” he grins. “You call people on their bullshit. That’s a gift, don’t let anyone tell you any different.”

      Didn’t plan on it, Mr. Suave. But remind me again when I said it was okay that you sit at my table?

      I’m about to speak, to ask him just that, when he looks up, catches the eye of someone at the door, and gives them a quick nod. As he rises out of his chair, I feel the void of him leaving, and dare I say, it stings a little knowing this brief, unexpected, yet fun-as-hell encounter will soon be over. 

      He looks down into my eyes, and I start to speak, but then slam my mouth shut as my gaze nervously darts around him and avoids his stare. 

      “Tell me,” he says, bringing my attention back his way. “Did you get it?”

      “Get what?”

      “What you crave, Peaches.”

      Peaches? We’re on the level of nicknames already? Who is this guy, and how did he happen to fall out of the sky and land at my table? 

      I look at him, dumbfounded. A little from his question, and a lot from his use of the nickname Peaches. We are in Georgia, but…

      “Your distraction,” he grins, pulling me out of my thoughts once again.

      “Sure did,” I tease, as my eyes shamelessly roam his physique one last time. His addictive chuckle fills the space between us, and a shiver rushes up my spine. 

      “Good,” he smiles. Leaning in with one hand on the table so he’s close enough that I feel his breath feather against my lips as he whispers, “Now get back to work before you make me ditch my friend and show you just how much your smile helped turn my day around, too.” 

      He gives me a wink, rendering me absolutely speechless, and starts to walk away. 

      “Besides,” he shouts over his shoulder, making my attention snap to him and his friend at the door. “The best self-gratifying pleasure comes to those who wait, wouldn’t you agree?” 

      Smug bastard, I think, as I smile and he pushes out the doors.

      And just like that, Mr. Too Good To Be True walks out of the coffee shop, out of my life, and leaves me too distracted to work but oddly refreshed enough to feel the brain fog lifting.

      An hour or so passes, and I tell myself if we ever do cross paths again, I’ll find a way to thank him because just like magic, my mental block lifts, and I’m more than five thousand words into my next novel when I realize - I never asked him his name.

      I stop typing abruptly and stare off into the middle of the coffee shop.

      Peaches. 

      I smile to myself. 

      Looks like I’m not the only one who didn’t get a name. 

      Peaches. 

      My grin widens.

      I have to admit, I kinda like it. 

      Okay, Romeo, I decide, pinning him with a name that seems appropriate. If we ever meet again, I promise I’ll admit we might be star-crossed lovers addicted to the distraction only we can give each other. 

      Maybe. 

      Maybe not.

      Well, okay, most likely I might.

      But I’ll only admit it to myself.

      A promise is a promise after all. 

      And that’s one promise I secretly know I can keep.
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      Luscious. Succulent. Ripe. Desirable.

      The words linger in my mind as my cock stirs and I close my eyes, and run my tongue over my lips as if I can sample the smallest bit of what I know she’d taste like.

      Her playful demeanor.

      Rich, sweet.

      Her heavenly body.

      Mature, attractive, fucking juicy as hell.

      My mouth waters thinking about savoring every delectable inch.

      Thinking back to our flirtatious banter, I want only one thing - more.

      Peaches, I chuckle to myself. Damn addictive peaches.

      Exiting the coffee shop, I pull myself from my daydream, open my eyes, tug the bag on my shoulder up higher, and attempt to shake the thought of her from my mind as I follow my assistant, Josh, down River Street.

      “Care to explain why you’re dressed like the homeless and not in your normal three-piece Armani suit?” my business partner and best friend asks. 

      He clicks his key fob as we walk a few more feet toward his Mercedes, and I look down at my attire.

      “Not much you can find in a corner shop after being drenched by a four-wheeler going fifty in a thirty-five after a sudden Savannah downpour,” I sigh, opening the passenger door and throwing my bag into the back seat before adjusting the waistband of my grey sweatpants.

      After a late morning meeting downtown, I decided to walk on River Street to clear my head from the events of last night. No rest for the hungry, determined, and Wolf-of-Wall Street type is a regular occurrence in my world. But getting barely any sleep from a breakup that was one year in the making. 

      A breakup, I’ll gladly admit I’m fucking thrilled to be over, even if it did keep me up more than half the night as I listened to my ex drag on and on about shit I couldn’t care less about.

      What I wasn’t expecting on my morning stroll was to have a sudden tidal wave rise up from nowhere when I went to cross River Street to one of my favorite hole-in-the-wall stops. A coffee shop that reminds me of simpler times when I was young and naive before the world tainted me with its dream-crushing truths, and family was something I thought I’d never be without. 

      “Tell me again why we had to relocate to this town,” Josh says as I look over the hood of the car and watch him surveying the street like a tourist who just found out his dream vacation is anything but the damn dream he had envisioned.

      I glance around us, taking in the cobblestone streets, Spanish moss hanging from the trees, the centuries-old buildings made of stone, and the steamboat that rests in the broad Savannah River to our left, then shrug. Once upon a time, I called this place home. My southern accent may have faded over the years, but my love for my hometown hasn’t.

      Once upon a time, I swore I’d never leave. But the thing about tragedy is that sometimes the destruction and suffering are too much to bear, and the only way to escape the oppressive shadow is to go somewhere else and start over, like I did several years ago when I relocated to the West Coast and met Josh.

      “It’s not that bad,” I shrug, “It has its perks.”

      “Yeah… like humidity, crime, cost of living. Whenever it rains, it floods. Case in point,” he says, gesturing towards me and rolling his eyes. 

      I look down at my white shirt and sweatpants and can’t help but smile. I doubt Peaches would’ve openly admired me like she did if I were in my regular suit and tie. Something about that woman tells me she’s not impressed by glitz and glamour. A fact I find makes her more appealing.

      “Hell, that’s nothing,” I grin, “What you need to watch out for is the red bugs,” I say as we climb into his car and fasten our seat belts.

      “Red bugs?” His eyes grow wide behind his dark sunglasses, and I let out a laugh. “What the fuck is a red bug?”

      Seeing as Josh has barely seen anything past the sunny shores of California, I grin as if I hold a dark secret that could be the one thing that gets him high-tailing it back to the West Coast, and never, ever, thinking of stepping foot in the South again.

      “Red bugs. Mosquitos. Cicadas,” I chuckle, “You’ll get used to them.”

      Our conversation about the dreaded town he is now a permanent fixture in is left back where we were just parked as he pulls out onto River Street at high speed and makes a couple of tourists jump out of the way. I shake my head and know he’ll learn to slow down around these parts, that is - if he knows what’s good for him. I take my phone out of my pocket and start to text Jeeves, my butler, at the Alida, Savannah. A posh hotel a little further down the road on Williamson Street. With any luck, he’ll have a new suit ready, pressed, and better than the last by the time I get back and shower.

      “How did Kimberly take it?” Josh asks just as Jeeves responds, and I breathe out a sigh of relief, glancing at the time, knowing I will still make my eleven o’clock meeting.

      “Like the bitter, vindictive, spiteful debutant she is,” I exhale as I run my hand through my dark brown hair and focus on the street in front of us. “Let’s just say, I never thought such nasty words could fall from a lady’s mouth that normally demands everyone cover their own, while she also insists on being pampered, spoiled rotten, and drenched in the finest clothes, diamonds, and Southern pearls.”

      “Want my pearls of wisdom?” Josh laughs as he quickly cuts off a car to our right and swerves into the valet of the hotel. He shifts into first gear and pulls the parking brake as he turns to look at me. “You should’ve dumped that bitch a year ago after you walked in on her cheating with Sebastian. Why the hell your chivalrous ass didn’t, I’ll never know.”

      Climbing out of the car, I watch as he throws his keys to the valet while I grab my suit in the coffee shop bag from the backseat, and then fall in step at his side as we enter the lobby.

      “Call it the Southern gentleman in me,” I joke. “Besides, I never witnessed them fully engaged in the act, and Kimberly can be very convincing, if you hadn’t noticed yourself over the five years we were together.”

      “Convincing,” he laughs as we enter the elevator and I press the button for the penthouse. “How about mendacious? That better describes the type of woman she was, hell, she is, and why you’re all the better for finally being rid of her. You’ve been too busy building an empire to really care about anything else, including the type of woman you should have adorning your personal life.”

      Truer words were never spoken. 

      I didn’t care.

      It’s a thought that stings as it settles in my soul.

      I should’ve, shouldn’t I have? I mean, I was engaged to the woman. Five years of my damn life I can’t get back. Five years that felt like fifty as I think of the weight of it.

      But he’s right. I didn’t care who she was fucking. I couldn’t care less who she flirted with in front of me. She was arm candy at best. A position that could’ve been filled with an escort service, but those who know me well know I could never be that type. That’s why I wasted five years having a woman on my arm, that, when it came down to it, I didn’t care who she was sleeping with this last year as long as it wasn’t me.

      I laugh at the irony because, as much as she was unfaithful, I never once strayed. It’s a thought that makes me realize maybe that’s why I was so attracted to the thought of peaches just a half hour ago. After all, three hundred and sixty-five days is a long time to go for any man. The nights are cold, and your hand can only satisfy you so much before you need the release that only a warm, tight, wet pussy can fulfill. Something I haven’t been tempted to indulge in over the last year, as my mind was wrapped around only one thing, business, not long legs, perky breasts, breathtaking eyes, and curves that remind me of peaches - fucking peaches.

      Dammit! 

      I attempt to will my dick into submission as I accept the fact that I’ve had a one-track mind for far too long. 

      The doors open to my penthouse, and we walk into the space just as Jeeves comes around the corner from the kitchen.

      “Your suit will be ready in twenty minutes, Sir,” he readily explains as I hand him the bag with my soiled linens and start to rip the white shirt over my head as I walk off towards the shower. “Your father sent word. Said he’s been trying to reach you on your cell but couldn’t get through for over a week.”

      I roll my eyes and toss the shirt in the dirty clothes pile on the master bedroom floor. 

      “That’s because I’d rather reconcile with Kimberly before giving him the satisfaction of a call back,” I grit out as I turn to look at my butler. “What did The General have to say this time?”

      My father hates it when I call him that, which is why I insist on doing it whenever I can. It’s not just a nod to his time in Vietnam, but to the way he raised me, hated me, pushed me away, and I believe was the reason for my mother’s death, though he’s always denied it.

      “He said dinner is at seven o’clock sharp and don’t be late.” 

      My head ticks from side to side as my neck cracks like I wish my fist were making my father’s face cave in. 

      Yeah, I said it. And what’s more, I meant it. 

      Every. Fucking. Word.

      “I don’t think this is one dinner I can get out of, is it, Jeeves?”

      The older British gentleman who has been by my side since I was eighteen looks at me with more compassion than my old man ever has and frowns. “No, Sir, I don’t believe it is.”

      I let out a heavy, self-gratifying sigh that does only one thing: make me think of Peaches.

      Damn those fucking peaches.

      What the hell is she doing to me?

      Turning, I make my way into the bathroom. 

      “Send him a message. Tell him I’ll be there.”

      My phone dings in my pocket and I look down to see a message from my eleven o’clock.

      Samantha O’Connor: The client can’t make it. Need to push it back to five. Let me know if that works?

      Irritation grows as I quickly type a reply. A mixture of my father, this flaky client, and my craving for all things peach has my usually well-controlled temper beginning to break as my day gets completely thrown upside down for the second time this morning.

      Me: Five works. But no later. I have an engagement at seven; I can’t break it. Make it work, or the deal is off.

      It’s harsh, but hell, I can’t afford to waste time in this takeover. I started Beckett Enterprises from the ground up, and I finally have a chance to be at the top. 

      “Now there is the matter of Ms. Kimberly Walters,” Jeeves suggests as I finish typing my text and throw my phone onto the bathroom counter.

      “What about Kimberly?” I angrily hiss.

      “Your father is expecting you to show up with your fiancé, Mr. Beckett,” he states calmly. “He insisted you bring her along.”

      Fuck me… will the morning from hell never end?

      “He’ll have to swallow the fact that we’re over, whether he likes it or not,” I start to close the bathroom door, but something Jeeves says stops me.

      “Even though he never met the girl, Sir, he was quite looking forward to it. I find it my duty to remind you that your thirtieth birthday is drawing near, and the contract you signed will be up for renewal. Your duty is due.”

      Shit. He’s right. It’s another reason my ass stayed subconsciously glued to the idea of the harlot, Ms. Kimberly Walters, even though my mind has a hard time admitting it.

      The damn contract.

      The one my grandmother and grandfather thought was made with good intentions, but also one my father twisted and tainted just after my mother died. The one that also holds the keys to my trust fund and my whole damn life’s work.

      “I’ll deal with it,” I grit out, as I slam the door in his face and turn the lock quickly.

      Hell yeah, I’ll deal with it. Right after I deal with the massive hard-on I’ve had since entering my favorite coffee shop and locking eyes with the most enticing Georgia peach I’ve ever seen.

      Her blonde hair tumbled down in waves to the center of her back. Her sweet, peachy, blushed cheeks as she tried to hide her attraction for me will forever be engraved in my memory. The way her wide, crystal-blue eyes sparkled when I’d teased her causes my cock to throb, reminding me how painfully it needs a release. Her ample, perky breasts, small waist, and the way her chest rose and fell with determination to finish the job in front of her, no matter what distraction came along, make me crave one thing. Forcing her submission.

      Stripping my body of the rest of my clothes, I step into the shower and have to admit, as cliché as it sounds, there’s nothing I wouldn’t give to taste her succulent peach. Wet, juicy, sweet, and perfectly tangy as it coats my tongue before sliding down the back of my throat.

      Thoughts of worshiping her, honoring her, glorifying her, idolizing every inch of her soft, forbidden skin, over and over again fill my mind as I forget about cleaning myself and fist my cock hard, indulging in a fantasy I’ll never get enough of.

      If dreaming about her is this addictive, actually having the reality might prove to be too much. 

      I’m a man of habitual addiction.

      My work. My routines. My habits. I need them to stay alive.

      It’s a coping mechanism I learned when I was young. Otherwise, my ADHD is all over the fucking place, leaving me inattentive, impulsive, and high-strung. Control the uncontrollable with habits. That’s how I’ve mastered life. And giving in to a woman who could quickly become my main obsession proves to be destructive the more I consider it.

      If I let her become anything more than an infatuation, I’d never be able to live without her again.

      She’d become an unbreakable habit that would ruin me if she ever walked away.

      Peaches.

      Sweet, warm, intoxicating peaches.

      Fuck, maybe just one fantasy.

      One indulgence.

      One self-gratifying, sensual act in the shower.

      Stroking my cock harder, I let myself drown in her memory. My head falls back, and I control my impulse the only way I know how, by giving myself a release before I ever let myself entertain the idea of her addictive fruit again.

      Peaches.

      Fuck, if only everything in life really were as sweet as a peach, I’d devour her whole and never worry about heartbreak again.
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      Crap!

      The door to the elevator opens, and the file in my hand spills out all over the floor. Papers go flying everywhere. Half in the hallway. Half in the elevator. Half about to get eaten by the elevator door as I quickly jolt forward and throw my arm out to stop it.

      Shit! This is not the way I imagined this going. When I promised my publisher that I’d meet later this evening with a working manuscript, I thought I’d definitely have it more together. Especially when almost everything in my life seemed to effortlessly click into place after this morning’s delicious distraction in the coffee shop. I’ve now typed nearly fifteen thousand words and plotted out the remaining seventy-five thousand. A fact I know would make any publisher happy, and hopefully, my editor too, as I’m just as eager to get her hands on what I hope is my next contemporary romance bestseller.

      We all know the required storyline. Boy meets girl. Boy gets girl. Boy loses girl. Boy gets girl back. Or, for the feminists out there, girl meets boy, and so on. Except this one has a twist no one could see coming. I know, I know - I told myself  “no twists needed.” But it wouldn’t be one of my books if I didn’t have a little shameless fun while I was writing it.

      I smile at the thought, feeling like I’ve got something good up my sleeve for the first time in a long time as I bend down to pick up the papers scattered all over the floor and suddenly get smacked in the butt by the annoying elevator door. Righting myself in my heels, I look up and thank my lucky stars no one’s in the lobby witnessing my chaos. Quickly, I grab the last couple of papers off the floor in the elevator before stepping outside just in time to escape another hard metal smack to the ass, and then gather the rest on the ground of the reception area.

      The place is quiet. Too quiet. I find it odd as I stand up straight, fling my hair over my shoulder, and survey the empty space. Attempting to straighten the stack in my hands, I blow out a deep breath and look around quizzically while taking notice of the dimly lit area. 

      Susan is always behind the front desk well past the time she’s getting paid for, so where the receptionist is now, and why the lights are off as if the place is closed, puzzles the absolute hell out of me.

      “Hello?” I call out into what seems like the unknown, even though I have regularly walked through these halls more times than I have called my mother in the last week, and that’s saying a lot.

      Cocking my head from side to side, my brow furrows as I step further into the space.

      “Susan?”

      But instead of the normally bubbly demeanor of the publishing house’s secretary welcoming me, the only thing that greets me is the sudden noise of the air conditioning clicking on and making me slightly jump out of my skin.

      My head turns in its direction, and I finally notice a light on at the end of the left hallway. I hear voices. Two voices. One deep, raw, and captivating. The other, slightly muted, but female, no doubt.

      Finally! Maybe whoever is there will have the answers as to where everyone else is, why this place looks like it closed for business thirty years ago, and just where I can find my publisher and get this meeting over with so I can get back to more important things, like the story that has finally broken free in my head.

      That is, thanks to one sexy morning interruption.

      One I’m still anxiously waiting to find self-gratifying indulgence in after I make it home to my quiet apartment and a bottle of wine later tonight.

      Quickly walking down the hallway, I catch my reflection in the floor-to-ceiling mirrored glass of the conference room as I pass. My long blonde hair is pulled back into a low ponytail, while loose strands frame my face. A face that has only this morning’s scarce amount of makeup on it, because let’s be honest, it’s June - in Georgia. My black pencil skirt falls just below my knees, and my white sleeveless blouse is tucked perfectly into its high waist, making me look like I have some edge, but still business and wholesome enough to hopefully be taken seriously when I pitch this book idea and its unorthodox twist to my publisher.

      If I’m going to sell this story, I have to look the part. I’ve already been given an advance for said story, the one which I told them two weeks ago I had all plotted out.

      You’re a dirty liar, Ms. Grace Presley.

      I smile to myself knowingly as I walk a little further down the hallway.

      The advance paid the back rent on my condo and only half of my twin brother, Archie’s, medical bills. 

      Life played a mean trick on the two of us in the womb. 

      I was granted all the normal things in life, like barely ever having a cavity, going to school and easily getting straight A’s, hardly ever coming down with the flu, and being crowned Prom Queen not once, not twice, but three damn times.

      Yes, you read that right. Three!

      To say it goes to your head when you’re a Sophomore and you’re voted Prom Queen is an understatement. Although over time, I think it had a reverse reaction on my mental state compared to what most may think. My boyfriend at the time, now my ex-husband, was the quarterback for the state’s highest-ranking football team. I guess you could say dating him came with perks. Like three plastic crowns I couldn’t give a shit about. Not then, not now, not ever really, because deep down I’ve always felt guilty that my body must have robbed him of what he needed while we were nestled close together for those nine months in the womb.

      Deep down, I really know that isn’t true, but I still can’t help but feel the way I do.

      You see, Archie is autistic. Diagnosed at eighteen months, he’s ASD level three. The highest level there is. I grew up thinking my best friend was completely normal until I went to school and found out the hard way how cruel others could be. A fact that got me in a fight on more occasions than my mother would like to admit. 

      Not me, though. I wear that badge proudly and would fight until death for my best friend. My Archie. Kinda like I am about to do now. Grovel to my publisher for another advance on what I’m hoping is one hell of a perfect pitch for a story that is only a fourth of the way written, so I can pay the remaining balance on my brother’s medical bills for my mother, who works three jobs and still struggles to get him the care he deserves.

      Passing another set of glass mirrors, I release a silent prayer that this meeting goes the way I hope it will, and then attempt to concentrate on the voices coming
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