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Dear Readers, 
Welcome back to the Damion and Alana story. I know many of you read the fun freebie I did for Scorned Queen, but since some of you did not and since it’s not available anymore, I’ve included it as part one in this book. This allows those who have read it to reread or skip to part two which begins at chapter fourteen. It also allows the entire novel to be in one print book—which is available now! 
My regular readers know I always like to do a quick recap of the story and how we got to this point, so here we go…
What if you met the love of your life when you were in diapers? Would that make all your dreams come true? When, at only two years old, Alana Blue proclaimed Damion her future husband, she was in love. That love never went away, but young love is delicate and volatile, and Alana somehow had the maturity to see friendship as what mattered. Maybe she was right, maybe she was not, but Damion became her best friend. And despite all the chemistry between them, they stayed just that—friends.
Until the day Damion was to leave for college and decided to kiss her as his goodbye. Only he still had a girlfriend. Alana only kissed him back because she thought they’d broken up. They parted ways as best friends turned enemies, but they were destined to see each other again at Yale. 
Somehow though, it was years before they ran into each other, one night at a party. The result was combustible. They ended up in a bedroom, ready to have sex, but then some girl burst into the room looking for Damion, and Alana thought he’d cheated with her on a girlfriend again. Later she’d find out that was not true, but much later. 
Flash forward to near graduation time, and Alana is invited to an elite event for the future leaders of New York City. Damion is also invited. She is a mess when she sees him, and when the evening is over, she flees. Damion finds her, and the heat between them is instant. He tells her she was wrong to think he was cheating on the woman who’d shown up when they were at the party. She’d been trying to get with him, and he had eyes for no one but Alana. 
Alana goes home with Damion.
In the process, Damion overhears things between Alana and her family via phone calls, and he finds out Alana’s father is in gambling debt to the wrong people. The next morning, Damion is gone without saying goodbye, but he’s left Alana a note. He’s leaving for Europe to run a division of the family business. He’s also paid off her father’s debt.
Alana then feels like a whore, as if Damion paid for her services. Angry and embarrassed, she rushes to his office and confronts him before he leaves. They part ways on bad terms. Now Damion is gone, and Alana knows it’s time to move on with her life, and forget her childhood fantasy of the two of them ending up together.
At this point, Alana has been accepted into Yale and she has her sights on law school. She feels her family needs to diversify their real estate business, and a law degree can help that happen. But then her father slithers his way into more gambling trouble, and she’s forced to leave school and help sell the family out of debt. Nothing has gone as she’d planned, not in love nor business.
But then Alana shows a property to a big-time Hollywood person, and suddenly she is being offered her own TV show. This might seem like a dream to many, but she really doesn’t want to take it. She isn’t a spotlight kind of girl, but her family pressures her to accept the offer. After all, her father is still gambling. Money matters, for all the wrong reasons. Alana caves and takes the offer. Now she’s a star, quite literally, as her show is an instant hit.
Then, one night, the studio sends a car for her and a driver transports her to meet a studio head. 
Shockingly, it’s Damion. 
He’s the man behind her show.
She’s upset but he reminds her she owes him a favor, which only makes her all the angrier, but he’s also right. He loaned her family money. He needs a fake fiancée to seal a business deal. 
Alana agrees to help Damion, but she still loves him, and it’s a struggle to have him touching her and the intimacy between them is as real as it gets. Confessions are made, and she learns he always wanted her, but her friendship rule held him back from pursuing her. He also explains his need to stop his father’s brutal business practices and his plan to take over the company. 
Alana is all in to help him, even knowing he will break her heart.
There are many revelations that follow, including the way his father is trying to take over her family business because he feels Alana is bad for Damion. He’s always been between her and Damion, and it’s clear Damion wanted to keep her out of his father’s sights, but that just didn’t happen. So much so, that it comes to light his father is sleeping with her mother as “payment” for money her father borrowed from Damion’s father. 
Near the end of the book, Damion gives Alana a ring to make their “fake” engagement look real. This ring is not just any ring, either. It’s made of a stone Alana has always loved. Damion confesses that five years ago, he was ready to come back to the States and propose to her. He went so far as to pick out a ring. But he talked himself out of it for a good reason, at least in his mind. He’s done things he’s not proud of. He’s not good for her, and yet he confusingly turns around in the next breath and asks her to move in with him. 
Alana’s confused and out of sorts, but they head to dinner to meet the CEO this engagement is all about. They are close to sealing a deal with her that helps Damion take over the company when his father shows up, assuring Damion his plan has failed.
And now we begin Scorned Queen…
Part one begins at exactly the next moment after the end of Protégé King. 
Lisa






  
  Part One









  
  Chapter one
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Damion


My father and I stare at each other, and the silent battle we wage on each other is no less fierce than two boxers in the final round of a championship match. Because that’s what this is, but the battle is not for a belt, but rather controlling interest of Mary Morrison’s company.  
My father thinks showing up at the table where Alana and I are wining and dining Mary to win her trust, will destroy my plan to save her company rather than gut it and sell it off, like he would dictate it to the board. It will not. The board is on my side, ready to go from sharks who gut businesses to a company that develops success and takes a piece of the profit for helping it happen in a long-term fashion that ultimately means more profit. 
He’s a raider, pure and simple, a “man” who makes money by destroying people’s dreams and hard work. The worst of it is that I almost let him turn me into his mini me, but no more. I’m not like him. I will not operate on his terms. Never again. “You’re not invited, father,” I say. “Leave.”
“Did you really think members of the board wouldn’t tell me you planned to out me?” he asks, all cool and calm, a hint of amusement in his voice. “Did you really think what they said to your face is what they meant? I thought I taught you better.”
The problem for him, I think, is they didn’t just say it, they signed off on it. I glance at Mary. “Nothing has changed.”
“And yet, it has,” she says, shoving her chair back from the table and standing, her long gray hair draping her shoulders. “We’re done here.” Mary rotates and starts walking.
Alana is already on her feet, tracking Mary with rapid steps, as they both head in the direction of the door. “She can’t save Mary for you,” my father states, drawing my sharp gaze to his as he adds, “but you can save, Alana.”
A chill as icy as an artic breeze slides down my spine at the obvious threat, and I go stiff, doing so because I know things my father has done. Bad things, horrible things, you don’t come back from, and he doesn’t care. 
The fact that my father is sitting here, at this table is meant to panic her and check me. I’m beyond being checked. I’m beyond being caged. Mary is another story. She took his bait, and she ran with it, ready to drown in the muddy waters of his bullshit.
My father thinks he’s won, but he hasn’t.
Now it’s my turn to be amused. I smirk and meet his stare. “Who’s going to save you, father?” I ask.
“I thought I already made that clear. The board. You don’t own them.” He leans in closer. “I do. And you’d be smart not to forget that.” He pushes to his feet and walks toward the door. 
I don’t move. That’s what he wants. A reaction. 
We both know he’s walking toward the door where Alana could end up his target, but despite everything inside me that makes me want to place myself between him and her, it would be a mistake. If I allow him to see her as a delicate creature that I’ll protect with a proverbial shield and sword, my father will see blood. 
Alana’s blood.
And this, right here, this night and the target it’s put on Alana’s back, is why I stayed away from her, but that ship has sailed. She’s mine. And she’s strong enough to stand beside me against my father and my enemies. But she needs to believe that herself. That means she needs to know I believe in her. 
I force myself to count to twenty and then I flag the waiter and hand him my credit card. I’m cool on the outside, but inside I’m pure fury ready to be unleashed. And if my father steps wrong where Alana is concerned, I’ll show him that the cold, ruthless part of me he created isn’t dead. It’s just waiting on him.






  
  Chapter two
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Alana


My heart flutters as I race after Mary, desperate to reassure her that Damion is on her side and that he’s legitimately eager to aid her quest to save Morrison Enterprises. Adrenaline is not my friend, as my knees wobble a bit, and I worry as much about what is happening between Damion and his father as I do about what’s before me with Mary. I don’t know what is in the past between them fully, but I remember the way he manipulated and controlled Damion in his youth. I know even if it’s been glossed over by Damion, that he became something he isn’t proud of, followed in his father’s footsteps, and became a version of a man he never wanted to know as himself.  
I exit the front door of the restaurant to find Mary standing to my right, her back to me, while she runs fretful fingers through her long, gray hair. 
“Mary!” I call out, and rush toward her. 
She whirls around, her face etched with shadows, her eyes bloodshot, in a way that tells me the brilliant, tough-as-nails CEO is on the verge of tears. And why wouldn’t she be? Damion’s father means to rip all her hard work apart and destroy her baby. I’ve closed the space between us only to have her hold up her hands in a move that reads both protective and defensive. “I have nothing to say to you.”
“I swear to you, Damion intends to do right by you. He has the board. This is a manipulation tactic by his father and nothing more. He only wins if we let him win.”
“I know Erick, and he’s not here to intimidate. He’s here to gloat. And the reality here—which I’d like to think you’re too naïve to see—is that Damion is his father’s son. By luring me into his big plans to save my company, he made me look away. I have no back-up plan.”
I reject her point of view as emotional and incorrect. “None of what you just said is true and, on some level, I know you know that. I swear to you—”
“You already said that, Alana. Stop and open your eyes. Damion has a track record of being as cold as his father. Don’t marry that man.”
“He’s not his father,” I say without hesitation. “Did he head down that path? Yes. Does he regret it? Yes. I grew up with him. I know him at his core.”
“Then why weren’t you together until now?”
“Aside from our age?” I ask, but don’t wait for an answer. “I forced the friendship thing down Damion’s throat. I was so afraid of losing my best friend that I wasn’t willing to risk it by dating. He’s a good man, and I promise you he’s as upset right now as you are. He’ll win. His father will not.”
“Are you so sure about that?”
At the sound of Damion’s father’s voice behind me, I go cold, and my eyes meet Mary’s, hers filled with warning and a promise: I’m out of my league. He’s brutal. I’ll get cut and bleed out if I dare stand against him. All of which I reject as surely as I did her assessment of Damion. I don’t even think about backing down. “I am,” I say, rotating to face him, my chin held high. “And so are you, or you wouldn’t be here tonight.”
He stuns me then by closing the space between us. We’re suddenly toe to toe, his garlic-scented breath fanning my face when he says, “You were always beneath him. That hasn’t changed. You were convenient. A fake fiancée to win over the board. They are not impressed any more than I ever was. You’re over your head and beneath his stature. Go away, little girl, before you get hurt.” With that, he offers me his back and starts walking. 
I suck in a breath, and there are pins in my chest, hundreds of pins, pricking my heart, and I am bleeding on the inside in ways only Damion can make me bleed. Only it’s not Damion, I tell myself. This is his father who hates him, who is trying to hurt him through me, and I cannot let him win.
Mary’s hand comes down on my arm and I draw in a calming breath before turning, my eyes meeting hers. “He’s not like that man. Do you understand? He is not like him.” 
She studies me with an intense inspection and says softly, “If you still say that after what his father just said to you, I believe you mean those words.”
“But you don’t believe they’re true, do you?”
“Alana.”
Damion’s voice hums through me, a song in the middle of the scream that is my emotions right now, a salve that soothes the wounds his father has created. I turn to face him, and in an instant, he’s in front of me, his hand cupping my face, dark eyes searching my eyes. “What did he say to you?”
I swallow hard. “It doesn’t matter. He doesn’t matter.”
Mary steps into view, beside us both. “He told her she’s dirt on your shoe, and you’ll never marry her. Do right by us both, Damion, or I swear to you I’ll finish this life with you under my shoe.” 
Damion’s broad chest rises, stretching the fine silk of his shirt before he replies to what she’s said, but he speaks to me instead. “You are everything to me, Alana, even if you don’t know it yet, but I swear to you, if it’s the last thing I do, you will.” And then he ignores the public place and Mary watching, leaning in, his mouth on my mouth, as he kisses me, a deep, seductive slide of his tongue. He tastes like whiskey and forever, but then hasn’t he always? At least the forever part?
When his mouth parts mine, I’m breathless, my mind drugged by his kiss, but he’s still fully on point, his gaze lifting to Mary’s. “I’ll do right by you. Because doing right by you is doing right by her.”
“I hope you do,” she says. 
It’s right then that her car arrives. She gives me a tiny nod and then walks to the driver’s side and climbs inside. A moment later, she is gone, and Damion catches the fingers of one of my hands in his. “Let’s go home.”
Home. 
That word choice twists me in knots and pulls tight. He asked me to move in with him, but he also told me the ring on my finger is as fake as his father declared the idea of us marrying. Damion says it’s because he’s not good enough for me. Then why is he good enough for me to live with? 
He tugs me to him, his hand settling low and possessive on my back. “Whatever you’re thinking, stop. It’s wrong.”
I wet my dry lips and nod, but I can’t find words.
He kisses my fingers and says, “I’ll make you understand.”
I nod again, though I don’t know what he’s referencing. 
Make me understand why he can’t marry me?
Make me understand why that doesn’t matter?
I don’t know if either is possible, but not only do I love him, right now, he needs me. And I need him. 






  
  Chapter three
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Damion flags the doorman as he drapes his arm over my shoulders, and pulls me close, his big powerful body warm and strong against mine as we wait for his car. Tonight he’s driving a silver Porsche Boxster worth two hundred thousand easily. I can’t say the vehicle didn’t impress me when he’d unveiled it tonight, because it did, it does, but that level of luxury where Damion is concerned, doesn’t surprise me. He’s always had money, lots of it, and he’s never hesitated to lean into the style and prestige that comes with it. And by his own admission, no matter how vague, he also leaned into the methods his father utilizes to create that wealth. I’ve heard the stories about his father, the brutal, unethical corporate raider but growing up, he was just Damion’s arrogant, grumpy father. I don’t like to think about Damion being another version of him, but I do believe him when he says he wants to be a better man. But even with his confession and proclamation, in my mind, it’s hard not to think about how I’ve felt used by Damion at times in our lives, especially after his father came at me like he did.  
I’ve loved him since we were kids, but I’ve long ago taken off the rose-colored glasses where life, and he, exists.
I’ve learned that love is a complicated thing. It can both make us whole and shred us, and I fear with Damion, that’s the least of my worries. I believe—I know—he has the power to carve out my heart and leave me incapable of anything resembling a normal human being. He could easily break me, and I’m not sure I have the same power over him, and that’s a problem. A relationship has to be halves, two parts of one whole, and yet equal in who we are and what we are apart and together. 
My show might erase my perceived deficiency in career and finances but Damion is why it even materialized. But on the other hand, he gave me an opportunity without guaranteed success. I’m the one who turned it into skyrocketing ratings. 
Damion pulls me around in front of him. “I can hear you thinking.”
“I’m not surprised. You know me better than anyone on this Earth.”
“Then remember the same applies to you with me.”
“That’s why you picked me for your fake fiancée, right?”
His expression turns stormy. “You know we aren’t fake.”
“Just the ring?”
“Alana—”
It’s right then that the car is pulled up beside us. “We’ll talk at your apartment,” I say, and someone shoots a photo of me, and I have a piece of paper shoved at me. 
“Can I get an autograph, Alana?”
I swallow hard and plant a smile on my lips before greeting the thirty-something woman and scribbling my name on what is actually a napkin, not a piece of paper. A full minute later, I’m warmed by her love of my show, and when she departs, Damion guides me to the car and opens the door. I quickly fold myself into the vehicle, the warm leather enveloping me; much like my love for Damion does every moment I’m with him, but that doesn’t make our ride one without turbulence and pain. The truth is, his father’s comments were poorly timed, just after the whole ring fiasco. It’s real and fake at the same time, which perfectly personifies us.
The entire exchange had cut deep while his father’s insults ground in the open wound. 
When I would expect the door to shut, Damion kneels beside me, his expression earnest, his eyes troubled as they search my face. There are flutters in my belly with the intensity of his attention. “I’m okay,” I whisper as if he’s asked a question.
He catches my hand in his and murmurs something I cannot understand, and I’m not sure I’m even meant to understand before he whispers, “Alana,” and presses his lips to my knuckles. “I don’t believe you, but I’m going to fix it. And us.” 
And then he’s gone, pushing to his feet, and shutting me inside the warm vehicle.
I’m still reeling from whatever that just was, when he climbs inside the driver’s side, claiming the captain’s seat, so to speak, the earthy scent of him consuming me. They say scent is part of what draws us to another human being. It’s a primal thing, beyond our understanding. I can believe that to be true between Damion and me. I’m drawn to him as a man in ways I am not to other men equally good-looking and successful. I have always been drawn to him. I’m not even certain when attraction and friendship became love. Probably very young, and while I didn’t understand my feelings back then, I appreciate them more with a little life under my belt. I’ve learned that a real connection is hard to find.
Damion and I have one. 
It’s simply failed to lead to a happily ever after between us. 
I’m not sure it ever will, and maybe on some deep, instinctual level, I knew it never would, and that’s why I insisted so intently on maintaining our friendship. But we’ve gone beyond that now, and there’s no turning back.






  
  Chapter four
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I blink and we are on the road, the dark night enveloping us, the passing streetlights flickering through the shadows, tracing the handsome lines of Damion’s face. I stare at him, transfixed by his male beauty, and I don’t know how one person can cast a spell on another that seems to last an eternity, but isn’t that in some ways the definition of happily ever after? 
The music permeates my thoughts, an instrumental that needs no words to seduce the listener. “Come Get Her” by Andrew Savoia, has been all over the charts as of late, and I tell myself Damion has done just that. He’s come for me. He sought me out. He made my show happen. My finger caresses the engagement ring, and I’m transported back to a day years before.
I’d been seventeen, and obviously Damion not much older, and he’d been forced to attend a wedding at one of his parents’ Hampton estates. He’d dreaded the event and begged me to go with him, claiming I’d make it bearable. We’d done that a lot for each other through our teens, always acting as each other’s support source. 
I shut my eyes and sink deeper into the memory, one not so unlike tonight in many ways.
Damion and I stand next to an ice sculpture, under some outdoor covering overlooking the ocean, the salty taste in my mouth well doused as I eat icing off his plate. “How do you eat all that sugar?” he asks.
“How do you not?” I point my fork at him. “That’s the real question.”
An announcement sounds, and we’re all told to claim a seat, for some special dessert. Yes, we had cake before dessert. It’s a little weird, but I often don’t understand the logic of rich people. 
Damion grabs both our plates and sets them on a tray before he catches my hand, leading me toward a table. My palm tingles with the connection. Okay, my entire body tingles with the connection. I know he doesn’t think twice about holding my hand—we’re best friends—but the girl in me struggles with all the feels it gives me. 
Fortunately, the table he’s chosen is empty, and we tilt our heads close as I ask, “Who’s the bride again?”
“The daughter of one of the board members. She’s ten years older than me. I really don’t know her.”
It’s right then that a group of Damion’s business club friends sit down, which surprises me because why are they here? Damion reads my mind, leaning in close to whisper, “Alexander’s father works with my father. He’s dating Christi, the girl with him, and they each brought friends.”
I nod, but there’s this energy at the table that is electric in all the wrong ways. There are eyes on me and whispers that feel as if they chant my name. Damion exchanges a few words with Alexander, and soon we have some sort of chocolate bonbons on a plate placed in front of us. Damion eyes me. “I know you love this.”
I grin. “What makes you think that?”
“Which one first?”
It’s a game we play, tasting new things at the same time. “The round one.” We reach for them together and take a bite. Damion immediately makes a face. 
“That is not good,” he says. 
I laugh and finish the entire thing. “I disagree.” But even as I do, there’s this weird tingling sensation on my nape that has me glancing up to find Alexander staring at me.
I swallow hard, with the intensity of his attention. 
“You’re that real estate agent family, right?”
I fight the urge to pop back and remind him one person is not a family, but I never get the chance. His head snaps to Damion and he says, “Man, what is she doing here?”
My cheeks heat, and I feel as if quicksand is all around me, and my chair might as well be sinking into the deep, dark, muddy water. Damion’s fingers curl in his palms a moment, and I can almost feel him battling his anger, which is only going to make this worse. I grab his leg and squeeze, whispering, “Please don’t.”
But there is no “don’t” to be had. Damion scoots his plate aside and says, “Leave my table, Alexander, and do not even think about sitting with me again.
Alexander pales. “What?”
“You heard me,” Damion bites out. “Leave now.”
“I meant no harm, Damion.”
“And yet, you caused it,” he says. 
The two of them stare at each other for several beats and then to my utter shock, Alexander motions to his girlfriend and the lot of them stand and leave. It’s then that I realize how much power Damion possesses. I mean I knew, I did, but I’ve never seen it on display, not like this. I’m mortified at what has just happened, and I try to stand up. 
Damion catches my hand, and when my eyes meet his, the punch between us is created by years of friendship, and something more, something that is as confusing as it is painful. “I need to go to the bathroom.”
“Don’t go.”
“I just—” I swallow, “I need a minute.”
He fills his lungs with a heavy breath, his broad, perfect chest expanding beneath his crisp, white shirt. I’m wearing a pink dress he’d called sweet. He’s in a suit I’d called brutal. Somehow, that now fits but is also unfair. He’s just protecting me, I know he is. I know that’s his intent. 
“Damion,” I whisper, a plea for him to release me. 
A heavy breath lifts his chest, and he runs the fingers of his free hand through his thick, dark hair before he releases me. I’m cold in an instant, which only sends me rushing toward the house all the faster. There are bathrooms there, and while they are probably for the elites, not people like me, I pray for a moment of privacy. I tilt my chin low, and hurry though what must be a crowd of three hundred. Once I’m inside the house, which is a monstrous white mansion that would fit five of my houses, I hurry up the stairs to an area where a map indicated a powder room.
Thankfully, at the top of the landing the door is open, and I step inside. 
“Alana!”
At the sound of Damion’s voice, I step back into the hallway. 
“Don’t do this,” he says, joining me, all but touching me again. “Don’t hide away and act as if you don’t belong. You’ll get into an ivy league school because of your brains. He’ll get in because of his parents’ money. That makes you better than him.”
“I don’t want to be better than him, Damion,” I proclaim. “I just want to be the best me, and to not be looked down on. And I know you were trying to protect me, but I’m embarrassed about all of it. I don’t want to be here like this.”
“Like what?”
“Like decoration.”
“It’s not like that,” he says tightly, but we both know it is, proven by the way his hand drags through his hair once again before both his hands land on his waist. “Fuck this party. Let’s go down to the beach and pick up those seashells you love.” He motions to the bathroom. “Go pee. You always have to pee. Then we’re getting out of here.”
I blink back to the present, streetlights, flickering past my window. And we had, I think. We’d gotten out of there. We’d gone to the beach and laughed over bon bons and two desserts, and the world had been right again. But deep down, we’d both known we were from two different worlds, and one day our roads would lead us two different directions. Maybe that’s why we never kissed until the day he left for college. It was easier to say goodbye that way. 
I glance over at him, his strong profile in the thick darkness of the vehicle as he navigates toward his apartment. He wants me to move in with him, but how do I do that when there is still a divide? He’ll live with me but not marry me. It reads like me getting hurt again. And I’m just not sure I’m built sturdy enough to do that again, not with Damion.






  
  Chapter five
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I blink again and we are already pulling up to Damion’s apartment.  Our apartment, if Damion has his way. But is his way my way? Not the way things are now. Not yet. I’m confused by what is happening between us. And I’m afraid of losing me in this process of finding out, and me having a solid handle on my own identity and goals has always been what saved me from brutal heartache where Damion’s concerned. Not that my identity has become what I’d strived for it to be, but I’m pretty darn grateful for where I’ve landed. I’ve come to a point where I’m not giving Damion the credit for my show as I was when I first found out he’d opened that door for me. I mean, in business, connections matter. I learned that way back in college when I was already mixing and mingling with the rich and famous, as they judged me worthy or not worthy of a future proverbial crown. Damion opened the door for me, yes, but I’ve done the camera work. I’ve made the show mine and I’m proud of what I’ve created. I’ve also held my family together most of my adult life. That took sacrifice and courage. 
I glance over at Damion to find him staring at me. “What are you thinking?” he asks. 
His eyes are filled with concern, and my heart squeezes at the uncertainty I read in him. I am probably, almost definitely the only person on this Earth he allows himself to be vulnerable with, because uncertainty is vulnerability, or so they taught me at Yale. And so his father taught him his entire life. But the issue here isn’t how easy it is for him to be vulnerable with me.
It’s how that becomes uncertainty. 
And he is uncertain about me. That’s why the ring isn’t real, and he wants me to move in with him, not marry him. Maybe on some level he really does know our two worlds were never meant to be one. And yet, somehow, they have never been more interlinked and far apart than they are right this minute. 
Damion will never intentionally hurt me. He just can’t help himself.
The door opens beside me, and when I would escape and avoid his question I’m not quite ready to answer, Damion catches my arm and pulls me around to him. His fingers press against my arm, and even through my jacket, the heat of his touch sizzles up my arm and across my chest. “What are you thinking?” he presses.
I’m drowning in the intensity of his dark eyes, swimming in a pool of lust and love that will soon be the end of me. I feel it in every part of me, but I also feel him. I feel him in every possible way, inside and out. “That you’re going to shred my heart before this is over, and I’m still going upstairs with you.”
“I would never—”
“And yet, you always do.”
“Alana,” he breathes out, his voice as rough as sandpaper and yet it’s still silk on my nerve endings. Everything about him is sandpaper and silk. I believe that’s part of what makes him so ridiculously dangerous.
“Take me upstairs,” I whisper. 
A tormented look flashes in his eyes. “This conversation isn’t over.”
I nod because agreement is the only way he’ll release me, of this I’m certain. He studies me another beat, seeming to weigh my headspace, surely not about to pass his inspection. And yet, almost accepting of this fact, he reluctantly releases me. We both know we won’t talk when we get upstairs. We’ll fuck like rabbits and fall asleep. And that’s probably for the best. Morning light always brings clarity an emotional night does not. I think we can both use a good dose of sex and morning light clarity. 






  
  Chapter six
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I exit the car, and I swear Damion is there before it’s physically possible, an impatience in the way he palms a large bill to the bellman. I might not have been sleeping with Damion for a very long time, but I know him like I know my own smell. He needs an outlet. He needs to be inside me. And after what his father said to me, as far as I’m concerned, that’s such a better way to cope with this night, than conversation.  
I don’t want to think about what transpired with his father. I sure as heck don’t want to talk about it. I just want to get lost in Damion, and some part of me is aware I won’t have him for long. A big part of me believes I won’t and believes he feels the same of me. How can he not? Can we not? We’re always two steps from losing each other, but we have always found our way back together. 
But then we’d never crossed that line and slept together, either. 
Damion catches me to him, his arm sliding around my lower back, palm settling on my opposite hip, his hard, warm, big body aligned to mine. There’s an intimacy to the way he holds me; sensual, possessive. I’ve never known him to be someone who is about public displays of affection, but tonight he kissed me in front of Mary, and now he’s all but telling the entire building we’re about to have sex. And me—little, always conservative me—doesn’t even care. I’m drugged by his touch, my mind muddled up by the awareness working its way through every part of my body. 
We approach the building, and the sliding doors open, allowing us to enter. I’m immediately aware of a thirty-something man in a suit with a buzz cut and a hard-set jaw standing near the desk. His entire presence screams ex-military-turned-security, which means he watches everyone and sees everything and I’m instantly wondering what he must think of us. Wondering what he must think of me. It’s not something I wonder for long as Damion halts us in front of him, and the surprise I feel at this move is echoed in this stranger’s eyes. 
My cheeks heat and I am instantly self-conscious as he motions between me and the stranger. “Noah, meet Alana. Alana, Noah.”
Noah’s attention lands on me, the surprise in his eyes deepening, as both of us are clearly wondering what the heck is happening right now. 
“Welcome, Alana,” Noah greets and there is a flicker in his eyes of something I cannot name but I wish I could, because I feel like he’s more in the know right now than I am. 
“Thank you,” I say uneasily.
“Noah’s the head of security for the building,” Damion explains and then addresses Noah directly, “Alana is moving in with me and she’s become quite the star. She has a TV show and—”
I blanch at this announcement Damion and I have not yet confirmed, then blanch again as Noah says, “I’m aware. My sister is unemployed and watches it all the damn time.”
I’m taken aback by Noah’s admission, aware now that look in his eyes was about my show, not me moving in with Damion, and his reference to his sister in the mix manages to drag a laugh out of me. “I take it you don’t like my show?” 
“I’d like your show a whole lot more if she were employed and out of my house.”
I laugh again, finding him remarkably likable considering the hardness he oozes. “I understand. We’ll be in reruns soon. Maybe that will help.”
“She’ll just watch the Hallmark Channel,” he mutters and then adds, “but welcome to the building, Alana. It’s not your fault my sister is lazy.” He eyes Damion and then me. “It’s nice to see him settling down.”
This remark flutters about in my belly like butterflies, and then nose dives into anger at the pure manipulation of the moment. “I’ve known him a very long time.”
His brow lifts. “Really? And I’ve never seen you before, why?”
I twist out of Damion’s grip and point a finger at him that is an accusation in all kinds of ways even
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