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      Phoebe

      

      “It’s weird they don’t have more than a campsite out there for me to stay closer. It would’ve been nice to check out the town a bit before I start.”

      “That’s because you secured a job in the middle of bum fuck nowhere. Besides, you’ve got two days to sleep—tonight we’re going to push through the tiredness and party like there’s no tomorrow.”

      “Easy for you to say, you don’t start for a week.”

      “Almost a week and a half, but that’s beside the point.”

      It was Remi’s idea for us to work abroad before we got too old and settled into the mundane of adult life. Not that either of us planned to settle down anytime soon, but she was scared of meeting the one, getting married, having kids, and living the life her mother settled for.

      I did point out that neither of us had been in a steady relationship for close to a year, but she wasn’t taking any chances, so I came along for the ride for not wanting to stay home for a year without her.

      The cab driver came to a holt—not where I thought we were staying. I thought for sure that we had a view of the bay. Her employer insisted on setting her up in one of their hotels, and made reference to the incredible view. I guessed he changed his mind.

      Too tired to argue, I slide out of the backseat after Remi and waited for the cab driver to offload our suitcases. It was amazing how little we were traveling with considering we’d be in the States for a year.

      “Does this seem like the right place to you?” I glanced around, still not convinced the mix up was Remi’s employers. Why would he spout about the spectacular view and then send us somewhere overlooking graffiti not worthy of the title street art.

      “Who even knows what it looks like.” Remi shrugged before grabbing her suitcase and dragging it over to the bellboy who met her halfway.

      “Welcome, ladies.” His smile was wide, and he genuinely looked pleased we were here—I guessed he was just relieved to have something to do. The hotel valet wasn’t so busy as I expected it’d be so late in the afternoon on a Friday.

      “Thank you.” Remi flashed her most charming smile. Tall and slim with bright blue eyes and thick black hair halfway down her back, she didn’t need to do much for men to be falling at her feet to help her. She played the perfect damsel when the situation called for it.

      “Can you tell me if we’re in the right place?” She held her phone out for him to see.”

      Within seconds she had her answer.

      “Sadly for us, no. This is our sister hotel, out by the Bay.” He pointed in the general direction I guessed was too far away to walk.

      I cringed without saying a word. Good luck getting a cab from here. On the outskirts of the city, I’m sure the place had its perks, but a cab rank wasn’t one of them.

      He glanced over his shoulder as another bellboy came out to join us.

      “Hold the fort, Max—cab run,” he said, and Max nodded. “If you’ll give me a moment, ladies.” He excused himself before jogging up the road to the busier one we’d turned off.

      Less than five minutes later he returned with a cab following in behind him.

      “Your chariot awaits.” He bowed and gestured toward the yellow vehicle that slowed to a stop. The driver was out and loading our suitcases into the trunk before our savior could catch his breath.

      I reached into my pocket and pulled out a twenty dollar note—the smallest change I had to give.

      He grinned and helped me into the car, giving the driver instructions before closing the door.

      “You do realize we’re going to broke before the weekend comes to an end if you keep handing out tips like you do, Bee.” Remi complained.

      “He all but ran a marathon and, no doubt, threw himself in front of a vehicle, just to secure us a ride.” A slight exaggeration, but it stopped her from complaining. “Besides, I start work on Monday, remember.”

      “How can I forget. Honestly, Bee, I don’t know why you agreed to being a nanny, the chaos is going to kill you. The nice quiet library job would’ve been better.”

      “How boring. Besides, little kids love me. It’ll be fine.”

      “You do realize you’re a live in and there isn’t a hotel nearby if you need to escape.”

      “Stop being a Debbie Downer. We only just got here. Be excited.”

      Remi didn’t function well on a lack sleep. A few drinks and she’d either fall asleep in the corner, or she’d find a second burst of life and be bouncing off the walls. For me, even though I wasn’t particularly tired, crawling into bed and sleeping until tomorrow night suited me fine—but there would be no convincing Remi despite neither of us sleeping on the flight over.

      I’d forgotten what it was like to travel long distances in economy class. Remi insisted with my short legs I’d be fine and could thank her later for the savings in my bank account. Sure, it was tolerable, but I wasn’t quiet at the grateful point just yet. Even she’d commented about the cramped quarters. Not that I was surprised. Where I was on the side of short, Remi was tall with legs for miles.

      “What does your guy do again?”

      “He’s an architect I think.”

      When I shared the news of our planned adventure with my parents, they insisted on helping with the job search. After copious hours of research, and them speaking with every couple they knew at the Country Club, they presented an agency to handle the employment side of things for me. So, instead of overthinking the position as I would normally do, I left the worrying up to them. Nannying for six year old twin girls sounded like an adventure. The opportunity to be out and about rather than cooped up at a desk all day. Basic details were all I bothered to commit to memory, and I’d let the rest play out as we went.

      “And his wife?” She pressed.

      I frowned. “Come to think of it, I don’t think they mentioned.” I shrugged. “Maybe she’s going back to work and doesn’t have a specific title as of yet.” What did it matter what her title was, it didn’t change their need for a nanny. “I don’t imagine the first six years of juggling the needs of twins would be easy, without help. Perhaps the poor woman isn’t going back to work. Maybe she needs a break.”

      “Or, maybe he’s single.” She wiggled her eyebrows to suggest what she was thinking.

      “Do you know how ridiculous you look doing that?” She didn’t, but anything to make her stop. “Besides, they would’ve told me if they were sending me to a small town in the middle of nowhere to stay with a single dad.”

      “I doubt it. But, think how much more exciting it would be if they did...especially if he’s hot.”

      “I’m not so lucky.” I laughed. At least she seemed to have snapped out of her negative mood. “And after Toby, I’m sworn off men.”

      “If you can call that lying cheat a man.” Remi shuddered. There was no love lost between the two of them.

      We’d been together for six months when I suspected he was cheating on me. I put it down to what was going on in my brother’s relationship, at the time—looking for reason not to trust Toby like my brother trusted his wife and lived to regret it. Three years later I found out my suspicions were right when my brother sent a photo he snapped of Toby locking lips with the colleague he swore meant nothing to him all those years before.

      “Let’s not think about Toby, or the fact that I start work on Monday. I’ve got two and a half days before they strap on the ball and chain—I want to make the most of my freedom while I still can.”

      “You don’t have to ask me twice. But you have to pinky swear that you’ll try to let loose and have a good time.” She held up her little finger for me to hook.

      “Here’s to making bad decisions for at least one night before you leave me for the wilderness.”

      Going out when I wanted to do anything but was good enough to fulfil the obligation that came with the pact, so I was safe not to break a promise.

      The Bay came into view, as did the Golden Gate. From out of a cloud, the structure looked to have no beginning—the cover too thick to make it out. But it stretched wide, the end fading into the hills on the far side.

      “Here we are, ladies.” The cab driver broke the silence as he came to a stop at the hotel that looked like the picture Remi showed me when we first confirmed our trip.

      With no doubt we were in the right spot this time. Remi fixed the bill and then we dragged our bags inside after she insisted we didn’t need assistance from the bell boys.

      I stood back and waited. Considering the hotel was her future place of business, it didn’t seem right for me to step in. Not that I would usually, anyway. I was happy to go with the flow where Remi was the one with control issues—unless she was busy planning the fun stuff for us to do.

      With a bit of luck, she would find a quiet bar close by. I wasn’t up for a long walk in the heels she’d insist I wore so she didn’t feel overdressed.

      I wasn’t so casual as sweats and sneakers in public, but I was quicker than most to pass the slinky dress and strappy stiletto phase. I had been more than a little tempted not to make room in my suitcase, but even my mom made a big deal about letting my hair down for once, and insisted I would need the break after wrangling children all week.

      Unlike hotel rooms in Australia, the space wasn’t much bigger than the bed we were going to share. Friends since the first day we started school, it wouldn’t be the first time we shared a bed, but even our bedrooms back home didn’t feel so small.

      With the choice between two dresses it didn’t take long for me to get ready. Red was too bright for my mood. The last thing I needed was to draw any unwanted attention, so I opted for black.

      Natural beach waves meant I didn’t have to get creative with my hair for it to look like I’d gone to some sort of effort. Honey blonde and halfway down my back, it wasn’t so sleek and stunning as Remi’s but nothing about me was. Smokey charcoal eyeshadow emphasised the green of my eyes, and was enough to fool anyone into believing I was enthusiastic to go out. The toned down nude lipstick told another story, but Remi didn’t question my choice.

      Dressed in white, she was the yang to my yin. Red lips and natural shading around her blue eyes, her look was effortless, but sexy as hell. Most women were intimidated by Remi’s looks, uncomfortable blending with the background whilst she shone like she was meant to be centerstage. I embraced the distraction she provided everywhere we went.

      “So, where are we headed?” I didn’t bother to look, knowing she’d have us covered.

      “Apparently, there’s a popular bar a few doors down. We can head there for a bit and see how we feel.”

      “Good plan.” With any luck the service would be slow enough for tiredness to kick in and we’d call it a night.

      The moment we walked into the bar, I knew we were in for a long night. Remi’s eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. The music was blaring, the dance floor pumping, and the overall vibe seemed good.

      Remi dragged me out on the dance floor as soon as we had a drink in hand. Almost as soon as we started to sway, we were joined by a couple of guys who were obviously keen to pick up.

      Moving in on the better looking of the two, Remi staked her claim early. Not that he was my type, nor did I intend on settling for his friend just because he was on the prowl—there was nothing more off putting than someone so eager despite there being no chemistry whatsoever.

      The service was quick, and after so many hours awake, it didn’t take much for the alcohol to go to my head.

      “I think I’m going to sit the next few songs out.” I announced when Remi and I came out of the bathroom and headed for the bar for another cocktail—espresso martini was the only thing keeping my eyes open.

      “We’ll have this one over at that table.” She pointed to a quieter area we passed on our way back from the ladies room. Not that I’d noticed the empty table over the party of three ridiculously good looking men crowding the table next to where were headed.

      Much older than our usual type, they stood out against a mostly younger crowd, but in a good way. I would much prefer to be sitting at their table for a quiet few drinks than on the dance floor with Mr dateless and desperate whose name I didn’t catch and hands I kept trying to avoid.

      Remi downed her drink too quickly, and headed back to the bar to get us another, despite insisting I didn’t want one, but knew she’d get me no matter what.

      I glanced over at the next table and locked eyes with the best looking man I’d ever seen in real life. As if his dark hair and blue eyes against tanned skin wasn’t perfect enough, the angle of his jaw sealed the deal. Tired as I was, there was nothing subtle about the way I was staring. Reflexes too slow, I couldn’t even deny it. The smile that teased the corners of his lips told me he noticed. Instead of shying away, I flashed what I hoped was a killer smile before turning my attention back to Remi who was making her way over to me with her leach and his parasite.

      “There you are.” He sidled up to me and I moved away, putting as much distance between us as I could manage. “Break’s over. Let’s get back out there.” He reached up and gripped the back of my neck as he leaned in close to my ear as he spoke.

      Shrugging him off, I shook my head. “I’m done for the night. You guys go, I’m fine here.”

      Remi was keen for more dancing, swirling her hips to the music, she didn’t bother to take a seat as she’d done before.

      “Come on then.” Her guy grabbed her hand and gave a gentle tug.

      Before complying, she checked in with me with a look I knew well.

      I waved to encourage her to go. It didn’t bother me she wanted to dance, so long as I didn’t have to.

      She grinned up at her guy and danced as she followed him back to the chaos.

      “Come on. Let’s dance.” His friend insisted and I shook my head again. The expression on his face was anything but pleased that I wasn’t jumping at the opportunity.

      “I’ve had enough—you go.” I encouraged.

      “And I said I want to dance.”

      “And I said go—dance, drink, do whatever.” I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. Who the hell did this guy think he was?

      “Drink your drink, and let’s go.” He reached up and gripped the back of my neck, again.

      “And I said no.” Not bothering to be so subtle as shrugging him off, I slapped his hand away.

      Instinctively he reached out and grasped my wrist.

      “What part of no don’t you understand,” a deep voice invaded the space between us. “Take your hands off her.” There was menace enough in his words without the threat that lingered on his tongue. The guy that caught me staring had a voice that complemented his look and did things to me I’d never experienced from just a few words.

      Letting go of my wrist, he took a few steps back and held his hands up in front of him as if admitting defeat before stalking off toward the dance floor. No doubt he would target his next victim before he elbowed his way through the congestion.

      “Thanks for that.” I turned to face my savior. Up close he was even more beautiful than before, and he smelled incredible of sandalwood and spice. His full lips were so close they almost begged for me to lean in and have a taste.

      I blinked away my stare and hoped he didn’t think me a creep for checking him out.

      “I’m surprised he didn’t take a hint when you were on the dance floor. You had a serious game of cat and mouse happening out there.”

      “You noticed that?” Butterflies erupted in my stomach knowing that he’d been watching me, even if it was so innocent as him finding amusement in the chase.

      “Clearly I was the only one—he had absolutely no clue.” He shook his head and laughed.

      The flurry of butterflies activated the clench to my core. The effect this guy had on me should be outlawed.

      “Bee.” Remi called across the table, dragging my attention away from the God who had me mesmerized.

      “I’m going to head back to the hotel—give me an hour or two head start, will you?”

      I groaned. “Are you serious?” All I wanted was to crawl into bed and sleep for the rest of the weekend and I would probably end up sleeping propped against the door in the hallway of the hotel whilst Remi continued her dance party in our bed.

      I shuddered. Perhaps the hallway wasn’t so bad as the sloppy wet patch they’d leave on the sheets.

      “Thanks, Bee. You’re the best.” She danced away before I could protest.
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      Phoebe

      

      “Something tells me you’re camping in the lobby tonight.” Blue Eyes didn’t have to know Remi to determine my fate.

      “And to think I was the one who didn’t want to come out tonight.”

      “Would you think it selfish of me if I said I was glad you did.”

      “I wouldn’t say selfish, but—actually, I’m too tired to think what I would call it, so ignore my but.”

      “With the way you were moving on the dance floor, I’m sorry, I can’t do that.” He winked, the smile that teased his lips cracked and he grinned. “I’m Aiden, by the way. And you’re Bee?”

      He raised his eyebrows as if he was curious what it could be short for, but when he didn’t ask I didn’t offer the information.

      I nodded. “Nice to meet you, Aiden.” I smiled, glad it was him who came to my rescue.

      “Likewise. You want another drink.” He nodded at my empty glass and I shrugged.

      “What about your friends?” I glanced over at the table they’d been sitting at only to find it occupied by a group of women.

      “They were leaving when that jackass put his hands on you—so looks as though I’m as big a loner as you.” He half smiled, and I couldn’t decide if the lopsided gesture was more appealing than his full blown grin. “You want the same.” He glanced at my glass, and still he didn’t miss my hesitation.

      A stranger buying me a drink without me being there to ensure it remained drug free wasn’t something I was comfortable with, no matter how nice he seemed.

      “I’ve got a better idea.” he reached into his pocket, pulled out his wallet, retrieved a single bill and handed it to me.

      “Not that I’ve ever had to drug a woman before to make her spend time with me, you don’t know that. How about you get us both what you’re drinking, and I’ll save the table.”

      There was something to be said about an older guy, well, this one at least. He was far more in tune with my thoughts than I would openly admit.

      “Sorry, I wasn’t implying you would do that.”

      “Nothing to apologize for. I’m actually impressed. Even intoxicated you use your brain.” He nodded his head as if I’d ticked a box off his list.

      “Two dirty martinis coming up,” I announced before heading to the bar.

      One drink turned into two. Then three. We didn’t dance. We just talked—close enough to touch, his knee brushing mine, his voice dark and steady, his eyes impossible to look away from. He asked questions like he wanted to know more, but I kept it vague. Light. Safe.

      He didn’t need to know I was about to become a nanny to two little girls in some billionaire’s mansion overlooking a lake.

      Not tonight.

      Tonight, I didn’t want to be sensible. I didn’t want to be safe. I wanted to forget.

      I didn’t plan to go home with him—nothing about my night had been planned. But from the moment Aiden looked at me across the bar, I hoped the night wouldn’t end the way I thought it would. So, when he asked if I wanted to come back to his place, I didn’t hesitate. I just texted Remi Don’t wait up, dropped my phone in my purse, and followed him outside.

      His penthouse was exactly what I’d imagined. Polished, expensive, masculine. Like him. But I barely saw any of it before his mouth was on mine—hot, hungry, a little reckless—and my back hit the front door with a thud that vibrated through me.

      His hands were everywhere, rough palms skating beneath my dress, fingertips dragging along the bare skin of my thighs as he pressed his hips against mine.

      “You’re dangerous,” I breathed against his mouth.

      He laughed, low and wicked, as he tugged the zipper of my dress down. “So are you, Bee.”

      My breath caught. I hadn’t corrected him when Remi called me that. I didn’t now. There was no reason to give him more than I already had.

      The dress slipped off my shoulders and hit the floor. I stepped out of it and stood there in my black lace underwear, flushed and breathless, under the glow of the city lights filtering through the glass windows.

      His eyes swept over me, slow and greedy, and when they locked with mine again, something in him snapped.

      He picked me up like I weighed nothing, my legs wrapping around his waist, and carried me to the nearest surface—the kitchen island, cool granite meeting the heat of my skin.

      His mouth found the curve of my neck as his hands palmed my breasts through the lace, thumbs circling until I gasped.

      “Tell me to stop,” he murmured, his voice rough as sin.

      “I don’t want you to,” I whispered.

      He peeled the lace from my body, slow and reverent, like unwrapping something he intended to ruin. And then his mouth was on me—tongue, teeth, lips—everywhere at once. I arched into him, fingers digging into his shoulders, chasing every wicked stroke of his tongue with a sound I couldn’t contain.

      He dropped to his knees like a man worshipping, hands pinning my thighs wide as he devoured me on the island. He didn't stop when I started to tremble. He didn't stop when I came undone, gasping his name, clutching at the edge of the counter like it was the only thing anchoring me to this planet.

      He stood, lips glistening, gaze dark and wild as he pulled me up to sit and lifted me down from the granite top.

      “I need to be inside of you,” he growled. “I bet you feel as good as you taste.

      I was already working the buttons of his shirt loose before I freed him from his jeans. Catching his length in my hand, I stroked hard in hope he took a hint and didn’t hold back fucking me.

      Aiden was too good to be true. There wasn’t any room for emotion in what was supposed to be one night of wild sex. The last thing I needed was reason to continue wanting him after the sun came up.

      “Take what you need.” I leaned in and took his lower lip between my teeth and bit down. Not hard enough to pierce the skin, but enough for him to know I didn’t play gentle.

      Rough hands gripped my hips and turned me around to face the island he had stretched me out on. Pushing me forward, the stone wasn’t so cold as it was when my back came into contact with it. He gripped a handful of my hair, holding me in place, as he lined himself up behind me. I sucked in a breath, knowing he wasn’t going to be gentle, as he pushed inside me—fast, thick, stretching me until I burned.

      I pushed back into him even though I was already fuller than I’d ever experience. The bliss of the intrusion was intense, and I moaned as he ground deeper inside of me, hitting the spot that bordered somewhere between pleasure and pain.

      Every thrust was rougher than the last, the hand in my hair stopped me sliding forward, the other gripping my hip like he was holding himself together by a thread.

      “You feel… fuck… you feel so good,” he panted. “Too good.”

      “Don’t stop,” I begged, voice breaking.

      The sound he released was primal. Low. Guttural. Enough to entice the orgasm from me. What started as a gentle hum was quick to become a steady vibration.

      I arched my back slightly, offering him more.

      Releasing my hair, he dropped his hand to my other hip and gripped tight, slamming into me harder and faster than before, until I was panting.

      “Fuck. Me.” I groaned, as my legs began to turn to jelly, and I was grateful for the bench that was holding me up.

      “Fuck. Bee.” Was his response as I shattered around him, and he too found his release.

      Aiden showed no mercy. Not when he took me again in the hallway. Not when he carried me to his bed and pinned my wrists above my head. Not when he kissed me softer, slower, as the night bled into something deeper.

      We lost ourselves in each other, over and over, tangled in heat and breath and skin.

      And when it was over, when we collapsed side by side, slick with sweat, hearts pounding, his fingers still laced through mine… I knew, I wasn’t walking away from this night untouched. But still, I’d walk away.

      Just after dawn, when his breathing slowed and he finally slept, I slipped out of his bed. I pulled my dress back on, heels in hand, my heart hammering for reasons I didn’t want to examine.

      He looked peaceful there. Beautiful in a way that made my chest ache.

      Aiden was everything I’d love to wake up to in the morning and, at the same time, everything I wanted to avoid.

      There was no denying he was hot—that part I could hand, it was the loaded aspect I’d never get used to. The kind of wealth that wrapped around him like a second skin. My parents owned that air about them, but it wasn’t who I was.

      It wasn’t that I had anything against rich people. I just didn’t belong in their world. I couldn’t afford their lifestyle, so avoiding it was easier. Safer.

      From the moment I saw him in the bar, got close enough to breath him in, I warned myself to run, but I ignored the red flag and let myself indulge. A few too many drinks was all it took to silence the voice in the back of my mind that whispered I wasn’t good enough, that I’d never measure up. By the time I was in his apartment it was easier to ignore, I gave myself over to the heat of his body and the ache of his mouth on mine. I let go of everything, and I didn’t regret it for a moment.
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      Aiden

      

      Waiting on the front steps for the car to come to a stop with Ari and Zara, it wasn’t so much that I was keen to meet the new nanny the agency had sent over from Australia as I was to get the awkward first meet over and done with. Dishing out orders and bringing her up to speed with the day to day requirements was a tedious task I’d had to do on more than a few occasions.

      It wasn’t that the girls were badly behaved, they weren’t—at least, not all of the time. It was more of personality clash than anything, or else unwanted advancements to progress from nanny to mummy—even worse to deal with than the personality clashes.

      Even through tinted windows, sitting in the backseat, head turned away from where I stood, I recognized her. It was kind of impossible not to. Her memory was imprinted on the backs of my eyelids so clear even a blink wasn’t too quick for me to be back in the moment. God knows I’d wrapped that thick wavy hair around my hand and rode her hard from behind on more than a few occasions.

      Just my fucking luck. I held in the groan and forced my expression to remain neutral.

      As soon as she saw me, recognition flashed across her expression. She wasn’t so practiced at a poker face, and I could feel her discomfort from where I stood
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redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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