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        The Harbor Hotel

        Baltimore, Maryland

        Three Months Ago

      

      

      
        
        CAMDEN

      

      

      I’m not a big talker.

      I keep to myself.

      If someone needs to make a lot of noise, I let my brother Cutter handle that. Cutter often describes me as the silent and deadly type. That may be a somewhat accurate characterization of me, but I like to think of myself as careful instead.

      A watcher.

      Someone who calculates risk before taking it. Someone who observes a situation long and hard before striking. But when I finally do make the decision to act, I don’t fuck around. I handle my business. Which is what brings me here standing in front of the five-star Harbor Hotel of Baltimore, Maryland.

      I’ve run a million scenarios in my head.

      I’ve calculated the risk.

      And I think it’s fucking worth it.

      Tonight … I’m taking what’s mine.

      I’ve been patient long enough.
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        The Harbor Hotel

        Baltimore, Maryland

        Three Months Ago

      

      

      I’m in the bathroom, in my birthday suit, contemplating the day I’ve just had. As I sip on my second large cocktail consisting of Grey Goose vodka and pineapple juice over ice, I finish wiping off the remnants of my so-called waterproof mascara, and start running the tub when I hear a knock at my hotel room door.

      I’m feeling no pain, but the knock is loud enough that I hear it over my old school nineties jams streaming through an app on my phone. I don’t think anything of the interruption, though, because I’m expecting an overpriced Cobb salad and an iced tea from room service. So I wrap the oversized bath sheet around my nude body, run to the door, crack it open to let the server in, and immediately turn back to attend to my tub full of water.

      “You can just leave the platter on the bed,” I call out. Running back to the bubbles and cocktail waiting for me. But it isn’t anyone from room service. It’s a greeting from a deep, rolling, familiar voice that makes my stomach flip and flutter instead.

      “Where are you running off to, itty bitty?”

      I whip my head around in shock. Strands of my hair flying in my mouth. Only one person calls me that particular nickname, and he has no business being here.

      “What the hell?!” The words tumble out of my mouth.

      “Come again?”

      The voice doesn’t like it when I curse at him. Never mind the fact that he has a foul mouth too. Never mind the fact that he is here invading my space, not the other way around, so in my opinion a couple of curse words are definitely called for.

      “Let me speak clearer for you then.” I make sure to enunciate all my consonants and vowels. Especially the bad ones. “What the hell are you doing in my hotel room? No wait, what the fuck are you doing in Maryland, period?”

      “Handling some business, and watch your fucking mouth.”

      My boss Camden King, deliciously dressed in all black, steps completely into my room, lets the door click shut, and carefully drops his signature black leather backpack on the floor. As soon as I hear the thump of his bag hitting the carpeted entryway, the room suddenly becomes several square feet smaller.

      I can barely breathe.

      His cocky dominance takes up so much oxygen, and there’s a seriousness etched across his beautifully chiseled face that frightens and fascinates me at the same time.

      “What business?” I ask with a faux confidence. Not even realizing that I am walking backwards towards the wall as he moves silently forward like the predator that he is quickly revealing himself to be.

      I stop moving when I can’t any longer, my back finally against the wall, white knuckling the corners of my towel, making sure that it stays closed. Because if it slips even just a little, I think I will end up slipping.

      Slipping right on top of his enormous dick.

      I hate to admit it to myself, but doing Camden King has been a reoccurring theme in many of my dreams lately. Dreams I hoped would cease very soon, because they are a pain in my ass and a strain on my vibrator. Not to mention that I couldn’t or wouldn’t ever make the decision to actually fuck my boss.

      Only in my dreams.

      Or so I keep telling myself.

      The two of us stare at each other for a moment in uneasy silence. We don’t really need words at the moment, because the fact that he is here speaks volumes. Camden doesn’t travel much outside of the Philadelphia area. Not unless it’s absolutely required for a job, and being in Baltimore was certainly not a job requirement. We don’t have any clients in the area, and we both are actually supposed to be somewhere else tonight.

      The beauty of my relationship with my employers: Camden, Cutter and Roman has always been that it’s a simple and straight forward relationship. I work for them. They pay me. I take care of them. They protect me. But we give each other a wide berth when it comes to our private lives. They have their women. Lots of women. And I’ve had my dalliances too, but no one interferes in each other’s lives.

      At least not until today.

      “What are you doing in this hotel, Jade?” he asks while closing the gap between us even more. “Why aren’t you home attending the fundraiser?”

      There was an important autism fundraising event hosted by Roman’s stepmother that we both were supposed to attend. I was planning all week to be there, but decided at the last minute to come here instead. I didn’t tell anyone where I was going, because there would have been too many questions. Questions I wasn’t ready to answer.

      “Why aren’t you there?” I counter.

      “I asked first,” he says while flashing that very wicked smile of his.

      “What business is it of yours?”

      “Last time I checked you are my business.” He takes a long pause for effect then finishes his thought. “You work for me, remember?”

      “Well if you want to get technical about things, Roman is the one who hired me.”

      “I think you’re very confused.” Camden practically growls in my face.

      At this point, we are standing so close to each other that I feel drenched in his scent. All of the domineering men I work for have a signature aroma, but Camden always smells the best. Earthy and natural. Like he sweats sandalwood and leather. The scent is utterly intoxicating and must be permanently etched in my olfactory senses, because sometimes I wake up in the morning and swear that I can actually smell him in my apartment. Which is completely impossible, because Camden has never been inside of my place, and Lord knows that I’m trying to keep it that way.

      “You answer to three men. Roman, me, and my brother. Of course tonight you have the distinct pleasure of only having to answer to me,” he says while running the backs of his fingers gingerly down the side of my face. The unexpected touch of his calloused knuckles almost takes my breath away. What is he doing?

      “Listen, Camden—”

      “No, you listen.”

      He’s so close that his lips are actually touching mine as he continues to speak. His eyes almost dancing. “I tracked you, I followed you, and I’m not leaving until I get what I came for.”

      He firmly grabs me around my waist with one hand, and places his other on the hand that is holding my towel in place.

      “What did you—”

      He cuts off my idiotic question with his mouth, and kisses me like he was trying to teach me a lesson. A lesson on how to fuck someone’s mouth properly. A lesson on how to shut a woman up in the most pleasurable way possible. A lesson on never questioning why Camden does anything he does. It would be pointless. Especially if he was going to do shit like this to stop me.

      I haven’t allowed myself to completely let go though. I’m still highly strung like a tightly wound clock, because I haven’t been kissed like this since … well I’ve never been kissed like this. I’ve only had one serious relationship in my life, which was a complete disaster from start to finish, and then a string of meaningless fucks afterwards.

      I never kiss them.

      It’s one of my rules.

      A rule I seem to have completely thrown to the wayside as Camden’s tongue expertly and languidly explores mine. Soft, tender, exploratory strokes of his tongue that are loosening me up with each swipe. His skills are so amazing that they make me wonder just how good it would feel if he used them on other areas of my body.

      Probably would be life changing.

      There’s no way I can let things get to that point though, because that would be damn near close to breaking my never going to fuck my boss rule. Unfortunately Camden’s expert command of my mouth and my inability to respond appropriately because of it starts to shake my resolve.

      I release the taut hold I had on my towel. Then he lifts his hand away from mine and slides it in my hair at the nape of my neck.

      Cradling the back and side of my head.

      Stroking his thumb gently near the corner of my mouth.

      Pulling me farther into him.

      Deepening our kiss.

      And ratcheting up the heat factor.

      I completely let go of the towel. It feels stupid to keep holding onto it in the middle of us passionately making out, because that is indeed what we are doing, even though my hands are still in between us. Serving as the last remaining barrier between the two of us making full bodily contact.

      I can’t place my arms around his neck like I want to, because Camden is so much taller than me, so I slide them around his waist instead. Decision made. If this is going to happen, then it’s going to happen. Maybe it was meant to be. There’s no one here to interrupt us. There’s no one to talk me out of it. There’s just me and him. No one will have to know. It could be a one time thing. Another meaningless fuck. It would have to be.

      He’s my boss and someone I’ve known for a long time, and because of those two things, he knows entirely too much about me, and I know quite a bit about him as well. Things that would make going beyond one night complicated and awkward. So yeah, it could never be more than one night in this hotel room for both of our sakes.

      Camden abruptly pulls away from the kiss and glares at me almost angrily. As if he’s upset that he’s just kissed me, or something. Me too, buddy, I think to myself. I never thought I would be kissing Camden King naked in a hotel room.

      Honestly, I have no idea what he’s thinking. Which is one of the things that drives me absolutely nuts about Camden. I can’t read his facial expressions or lack thereof for shit. Which makes handling him that much more of a challenge. It’s always been like that, and oddly enough, one of the things that draws me to him.

      “What?” I ask open-mouthed.

      He slowly rakes his eyes up and down my nude body before asking the craziest question.

      “Are you fucking someone here?”

      “What?!”

      “Did I stutter? I asked you if you’re fucking someone.”

      “What does that matter?”

      “Not the right answer, Jade.”

      “Don’t make this more difficult.”

      “Don’t make what more difficult?”

      “Whatever I think is about to happen in this room.”

      “Nothing is going to happen in this room until you tell me if you’re fucking someone or not.”

      “Are you actually trying to throw down an ultimatum? Let’s not forget that I didn’t invite you here. You barged your way in here. I could care less whether anything happens between us tonight or not.”

      “Your pussy begs to differ.”

      “You don’t know shit about what’s in between my legs, and you never will.”

      I bend down to pick up my towel, suddenly very self-conscious about my lack of clothing.

      “Anyone who stepped inside of this room right now would know. You can smell it. It’s wet. It’s weeping. It’s hungry. And I made it that way.”

      For just a moment his gifted kissing technique made me forget what an arrogant prick Camden King can be, and the reason why I in fact have rules in place to begin with.

      “Get out,” I order firmly.

      “I’m not going any motherfucking where,” he growls.

      “I don’t want you here. Get out—”

      He cuts my words off again, but this time with one of his hands wrapped around my throat and the other shoved between my legs. I inadvertently drop the towel again, and immediately feel a warm gush between my legs as he slides his fingers back and forth between my folds.

      Assertively and expertly.

      My knees would have buckled if it weren’t for the fact that he was firmly holding me against the wall by my neck. I am so turned on by his passionate manhandling of me, I can’t think straight and the yeses seem to keep flying out of my mouth.

      “Do you like how this feels, Jade?”

      “Yes,” I moan like the weakling the vodka has made me.

      “Do you want me to keep doing this until you come on my hand?”

      Dammit, he’s dirty too.

      “Yes,” I exhale in defeat.

      “So are you going to be a good girl and answer my question?” His deep voice rumbles closely beside my ear as he continues to stroke me between my legs.

      “Yes,” I gasp in pleasure.

      “Yes you are fucking someone here?”

      His hand stops moving.

      “No,” I puff out in frustration. Sick of the twenty questions. “The only person I’m fucking is you in about three seconds in this hotel room.”

      “Good fucking answer, itty bitty.”
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      I’m totally mind fucked. The second after I give Camden the answer he wants to hear his hands instantly drop down and away from me. I can’t believe how my body immediately misses his confident grasp, the slight pressure around my neck, and the way he was stroking me. Somehow without prior knowledge, this big pain in my ass knows exactly what my body likes and what it needs, and God help me, but I’m desperately craving more.

      “Pick up the towel you dropped and spread it on the bed. I don’t care how nice of a hotel this is, hotel bed spreads are gross.”

      I do what he asks as he starts taking off his jacket, but there is something about touching the towel again that triggers my memory. The water.

      “Shit!” I scream as I take off flying towards the bathroom. “I left the tub running.”

      Sure enough there is the beginning of a major flood in the beautiful marbled bathroom of my five-star hotel room. Well more than just the beginnings. The floor is damn near completely covered in water, and I know I’ll have to pay a mint if I don’t quickly figure out a way to sop it all up.

      While I’m wading my feet in flood water, wondering what the heck I am going to do, Camden runs out into the hallway, locates a housekeeping cart, and swipes a stack of towels. Next thing I know, we both are on all fours, mopping up water with white fluffy towels, when room service knocks. I’m actually still naked as a jaybird, so Camden does the honor of answering the door.

      “It better be fucking room service for one,” he says in an accusatory tone. Still obviously suspicious that I am in Baltimore to meet a man.

      “Oh be quiet and get the door,” I fuss back.

      I hear Camden answer the door, mumble a few words, then close it; but when he never comes back into the bathroom, I get a little nervous. After finishing up wiping the last of the water, I go back out into the suite’s main area to see what he’s up to, and find that he has made himself quite comfortable.

      The lights have been dimmed, the bedspread taken off, and the sheets of the bed are pulled down. He’s taken off his black motorcycle boots, his shirt, and leather jacket. And all he is wearing are his black cargo pants, a leather cuff on his wrist, and a sexy smirk across his face.

      I should be annoyed. He’s being so ridiculously presumptuous. I mean have I ever given him reason to think that I’d be down for this? But it’s difficult to be genuinely miffed about his impromptu visit when I’m practically drooling over the jerk right now.

      He looks amazing.

      Downright delicious.

      I’ve always known that Camden takes care of himself. He eats well, works out, and I’ve definitely seen him without a shirt on over the years, but getting a full on view of his diamond cut six-pack in soft bedroom lighting, with that hungry look in his eyes is a whole other thing. I can’t look away.

      “Who was at the door?” I ask in a lame attempt to distract myself from the real distraction in the room.

      “Room service and it looks like crap,” he says as the metal lid clanks when he places it back over my salad. “We’ll have to order from a better place later. I’m sure you’ll have an appetite for something more than salad by then.”

      “What is going on with you Camden? Why are you doing this? Why are you here?”

      Camden stares at me with a look of steely determination.

      “Playing stupid doesn’t suit you, Jade. You know exactly why I’m here. You’ve known for weeks. Maybe even months. There’s something between us, and we’re going to figure out what tonight. No more glares from across the room. No more ignoring me. No more smart-ass comments about who I’m fucking. No more silent treatment at meetings, because you don’t know how to communicate when you’re pissed.”

      My head is whirling. “I don’t … I don’t want this,” I say.

      Actually I’ve wanted this for months, but I’ve been fighting it. I think it would be a huge mistake that not just the two of us, but all four of us would never recover from.

      “Get in the bed,” he orders gruffly. “You lie entirely too much.”

      “Oh my freaking God, you’ve definitely lost touch with reality—”

      “I think you’re confused again.” He shushes me. “When I tell you to get in the bed, I also mean for you to shut the fuck up.”

      “Like that will ever happen,” I say. Not totally understanding that while my mouth chooses to oppose any and all orders he may give, my body delights in submitting to each and every one of his directives. In other words, I’m fucked.

      “No?”

      “No,” I answer a lot less confidently.

      “I’ve got the perfect way to shut you up. Get on the bed and scoot down. Head away from the headboard.”

      I follow directions but am shaking while I do.

      My heart rapidly pounding.

      My breath shortening.

      Camden slowly unbuckles the thick leather belt he’s wearing with his eyes completely on me. As he pulls the leather through his belt loops, I take a quick inhalation. Frightened that he plans on using the belt on me.

      His eyebrow raises in curiosity. “You want the belt, Jade?”

      I nod my head no as he chuckles in response. “Next time then.”

      I stay completely silent as he continues to unzip his pants, and lets them drop to the floor with a thud. My pupils are mono-focused on the growing bulge inside of his black fitted boxers. I think I may have just even licked my lips.

      He waits for a moment.

      Watching me.

      Reading me.

      I consider myself pretty tough, and it takes a lot to intimidate a girl like me, but he was doing a pretty good job of it.

      When he finally slides his boxers down, I watch in delicious horror as his dick springs completely free. I say horror because I am four eleven, he’s got to be at least six two, and his dick is big as shit. I mean I’ve always suspected it was huge, I’ve caught glimpses of it in it’s flaccid state over the years, but seeing it live, erect, and in person makes what is about to go down between us seem extra real.

      And fucking scary.

      I’m worried.

      If the glove doesn’t fit, you must acquit, is the only nonsensical line I keep repeating to myself. What if it doesn’t fit?

      “Wait,” is my one-word feeble attempt to stop him, and he does … after kicking his boxers across the room.

      “I don’t respond to the word wait. The only words you need to say are stop if you want this to end or don’t stop if it feels good. You got me?”

      I’m literally speechless as he continues on and climbs carefully onto the bed. Sitting above my head and against the headboard. His dick jutting out and bobbing angrily up and down over the top of my face.

      “Hold onto my thighs and open your mouth,” he directs.

      Fuck, I swear to myself.

      I’m so conflicted.

      It never dawned on me that Camden would be so commanding in bed. This isn’t exactly the way I pictured it in my fantasies. I may have to do whatever he says at work, but in my dreams, I am the one in charge. Taking orders in bed is not something that I’m used to. Not with my one-night stands. With them I always take the lead and I always feel safe. But maybe letting go with someone I am very much attracted to, and someone I trust (to the degree that I can trust anyone) wouldn’t be such a big deal. I’ve done worse things.

      So I do what I’m told and grip the outsides of Camden’s muscular thighs, while he adjusts himself and then slides his penis into my mouth. Almost immediately I feel another rush of wet heat between my legs. I actually like arrogant Camden King force-feeding his dick into my mouth. Who knew? So, surprise surprise, that is yet another one of my rules I’m breaking.

      1. No kissing.

      2. No fucking the boss.

      3. No controlling shit.

      4. No fellatio.

      Camden begins to gently pump himself in and out of my mouth. Making sure not to move to deeply at first, probably so he doesn’t choke me to death. Allowing me to get adjusted to the girth of his cock and the rhythm of his thrusts.

      I’m starting to really like this. In fact I want to participate more by at least holding him at the base of his dick or fondling his balls a little, but Camden won’t allow it.

      “Hands,” he reprimands me with a guttural growl when I try to move them. “Back on my legs. Yes, Jade, that feels so fucking good.”

      It’s amazing to me how even with my hands basically tethered to his body, holding onto his thighs, that I still feel totally powerful. That I am completely controlling Camden’s pleasure with my mouth and henceforth increasing mine as well.

      “Spread your legs.”

      I hesitate at first. I don’t want him to see how wet I am. Even though I am enjoying myself, I still can’t get completely out of my head. I never do when I have sex. It’s a blessing and a curse.

      “Wider,” he insists.

      I take a hard pull on Camden’s dick with my mouth as punishment for reprimanding me, but it has the opposite effect. He loves it. He folds his enormous body completely over on all fours and starts licking and lapping me between my legs while pumping himself harder in and out of my mouth.

      We are in a perfect sixty-nine position, and for a split second I’m frightened. Probably because I know that I can’t control his thrusts in this position. What if he gets excited? What if he starts ramming himself down my throat and I can’t stop him? But as these random concerns for my safety swirl around in my head, I can’t deny that with each passing moment I feel good. Better than good. My eyes are practically rolling in the back of my head, as we begin to become lost in each other. A sensual and mutual game of tit for tat.

      Every time he flicks my clit with his tongue.

      I suck him harder.

      Every time I take a stronger pull of his cock.

      He takes a powerful one of my clit.

      It’s almost a battle of wills. Who is going to come first? Who is going to scream for mercy first? He’s trying to break me, like I’m some sort of wild stallion, not because I believe that he wants me so badly, but probably because there’s never been a woman who’s told Camden no in his life.

      Maybe I serve as some interesting sort of challenge for him, but he’s going to realize quickly that there is no way I am ever going to allow him to break me. I will always be free. I will never surrender and become someone’s property, someone’s plaything, or someone’s ATM machine ever again. But if there was anyone ever able to get me to bend my will, God knows that Camden would be the one.

      He lightens up on the suction of my clit. Then he bites it.

      Then he kisses gently around my core. Almost reverently.

      Then rapidly licks back and forth across my clit with his powerful tongue like a human vibrator.

      All while holding my legs spread wide and immobile.

      It was all beginning to be too much. I was positive stronger women had fallen for less. My legs were beginning to shake, and I swore I could feel my heart pounding through my chest.

      “Come for me, Jade,” he demands with urgency.

      And I come swift and hard like a wild banshee. Screaming expletives and some other unintelligible words, because it feels just that good. Then he comes inside of my mouth with a hushed curse of his own.

      “Fuck.”

      Hot, salty, lava floods my mouth and drips down my throat, but I swallow every drop and am proud that I do. Now I’m hot and sweaty and still very horny. I want more of Camden. So much more. Like him inside of me all over this hotel room, but I refuse to beg for it. Which is what I’m pretty sure he’s looking for me to do. He seems the type to get off on begging.

      Camden finally lifts his large body from over me and sits against the headboard of the bed staring at me while stroking my hair. It’s an odd gesture, because it seems to be part of the post afterglow that lovers share, not two people just fucking around.

      The unforgettable orgasm which has totally rocked my body, has me lying here panting for breath, as if I’m unfit and don’t run a couple of miles everyday. It must have been the erotic mixture of exertion, adrenaline and bliss making me unusually winded. I can honestly say that no man has ever made me come that hard. I’m already bemoaning the fact that this one-night stand is going to be difficult to put behind me.

      “I want to fuck you, Jade, but I’m not going to have my dick inside of you on a Saturday and another man’s in there on a Monday.”

      When he put it that way, he made me sound like a whore, and maybe I was a little, but I liked it that way. Dictating whom I had sex with. Calling the shots about where. Always in charge of the when. Not feeling stifled by relationship restrictions or expectations. And never being disappointed by disappointing men. Yeah, if I had to choose between being a whore and being a pushover then I pick whore all day.

      “I’m not sure what you’re trying to say.”

      “It’s not a difficult concept. If I’m fucking you, then you’re only fucking me.”

      “Well you’re not fucking only me, you’re fucking me tonight, there’s a difference.”

      He glares at me with icy eyes.

      “What are you doing in Baltimore, Jade?”

      “Why do you keep asking me that? What do you think I’m doing here?”

      “I don’t fucking know!” he roars. “That’s why I’m asking.”

      “Huh, you seem upset. I guess all of your little computer programs could track me here, but couldn’t tell you why I was here. Is that the problem?”

      He rubs his face harshly with the palm of his hand in frustration.

      “Run the Jacuzzi water again.”

      “Why?”

      “You’re going to need it,” he says with a maniacal hunger in his eyes I’ve never seen before.

      “I thought you needed assurances that I wouldn’t be fucking anyone tomorrow, or the next day, or the next—”

      He quiets me with his mouth again.

      This time with much more urgency.

      And I welcome it.

      The warmth of his tongue caressing mine.

      A girl could get used to it even though she shouldn’t.

      “I’ve decided that I don’t want you to make me any empty promises or pledges right now.”

      He pulls back from the kiss to look directly at me when he speaks.

      “Because after tonight you won’t want anyone inside of you but me. That I can assure you.”
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        Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

        Present Day

      

      

      I’m doing something that I haven’t done in a really long time, and I know I’m probably going to regret it tomorrow, but I’m meeting my younger sister Jana for lunch. I may be three years older than her, but she has always been smarter, more mature, and more successful than I ever have, and she never lets me forget it.

      “Has a waiter come over yet?” she asks, while plopping her overpriced handbag on the table.

      “Hello to you too, Jana.”

      “Oh yeah, hi. Happy New Year and all of that. Sorry that I’m a little snappy, but I’m hungry as hell. I had a really long class this morning and skipped breakfast. The professor I work for is so demanding. You’re so lucky you didn’t pursue this type of career path, Jade.”

      I have the strongest urge to pluck my sister in the middle of her forehead like I did when we were kids. Jana enjoys throwing in my face any chance she can how she’s a teaching assistant for a prominent professor at Temple University, while passively aggressively reminding me of how I barely made it out of high school algebra.

      “The server said he’d be right back,” I say dryly.

      “Is the service here okay?”

      She looks around with her nose turned up as if my selection of restaurant is beneath her. As if she has no recollection of how our parents idea of dinner out was a Friday night at McDonald’s.

      “It’s fine,” I say with an attitude. “I’ve eaten here twice before with Roman. You know him right? My rich boss.”

      “Yes, yes, Jade. I’m well aware.”

      After I flag down our server, a very sluggish boy with freckles and a sandy brown Mohawk (my sister probably isn’t too far off about the service here) takes our order.

      “Still eating salads every meal I see.”

      “That’s right,” I reply smirking. “I need to keep my girlish figure.”

      This is one of the other things between us. Jana is about twenty-five pounds overweight, and I’ve always been small and pretty fit, which I attribute to a mixture of good genes, plenty of exercise and a decent diet.

      “You could stand to eat a burger or two. You look thin. Too thin. Is that boss of yours working you too hard?”

      Jana always tells me stuff like this. I’m used to it by now. That’s Jana speak for you look better than me, bitch.

      “I helped him plan a very romantic proposal to his girlfriend last week, but other than that, work is pretty easy going nowadays.”

      Our waiter brings us both glasses of ice water with lemon wedges and also a Sprite for Jana. I play around with the lemon inside of my glass as I wait for Jana to get to the real point of this lunch. There’s always a point.

      “So ... I saw Dad the other day.”

      I should have seen this coming, but if she was trying to spring a Daddy conversation on me, she should have taken me out for drinks not lunch. I need to be totally trashed to talk about that bastard.

      “So.”

      “I think he may be sick. Seriously sick.”

      I twirl the ice around in my water with the straw, watching as bits of lemon pulp swirl around inside, turning my water cloudy. Like my mood.

      “So.”

      “So … I think you should go see him.”

      “And why would I do that?”

      “So he can apologize to you before he leaves this earth, which by the looks of him is going to be relatively soon.”

      I take a long sip of my water. Staring at my sister like the unbelievable turncoat that she is.

      “Maybe you were too young to really remember him at his worst, Jana. So I’m going to chalk this conversation up to your youth and ignorance, but let me tell you something …”

      I pull my straw out and point it defiantly at her. She watches as drops of lemon water drip down on the table, driving her absolutely nuts.

      “Our father is a motherfucker, and I don’t care if he’s gasping his last breaths right this very minute. I have no interest in visiting him, talking to him, and certainly no interest in forgiving him.”

      Her eyes bulge.

      “Gosh, Jade, you’re so nasty when you’re hungry. Where is Mohawk dude with our food? This place is so slow.”

      “It’s worth the wait.”

      I have a bad habit of sitting on my phone, and cracking the screen at least twice a year. I really need to carry a bag, but I’m a bit of a tomboy and never really got used to them. They just get in my way.

      I feel my phone buzzing in the back pocket of my jeans. It’s just a feeling, but I think I already know who it is. I thought he had backed off for a while, but now I’m realizing that was just the calm before the storm. He’s relentless now.

      

      King Kong: You still avoiding me?

      Me: No

      King Kong: You’re not?

      Me: I was never avoiding you. I haven’t even been thinking about you.

      King Kong: Now we both know that’s a lie.

      Me: I’m busy right now. Leave me alone.

      King Kong: Busy doing what?

      Me: Lunch

      King Kong: With who?

      Me: My lover. A famous Brazilian soccer player. You don’t know him.

      King Kong: That’s a very specific fantasy lover :)

      Me: Do you know a real one then? I’d love to meet him.

      King Kong: I’m going to ignore that.

      

      “Are you going to text your fuck buddy during our entire lunch?” Jana interrupts our text exchange like a splash of cold water.

      “What are you talking about? Fuck buddy,” I mutter.

      “I can tell by your facial expressions that you’re texting a man. A man whom you have either fucked or want to fuck. You’re smiling quite devilishly.”

      “Lower your voice,” I demand.

      “Am I wrong?”

      “It’s just one of the other guys I work for.”

      “One of those hot twins? Oh my God, are you sleeping with one of them now?”

      “They aren’t twins,” I say flatly. “They’re nothing alike.”

      “Oh, I just assumed. Well which one are you messing around with?”

      “We’re not messing around.”

      “Which one were you just angry texting then?”

      I sigh.

      “The older one.”

      

      King Kong: You still there?

      Me: What. Do. You. Want.

      King Kong: You know what I want.

      Me: Is this about Baltimore?

      King Kong: It’s about me inside of you in Baltimore.

      

      Ugh, he really won’t let this shit go, and I’m just about sick of it. I went to the harbor on a fool’s errand, but still, it was completely my own business. Then here he comes running after me. Inserting himself in my damn business. Okay so maybe I did slip and fall on his dick in a Baltimore hotel, but while I may not have Jana’s book smarts, I have plenty of common sense, and I know better than to do that silly shit twice.

      Not going to happen.

      No matter how much he pushes the issue.

      

      Me: Stop texting me about this. We have to work together.

      King Kong: Or I can work that tight pussy of yours again.

      

      I’m erasing these messages as soon as I get up from this table.

      He is so vulgar.

      

      Me: You didn’t work it well before, so I pass.

      King Kong: Such the little liar. You better bring your sweet little ass to the club by nine, or you and I are going to have a much bigger problem than my dick in your mouth.

      

      Oh my God, I can’t stand him. The worst mistake I ever made was spreading my legs for that arrogant, computer hacking, asshole. I mean seriously. He’s touched in the head. Completely nuts.

      “Where is our damn food?” I slam my phone down on the table livid by the exchange I’ve just had with Camden and irritated that it takes thirty minutes to get a chicken Caesar salad in this place.

      “Excuse me!” Jana turns around and calls out to a group of servers who are by the register. “Somebody better bring us our food real soon or somebody’s going to catch a murder charge.”

      I can’t help but laugh. Jana can be pretentious, and a pain in my ass, but sometimes I forget that she and I were raised in the same dysfunctional home. Sometimes some of that fire bred into us kicks in. Her approach works too, because lo and behold our food, which evidently had been ready and waiting for Mohawk to pick up arrives.

      “Sorry ’bout that,” Mohawk apologizes. “We’re short staffed today.”

      “Uh, huh,” my sister says unconvinced. “Can you please just bring us some ketchup and some extra napkins? Like right now?” she snaps.

      “Of course.” He raises one of his eyebrows at that finger snap. “I’ll be right back with that.”

      “He’s going to spit in your ketchup.” I chuckle. “This is a nice restaurant. It will be easy for him to do it because they bring it in a little dish, not a bottle, and he’s pissed with all that finger snapping of yours.”

      “Nice restaurant my ass.”

      I take a bite of my salad. It’s delicious like I remembered. They make a great Caesar dressing here. No one can pick an out of the way restaurant with great food like Roman.

      “So how’s school?” I ask, sincerely wanting to know.

      “Professor Owens is working my ass off of course. So I’ve been staying up all night grading tons of papers, and he keeps taking all the credit.”

      “Well isn’t that what teaching assistants do?”

      “Yeah, but now that I am one, I see the gross inequality of it all. Seems like everyone in academia works their asses off when they’re young, so that one day they can sit back and not have to work at all when they’re forty. It’s called tenure.”

      “Isn’t that what you want?”

      “I guess so. Tenure is part of my fifteen-year plan. Guess I shouldn’t deviate from it now.”

      “Guess not.”

      “So tell me everything.”

      “Tell you what?”

      “Tell me everything about the twin.”

      “Not a twin,” I say annoyed. I’ve told her that a million times before.

      “Right. What’s his name?”

      “Camden.”

      “Right. So tell me about him.”

      “There’s nothing to tell, Jana. You’re looking for some interesting love story, but you know that I don’t do relationships.”

      “I know you haven’t had any relationships since Tyson, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t. For God’s sake, Jade, you two were only kids then.”

      “I understand that, but it doesn’t really matter. I have zero interest in ties or relationships. I work at a place where I meet sexy, amazing men every night. Who wants to be tied down to one man when I’m always in the middle of the best smorgasbord ever?”

      Jana puts her fork down for a moment.

      “Not every man is horrible, Jade.”

      I don’t look at her and continue eating.

      “I never said they were.”

      “Mom wouldn’t want you sleeping with every Tom, Dick and Harry.”

      This would be the second time I’ve been called a whore in three months.

      “Is that what you think of me, Jana? You think I’m a whore?” I ask defensively.

      “Of course not.”

      “And why bring our mother into this?”

      Our mother died when we were just kids from ovarian cancer. She was a warrior. A saint. Bringing her up is just fighting dirty.

      “I’m not. I’m sorry I said anything. Just tell me about your boss. I want to know why after he texts you, something lights up inside of you. Like sparklers.”

      “You watch way too much television. I’m just annoyed. There is nothing lighting up inside of me.”

      “Then why does he annoy you so much?”

      Jana uses her fingers to form air quote signs while saying the word annoy. Did I mention that my sister is a psychology graduate student? On track to having a rewarding research and teaching career.

      “Because he won’t leave me alone.”

      “In a creepy way?”

      “No, not like that.”

      I’ve called him a creep before, but I’m not going to let my sister think he’s one.

      “Did you sleep with him?”

      Might as well confess. She already thinks I’m a slut.

      “Yes.”

      “Does he want seconds?”

      “I don’t know what he wants.”

      “Ah, so that’s it. He doesn’t just want your body, he wants more.”

      “He doesn’t want more. He’s just playing around. He’s never been in a serious relationship in his life.”

      “Ohhh, so he’s damaged just like you.”

      “I don’t think he’s damaged, and neither am I by the way.”

      “What’s wrong with him then?”

      I might as well tell her. She won’t stop asking questions.

      “I’ve known him for a long time, Jana. He knows all about Tyson. He was there when it all went down, and Rome got me out of there.”

      Jana looks down at her plate. This is exactly why I didn’t want to talk about this. Anytime I mention Tyson, this guilty look spreads across her face. She and I had a falling out back then. She told me, begged me, many times over to leave my ex, but I wouldn’t. At the time I felt trapped. At the time I thought that if I left him, that no one would love me again. My warped thinking and inability to get out of my toxic relationship created a wedge between me and my sister, and we stopped communicating for a long time.

      That’s why she thinks she failed me, because she wasn’t around to help me when the shit really hit the fan. But I don’t feel that way at all. She’s three years younger than me, our mother was dead, and she was really a kid. It was my job to take care of her and look out for her. Not the other way around.

      Unfortunately her guilt, our sibling rivalry, and my inability to put up with a lot of her passive aggressive bullshit is why I have to keep a certain amount of distance from her. I love her, but it’s best that we talk occasionally and see each other rarely. Especially since she started speaking to our father again. I want nothing to do with that.

      “So are you embarrassed that he knows about that part of your past or something?”

      “I’m not embarrassed about anything, Jana. I’ve accepted that I’ve made some bad choices. Everyone has. I’m just saying that we know so much about each other. Too much.”

      “You must be really attracted to him then.”

      “What? Why do you say that?”

      “After everything you just said about what he’s seen, and how much he knows, you still slept with him. That tells me a lot.”

      “We all have slip ups now and then.”

      “I don’t believe in accidents, Jade, only fate.”
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      I stroll into Lotus at 9:23 p.m. on purpose. I know exactly where all the cameras are located in the club, and I know that my creeper is probably watching them from his perch up in the club’s office. I stop to talk to Marco, the bar manager. I flirt with him from time to time, because it’s just fun. Nothing serious. Nothing that’s ever going to lead anywhere.

      I can feel his eyes on me everywhere though.

      Watching me.

      Clocking my every move.

      He’s probably sitting in his chair practically seething, because I’m late. That and the fact that I’m being so cavalier about it. Uh-oh and here comes the other one.

      “I think my brother is looking for you, little hobbit,” Cutter King says with a mischievous smile.

      He calls me hobbit and a million other names as if I don’t already know when I wake up everyday that I’m vertically challenged. It just baffles me why all three of these jerks I work for have to remind me of it every single day of my life.

      “Why?” As if I didn’t know.

      “The hell if I know, but it probably has something to do with the fact that he fired Ray today.”

      Ray is the manager who we never really needed. He kind of did the work that the old manager Larry used to do. Day to day stuff. But with all three of us working out of the club now, and the boys having only a few clients, I don’t think there really is a need for Ray. Yet I have an inkling that his firing is about something else entirely.

      I make my way upstairs to the club office and knock, something I usually don’t do, but I have a feeling that I better keep it purely professional right now.

      “Come in,” his voice rumbles.

      When I enter the office, Camden is sitting at the desk with his laptop open, but the screensaver running. He’s not actually doing any work. He’s in here stewing about something. When his head pops up and it registers that it’s me who’s entered the office, some sort of fleeting emotion passes over his face, and then his demeanor returns to normal. Hard. Unreadable.

      “You’re late.”

      “You fired Ray?”

      “My business.”

      “Can I ask why you fired him? We didn’t need him before, but now that you guys have these new Miami clients, you’re going to be stuck doing all the shit work around here and still have to deal with Miami.”

      “Correction, you’re going to have to do the shit work.”

      “What!?”

      “You are now the acting manager of Lotus.”

      “Oh, hell no, that’s not in my job description.”

      “You don’t have a job description. You do whatever the hell we tell you to do.”

      I suck my teeth.

      “That means I’d have to be here almost every day and night of the week, Camden.”

      “I know what the job entails.”

      “Roman will never go for that.”

      “Roman is working the Miami clients, planning a wedding, and having a baby. He doesn’t have time to deal with the shit here. Someone needs to handle it.”

      “So you do it!”

      “I have a lot to do for the Miami clients too, and Cutter is handling Mendez on his own. Neither of us has the time to order olives and lemons for the bar or cash out the register.”

      “Why did you fire Ray then?” I challenge.

      “We didn’t need him.”

      I stare him square in the mouth. I locate a spot on his strong, angular jaw that I’d like to punch the hell out of, but I digress. The days of physical altercations with men are over for me.

      “Why did you fire Ray, creeper?”

      “Why are you calling me names, midget.”

      “That’s politically incorrect, asshole, and not even accurate. I’m short, but not that short, and you are most definitely a creeper. That’s just factual.”

      “I should make you get on your knees right now.”

      “Shut up.”

      “You’ve done it before,” he grins.

      “I thought we had an agreement. Baltimore never happened. It’s been months now, and you need to let it go. Stop texting me about it, stop making references to it, and please stop talking to me like that.”

      “I never agreed to forgetting shit, and talk to you like what?”

      “Like I’m your personal whore!”

      Camden stops talking for a moment and quietly studies me in the careful and confident way that he always does. The look that sends shivers down my spine when no one is looking.

      “If you must know, I fired him because he was in my way.”

      “How? In what way?”

      He glares at me angrily.

      “You fucked him, Jade.”

      “So?”

      “So I didn’t want to look at his fucking face anymore.”

      I look down at the floor, but I’m smiling inside. Something about the way he spews his accusation makes me feel warm and jittery. I don’t want to feel this way, but I do. He’s jealous, and I think that I actually like it. A man lost his livelihood, because Camden was jealous, and I should be outraged. But I’m not.

      Regardless of the things said in the heat of passion, I foolishly believed that after he left my hotel room all those months ago, that we had forged some sort of unspoken agreement. That we’d keep our one-night stand between us and not let it affect our working relationship or friendship. But I read Camden completely wrong. He won’t let what happened go. And if I don’t watch it, I’m going to turn into one of those girls who I hate. Girls who ruin themselves over elaborate pipe dreams fueled by meaningless fucks. We can never be more than that one night. That’s just common sense.

      “I want thirty days,” he says to me.

      I pop my head up. “What do you mean?”

      “Work the manager job for thirty days. If you want to quit after that, you can.”

      “And what about my work for Roman?”

      “Is Roman the only boss you care about?” he asks with an unfamiliar edge to his voice.

      “That’s not what I meant. You know he’s used to a certain level of attention.”

      “I’ll talk to him.”

      “So all I’ll be doing is handling the club?”

      “That’s right.”

      “You know this shit is more then just ordering lemons and olives. I don’t know if I’ll like it.”

      “That’s the point. I don’t think you have any idea what you truly want or like.” His words are loaded with double meaning.

      “I know what you’re doing,” I say. “But you forget that I know you very well, Camden King. I’ve watched it happen a million times. I know how this will end.”

      He closes his laptop and stares at me with a very determined look.

      “You have no inkling how this is going to end, itty bitty, because it hasn’t really begun yet.”

      “You know I was drunk that night right? If I had been totally sober I would never have slept with you in Baltimore.”

      “So that’s how you’re going to play this?”

      “I’m not playing at anything. It’s the truth.”

      “You think I don’t know when I’m drunk fucking someone?”

      “Oh that’s right, I forgot who I was talking to,” I say in a snarky voice.

      Camden takes me by surprise by practically tossing me on top of the desk and stands in between my spread legs.

      “Now that’s the first correct thing you’ve said since you walked in here. You definitely have forgotten who the fuck you are talking to. Maybe I should remind you.”

      He grabs the back of my neck and pulls me against his warm, hard body. God, I’ve missed it. His strength. His smell.

      “You should stop,” I say half-heartedly.

      “Why, are you drunk again?” He smirks.

      “This is not going to happen again, Cam.”

      “Why not?”

      His hand slides around my neck and slowly down my chest. He stops at one of my breasts. Rubbing the backs of his knuckles against my nipple. Quickly making it pebble through my shirt.

      “You think if you pin me down for a bit of time, that it’ll be easy for you to get inside of my head—”

      He squeezes my nipple tightly in between two of his thick knuckles. I take a large exhalation in an effort to ignore how good it feels and continue talking.

      “Easy for us to fuck like bunnies during this so-called thirty day arrangement of yours.”

      “You said it. I didn’t,” he says in a deep, raspy voice.

      He switches his hand to my other breast, but I keep going.

      “You had me once, and now you think you can have me over and over.”

      “Now you’re starting to get it,” he replies.

      This time he wraps his entire hand around my breast. Massaging it. Gently rubbing the tip of my nipple with his thumb.

      “Claim me like a possession,” I pant.

      “Exactly.”

      We both hear a door slam across the hall which doesn’t particularly startle him, but it does stop him from what he was doing, which then effectively snaps me out of the trance I was falling under. He’s convincing, but not that convincing. We made a mistake and had one night of good sex. All right, great sex. But I won’t be swayed.

      He thinks he knows me. He thinks he can have me anytime he wants. But hasn’t he learned his lesson yet? I guess not, but I tell you what, he’s about to learn a very long but simple thirty-day lesson.

      Jade Barlow is anything but easy.
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      The smell of grease and misery hits my senses as soon as I walk inside of Brown’s Diner. It’s like déjà vu. Roman has already grabbed his “usual” table at his fiancée’s favorite hole in the wall, and knowing him he’s already ordered me and himself a plate of the grease and salt special.

      “Why do you continually force us to meet at this crappy diner?” I ask as I slide myself inside of the cheap pleather booth that probably hasn’t been wiped down in weeks. “When did you become so ridiculously sentimental?”

      “Watch your mouth. It was your idea to meet today not mine. I’d rather be home inside of my pregnant fiancée. The least you could do is allow us the pleasure of eating at her favorite hole in the wall.”

      I fake gag.

      “Oh would you stop bragging for fuck’s sake.”

      My best friend and business partner has gotten a lot sappier and cockier since he knocked up and proposed to the love of his life. If being cockier is actually even possible for someone as full of himself as he already is.

      “You’re so obnoxious lately, it’s sickening,” I add.

      Truthfully I’m happy for Rome, but I’ve got to give him shit about his new life with Elizabeth, because that’s how friends like us communicate.

      “Once hell freezes over, and you’ve found a woman who can actually stand you for longer than one night you’ll understand.”

      “Very funny,” I grumble. “I take it you already ordered me a turkey burger platter.”

      “Best thing on the menu.”

      “I’m pretty sure I’ve mentioned more than once that I hate those things. Especially the ones from here.”

      “Nah, I think they’re growing on you.”

      “I assure you that they aren’t.”

      “Do you and Cutter have a handle on the snitch for the case next month?”

      “We’ve got it handled, or at least it will be by the end of the weekend.”

      “Good.”

      Roman taps his knuckles on the table to move the conversation along. I guess my pussy whipped friend is not lying when he says he wants to get back to his girl. Plus I think he realizes I’m stalling a bit. I’ve been avoiding having this discussion for so long, I’ve allowed the build up to get the better of me. Since when have I ever avoided conflict?

      “So what’s up?” he asks impatiently. “What couldn’t be handled with a phone conversation? Why are we meeting here, eating food you clearly don’t want?”

      “I fired Ray.”

      Roman opens his mouth, then snaps it shut, then speaks. “What the fuck do you mean you fired Ray? The club is going to need coverage since we’re all going to be busy with the Miami job. You promised me that you were on board with this project, Cam, and we don’t have time to vet someone new for the club.”

      “I thought of that. That’s why I propose that Jade handle the club. No one knows Lotus better than she does. She can run it with her eyes closed.”

      Roman smirks. I’m pretty sure the bastard is on to me.

      “What’s this really about, my friend?”

      “Coverage. Just like you said.”

      “Fucking liar.”

      Roman squints his eyes a little at me. Analyzing me in an effort to try to unearth what the real story is behind my words. He should know better. Not many people can read me. Cutter perhaps, but not too many others.

      “I’m not a mark, Rome. You can’t just figure me out with a few scrutinizing glares. We’re business partners, and I made a personnel decision about a part of the business that you don’t seem to have much time for anyway.”

      That might have been a little harsh, because I’m trying to deflect, but it doesn’t matter. Roman doesn’t take the bait.

      “Ohhh … I get it now. Jade fucked Ray didn’t she?”

      I ball up a paper napkin from the table and throw it as hard as I possibly can at his smug face. It’s a punk move, but I don’t particularly feel like punching my best friend in the mouth in this dump. It’s been many years since we were in a fistfight against each other, and I’d like to keep it that way.

      “Shut. The. Fuck. Up. Rome.”

      “What?” He laughs loudly as he swats the napkin away. “Don’t get mad at me, because you’re permitting Jade to fuck every Tom, Dick, and Harry right under your nose.”

      “She’s a grown woman. She can sleep with whoever she wants.”

      That shit sounds even stupider flying out of my mouth than it did when I first thought of it, and I guess that’s the entire point of this conversation. Even though I think she fucked Ray a long time ago, way before what happened between the two of us, I don’t want any reminders of the possibility.

      “You King boys are real funny when it comes to your women. You and Cutter are super stealth with it. Not as obvious like I am. Guess that’s just how you two were raised, and I suppose that’s why poor old Ray is jobless now and probably never saw it coming. Marco can’t be too far behind either, huh? The way he flirts with the tiny tot all the time; he’s bound to get a pink slip too. Although I wouldn’t feel too bad about placing that asshole on the unemployment line. I probably should have fired him a long time ago myself. He’s got way too much mouth about my woman, and what I do with my woman.”

      I consider Roman’s comments for a moment. It’s not like I haven’t noticed the way Jade and Marco interact with each other, but so far he’s not a real threat. He hasn’t made a real move yet, so I’ve left him alone for the time being. For now I just keep an eye on him and every other motherfucker that breathes her way. I’m very good at watching and waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

      “She is not fucking Marco.”

      “Not yet—”

      More annoying laughter from the other side of the table as he continues yammering on. He’s taking a very sick pleasure in having this conversation. I suppose it was a discussion that was a long time coming. We’ve danced around it for months. I know he’s noticed a thick tension building between me and Jade, especially after we both ended up missing on the day of Juliette’s autism fundraiser. He hasn’t commented on it though. That’s not his style.

      “All I’m saying is that I’m sick of you salivating over the little fidget from a distance. It’s sickening and totally unnatural. Stake your claim for God’s sake. Just don’t fuck up what we’ve got going. The four of us work really well together, and I need us to keep it that way.”

      Selfish bastard.

      “Whatever, asshat.”

      “I’m saying all of this of course with the caveat that you’re actually serious about her.”

      “I don’t play games, Roman. You know that,” I declare. “I’m the straightest shooter out of all of us.”

      “No need to get all sensitive about it, but you ought to cut me a little slack here. You are a straight shooter when it comes to business, but when it comes to women, I can’t say that is what I know to be the absolute truth. I’ve never seen you in any sort of genuine relationship. Ever. You’ve always had a way with the ladies that was admirable, but never permanent. Jade is not someone that I want you having a way with and then breaking her heart. It took us years to put all her pieces back together again.”

      “I seem to recall that you were the exact same way, if not worse, before you met Elizabeth.”

      “That’s true, but there’s a difference. I did what I did in the past, but I made my intentions pretty clear the moment I spotted Elizabeth’s pretty ass on the dance floor. You on the other hand have been peeing around Jade for a long ass time. I’ve never seen someone take so long to mark their territory and claim their woman. There have been sparks flying between the two of you literally since the day you met. I’m wondering if there’s a good reason why you waited so long to take the leap.”

      “She wasn’t ready.”

      “And she’s ready now?”

      “Circumstances have occurred that have made me force the timeline forward.”

      “That sounds interesting.”

      
      Our waitress is a thirty-something redhead who introduces herself as Millicent, and even though she’s young, she looks like she’s seen better days. Sweet though. She’s grinning from ear to ear when she delivers our order. Checking us both out like most women her age do.

      “Here are your burgers, boys.”

      “Thank you, Millicent,” Roman replies.

      I stare at my plate. My burger is some weird gray color, smothered in fried onions and sloppy. Roman is definitely turning into a sentimental jerk, because that’s the only thing that could bring him back here like this. The food sucks.

      “I think you’re overestimating your influence on her,” Roman says after taking a bite of his burger.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Jade doesn’t like structure. I don’t think she’s going to want the job.”

      “She needs to do what she’s told.”

      He chuckles. “You would think that’s how it works, but not with her. You know better than I do that she’s a very stubborn woman. As her friend and probably the only man she trusts, I give her a lot of shit, but I also know how far to push her. You may be asking too much.”

      “She’s going to have to learn how to trust more than one man and be more flexible.”

      “Is that right?” Roman laughs harder. “I’ll believe that shit when I see it.”

      “You’ll be believing it soon then.”

      He chews quietly for a moment then speaks again.

      “I have to ask.”

      “What?”

      “What is it about Jade?”

      “I don’t know. If I did I’d see a doctor about it.”

      “There’s a lot of mouth on that woman.”

      I take slight offense to that comment.

      “And Elizabeth is your cousin. What’s your fucking point?”

      “There’s no need to act like a girl about this.”

      “You started it.”

      We both start laughing.

      “Since we’re in here sharing our feelings like the two little bitches we are, I’ve got a minor thing to come clean about,” Roman says.

      “What?”

      “I may have mentioned to the glamazon a while back that Cutter is responsible for her not getting any dick lately.”

      Shit.

      “And why would you do that?”

      “I needed a bargaining chip.”

      “So you snitched on my brother?”

      He waves me off.

      “He’s playing around with that girl. He wouldn’t have even bothered with doing that shit, if he didn’t want her to find out.”

      “That’s your logic for selling out one of your best friends?”

      “I’m not talking about this shit anymore. It’s done. Thought you should know.”

      “That’s fucked up, Rome.”

      “Tell me something I don’t know. Now pass the ketchup.”

      “You could do something to make up for your selfishness.”

      “You fired the manager of our club for getting his dick wet, and you call me selfish?”

      I’m going to shove this burger down his throat, if he doesn’t shut up about Jade fucking that slacker. The imagery is literally making me want to do more than fire his ass.

      “Just tell Jade that you want her to focus on the club for now. Don’t call her for any of your special little projects, and don’t call her for anything Miami related. “

      “You know that I call her for all kinds of shit.”

      “That was before you found Elizabeth. Now you damn near have a wife. You should be asking her to do some of the stuff you ask Jade to do.”

      “You’re asking a lot.”

      “It’s just for a month, maybe two, and you need to stop calling her for all your bullshit grunt work anyway. Jade should have a higher level of responsibility.”

      “Trusting her with my personal shit is a higher level of responsibility. The highest that there will ever be. I don’t trust many people and neither does she. We work well together, because we understand that about each other. She’s got her baggage, and I have mine.”

      “Well you need to start learning how to pack light, motherfucker, and stop thinking only of yourself. I ask you for one favor—”

      “All right, princess. You’re so touchy today.” Roman chuckles.

      “I’m not touchy, I’m hungry. Do they serve anything in here that’s not slathered in onions and grease?”

      “I’ll
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