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      His intense dark green eyes are dark passionate pools as he holds me close and our breathing returns to normal. He sweeps me into his arms and carries me still nude from the living room desk into the bedroom, carefully placing me on the bed before lying down beside me.

      “Baby, what made you decide to stay?” he says, leaning up on one elbow. I admire the features of the man that in such a short time has come to mean the world to me. His sandy brown hair is disheveled from our lovemaking. The broad angular jawline is set, and his intense green eyes are waiting for a reply.

      “I can’t imagine my life without you, but at some point, you’re going to need to tell me the truth. We shouldn’t have any secrets between us,” I say, wincing as I try to curl into his arms.

      “Easy, Baby,” he says, repositioning me so my head can rest against his shoulder. My pain medication is starting to take effect, and I am becoming drowsy. “Rest your eyes, Katarina, and let me tell you a story,” he says, pulling the comforter around us.

      “Last year Prestian Corporation was getting close to reaching an agreement to build a new factory in Saudi Arabia. Prince Alfreita invited me aboard his ship to finalize the deal. When our business was concluded his helicopter took me from the Persian Gulf to Saudi, and I flew home from there. Shortly after I left, we learned the ship was commandeered, and Interpol found one of the largest shipments of cocaine ever documented being transported in its hull. Interpol questioned everyone, but Alfreita pointed them in my direction, and I was a viable suspect given my financial status. I didn’t have anything to do with it, Katarina. I was never charged because there was no evidence of my connection, but I’m still a prime suspect, and they have been watching our teams extremely carefully. Alfreita’s people still believe we tipped Interpol,” he explains, wiping the tears of relief from my eyes and kissing me gently on the lips before I fall asleep in his arms.

      It’s been almost three weeks since the accident. The long-sleeved teal colored dress I’ve chosen offsets my long auburn hair and bright blue eyes. I pair it with a multicolored scarf and brown boots, mentally preparing for a fight with Chase over my decision to go back to work.

      His eyebrows rise as I walk into the room, and his eyes brazenly scan my body, lingering while taking in my apparel. My skin heats under his steady gaze. “You look beautiful, today. Where are you going, Katarina?” he asks from the table where he’s working on his Mac.

      I take a deep breath, renewing my resolve. “I’m starting to feel much better. I haven’t even taken ibuprofen the last couple of days. I need to get back to work,” I say, bracing myself for what is sure to be an argument.

      “Why not sign on from here so you can nap later in the day?” he asks.

      “Chase, it’s been almost three weeks since the shooting. I want to go back to work.” How can I explain to him that with all the craziness in the last couple weeks I just need to feel normal again?

      “I’ll let Jay know we’re heading in then,” he says, pulling out his cell phone and taking me completely by surprise. I expected a full-blown argument as protective as he has been since the shooting. This is so anti-Chase. I wonder if he’s absorbed in something and I’ve just caught him at an opportune time. I can feel some of the anxiety in my body start to wane and take a seat next to him for breakfast.

      I’m excited to be returning to work, especially since I’ll now have an office at Prestian Towers instead of at Torzial. It will save hours of drive time each week. I wonder what his employees will think of me. The tabloids were relentless for the first couple weeks after my shoulder surgery with story after story about our relationship and I’m sure his employees have read at least some of the articles. I especially hated the one which referred to me as a gold digger set out to ensnare Chase for his money. Maybe that is why I’m feeling so anxious this morning.

      “Jay will have teams in place shortly,” he says, disconnecting his call and pulling me back from my thoughts. He pours us each a cup of coffee. “Are you going to eat something?” he asks, taking in the still empty plate in front of me.

      Maybe that will settle my nerves a little. I select a bagel and strawberries. “What, no homemade french toast or pancakes?” I ask, teasing between bites, and still trying to gauge his mood.

      “Hmm, unfortunately, my skills in the kitchen are slightly limited,” he says, grinning. He checks his phone and frowns. I assume it’s a text from Jay. “More paparazzi,” he explains, seeing the question on my face.

      There are only a few reporters downstairs, nothing like the barrage we have encountered in the last few weeks. Jay, head of Chase’s security team and Matt, who is assigned specifically to guard me, guide us from the door to the backseat of the Jaguar with minimal fuss. We reach Prestian Corp, a chrome and black glass sky-rise towering over those around it. Chase maintains hold of my hand as we enter the executive suites on the top floor, briefly stopping to chat with several people along the way.

      As we reach the end of the corridor, he opens a set of double french doors. “This is your office, Baby,” he says. His dark green eyes are wide and watchful. The room is spacious with a contemporary high-gloss black desk, sleek in design with a matching credenza. A large window behind the desk provides an almost panoramic view of the surrounding high-rises and river below.

      “Chase, it’s absolutely breathtaking,” I say, stunned by the incredible expanse of river winding between the buildings below.

      He pulls me into his arms and kisses me on the lips. “I’m glad you like it. Let me show you the adjoining areas,” he says, guiding me into the conference room which has the same view as the office. The remaining walls are covered in whiteboards and equipped with overhead projectors. I count sixteen chairs and iPads around the long oval conference room table.

      “Chase, it’s amazing, but it’s so much more than I need,” I say, taking in all of the technology.

      “Baby, I had it designed especially for you. This way you have everything you need to collaborate and bring large groups together without ever having to leave the building,” he says as we walk back into my office.

      “Chase, did you make this entire space for me so security would not be an issue?” I ask, pretending annoyance and failing miserably as I see the look of amusement in his eyes.

      He scoops me up and places me on the conference room table. “Shhh, that’s enough,” he says, laughing. “I want you to have space near mine conducive for your work. Although, I do have a few ulterior motives, which is why I had a bathroom and shower installed,” he admits with a mischievous grin. “Now get some work done so we can go home at a decent hour. You’ll probably tire in the afternoon,” he says, kissing me briefly before leaving me to get acclimated to my new workplace.

      I have a large monitor on my desk and a sixty-inch screen hanging on the wall across from it. I shake my head as I slide into my chair and investigate the Mac system in front of me. I am logged onto the network in relatively no time and become submerged in the medical facility work.

      I wonder if Terry, the architect assigned to the Prestian Corp Medical Center project has any of the documentation he needs from the user group event. I doubt his boss, who was fired by Chase shared the information with Terry.

      I shiver as I recall Mark’s retaliation and rub my shoulder where surgery was required after his attempt to kill me was thwarted by Chase’s security team. I try to keep my mind off of the ordeal with Mark and set about organizing all of the materials.
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        * * *

      

      To: TPartes@Martel&Sons.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      CC: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org,

      JWarling@TorzialConsulting.org

      

      Hi Terry,

      I am happy to hear you’ll be working on the Prestian Medical Center. I have attached the workflows and all the other documents from our work group.

      We are in the process of procuring additional land, and those specs are included. As you review the information, please feel free to reach out to me with any questions. Looking forward to working with you on the project.

      Thanks,

      Kate

      Kate Meilers, Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      

      You’ve been working all day. I thought surely you would need a nap this afternoon. Are you ready to go home?

      

      C. H. Prestian

      Chief Executive Officer, Owner

      Prestian Corporation
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        * * *

      

      To: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      

      I don’t know where the time went… I can be ready and finish up later.

      Kate

      Kate Meilers, Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      You’ve had a full first day, Baby. You still need to rest. I’ll pick you up shortly.

      

      C. H. Prestian

      Chief Executive Officer, Owner

      Prestian Corporation

      

      I look up to find him standing in the doorway observing me. He is impressive, tall at about six feet two, with a frame that is muscular and lean, his custom-made suit hangs on his body impeccably. I reluctantly drag my eyes from his body.

      “The office suits you very well, Katarina,” he says. His mouth is set in an amused quirk, and I wonder what he’s thinking.

      “I absolutely love that you designed it for me, Chase.”

      “I’m glad it pleases you,” he says, his eyes capturing and holding mine. The magnetism between us is palpable.

      He pulls his cell out of his pocket, appearing annoyed at the silent intrusion and answers it briskly. I pack up my belongings and grab my purse preparing to leave as he talks. After a few moments, I can sense his growing agitation.

      “No, we are not changing our position. If they want the company and employment, they go by the same rules as everyone else. We’ve worked through similar challenges in other countries. Sid, I’m not compromising the workers hours and benefits. Hold steady, and let’s ride it out. They are not about to risk losing a high-tech company that will put thousands to work. The government knows it’s the only chance they have to provide an infrastructure for future innovations. Hold firm,” he says, before disconnecting.

      “Where were we now… ” he asks, pulling me close and capturing my lips lightly with his own. “Katarina, I love the way you feel in my arms.”  I glance around to see if anyone is nearby and immediately feel him stiffen. “Let’s go home, Baby,” he says, guiding me toward the elevators. Jay apparently knows where we are headed without any direction from Chase.

      The short drive to the condo is unusually quiet, and I contemplate his mood. We are soon in the elevators of the most impressive sky-rise in Chicago on our way up to the penthouse condo that he calls the city apartment. I smile at his reference as we walk through the five bedroom luxury condo overlooking the skyline and Lake Michigan.

      “How’s your shoulder, Baby?” he asks as I drop my purse and belongings on the bar stool chair.

      “It feels a little tight, but otherwise, much better,” I say, feeling fortunate the gunshot did not damage anything but minor blood vessels.

      “Would you like a glass of wine?” he asks, regarding me warily.

      “Yes, please,” I say, curling into one of the large overstuffed couches. He’s clearly got something on his mind. “Why are you so quiet, Chase?” I ask as he pours each of us a glass of wine.

      “I’m thinking about your issues with being involved with someone you work with. You seemed to like the office and proximity of it to mine, but I felt your hesitancy both this morning and afternoon with public displays of emotion. It’s apparent while you trust me physically, you don’t have that same confidence where your emotions are concerned,” he says, watching me intently.

      “Chase, what do you mean by that exactly?” I ask, annoyed that he could tell and not sure how I want to approach this.

      “You were clearly uncomfortable with me kissing you at work. Even when there was no one around, you weren’t comfortable.”

      It’s the first day that I haven’t napped since undergoing surgery; I’m tired and ill-prepared for this depth of conversation. I immediately feel put on the defensive. “Chase, we have known each other for less than a few minutes of our life. In that time I have had to deal with you lying to me about who you are, then learn that you are not only someone I work for but that you are the owner of the company that employs me.”

      He starts to interrupt, and I hold up my hand. “You are a multibillionaire and with that comes a ton of baggage. Just the security alone is overwhelming, but let’s not forget the fact that you were suspected of drug trafficking. You seriously don’t think I trust you after I learned all of that, and still moved in with you? Do you think I would let someone I don’t trust tie me up and do the things you do to me?” I demand, furious and unable to hold the tears back any longer.

      He pushes the hair from my face and gently wipes a tear that has escaped. “You are obviously still upset I was not honest with you upfront, and I deserve that. But, it does not, in any way, negate or diminish what I said. If you trusted me, we wouldn’t be having this conversation right now.”

      “I do trust you,” I say, leaning in to kiss him, wanting and needing to connect with him.

      “Katarina, our physical and emotional relationship should stem from a deep level of trust with each other, and right now we need to work on developing that,” he states flatly.

      I flinch, feeling his cold rejection of my offer. “Katarina, your mother’s experience left you with scars, and you’ve never had a partner that you could trust. Unfortunately, I started the relationship on false pretenses. I’ve explained my reasoning, but no less, it’s added to your fears.

      Katarina, I’m not interested in having half a relationship. I want your unbridled trust. That’s the only relationship I’m interested in having, so we are going to have to work through your fears. Otherwise, your lack of trust will end up driving us apart, developing into jealousy, fear and any number of other manifestations,” he states.

      I’m so out of my league. “What am I supposed to say, Chase? I wasn’t prepared to answer questions about us kissing in the hall. Don’t you think the employees need time to get to know me? All they know is what they’ve read in the gossip magazines.” Surely he must see how I feel.

      “Baby, if you trusted me you wouldn’t worry about something like that. You’re scared of my public display of affection because you can’t imagine how I will react if employees gossip. I would never let them or anything hurt you,” he says solemnly.

      It’s now or never…. “I don’t doubt you, Chase... and I do trust you. I’m just not sure how to tell you what I’m dealing with right now. When I was in the hospital, my mom shared a lot of information that I’m still trying to absorb.”

      His eyes raise and turn to concern as he sits beside me and takes my hand. “You can tell me anything, Katarina,” he says.

      I need to confide in him. I’m just not sure what he will think about having a relationship with the daughter of a mafia hit man. My mouth feels dry as I begin to speak. “My entire life I thought my mom had an affair at work, and the break-up is what caused us to move around, for me to lose my friends and the reason she cried herself to sleep at night. When she came to the hospital, she told me that wasn’t the case. In fact, the guy I thought she was having an affair with actually helped her get a new job because she didn’t feel safe and needed to move again.” I know I am beginning to ramble, and my heart is beating fast.

      “Katarina, slow down, Baby… breath,” he coaxes, pushing the hair out of my eyes and pulling me into his lap. “Tell me,” he urges.

      “I never really knew that much about my father. My mom left him before she even knew she was pregnant, so he is out there somewhere and doesn’t even know I exist.” His hand is soothing…rubbing my back.

      “I know I told you that there’s nothing to dredge up in my past, but it appears that may not be the case,” I say.

      “Baby, we’ll find him. It’s a small world,” he says, trying to console me.

      “No, you don’t understand, Chase. He can’t know I exist, or my mom could be in danger.”

      “Why would that put your mom at risk?” he asks, lifting my chin to meet his eyes. “Trust me,” he says.

      “Chase, my mom told me everything when I was in the hospital. She left him and ran away because she learned he was the eldest son of an East Coast crime syndicate. My mother told me that he put a hit out on two people, and she overheard the conversation. That’s why she ran, and if members of the syndicate find her, they will kill her,” I say, looking into his eyes, trying to gauge his reaction. Will he still want to be in a relationship with me?

      His eyes are hooded and controlled giving nothing away. “Katarina, I’m going to want to talk to your mom. We can go for a visit or have her come to Chicago, but I’m going to need the details.”

      “I don’t know how she’ll feel about that,” I say warily. How can I explain to him that she only told me because I confided in her that I thought Chase may be a criminal? She left my dad because she found out about his criminal activities, but never stopped loving him and didn’t want me to make the same mistake with Chase, so she broke her own vow of silence and told me.

      “Your mom probably needs to talk to you as much as you need to speak to her. Call her, Baby,” he urges.
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      I awake the next morning, early, unable to sleep. He gave me the perfect opportunity yesterday, and yet I couldn’t tell him how I feel about him. He’s sleeping peacefully, and I manage to slip out of bed, find running clothes and brush my teeth without waking him. It’s barely four a.m., and I briefly contemplate going for a run without security but quickly abandon it at the thought of Chase’s reaction.

      I text a message to Jay’s phone and am surprised by the immediate response.

      Message:  Is it too early for security to go with me for a run?

      Reply:  Nope… five minutes. Can you take the lakefront route?

      Message  Sounds good. Thanks, Jay.

      Reply:  You bet.

      It takes a few moments for my breathing to sync, but I’m soon running at a good pace, with only the music and my thoughts. I contemplate the night’s discussions and replay them in my head. Is he right, do I not trust him? Is that why I can’t yet tell him how I feel? What if he doesn’t feel the same? Maybe that’s why I feel insecure. Do women just fall in love faster than men?

      The park path along the lakeshore is dark and quiet this morning. A scattering of seagulls is scavenging for food along the edges of the blue-grey waters which appear relatively calm. My cool down song comes on, and I walk the remainder of the way, enjoying the briskness of the fall day against my skin. The doorman greets us with a friendly “good morning,” as we enter the high-rise. Chase is in the kitchen cooking when I enter the condo and seems quite at ease with himself. “Are you hungry?” he asks, grinning widely at my look of surprise.

      “I am ravenous, and it smells delicious,” I say, dragging my eyes from him to the meal he is preparing. Chase in the kitchen with lounge pants, no shirt and no socks on is hot.

      “I’m making omelets with peppers, onions, mushrooms and ham. It’s one of the few things I know how to cook. I thought you might be hungry, you’ve been running for over an hour,” he says.

      “Did I wake you? I was trying to be quiet,” I say.

      “You didn’t wake me. Jay let me know you guys were on the move early,” he replies, sliding the omelets onto a serving dish.

      “I thought you would be mad at me if security didn’t come with me. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have woken him that early.”

      “I would have been furious if you went without them and you wouldn’t have been able to sit down for days,” he says.

      “Hmm, is that all it takes?” I tease, my eyebrows raised in mock inquiry.

      “I’m sure some sort of punishment for your disruption of securities’ sleep is in order,” he says, mouth upturned with amusement as he puts a plate with an omelet, piece of toast, and muskmelon in front of me. He pours us each a cup of coffee as I try my first bite.

      “This is superb, Chase. You can cook for me anytime,” I tease in between bites.

      “My dad will be at Prestian today, and I want you to meet him. He just flew in from New York and would like to take us to dinner. Do you mind staying in the city tonight?”

      “No, of course not. Does your dad work at Prestian, too?” I ask.

      “He has a suite of offices in the tower, but he and Brian spend most of their time in the New York offices. Dad met Emily last year, and I think they’ve grown quite fond of each other. She lost her husband about ten years ago, and her children and grandchildren live there, too,” he says.

      “So you don’t get to see him much?”

      “We often talk and travel between Chicago and New York frequently. I’ll take you with me on one of the next trips so you can meet Emily. She wasn’t able to make it this time,” he explains.

      It reminds me that I really do need to call my own mom. I’m still trying to absorb the fact that I have a father who doesn’t know I exist. The hospital visit is the last time I’ve talked to her since I haven’t really known what to say. I’ve been answering texts, but I just haven’t gotten up the nerve to have a full-blown conversation with her about it, yet. “I should call my mom and see if she wants to visit Chicago unless you’d like to make a trip to Naples?” I ask.

      “Why don’t you and your mom talk about it and whatever you decide is fine, but let’s do it soon. I’d like to learn more about your dad and make sure security is appropriately appraised. If she wants to fly up, we’ll send one of the jets down to pick her up.”

      “Chase, I’m not sure if I want to know who he is,” I say hesitantly.

      “Katarina, you may not want to get to know him or have a relationship with him, but if he and his family were to find your mom, it would lead them to you. The only way I can ensure your safety is to be well informed and have security in place,” he says.

      My head is spinning with everything that has transpired in the past few weeks. To think I thought Chase was a criminal, and as it turns out, my own father is one of the heads of an organized crime syndicate.

      He reaches for his phone. “Chase here… Let them know you’ve discussed it with me and I’m proposing we discontinue negotiations and are exploring different areas for expansion. In the meantime, put some feelers out and get back to me,” he says, disconnecting.

      “What’s the matter?” I ask.

      “Just ordinary negotiations when host countries are required to change their existing labor laws and practices. We are at a critical point, though, ready to buy and rebuild the information and technological services in Basra. It’s in an ideal location. It’s situated on the southern border of Iraq, on the Shatt al-Arab river and adjacent to neighboring Iran, so it would be advantageous to our government and the people in both communities. You really want to hear about this?” he asks.

      “Of course… I’m very interested in learning about your work.”

      “The country has been war torn, and the infrastructure for information and technology is in great need of upgrading. The negotiations were going well, but we’ve run into trouble with their agreement to our labor and human resource areas of the contract. It can get a little bumpy at this stage.”

      “Will you fire all the people and bring in your own?” I ask.

      “No Baby, just the opposite. This is a government contract, and the goal is to help them develop an infrastructure and provide more of their own people with skills and jobs,” he says.

      “I don’t understand why they aren’t happy then.”

      “They have certain labor laws or gender specific treatment practices, and we are asking them to give them up to get the contract. They are opposed to the human resource and labor part of the negotiations. They want the ability to treat workers as they choose, and it’s something I will never agree to,” he states.

      “So what is all this talk about not working long hours? It’s not even six in the morning, and you’re negotiating out of the country contracts.”

      “You young lady are sassy as ever! Why don’t you get showered up? I have a couple more calls to make before I get ready,” he states, trying to control his smile.

      I kiss him gently and instantly feel the spark that exists between us. “Thanks for breakfast, it was delicious,” I murmur.

      He captures my lips with his own and then deepens our kiss, pushing my hair back from my face as he does. “Baby, you should go and shower before I do unmentionable things to you,” he says, kissing my forehead. “Go,” he says, as I reluctantly head towards the master suite.

      I dress quickly, apply a little makeup and go in search of Chase. He’s at his desk, his hair is still wet from his shower, and he is wearing jeans and a t-shirt. He looks up from the conversation he is having on his cell and pushes a button, mute I surmise, as he begins talking to me. “That dress really looks incredible on you.”

      “Thank you. Who’s on the phone?”

      “Just a conference call… Sid’s doing all the talking,” he says, smiling. “Jay should be ready to take us in shortly. Dad was going straight to the office, and I need to meet with him about some contracts this afternoon.”

      In short order Jay has us safely at Prestian, navigating the traffic with skill and experience. “So, I take it I can kiss you goodbye when I drop you off at your office?” he asks, referring to our long discussion last night.

      I smile teasingly, “I am going to leave that up to you, Chase.”

      “A quick study,” he says, his eyes holding mine with his gaze. He guides me towards my office and stops at the reception desk introducing me to Mary. “Mary has been with our company for over twenty years. She was Dad’s executive assistant until he moved to New York, and still manages parts of his contracting and oversees all of the administrative support. Aside from that, she is also a very close personal friend,” he adds.

      “Mary, Kate is the project consultant for Torzial and will be working on the new center downtown. If you have not read the papers lately, she’s also very special to me personally.”

      “Kate, it’s wonderful to finally meet you. I was out of the office the last couple weeks visiting family, but was hoping to get to know you,” she says warmly.

      “Thank you, Mary. I’m very pleased to meet you.”

      “Mary, Katarina has moved into the newly remodeled area. Would you be able to assign someone for administrative support? I’d like it to be full-time. See if there is internal interest and backfill if you need to,” he says.

      “I’ll post the position, and if you like you can help with the interviewing process,” she says to me.

      “Chase trusts your instincts and whoever you assign to assist me will be perfectly acceptable, Mary. I don’t want to be a burden to anyone,” I add, embarrassed that Chase has asked for clerical support to begin with.

      “I’ll work to get the position filled and in the meantime, if you need anything, please let me know,” she says, seemingly pleased with my answer.

      He guides me to my office and shows me the space adjacent to mine. “We had it designed so your assistant would be close,” he says. The office has a huge window and lovely view of the city, too.

      “You think of everything,” I say, almost half under my breath.

      “That's the way I like it, Baby. Now, I’m going to take you in my arms and kiss you. If my staff sees us, they may talk about it a little bit. In fact, it would surprise me if they didn’t, since it’s never happened here before. Okay with the plan?” he asks.

      “So does a girl have to wait all day for this promised kiss,” I tease.

      “Oh, you need only ask once, Baby,” he says, capturing my lips. His hand is caressing my neck holding me steady, rubbing the sensitive area behind my ear. My skin heats from his touch, and I lean into his fingers. He kisses me gently one more time before releasing me.

      “I should let you get some work done now. I need to meet with Dad; he just got in a little while ago. Let Mary know if you require any assistance and try to let someone else do things that you don’t need to do yourself. It will provide someone with an excellent job at a good company, and you’ll have more time to spend with me.”

      “And if I don’t, I know, you will be renegotiating my contract,” I say, laughing.

      “You are a quick study,” he says, pushing a piece of hair out of my eyes and kissing me gently on the mouth. “I love having you here at Prestian. Text me if you need anything.”

      I look around the office, and still can’t quite believe how lovely it is. I unpack a couple pictures: one of my mom and another one of my best friend, Jenny. The windows are spacious and have plenty of space to hold plants. I plan to go shopping to personalize the space further. I turn on the Mac and open up Pandora to one of my favorite stations and settle in to begin work on the medical center project. The morning flies by and it is already late afternoon before I attempt to catch up on email.
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: TPartes@Martel&Sons.org

      CC: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org,

      JWarling@TorzialConsulting.org

      
      Kate,

      
      Thank you for the workflows and diagrams. I have asked that we have three architects dedicated to the design of the Prestian Medical Center since there will be two different facilities.

      We are in the process of projecting a footprint for each design based on the size of the land. I can assure you there will be more than enough space to put in the Medical Center and any number of other amenities such as parks, water retainments, or anything else the team referenced based on the amount of land Prestian has purchased.

      Thanks,

      Terry,

      Terry Partes

      Lead Architect

      Martel and Sons
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        * * *

      

      To: JWarling@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      CC: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      
      Hi Jenny,

      Are you available in the next week or so to get together for drinks or dinner with Chase and me?

      Kate

      
      Kate Meilers

      Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      I like the plan. The last time I spoke to Jenny we were both worried sick about you at the hospital, and we didn’t get properly acquainted.

      C. H. Prestian

      Chief Executive Officer, Owner

      Prestian Corporation
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        * * *

      

      To: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      
      I thought you were visiting with your dad. Are you always online?

      Kate

      
      Kate Meilers

      Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      
      It’s called multi-tasking. Hurry up and finish working!!

      
      C. H. Prestian

      Chief Executive Officer, Owner

      Prestian Corporation
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        * * *

      

      To: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      
      Are you always going to be this bossy?? I have a few more emails to respond to and a little more work to do on the time studies.

      Kate Meilers

      Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      
      Yes!! I would threaten you with a good paddling, but that only seems to encourage you.

      C. H. Prestian

      Chief Executive Officer, Owner

      Prestian Corporation
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        * * *

      

      To: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      
      If I recall, you still owe me one...

      
      Kate Meilers

      Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      
      In time, Baby.

      
      C. H. Prestian

      Chief Executive Officer, Owner

      Prestian Corporation
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        * * *

      

      To: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      
      Promises, promises… I seem to recall getting turned down flat!

      
      Kate Meilers

      Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      To: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      From: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      
      Stop provoking me or I will take you home, paddle your ass and then bring you back to meet my dad.

      C. H. Prestian

      Chief Executive Officer, Owner

      Prestian Corporation
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        * * *

      

      To: CHPrestian@PrestianCorp.org

      From: KMeilers@TorzialConsulting.org

      
      Killjoy! I’ll try to behave... But I am seriously wet, here.

      Kate

      
      Kate Meilers

      Project Consultant

      Torzial Consulting Firm
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        * * *

      

      I feel him watching me and look up. I can’t help notice how his muscles flex beneath his suit jacket and how his pants hang over his lean hips and powerful thighs. “Did you have a good visit with your dad?” I ask, trying to focus.

      “I had a great visit, but I was distracted by the thought of your wet panties,” he says, walking into the office and locking the door. I feel myself moisten, and my breathing begins to change.

      “You know I tried to anticipate everything this space may be used for and designed it accordingly. I installed blinds since I anticipated the need to fuck you in this room, especially when you email me that you are soaking wet,” he says, pushing a button that I had not noticed. The blinds fall into place, effectively blocking out all visibility to the room. I am sure he can hear me breathing… God, he is hot. “You designed the blinds with this in mind?”

      “Yes, I couldn’t imagine keeping my hands off of you at work, Baby,” he states, rounding the desk, moving the Mac out of the way. He lifts me onto my desk, positioning my legs so that my feet are resting on his thighs. “You have the most incredible legs. They go right up to that delectable little ass,” he says as his hands move up my dress and around my hips, pulling me closer to the edge of the desk. His fingers hook into my panties. “You have a choice to make. You can lift your ass off the desk and let me pull these lovely little panties down, or I can rip them off for you, in which case you will be going to dinner without them,” he says huskily.

      “Chase, I am soaked. These panties are too wet to wear anywhere, Honey,” I exclaim.

      He pulls the thin material away from my body and pushes my legs farther apart, watching me as he makes his way between my legs. I can barely breathe, and he hasn’t even touched me, yet. It’s the anticipation he creates and builds, and finally, his tongue finds its mark.

      “Honey,” I moan, grasping his hair as he pleasures and teases me. I am lost and with just a few more strokes he brings me crashing down around his tongue.

      “Oh, Baby, you were so in need. What made you so hot?” he asks, looking up at me.

      I am embarrassed that he asks such intimate questions from that position. “I was in the mood last night, and you turned me down flat,” I respond, looking into his eyes.

      He sits back in his office chair and slides his zipper down, freeing himself. He grasps me by the waist and eases me into his lap so that I am straddling his body. “Baby, I’m sorry you felt turned down emotionally, but I’ll admit you were supposed to feel deprived.” He is watching me intently as he positions himself and pulls me onto him, sliding me over his engorged and needy length. “Baby, I want you to ride my cock until I feel you shake at the
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