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	Chapter One

	Mystic New London

	Connecticut
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	I sighed…
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	as I looked at the menu then frowned as my boss walked into the kitchen. He was a fucking pain in my ass, but unfortunately, I was stuck with him. He was one of those bitchy ass Queens, who thought his shit didn’t stink because he was from the Upper Westside. 

	Don’t get me wrong, I love gay people, I am a hag myself to my best boy-Queen, but even Ricky couldn’t stand his ass. He just rubbed people wrong, no matter his sexual orientation, but because he was a Queen, it made it even worse! And my fucked-up reasoning for being here? I decided that a career change later in life would be just the thing; then decided to do a complete 380 from the corporate world and go into hospitality. I’d just earned my culinary degree and was on the last legs of my externship; but Francisco got on my last nerve most of the time. I hadn’t specialized yet, so he was attempting to get me to do so in authentic Southern Creole food. 

	That was nice and all, especially me being Creole; but I’d gone to school to learn to cook what I didn’t already know how to cook. Southern food was in my blood, especially since I grew up in New Orleans! I figured because his bitch ass couldn’t, and it was something he could put on his menu, then claim it was his when my externship was over. 

	Shit, I wasn’t stupid!

	Not to mention, if my grandmère saw some of her recipes on someone else’s menu, she’d kick me so far up my ass, people in China would feel it. 

	You do not…mess Grandmère Nan about! 

	But I wanted to learn food from all over the world; not what my mama and grandmère taught me all my life! I sighed, packed up today’s corporate lunch, then frowned as I realized that Thandie decided to take the day off, so I would have to drive and set up! I groaned, then marched myself to the van already annoyed. I was headed to the part that they called the Ritz basically. It was a resort, because the offices and shops catered to the upper crust who moved there to get away from New York or New Jersey. 

	They weren’t as she-she as Vermont yet, but some huge ass developer had set up serious clout, from hotels, to shops, to the small mini mall on the square. The place that I was going today was somehow connected to it as well. He was some big-shot publishing dude who moved here from Seattle. I seriously didn’t care though. 

	As long as he paid his bill like everyone else and left me a big tip; that was all I cared about. As I headed up the square, then sighed for what seemed like the 100th time this morning; I wasn’t sure where my life was headed, but at 34 it seemed as if I should have some clue? 

	I mean I didn’t have any dependents; God knew I wanted a baby…but I lived a relatively nice life; especially because of the fact that my stepmom accused me of being tight fisted like my dad since I fricken saved every penny pretty much since I was 21! 

	So financially I was pretty good for a 34-year-old.

	I wanted a child or two, however I couldn’t seem to hold onto the relationship to make that happen. I mean I wasn’t bitter, jaded or any of that; I just hadn’t found the right man yet. Not to mention, there weren’t many men who could hold my taste in the bedroom for long. I fell into that other bracket, and this can sometimes scare men away. I mean I wasn’t looking to call someone Daddy, or to be seriously tied up…but I did like it a bit on the dark side; and some men just couldn’t seem to get into it. So alas, I had not found my “special,” one yet. I scowled as I spotted the serious traffic.

	“What the hell!” I groaned, because it seemed to come out of nowhere! This was pretty much a one-horse town, how the hell could they…have traffic! But there were serious cars, people jumping out of them for valet, blocking the street and shit; that I thought I was home for a second. “Fuck!” I wailed, because what was a 20minute job tops, just turned into 45mins. I looked at my watch, then phoned the client. 

	“Aaaahh yes, may I please speak with Mr. Stone concerning his 12:30 lunch order? I’m running a bit late, and with this traffic it’ll be another 10 to 15minutes.” I said as the line connected, and the woman answered it.

	“I’m sorry, Mr. Stone is in an important meeting. You can just ask for me, Kelist once you reach the building, and I’ll direct you.” She said, and I sighed my relief. 

	“Okay, thank you.” I returned, then hung up the call as the light changed.

	 


Downtown…
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	20minutes … 

	[image: Image] later I was rushing into the corporate lunch area to set up the buffet style lunch. As I was in the process of opening the chaffing dishes, a tall regal looking African American woman walked in. 

	“Hi, I’m Kelist. Mr. Stone would like to see you after you’re done here.” She smiled, and I nodded nervously. 

	Shit, just what I needed! 

	I thought as I ran around the room like a speed demon, as I saw several business types walking towards what looked like a conference room. Several of them looked my way, so I knew they’d have attitude if the lunch wasn’t set up quickly. When I was finished, I walked towards the reception. Kelist looked up, then smiled slightly as she nodded towards the huge oak door. I drew my hands down my khakis, took a deep breath, then let it out slowly attempting to calm myself.

	 


Shit…

	just what I needed…
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	I knocked …

	[image: Image]

	on the door then waited for a response. There was a low baritone come in, and I was surprised that it sent a tingle up my spine. I stifled the gasp, then turned the door handle and walked in. I drew up short at the magnificence of the office. 

	It smelled of cherry wood from what I could tell; not to mention that expensive leather. The rows of books drew my attention as well, when I remembered that this was a publishing house. The way the light cascaded into the huge bay windows was like a gift from heaven, and I frowned slightly; because my corporate experience was nothing like this. 

	The 9 to 5 grind I was on at that time was a far cry from this! The higher ups were always looking to fire someone, cost effective analysis they called it. The grueling hours, the over time that never seemed to make it worth it, snotty clients thinking that they owned you, being a black woman at the top, the shit of it all nearly made me have a nervous breakdown; which was why one day I simply walked into Google and said I fucking quit and haven’t looked back since. 

	That was two years ago. 

	I exhaled, heard a small chuckle, then gasped as I remembered where I was. I cleared my throat, then looked towards the desk. My mouth dropped to my chest, and my eyes widened like I was sure silver dollars. 

	Now this was one sexy ass man!

	He was next to super model hot, and damn sure was panty dropper handsome! The laugh lines around his eyes told me that he might be a couple of years older than me, the electric grey eyes seemed to radiate from his face, and the chiseled structured jaw was so sharp, that it’d probably cut you.

	His suit coat was carelessly hung over the back of the mahogany custom-made office chair, and he’d perched himself on the edge of his desk with his arms folded across his chest with a slight grin on his face.

	“Nate Stone.” He stated nodding towards the chair, the grin suddenly gone from his features. I swallowed hard, nodded, then took a seat in the chair he’d jutted his sharp ass chin towards, and I could have sworn that his electric grey eyes appeared amber for a millisecond!  

	“And you are?” He asked with a slight frown; I heard a trace of an accent…then shook myself from his trance.

	“Oh, Sam.” I returned.

	“I’m assuming Samantha?” He snapped, when my eyes widened surprised.

	“Actually no, it’s Samanthia.” I snapped right back, he nodded, when I could have sworn the grin was slight now.

	“Very well Samanthia--” He began.

	“I hate that name.” I cut him off, he did grin this time, but I couldn’t figure out why.

	“Very well Sam…I am a stickler for punctuality…and it seems as though you are not.” He chastened as he walked around his desk, then took seat in his office chair, causing his fingers to form a steeple as he nearly glared at me. I opened my mouth to speak, when he shook his head rising, walked towards me once more, then bent towards my ear. 

	“I do not accept excuses.” He whispered, it sent a tingle up my spine that caused me to gasp out, when my body snapped upwards of its own accord into his.

	“And I wasn’t about--” I whispered, licked my lips because something from him shot through me like pure unadulterated lust, when he placed his finger to my lips, and I pulled a face up at him.

	“Do not speak, unless spoken to.” He commanded, my mouth dropped, when he suddenly seized me, sat me on his desk, then stepped between my thighs. I gawked up at him shocked, the smirk on his face resurfacing. 

	“Now, I have a business proposition for you, especially since you follow directions so well.” He stated, walked around his desk, then retrieved some kind of paper from one of the drawers, me still sitting on his desk like a bumpkin, due to the shock of it all. He placed the paper on the desk next to me, then spun it so that I could see it; still snugged between my parted thighs. I looked down at the paper, read the first line, nearly choked, then looked up at him wide-eyed. I shoved him backwards then to his delight it seemed, glowered at him hopping off his desk. I glared at him once more, bypassed him, then walked towards the door.

	“If that will be all…I’m done. You can reach out to Francisco if you need anything else.” I nearly spat, he grinned nodding, then took seat on the edge of his desk folding his arms across his pecks I could see through the dress shirt. I jerked out the door, then marched to my company van steaming. 

	The nerve of him! 

	As if I could be brought for $200,000! 

	I jumped into the front seat, exhaled deeply, then burst into laughter. Hell, I guess I should be flattered just a little bit though. That a man was willing to pay me $200,000 to fuck me!

	I wasn’t sure why I was so upset to be honest; it was just sex. I mean I could use that kind of fucking money, but I just felt like deep inside he would be buying me. And even that wasn’t so bad to me, it was more my saintly aunt’s fricken Jesus voice at the back of my head saying it was wrong. I mean to fuck someone who looked like him every day, then get paid for it on top of it? 

	I moaned then, for a bitch could do worse. 

	I exhaled noisily for a second time, turned over the engine, then laughed for a second time pulling out from the spot.

	 


Stone& Teller 

	Publishing…
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	Nate grinned… 

	[image: Image] as he watched her out the window. The minute she walked into his office, his dick stood on end, and that hadn’t happened to him in fucking decades, if ever! 

	The pack was full of women throwing themselves at him, but he just wasn’t interested past fucking them. But fuck, just the smell of her put his cock on tilt, and as crazy as it sounded …he wanted to fill her full of his pups! He closed his eyes, then seized his budging cock as her smell lingered in his office. It was like peaches and honey, mixed with every female pheromone he’d ever smelled.

	“Shite.” He moaned, then closed his eyes for a second time. The deeply bronzed skin, fat ass and swan neck begged to be kissed, and it surprised him how much he wanted her. He couldn’t ever remember a time when he’d been this attracted to an African American woman. Sure, he’d met attractive ones over the last decade, shite pack business took him all over, and Dena was hot as shite; but she was attached to Jonas. 

	Or Kelist! Skin smooth like ebony, legs that seemed to never end, but she had no interest in him. 

	So, he never pursued it. 

	But there was just something about Samanthia Leroux that he couldn’t ignore, and he knew that he wouldn’t. He wasn’t one for that mate shite, because he figured after 5 centuries if he hadn’t found her yet, then he was pretty much shite out of luck. But whatever it was, he knew it was drawing him to her, and he wouldn’t be able to let it go until he fucked her to get it out of his system! 

	The contract was bullshit, but he wanted to see what her reaction would be to it. The fact that her cheeks flooded with color, her indignant nature surfaced, and she walked out his office without a word let him know that she was prudish as shite.

	That turned him on even more. 

	He thought laughing to himself. 

	Especially because of the shite he wanted to do to her and make her do to him. 

	He groaned laughing, shook his leg forcing down the erection, then bit his lips leaning his head against the cool glass window in front of him.

	“Shite.” He whispered, ran his fingers through his hair, then took a deep breath. He would have her…he promised himself even if it were the last thing he did.

	“What happened with the caterer, she shot out of here like a cannon. You didn’t proposition her did you Nate. I swear to God…one of these days yo ass is gone get hooked up on sexual harassment charges!” Kelist cried attempting not to laugh, when he exhaled turning from the window.

	“It so wasn’t that serious. I just wanted to see her reaction. Plus, for some fucked off reason, I’m drawn to her; the minute she walked into my office.” Nate sent back laughing, when Kelist sighed now attempting not to grin.

	“You know…if you’re interested in dating women of color Nate, there are so many better ways to go about it! Why not just ask her out on a date? Who knows, if you’re drawn, she just might be your mate.” Kelist sent back, when Nate shook his head no.

	“Nope.” He laughed.

	“Why the hell not?” Kelist countered, then looked towards the outer office as several employees looked in their direction.

	“One… I don’t believe in that bullshit, and two, I am in no way looking to be saddled by a bloody wife. Also, then I’d be limited in what I could do. This way she agrees…no fuss…no muss.” He grinned jutting his chin in the direction of the contract on his desk. Kelist walked to his desk and snatched up the contract before he could.

	“Oh My God! Yo ass is just nas…ty!” She cried laughing as she read the first paragraph to the contract, then turned the other way swatting him out the way as he tried to snatch it from her hands. “Damn! And you can do all of this?” Kelist screeched looking up at him shocked, when he snatched the contract from her hands with a smirk.

	“Deadass. Tis why I’m Alpha.” He grinned; his eyes turned amber for an instant, he grinned wider, then placed the contract back in his desk.

	“Damn…shiid…too bad I’m already mated with Kurt…or I’d give yo ass a run for your money.” Kelist cried laughing, and he laughed too.

	“Wow…congrats. I had no clue.” Nate said pulling a face.

	“Yea, it happened while you were in Seattle with pack business. Only the Elders and my mama knows. Besides the pack, we wanted to keep it under wraps, office romance and all; not to mention mortals.” She said as Kurt suddenly appeared in Nate’s doorway; his blue eyes glued to Kelist.

	“Ready babe?” Kurt asked, Kelist smiled, waved to Nate, then walked towards the door.

	“Wit cho nasty ass. I hope she is your mate and puts you in that position.” Kelist laughed looking back, when Nate grinned.

	“Told you…don’t believe in that shite!” He called after Kelist, when she shook her head laughing. Nate walked to the other side of his office looking out the huge plate glass window. Shite was brewing six ways to Sunday in Seattle. 

	Case was seriously going through it. 

	It was the main reason Nate didn’t believe in that mate bullshit. After nine centuries Case had finally found her, then realized that she was mated to his fucking cousin Cole as well! 

	He didn’t even want to touch that shite, but he’d been called in anyway. But the crazy part, the Elders had sanctioned that bullshit! Something about the woman being a triumvirate for the two of them. Nate wasn’t sure if he could do what Case was doing. 

	He would have probably ripped Cole’s throat out if it were him. He knew Case, so Nate was sure it was taking all Case’s strength, not to mention an edict from the Elders not to! And the even more fucked off part, Case and Cole were cousins! Nate turned from the window then exhaling noisily. 

	He knew something was brewing on this side but couldn’t quite put his finger on it. But he knew it would be some fucked up shite. He was shocked at the volatile atmosphere in the pack and wasn’t even sure how the Elders thought that crap was cool. He’d known Case since they were first turned, and he felt bad at his fucked-up situation. He threw himself into his office chair continuing to scowl. He looked down at the edict, then snatched it up crumbling it. 

	   The Elders were on his shit to find a wife as well, but he wasn’t hearing nothing they said. 

	If and when he was ready to find one, he would. 

	He thought back to the caterer grinning. Now the ass on that one just might actually cause him to at least have a think…about it. He swirled in the chair then laughing. There was just something about her, that he needed, and that surprised him.

	“Sir, there is a Mr. Jimenez on line two for you.” Della his secretary said poking her head into his office, he nodded, then picked up the phone as he punched the second line.

	“Good afternoon Mr. Stone. Unfortunately, I need to change caterers with your company. Regrettably, Ms. Leroux is no longer with us. I’ll have Jermain Johnson out to your offices later this afternoon. He is well-liked and has already built his brand.” The caterer said, and Nate frowned. There was something else to this conversation that he was missing, his were senses picking up on it.

	“But I don’t want another caterer. I liked Ms. Laboux.” Nate countered.

	“Understandable sir, but as I’ve said…Ms. Leroux is no longer with us.” He sent back, and Nate sighed suddenly pissed.

	“And why is that?” Nate snapped, there was silence, when he finally spoke.

	“We had a difference of opinions it seems, and they were irreconcilable.” Mr. Jimenez said, and Nate exhaled deeply.

	“So, you fired her?” Nate countered, the man’s breath caught, when he exhaled deeply now.

	“Unfortunately, yes.” Mr. Jimenez sighed, and Nate heard something else to his voice, he would swear was cattiness.

	“Fine, send whomever you like.” Nate said as he hung up on the man. Nate suddenly grinned evilly then. 

	Oh…what one wouldn’t do to get out of a financial bind. 

	He thought laughing harder this time, then retrieved the contract from his desk then fingering it. 

	After a month, he was sure she’d take him up on his proposal. 

	He’d make sure of that. Nate buzzed Simms his Pack Arbiter, which was basically his investigator, hitman, and anything else he needed in that department, because it was done with complete discretion. 

	And for the fact that Simms used to be CIA, one would never know he was coming. 

	“Whas up?” Simms asked as he walked into the room, then sent Nate a grin as he saw the sinister look on Nate’s face.

	“So, I need recon on this woman? I need to know where she goes, what she does, how she sleeps, what she eats, and a list of potential employers for the next month. I want weekly updates on the perspective employers as well.” Nate said handing Simms her full name, when Simms frowned at the paper.

	“Okay, is this danger for the pack? Are there precautions that I need to take for protection?” Simms countered, and Nate shook his head smirking. “You ass, you had me skittish for a second. You tryna hit this?” Simms cried as he looked at the paper for a second time, and this time Nate laughed out right.

	“Yup.” Nate grinned.

	“Damn, you a dog.” Simms laughed back.

	“Tis why I’m Alpha.” Nate laughed again, and Simms left his office laughing shaking his head. He would set his plan in motion the minute he got the information. He exhaled noisily as he leaned back in his office chair folding his hands behind his head. It was weird that he actually felt giddy, excited about the prospect. He pulled a face then.

	“This is sex, and nothing else dickhead.” Nate muttered to his wolf, then narrowed his eyes as he stirred, as if laughing at him.

	“Whose downfall are you planning? From the look on your face, it’s about to be brutal.” James laughed as he walked into his office, Nate grinned, then waved it off.

	“What’s up?” Nate said.

	“Well for starters, the contract you seemed to suddenly give to Haller.” James replied frowning, when Nate returned it.

	“I did no such thing. That book is bullshit, and I certainly won’t allow her to publish shite about this pack. Fucking Floyd and his pack bitches!” Nate countered, when James sent him a look.

	“Well, her agent fucking thinks that you have!” James sent back, when Nate surged up from his chair.

	 


Chapter Two

	Francisco’s

	Wares…

	Thirty-minutes Ago
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	I swear… 
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	to God I hated his fucking ass! I jerked out the office, then marched towards my car. I was sure that I could find another job, at least if his bitch ass didn’t blacklist me! I hated working for him, had for the last six months; but I needed the externship. 

	 

	Thank God it ended last week.

	Technically I could have left last week, but I wanted to be nice and not leave his queeny ass high and dry. I put the car in drive, then pulled out of the spot. I needed a fucking drink, many!

	 “Hey? What up?” I said as I clicked my Bluetooth and Mona’s voice came on the line.

	“Nothing, but I just got an email that you aren’t with Francisco anymore.” She said, when I gasped.

	“Seriously! See, I hate his fucking bitch ass! He legit sent an email, and he just fired me like 2 fucking seconds ago. This is so embarrassing I swear.” I moaned.

	“What did you two get into about this time?” Mona sent back.

	“I told him not to send me back to Stone & Teller. He asked why, and I just said that I didn’t like the set up. Then his ass had to go into his spiel about Francisco’s being his name, it was his wares, and that I basically did what he said; and if I didn’t like it, I could let the door hit me in the ass on the way out! I’m sick of his fucking shit! Just because it’s an externship, and he basically pays us peanuts, doesn’t mean that we have to take his shit! His bitch ass name is Francisco …not Ramsey.” I spat, when she chuckled.

	“I know, which is why I told you not to take that externship with him! No one, and I mean no one likes him!” Mona cried, and I could just see her blue eyes wide, running her hands through that crimson messy hair of hers in my mind’s eye.

	“I know, but I seriously thought I could deal. Then I found out like 2 months in that he delighted in fucking new graduates over.” I said as I looked over my shoulder to switch lanes, then turned up the Sirius.

	“So, we need to hit up Joe’s tonight, to at least have a Fuck You tequila shot.” She laughed, and I did too.

	“Alright, I’m headed home now. What time were you thinking? It’s going to take me a minute to get back to New York, the expressway is packed. I guess the awesome weather is calling people. I don’t even fucking know why I decided to come all the way fucking down here in the first place. His ass didn’t even think about the fact that I’m commuting from NYC to Connecticut six days a week.” I griped, when she groaned.

	“It sucks, but unfortunately, right now their booming way more than New York.” Mona said, and it was my turn to groan.

	“I know, so I’m fucked. Next week I’ll basically just have to bring my ass back up here. Can you have Marva start looking, so I can at least have five or six new perspectives next week?” I begged, when Mona chuckled.

	“Yea, as soon as I get off the phone. If I’m not mistaken, Catered Elegance is looking for a new Executive Sous.” She countered, when I huffed up.

	“Shut the fuck up? Seriously, have Marva send that to me asap so I can hit them up first thing Monday morning!” I cheered, and Mona laughed. 

	“So, I’m off at 5, we could do the end of happy hour if you want?” She countered, when I nodded, then realized she could give me a heads-up on upcoming events. I would make sure to probe her later tonight.

	“Aight, 7 or 6?” I cautioned, when said ummm, then replied.

	“Let’s shoot for 7, I have to go home first.” She said, and I agreed.

	 


stone & Teller Publishing

	One Week Later

	Monday 
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	Nate… 

	[image: Image] groaned as he sat the coffee mug on his desk, dropped his briefcase in the chair next to his desk, then removed his sportscoat. 

	For some reason he just wasn’t here this morning. 

	He’d spent all of last week, and the entire fucking weekend attempting to get her out of his head; and he didn’t think he’d ever fucked so many women in one week in his life! But for some fucked off reason, no matter which one he took to his bed, it always ended with him above her. 

	“Fuck!” He hissed, ran his fingers through his hair, then groaned for a second time. Nate looked towards the door as Simms walked in grinning, and he couldn’t help but return it. 

	“What say ye?” Nate nodded, Simms attempted not to grin, then took a seat across from Nate’s desk as Nate did the same; when Simms opened his little black book.

	“Samanthia Jessica Marie Laboux; Creole by descent, born and raised in Lafayette Louisiana. 33, moved to New York after graduate school, six years at Google, then simply quit before a promotion. Never married, a string of seriously either delusional, or defunct boyfriends; that basic hipster artist type jerk-off bullshit. Not one real man among them. 

	No children, one parent living, father remarried, well to do. 

	She’s from some small elite upper crust African American Creole community, cotillions, and debutant bullshit. Religious, Catholic, mother was from France, so is the stepmother, father is from America, both Creole as well. No siblings, several cousins, aunts, and uncles, but that’s pretty much it. I’m picking up some witchy, or voodoo vibes, especially due to where she’s from. But they could be latent, something she has no clue about. I seriously felt something though when I ventured around her town. She fell off the grid for three years, then resurfaced in the hospitality service. 

	Went to Le Cordon Bleu, got a B.A in culinary arts, took a six-month’s externship with Francisco’s Wares, where she does corporate lunches and parties. Seems they got into a row, he fired her, and she’s spent this last week looking for a new job.” Simms said looking up from the pad. Nate grinned, then nodded. 

	“Now, what’s this shit?” Simms countered grinning, when Nate laughed.

	“I told you, not to mention for some fucked off reason I’m drawn to her.” Nate countered, when Simms’s eyes widened, but before he could speak Nate pulled a face shaking his head no as he rose and walked to the window to look out.

	“But how do you know? She could be, dude. It’s been five centuries, and not once have you ever been drawn to even one of them; especially not like this?” Simms said holding up the black book.

	“I refuse to accept that! You see the bullshit Case is dealing with!” Nate sent back.

	“Yes, but that ain’t got shit to do with you! This pack needs a Lupa man! Not just for you, but for us! Why do you think the Elders are hell bent on you having one?” Simms sent right back frowning.

	“Mate, I can’t.” Nate said shaking his head no, when Simms exhaled noisily. Him and Nathaniel had been mates for the last six hundred years, so he knew him inside and out, and this didn’t have shit to do with him and the Elders. 

	But it had everything to do with Helen! 

	“Dude, she isn’t Helen, far from it. Color alone states that!” Simms returned, when Nate turned to glare at him.
    “She isn’t my mate, so let’s just drop it.” Nate growled, when Simms sent him a look.

	“Fine, but we’ll revisit this conversation when you take yo head out cho ass and realize that she is.” Simms snapped back, snatched up his pad, then walked out Nate’s office. Nate glared at Simms’s retreating back, then growled for a second time. 

	He didn’t need a mate, and he damned sure didn’t want one! 

	She was just an attractive woman, and nothing more! 

	His wolf wanted to fuck her, and as soon as he did; that would be the end of it! 

	Nate swore, but as he felt his asshole wolf stir, he knew it was bullshit; just as much as he did.

	 


Chapter Three

	One

	Week Later…
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	I scowled…
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	jerked off the blazer then threw my briefcase as well as myself in the front seat of my car. 

	That was the fifth job this week! 

	They loved my resume, said they needed my skills, were about to offer me the position, when the same thing happened! The fucking secretary came in, slipped them some kind of note, then they feigned that the position had just been filled. 

	I clicked my Bluetooth pissed, turned over the engine, then pulled out of the spot.

	“Hey, what the hell is going on? Is Francisco blacklisting me? That’s the fifth job in a week that was ready to offer me a position, when the secretary slipped them some bullshit note, and they ended with the position has been filled!” I cried, Mona gasped, then spoke.

	“I don’t think so. He’s a bitch, but even with you two going toe to toe most times; as far as being professional, he’s never said anything about you like that. I mean he bitches to Marc that you have this amazing set of ideas, but the follow thru is a bit weak.” She said, when I huffed up.

	“I hate him! I swear, but he knows his shit inside and out. Do you really think he would do that to me? He knows how much this means to me?” I fussed, when she exhaled deeply on the line. 

	“Here, let me check. It just doesn’t sound like him. We’ve been with him for years.” Mona said, and I could hear her typing. Mona suddenly gasped, then spoke. “Umm, did you get into it with Mr. Stone?” She asked, when I pulled a face.

	“No…not really. He asked me something that didn’t have shit to do with my job, I said no thank you, then politely left his office. That was pretty much it, and I haven’t been back since. I asked Marva not to send me back there.” I countered, not about to tell her what he did.

	“Shit, really? What did he ask you?” Mona countered nosily, and I laughed.

	“Basically, a date. You know I don’t shit where I eat.” I laughed, but she sighed, and my brows rose curiously as I stopped for the light, clicked my signal, then made a left onto the New York Turnpike.

	“And he didn’t seem pissed about it? Were you cool when you left, I know you Sam.” Mona asked.

	“I totally was, now what?” I sent back, when she exhaled loudly into the phone.

	“Well, it’s actually him that’s blacklisting you.” She said and I gaped.

	“What, why? I did my fucking job, left with dignity, and they raved over the set up!” I said, when she groaned.

	“There’s a notation here; wait just a sec. I’ll ask Marva.” She said and put me on hold. Two seconds later Marva came on.

	“Gurl, what the fuck did you do? He blacklisted you gurl, and I mean from everything!” She shrieked, and I could just imagine her coco face scrunched up.

	“I didn’t do anything! I swear! Does Marc know? And what the fuck! How is the client even able to do that?” I howled as I took the exit for Manhattan.

	“Clout, and money gurl! The Stones own most of that fucking one-horse town. I’m not sure what you did, but you betta handle it if you want to work again gurl. Marc isn’t due till next week, so you have a week to fix this, kiss Stone’s ass or something to make him take that off your record. Because as it stands, no one here will hire you out with it. And let’s just hope it’s only Connecticut. These fuckers have serious power over the entire East and West Coast.” Marva said, then passed the call back to Mona.

	Fuck!

	I hissed running my fingers through my hair. 

	Was he pissed because I turned down his fucking contract? What kind of fucking asshole would do something like this?

	“I’ll call you later.” I said, Mona said okay when she came on the line, then hung up. I got off the turnpike, drove two blocks, then got right back on it pissed.

	 


Mystic CT

	Asshole!
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	20-minutes…

	[image: Image] later as I pulled into their office parking lot, I was livid. 

	I stepped out the car, threw my hair over my shoulder, then decided to wind it up into a bun. I reached for my jacket, then said forget it. I was too pissed to look that dignified.

	 


You Did This!
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	As I…
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	rode the elevator up to his offices I grew angrier by the second. I jerked the double glass doors open, when several people popped their heads over their cubicles, while the rest just watched me march towards his office with avid fascination; but they were all a blur to me.

	“Is he in?” I spat, the secretary gaped at me, but I walked on shaking my head holding my hand up for her to miss me with that bullshit of him being in a meeting or some shit. He was on a call as I stormed into his office. “You… ass…hole!” I yelled at him, he had the fucking nerve to smirk, then waved his secretary off.

	“Let me ring you back in a couple, James.” He said, hung up the phone, then walked from behind his desk just like before and sat on the edge of it.

	“Humm, tis been a while since I’ve been addressed as such, most won’t dare it. But obviously you imagine I’ve done something to warrant it.” He smirked, and I wanted to punch that fucking smirk right off his face.

	“You know what you did, and it stops now! I don’t give a shit how much money and clout you have! Not one of them will hire me because of it!” I spat back, and this time his grin surfaced.

	“I have no notions as to what yer referring to.” He said shrugging, my eyes widened, when I marched right up to him. Because he was seated on the edge of his desk, it put him directly at my height, our noses basically touching as I ground out every word.

	“Are you this much of a fucking bastard, that you would do this to me since I won’t fuck you?” I hissed, his grin widened, when his lips crushed mine in a seriously body shattering kiss. So much so, that I couldn’t stifle the moan, or what shot through my body from it and him. 

	The entire room shook, I felt the power shoot from us, enter the room, pool, shoot back through us, when it spun into the entire building. He whimpered against my lips surprising me, then jerked me deeper into his arms, sat me on his desk, then deepened the kiss. I nearly screamed as he jerked my head back by my bun exposing my neck, bit me for a second time, and I would swear growled. 

	He brought his lips back to mine and I moaned once more.

	“Nate…” Someone began as they walked into his office, I shoved him backwards wide eyed, then rushed for the office double doors nearly sprinting out.

	“Sam! Wait!” He yelled, but I jerked the double doors opened, then actually sprinted to the elevators. They were taking too long, so I jerked the stairwell door open and ran down the stairs; praying the stilettos wouldn’t cause me to fall headfirst to my death, but I had to get out of there!

	I wasn’t sure what he did to me, but one; it wasn’t normal, and two; he fucked with that side of me that I’d been hiding practically all my life!
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