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About the Book

 

Not him. 

Not that guy, Weston Lively. 

The one I've hated since law school. 

The man who gets by on good looks, a fat bank account, and a powerful, political father. 

Our more-than-just-a-kiss one drunken night changes nothing between us. 

We’re both still straight.

And we still hate each other. 

It doesn’t matter that we work for the same law firm. 

We’ve put what happened behind us.

Except....oops. 

It might’ve happened again. 

And again.

Hmm. 

Maybe we don’t really hate each other anymore. 

 

But there’s a bigger roadblock in our way.

Weston’s evil father.

The two of us together could ruin his chance at becoming President. 

Especially with the press digging into my past and haunting our every move. 

Then his father makes Weston a terrible offer he might not be able to refuse. 

It would mean breaking us apart. 

And breaking our hearts. 

 

It was easier when I hated him.

Now I can’t imagine walking away.

 

How did the man I once hated with a fiery passion become the one who now sets my soul on fire?
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Prologue

One year earlier

Weston

Sometimes I wondered why I let myself get talked into doing stupid things. Then I remembered that it made my senior partners happy.

Take panel discussions—always boring as hell. Five of us sitting under hot lights, droning on about estate planning as it affected marital property in a divorce, meant I was ready to partake in the evening festivities.

The one good thing was the assurance from the coordinator of the event that as a panelist, my bar drinks would be comped, and I sure as hell had taken advantage of that generosity in the form of two straight vodkas. A light tease of perfume invaded my space, and I looked at the beautiful redhead standing by my side.

“Can I get you a drink?”

Deep-set blue eyes swept up and down, and damned if they didn’t dismiss me. “No, thanks.” She hailed the bartender, ordered a Chardonnay, and walked away.

Stung, I held out my glass. “Make it a double.”

“Well, well. Lost your touch? Who would’ve ever thought the great Weston Lively would get snubbed?”

What the— I spun to my left and came face-to-face with the arrogant smirk of Brenner Fleming. Eyes narrowed, I casually sipped my drink before answering.

“Planning to shoot your shot with her? Why don’t you go for it, Fleming? You always did come in second to me, no matter how hard you tried. I’m sure nothing’s changed.”

It had been like that since law school. Fleming and I had been one-two in class rank for all three years. I was the editor-in-chief of Law Review, and he’d taken that same position on our school’s Family Law Review—the first of its kind in the country and pretty damn prestigious as well. Not that I’d ever say that to his face. Our rivalry for best in class was well known and had extended to our fraternity, where each year we’d battled for president, with me winning two of the three years. At graduation I’d given the valedictorian speech, and I’d seen from the podium how he’d seethed. Less than a percentage point had separated us.

But I’d come out on top.

I’d never been that competitive, but something about Brenner got my juices flowing. His unconcealed disdain for me—unwarranted, in my eyes—had always been a catalyst to make sure I never failed. I’d studied hard and partied harder once exams had finished, but Brenner would never join us. He was a lone wolf whose scorn for me showed in his scowl every time we said two words to each other. He thought I was a spoiled, rich brat, and he never failed to sneer at my antics when the weekend rolled around. And I thought he was boring and judgmental as fuck. We didn’t click and made no attempt to hide our mutual dislike, which only grew each year.

His hard jaw working, he finished the rest of his drink and beckoned for another. “Maybe in law school that might’ve been true, but now I always win.”

A familiar face peeked over Fleming’s shoulder. “Don’t tell me you two are still going at it? You’re both rich, successful, and gorgeous. Why are you acting like idiots? Maybe you’re gonna whip ’em out and measure ’em to see who’s got the biggest dick? I mean, I wouldn’t mind…” A grin split the man’s handsome face. “How the hell are you, Weston?”

“Bailey Marks. I’m good. How’s it going?”

He stepped past a scowling Fleming to give me a hug. Always a bundle of fun, openly gay, and never lacking a date, Bailey was in our class and a member of our fraternity. He’d often act as the buffer whenever Fleming and I would get in each other’s faces.

“It’s going well. Being a solo practitioner means I gotta keep my fingers in every piece of the pie.” His eyes twinkled. “Or cake, if you know what I mean.”

“Jesus, Bailey.” Brenner’s brows shot up. “You haven’t changed a bit.”

“Neither have you, Brenner,” I told him. “Still the same tight-ass you were almost fifteen years ago.” The liquor had loosened my tongue, and I wasn’t giving a damn. “You need to get laid.”

His scowl deepened. “That’s always been your answer for everything. Some of us are particular about their bed partners.”

Maybe that was it. Pure and simple jealousy. I’d had no shortage of women, and far as I knew, Brenner rarely dated. We were at opposite ends of the universe except in the classroom, the two of us fierce competitors, though I doubted he was running from the same devil.

“As I recall, you didn’t exactly have them breaking through the doors for your charms. My guess is, that’s probably still the case. What’s the problem? You’re a decent-looking guy.”

A flush rose over his face, and I smirked. No matter how many years had passed, it was still fun to get a rise out of him. Truth was, I was straight, but I was sure the women found Brenner hot as hell. Six foot two, big blue eyes, a full head of thick, wavy dark hair, and a body he obviously took care of. I’d seen plenty of women and quite a few men tonight give him the eye. Not that I’d ever tell him.

Brenner’s stormy eyes dismissed me, disdain oozing from every pore. “The day I explain myself to you is the day I lie down and stop breathing.”

Probably to break the tension, Bailey broke into our face-off. “Well, if either of you wants to take a walk on the wild side, I’m here for it.” Bailey winked and waggled his brows.

Leave it to Bailey to say something outrageous. Laughter burst from my mouth. “What? I’ve never been with a man.”

“First time for everything, and I’m offering to pop your cherry. To teach you. Both of you.” A pink tongue swiped at his full lips. “Back in the day, I used to have dreams of you and Brenner.”

“You’re cute, Bailey, but not my type.” I patted his cheek. “Maybe Brenner’ll take you up on it.”

A snort greeted my ears. “Fuck off, Weston. Bailey, you know I love you, but not like that.”

By this time, I was four vodkas in and feeling no pain. The music started, and people moved to the dance floor. Bailey grabbed my hand and Brenner’s.

“Well, if we’re not going to get horizontal, at least come dance with me. Give me a little bit of fantasy to take home.”

“I’m in, but you know Brenner. He’s a dud. He’ll never do it. Plus, he can’t dance.” My words brought a flush to his face and had the desired effect. Brenner gulped his drink.

“Fuck you. Let’s do it.”

Wide-eyed, Bailey grinned. “Oh man, come on. I’m ready to be the pastrami in a Lively-Fleming sandwich.”

The bar wasn’t restricted to the panelists and bar-association guests, and the floor was crowded. I hadn’t danced in forever and was itching to let my inhibitions go. While my partners were always women, I didn’t give a damn if I was seen dancing with a man, and to my surprise, Brenner seemed to feel the same. Bailey got his way, and Brenner and I danced with him in the middle. He ground his butt into me first, before he turned to give Brenner the same treatment. At some point, we attracted other male and female partners. A large group formed, and we all ended up dancing with each other. Bailey thrust a shot in my face, and I swallowed it and then another. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched him repeat the same with Brenner.

The music thumped, and the lights flashed. Hands grabbed my ass. Lips grazed my cheek. God, I was turned-on. It didn’t even matter who was touching me at this point. I was so damn horny, I couldn’t see straight. I needed someone. Anyone. A round ass pushed into my hips, and I slipped my arms around their waist. My dick was rock hard, and I knew they could feel me. They didn’t pull away, and we ground and bumped each other. Then light flashed over dark, wavy hair.

It was a guy.

It was Brenner.

I didn’t fucking care.

Adrenaline rushed through me, and I kept a steady rock of my pelvis into his ass. His head fell back to my shoulder, and I closed my eyes and pressed my face into his neck.

“Oh yeah,” he panted, and I knew he hadn’t the slightest clue it was me holding him.

Fuck, he smelled good. It must’ve been the drinks that led me to lick his neck. The taste of his sweat and heat burst on my tongue, and I nipped at the tender skin, feeling him shiver in my arms. Goddamn, it was hot. I did it again, and my dick jerked.

“Let’s go upstairs,” I breathed in his ear.

“Oh God,” he groaned, continuing to grind his ass into my aching dick. Heat poured off the two of us. My hands reached lower and brushed against his groin. He was as hard as I was.

“Fuck, Brenner, you want it.”

Hissing, he jumped away and faced me. The colored lights revealed eyes blown wide and an open mouth. “West?” he gasped, paling.

I stood still as the bodies rocked and danced. My control was slipping. It didn’t matter that it was a man. Or Brenner.

I needed to feel.

“Upstairs,” I croaked.

Without a word, Brenner took off across the dance floor, and for a moment I stood rooted to the spot, watching him thread his way through the dancing throngs. My feet had a mind of their own, and I traversed the space and caught up with him as he fled into the elevator. I slipped in after him. He kept his head down and didn’t look at me. Not when I followed him after he exited the elevator, nor at the door to his room.

Blood rushed through my veins, and I was on fire. Reckless. What the hell had taken possession of me, I had no clue, but I’d never wanted…never needed anyone like I needed Brenner Fleming.

Huge and hazy, Brenner’s eyes pinned mine. He waited by the door, his chest heaving. He licked his lips, and my dick throbbed. A matching bulge in his pants let me know I wasn’t the only one ready to explode.

“West?”

His whispered question roared in my ears. I took a step forward, and he swayed toward me. I crowded him up against the door. “Oh, yeah.” I couldn’t stop myself from touching him. “I need to know.”

“What…ohhhh.” He sighed, then froze as I buried my face in his neck again, lips pressed to the rapidly jumping pulse.

“Inside,” I rasped. My head spun, and my heart pounded. I was on a roller coaster hurtling for an unknown destination. No way off.

Brenner’s hands shook as he touched the card to the reader, and we entered the dark room. My mouth crashed into Brenner’s, and after his initial gasp of shock, his throaty groan sent an electric current straight to my dick. Was it strange kissing a man? I didn’t give myself a chance to think as Brenner’s hot, wet tongue touched my lips and his hungry, needy sounds vibrated through me.

“West,” he gasped against my cheek. “I’ve never—”

“Me neither. But I have to…” My fingers went for his belt, and he hissed as I unzipped his pants and released his thick cock. Heat rose from his skin, and I couldn’t take my eyes off my fingers wrapped around him. “Oh, fuck.”

Why I hadn’t expected Brenner to reciprocate I had no idea, but his large hands yanked at my zipper and pulled out my throbbing dick. A moan of pleasure spilled from my lips, startling me, but I couldn’t stifle it.

We stood like two statues until we began moving in unison, each of us stroking the other from root to dripping tip. That same overwhelming, soul-stealing sensation swept through me, and soon we were humping each other, our hips snapping. My mouth latched on to Brenner’s neck while he tangled his fingers into my hair to hold me steady as he pumped the length of my aching shaft with a hard and steady hand.

“Fuck…fuck…oh, my God.” A blast of hot come spurted from his dick, and he shivered and keened. The wildness in his face set off my orgasm, and faster than I could blink, it ripped me apart from head to toe. Our breaths mingled, and feeling my legs start to give out, I leaned heavily on him. The gallop of his heart pounded alongside the stuttering rhythm of my own.

“Get off me,” he rumbled, giving my shoulder a halfhearted push.

The high had begun to recede, and in the dim light spilling through the windows and the half-open curtains, I gazed at my sticky hand. A hand that had been holding Brenner Fleming’s dick only a minute ago.

“We were drunk,” I stated. “This doesn’t mean shit.”

Head bowed, Brenner couldn’t meet my eyes. “No kidding. I never said it did. You’re still an ass.”

“Congratulations, Fleming.” I washed my hands in the bathroom, then tucked my shirt in my pants and zipped up. “For once, you came first.”

I shut the door behind me.


Chapter One

The following year

Brenner

“Please, Brenner? I’ve got a massive hangover from my brother’s bachelor party. There’s no way I can make it to my nine a.m. meeting.”

Starting the week by having to fill in for someone who’d called in sick was never high on my list of things I liked to do. But Seth was a senior partner’s son, and it didn’t matter if he was a giant pain in the ass or a slacker. Which, to his credit, he wasn’t most of the time. Still…

“Shouldn’t you have thought of that before you soaked your brain in tequila?” I sipped my coffee, looking over the morning headlines, each one more depressing than the next.

“Yeah, but how could I say no? Plus, there were strippers with the biggest—”

“Spare me.” I rolled my eyes. “I know all about bachelor parties.”

“You do?”

“Yes, of course,” I responded with irritation. “I’m not a monk, you know.”

“Could’ve fooled me. I’ve been here five years, and I don’t think you’ve ever mentioned a date or even a hookup. You’ve gotta be ready to bust a nut.”

A lecture on my sex life was not something I either wanted or appreciated. “I don’t speak about my personal life. That’s why it’s called personal. Also, please try and remember—I’m not one of your bros. I don’t need all the dirty details. And you don’t exactly have a good track record with women.”

“At least I have one. You and I are different. I’m twenty-eight. You’re thirty-nine.”

There were a great many differences between me and Seth other than our age, but I wasn’t going to bother to list them. It would take way too long.

“Thanks for the reminder. Anyway, I’ll do it, but you owe me a very large iced coffee. And make sure your ass is in bright and early tomorrow morning.”

“I will. Promise. It’ll be an easy one for you.”

“I’ve said it before. No matter how it looks on the outside, divorce is never easy. At one point, these two people thought they loved each other and would spend the rest of their lives together. We’re part of the cleanup crew—the aftermath of the crash and burn. I always tread lightly.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

I grimaced. “And Jesus Christ. Didn’t you remember one of my first rules? No meetings earlier than ten a.m.”

“Uh, yeah. Oh, I forgot. The opposing attorney can’t—shit, I gotta go.” Hacking and gurgling noises on his end made my stomach turn. “I’m gonna be sick.” The call ended, and I was left with the image of Seth tossing his cookies. My sausage-and-egg breakfast sandwich suddenly didn’t seem as appetizing as it had only moments ago, and I dumped it into the trash.

I checked my watch. I had just enough time to open the file he’d emailed me and try to familiarize myself with the case. Two young people whose parents hated their choice in spouses. That never boded well. I checked the firm and saw the name of the attorney handling the case had been crossed out, with a note from Seth: New opposing counsel.

“Who the fuck is it?” That must’ve been what he’d been about to tell me when he’d lost the contents of his stomach. I scanned the file, but there was only a phone number with no name. Obviously, Seth’s brain had been on the bachelor party rather than his case. My intercom buzzed.

“Yes, Tanya?”

“Seth’s nine a.m. is here, but he’s not in yet.”

“I’ll be taking it this morning. Please put them in the conference room.”

“Okay.”

Roman and White was a boutique firm I’d joined after I graduated law school. They handled all aspects of family law, and I’d been thrilled to receive an offer to work for them. I’d turned down the rat race of the huge, white-shoe law firms, wanting a less hectic, less competitive environment. Roman and White were well known in the family-law field, and they boasted some high-profile clients. Making partner was the culmination of all my hard work and the dream of being a lawyer—one I’d had since I was a kid. In the intervening years, I’d paid no mind to the petty infighting of the senior partners, and though the shine had somewhat worn off, I remained grateful every day. I was living a life I’d only dreamed of as a child and took nothing for granted. Headhunters kept trying to recruit me, and while I wasn’t averse to leaving, I did have a sense of loyalty to the firm.

I picked up my legal pad and pen and stopped by Seth’s office to get the printed file. While everything was online, I preferred to have paper in front of me.

“Old-fashioned,” Seth always joked.

I opened the conference room door and saw our client, Rodney Fuller, seated with his father, whom I knew from the intake meeting. The soon-to-be ex, Jill Swanson-Fuller, sat opposite them with an older version of herself, ostensibly her mother. A tall man stood with his back to me, studying the legal treatises in the bookcase. Rude of a colleague not to even bother to acknowledge that I’d entered the room. That put him one rung up on my shithead ladder.

“Hello. I’m Brenner Fleming. Seth Roman couldn’t make it this morning, so rather than postpone the meeting, I’m filling in.”

The man snapped to attention, and finally turned, greeting me with a wicked grin and predatory green-gold eyes reminiscent of a big cat on the hunt. “Weston Lively.”

I swore my heart sank to my feet. It couldn’t be. Fuck. Not that guy.

I remained mute, damning my traitorous body. Sweat popped up and ran down my spine, my nerve endings firing. It was all I could do to keep from trembling. Uncomfortable silence grew between us until I blinked and got my shit together.

“Hello. Nice to meet you.”

A slash of brow rose high as if to say, So we’re going to play that game, are we?

“Same. I’m also new to the case. The Swansons called me in last-minute.”

My nod was curt. “Shall we start?” I sat by Rodney. “This seems like it should be—”

“It’s not. If you were going to say simple,” Weston interrupted. “My client has uncovered assets Mr. Fuller was attempting to hide.”

“That’s a lie,” Rodney burst out. “You just want to take everything from me and leave me penniless so you can be with your boyfriend.”

“There is no boyfriend. I never cheated on you. But I know about that Swiss bank account. And the other one in Aruba.”

Holy shit, this was spinning out of control. Obviously Weston had anticipated this, because the bastard sat there with a smirk on his arrogant face. Seth was going to owe me more than a damned iced coffee for stepping into this snake pit.

“Please, both of you. This hostility is getting us nowhere. Why don’t I talk for a moment with my client?” I tipped my head to the door and led Rodney and his father outside. “Is this true?” I asked when they were seated in my office. “Do you have offshore accounts you haven’t disclosed?”

A guilty Rodney darted a glance to his father. Rodney might be twenty-seven, but I knew who called the shots.

“Please tell me the truth.”

Jonathan Fuller glared at me. “We hired your firm to represent our interests, not that greedy whore’s.”

“Whoa. Okay, Mr. Fuller. Be angry, but I don’t allow language like that. I understand divorce is contentious, but this is why people who don’t really know each other and don’t have prenups get into trouble. How much is in those accounts in total assets?”

Rodney bowed his head. “About three million dollars.”

Jesus. This twerp was going to learn a lesson. “And how much was acquired during the marriage? That makes all the difference.”

Rodney met my eyes. “About four hundred thousand. But doesn’t the fact that she was cheating on me from the beginning mean anything?”

“Not for distribution of marital assets. Under the law, she’s entitled to half of what you acquired while you were married.” Rodney’s face drained of color while his father’s turned beet red. “I’ll need your tax returns, and we’ll have to include this in distribution. What we will negotiate on is alimony.” I watched the anger rise in the senior Fuller’s eyes. “How do you know she was cheating?”

“I hired a private detective. Every Wednesday she met with a man—the same man—at his house for an hour.” Jonathan Fuller speared me with an angry look. “What the hell do you think she was doing?”

“I have no idea. Did you ask her?”

Rodney snorted. “My father said she wouldn’t tell the truth, so why should I bother?”

Oh, for fuck’s sake. This kid was being led by his balls. “This is the best I can tell you right now. Let’s go back inside.”

When we returned, Jill was pale and looked as though she’d been crying. Her mother sat with a pinched face, as if she’d sucked on an entire lemon. Weston had left his clients sitting, and his long frame leaned against the edge of the conference table. I caught a whiff of his cologne and damned myself for my traitorous body’s response. I stepped away and set my jaw.

“Rodney, c-can I talk to you a minute?” Jill’s mouth trembled, and her eyes grew shiny. “Please?”

“Don’t listen to her,” Jonathan warned, but Rodney bit his lip, the longing obvious in his eyes.

“What is it?” Rodney asked, and sensing hesitancy, I prodded him.

Jill left her seat, and Rodney met her halfway. “Can we talk alone for a second? Without my mother or your father?”

I beckoned them. “You can use my office.”

“Jill, I don’t advise—” Weston began, but she whirled around.

“But I want to do this.” She and Rodney walked across the hall to the room, and I closed the door behind them and stood in front of it.

“Guard-dog duty, Brenner?” Weston sniped. “Is that your real job?”

“Don’t try to interfere with them. I’m sure they’ll pay your fee even if they do get back together.” My lip curled in a sneer.

“I don’t need some small-potato divorce case to make my bottom line.” He paused. “Unlike some.”

That insufferable, haughty gaze swept over the office. No, we weren’t a hotshot international firm, and we didn’t have a roster of multimillionaire clients like Walden, Booth, and Roth. Obnoxious fucker. Nothing had changed.

I brushed past him, but he grabbed my arm. “Don’t touch me,” I rasped, but he held on tighter.

“So you do remember.” His fathomless eyes left me breathless.

“Fuck you,” I grunted and pushed him off me, but he only laughed.

I stalked away to the restroom and shut the door behind me. My chest heaving, I braced my arms on the vanity. “I will not let him get to me,” I muttered and closed my eyes, inhaling and exhaling at a steady pace to regain control. Why him? Of all the damn lawyers in the city, it had to be Weston Lively. The one man who, no matter how I tried, always managed to worm his way under my skin. The operative word being worm.

Since our first year of law school, Weston had been a scourge, a thorn I couldn’t extract. A perennial frat boy who sailed through life on his family’s name and wealth. At our first meeting, I’d thought he was another pretty face and was shocked that he was as brilliant as he was arrogant. No matter how hard I tried to beat him, he almost always came out one better than me.

When had he moved to New York? Last I’d heard, he’d been at his firm’s Boston office.

Last time.

Without much success, I’d tried to block out that wild night on the dance floor and my hotel room. A night that had released a side of me I’d never known existed. From the moment his arms came around my waist on the dance floor, I was lost. It was as if I’d been hypnotized and bound to his will.

Contrary to what Seth imagined, I did go out, more so this past year than any other, in an attempt to exorcise Weston from my system. I’d thrown myself into the dating pool, hoping to meet a woman who could make me forget a wicked grin, gleaming eyes, and the rasp of scruff on my cheek.

I’d failed miserably.

Seeing him today only steeled my resolve to push harder to find a woman and rid myself of furtive dreams I allowed only in the dark. No more. I was sober and smarter. I’d never put myself in that position again.

With a tug to my cuffs and a snap of my shoulders, I strode out of the bathroom. Of course, Weston was waiting for me, shoulder propped on the wall opposite the bathroom door.

“Got yourself together?” That smirk infuriated me, and I tried to brush past him, but he stood in my way.

Outwardly I remained a frozen statue, but inside I was a needy mess of swirling, hot emotions, my blood boiling through my veins. Hating myself for my one weakness, I drew from my inner strength and said, “Let me pass. We’re opposing counsel, and I’m here to represent my client, nothing more.”

To my complete surprise, Weston didn’t try and use further tactics and moved aside. I sucked in a deep breath, filling my lungs with much-needed oxygen.

“Very well, Mr. Fleming. I’ll await our clients’ return.” He left me shaken but whole.

I leaned against the wall opposite the office where Rodney and Jill were conferring, and as the minutes slipped by, I came to the conclusion that there might be a reconciliation in the works. That made me happy—contrary to belief, divorce lawyers didn’t want to see marriages dissolved. And while I might not believe in love and forever, I would never stand in the way of a client trying to work out their marital problems.

So when Jill and Rodney came out from the office, eyes glittering, cheeks flushed, and mouths kiss-swollen, I didn’t need to ask.

“We’re…not going to go forward with the divorce at this time.” Rodney held Jill’s hand. “We have a lot to talk about. Just the two of us.”

For whatever reason, my eyes smarted, and I nodded. I might be jaded and despair of ever finding love, but I could still believe in it for others. “That’s terrific. Take your time and see if it’s what you want or what others are pushing you to do.”

“Thank you, Mr. Fleming.”

Weston didn’t appear to share my view, and with a frown, waved Jill to him. “I think we need to talk. Jill, why don’t you come with me?” She hesitated, and with a whisper in Rodney’s ear first, left him to follow Weston into the conference room. The door shut behind them, and immediately raised voices could be heard.

“She swore she wasn’t having an affair. The meeting with that guy every Wednesday after work was tutoring him in English.” Rodney winced at the high-pitched yelling. “She’s an English teacher,” he explained. “Her mother hates me because of the things I said about her.”

“It’s hard to control our temper and our words sometimes. We say things we later regret, but if you’re truly intent on making the marriage work, I’d seek out a good therapist and not let anyone else influence you.”

Of course that brought a growl from Jonathan Fuller. “Is that what you think? That I’m the one who encouraged this divorce?”

Was he kidding? He’d done nothing but stoke the fire. “I read the notes, and it seemed that from the first you were against the marriage. You didn’t think Jill was good enough for your son? Why is that?” I could predict the answer, but I was curious to hear Fuller’s excuse.

He looked me directly in the eye. “I know what you’re thinking. That it has to do with money. But it’s not only that. She’s never tried to become part of the family—she’s kept Rodney away from us. She wouldn’t let him visit unless she was with him, yet her mother is always there. And yes, she started spending as soon as they got married—ripping apart their apartment, which was brand-new, to make it ‘her own.’ ” The angry glare intensified. “So how would you feel? I shouldn’t have a right to express my opinion? And when I did, she would yell and accuse me of trying to break them up and withhold Rodney’s trust fund, which I have no right to do, if she had any brains.”

“Dad, please.” Looking uncomfortable, Rodney took his arm. “Can we not right now? Maybe we jumped into marriage, but I do love her. And I think getting divorced would be a mistake.” He chewed on his lip. “I’m twenty-seven, and I have a right to make my own decisions. Please let me.”

“We just don’t want you to get hurt. It’s not the first time you’ve been taken in, only this is the most serious since you married her.”

This was getting extremely personal, and I had little desire to be in the center of a messy family debate. “Let’s see what’s going on in there.” I knocked and opened the door. Tears streaked Jill’s face, and Weston, intent and serious, sat across from her and her mother.

“What?” he snapped at me. “We’re in the middle of discussing things.”

“And I need to know if anything further will be accomplished today. My clients are ready to leave.” It was nice to see the great Weston Lively lose his cool, but as if the bastard had read my mind, he shut his file and showed that sarcastic twist of his lips that had always made me want to punch his face.

“We’re done. Ladies?” They filed out ahead of him, walking down the hall to the waiting room. Jill and Rodney spoke in low tones to each other, while the in-laws ignored each other’s existence.

“Rodney? We’ll be in touch.” I shook his hand. When it came to his father, I tried to reason with him. “Let your son live his life. It’s hard to see them make mistakes, but it’s worse to lose them.”

His hard jaw worked, but he gave me a curt nod. They left, and I said my farewells to Jill and her mother. Hands in his pockets, Weston stood by, a silent figure but looming in my mind. I turned my back on him and walked away.

“Brenner.” He caught up to me easily. “No good-bye for me?” he teased. I could almost feel his mouth on my skin and his hot breath on my lips.

I stopped at the door to my office. “Good-bye.” I stepped inside and shut the door in his face. After several minutes passed without him entering, I blew out a sigh of relief. I was safe, for now.


Chapter Two

Weston

Well, damn. I’d expected another boring Monday, made worse by a bitter divorce fight in a case I’d taken over for a colleague with the flu. Instead, I’d gotten lucky. In a manner of speaking.

Brenner Fleming.

I hadn’t seen him since that frantic, mind-blowing jerk-off in his hotel room, and all it had taken was one of his growls of annoyance to get my stuck-in-neutral motor revved and running. It might’ve been a drunken romp neither of us would ever admit to, yet it had become the gold standard I’d judged all my other bed partners against. And they’d come up lacking every single time.

Back at my office, I should’ve been writing up my notes for the case, but instead I sat, remembering that night where I’d completely lost control for the first time. Who knew under that buttoned-up, tight-assed, prickly-as-shit jerk, a wildcat lay in wait?

And why the hell would it be Brenner Fleming to turn me on?

I’d chalked it all up to a night where we’d both let alcohol drive away our inhibitions, because no man before or after had drawn my attention. Yet here I was, thinking about him, and my dick twitched. This wasn’t me. I didn’t let my libido run my life in the office. Plus, I wasn’t into men.

After that encounter, I’d filled my nights with women, eager to erase the
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