

  	
	    
	      Also by Suzie Grace

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Baby For My Ex's Father

          
        
          
	          Doctor's Secret Baby

          
        
          
	          Promised To The Irish Mafia Boss

          
        
          
	          Striptease For My Dad's Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Trained By Dad's Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Favor For My Boss

          
        
          
	          Secret Baby With My Boss

          
        
          
	          When I Kissed You

          
        
          
	          When I Lost You

          
        
          
	          When I Hurt You

          
        
          
	          Claiming Meghan

          
        
          
	          Saving Samantha

          
        
          
	          Seducing Daphne

          
        
      

      
    
    


	 

When I Kissed You

 

By

Suzie Grace

 

 

 


CONTENTS

DESCRIPTION

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Epilogue



 


© COPYRIGHT 2024 SUZIE GRACE – ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form, including electronic or mechanical, without written permission from the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

 

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. Thank you for respecting the author’s work.

 


DESCRIPTION

 

One look, one kiss, and a secret that could ruin my empire. They want to keep us apart, but they’ve never met a man like me.

 

I wanted her the moment I saw her.

Sassy mouth, fearless emerald eyes, and delicious curves in all right places. She makes me alive in a way no other woman ever did.

A man of my age and position should know better. 

Yet, I find myself offering her an opportunity of her lifetime. An opportunity that can destroy us both. 

We both know we’re walking a thin line so we keep our desire secret. 

When they find out, they try to tear us apart. They can certainly try...

 

 


When I Kissed You

 

Chapter 1

RILEY

 

As I'm getting ready to head out to the latest speech in the Breinhart Fellows finance lecture series, my roommate Melanie stops me at the door.  

"Riley!" she says.  "I talked to Jarret, and he said he had a fantastic time on your date last Saturday."

I roll my eyes and fiddle with the end of one of my braids.  "No, he didn't."

Melanie hesitates.  "Okay, no, he didn't.  But he said he thought you were nice."

"Nice," I tell her, "is code for boring.  Which is what every guy you've set me up with this semester has thought of me.  

Melanie makes a face and tries one more time.  "He said he'd go out with you again if you showed some interest."

I put a hand on my hip, my fingers brushing over the sage-green gauzy fabric of my blouse.  It has green and gold rhinestones around the collar, and is a little too glitzy for my taste.  But it's also the most subdued outfit that Melanie would let me buy when we went shopping for my twenty-first birthday last week.  It's shiny, but still professional looking, and so I thought it was perfect for wearing to a finance lecture.  

"But I'm not interested," I tell Melanie.  "And neither is he.  But he's your friend so he just doesn't want to insult you by saying your roommate is stuffy and boring."

Melanie looks like she wants to argue with me, but she knows I'm right.

"It's okay," I say.  "These—" I indicate the wall in the front room that is lined with my bookshelves—"are my boyfriends."  I have the books all organized by subject, and then by author, and then by title within author.  On the other side of the room, Melanie has a much smaller bookshelf organized by color.  

"I think that biography of Georgia O'Keefe is a girlfriend," Melanie says, looking sadly at my bookshelves.  "And I know none of them would be as good as Jarret in bed."

I raise my eyebrows at her.  "Because you've been in Jarret's bed?"

"No!" she cries.  "Because he's a man and these are books!  Oh my god, you need to get laid."

"I'm leaving," I tell her, heading for the door.

"You're going to end up alone," Melanie says as I step out.  "At least sit by a cute guy at the finance lecture, okay?"

I just shake my head.  It's not that I don't want a boyfriend, but my experience is that college guys and I have exactly nothing in common.  They all want to go to parties and listen to music so loud that all you can hear is the bass—and in truth I don't want to hear the words because they're all the exact same song about grinding up on people and getting blow jobs in the back of limousines.  And the end goal of all these parties, of course, is to have sex in some stranger's bedroom in whatever house they happened to be in.  

I'm a twenty-one year old virgin, and I'm not about to give it up in a stranger's bedroom surrounded by beer bottles and posters of naked women.

Still, sitting next to an attractive guy at the finance lecture might not be a terrible idea.  I'd have better odds of finding someone there who I click with than at a frat party, that's for sure.

I walk up to Wagner hall, fiddling with the ends of my braids.  Melanie says doing my hair this way makes me look younger than I am, which at twenty-one is not a good thing, but I love everything about it. I love that even though the spring breeze is blowing the trees overhead, my dark, fine hair isn't twisting into a tangled mess.  I like the way the braids sit on my shoulders, and the way my hair turns all wavy when I shake them out in the evening, the way my scalp aches as the hair lies differently after a long day bound in place.

So Melanie can deal with it.

Wagner hall is already crowded when I arrive, but since people are allergic to sitting right next to people they don't know until they absolutely have to, I'm still able to find a single seat up near the front.  This, alone, is enough reason not to take a date to one of these things, though now that I think about it, I should probably start asking reasonable-seeming men from my classes to be my date to lectures like these.  If they found the idea ridiculous, then I'd have spared myself going out with them.  If they enjoyed the lectures and talked to me about them after, then they might be worth pursuing.  

Either way, I'd have learned something.  

I settle into my seat and look up at the stage, where the dean of the business department is sitting beside several faculty members and a man I recognize from his picture online as Ian McCarthy.

I know from my research that he's forty-eight years old, but he looks somewhat younger.  His hair is still mostly dark, if a bit peppery, and his dark beard is well-groomed and distinguished.  He's dressed more simply than I would expect of a self-made billionaire, but his suit fits him perfectly, and he clearly stays in shape.  

Not that I should care what the man looks like.  I'm here to learn from him, after all.  Mr. McCarthy brought his brokerage back from the brink of scandal and bankruptcy when he took it over ten years ago.  He's famous for his ethics and his no-tolerance stance for some of the shady dealings that are common at other brokerages and, unfortunately, legal.  I'm pretty sure the only reason the dean could afford to fly Mr. McCarthy in from New York is that he used to attend here, and still feels some affection for his alma-mater.  I'm also pretty sure the main reason the dean invited him is because of the speaker we had last month, who spent his entire hour making the case that it's our duty as financial professionals to exploit loopholes to the full extent of the law for the interest of our clients, regardless of whom we might hurt in the process.

I thought the dean was going to burst a blood vessel during that one.  

The lecture begins, but instead of talking about ethics, like I expected, Mr. McCarthy begins his speech by talking about how important it is that we in the financial community give back.  His voice is deep, rich, confident, and eminently easy to listen to.  He talks about how, as a young accountant, he gave free or discounted services to various non-profits who otherwise couldn't have afforded to keep their books straight.  He talks about his involvement with the Gates foundation, and his creation of his own personal non-profit to give money back to causes both domestically and abroad.  

He says this like it's novel.  Not that I don't think it's a good thing, but any first-year finance student knows how and why to form a non-profit, and basically every rich person who wants to give money to charities and reduce their audit risk has one.  Still, as he goes on, Mr. McCarthy has some lofty ideas about personal accountability that are pretty much the opposite of last month's lecture.  The dean smiles and nods throughout the lecture, and I have to admit that if he’d been wanting a counterpoint, this is definitely it.

I put on my reading glasses, and take copious notes, but something about the lecture doesn't sit right with me.  The lack of specificity, I guess.  Yes, obviously we all agree that charitable giving is a good thing—though I did have a philosophy professor who called it an unchecked exercise of power that threatens equality and democracy, and I was inclined to agree with him.  

Mr. McCarthy finishes his lecture, and the dean stands up, thanks him, and asks for questions.  

I sit up straight in my seat, lower my pen, and silently raise my hand.

 

 


Chapter 2

IAN

 

I'm pleasantly surprised to see that the hall at my alma mater is nearly full, not only at the beginning of my speech, but at the end.  As a student, I had a nasty habit of sneaking out the back of lectures that I didn't think were worth my time, and looking back, I'm certain this was just hubris.  Still, it's nice to see that today's students are either more humble than I was, or more polite.  

"Yes," Dean Bradley says, pointing to a girl in the third row.  I had noticed her throughout my lecture, taking notes and frowning slightly.  She's a pretty girl, wearing half-lens reading glasses and her hair in a pair of braids.  "Miss Jablonski.  First question."

Miss Jablonski draws herself up to her full height in the chair—though she seems tiny next to the men seated on either side of her.  She takes a deep breath and begins to speak.  "My question is two part," she says.  "I believe most Americans would agree that charitable giving is honorable, but the question is, how much is it ethical to give?  Bill and Melinda Gates want billionaires to give half of their money to the poor, yet the rich in America give less than 1.2 percent of their income to charity. How much do you personally give, and do you feel that this amount is ethical?  And secondly, do you think it's a problem that unchecked power is wielded by rich philanthropists in a political sense, and if so, what do you think should be done about it?"

Beside me, Dean Bradley clears his throat.  He glances uncomfortably at me, and it's clear from his familiarity with this girl that he had expected a smart question from her, but not an impertinent one.  

I, however, can't help but smile.  I meet her eyes and she holds my gaze, showing no signs of being embarrassed that she asked about my personal finances.  

"That's a good question," I say.  "Several good questions, in fact.  I'll start with the first one.  My accountants ensure that my personal charitable contributions are equal to at least forty percent of my earnings for the year.  Those earnings are mostly interest and capital gains, and I leave forty percent to compound and invest, and take twenty percent to live on."

The girl's eyebrows go up as she looks at me over her glasses.  She clearly didn't expect this to be the case, and I'm glad that I practice what I preach.  If I didn't, it would be her making me feel ashamed.  

Though since her second question basically suggests that my charitable giving is an exercise of political power, it seems there is no way to get out of this question with my image perfectly intact.

"And as to the question of unchecked power—the answer is that yes, I think that it can be a problem.  Especially in an era of unrestrained political giving, so-called philanthropists can essentially buy policy from























