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			PREFACE

			“All our dreams can come true, if we have the courage to pursue them” (Walt Disney)

			Thank you to my family for letting me pursue mine.

			Love always,

			NB

			

			Prologue

			Nikki was walking home from her office in New York to her apartment a few blocks away. She was happy. She had a great job and a beautiful apartment she shared with the love of her life, James Ross. Life was good! Today was their two-year anniversary, and convinced he would pop the big question tonight, she had left the office early to surprise him when he got home. It was time – and she was ready for it. Last week she had bought exotic lingerie, and her plan was to wear it and “surprise” him when he walked through the door. 

			They had met at the very apartment they now shared. They had both wanted it, but in the end she had won. That very same day he asked her out to dinner, and within a few months they had moved in together. As they say, the rest was history. 

			

			Nikki walked into the apartment building and greeted the doorman, Peter. She reached the elevator and stepped inside, pressed the button for floor five and smiled at what she hoped the evening would hold in store for her. Once out of the elevator, she walked to the door of apartment 512, took out her keys and opened the door. As she stepped inside, her eye caught clothing scattered over the floor, from the entrance hall all the way down to the bedroom. For a moment she thought they had been robbed. But, then she heard familiar sounds from the bedroom, sounds that she herself had made with James. She walked gingerly towards the bedroom, pushed the door open, and before her was James, naked, on top of a blonde woman, her legs wrapped around his body. Nikki stood in shock, the blood draining from her face. 

			The blonde caught sight of Nikki at the door and let out a scream. James turned his head, and as he jumped up and covered himself with a pillow, he spluttered, “Nikki, I can explain.” Nikki said nothing but just stared at him. The blonde got up and grabbed her belongings before sneaking past her to leave.

			“It is not what it looks like.”

			“It looked like you were fucking that woman.”

			

			“But it didn’t mean anything. I promise you Nikki, it was nothing, I love you.”

			Deep down inside, Nikki was seething. “Get out of my house.”

			“Darling, please, it was nothing, a stupid mistake.”

			“The only mistake here is that you are still standing in my apartment. Get the fuck out!”

			“Nikki, please just listen.”

			“GET OUT!”

			James walked past Nikki, and a short while later she heard the door of the apartment close. At that moment, broken and furious, she made a promise to herself. Never, ever will she let any man use her ever again. Love can go fuck itself.

			

			CHAPTER 1

			It was a typical June day in New York, partly cloudy and grey. Looking out of the window of her studio apartment in Manhattan, Nikita Brooks could not wait to escape from the greyness of the city that suffocated her. Her phone rang and she answered it. Smiling to herself Nikki felt a rush of excitement as she spoke to her long-time best friend Jennifer Adams. 

			“Yes, I’ll be in LA by the end of next week, Jen. I’m looking forward to starting this new phase of my life and business. New York has been good to me, but the opportunities in LA are endless.” 

			“Well Nikki, I can’t wait to have you here. Ben is driving me crazy with all his British shit, and I need my friend close by for support before I strangle him. And of course, there’s all the wedding arrangements,” Jen continued. 

			

			At only 28 years, Nikki was enjoying the success of her own interior design business – Fusion Interiors – and was moving to Los Angeles to expand her business and get a fresh start. Slender and tall with long dark hair and blue eyes, she was not your typical model-type beauty. She was more like the girl next door, but once you got to know her feisty personality and no-nonsense attitude, it was easy to see what a striking beauty she was. After how James had treated her, and a few failed attempts at dating, she struggled to trust men with her heart. So for now, being single and concentrating on her business was her priority. “Okay, I’ll speak to you soon. Give my love to Ben. Bye,” Nikki said. 

			“Can’t wait, bye,” Jen replied and ended the call.

			Jennifer Adams, also aged 28, was an art restorer at the Museum of Contemporary Art in LA. With beautiful blonde hair and light green eyes that looked right through you, she was recently engaged to Ben Taylor, a 34-year-old arts professor at UCLA. They had met while she was studying art in London, and he had followed her back to the USA. That was four years ago. Now they were planning their wedding, and Jen was very excited to have her best friend beside her for this journey. 

			“Hey love, have your seen my mobile?” Ben asked. 

			“It’s called a cell, and it’s on the kitchen table,” Jen replied. 

			

			“Thanks love. Right, I’m off to work,’’ Ben said, kissing Jen on the cheek and squeezing her butt before leaving their Santa Monica apartment. Ben had been born in London in the UK, and after meeting and falling in love with an American girl, he moved to the USA – the best decision he had ever made. He was one of the youngest professors at UCLA, his students loved and respected him, and he enjoyed making art history fun for them. He had brown curly hair, almond-shaped brown eyes, and a killer smile – a smile that had landed him in trouble many times before.

			As Nikki continued packing her belongings, she caught a glimpse of a face she’d dealt with many times before. Staring back at her from the cover of LA Business magazine, that face with unbelievable green eyes and black hair could melt their way into any young woman’s heart. Henry Carter, Billionaire CEO of Sapphire Hotel Group. 

			Henry Carter was a famous bachelor in LA, known for always having a big-busted bimbo on his arm everywhere he went – and never the same girl twice. The notches on his belt could stretch around the world twice. He was also Ben Taylor’s best friend. 

			“What an asshole,” Nikki said out loud. “How could any woman with half a brain cell fall for his shit,” she said as she threw the magazine to one side. They had met a few times before, and it was like pouring fuel on fire between them. She hated his arrogant attitude, especially towards women, and he could not stand the fact that she was a successful, independent woman – one who did not buckle at the knees at the sight of him. Their last meeting – a weekend away in the mountains with Jen and Ben – did not begin or end well for them. While on a hiking trail and after a storm surprised them all, Nikki and Henry got separated from Ben and Jen and took shelter in an old shed waiting for the storm to pass. What a smooth talker! He spent the entire time trying to convince her that she needed to sleep with him; that her life would be better if she did. What made it even worse was that she almost fell for it. It was this close call that made her angry, in fact so angry she hated Henry Carter even more. When the weekend was over and Henry had left, she found a single red rose on her bed, and this infuriated her even more.

			

			With Henry being Ben’s best friend and she being Jen’s best friend, it was natural that circumstances forced them together. Sometimes he would show up with a girl by his side, sometimes alone. But with a girl or not, he always tried to get her into bed. She could not stand him. Well, Henry Carter is one aspect of LA I am not looking forward to, Nikki thought to herself as she continued packing.

			On the street in front of the Beverly Wilshire the flashing lights of the media blinded eyes, and the snapping of the cameras was constant as the press tried to capture the best, or worst, picture of the rich and famous as they arrived for the annual FAN4Kids fundraiser. One by one the black limos stopped, unloading glitz and glamour, click, click, click, then on to the next sleek black limo. 

			

			The chauffeur opened the door, and Henry Carter stepped out, looking like he was in a Bond movie, with a black Armani suit, perfectly-groomed black hair, devils dancing in his green eyes, and that smile that could drop underwear in an instant. Holding his hand out to his companion, a beautiful blonde model named Kara who was known more for her smile than what came out of her mouth, was his date for the evening. Walking up the stairs and waving to the press, the pair entered the centre. Dinner, dancing, fucking and sending her on her way – that was Henry’s modus operandi for every date. 

			After the fundraiser Henry and Kara were picked up by his chauffeur Mike, who drove them to the Sapphire Hotel where Henry occupied the top floor penthouse of his hotel. They entered the hotel through a private elevator that took them straight to the penthouse. Once inside Henry offered Kara champagne, knowing full well that they would only take a few sips before he swung into action. 

			“This place is stunning,” Kara said taking the glass of champagne from Henry and taking a sip. He also took a sip, then took the glass from her. He placed both glasses on the table beside him and started kissing her. His hands immediately went to the back of her dress to find the zipper, releasing her from her tight red dress. He started kissing her neck and she moaned with pleasure. She could not believe that she was about to be on THE LIST, the Henry Carter list. In one swift move he picked her up and placed her on the dining table, before hunting for her G-string and pulling it to one side. In an instant his pants were down, and he was opening the condom taken from his pocket. He was a fast worker – an expert. 

			

			Kara was out of breath with desire for this man. She watched as he put the condom on his erect penis, their eyes met, and Henry plunged his hard manhood into Kara with force. They both groaned with pleasure, moving faster and penetrating harder. It was not long before they both reached the point of ecstasy, and for a moment while they caught their breaths, they just held on to one another. Then Henry pulled away, walked towards the kitchen as he took the condom off, and placed it in a custom bin. He had made a few of these bins, which disposed of the condoms and destroyed the seeds. Being a wealthy bachelor, he could never be too careful, especially as he had a scare a couple of years ago with an insane woman trying to steel his sperm in order to make herself pregnant and extort money from him. Since then he had three rules: 

			1.NEVER have sex without a condom.

			2.ALWAYS destroy the condom.

			3.NEVER the same girl twice. 

			He did break the last rule once with a spunky sports agent named Carol, but since then it had never happened again. He was contempt with his life and did not need a woman to complicate things. Besides, he was on his own path. He was growing his business and wealth, he had sex when he wanted, with whom he wanted, and he did not expect any more from the women. He also made it clear they shouldn’t expect more from him. 

			

			“Well, this was fun Kara. Mike will take you home,” Henry said. And with that Kara was out the door and out of his life. He grinned as he thought what the pretentious, stuck up, man-hating Nikki Brooks would think about this. He knew she was moving to LA in the next few weeks and that he would see her more often. But it irritated him that she had not fallen for his charm. “We will just have to wait and see,” Henry said with annoyance in his voice.

			Time went by quickly. Nikki opened her eyes. It was Thursday morning. Today is the day for new beginnings, she thought. Tomorrow she would wake up in LA – a little scared of the unknown, but always ready for whatever the universe threw at her.

			

			CHAPTER 2

			As Jen got out the shower and walked to the bedroom, she heard her phone ring and Ben answering it. 

			“Hi Nikki, she’s just in the shower. Oh bugger, here she is, giving me the stink eye for answering her mobile. We’ll see you tonight at the pub, yeah?” Ben asked. 

			“Hi Ben. Yes, cannot wait to see you guys,” Nikki replied. 

			“Wonderful. Here’s Jen. Cheers.” He handed the phone to Jen. 

			“This bloody English fool and his pub. We’ll see you at Better Days Bar tonight,” Jen said, giving Ben a sultry look. Ben immediately took that as an invitation, and started to remove Jen’s towel. She slapped his hand gesturing that she was on the phone, but that did not stop him as he continued to run his hand down her stomach towards her thighs. “Wow! This man is insane. Got to go Nikki, we will see you tonight,” Jen said quickly and ended the call, not giving Nikki time to say goodbye. She fell on to the bed and instantly Ben followed, starting to kiss her. Nothing like a morning roll in the hay before work.

			

			Arriving at work Jen could not concentrate. She was excited to have Nikki here, but she worried about her and Henry. They never seemed to see eye to eye. I just hope she’ll behave around Henry. Those two are like sugar and spice, but there’s nothing nice between them, she thought.

			At the university Ben was in his office grading papers. He was looking forward to the end of the week, and their weekly Friday meeting at Better Days. They had quite the routine: Friday evenings at Better Days, breakfast on Saturday mornings at their place or at Henry’s hotel. It was a small circle of friends, but it was more than enough for him. And now Nikki would be joining them. Bollocks, I hope Henry behaves himself around Nikki. This is a disaster in the making, he thought to himself.

			Nikki was standing in the middle of her new LA apartment, surrounded by boxes to be unpacked. She felt happy. Her apartment was a good size, with big windows overlooking the streets of Los Angeles. She was about five blocks away from where Jen and Ben lived, ten blocks from Better Days Pub, and eight blocks in the other direction from the Sapphire Hotel, where the man whore Henry lived. She was not looking forward to seeing this animal again, with his suave looks and smooth words. She could not stand men like him, but as he was Ben’s friend, she promised to behave. Cross my heart and hope to die.

			

			Henry was on his private plane on his way back to LA. He spent most of his weeks in New York at one of the Sapphire Hotels. New York Sapphire – being the youngest – required most of his time, but his home and offices were in LA. He didn’t mind being in New York, as this meant he could spend time with his sister Linda and his six-year-old niece, McKenzie. Linda was the only family he had left since their parents had died in a car crash when Henry was 14 and Linda ten. Since the untimely passing of their parents, they had been raised by their grandparents, growing up in the poorer part of Los Angeles. They never had any money, and it was this that motivated Henry to make something of himself. Never again did he want to be without money. 

			He started small, and by the age of 20 he had saved enough money to buy a rundown inn in Los Angeles called Happy Stay. He worked his ass off, sleeping on the couch in the office, surviving on instant noodles. Within two years he had sold Happy Stay for a substantial profit – and with the profit the Sapphire Hotel Group was born. Now, at the age of 34, he had five Sapphire Hotels across America – New York being the newest and Los Angeles the biggest and most profitable. His grandparents had both died two years ago within a few months of each other, leaving Linda and McKenzie as his only family. 

			

			It was 1.15pm. By 8pm he would have a beautiful girl by his side and would be drinking dry martinis or whiskey with his friends at Better Days – the bar he had bought a few years back for him and his friends to relax and have fun at. 

			Ben and Jen were already at Better Days having a beer and chatting away with other acquaintances in the bar. They were waiting for Nikki to arrive, as well as Henry with his flavour of the night on his arm. Better Days was packed – as it always was on a Friday evening – with everyone winding down after a hectic week. And the fact that the bar belonged to Henry Carter attracted every young willing girl in LA – that is, every young girl hoping for the chance to get on the “I fucked Henry Carter” list.

			Nikki arrived at Better Days, looking like a model in her tight, short, black dress, her dark hair flowing like waves on her shoulders. Big golden hoop earrings framed her face, and her blue eyes danced with excitement. 

			“Nikki, over here,” Jen shouted from a table across the room. She got up and ran towards her friend, embracing her with open arms. “I’m so happy you’re here. Come, let’s sit down,” Jen said with a smile on her face. 

			“Oh Jen, I’m so happy to see you. Hi Ben,” Nikki said, close to tears of happiness. 

			“Howzit love, would you like a pint?” Ben asked. 

			

			“I’d love some white wine,” Nikki replied, before Ben headed off to the bar to place his order. 

			“Are you all unpacked?” Jen asked, taking a sip of her beer, her blonde hair falling forward into her face. 

			“Nope, still a few hundred boxes to go. But I am here and happy to be here,” Nikki said. 

			“Well, tomorrow after our breakfast date, I’ll come round to help you unpack. But, you have to provide the wine, okay?” Jen said with a naughty look on her face. 

			“You have a deal, bitch,” Nikki replied. 

			Just then Ben returned with the drinks. “Cheers my lovelies,” he said, clinking his glass against Jen’s and Nikki’s and taking a big gulp of his beer. Out of the corner of his eye he caught a glimpse of his best friend with a brunette on his arm entering Better Days.

			Oh great, the gigolo is here! Nikki thought to herself as Ben announced that Henry had arrived. Taking a big swig of wine, she hoped it would steady her nerves to deal with this arrogant bastard. “Henry, glad you could make it, Bud. You remember Nikki?” 

			With a grin on his face Henry replied, “Hi Ben. Yes, how could I forget the lovely Nikita,” as he leant over to kiss Nikki on the cheek. 

			“Hi Henry, good to see you again,” Nikki said with the fakest of smiles on her face. Bold bastard, she thought. 

			

			“This is Katheryn, my date for the evening,” he said. Henry whispered something in Katheryn’s ear, she nodded, then made her way towards the bar. “So, Nikki, how is LA treating you? Not too uptight for you?” Henry said, taking a seat opposite her. Nikki almost choked on her wine. Who the fuck did he think he was! 

			“No Henry. I enjoy it here, except for the chauvinistic, rich, dumb blonde fuckers all over town,” Nikki said with anger emphasising every word. 

			“That’s not fair, they are not all blonde,” Henry replied smiling. He couldn’t help himself – he just had to coax some sort of reaction from this woman. The first time he had met her, her blue eyes pierced right through him, and he sensed that she was different, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. Then after the few hours they had spent together in the old shed that stormy day in the mountains, he felt something – especially after he had tried everything to fuck her and she had refused him. He was not used to these kind of feelings. 

			“Come on children, let’s behave please,” Jen said strongly. “You two just have to agree to disagree, for fucks sake. Please, especially as you’ll be spending a lot of time together as our friends. So put on your grown-up pants and hush the fuck down, okay!” Jen said, feeling the anger rising inside her. “You are right, sorry Jen. I will try to behave,” Nikki said. 

			

			“As will I Ma’am. After all, it is better to make love than war,” Henry said in a mocking tone, throwing a naughty smile at Nikki. 

			Ignoring his comment and smile, Nikki turned towards Jen, “So, breakfast at your place at ten?”

			“Yip honey, and after that unpacking your boxes,” Jen replied. I would love to unpack her box, Henry thought to himself. After a few hours and a lot of drinks, the friends departed for the evening, with Henry and Katheryn leaving first. When Nikki arrived at her apartment, a single red rose lay on the floor by the door. Shit!

			That night Nikki did not sleep much. Why was the image of Henry Carter haunting her? He irritated her, so why was she losing sleep over this arrogant ass? A few blocks away, Henry was lying awake in his penthouse. The sex he had had with Katheryn felt like a waste of his time. And why couldn’t he get Nikki Brooks out of his mind? What was it with this woman? There was something, something he did not understand. And being the kind of man he was, he was sure as hell going to find out what it was.

			Nikki was on her way to Ben and Jen’s apartment for breakfast. The sun was shining this fine Saturday morning in LA, but because she hadn’t got much sleep, she felt miserable, like a dark cloud hanging over her. As she was about to buzz the door to the apartment, she heard a deep voice behind her. 

			

			“Morning sunshine.” She turned and looked straight into those incredible green eyes.

			“Morning Henry,” she said without emotion. 

			“Look, I apologise for my behaviour last night. I was just trying to push your buttons. Can you please forgive me?” Henry said giving her the puppy eyes. 

			“Fine, for the sake of our friends I will try to tolerate you,” Nikki replied. “But that doesn’t mean I like you, okay?” Nikki said curtly, staring him down. “And no more red roses bullshit.” 

			“It was just a little welcome gift. But okay, you have a deal,” Henry said, his eyes still locked on to hers. “Wanna seal the deal with a kiss? Just kidding, come on, let’s have breakfast.” Henry laughed and pushed the door open, gesturing for Nikki to go in. 

			As they walked to the elevator he couldn’t help thinking, Man! I would love to have her in my arms. He stopped for a second, his thoughts of her catching him off guard. What the fuck was going on! 

			Over mimosas, croissants, French toast and bacon, they chatted about the past week, Henry’s hotels, Nikki’s move, Jen’s fat sweaty boss, and Ben’s student who was trying to seduce him in order to get better grades. It was a fun relaxing breakfast, with no incidents. 

			

			“So kids, next Saturday is our engagement party at Better
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