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Jane Lark 
I love writing authentic, passionate and emotional love stories.   
I began my first novel, a historical, when I was sixteen, but life derailed me a bit when I started suffering with Ankylosing Spondylitis, so I didn’t complete a novel until after I was thirty when I put it on my to do before I’m forty list.  
Now I love getting caught up in the lives and traumas of my characters, and I’m so thrilled to be giving my characters life in others’ imaginations, especially when readers tell me they’ve read the characters just as I’ve tried to portray them.  
 

“Jane Lark has an incredible talent to draw the reader in from the first page onwards.”    
Cosmochicklitan Book Reviews   
"Any description that I give you would not only spoil the story but could not give this book a tenth of the justice that it deserves. Wonderful!"     
Candy Coated Book Blog   
"This book held me captive after the first 2 pages.  If I could crawl inside and live in there with the characters I would."    
A Reading Nurse Blogspot   
“The book swings from truly swoon-worthy, tense and heart wrenching, highly erotic and everything else in between.”   
Best Chick Lit.com 
“I love Ms. Lark's style—beautifully descriptive, emotional and can I say, just plain delicious reading? This is the kind of mixer upper I've been looking for in romance lately.”  
Devastating Reads BlogSpot 
 
 
 
 

Chapter One 
The beat of the music pounded through my earphones, drowning out the loud rattle of the subway trains. I was in the zone. My heart was racing, my feet striking the pavement with the rhythm of the bassline as I ran.  
The monotony of city life swamped me in the day, but running brought me back from it at night.  
God, I missed home, and fuck it was cold.  
Too cold to snow. I heard the words Dad always repeated. I’d always thought it a myth. Was it ever too cold to snow? I didn’t know, but people had been saying it all day.  
The pavement was dry, not icy. Dry with cold. There was no moisture in the air, only the cloud of my breath, as my lungs filled and then exhaled with the pace of my strides. 
Maybe it was true. God, there were so many myths in the world. Like, New York City was the place to be. It still felt like new shoes to me, like it just didn’t fit. 
The asphalt felt firm beneath my sneakers.  
I looked forward, trying to increase my pace and energy, burning away the doubts and disappointments I’d felt since I came to the city.  
At the end of the bridge there was a figure, caught in the middle of a beam of orange lamplight, like some illuminated angel. I generally only saw other guys jogging on the bridge path. It was rare to see anyone else. 
It was Thanksgiving in little over a week and Christmas in a few weeks. Lindy was pissed I wasn’t going back home, but she’d made up her mind to come to me for Christmas. 
Was that good or bad? 
The figure was facing the Brooklyn Bridge, probably looking at the reflection of the lights glinting and shifting on the dark water. It was mesmerizing when you focused on it.   
The Manhattan Bridge was never busy, probably because of the noise of the trains. The environment didn’t inspire pleasure, so it wasn’t a place for tourists. But it was a good path for running: long and straight, and normally empty.  
I ran harder, my eyes focusing on the figure.  
The person hadn’t moved. They held their hands up, gripping the metal grill above them.  
The pose seemed odd. A little desperate. It wasn’t casual.  
My imagination shifted, no longer picturing angels but a horror movie. The way the lamplight shone down on the figure was like they were in the sights of a hovering helicopter, or a beam from a UFO.     
I thought of Christmas again, and ached for home. But I wasn’t going home. I had to conquer New York. 
The light shining down on the stranger suddenly took the form of a Godly benediction once more. The person’s arms shifted, stretching out, similar to a crucifixion pose, hands wide and high as they looked upward.  
I was getting nearer.  
My fingers were numb with the cold, even inside my gloves, and my ears burned as the frost nipped beneath my hood. Running should’ve kept me warm, but it was twenty-one degrees Fahrenheit, way below freezing point.  
Fuck, now I could see the person ahead was standing in a t-shirt. Their outstretched arms were bare.  
“Hey!” My heart rate thundered as I ran on, wondering what sort of sketchy city-nutter I was running toward. What were they doing wearing a tee in this weather? It didn’t look like a homeless dude, but…  
My breaths grew more uneven.  
The guy ahead hadn’t heard me.  
I pulled my earphones out. “Hey!”  
Still no recognition. It was like they were in some sort of trance.  
My feet pounded on the concrete. 
It wasn’t a guy, it was a girl. I’d seen the long hair way back, but hadn’t been sure. Plenty of guys had long hair. But now, I could see. 
I knocked my hood back. I didn’t want to scare her. “Hey!”  
Nothing. Not a single sign of recognition and I was only yards away. She was wearing skinny jeans and sneakers with her tee. 
Her hands moved, catching hold of the wire like she was going to climb it, then her foot lifted, seeking a grip on the railing.  
Her arms bracing her weight; her other foot lifted. What the hell was she doing? Trying to go over the wire? Did she want to jump? 
“Hey! Wait!”  
I ran harder.  
Fuck. She looked serious and she carried on climbing, searching out hand and foot holds.  
“Are you crazy? Stop it!”  
As I ran the last few yards her gaze finally turned to me. I covered the distance in moments, watching her clinging on the wire, Spiderman style. 
God knows what she saw in my eyes. I could see nothing in hers except maybe fear. They were huge, and dark, staring at me like I was the weird one.  
I wasn’t the weird one.  
My music continued playing muted sounds and air rasped into my lungs as I stopped. I lifted a hand, palm up, offering to help her down. “Come on…” My breath fogged the air around us. “Nothing’s that bad…” 
She held still. Her eyes had no depth. It was like looking into mirrors, reflecting back the electric light. She looked a little mad.  
“Let me help you.”  
She was panting as hard as I was. She didn’t come down.  
She was only a couple of feet off the floor, I could pull her down, but I didn’t want to scare her. 
My fingers instinctively lifted and touched her lower back. I could feel the breath pulling into her lungs. “Look, seriously, you don’t want to do anything foolish.”  
She didn’t move. 
“What’s your name?” Shit. My heart was still racing like I was running. I looked along the bridge path, but there was no one else here to help.  
“Honey, come on down. I can’t let you do it.”  
She was just staring at me. 
What the hell did cops say to persuade a person… “You must be cold, you can have my hoodie. I’m not going to leave you here.”  
This was like some TV drama. 
My hands were trembling from the blood burning in my muscles. I’d gone from running hard to standing still. A weight of responsibility fell on me suddenly. This girl’s life was in my hands. I’d been running wrapped up in my own world and now… Shit. “Really. Please… Come down.” 
Pleading obviously touched some nerve in her, as one foot came back down onto the concrete, her cotton t-shirt catching on my glove and crumpling up, revealing the pale skin of her lower back. My gaze dropped to her plain white sneakers, as the next foot touched the ground. 
Relief washed through me on a wave as I lifted my hand so her t-shirt slid back down. I looked up and met her gaze. It was still blank though, and her fingers gripped the wire. 
I touched her shoulder. It lifted as air pulled into her lungs, before slipping back out. I didn’t know why I was touching her, but I just… I needed to know she was okay. She didn’t seem to know where she was, or what she’d been doing.  
A dark smear marked her face, and whatever it was, it stained her hair too. 
Every sermon I’d endured as a kid raced through my head. Help the needy; put others first; don’t walk past that mugged guy in the street. I hadn’t gone to church for years, not since I’d hit my teens, but religion was stitched into my DNA. No way could I walk past a person in need.   
My shock dissipating, I stripped off my hoodie. The smell of my sweat permeated the cold air. She probably wouldn’t want it but she needed it. “How long have you been up here? It’s freezing.” She could have been up here half an hour. She hadn’t been here when I’d run over the bridge into Manhattan. 
For a minute I didn’t think she’d take it, but then her hand reached out. “I don’t know?”  
“You know it’s twenty-one degrees Fahrenheit, right? You’ll get hyperthermia.” She looked at me, her eyes still dead. “I’m Jason… Were you trying to do what I thought?” 
She didn’t answer. 
I held out my hand. “Hi.”  
She didn’t shake my hand, just looked at it. 
“Look, nothing can be that bad. You’ll get over it, and be glad you didn’t jump.” 
“Will I?” Her pitch was mocking, although maybe she was mocking her own thoughts, not my words, nothing in her eyes or her face told me though. 
What now? I could hardly just run on and leave her here. Dammit. “I…” I could take her to emergency… What would they do? Check her over and spit her out. “Have you got any family locally?”  
“No.”  
“Friends?” 
“No.” 
Her large eyes confirmed what she’d said. She had nowhere to go. Her full lips pouted a little. Shit. What did I do? 
“Where do you live then? Is there somewhere I can take you?”  
She was pretty. Her face glowed in the electric light, showing a clear complexion and perfectly even features, though her skin was yellowish in this light.  
“No. Nowhere.” 
Why was she here? What had made her life too hard to carry on?  
She shivered, and pain etched its expression on her face, then tears suddenly glittered in her eyes, and the coldness in them became a lake of desolation. “I need to get away.”  
“From what?” 
She didn’t answer, but her teeth started chattering. I lifted the hood of my sweatshirt over her blonde hair.  
“Look, obviously things aren’t okay for you. What are you going to do?” 
“I don’t know.”  
I took a breath, looking at her and hoping some magical solution would suddenly hit me. It didn’t, and I was getting cold now. 
She shivered again and her arms crossed, her hands gripping the opposite elbows. She’d stopped looking at me. She was looking at the sky, like she was searching for answers too. 
I sighed, my fingers running over my hair. She was nearly as tall as me, and I was six foot one. She must be at least five eight. But she was slender, like a model. My sweatshirt swamped her figure. She looked fragile.  
Shit. There was nothing I could do. “What are you going to do, if I go?”  
Her shoulders lifted in a shrug, but she didn’t look down. 
My heart was thumping to the same rhythm as the bass beat now pounding out of the earphones dangling ‘round my neck  
I couldn’t leave her out here…  
“Have you really got nowhere to go?” 
She shook her head, making her blonde ponytail sweep over her back. 
Shit. What option did I have? What option did she have? 
“Have you got any money?”  
Her head shook again. But her stillness, apart from her shaking head, made me feel like she didn’t even care. I felt stupid then, of course she didn’t care. She’d just tried to end her life by throwing herself off a bridge. She obviously didn’t care about anything right now. 
What to do with her? I could give her money… But I’d have to go back to my apartment to get my card and take her to a cash dispenser. And what would she do with it? Maybe she’d already taken something. Drugs or drink. Maybe that was why she was so dead looking. I’d be stupid to give her money. 
I sighed again. I could call the cops and take her to a station. But what would they care? I found this girl and she’s got nowhere to stay. They’d say, yeah, right, join the line of a couple of hundred other homeless people in New York. 
There wasn’t any choice. “I could take you home with me, if you’ve got nowhere to go. Just for tonight. It would give you chance to get your head straight, and get warm. If you want?”  
“I … ” She looked at me again then, her eyes losing their depth once more and setting up shutters, locking me out. 
“What do you think?” I got another shrug, but her eyes suddenly filled with depth, letting me see into the thoughts behind her gaze. They were asking me questions.  
“What are you going to do if you don’t come back with me?” Another shrug. “Have you got any other options?” She shook her head, her ponytail swaying, but her gaze was clinging to mine now, like was she was considering me. Maybe she was trying to judge if she’d be safe. 
This was surreal, like I’d been lifted out of real life, and placed in the middle of a fucking film. Question was; how was it going to play out? Taking her home was a risk, but sometimes risks had to be taken. Like coming to New York.  
I sighed again. Sometimes taking risks didn’t pay off. But I still hoped they would. 
She shivered and her hands gripped her arms harder. 
I lifted my hands palm outward. “I swear. I’m the nice guy. And if you’ve got nowhere else to go…” Lindy would go mad, but this was devil or deep-blue-sea territory. How could I leave this woman here? She’d nowhere to sleep and it was twenty-one degrees Fahrenheit.  
Her shoulders shook as she shivered again.  
“It’s not far. I live in DUMBO.” 
“Down under the Manhattan Bridge Overpass…” she whispered. “It’s such a cool name for a neighborhood.”  
I laughed. She didn’t. 
“Have you got any other choice?” 
She shook her head.  
“Then on my life, if you come, I’ll not hurt you.” 
She said nothing just looked at me.  
“My apartment’s warm. You can’t stay out here…” Shit, I was probably just as crazy as her, offering to take a stranger back with me.  
“I…”  
“I swear, you’re safe with me.” 
She looked back at the wire, then down at the water.  
“You don’t want to do that. Just give it a night, you’ll feel different in the morning.”  
She shook her head, still looking at the water. 
If zombies were real, they’d look like her. My sweatshirt swamping her, she stood like a sorrowful statue, her complexion as pale as marble. 
I couldn’t just leave her. I rubbed her arms, gently, answering an instinct to put my arm around her, but I denied that. I didn’t even know her name.  
“Look, you can trust me. Honest. When we get back to my apartment you can call my Mom, or my friends, and they’ll all tell you I’m the nice guy. Seriously, if you need references…” I smiled as she looked back at me, trying to convince her. “What do you say? Are you a gambler? Are you going to try trusting me?” Silence and stillness. This girl was messed up. But then I’d known that from the moment I’d seen her. She’d been standing in the freezing cold, in a tee, trying to jump off a bridge.  
I held her gaze, trying to look inside her, as she looked back, trying to see inside me.  
Once more there was a sudden pool of desolation and a glitter in her eyes, and she simply nodded, making the choice to put herself into the hands of a stranger––my hands. 
Shit. I was taking her home. She could be a drug addict. I’d been so busy trying to persuade her, I’d forgotten about my own concerns. But I couldn’t leave her here alone; fragility and loneliness rang from her, like she was crying out for help. And the damned Good Samaritan story I’d been brought up on wouldn’t let me leave her in the street. 
But what the hell was I getting myself into? 
“This way.” My fingers carefully closed about her upper arm, and I guided her to turn and start walking off the bridge with me, like this was a normal thing to do––like every night of the week, I took a stranger home. My guts churned. This was crazy. But my fingers wrapped right about her skinny arm, and my instincts yelled at me that she needed protecting, and she needed safety. I could let her have a haven for a few days. 
She was probably a size zero, she was so skinny.  
Lindy would kill to be size zero. She would hate me taking this woman home. She wasn’t flooded with human kindness. She wouldn’t have felt any instinct to help this woman. 
“You haven’t told me your name yet?” I prodded as we descended the steps onto the street.  
She was moving robotically. I was a stranger to her, too, and she hadn’t questioned me verbally at all. She was going home with a guy she didn’t know.  
Maybe she did this all the time.  
Maybe her lack of concern should warn me off. 
As if sensing my thoughts, she stopped and looked at me, hard, really looking into me, like she’d done on the bridge just now, maybe at last deciding she ought to check me out a little more. “It’s Rachel.”  
“Rachel––pleased to meet you. My apartment’s in a block near here, it’s not far. You’re sure about this, yeah? I could still take you somewhere else, if you like?” 
“I’ve got nowhere else to go. So I haven’t got any choice. You don’t mind?” 
I do, really, but I’m not mean enough to dump you here. “No, I don’t mind.”  
I pressed my code in when we reached the building, feeling guilty for covering it up, showing I didn’t trust her, but I didn’t know her.  
“My furniture’s a bit sparse at the moment. I only just moved in a couple of months back. Don’t expect anything fancy…” We entered the elevator and I pressed the button. “I’m on the fifth floor.” That was obvious, the red light behind button five glowed, announcing it.  
 I turned and looked at her. What I’d thought was dirt on her face and in her hair, was dried blood. “Did you hit your head?” 
Her gaze struck mine, questioning and cold, and in the white light of the elevator, I faced green eyes. They were a misty green, an unusual sort of green. I’d never seen that eye color before. She didn’t answer me though. She hadn’t spoken since she’d given me her name, and her fingers were curled up, hidden in the sleeves of my sweatshirt, as her arms gripped across her chest.  
She looked down at my Adam’s apple.  
“You don’t have to be worried.” 
Those green eyes looked up again. “I’m not scared of you. You gave me your hoodie. People who are generally mean, don’t give you stuff they need themselves.”  
It was an odd, but reasonable, logic. “Yeah, well….” I didn’t know what to say, yet all my friends in Oregon would say I was never lost for words. “Okay.” 
The elevator bell rang, announcing that we’d reached the fifth floor, and then the doors opened.  
I looked away from her. She was a little too beautiful for comfort. She had untouchable celeb-magazine beauty, the sort you knew you’d never have, so you never wanted. Lindy was pretty, but there was a quality of perfection in this Rachel. Yet she wasn’t perfect was she, or her life wasn’t, she’d been trying to jump off Manhattan Bridge.  
I wanted to know what led her there, but I wasn’t going to make her feel like I was prying, I didn’t ask.  
I pulled the key from the pocket of my joggers, unlocked the door and stepped back to let her go first, flicking the lights on.  
“Chivalrous to a fault…” she whispered. “Do you stand up for pregnant and elderly women on subway trains?” 
Actually I did. Lindy always said I was a dying breed. Mom always took credit. “And sometimes I even carry their shopping back.” 
She looked at me again. “You don’t come from New York do you? Are you some hillbilly?” 
“I’m from Oregon, from a small town there.” 
“Out of college and flying the nest…”  
She sounded like she was laughing at me, but there was no humor in her face or her eyes. What I saw was grief. 
“Do you want some coffee, I can make a pot? It’ll warm you up.” I took her fingers. I could feel how cold they were even through my gloves. They were like blocks of ice. I rubbed them for a moment. 
Her hands fell when I let them go. 
I felt awkward, but the only thing to do now I’d brought her back here, was to act like I was completely comfortable with it. 
I took off my gloves. They were damp. How’d they get damp? 
There was no life in her eyes, once more, when her gaze met mine.  
She turned and looked about the room. It was empty bar my TV, my Xbox and a beanbag.  
I left her and went to make coffee. The kitchen was to one side of the living space.  
“The bathroom’s through there, if you need it?” I pointed to the door leading into my bedroom. “There’s only one bed, or rather one mattress, I don’t own a bed. But you can have it tonight. I’ll manage on the floor in here.” 
Those pale green eyes turned to me again. “You’re too nice, Jason…?” Her pitch asked for my surname.  
“Macinlay.”  
“You’ve Irish blood?” 
“Two generations ago. Dad’s been back there once, kissed the Blarney Stone, driven the Ring of Kerry and stepped on the Giant’s Causeway.” 
She smiled, but it was shallow. Yet I guessed she was doing her best to push aside the awkwardness of this too. “I have no reason to trust you, Jason Macinlay,” she breathed, “but I do.” 
Again, I didn’t know what to say. I just shrugged. 
I’d left the bedroom door ajar; she pushed it wider and went through, her hand slipping off it, leaving a blood mark.  
Fuck. “What did you do to your hand?” I was moving before I knew and she stopped and turned, but took a step away from me into the bedroom when I neared. “Don’t tell me you had a go at your wrists, too…” I gripped her forearm.  
She had nowhere to run to in my bedroom. You could barely swing a cat in it. There was about a foot of space all around the double mattress which lay on the floor.  
I pulled up the sleeve of the sweatshirt I’d given her.  
Her wrists were narrow. They looked so fucking breakable. But they weren’t slashed. The blood had come from a jagged cut across her palm. It didn’t look like it had been done by a knife, and the blood had begun congealing.  
I glanced at her fingers. I’d heard people injected heroin beneath their fingernails to hide the marks. There were no marks on her arms, and there seemed to be none under her nails. It was probably safe to guess her problem wasn’t heroin .  
“How did you do it?” I’d been avoiding questions, I figured she wouldn’t speak, but I couldn’t help myself now. “What happened?” 
She shrugged, letting my question slide away, as she’d been doing on the bridge. Her gaze, which had been looking at her hand too, lifted to me, but she said nothing.  
I let her hand go. “Why don’t you run a bath? You can talk when you want.”  
The cold had probably stopped her losing too much blood. “Don’t get your hand in the water, though.”  
“What are you, a nurse?” There was that mocking pitch in her voice again. 
“No, I work for a magazine.” 
“And from your voice, you don’t like it?” 
“Not at the moment, and I don’t like the city either. I’m new to it.” 
“Well, I’m not. Maybe I can help you in return, then, seeing as you’re helping me.”  
I didn’t want to give her any expectations, we weren’t friends. “You need to just get warm first.” 
She turned away.  
Jason Macinlay wasn’t like any man I’d known. He was considerate. I didn’t know what to make of him. I’d met guys on the street before, but when they’d taken me back to their place, it hadn’t been to get me out of the cold. 
His place was minimalistic and his bedcovers were crumpled and thrown back. Yet he wasn’t untidy. It just suggested he took life as he found it. Like he didn’t need order.  
I looked at the doors.  
The first one I opened was a closet. It contained rough heaps of his clothing. The second was the bathroom.  
I turned the water on and touched it with my bloody hand. A stinging pain burned in my palm. I must have left blood on the doors. I looked at the gash as blood dripped into the water. The warmth had made it bleed again. I saw the scarlet ribbons of blood spinning in the white porcelain sink back at Declan’s. 
I didn’t want to think about how I’d cut it. I shut that out. I’d ended it. I was starting over. I had to find a job, find a life––somewhere to live.  
I used the toilet as the water ran, and held the neck of Jason Macinlay’s sweaty top up to my nose. The fresh male musky scent was ridiculously comforting. I breathed it in. There was something about him that made me feel safer than I’d felt in an entire year, or maybe longer. Nothing in his eyes had said he’d brought me back here because he wanted sex. He’d said he was a nice guy. Those words were still swimming around in my muddled head. 
Was I going mad again? Had I really injured Declan? My eyes shut for a moment as images whisked through my brain and swept away. I couldn’t grasp hold of them. I didn’t want to. I just wanted to get away.  
But I had got away. I’d gotten here. I had nowhere else to go.  
I was suddenly very aware of the pace of my breathing. It felt too fast. I remembered seeing people breathing into paper bags when they hyperventilated and focused on breathing in the same way, trying to slow it down. I stripped off Jason Macinlay’s top, then my t-shirt. Then I took off my sneakers and jeans.  
I hadn’t put on any underwear in my haste to get out.  
I got into the water. It was really warm and the heat absorbed all my pain, physical and mental.  
Pictures of the black water I’d seen beneath the bridge, swelling and rocking, played through my mind. I imagined it absorbing me, a great dark, thick, fluid weight.  
It would be so much easier to slip beneath the water. I didn’t have the courage or the strength to go on. How could I begin again? 
A knock struck the bathroom door. Then it opened. Jason Macinlay walked in.  
“Shit, sorry… You should’ve shouted.” His eyes skimmed over my body before he turned his back. He wasn’t so saintly then.  
I sat up, the water swilling around me. “It’s just a body. You must’ve seen a hundred naked women.” He was too good-looking to be inhibited, surely. He’d probably had tons of women in his bed.  
“I brought your coffee.”  
“Yeah, I guessed.”  
He held it out, without turning. He felt awkward about me being here, I’d seen that the minute we’d got to his front door. I knew what it was like to sleep on the streets, though, and he was right, it was freezing. But what I’d said to him in the elevator was true. I trusted him. Probably more than I’d trusted any other guy––no one had given me their sweaty top before, when I was cold.  
I took the cup from him, and put it on the lip of the tub. Blood dripped into the water. “My hand’s bleeding.” It was shaking too. 
He looked across his shoulder, at my hand, nothing else. “I’ll find something. I’ve got a first-aid kit. There should be a bandage in there.” He went again.  
The cocaine I’d taken with Declan was still spinning through my nerves and my heartbeat lifted my breasts a little as it thumped, while my damp hair brushed the skin on my back and shoulders. I had a sense of déjà-vu, though I could never have been here before. But it was like I was meant to come to this place.  
I picked up the coffee with my left hand, my good hand, and sipped from it. Warmth ran into my blood. The cold had got deep inside me.  
“I turned the heating up,” Jason said, as he came back in. “Do you want to pull the shower curtain and just stick your hand out.” 
I looked up at him and met his deep brown gaze.  
He had large eyes, strong features, and broad lips, and his dark brown hair was cut close to his head but it wasn’t gelled.  
He looked good. He’d probably broken a few girls’ hearts back in Oregon.  
I didn’t bother with the shower curtain, I held out my hand as his gaze clung to my face, like he was trying desperately not to look down.  
He needn’t worry. I was used to being naked with men. My body was just flesh and bone. I knew he wanted to look down, all men wanted to look, it was in their nature. Well, unless it wasn’t women they were into. 
With a deep sigh his gaze fell to my hand as he gripped it. “Okay, I mixed boiled water with the antiseptic so it’ll take a moment to cool.”  
He put the lid of the toilet down and sat on it, holding my hand and looking at the gash.  
I couldn’t imagine Declan ever doing anything like this. He’d have told me to fucking get on with it and stop moaning.  
But I hadn’t moaned had I? Jason Macinlay had seen the blood and asked about it. I shouldn’t feel guilty then that he was helping. But I did. This was my own fault. I should be fixing it.  
“It could need stitches.”  
“I’m not going to a hospital. I can’t stand those places. I’ll be fine.”  
I took my hand from his and he looked up, his gaze caught on my breasts then lifted.  
See, a man, he couldn’t help but look. 
He met my gaze, and I knew he knew I’d seen him look. There was color in his cheeks. It made me want to laugh. He didn’t look like he’d had that many women when he blushed, but he was gorgeous, surely he must have had a few. 
His brown gaze held mine. “Okay, no hospital.” 
I gave him my hand again.  
His touch was really gentle for a man. I bent up my knees in the tub and wrapped my other arm about them, watching him. He had some antiseptic in a cup and dunked cotton-wool pads into it, then wiped the blood from my hand, while he rested the back of it on his knee.  
I couldn’t remember anyone ever paying so much attention to one of my hurts. “Did your mom do this for you when you were a boy; is that how you learned to treat wounds?”  
His brown eyes looked up and said he didn’t appreciate the comment. 
“Have you got a big family then, back in the hills?” 
“The hills?” His eyebrows lifted, and then he answered in a dry tone. “Very funny… I didn’t grow up in the middle of nowhere, you know. It’s a small town, not a shack.” 
“With a small town society and small town views––” 
“And moms who teach you how to clean a wound if you get injured… What’s so bad about that?” 
“Nothing…”  
His brown eyes looked hard at me for a moment. But those eyes were easy to look at, and he had long dark, almost feminine, eyelashes.    
“Right. So just let me get on with it, Rachel…” His gaze fell to my hand again, then after a moment he glanced back up. “Do you have a family somewhere?” 
Yes, but not that I cared to speak of. I felt my lips compress.  
His eyes hovered on mine for a moment, asking unspoken questions, before they dropped to look at my hand once more. 
His touch was caring, as well as gentle.  
He looked up and saw me watching, then smiled, suddenly. He had a nice smile too, a really open-hearted smile.  
This was a genuine guy. Someone like Declan would eat him alive. “So you don’t like your job?”  
“I don’t know. There’s so much frigging office politics, I can’t keep up with it. I think I need to be a bit more cutthroat, but I’m not that type. I can’t be bothered with all the backstabbing, and I have an asshole for a boss. So I spent three years in college, and now I’m the office nobody.”  
Yeah, Declan would definitely eat him alive.  
“Talk to me about it. I can teach you backstabbing…” I shouldn’t have said that, the image and sound of the mirror splintering pierced my mind, and I felt the shard gripped in my hand as it sank into Declan’s flesh.  
I felt sick. I let my forehead drop onto my knees, while my hand still rested in Jason Macinlay’s secure grip, and my arm hung outstretched to him. My other hugged my knees. 
“Where do you come from, Rachel…?” he prodded a moment later, as though he was sweeping the previous topic under a rug and moving on.  
His hesitation asked my last name, I’d give him that, but nothing more. “Shears. My name is Rachel Shears.” I looked up again, as my lips compressed. 
His brown eyes looked hard into mine, but he didn’t push for more.  
He looked down at my hand. “It’s clean. I’ll bandage it up.” 
When he let it go, I left my hand lying on his knee. His legs were parted and his sweatpants were loose, but his top was tight, it hugged his abs and the pectoral muscles of his chest as he leaned to the side and picked up a bandage from the first-aid box.  
He was beautiful, but unlike Declan there seemed to be beauty inside him too, it wasn’t just a surface thing. He was helping me. 
I wanted to turn my hand and grip his thigh. But that would be the wrong thing to do. I knew that. But I was really good at doing wrong things.  
Voices inside me encouraged me to do it. I didn’t. The cocaine was still clouding my view.  
He straightened and his fingers gripped the back of my hand more firmly. It sent tremors running up the nerves in my arm.  
His other hand laid the bandage over my palm and his thumb pressed down on the dressing he’d used to cover my cut, securing it, then he began winding the bandage round my hand.  
I shut my eyes.  
His touch was doing stuff in my belly, making it clasp with need. I wanted sex. I hadn’t wanted it with Declan anymore, but I wanted it with Jason Macinlay. Sex was the best escape from the things going on in my head. It had never even really mattered who I did it with. I just liked it, and I’d always found a guy who’d give me a place to stay in return for it. They just generally weren’t the right guys.  
I’d never even liked Declan. And the feeling had been mutual. But we’d connected in bed. He liked things wild, and wild played to my crazy. God, had I really done that stuff with him? I needed something better now.  
I opened my eyes and watched Jason Macinlay concentrating. He wound the bandage round and round, pulling it tight to stop the blood; watching what he was doing, not watching me.  
I felt hot, and the tingle in my tummy slid to the point between my legs. I was sitting naked in a tub beside this guy. When had I decided to undress? I didn’t know him. Really, my head was stupid. 
Yes I did, he was Jason Macinlay, from Oregon, and he’d already given me more respect than Declan had done in the last year.  
“How old are you?” I asked. 
His brown eyes lifted and met my gaze again.  
He was feeling more relaxed, I could tell, his breathing seemed more normal and his muscles less tense.  
“Twenty-two. You?” 
“Twenty-one.”  
“That’s too young to want to end your life, Rachel Shears.”  
I shrugged, my lips compressing.  
Of course he wanted to know why I’d been there, but I didn’t want to talk and I couldn’t remember half of it anyway. His eyes said, ‘what happened?’ I didn’t answer.  
He smiled, not his stunning smile of a few moments ago, but a closed lip smile that said, okay, so you don’t wanna talk, I understand.  
No one understood me. I’d learned that the hard way. 
Mom would’ve said she did, when I was a kid. She didn’t, and I hadn’t even seen her in years. I didn’t even know why I was thinking of her today. I hadn’t thought of her in months. I hadn’t spoken to her since I was fifteen.  
Maybe I was thinking of her because I wished she’d been a proper mom and had taught me how to clean a wound like Jason Macinlay. 
“Drink your coffee, and don’t get that in the water.” He stood up, letting my hand go.  
I reached for the mug of coffee with my good hand. It was already lukewarm, like the water. I started to feel cold again, and shivered.  
“Run some more hot water. I’ll leave you to it.” 
He walked out then, and left me, shutting the door behind him.  
I used my bandaged hand to turn the water on.  
The bandage was neat and tight.  
I lay back in the water, and let the heat seep into me. But it wasn’t just the warmth of the water which was penetrating my body. I could fall for this guy, Jason Macinlay. That was another thing I was good at, jumping from one guy to another. It was what I did best. 
~ 
“Hey,”  
“Yeah, I know it’s late. I’m sorry, I…”  
I woke in bed, hearing Jason Macinlay whispering in the room next door. 
He’d changed the covers on the mattress while I’d bathed. The sheet and duvet cover smelt fresh and felt crisp.  
I’d rather he’d left the old sheets on, it would have felt more comforting. I’d missed his scent from his sweatshirt. He’d thrown that in the washer, too, like I’d marked it and he needed to wash me off it.  
Declan must have washed all the blood off by now, mine and his. I was gone from his life. That poisonous relationship was over. 
“Something happened, Lindy. I couldn’t call earlier. But I’m calling now.”  
The door was shut between the bedroom and the living space.  
“Yeah, I know.”  
I rolled over and listened more intently, I could even hear him breathing between the words.  
He sounded defensive.  
“Look…” The pitch of his voice dropped. “I found a girl on Manhattan Bridge, Lind. She was trying to jump. I couldn’t just leave her.”  
There was silence for a moment as he breathed. I imagined this Lindy speaking at the other end.  
“I brought her home.”  
Silence.  
“Yeah, well, I didn’t know what else to do.” 
“Lindy, leave it, she’s no risk.”  
“I’ll be fine.”  
“Yeah, honest, I’ll take care. I can look out for myself.” 
“I know this is New York.”  
“Yeah, right.”  
“Look, I’m going to go. I don’t want to wake her.” 
“She’s sleeping in my bed. I’m sleeping on the floor.” 
“She won’t.”  
“I won’t.”  
“Look Lindy, I’ll call you tomorrow, normal time. I’m going to go now, and don’t worry.”  
“Yeah, I love you, too.”  
“Yeah, tomorrow.” He sighed, like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders.  
I needed a drink. I threw the covers back and got up, then knocked on the door leading back into the living space.  
He didn’t answer; he couldn’t have heard, but I didn’t like to just walk in. I knocked more loudly.  
“Yeah?”  
“You decent?”  
He laughed. It was low and heavy. “Yeah.”  
I opened the door.  
He was sitting on the floor, gilded by the moonlight streaming through a floor to ceiling window which lit his living room. His arms were about his knees as one hand still gripped his cell and his head was bent a little forward.  
He looked defeated.  
“Sorry.” I didn’t even know why I apologized, I just felt as if I was intruding.  
“It’s alright. Did I wake you? Sorry.”  
“I want some water.” I moved to the kitchen counter and watched him as I ran it, waiting for it to run cool. He was wearing a loose t-shirt now, with boxers. His forearms and his shins were dusted with dark hair. I could see it even in the blue-black light in the room.  
The clock on the TV flashed eleven-thirty. I didn’t feel as though I’d get back to sleep, and my hand was hurting like hell now; it was throbbing with the beat of my heart.  
“Is she your girlfriend?”  
“Lindy? Yeah.” 
“She’s back in Oregon?”  
“Yeah.”  
“Bet she feels small town, now you’ve gone all big city.”  
“Ha. Ha.” His pitch was dismissive. Life clearly wasn’t all roses between them.  
“I suppose you’ve been with her forever. What was she, the head of the cheerleaders while you captained the football team?” 
“You think you know me so well, don’t you…” 
He had been captain of the football team.  
I bet they were best looking girl and best looking boy in their year, and they’d gotten together because it was what everyone expected.  
“I was the kid who sat in the corner and never had friends…” I didn’t know why I told him that, I just thought it might make him feel better. 
“And now?”  
My lips compressed.  
Turning away, I opened a cupboard and found a glass. “Do you want a drink?”  
“No thanks.” 
I filled the glass and drank, as again the images of the mirror breaking disturbed my thoughts.  
I pushed the memory away. I was starting over and forgetting that.  
I moved about the counter, and leaned back against it, facing him. “So what’s wrong between you?” 
“Tonight? You. She thinks you’re going to either jump me in my sleep, or steal all my stuff, like I have anything worth stealing.” His hand lifted and swept forward indicating the virtually  empty room. 
“She might be right, though?” I did feel like jumping him in his sleep. It would be a great way to escape the blackness which kept threatening to swamp me.  
His gaze focused up at me as he scanned my face. “She could be right, yes…”  
Well, he didn’t know me, and I’d said nothing about myself, bar my name and my age. “She isn’t. You’re safe.” 
“Phew, thank fuck for that.”  
I laughed. He was a nice guy. There weren’t many of those in the world. I wasn’t used to them.  
My eyes shifted to the white pillow on the hard floor behind him. Then I looked at him again. 
“So anyway, seeing as I’ve promised not to jump you in your sleep, why don’t you share the mattress? If you’re safe, it seems silly you trying to sleep out here.” I’d be good. He deserved for me to be good. He’d been kind to me.  
He looked at me for a long moment. I didn’t move, holding out against his assessment.  
I wasn’t blind. I knew he liked what he saw. I was wearing his t-shirt, my legs were bare, and I’d nothing on underneath. It would be so easy to be bad. His gaze ran up my legs and my body then came to my face. But he wasn’t that sort of guy.  
All men looked. It didn’t mean all men let themselves touch.  
“Yeah, okay, I won’t get any sleep here anyway.”  
He picked up his pillow and stood, then lifted the pillow indicating for me to walk ahead.  
I went into the bathroom, while he lay down on the mattress, under the covers.  
When I came back in, he was watching me, one arm behind his head.  
I said nothing, walked to the other side and got in.  
He probably wouldn’t mind if I jumped him, but he’d have a hell of a conscience the next day when he spoke to his Lindy. 
I turned my back to him and felt him roll onto his stomach. My body was intensely aware of his, and all I could hear was his breathing as he drifted into sleep, while all I could smell was his shampoo, because he’d showered after I’d bathed. 
This had been a weird day, I’d finally left Declan and within hours I’d acquired a stranger. My brain wasn’t on the same page as where my life had gotten to. I’d walked out on the life of rich egotistical playboys, and into an opposite extreme.  
An ex had once called me a parasite––maybe I was. But maybe I didn’t want to be anymore. 
 

Chapter Two 
When I woke, Jason Macinlay was standing by the door of the bedroom, fully clothed, and looking down at me. He had on pants and a shirt and tie.  
I had to think what day it was. Wednesday. It must be Wednesday.  
Was he going to work? Did he want me to leave?  
“I’m going now. Sorry to wake you, but I didn’t like to just leave…”  
My eyes opened wider, and I met that brown gaze. It was even more distracting in daylight.  
“Will you be okay if I go to work?”  
“Yeah.” No. I didn’t know. I’d just woken up. I didn’t know how I felt. It always took a few minutes to gauge my mood.  
He hesitated. He was a sexy guy with a tender heart. Where the hell had he come from? Oregon, I remembered.   
“Are you sure? I could––” His voice was deep, and rugged with uncertainty. 
“Stay home? Are you afraid I’ll steal your TV or your Xbox, after all?”  
His hands slid into his pants' pockets as he smiled.  
He’d looked good last night in sweatpants and a tight top, elemental. In his work gear, he looked sophisticated––but like he needed some girl to ruffle his hair and pull his tie loose.  
I was tempted to be that girl and urge him back into bed with me. I’d feel better, but I didn’t doubt he’d be drowning in guilt after, if I got him to do it. He was too nice. 
“You can go. I’ll be okay, and I won’t take your Xbox.”  
“Right.” He laughed but still looked hesitant.  
“Just fuck off, and go, if you’re going, I wanna go back to sleep…” My voice was dry, but I’d given him a half-hearted smile as I said it.  
He smiled, too, though it showed no more enthusiasm than mine, and said, “Okay.” Then he turned, and went.  
A few moments later, the front door shut.  
Dammit. I couldn’t go out. There was blood all over my clothes. And I hadn’t any underwear. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten to wear a bra and knickers. But then last night was now only a clutter of confused images in my mind. I couldn’t even remember getting dressed and getting out of Declan’s anymore, only him having sex with me, and me pushing him off, and then the breaking mirror, and the feel of it in my hand. 
I rolled over onto the side of the mattress Jason Macinlay slept in and smelt his shampoo, and him. It was still a little warm with his body heat. It was comforting. I didn’t want to think about Declan, or about any moment of my life before now––before this good guy had come to my rescue on Manhattan Bridge. 
I’d never been with a nice guy in my life. I’d always preferred the risks a bad guy brought. Or maybe I was just so down on myself, I needed the bad guys to mess me up. Declan had messed me up. But when I’d got with him it had been exciting, he’d made my heart race with adrenaline. I’d been flattered and thrilled by his domineering, debauched ways. By the end, he’d just made me feel sick. Declan was shallow, cruel and arrogant like the rest. Jason Macinlay had hidden depths, like the shifting water I’d looked down at last night. There was so much I didn’t know.  
Perhaps I really ought to try a nice guy.  
But not this one; this one had a perfect girl, Lindy, to go with his perfect self.  
Maybe he had a nice guy friend he could hook me up with.  
But then I’d feel guilty when it reached the point it all went horribly wrong, and I’d lose Jason Macinlay’s respect. 
All my relationships went horribly wrong at some point. There wasn’t really any reason in trying to make them work. They all crumbled in the end. 
I felt tears on my cheeks. I wiped them away, forgetting my bad hand. A sharp pain caught in my palm where the wound was healing beneath the bandage.  
All I wished to do was curl up in a ball and shut the world out today. I was too deep in a dark tunnel; the room was only a pinprick at the end of it, but it was there to remind me there was something outside to reach for.  
This was the sort of day which made me avoid nice guys, when I was in a black melancholy mood. They’d just piss me off, trying to cheer me up. At least bad guys wouldn’t annoy me with any misdirected kindness when I felt like this.  
I rolled onto my stomach and lay as he’d lain in this space, smelling his scent and crying, like a child. I was so tired of life. 
I’d been nervous about coming home all day. I was nervous about opening the door. My key seemed heavier, as it turned the lock.  
A part of me wondered if she’d still be here.  
I’d told the only person I’d call anything near a friend at work, about the woman I’d found on Manhattan Bridge. Justin’s response had been to tell half the office, and start them laying odds on whether or not, when I got back, my Xbox, my TV, and Rachel, would be gone. Someone else had implied she might’ve simply changed all the locks and shut me out.  
I didn’t think she’d do either, but now I was opening the door, the air stuck in my lungs. 
The noise hit me first. She was playing my Need for Speed game. There was a screech of wheels as she turned the car. She didn’t look up.  
I’d forgotten just how stunning her figure was though, her long pale legs were stretched out in front her, bent up a little, and she was wearing a pair of my socks, with one of my shirts covering her upper body to the top of her thighs.  
I remembered seeing her naked in the bath last night, lying in the water like some sultry model striking a pose. She hadn’t even seemed to care that I looked.  
Lindy hated me looking. She always covered herself up whenever she could.  
But I shouldn’t have been looking. I had a girl. And Rachel needed me to help her, not lust after her.  
She still hadn’t looked up from the game. She was concentrating over-hard. Her knuckles were white as they gripped the controller.  
I wondered if she even knew I was there, she seemed to have screened my presence out as she’d done last night on the bridge.   
“Hey,” I said quietly.  
“Hey.”  
She did know I was there then, just hadn’t been willing to speak.  
“Did you have a good day?” 
She glanced up. The car crashed. “Shit.”  
“Have you been playing that all day?” I walked over to the counter and put my keys down then went to the fridge and took out a bottle of beer. “Do you want one?” I held it up as she looked at me.  
Her eyes were bloodshot, swollen and red. She’d been crying, probably most of the day. She’d not cried last night. 
She shook her head. 
I popped the top off my beer then left it on the counter as I took off my scarf and coat and went to hang them on the hook beside the door.  
She hadn’t got up, or restarted the game.  
I walked back over to the counter to collect my beer, and loosened off my tie. “I’ll take you out for dinner, where’d you like to eat?” 
“I can’t go out. I’ve got nothing to wear.” 
Right, duh, of course she hadn’t. I knew what she’d been wearing. I’d put her stuff in the washer-drier before I’d gone to work. There had been one thing lacking though. There had been no underwear among the clothes she’d stripped off. But I didn’t want to think of that right now, not when she was sitting there wearing one of my shirts, which barely covered anything.  
I’d been physically aware of her in bed, all last night. I didn’t need my mind heading in that direction again. “The mall will still be open. Let’s go and get you something then.”  
“I haven’t any money either.”  
“No, but I have. So we’ll get you some stuff and something to eat. No point sitting here moping about what you can’t fix, let’s fix what you can.” 
“You don’t know I can’t fix things?” 
 She was strange. I’d never met anyone quite so guarded before.  
Her lips compressed in a thin line, like they’d kept doing every time she’d clammed up last night. 
City folk. That’s what Mom had said when I’d called her on the way to work. Like no one had ever got into trouble and needed help back home. And our town wasn’t even that far from the city in Oregon. Portland was only a short drive away.  
Mom hadn’t liked the idea of Rachel Shears being in my apartment any more than Lindy. But she was the one who’d taught me to help people and look for the best in them. I didn’t know Rachel, but I did know she’d got herself in a mess, somehow, and she needed help. I was going to give her the chance to prove Mom, Lindy, and everyone at work, wrong. 
“You going to get dressed then, and let me help you out? Whether you can fix whatever led you to Manhattan Bridge or not, you need some clothes to do it.” 
“And what am I gonna wear to the shops?” 
“What you wore last night. I put your stuff in the washer-drier. Did you not think to check?” 
“God, you’re so domesticated,” she mocked as she stood.  
I held her gaze for a moment, that oddly deceptive green, and then turned to collect her stuff from the machine. “We can walk down to Fulton Street.”  
When I turned back, she was behind me. 
I held her clothes out.  
Her blonde hair hung thin and straight. It was the definition of her cheekbones, her large eyes and broad lips that made her beautiful. Lindy was pretty too, but Rachel Shears’ beauty was haunting. Her image had hung in my head all day, in a way Lindy’s never did.  
I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to reach out and grip her nape and bring her mouth to mine. I didn’t. I shouldn’t even be thinking about doing it. Maybe it was a good thing Lindy was coming for Christmas. Maybe I’d just missed her, and things would be okay when she came. 
“Go get ready. Borrow a sweater from the shelf in my cupboard, in fact take two, I’d layer. It’s freezing out there still.”  
Rachel took her clothes from my hand and her lips twisted sideways in a mocking smile, then she said, “You sound so like a mom,” just before she disappeared. 
I could be hurt by her teasing, but I wasn’t. I had thick skin.  
My conscience pricking, I crossed the room, pulled my cell phone out of my coat, and then brought up my contacts. Lindy. I pressed my thumb on her number and called. “Hi.” 
“You’re calling early.” 
“I’m not going to run tonight, but I’m going out, I thought I’d call before I left.”  
“Going out where, Jason? You haven’t still got that girl there have you?” 
“Yep.” 
“Jason! And I suppose you can’t talk ‘cause she’s listening.” 
“Yeah.” I didn’t doubt Rachel could hear me in the other room; she’d heard last night. 
“Where are you going?”  
“Taking her to buy something to wear. She’s only got the clothes I found her in, and––” 
“And you’re paying. She’s ripping you off. I told you last night. You’re too gullible. You shouldn’t let people take advantage.” 
“I’m just helping her out.” 
“Yeah right, like she’d help you back if you needed. She’s a stranger you picked up on the street. You––”  
“Look Lindy, you weren’t there last night, and you aren’t here now. You can’t judge. You don’t know her.” But I didn’t know her either. 
At that moment Rachel came back into the room, pulling on a sweater. She made a face at me. I made a face back. She actually laughed. That shocked me. 
“Is that her? Just watch out, Jason. I wish I was there. If I was, I’d stop her taking you for a ride.”  
“That isn’t what’s happening, Lindy.”  
“Yeah, right.” Lindy’s voice had turned caustic. She could be catty as hell when she wished. A bitch at times. I’d only recently discovered the truth in that. Now I wasn’t certain if it was me Lindy loved or the life she’d thought I could give her.  She’d always had a competitive, aggressive edge, but since I’d told her I was moving to New York, her aggressive edge had turned on me.  
She hadn’t liked me leaving Oregon. She didn’t want to live in New York. Yet we were meant to be getting married next year. I think she still hoped I’d grow out of my big city ideas.  
Perhaps I would, New York hadn’t been what I’d imagined yet, but the thought of going back home and admitting I’d been wrong, and other people were right, well, that would be tough. I didn’t want to fit in the box everyone had labeled for me.  
“I’ll call you again later, when I get back. Okay? Bye.”  
“Alright… I love you.” The response was terse.  
“And me you.”  
We said it every night but I wasn’t sure it was true anymore, for her or me. I was getting the impression that unless I fitted in my box back home, she didn’t want me. And if she didn’t want me for who I was, I didn’t want her.  
When she came to visit, in a few weeks, I had a feeling we’d exchange some strong words. They’d either make or break us. But the idea of not having Lindy was a little scary. Lindy was all I’d known. 
My gaze caught on Rachel’s again and I realized she’d been busy analyzing my expression. 
“Did she accuse me of wanting to jump you again?”  
“No, just ripping me off.”  
“You don’t have to take me shopping.” 
“I do, you’ve got nothing but the clothes you’re standing in, and they don’t even include underwear.” 
“You noticed…” She laughed, again, and her voice seemed lighter, and her eyes were definitely more expressive, they seemed bright, burning with as many unasked questions as my mind longed to ask her. She didn’t speak though. And surely her laugh should have sounded awkward and nervous, but it didn’t.  
She shut up who she was as tight as tight and yet lacked any inhibition over what she did. She was an odd girl. I didn’t get her, she wasn’t like anyone I knew back home. “You needn’t worry, I’m not asking why.” 
“I never thought you would, it would be an ungentlemanly question. And you’re far too much the gentleman for that.”  
“Yeah, right. You’re mocking again.”  
“Actually, no, I’m counting my blessings. You ready?” 
“Yep. You?”  
“Yep.”  
“Right then.” I reached for my scarf, but instead of wrapping it about my neck, I wrapped it about hers, then grabbed my coat as I offered, “You can have my gloves and hat, too, if you like. I’ll manage without.”  
I got them out my coat pocket and held them out to her.  
“See, such a gentleman.” She mocked me again as she took them from my hand, flashing me another rare smile. The first smile had seemed merely muscles moving in her face but now there was a glimpse of it in her eyes, showing genuine appreciation. I knew the difference. Lindy had used to smile tons when we were at school, she’d laughed all the time, but in the last year any smile she’d given me was forced.  
I cast all the trash in my head aside and lifted a hand. “Come on then Rachel Shears, let’s get you fitted out.” 
His fingers touched my shoulder as I went out the door. It made me jump. They fell away. But I hadn’t jumped because I didn’t like it. I just wasn’t used to being touched in anything beyond a sexual way.  
He was silent in the elevator, watching the closed doors. I sensed a lot going on in his head. But I felt a lot going on in mine too; my mood was shifting, I could feel it like pressure trapped inside a capped bottle of fizzy drink, waiting for a point to explode.  
“What did you do at work today?” I asked him, to secure the other one hundred irrelevant questions my brain was suddenly bursting to ask. 
His brown eyes looked at me and into me all at once, asking his own unspoken questions. But he answered, hesitantly. “It was all a little manic.”  
“Did the office politics piss you off?” 
“The office politics always piss me off, but they weren’t so bad today. People were too busy betting on whether or not the girl I’d found would’ve left with all my stuff when I got home.”  
“You told them about me?” I didn’t know what to think. I’d spent over a year with Declan who’d hidden me away most of the time; unless it suited him to play some trick and show me off, for business meetings, or to flaunt before his wife.  
I hated admitting it, but what I’d disliked most were the periods he left me alone. I could never take being ignored and here was a stranger telling everyone I existed.  
“You don’t mind me talking about you? I just thought if everyone knew. If you needed to call me…”  
The elevator doors opened.  
I glanced at him as we walked out. “I couldn’t have called, you never gave me your number and I don’t have a cell phone.”  
“Foolish of me, right? Sorry, I’m just so used to Lindy always calling if she needs anything.”  
“But you thought about me when you were at work.” I was touched; his thoughtfulness eased a little of the tension gathering in my head.  
“It’s not every day you come across a woman trying to jump off a bridge, Rachel. I’d have been hard pushed not
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