
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Diamonds are forever, and so is lust.

	 

	 

	When a jilted lover steals a $120,000 diamond ring, four friends hatch a dangerous plan to steal it back. A plan that they have no idea will take each of them on a mesmerizing, unanticipated journey into eroticism.
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	“I am driven on by the flesh...”
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“I’m hornier than Seventy-Six Trombones,” Kyle Ellis said to his older brother.

	“I’ve heard that tune before, Cole. Only I’ve never had to sing it.”

	“Yeah, I know. You just walk into the room, and you hear the sound of women’s panties hitting the floor.”

	Cole gave two thumbs up and smiled. His cobalt-blue eye twinkled. Eyes about which his mother had said would have made Paul Newman jealous.

	“Maybe you’re finding it hard, in every sense of that word, because you’re trying too hard. Women like to be desired, to be romanticized, not just be made a target of young lust.”

	“Twenty-nine’s not that young,” Kyle said, barely hiding the suppressed anger in his voice.

	“For you or for the women you’re dating?”

	“What’s that got to do with it?”

	“No offense, because I’ve known some amazing women in their twenties, but trust me, the hottest women are just a little older... thirties, forties, and, let me tell you, a few beauties in their fifties.”

	“Fifties? Seriously?”

	“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. Or rather, knock it as much as you can. Do it in the car, against the kitchen counter, in an elevator you’ve stopped between floors.” Cole laughed, and his eyes sparkled even brighter.

	Kyle wasn’t sure if Cole was just making this stuff up, but he suspected it was true. Kyle had been the first kid in their neighborhood to feel up a girl, the first to get a hand job, and, of course, the first to have sex. Everybody else was playing catch-up.

	And maybe that was part of the reason Kyle felt angry and somehow less than Cole, or for that matter, most of the guys they all knew. The last time he’d had sex, much less hot, blow-your-mind sex, was months ago. And that was anyway sex. Both he and the woman, Shelly, hadn’t been that attracted to each other, but they’d done it anyway. And afterward, there wasn’t anyway they’d do it again. As a result, he’d become pickier when dating or even talking to a woman. He knew he was setting extremely high standards, that finding a woman like that was going to be damn hard, if not pretty much impossible. And when his suspicions proved true, it had left him in his present state—tense and horny.

	But there was a side benefit, he rationalized. His private investigation agency was getting noticed. He’d tracked down a cheating husband who’d also been involved in a small bank robbery. And that had gotten him a brief interview on one of the local TV stations. Most of his work was checking on husbands or wives with roving eyes and loose morals.

	Luckily, he’d been doing an internet search on another case, and the Juno Bank of Commerce robbery had popped up. Something about it intrigued Kyle, and as he dug deeper, he saw the footage from the bank’s cameras. The images were blurry and in black and white, but there was something about the masked robber—maybe it was the way he walked or held his body that intrigued Kyle. And then, when the last image was the Wanted Poster, Kyle clicked on his software and drew a thick, bushy beard on the man’s face, and lo and behold—Grant Johnson, cheating husband, and bank robber.

	The five-thousand-dollar reward was the cherry on top.

	“No comeback?” Cole said, interrupting Kyle’s thoughts. “I’m right, aren’t I?”

	“Yeah, you don’t have a business to run, so you have time to chase women.”

	“Hell, you don’t even chase them,” Cole said, adjusting the razor-sharp crease on his tailored charcoal-grey slacks. “All work and no play makes Kyle the dull... and horny... boy.”

	“I’ve known plenty of women,” Kyle said. But he knew his brother was right. Kyle’s entire life—hopefully, he thought for right now—was his company. As the youngest son, he’d had less parental control, but he’d always felt he had to compete for his parents’ attention. Especially his father’s—Colonel Smilin’ Jack, Air Force super flyboy. And while his father never said or pushed him to be more than his brother, he couldn’t help letting slip how Cole had done better at that same age—whatever age it was—nine, fourteen, twenty-one. Sometimes, it was only just incrementally better, but usually, it was phenomenally better.

	The only area where Kyle whupped his brother’s ass was in school. Kyle was always straight A’s, while Cole slipped by with C’s and the occasional D mostly in math.

	His father used to have a saying to rationalize, subverting Kyle’s accomplishments once again. “Well, getting top grades isn’t everything. Thomas Edison didn’t even go to high school and did pretty good in life, last I looked.”

	If math was Cole’s downfall, it was Kyle’s triumph. He’d scored 800 in the mathematics part of the SATs, and 790 in the reading-slash-writing part. He’d sailed through Algebra so fast in high school that he’d jumped to senior level, Geometry, Trig, and Calculus. And he earned straight A’s without breaking a sweat.

	Maybe the absolute finality of math and numbers led Kyle to become fascinated with the infinite variety of human behavior. Some people obeyed the law while others, a certain small fraction of society, willingly and brazenly broke the law.

	“It’s my addiction,” he’d often say to himself as he fell into bed, sometimes still fully clothed, after fifteen hours of research and investigation. So at twenty-nine, he’d come to accept the fact that dating wasn’t the top rung on his ladder of life. And he was okay with that, at least for now.

	And the now might not last that long.

	Because he’d gotten overtures and soft inquiries from several large business giants, mega-sized world companies who wanted to hire him to check out their employees and run their internal security departments. And what they wanted, they got. No matter how much they had to pay. And from the first what-ifs meetings, they were starting out at mind-boggling amounts.

	Of course, they hadn’t actually put anything in writing. And they were all waiting for Kyle to crack a really big case. Something arcane and secret.

	So he would tell himself as he kicked off his shoes before wrapping the blanket around himself. If I have to bust my buns for a few more months and wait for the cornucopia of sex to open for me, so be it. I’ll be a hornier guy. But a fantastically richer, hornier guy. And some women—hell, all women find that irresistible. They might be attracted to the bulge in your pants, but a bulging checking account was even sexier. And lasted longer, too. And while you might get bored with the sex, you never got bored with money.

	And if Cole’s racking up the dollies, he’ll be racking up the dollars.

	And then they’ll see who the Top Dog was in the Ellis family.

	Top Dog, Top Gun. That’s how it had always been for as long as Kyle could remember. Their father’s competitive—and combative—nature was why he’d been one of the youngest colonels in history. And while it made everyone whose last name wasn’t Ellis envious, it made everyone whose name was Ellis miserable.

	Barbara Ellis, wife and mother, suffered so much that she became an alcoholic. A secret one, she thought, but Cole and Kyle knew. And, of course, Jack knew, and when he first confronted Barbara about it, back when the boys were barely out of diapers, Barbara had overdosed with Nembutal, and it was just pure luck that she’d gotten sick and vomited up the pills. From then on, Jack let Barbara have her drink, but he tried to monitor it.

	He would call Kyle and order him to hide his mom’s booze so that she couldn’t find it. Kyle would hide the bottles of Seagram’s Seven, but alcoholics are resourceful and always have a secret supply or another way to get what they crave.

	And then Jack would berate Kyle—Jesus, you can’t even hide your mother’s booze? What the hell good are you for anyway?

	Cole never was ordered to hide Barbara’s booze. Never. So he never had to bear the abuse and ridicule from their father.

	Kyle liked to believe that his father’s choice made him a stronger, better man—a man, unfortunately, without a sex life anywhere near his bon vivant brother. Acting as the go-between for his mother and father had given him insights into who they were to the public, to each other, and, more importantly, to themselves.

	It was a special kind of experience that even Cole recognized. “You saved our family, Kyle. Mom would have eventually killed herself with the booze, if you hadn’t intervened. And if that had happened, I’m not sure Dad would have survived either. Or if he did, he wouldn’t be Smilin’ Jack ever again. The Ellis family owes you big time.”

	Kyle shrugged. Praise made him uncomfortable. Mostly because, growing up, he got so little of it. And while he instinctively knew that Cole was telling him the truth, he still didn’t know how to process it, how to accept it and move on.

	“That’s why, little brother, it’s time for you to shine alone.”

	“My company gives me all the limelight I need, Cole. Besides, too much notoriety isn’t good for my business. You know, sleuthing’s a private affair.” And then he laughed, finally getting one over on his brother.

	“Oh, for sure, for sure. But I’m talking about sowing oats, getting laid, and cutting loose.”

	“That your answer for everything?” Kyle asked.

	“Pretty much. Sex and fun neutralize stress and problems. The fewer problems you have, the better and longer your life will be. Trust me on that.” Cole gave Kyle a big, goofy grin, then said, “Getting your ashes hauled regularly delays the date of having your physical ashes placed in an urn.”

	“What?”

	“Sex doesn’t just make you live happier; it makes you live longer.”

	“Sayeth the ancient thirty-three-year-old love god Cole Ellis.”

	Cole laughed and slapped him on the back. “First thing you’ve said all night that’s on the money.” Cole exhaled loudly, adding, “Which brings us back to your original dilemma. That of being...” Cole pursed his lips together, hummed da-da-dat-dat-dat-datha-dahta-da, and said, “Seventy-six Trombones. Or like that dumb song from when we were kids, by Two Live Crew, Oh, me so horny.”

	“Geez, I’m sorry I even mentioned it.”

	“C’mon, Kyle, we bros have got to stick together. You spent a whole lot of years protecting our family, then becoming a private eye.”

	“Investigator,” Kyle protested.

	Cole continued, “And it’s time I repaid the favor.”

	“How are you going to do that? Pawn off one of your former conquests on me?”

	“Hey, that’s not a bad idea. Man, this one chick, Sara? She gives men whiplash because they all tweak their necks from trying to get another look at her. All you have to do is ask, and I’ll supply her for you.”

	Kyle winced when his secretary, Heather Higgins, entered his office just in time to hear Cole’s misogynist comment. Her hazel eyes narrowed, and for an instant, her face furrowed in feminine anger. Then she quickly returned to being the professional she was and said, “Oh, sorry to interrupt, but our new client? Angelina Winters? We got the analysis from those fingerprints back.”

	Heather’s amazing green eyes above angular cheekbones and ink-black hair made her exactly the kind of woman Cole had just described. A head turner. No, more like a head wrencher, because you would definitely snap back around to look at her again. And if you happened to be driving, you were headed for a rear-ender into the car in front of you that had stopped.

	He instantly blamed his brother for sparking those thoughts of sex—and sex with Heather, of all people. Although, if he were honest, he’d had those thoughts before Cole had stopped by the small office space that headquartered their small private investigation firm.

	But he knew those thoughts were like passing cars. Hey, there goes another! And Heather was absolutely beautiful, but she wasn’t his type. Not really. Because her beauty was pure and wholesome. Lately, Kyle had been looking for someone nasty. A woman who projected heat and lust and incandescent sex. And he hated to admit it, but sex like Cole had mentioned. Sex in a phone booth on a dark street, sneaking her into the men’s room in a restaurant and doing it in one of the stalls, and he really didn’t know where this one had sprung, but oral sex on the last seat in the back of a bus.

	And Heather Higgins was not that kind of a woman. Not even close.

	Kyle wasn’t sure he was that kind of a man. Not in real life.

	Then there was Heather’s father—Brigadier General Omar Higgins, his father’s commanding officer who’d served at the Pentagon and had several tours at North American Aerospace Defense Command, otherwise known as NORAD. General Higgins was grateful that his only child was working for his top aide’s son. “Almost all in the family. And I know you’ll look out for Heather like she was your little sister, Kyle,” General Higgins had said, gripping Kyle’s hand in his iron fist and staring directly into his eyes.

	“So sex with Heather would be like incest?” Kyle would ask himself at night as he drifted off to sleep, goofy from the long hours and so many questions that had come up and decisions that had been made. Too bad we ain’t from the holler, where kissin’ cousins is pretty much an everyday thing. And then he’d laughed at himself, realized he was whacko, and fallen asleep with a slight smile on his lips.

	But that was at night, falling asleep. This was today, right now, and Heather was right in front of him in the flesh.

	And oh, that flesh.

	Heather’s skin was the most flawless, slightly peachy color he’d ever seen. And while she most often wore a man’s shirt with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows, revealing slender but taut forearms, there would be a gap between the buttons every so often, and Kyle had glimpsed the soft rise of a breast. An ample breast it was, too. Actually, two of them, most ample.

	And now you’re getting goofy in broad daylight, he told himself.

	And in spite of that, he looked down at the V of her crotch and could discern the soft mound nestled just below the last button of her jeans.

	“Hi,” Cole said, already on the hunt. “I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Cole, Kyle’s older and more handsome brother.” And then he laughed so she would know he was teasing.

	Kyle knew there was a sub-rosa text under that line, an undercurrent that, in Cole’s mind, was the truth, and he didn’t mind saying it.

	“Oh, I didn’t know Kyle had a brother,” Heather said. And before Cole could protest, she giggled loudly. “No, I’m just teasing you. Kyle mentions you all the time.” She held out her hand, “Heather. Heather Higgins.”

	It took Cole a moment to make the connection.

	“Higgins as in Brigadier General Higgins?”

	“That’s my pops. Have you met him?”

	“Uh, a few times. Very impressive man. My father, our father, thinks the world of him.”

	“Thanks. I’ll tell him that. Although knowing my dad, he’s already aware of it.”

	Kyle had to nip this in the bud before Cole started his bird dog routine. “All right, bro, nice to see ya. I’ve gotta go check out these fingerprints.”

	And before Cole could say a word, Kyle touched Heather on her upper arm and walked with her out of his office. His intent was strictly business, but he hadn’t expected that just the mere brush of his hand on her soft, bare arm would excite such feelings in him. Feelings that seemed, well, dirty. Because suddenly he wanted Heather. Wanted her with such a fiery lust that he could feel himself getting aroused.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Jesus, Kyle, get a grip.

	That’s Heather. Heather Higgins. The only daughter of Brigadier General Omar Higgins, whom you’d promised to look out for as if she were your own sister. And maybe Cole was right. Maybe he needed to get laid right away. But not with Heather. Remember, she isn’t your type. She’s too pure, too innocent. He needed to just take his mind away from thinking about those ample breasts barely hidden behind that silk brassiere and cotton shirt. And rip his mind from thinking about her secret place behind those jeans. A place he’d love to see and lick and devour with his tongue and then his own...

	Kyle purposefully fell back a step from Heather and quickly adjusted himself. Because he was now fully engorged. Christ, he was a walking hard-on. And just from touching her arm. He slipped out his shirt from inside his pants so the end covered his manhood. Hopefully, she wouldn’t notice his wardrobe change and, more importantly, his throbbing shaft behind it.

	“Tell me about this case again,” Kyle said, both to distract himself from thinking about Heather and to enjoy her professionalism. Heather had a beautiful, logical mind that went with her beauty. She’ll make an awesome private investigator.

	“Angelina Winters, owns an antique clothing shop in Larchmont Village that—”

	“Wait, a second-hand clothing shop in Larchmont Village? Really?”

	“Actually, Kyle, it makes perfect marketing and demographic sense.”

	“Oh?” he asked, intrigued.

	“Larchmont Village is old Los Angeles money. And as those original inhabitants aged and passed away, their heirs didn’t want those antique possessions, especially the clothes, and when Angelina offered to pay them, no matter how little the amount, they jumped on it. Her store’s almost like a museum with artifacts, clothes, and jewelry from another era.”

	“People actually buy second-hand junk?”

	And as soon as he said it, Kyle knew what an ass he was being. Of course, people bought used articles—from automobiles to, well, Zebra skin rugs if you were going to run the range from A to Z. Just look at eBay, Amazon, Craig’s List, and the dozens of other sites.

	“I don’t mean junk,” he said, trying to recover from his faux paus. “It’s just that. Well, I mean, Larchmont Village, antique merchandise? Why’s she hiring us?”

	Heather blushed a little before she answered, “Well, one of Angelina’s customers, Milly Schultz, knows my father, and he’d told her about our company and...”

	“Oh,” Kyle said, impressed and happy. “Looks like you’ve earned a finder’s fee.”

	“That’s not necessary, Kyle. Really. You, we, work hard and deserve our growing reputation. I’m proud of us.”

	That made Kyle blush. Wow, praise from Heather. And a recommendation from the general himself? Life was pretty damn good. Hell, being horny was a small price to pay for results like this.

	“So fingerprints?” Kyle asked.

	“Yes. Angelina’s ex-boyfriend, Mick Million.”

	“Wait! This guy’s actual name is Million?”

	“Yes.”

	“For real? He didn’t change it from Hackenberger or Fultzman?”

	Heather gave him a small smile, then said, “Nope. Comes from the Million family from Chicago.”

	“Okay. And Mickey-boy’s fingerprints were at the scene of the crime?”

	“Yes and no.”

	“Okay, I’ll stop interrupting and let you fill me in.”

	“Mister Million deals in real estate. Always in his surname—”

	“As in Millions,” Kyle interjected and then held up his hands in apology.

	“Yes, Millions,” Heather continued. “According to Angelina, while she and Mick were dating, although he calls it an engagement, Mick gave her an antique six-carat diamond ring, his grandmother’s, appraised at around a hundred and twenty thousand. And everything was fine until one day it wasn’t, and they split up. When things were over, and apparently, it wasn’t a sweet goodbye, one filled with accusations of his infidelity, which he denied, but that’s really beside the point, it was over. That’s when he demanded that she return the ring. But Angelina doesn’t see it that way, claiming it was a gift, not an engagement ring.”

	“Geez,” Kyle couldn’t help saying. “This guy’s worth so much dough, and he’s whining about a hundred-twenty-thousand-dollar ring? That’s not an insignificant amount of money, but when you’re mega-rich, that’s gotta be pocket change.”

	“I don’t think it’s the money but his ego,” Heather said. “He doesn’t like being rejected, and he’s out for revenge. He filed a lawsuit, claiming that she stole the ring. He even gave an interview to the L.A. Times.”

	“Stole it?”

	“So he claims. It’s had a nasty effect on Angelina’s business, not to mention her reputation and standing with the other Larchmont Village shops and patrons. All of them being so conservative.” Heather checked a page inside her file folder. “Sales are down over twenty percent, according to Angelina.”

	“So it’s his word against hers, right?”

	“No. According to Angelina.”

	“Oh?”

	“She says there’s a video that Mick did, giving her the ring as a gift and proof of his love for her. And in the video, she says he states that it’s hers forever as a talisman of the love they will share forever.”

	“A video?”

	“Oh, yeah,” Heather growled. “Apparently, these videos, other than the one with the ring, were pretty raunchy. Triple X-rated.”

	“Oh?” Kyle said again, unable to hide the prurient interest that had been sparked. “Videos instead of love letters?”

	“Welcome to the new age, Kyle. Porn on your phone, Facebook, Instagram, and every other device is just part of everyone’s daily routine.”

	“Geez, I guess I’m behind the curve.”

	He was dying to ask Heather if she viewed or even made these videos but clamped down on his lips so the fatal words wouldn’t slip out and he’d regret it forever.

	“So what’s the problem?” he said. “Show him the video, and it’s over.”

	“Because she can’t find the video,” Heather said. “She’s checked everywhere.”

	“Wait, back up. In today’s digital age, this guy sends actual, physical cassettes?”

	“Yep. Angelina said he did that because he believes their quality’s better and that they’ll last longer.”

	“And that’s where the fingerprints come in?” Kyle said, his private investigator’s mindset kicking in.

	“Yeah, because there was a break-in at her shop, and the only thing that was stolen was all the videos he’d sent to her.”

	“What about the ring?” Kyle asked.

	Heather shook her head. “She didn’t keep it at the shop. Lucky, I guess.”

	“Or smart.”

	“Here’s a picture of it,” Heather said and moved closer to Kyle. Close enough that her soft fragrance slipped into his nose, running straight to his brain in a rush of scents—rose... jasmine... clove.

	“Wow,” Kyle couldn’t stop himself from exclaiming. “I really like what you’re wearing.”

	“Oh.” Heather blushed again. “It’s called A Goodnight Kiss. It’s from Roja Parfums.”

	“It smells intoxicating. And expensive.”

	Heather smiled, looking somewhat embarrassed. “It’s shockingly expensive. Over fifteen hundred dollars a bottle.” Before Kyle could react to the price, she quickly explained, “Oh, I could never afford anything like it. I... I got it as a gift. A while back. From an old boyfriend.”

	“Oh,” Kyle said. And strangely enough, he felt a slight twinge of jealousy.

	“And I mean old as in long ago. Like a couple of years ago. And it’s so expensive I only use just the tiniest amount, but I’m getting near the last of it.” She sighed. “Ah, well, it’s been great.”

	Then she went back to business and held up the photo of the ring. “Apparently, what makes it so valuable is the particular cut of the central diamond. It’s called the Round Brilliant. It’s the most expensive diamond cut of all. Because it has the most facets of any shape, which requires more precision work.”

	“So whose prints did they find? Mick’s?”

	“Yes. And two others, one of which is the man who comes in at night to clean the store.”

	“And the other?”

	“Unidentified, so far.”

	“Could it have been a customer that the cleaning guy missed?”

	“That’s probably the most likely,” Heather said. “But it’s hard to say.”

	“Right. Because unless that person has a prior or was booked for something that required being fingerprinted, they’ll never find him.”

	“Actually, I think they should just forget that guy or gal and concentrate on Mick,” Heather said, her eyes sharp with meaning. “He’s got motive, he could make the opportunity, and they have his prints.”

	“The cops going to bring him in for questioning?”

	“Not until they have something beyond the circumstantial.”

	“Which is why we were hired.”

	Heather nodded in agreement.

	“So we’ve got to figure out a way to see if Mick’s got the videos,” Kyle said, his mind already racing ahead on a plan.

	“I’m assuming that plan means violating Code four-fifty-nine?”

	California Penal Code 459 covered the crime of burglary, usually called Breaking and Entering.

	“We could try for Code six-oh-two, Trespassing.”

	“Except that we’d be taking something, the videos, which rachets it up to the four-fifty-nine.”

	“Spoken like a young and rising DA,” Kyle said jokingly, although he knew that Heather had secret ambitions to rise within the California judicial system, so it really wasn’t that much of a joke.

	“But there’s a way to reduce the crime to just simple stealing,” Heather said with a wry smile.

	“Oh?”

	“He’s having a party in two days. We could crash it, pretend we’re friends of someone.”

	“Not our client, Angelina.”

	Heather laughed. The kind of laugh that gave a man ideas because it was a sexy growl.

	Just another box checked off on the sexy list, Kyle thought to himself. Hot-looking? Check. Big breasts? Check. Amazing body? Check and double-check.

	“I’ve got an idea,” Heather said. “It’s chancy but worth it. And I’d have fun doing it.”

	“What’s that?” Kyle asked, now intrigued that Heather had a clandestine side to her, too.

	“I’d wear my most risqué outfit. No, I mean I’d buy something so out there, like from Frederick’s of Hollywood, that he’d be sure to show interest in me.”

	“Along with every other man at that party.”

	“Well, you’d be there, too, Kyle.”

	And the look she gave Kyle was so bold, so direct, that the erection that had finally softened instantly sprang in an explosion of blood lust to a full, throbbing erection.

	“To protect me,” she said after a long, lingering moment.

	“Of course,” Kyle said, and he almost wanted to cup his hands in front of himself.

	Or use his hands to free him, let it just jump out there, and see what happened.

	Right, he thought immediately behind it, ruin a wonderful relationship and be embarrassed and humiliated by everyone in both the Higgins and Ellis families.

	“So it’s a date,” Heather said quietly and ran her tongue across her bottom lip in a slow, wet glide that left nothing to the imagination, even though her hot eyes and modest expression contradicted it.

	“Yes, yes,” Kyle managed to get out. “A date.” He paused a moment and then said, “If you’re serious about buying an outfit at Frederick’s, I’d like to pay for it.”

	“Really?”

	“Why not? We can write it off as undercover materials in executing a contracted job.”

	“Except it won’t cover much,” Heather said.

	They both laughed, loud and joyful.

	“Heather, you’re one of the funniest women I’ve ever known.”

	And you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever not known, in the Biblical sense.

	But he didn’t say the words, even though they almost burst from his lips.

	“Do you have any idea of what you might buy?”

	“Oh, absolutely. I’ve been going through their online catalog. Here, let me show you.” She tapped on her cell phone and brought up the company’s lineup of what they called sexy lingerie but to Kyle’s mind was porn costuming. “I thought I’d start from the bottom up with these.” She pointed to an image of a woman’s lower body wearing black silk panties that barely covered her goodies and a pair of shiny black stockings that appeared to be made of vinyl and went to the middle of her thighs. “The Wet Look Thigh Highs. And those six-inch black stiletto heels that she’s wearing.”

	Jesus, he might have an orgasm right there. Please, God, don’t let that happen.

	“A little, well more like tiny mini skirt and then this Hollywood Dream Extreme Corset.” And she pointed to a stunning auburn-haired model who looked like she’d been poured into a lacy and scalloped black garment that cupped her beautiful breasts up and out like some sacrificial gift to Himeros, the Greek god of sexual desire.

	Just then, the office phone rang.

	Maybe there is a God, because I’ve been literally saved by the bell.

	The phone rang again, and Kyle said, “Heather, the phone? It’s ringing.”

	“Oh, silly me,” she said. “I was fantasizing again.” And
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