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Prologue

	Three months ago

	Ava

	 

	I walk into the bar despite the sign saying they’re closing in fifteen minutes, and unsurprisingly the place is empty. So empty in fact that there’s no one behind the bar either. 

	It’s old and worn down, but in that retro trendy way and I can’t figure out if it’s meant to look like this or if time has aged it. It’s clean despite its appearance and the dim lighting makes it feel like a person could find anonymity in here. 

	I pull out a stool, dragging it across the floor so it signals that I’m here and then I sit down, but there’s still no sign of anyone. I let out a long hard exhale almost growing annoyed with the bar’s lack of professionalism. 

	Where the hell is the bartender? 

	“Just getting off work, sweets?” a voice asks, and I huff out loud at the overtly sexual addition to his sentence and his attempt to gain my attention by using it. 

	I whip around to find the bartender now behind the bar and making his way over to me, and my mouth literally drops open. It couldn’t be more obvious that I’m checking him out, because he’s dirty hot, and so not my type with a sleeve of tattoos and stubble lining his chiseled jaw, disheveled hair and with the short sleeves of his well-worn t-shirt, I can see the outline of his muscled arms. 

	He leans down, resting his elbows on the bar, his hands folded in front of him until he’s practically face to face with me. He’s bold, and as much as someone in my personal space would normally make me cringe, I don’t move away. 

	He smells like bourbon and cedar, and I try not to bask in the smell of him so obviously, but I’m clearly failing because he smirks at me.

	It’s the kind of smirk that makes panties drop, the kind that sends a girl’s life to hell in a handbasket, the kind of smirk that will get you pregnant. 

	“What?” I say as I suddenly remember he asked me a question earlier, but I can’t for the life of me even recall what it was. 

	“I asked if you’d just gotten off work?” His eyes rake over me and I look down at what I’m wearing. I’m still dressed from this morning when I met up with Julia and she sent me on my way for a day off in London.

	“No,” I reply, shaking my head. “I spent the day seeing London.” 

	“You spent the day trolling the streets of London in a dress and heels?” he asks, but his question is laced with judgment and he knits his brows together.

	“How do you know I’m wearing heels?” I shoot back, my glare now turned accusing. 

	“I heard you clomping in here.” 

	“Wait, you heard me come in and you still left me sitting here?” 

	He looks around and then returns so he’s eye level with me again, and with his deep brown eyes focused on mine he says, “The place is dead. No reason to rush.” 

	I let out a loud perturbed huff and cross my arms over my chest, ready to battle with this guy. 

	“You’d think you’d be jumping to serve the one customer you have, because it doesn’t look like your business is booming.” 

	“It also doesn’t look like you’ve even tried to order a drink,” he comments back, and I want to walk out on him, but I find myself oddly attracted to this argumentative banter. 

	“You always this rude to customers?” I ask, and now it’s me who’s leaning closer to him, my elbows resting on the bar.

	“You always this standoffish with someone who’s going to service you?” 

	I’m absolutely floored by his audacity and the fact that he thinks his sexual comments are going to get him anywhere with me. Although I’m finding myself a bit hot and bothered by it all or maybe it’s just the exhaustion of the day catching up with me.

	“Excuse me?” 

	“Bar service?” he says, his voice going up slightly at the end as if he’s clarifying his comment and then he winks at me. “What were you thinking?” 

	I tug my bottom lip into my mouth with my teeth and take in a deep breath before I reply with, “I’ll have a Bulleit on the rocks.” 

	“A whisky girl, huh? But you’re in the UK and I’m not serving you an American whiskey.” 

	“Have you ever heard the phrase ‘the customer’s always right’?” I ask, and his smirk is back, and this time it does practically make me drop my panties. He’s good, really good. 

	“In this case, I’m right and you’re going to thank me for it.” 

	As I walked out of Julia’s trailer earlier today, with her joking about finding a hot bartender, I didn’t think it would really happen and maybe I’m a little rusty, but it feels like this guy’s hitting on me. Or is that just what bartenders do?

	“Well, then, give me your best shot,” I hit back, again trying to keep this playful banter going. 

	He pulls out two glasses, setting them down on the bar with a forceful thud, and without taking his eyes off me, he serves up our drinks. There’s something so insanely sexy about the way he watches me, about the way he works, about his demeanor and dare I say, his tattooed skin.

	He slides my glass toward me and when I reach out to wrap my hand around it, his fingers brush the length of mine, making a shudder run through my body.

	I watch him lift his glass, and I do the same as he says, “To uptight American girls who walk into my pub.” 

	Before I can object to his toast, he taps his glass against mine and takes a drink, and I follow suit. 

	It’s smooth and goes down easily, probably too easily given the sexual tension that’s currently filling the room. 

	“Your bar, huh?” I ask, looking around the room and taking it all in. “You pick the name Public House?”

	“Nah, my granddad did. I took over a while back, but never changed a thing.” But he quickly changes the subject asking, “How’s the whisky?” His eyes flicking to my nearly empty glass and back to my face. His eyes trail to my lips as the tip of my tongue pokes out to wet them.

	“It’s good, and I guess you were right. Drinking American whiskey in London doesn’t really go with the vibe in here.” 

	“You don’t really go with the vibe here,” he says, but his voice takes on a teasing quality and I like it. 

	He’s right though and I’m now questioning why I didn’t go back to the hotel and change my clothes. I hook the heels of my shoes through the footrest on the stool and give him a smile. 

	“Yeah, I don’t get out much,” I say, teasing him right back. 

	“What’s your name?” he asks, but the playfulness is gone and he’s back to leaning forward and drawing me in with his soulful eyes. 

	“Ava. What’s yours?” 

	“Lewis,” he replies and then says, “Tell me what you’re doing in my pub in the middle of the night dressed like that, Ava.” And the way he says my name makes my stomach flutter in response. He says it like I’m the only name to have ever fallen from his lips, like I’m the only girl in the world. 

	All of this is a terrible, terrible thing.

	“I have no idea. This whole day was sorta a bucket list kind of thing,” I admit, my cheeks flushing as I quickly look away from him. “This isn’t where I’d normally find myself at the end of the night.” 

	“Where would you normally find yourself at this hour?” 

	“In bed…” I start but trail off when I see his eyes widen and his lips tug up at the corners. I’ve set him up perfectly for another reason to hit on me and my heart begins to thump loudly in my chest in response. 

	“I’ve got a bed,” Lewis says, winking at me as he motions toward a flight of stairs near the back of the bar. “Maybe you could add me to your bucket list.” 

	I shake my head even though a part of me is insanely turned on by all this. But I’m not that type of girl and he’s absolutely not my type of guy. 

	“You’re not my type,” I deadpan, as I try to control my urge to say fuck it and lean over the bar and kiss him. 

	“Isn’t that the entire point of a bucket list?” he asks, pushing the conversation a little further and proving he’s not just right about the whisky.

	“Maybe,” I reply, knowing my response is weak and my resolve is waning. 

	“Well, why don’t we give you a story to take back to America with you?” he murmurs, as he leans over the bar and slips his hand around my neck. With our mouths nearly touching, he adds, “What do you say, Ava?” 

	And that’s all the convincing I need because in that moment his lips press to mine and when I run my tongue along his bottom lip, he slips his into my mouth. His grip on my neck tightens, pulling me closer until I’m standing, my entire torso leaning over the bar, and it’s then that I make an impulsive decision.

	Climbing over the bar so I’m sitting on top of it, Lewis settles himself between my legs and continues his assault on my mouth. It feels like his mouth is a direct line to every part of my body, even my brain feels like it’s buzzing.

	What the hell am I doing?

	I don’t climb over bars. I don’t kiss random dirty hot strangers. And I definitely don’t go to bed with them. But today seems like it’s breaking all the rules. I blame my boss Julia for this whole mess. Had she not given me the day off, had she not planted the ideas in my head, none of this would be happening. 

	I moan into his mouth when he knots his fingers in my hair and tugs. Exposing my neck, he moves his lips down, sucking and biting at me as I wrap my legs around his waist. 

	“What are we doing here, Ava?” he groans, as I shift my hips against him, feeling how much this is affecting him. 

	“Making out,” I say, and I feel his lips curve into a smile.

	“You going to add the British bartender to your bucket list?” 

	“I think I just might,” I say, as Lewis lifts me off the bar, my legs tangling around his waist as he walks up the back stairs. 

	 

	 


Chapter One

	Present Day

	Lewis

	 

	“You gonna put it in?” I whisper, my mouth at her ear as I stand behind her body, which is currently bent over the table. 

	“Uh huh,” she murmurs.

	I grin. “Gentle now, stroke it nice and soft.”

	Victoria laughs, shaking her head as she says, “You realize this is pool, right, not a porno?”

	I chuckle, standing and nudging her arse with my hip before moving to the side of the table. “Whatever, you love it,” I tell her. “Hurry up and take your shot.”

	V hits the cue ball and sends it hurtling toward the black one, completely ignoring my advice to hit it gently. Regardless, the black ball coasts into the pocket and V drops her cue on the table, raising her hands in the air and walking toward me.

	“Nice one,” I say, sliding my arms around her waist and picking her up. 

	She squeals in delight, because she loves it when we take on the locals and win. When I put her down, she smiles up at me, her hands resting on my chest. The pub is dead; it’s Monday night, which is why we’re playing. V, two regulars, and me, the only people in this place.

	“You realize this means you owe me a drink?” she says, grinning still.

	I chuckle. “Of course I do, though it’s pretty busy,” I say, casting my eyes around. “I might…”

	The rest of my words are cut off the second they land on the set of eyes watching me on the other side of the front window.

	I know those eyes. I’ve been lost in those eyes, drowning in their blue depths as I buried myself in the woman they belonged to.

	“Fuck,” I growl, as Ava stares back at me, those eyes I remember so well, having clearly just taken in V and me and our victory hug. God knows what else before that. 

	But then I remember how it was her who disappeared, her who just left without so much as a goodbye or a thanks for the ride or see ya round. 

	Our eyes meet and I watch as she swallows hard, lifting her hand in a wave. And as pissed as I was that she did leave; as pissed as I still am, I can’t deny the fire that now burns inside me from just seeing her.

	I pull away from V and stride to the door, reaching it quickly and walking outside to where she stands. 

	“Ava,” I murmur, stopping in front of her. My hands itch to pull her into my arms, to take her upstairs and pull the clothes from her body. But not yet. Not when I need answers. “You’re back?” 

	She nods her head, her eyes flicking to the window again before turning back to me.

	“Why’d you just leave?” I ask, shoving my hands in my pockets because I’m two seconds away from saying fuck it and just pulling her closer. “You didn’t even say goodbye,” I add. “Didn’t even mention you were leaving.”

	“I know,” she murmurs, her bottom lip between her teeth.

	I pause, confused about what’s going on. Ava stares up at me, her eyes wide. “No phone call,” I continue. “No, see ya later. You just…disappeared?”

	She shakes her head but doesn’t say anything. Doesn’t give me anything.

	“Ava,” I murmur, the word low. 

	God, it’s been three months since I’ve seen her. Three long months since I’ve buried myself inside her and lost myself in the beautiful blue eyes currently staring up at me. 

	And as pissed off as I’ve been in that time, I’ve also missed her. More than I ever thought I would, more than I’m prepared to admit. 

	I can already feel my dick hardening from the proximity of her body, the intoxicating smell of her skin and the way her eyes watch me.

	Ever since the night this woman walked into my bar, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her. She’d been an unexpected bonus to the end of a long shift, her playful flirting irresistible and inevitably leading to me taking her upstairs to my flat. 

	To me fucking her senseless all night long.

	She’d disappeared early the next morning, claiming work, which she was going into completely sleep deprived. She hadn’t left her number, but she had come back. Many times in the weeks and months after that first time. Slinking into my pub late in the evening and then following me upstairs after everyone had gone.

	I’d made her come many times in return though, but then that had always felt like a win for both of us. I wasn’t ever sure what it was exactly, this secret thing we had going on. We never met each other’s friends, never really talked about our families or our lives and we never discussed what this thing between us actually was. Including the fact that it apparently had an end date.

	I’d enjoyed it though. A hell of a lot. So much so, that right now, I was willing to forgive her disappearing act if only I could have another taste of her.

	But I don’t, pressing the issue as I ask, “Where did you go?” 

	She licks her lips now and it nearly kills me. “Back home,” she says, eyes still watching me. “To the States.”

	“And what?” I ask. “You couldn’t even say goodbye? Couldn’t give me your number?”

	She shrugs, looking away briefly. “It was just a bucket list thing, remember?” she says, as though it was no big deal. “We never made any promises. We weren’t exclusive.”

	“I was,” I blurt out.

	Her eyes widen, apparently shocked at my admission. Truth be told, I am too, even if it is the truth.

	When I took her upstairs that first night though, my initial thought was that it was just a one-time thing. A roll in the sack to give the American girl a story to take home to her friends. She wasn’t even my usual type anyway, even if just looking at her got my dick hard.

	But the second I got her beneath me, the second I found myself buried inside her, staring into her eyes, I knew I was gone. I knew this was so much more for me.

	When she’d kept coming back, night after night, I’d thought, hoped even, it was for her too.

	Until the day she didn’t come back.

	“Look,” I say, swallowing hard as I shove a hand through my hair. “This…this thing…” I pause, struggling to work out what to say. “This thing between us, it wasn’t just a bucket list thing, not for me anyway.” 

	Ava stares up at me, still not saying anything. 

	“I like you, Ava,” I admit. “I like you a lot. I like the way your body feels pressed against mine, the way you respond to my touch, to my…”

	My words are cut off by Ava’s mouth on mine, kissing me hard. And it’s apparently all the explanation I need, as I wrap my arms around her, pull her close and murmur, “Come upstairs.”

	“Yes,” she breathes out.

	As soon as we get inside, I waste no time kicking the last two patrons out and locking the door behind them. V has already gone, but I don’t stop to consider why or when that happened. Instead, I grab Ava’s hand, ditching the clean up as I pull her toward the back stairs to my flat.

	As soon as we’re inside, I pull off my t-shirt, throwing it on the floor before unbuckling the belt on my jeans; my sleeping dog barely acknowledging the intrusion. 

	“What are you doing?”

	I glance over my shoulder, see Ava standing in the middle of the room. “Getting undressed,” I say, staring back at her. “You’re going to do the same and then you’re going to come over here and sit on my face.”

	Ava’s eyes widen, her mouth falling open as a slight flush creeps up her neck. I chuckle, remembering all the times I caused this reaction in her. It shocked her, the way I talked about sex, about all the things I wanted to do and all the things I was going to do to her. 

	But it turned her on too, that much was very obvious and I’m pretty sure that hasn’t changed.

	I strip out of the rest of my clothes and cross the floor to the bedroom end of my flat. “Come here,” I say, beckoning her with my finger.

	She swallows hard, but complies, pulling her clothes off as she walks toward me. It’s a fucking turn on watching her, my dick rock hard by the time she reaches the bed where I’m now lying.

	“I…” she starts.

	I shake my head, cutting off whatever she was about to say. “Here,” I say, pointing to my mouth. “I want to taste you.”

	She takes a deep breath, nodding slightly before climbing onto the bed and straddling my face. I wrap my hands around her thighs and pull her closer as I press my mouth against her. 

	Ava’s head falls back as a long, low moan falls from her mouth. I smile as I lean in and taste her again, teasing her as I suck her with my mouth and lick her with my tongue. She comes quickly but I don’t let her go, my fingers digging into her thighs as I hold her against me.

	“Lewis,” she breathes out, leaning back so her hands are resting against my chest.

	I slow down a little, letting her ride out the orgasm I just gave her, even knowing I’m going to give her another. She tastes amazing, better than I remember, and I’m hit with a realization of how much I really have missed her these past few months.

	So much.

	Too much.

	“Oh god,” she eventually breathes out as she opens her eyes and looks down at me.

	I stop for a second, kiss the inside of her thigh before saying, “We’re not done yet.” And then I get back to work. Licking her, working her over again, pushing her to the edge and then pulling back until she’s begging me not to stop, to just keep going.

	I slide a finger inside her, feel her clench around me as I suck hard, and then she comes again, grinding against me as she rides it out for a second time.

	“Come here,” I murmur, as she pulls away, too sensitive for any more. I pull her into my arms, rolling us over so she’s beneath me. I grab a condom from the drawer, sliding it on before I move between her legs, brushing the head of my dick against her. “You’re so wet,” I murmur, as I slide inside, slow and deep.

	Ava arches beneath me, her nails digging into my back and fuck, she feels so good.

	As much as I want her though, I slow everything down. Keeping my hips and movements long and slow. She gasps beneath me, rakes her nails down my back, marking me.

	“Open your eyes,” I whisper, my mouth against her ear.

	When I pull back, she looks up at me, her blue eyes now pools of blackness as they stare back at me.

	“Hey,” I say, smiling down at her. “I’ve missed this. Missed you.”

	It’s more than I expected to say, to ever confess, but before either of us can try to work out what my words really mean, I lower my mouth to hers, slide my tongue into her mouth and kiss her deeply.

	She kisses me back, hungry and hard, as she pushes her hips against mine, telling me she’s missed this too. Telling me she wants more. It almost makes me smile, how much she can’t say these things, can’t tell me what she really wants, despite how much I ask her to.

	She’s kinda shy about it all and it’s fucking adorable. How turned on she gets by my dirty talk but how little she can bring herself to say the same things out loud to me.

	“Tell me how much you’ve missed my dick,” I say, teasing her as I pull back.

	She groans, wrapping her legs around my hips, her heels on my arse and urging me back inside her.

	“Ava,” I growl, thrusting into her, hard and deep. “Tell me.”

	“I, I’ve…I’ve missed…you,” she breathes out, her words lost in the moans she’s letting out with every thrust, every push of my hips against hers. “Oh god…”

	I smile, moving my mouth back to hers as I kiss her again, my hips moving faster now because as much as I might want to make this last, I can’t wait any longer. I want her now, right fucking now.

	“Fuck,” I bite out, sucking on her bottom lip. “Fuck, Ava…”

	I slam my hips against hers, my back bowing as I try to push deeper. She cries out, her nails piercing my skin as I repeat the movement. On the third time, I can’t hold back, coming hard inside her as she calls out my name and clenches around me, riding it out with me.

	I collapse against her, my arms on either side of her body as I attempt to prop myself up so I don’t crush her.

	“Relax,” she says, smoothing her hands up my biceps. 

	I lower my body to hers, rolling us over so she’s now lying on top of me, our bodies still joined. My heart hammers in my chest as she buries her head against my neck, her long black hair now loose and spread all over my chest.

	I close my eyes and inhale, the scent of vanilla that was once a memory, but is now a reality. My mind flashes to all the early mornings I woke to her hair splayed across my pillow, my chest, my thighs. God those few months we spent together were intoxicating.

	Ava lifts her head, a hand sliding over my chest as I ditch the condom and she settles herself between my legs. She brushes a hand against my cheek and I smooth the hair back from her face, tucking strands of it behind her ear, trailing my fingers to the ends, twisting them through it as memories of this very hair wrapped around my fist makes me smile.

	“Even better than I remember,” she eventually murmurs, her voice husky and sexy as hell.

	I chuckle. “Oh is that so?” I ask, eyebrow cocked. “So you have thought about me?”

	She cocks a brow back at me. “Maybe…”

	Laughing, I lift up and kiss her, my hand sliding to the back of her head as I pull her back down with me. “You’re fucking adorable, you know that, right?” I murmur. “But I’ll bet you did, sweet girl.”

	She exhales, not answering my question as she slides lower and rests her chin against my chest. I watch as her eyes flick to my arm, now resting against the pillow, my hand beneath my head. 

	“You have a new tattoo?” she asks, watching as her fingers trace the ink on the inside of my bicep.

	My mouth curls into a smile, remembering the feeling of her fingers tracing the lines of ink on my skin as she fell asleep in my arms. She seemed fascinated by my tattoos.

	“You keeping track?” Her eyes flick to mine and I watch as she bites her bottom lip, blinks up at me. I chuckle. “Yeah, it’s new,” I tell her. “You like?”

	She nods, her eyes moving back to the design as she whispers, “I do.”

	“I like that you’re back here,” I say, twisting strands of her hair around my fingers again. “I really like that you came to see me.”

	She glances at me again, that bottom lip of hers back between her teeth as she watches me, a strange but enticing look on her face.

	“I got hard just seeing you,” I whisper, watching her. “Remembering all the things we’d done together.”

	She squirms against me, her stomach rubbing against my dick, which is already half awake again.

	“This is what you do to me,” I say, pushing my hips against her. “This is what I’ve been dreaming about since you left, Ava.”

	She exhales a hard breath as she looks up at me, a look on her face that I can’t read.

	“So,” I start, needing to know. “Are you going to tell me why you just left?”

	 


Chapter Two

	Ava

	 

	“Google Julia Harris,” I say in response to his question and he lifts me off him, his eyes narrowed and focused on me. 

	“I know who Julia Harris is,” he replies, but still reaches for his phone that is sitting on the nightstand. He rolls over, lying next to me now, and I shift so I’m pressed into his side.  

	Typing in her name and then showing me his phone, his search reveals pretty much everything you could imagine. Up first being her IMDB page and then Wikipedia and all the most recent and top stories that mention her, along with several stories about her much-needed break from the Hollywood scene. 

	Reading the first heading causes a lump to form in my throat and a twinge of sadness to pool in my chest. It’s the reason I’m back here, but not the only reason. 

	Lewis looks down at me and I reach out and click the tab at the top of his screen that says “images”. Pulling up several headshot style pictures and even more of Julia walking hand in hand with Aiden. Her relationship was something she tried hard to keep private, but it eventually found its way to the paparazzi. It only takes me a bit of scrolling until my likeness appears on the screen: pictures of Julia and me at events, pictures of us walking out of hotels, restaurants, outside her house in L.A. and in the airport together. 

	Lewis clicks on the first picture, enlarging it on the screen as he examines it, but he still says nothing. He moves on to click the next one and another after that. 

	“Wait, you were dating Julia Harris and that’s why you left?” As much as he sounds appalled, he also sounds far too intrigued and I should’ve known he’d take it in this direction.

	“Oh my god, Lewis, no,” I say, leaning over and biting his shoulder gently and shaking my head. “I’m her personal assistant. Well, only for a little while longer.”

	“Well, fuck, that sucks because that would’ve been super hot.” 

	“Lewis,” I reprimand, swatting him on the chest, but he grabs for my hand and sucks my middle finger into his mouth. 

	I’m back for this reason and the way he makes me feel. It’s intense and heady, and this banter between us turns me on more than anyone else. If there’s one thing I regret, it was leaving him the way I did, without giving him the chance to understand why I did it.

	“My job is demanding, and I go where my employer goes. It makes it hard to maintain relationships, so instead of putting you in that situation, I left.” 

	“You didn’t even give me a chance…”

	I don’t let him finish his sentence because I do feel like a jerk and I absolutely hated seeing him with that other girl in the bar. A sick feeling of jealousy weighed heavy in my stomach at the sight of them together and I wanted to claw her eyes out. But we were never exclusive, and I did this to myself. It was supposed to be a one-time thing, a bucket list item as Lewis had said, yet I couldn’t stay away.

	“I know I didn’t, and I’m sorry,” I say, quietly, my fingers tracing the outline of his new tattoo. “I just thought the whole thing was just a…”

	“A fling? A months long fling?” There’s a harshness to his tone now and I feel him tense against me. “It became more than that for me.”

	His words stop my heart and the room is still for a few seconds, the only sound is the hard breath that Lewis exhales as he crosses his arms behind his head. 

	“Don’t tell me you haven’t filled your bed and your time with other women?” 

	He can pretend that this is more for him, but I know better. He isn’t the type of guy who waits on a girl, because it’s obvious that girls throw themselves at him. He had options and lots of them. Plus, he’s hard to resist, clearly, I was one of those girls. 

	“Ava,” he growls, his teeth clenched as he says my name and he shifts so he’s now hovering above me, my body pinned underneath him. “For the last three months I’ve jerked off to memories of you, of being buried inside you, of the taste of you.”

	His words drive me to squirm underneath him, seeking relief from what he does to my body. 

	“So if you think I haven’t sat here waiting for you to return, you’re fucking wrong, Ava.” 

	And there it is again, my name on his lips, the way he says it causes a shudder to roll through my body and goosebumps to rise up on my skin. 

	“You affect me like no one else,” Lewis says, as he takes my wrists in his hands and pins them above my head. Holding them there in one hand, his other hand moves to my breast, grabbing roughly.

	I gasp out loud and admit, “You have that effect on me too.” 

	“Then why the fuck did you disappear?” he demands.

	The whole situation that first night in the bar made me feel like a fish out of water. I wanted to play it coy, act like this would be a story I told about my trip to London; an anecdote about a hot, tattooed bar owner with the body of a Manchester United soccer player who fucked me senseless. But I’m not that girl and I came back the next night and the night after that, each time sneaking out in the early morning light. 

	I thought that was what he wanted, but I wasn’t being fair to him.

	“Relationships don’t fare well with my career,” I say, recalling my previous attempts and knowing that people get tired of waiting. That’s when they cheat, they lie and they resent me. It hurts and I figured the decision to leave was better than getting hurt…again. 

	“So you made that decision for me?” Lewis hisses, but his mouth moves to my neck, sucking and biting.

	I was definitely beginning to regret that decision.

	“You never asked my last name,” I say, trying to indicate that I thought he didn’t care, that he wasn’t invested in this.

	“Because it felt like every night with you would be my last and I didn’t want it to end.” 

	I realize our lack of communication and our ability to play it casual has caused a bigger slew of problems. He’s angry with me now and rightfully so. I left without an explanation, making him feel used and never considering his feelings in all of this, just assuming he didn’t care. 

	He’s still sucking at my neck, making all sensation shoot between my legs and making it hard to concentrate on anything but his mouth.

	“Lewis,” I murmur, his name a plea for him to do more. 

	“Tell me you’re staying,” he says, as his hand slides between us. “Tell me you want only me. Tell me it’s my dick that makes you come.” 

	“Lewis,” I moan again, my words now desperate. “I’m staying because…because…I want you.” 

	“I need you, Ava.” 

	He slides inside me again and I know I’m fucked—literally and figuratively.

	 

	“How long are you here for?” Lewis asks, his hand running up and down the length of my back, letting each fingertip fall between my vertebrae. 

	“Indefinitely,” I say, my voice weak and tired. I’ve now been up for at least twenty-four hours. Catching a flight from Chicago to London, checking into my hotel and then coming straight to the bar. 

	“What do you mean?” Lewis asks, but I catch the excitement in his tone as he props himself up on his elbow, looking down at me. 

	“I took a job in London.” I hate that my job with Julia is ending, but I know it’s not the end per say. We became friends throughout working for her and we still talk regularly, but she’s taking a break and certainly doesn’t need me hanging around.

	“Doing what?” 

	“Still working as a PA, but I’ll mostly be here in London.” 

	When the job opportunity presented itself, I knew I needed something different. I needed a change and while it was always in the back of my mind that Lewis was here in London, it wasn’t the whole basis for my decision. 

	Lewis doesn’t ask any more questions, and the room falls silent, but it’s comfortable and calming. There’s something about the quiet of the room, about the darkness that makes me vulnerable and I say, “That girl you were with is really beautiful.”

	And without missing a beat Lewis replies with, “She’s not you.”

	I want to believe him, but I’ve been naïve before and it just made me look stupid. But I also don’t want to be that desperate needy girl who always needs reassurance. I let the conversation rest there, because his response should be all I need.

	“So tell me about your job. You know about mine, but you’ve never said a word about what you do,” Lewis prompts and I knew this conversation would come back up eventually. I just didn’t think it would happen this quickly. When he didn’t ask earlier I took that as his lack of interest, which didn’t fully surprise me. It’s what I’ve always dealt with. 

	“I’m a personal assistant, so I pretty much do whatever I’m asked.”

	“Whatever you’re asked?” he questions, his eyebrows going up and I know where his mind is heading. 

	“Lewis, pull your mind out of the gutter!” I shout, swatting at him.

	“You set it up. I’m still picturing you with Julia Harris.” 

	I roll my eyes and try to shove him away from me, but he grabs hold of my wrist and pulls me against him. 

	“Trust me when I say my interest is only in you. You were never a small breeze blowing through my life, Ava. You were a fucking tornado, harsh and all consuming, and I felt you in every part of my body.” 

	His words shouldn’t have this effect on me, but they make my heart stop and I hold my breath.

	“You barely know me.” It’s an attempt to gather my thoughts but fuck me if I haven’t set him up again. It’s our thing, this flirty banter that we both know leads to him settling himself between my legs.

	Lewis laughs, his head falling back and when he looks down at me his eyes are on fire, filled with lust and seduction. His lips part, taking in a slow breath before he speaks.

	“Ava, I know your body better than you do. I’ve explored every fucking inch of it. And now that you’re back I intend to keep finding new ways to make you scream my name. But not just that,” he says, his lips brushing softly against mine as he speaks. “I want to know everything about you.”

	“What if…” 

	“No,” he scolds, shaking his head slowly as he glares at me, and it scares me that he knows my thoughts so well already. “You are it for me.” 

	How can that even be possible? 

	But I feel the exact same way. 

	When I walked out of Lewis’ apartment on what I thought would be the last time I would see him, my heart ached in my chest, crumbling to pieces, and I cried all the way to the Tube station. But I told myself this was always what it was supposed to be—a fling. 

	He never once faded from my memory, and even after returning to the US, he consumed my thoughts. I could have easily found him, but I knew there was no chance he could find me. And after the way I’d left, I assumed he’d never want to see me again.

	I didn’t intend to come back here looking for him, but I found myself being pulled in his direction everywhere I turned. 

	And when I was presented with a job opportunity here in London, I knew there was a reason. 

	Because he is it for me.

	“Is this crazy? “I ask him, and he chuckles a little. 

	“Abso-fucking-lutely. But my parents got married after only knowing each other for fourteen days and they’re still together. Some things are just meant to be.” 

	“And we’re it?” 

	“Tell me, sweet girl, how many pubs have you walked into alone at closing time?” 

	“Just one.” 

	 

	 


Chapter Three

	Lewis

	 

	It’s still early when I wake the next morning, my body tired from all the things I put it through the night before. Turning, I see Ava still asleep, curled up beside me, her naked body warm and inviting.

	I’m so fucking glad she’s still here. It makes a change from all the mornings she snuck out early back when this thing was just a…thing.

	Daisy whines and I realize now what it was that woke me up. I reach out a hand and she licks it. “Alright girl, I’m getting up,” I whisper, reluctantly pulling myself from the bed.

	I dress quickly and grab Daisy’s lead, but before we head outside, I quickly scrawl a note for Ava in case she wakes up before I get back.

	 

	Walking Daisy

	DON’T LEAVE!

	 

	I leave it on my pillow, my eyes raking over her sleeping body, lying in my bed exactly where it’s supposed to be. Smiling, I reach down and run my hand softly over her shoulder before adding another line.

	 

	I’m glad you came back.

	 

	Outside, I take Daisy down to the nearby park, letting her run around for a bit longer than usual because I didn’t take her out last night after Ava showed up at my pub. 

	As I watch her chasing pigeons, my mind replays all the things Ava and I talked about last night. 

	I’d surprised myself by admitting how crazy I was about her. But having lost her once, having spent months trying to work out why she’d left without a word and how the hell I could possibly find her again, I wasn’t about to let the opportunity go now she’d finally walked back into my life.

	And it had been a relief to actually say it. To confess that my dare to her the night she walked into my pub had turned out to be far more than that for me.

	I knew what this was between us. I’d spent the last three months processing it. Accepting that how I felt about her was unlike anything else I’d ever felt with anyone. I still couldn’t explain it. 

	We are polar opposites but perfect together all at the same time.

	“Fuck me,” I murmur wondering how the hell I am so gone for this girl. 

	Daisy comes running over with a huge stick in her mouth. Chuckling, I pull it from her. “You can’t take it home,” I say, throwing it.

	Fucking gone for her… I was fucking in love with her.

	I was. Had been from the second she’d walked into my pub. “God,” I groan, shoving a hand through my hair as I whistle for Daisy to come back.

	Putting her lead back on, I let her carry the stick back home, ditching it before we take the back stairs up to my flat.

	As soon as I get inside though, I see the bed is empty, my heart already thudding in my chest as I scan the room, looking for her. Just as I open my mouth to call out, I hear the shower start up. Smiling, I quickly feed Daisy before stripping off my clothes and heading into the bathroom to join her.

	She’s standing under the water, her long hair wet and pulled over one of her shoulders, exposing the back of her neck. I open the door and get in, leaning down and pressing a kiss to the top of her spine as my hands slide around her waist and I pull her against me.

	“You stayed,” I whisper, nuzzling her neck.

	She groans, arching her back and pushing her arse against my dick. “You kind of demanded I should.”

	I chuckle, sliding my hands up the sides of her body, lifting her arms and walking us toward the wall. I put her palms flat against the tile above her head as I slide a leg between hers and nudge them apart.

	“Good girl,” I whisper, as she half turns, her eyes closed and her head leaning against the tile.

	I run my hands back down her arms, down the sides of her ribs, brushing against her breasts before trailing them down her back to her arse and between her legs.

	“Fuck,” I whisper, as I slip a finger inside her. “You’re so wet.”

	“Hmmm,” she murmurs, eyes still closed as she pushes against me, asking for more.

	I slip another finger inside, pumping them slowly in and out as I lean down and kiss her shoulder. She groans, taking one hand off the wall as she reaches back and grabs my dick.

	My teeth bite into her shoulder, my eyes closing as I take her hand and put it back on the wall. “Behave,” I murmur.

	“Lewis,” she pants as I slip my fingers out. She pushes back against me again, her arse pressing into my hips, against my dick, demanding more.

	It’s fucking ecstasy and agony and I need a taste, need to feel her, so without thinking, I grab my dick, position it against her and slide slowly inside.

	“Fuuucckk,” I groan, my head falling backward at how good it feels. I should pull out, grab a condom, but as soon as I do, I feel myself sliding back inside her again, unable to stop myself. It feels so fucking good.

	Ava moans as she pushes back against me in encouragement, my hands now moving to her hips, my fingers digging into her skin as I rock her against me, ride her on my cock.

	“Fuck baby, I gotta get a condom,” I say, my breath heaving, my jaw tight as I fight to control myself.

	“No,” she breathes out, her face against the tile, mouth open. “It’s okay, am…am on the pill.”

	My heart lurches in my chest, my fingers tightening at her hips as my body stills, trying to comprehend what she’s telling me, what she’s letting me do.

	“You’re the last guy I slept with, Lewis,” she says, opening her eyes and meeting my gaze.

	“I’m the only fucking guy you’ll sleep with,” I growl, pulling out and turning her around.

	I slide my hands to her arse and pick her up, pushing her back against the tiles as she wraps her legs around my hips.

	“Watch,” I demand, as I move into position. “Watch as I fuck you bare,” I tell her. “And I’m gonna fuck you hard, sweet girl, just the way you like it.”

	Ava groans, her heels digging into my arse. But I don’t need anymore encouragement as I bury my dick inside her. She gasps, her hands grabbing my shoulders as I start to pound against her.

	I watch my cock slide in and out of her, mesmerized by the sight, by how fucking good it feels like this with nothing between us. Ava’s head falls onto my shoulder, as she watches us too.

	“Touch yourself,” I tell her, my mouth at her ear. “I wanna watch you come.”

	She moves her fingers and starts to rub, our bodies finding a rhythm together as I fuck her hard against the wall and she works herself against me.

	It doesn’t take long before I feel her start to clench around me, the low moan she lets out as her fingers rub faster, harder. I push into her again and again, my balls clenching as I push her closer and closer toward her release.

	“Oh god,” she breathes. “Lewis…yes, yes…”

	She comes hard, her hand gripping my shoulder, her nails digging into my skin and sending me right over the edge with her.

	“Fuck, Ava,” I shout, the sound echoing around my bathroom as I explode inside her.

	Ava’s arms hang loosely around my neck as I stand, leaning our bodies against the wall, both of us breathing hard as we come down from the high.

	Eventually I can no longer hold her up and I reluctantly pull out as I gently lower her legs to the floor.

	“You okay?” I whisper, pulling her into my arms.

	“Mmmm,” she smiles looking up at me. “Yes, I’m very okay.”

	I chuckle, reaching for the soap. “Yes, sweet girl, you most certainly are.” 

	 

	After our shower, I head into the kitchen to make us some tea. Leaning against the kitchen bench, I watch as Ava gets dressed, pulling on the same jeans she was wearing last night before grabbing one of my long-sleeved t-shirts from the chair in the corner of my bedroom.

	“Where’s all your stuff?” I ask, pouring hot water into our cups.

	She looks up at me. “Hotel,” she says, ditching her socks and heading barefoot into the kitchen. 

	“Hotel?”

	She nods, taking the cup I offer her and adding a splash of milk and a sugar. I make a
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