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      Wednesday Evening

      I can’t believe what just happened.

      That’s why I’m pacing in front of my cousin Lilly’s stacked washer-dryer, like a pinball ricocheting between two pegs, mortified by the words I let slip. I shouldn’t have said it—even if it was true. Not every thought or feeling needs to be voiced.

      I exhale sharply, trying to expel the embarrassment searing through me. My head pounds as I replay the moment I blurted out to our unexpected dinner guest that his presence had made me wet. Down there. Those exact words—escaping from my normally restrained, occasionally cynical but never crass mouth.

      “Ugh…” I groan, burying my face in my hands.

      The culprit is obvious: too much alcohol. Work had been brutal, so I brought two bottles of red wine and some rum to Lilly’s apartment in Chelsea. One dangerously strong cocktail later, my filter was nowhere to be found. And then Mr. Gorgeous Billionaire arrived, crashing what was supposed to be a quiet girls’ night to vent about exes, work, and my mom. He must think I’m a complete idiot.

      But here’s the worst part: I’d sleep with him.

      In a New York minute.

      Our uninvited guest is Lynx Grove. Yes, the Lynx Grove—heir to a tech dynasty. When he walked in, casually carrying a grocery bag for Lilly, I was struck dumb. His bone structure is absurdly perfect, and those lips—lush and inviting—still make my pulse race.

      Even now, I can’t stop thinking about him. He’s in the kitchen, peeling shrimp like it’s the most natural thing in the world, while I’m battling the simmering heat he ignited the moment he crossed the threshold.

      Preparing dinner together was torture. Every time we brushed past each other—reaching for utensils, rinsing ingredients—it felt like Lilly’s spacious kitchen had shrunk. His arm brushed mine twice, firm and solid like granite, while his navy track pants and fitted tan T-shirt left nothing to the imagination. His cologne—a sinful blend of citrus, sandalwood, and vanilla—sealed the deal.

      Lynx Grove isn’t just a ten; he’s an eleven.

      It’s no wonder my panties didn’t stand a chance.

      Lilly only recently figured out who he really is. Before that, we called him “Mr. Eleventh Floor,” since she only saw him in the elevator. Now they’re friends, and I’m clinging to the faint hope that something she mentioned about him might help extinguish this all-consuming lust.

      “Lynx Grove is in love with someone,” I whisper, then pinch my nostrils as I groan in dread.

      But the next thought makes me chuckle. I bet he’s awful in bed. He’s probably never had to work hard to please anyone—least of all the woman he’s sleeping with.

      I glance down at my crotch. “Get it together, Girlie. He won’t satisfy you.” My ex-boyfriend’s face flashes in my mind. “Haven’t you had enough bad sex?”

      A man’s voice booms from the front of the apartment, snapping me out of my thoughts. It’s not Lynx. My ears perk up, straining to identify the speaker. “Oh, really?” The words are laced with surprise and disbelief.

      “Don’t get your panties in a bunch, Orion. We’re just having dinner!” That’s Lynx.

      I gasp, slapping a hand over my mouth. Orion.

      SOS. Lilly’s ex-boyfriend and boss, Mr. Poisonous Apple, has made an unexpected appearance. I drop the folded T-shirt in my hands and bolt to the living room. Lynx can stay, but Orion has to go.

      “Orion!” I call out, rushing to warn Lilly that she’s better off without that selfish prick. Everything feels like slow motion as the front door closes behind her. Now they’re in the hallway. I shake my head, stunned.

      “So…” Lynx’s voice makes me freeze.

      Damn it. My insides flutter. I steady my breathing, plaster on a smile, and tell myself to look unfazed. Lilly better get back here soon.

      Finally, I turn to him, my eyebrows lifting before I can stop them. Great. He’s still too gorgeous for his own good.

      Lynx raises his hands, wiggling his fingers. “What’s next?”

      It takes me a moment to catch on. “Oh. Dinner. Right.” I glance nervously over my shoulder. What is taking her so long?

      His smile deepens, and somehow it’s even more unfairly delicious now. “Yeah, dinner.”

      “Um…” I stall. “I don’t know. It’s Lilly’s recipe, so…” Another quick glance. “We should wait for her.”

      Silence stretches between us. His slow, sideways smile blooms, mesmerizing me.

      “All cleaned up?” he asks.

      I frown, confused. “What?”

      “You went to…” He arches his brows, finishing the thought for me.

      I freeze. My brain screams denial, but my body betrays me, unable to speak or even close my mouth.

      This isn’t a bad dream. It’s my actual, horrifying reality.

      I cough to clear my throat, scrambling for words. “That was… I mean…” I shake my head, mortified. How do I explain that I haven’t changed my panties? That they’re still embarrassingly damp, and I never should have said anything?

      Lynx doesn’t look away. One brow quirks up in curiosity, and I know he’s not letting this go.

      I glance over my shoulder again, desperate. Where is Lilly?

      “Excuse me,” I mutter, practically sprinting to the door. I yank it open and⁠—

      Gasp.

      She’s gone. And so is Orion.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      5 Minutes Later

      Lynx has washed his hands and is now watching me with that relentless, lopsided grin as I make my third call to Lilly. At least her phone isn’t turned off.

      I turn my back on him, frustration bubbling. How could she do this to me? Lilly isn’t usually this selfish. Leaving me alone with her guest? That’s so unlike her. Ever since her trip to Vegas with Orion, she’s been different. I tried to warn her not to go. I really did. But she devoured that poisonous apple named Orion Lord, and now she’s almost unrecognizable.

      “What’s that sound?” Lynx asks.

      I whip around, ears straining, but the room falls silent. Our eyes lock, and for a moment, we just stare at each other. Then his gaze shifts, and I follow it.

      “Oh no,” I whisper, dread pooling in my stomach. Raising a finger, I manage, “I’ll be right back.”

      I hurry to Lilly’s bedroom, scanning the space. Everything is in its place—her perfectly made bed, the dust-free nightstands. Lilly never leaves things messy. My attention lands on the bench she somehow squeezed in without crowding the room, then shifts to the console against the wall.

      There it is—her cellphone.

      “Damn it,” I mutter, pressing a hand to my chest. She’s gone, and now I have no way to contact her.

      Peering toward the living room, I hesitate. I can’t be left alone with Sexy Mr. Eleventh Floor. He’s Lilly’s friend, not mine. Besides, there’s something about him that’s messing with me. This is unusual. I’m not boy-crazy, and I encounter ridiculously attractive men all the time.

      Maybe it’s his eyes—the way he looks at me, even in passing. It’s as if he can see straight through me. That’s absurd, though. All in my head.

      I force myself to regain composure. I’ll see Lynx like any other gorgeous guy who didn’t get the part at a casting call. Rejected. Firstly, he’s in love with someone else. Secondly, he had a fleeting connection with my cousin Lilly, and she and I have a strict no sharing rule.

      Straightening my spine, I stride back to the living room, resolute. Lynx Grove is a temporary guest, nothing more. I’ll never have to see him again.

      We stop a few feet apart, his gaze warm and steady.

      It’s time to speak. Come hell or high water, I’m going to sound like someone who has her act together.

      “Sorry, Lynx, but we’re canceling dinner tonight.”

      I must look like Creepy-Stepford-Wife Barbie. There’s a mirror on the wall to my right, and I want to check my expression—but I don’t. I can’t risk looking too calculated.

      Lynx stares into my eyes, and I can’t help but wonder what he’s thinking. It feels like I’m breathing him in. His gaze dips down my body, then snaps back to my face. Something changes in him—so fast I would’ve missed it if I’d blinked. Lynx Grove just checked me out.

      Suddenly, I’m hyper-aware of my outfit: athletic stretch pants and a V-neck Nike T-shirt. I changed the moment I got to Lilly’s, opting for comfort. Now I wish I’d kept on the little black tank dress I wore to work. If he’d seen me in that, maybe he would’ve...

      No. Stop. Wishful thinking.

      “I understand.” His voice is tighter now.

      A fiery sensation blooms in my core as an unfamiliar energy seems to wrap around us, pulling us together. The seconds stretch unbearably long as his eyes roam over me—my hair, my face, my chest. Lower. Lower...

      His phone rings, shattering the moment. His gaze freezes before he reaches into his pocket to check the screen, squinting at it. “I have to answer this.”

      But he doesn’t move right away. His eyes linger, devouring me one last time. “It was nice meeting you, Xena.”

      My throat is so dry I have to swallow before I can speak. “Nice meeting you too.” I’m relieved the words come out steady.

      His right eye narrows slightly, like he’s weighing whether to say something else. My insides feel like they’re dissolving into a swarm of butterflies.

      At last, he pulls his gaze away and raises the phone to his ear. “Hello, Leo?”

      I’m rooted to the spot, my heart fluttering wildly. I watch him until he tosses me one final, lopsided grin before disappearing for good.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

    

    
      30 Minutes Later

      As I clean the kitchen, I belt out Sam Smith’s Too Good at Goodbyes, loud and passionately. Objectively, I’ve got a great voice. I inherited it from my father, jazz musician and singer Hollis St. James. I have no idea why that song is stuck in my head—or why I feel so melancholy—but I’m certain Lynx Grove is the culprit.

      My voice always sounds best when I’m emotional. It’s a strange phenomenon.

      Tilting my head back, I stare at the ceiling. “That’s it,” I whisper. “No more rum punch for me.” I blame the alcohol for my heightened response to Lynx. The sooner I sleep this night off, the better.

      The counters are wiped down, the dishes washed. The shrimp are packed into a plastic bag and stashed in the freezer, and the chopped green onions and garlic are in the fridge. Rather than calling an Uber to take me back to my sad little apartment, I slip out of my clothes and rummage through Lilly’s closet until I find her fluffy white robe. The soft fibers feel like heaven against my skin. I decide I’ll sleep in it tonight.

      The doorbell rings, making me freeze. Relief surges. It must be Lilly. She left earlier without shoes—or her keys, I bet. Ready to give her a piece of my mind, I run-walk out of the bedroom. How dare she abandon me with her guest, especially after that slip-up about my panties? I needed her to smooth things over, not leave me floundering.

      Swinging the door open, I’m primed for a lashing.

      But it’s not Lilly standing there.

      A tall, strapping figure blocks the hallway light. My eyes widen as shock punches through me. “Hey,” I manage to whisper.

      “Hey,” Lynx Grove replies, his voice tight with tension.

      I watch his Adam’s apple bob as he swallows, anticipating his next words.

      “Did you leave something behind?” I ask, desperate to cut through the charged silence.

      Lynx leans against the doorframe, his arm propped above his head as he steps closer. “I was wondering,” he begins, clearing his throat. “What you said earlier... about your panties.” His eyebrows lift just enough to make his meaning clear.

      My breath catches. His gaze locks with mine, intense and unwavering. “Sorry about that,” I manage to say, my voice barely audible.

      “Don’t be.”

      “Okay,” I blurt without thinking.

      Lynx hesitates, his lips parting slightly before he wets his lower lip. “I thought maybe...” He trails off, searching my face. Then, in a husky whisper, he finishes, “We could take care of your situation.”

      A shiver ripples through me. Uncertainty and something else—something undeniable—flood my chest. My gaze flicks to the dimly lit living room behind me, then back to Lynx.

      “My situation?” I ask, our eyes locked.

      His breath, faintly minty, brushes my face. It’s clear he prepared for this moment. “Yes,” he murmurs, his voice deep and gravelly.
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      Lynx takes my hand, guiding me through the electric, dizzying energy enveloping us. That same charge hums within me, as if I’m floating just above the ground. I glance left and right, letting the solid walls and dimness of the unlit hallway anchor me. This isn’t some surreal dream where my fantasies unfold—this is reality.

      He casts a glance my way, as if to reassure himself that I’m still with him. The glint of raw need in his piercing eyes sends a shiver down my spine. His slightly damp hand tightens around mine, leading me into Lilly’s bedroom. It’s a practical choice; her bed is much larger than the one in the cramped guest room.

      At the edge of the bed, Lynx pulls me close, his firm body pressing against mine. My hands find his shoulders—solid and unyielding, as if sculpted from granite.

      My breath quivers as his strong hands slide down my sides and settle on my hips, pulling me into him. His touch is searing, igniting sparks across my skin. Our eyes lock, and the air between us grows thick with unspoken desire.

      “I’m not looking for a relationship,” he murmurs, the words slipping out like they’ve escaped against his will.

      The statement hits me like a jolt, and I tense, trying to process its weight. Why now? Why say this before anything’s even begun? I’ve never been with a man who clarified his intentions so bluntly, so strategically, before intimacy. It feels calculated—a mental power play.

      Lynx Grove is signaling that I might be nothing more than a fleeting moment for him.

      If that’s all this is—something I’ve never sought or been drawn to—then why haven’t I pulled away?

      Yet I stay, captivated by the intensity of his smoldering eyes. His unguarded desire is a magnetic force, leaving me teetering between caution and surrender.

      His mouth hangs slightly open, a curious expression softening his sharp features. As our breaths mingle, the tension between us crackles—he seems as though he wants to kiss me but is holding back.

      And yet...

      I study his temptingly full lips and sharply defined jaw, weighing the possibilities. Lynx Grove isn’t just any man; he’s a billionaire and arguably the most sought-after bachelor in New York City. This moment presents me with a rare opportunity. One I should embrace without hesitation.

      “Is it because you’re in love with someone else?” The words tumble out, and with them, my burgeoning desire falters. He might be the most thrilling conquest, but few things are more disheartening than the idea of being someone’s second choice.

      Lynx’s thick, naturally groomed eyebrows knit together. “In love?”

      “Lilly mentioned you were in love with someone.”

      His eyes remain heavy with lust as he replies, “I’m not in love with anyone, Xena.”

      I blink, disoriented. Lilly isn’t the type to fabricate stories, and she rarely gets things wrong. “No. You told Lilly you were in love with someone else, and that’s why...” My voice catches as I realize what I’m about to say. The truth crystallizes in my mind: I have two very good reasons to stop this from going any further. “That’s why you couldn’t be with her.”

      Lynx leans closer, grazing the side of my neck with his teeth, and a cascade of shivers ripples through me. I bite back a moan, the voice in my head urging me to put an end to this before it spirals.

      “As I said,” he murmurs, his hand slipping under my robe and sliding it down my shoulders with practiced precision, “I’m not in love with anyone.”

      My breath hitches as my robe falls, exposing my breasts. His gaze, intense and unrelenting, sends a delicious thrill through me.

      I have a reply—one I know I need to say. Yet, a part of me hesitates. A part that doesn’t want to disrupt this moment because, deep down, I’ve already decided to let this happen.

      But still… I have to know.

      “Then you lied to Lilly,” I whisper, despite the lump forming in my throat.

      “Maybe.” His voice is distracted, his attention fixed as his gaze roams lasciviously over the contours of my body.

      “They’re better than I imagined,” he adds, his tone low and reverent.

      He’s imagined my breasts?

      Two equally strong, opposing voices clash in my head. One urges me to let this happen, to give in to the pull between us. The other demands that I stop, think, and send him back to the eleventh floor.

      “I have reservations,” I whisper, letting my head fall back as Lynx’s lips find my neck again. His arousal is unmistakable, the heat of it radiating against me.

      “Wait.”

      He halts immediately, lifting his head. “Hey…” His tone is gentle as he places a finger under my chin, coaxing me to meet his gaze. “Are you saying you don’t want this?”

      I should say yes.

      “It’s not that,” I admit. “I’m just... unsure if this is right. Especially if you’re in love with someone else. Or worse, if you’re in love with…”

      “Xena.” His voice is firm but tender as he leans back, his piercing eyes holding mine steady. “I’m not in love with anyone. And as for Delilah…” He pauses, his jaw tightening. “I may have embellished a bit. It was easier that way.”

      “Easier?” The question lingers on my tongue, but before I can say it aloud, Lynx interrupts.

      “May I?”

      The meaning in his gaze is clear as it flickers down to my chest. My head feels light, weightless, as I nod without speaking.

      In that moment, I become rooted in place, unable—or unwilling—to move. My breath catches in my throat as an intoxicating sensation ignites from my left nipple, consuming me entirely.

      I mumble softly, eyes drifting shut as a tremor runs through me. The sensation is so intense that I reassess my initial judgment about him. Lynx Grove isn't just strikingly handsome; he truly knows how to stir a woman's deepest desires.

      “Are you still wet for me,” he whispers, his voice thick with lust.

      I’m wetter for him than I ever been for any man, but I’ll never tell. However, my secret is ruined when he slides his fingers up my slit. My exhale quivers as his fingers dive in and out of my moisture.

      “Oh my G…” I whisper, experiencing pure pleasure when he applies pressure against my hot spot.

      He’s circling and circling, and I’m getting too close. I cling to his wrist to stop him.

      "Wait," I say throatily. My legs tremble, realizing that it hadn't taken Lynx long to awaken the sensations of pleasure within me. Oh no, this is too intense.

      His swallowing is audible. “What is it?” he whispers huskily.

      I snap my head from side to side. “I don’t know. I just… I’ve never gotten this far with someone who told me they don’t want a relationship.”

      His eyebrows—easily the best I’ve ever seen on a man—draw my attention every time they shift. Now, they lower, hovering over his hypnotic eyes. “Do you want a relationship?”

      “Um, no.” I close my eyes and shake my head. “I mean, yes. Everybody wants to be loved. But not tonight. And not by you.”

      His perfect eyebrows lift. “Not by me?” I can’t tell if he’s offended or amused.

      “You don’t want a relationship, so I don’t want to fall in love with you,” I clarify.

      “It’s not personal, Xena. I’m a busy man.”

      My jaw tightens, resisting the urge to call out his flimsy excuse. This is New York City, after all—everyone here is juggling a million things. But amidst the chaos, we all secretly hope to find love. Lynx Grove may struggle with commitment, but do I even care?

      My focus shifts to his enticingly full lips. No… I don’t care. Yet something still holds me back. Why hasn’t he kissed me?

      I suspect it’s deliberate, a test of sorts. To confirm my theory—that he avoids kissing because it hints at deeper intimacy issues—I tilt my face toward his. As I expect, Lynx pulls away.

      “You don’t kiss?” My tone is sharp, almost accusatory, as if he’s committed treason.

      A fleeting grin flickers across his face. “I do kiss. Let me show you how.”

      I should stop him now, but he’s on his knees, and I’m…

      “Oooh,” my voice trembles as pleasure rips through my core.

      So fast, I lose my willpower to resist this man. Lynx is showing me the benefits of doing this solely for fun. I feel like I'm having an out-of-body experience hearing myself moan his name and watching myself squirm as my orgasm expands. And his deep moaning exposes how much he likes what he’s doing. I wish I could lift my head and watch him. But I’m not in control of myself, especially when, like the constant beat of a drum, my core pulses as orgasm rips through me and cry out unrestrained.

      Lynx is on his feet. “I love how you taste,” Lynx claims in a voice thickened by desire.

      I can’t move a muscle as my body still shivers. I’m hopped up on dopamine, and it’s making me dizzy. But I observe how his cock pushes against his track pants. I’ve made my decision. Commitment-phobic and all, we’re going all the way. So I don’t object or stall when he takes a shiny square packet out of his pocket, rips it open, and slides a condom over his enormous erection. It’s so big, so broad, so ready. My wide eyes flit up to his face and remain. We can’t seem to look away from each other.

      I wonder what he’s thinking as he stands between my separated knees, watching me, so full of lust that he doesn’t know what to do to me first.

      “I want you too much,” he admits.

      I can see that, and it still shocks me. “Why?” The question breaks past my lips without much thought.

      “Because you’re sexy. Very, sexy.”

      I search his face for evidence that he’s lying.

      Lynx raises an eyebrow. “You don’t believe me?”

      I don’t believe him, but saying that is not what’s at the forefront of my mind. “Why don’t you kiss on the lips?” That still bothers me so much.

      I watch his amazing eyebrows bounce as if he’s processing my question like his brain’s a computer. “I don’t spoon either.” Lynx’s intense eyes smolder at what’s between my legs. “But you won’t miss any of that when I’m done with you.”

      I swallow to moisten my dry throat. It's only now that I realize I'm nodding, agreeing not to miss out on any of those "mundane" things like kissing or spooning just for the sake of being intimate with a sex god.

      My breath catches in my throat as I watch him push his pants down his long, powerful legs and then step out of them. My heart batters my breastbone as he takes his shirt by the collar and snatches it over his head like it’s an insignificant piece of cloth. Lynx is all six-pack, hilly chest, and smooth, glowing skin. If demigods existed, this man would be one.

      I feel myself yearning with need as he moves over me like a sultry shadow, splitting my thighs further apart to accommodate his perfectly lean and muscular body. And then…

      “Ha.” I inhale sharply as he moves deep inside me, and I wrap my arms around his hard body.

      “Damn,” he mutters. “You feel so good.”

      My ear is against his throat, and I’m extra turned on by listening to him swallow and moan as he shifts in and out of me.

      He feels so damn good too. He doesn’t hump like a jackrabbit. That was how my ex did it. Lynx’s strokes are steady and indulgent. Every thrust brings into existence a consuming sensation. My eyes grow wide because I feel it. There’s something about the way he’s stroking me, the angle at which he’s doing it that’s…

      “Ooh,” I murmur because I can hardly believe he’s bringing me closer to the brink of an actual orgasm by doing it this way.

      Our breaths collide as his parted lips hover over mine. I want to kiss him so badly, and I think he wants to kiss me. But I dare not test my theory. I don’t want him to stop whatever he’s doing. I want to feel it. I need to feel it. It would prove that he’s indeed the lay of a lifetime.

      And then it happens.

      My mouth opens wide, and I’m choking on my breath as ecstasy ignites within me, leaving me trembling. The sensation is so intense I squeeze my eyes shut, bracing against the streaks of pleasure that strike like lightning.

      “Oh, yes,” Lynx murmurs, his breath hot against my skin, and then my lower lip is caught between his teeth. He’s not quite kissing me, but he’s dangerously close.

      I am on cloud nine as his soft tongue and lips, make me tighten my core around him and whimper.

      Suddenly, Lynx stops pumping and holds still. My lip is out of his mouth, and he’s shaking his head as though I’m being a naughty girl.

      “What?” I ask and try to raise my hips to get him started again. His lower half pins me to the mattress.

      “Release my cock,” he commands breathlessly.

      It takes a moment to figure out what he’s talking about. The tight look on his face reveals that he’s trying not to come.

      Then it dawns on me…

      Lynx is a control freak. He likes calling the shots, literally. I want to experience the second potent orgasm he’s working on gifting me, but I want to take him down a peg or two even more, which is not like me at all. I don’t even know what this is I’m feeling, this defiance that’s fueling me, but my core squeezes him tighter.

      “What are you doing?” He whispers.

      “Nothing,” I lie. I can’t believe I’m doing this. It’s him. It’s the power he has over me. This is my way of fighting back, I think.

      He raises an eyebrow. “I asked you to let go of my cock, Xena.”

      A naughty smirk possesses my lips. “Do you want to stop?”

      Lynx slopes his gorgeous head slightly to one side, and my eyes dare him to win this standoff of ours by giving up and leaving me wanting. This risk I’m taking just might backfire.

      The seconds of stillness pass. What will he do? What will I do? I won’t release him. Is this crazy of me?

      Then, suddenly, like a snake slithering out of the bush to strike its prey, Lynx’s cock moves deeper inside me. I hold on tight as he thrusts me hard and fast. Then, my upper lip is in his mouth, and he’s sucking and thrusting. His arousal is like molten fire. His hands slide between my back and the mattress, and he rolls me on top of him to grasp two handfuls of my ass, and then he shifts me against him harder and harder and harder, stroking me. Jerking back and forth, I can’t hold onto my squeezing. But it doesn’t matter that I’ve let go because Lynx’s mouth consumes one of my breasts as he pumps into me hard and fast until…

      Honestly this feels so damn divine.

      “Ooooh….” The guttural moan he makes originates deep in his throat as his voice and body shudder when he comes.
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      Three Minutes Later

      I expected Lynx to roll me from on top of him, slap me on the thigh, and thank me for the fuck before springing to his feet, dressing, and then waving goodbye. But he hasn’t done that. We’re lying alongside each other on the bed, staring at the ceiling. I must say, I hated that I sacrificed my second big orgasm to take control. That was not smart of me.

      “What was that?” he asks.

      His tone lets me know what he’s talking about.

      I turn to face him. “Do you mean what I did to your cock?”

      “Yes.”

      “I don’t know,” I admit. “I think I was peeved because you said you didn’t kiss, and you don’t spoon. And on top of all that, you aren’t looking to be in a relationship. I guess it was my way of not feeling like a prostitute.” That was actually the truth.

      Lynx is frowning thoughtfully. “Prostitutes don’t receive pleasure; they give pleasure. And I was pleasuring you.” He licks his lips like he can taste the final claim he just made.

      My mouth is caught open. I would love to come up with a punchy objection. But nothing he said was incorrect. From the moment he planted his face between my thighs, he’s been more concerned with my pleasure than his own.

      Suddenly, Lynx is lying on his side, and two of his elegantly long fingers slide across my lower lips. “Although, I’ve never been so tempted to just….” He grunts his desire.

      I narrow my eyes at him as his fingers continue gliding gently across my lower lip. “I thought you were a nice, well-adjusted guy.”

      A chuckle slips from him as he withdraws his fingers. “I am well-adjusted,” he declares with a playful certainty.

      I roll my eyes. “Sure you are.”

      “What about you?”

      “What about me?”

      “I was on the verge of making you come, hard, and you”—he wets his delectably swollen bottom lip that makes me want to maul his mouth—“sabotaged me.” He’s smiling. At least he finds what I had done amusing. “You turned sex into a power struggle, Xena. I knew there was something about you.”

      “What in the hell does that mean?” I ask, mildly insulted.

      His narrowed eyes burn with acute desire. “It means I had fun.”

      “I probably should’ve….” I close my mouth to study Lynx’s body language. The way he’s lying comfortably beside me with his penis out, and physique the picture of perfection. It feels like what’s happening between us is only natural and shouldn’t come with restrictions. But it does, and that bothers me to no end.

      “You probably should’ve what?” He asks, seemingly losing patience.

      I don’t want to say that I probably should’ve stopped all of this before it started. Instead, I think of something else to say.

      “Why did you tell my cousin you were in love with someone else if you’re not? You can tell me the truth now since you’ve already fucked me.”

      Lynx laughs as he reaches out to slide his index finger up and down the tip of my right nipple. What he’s doing is so distracting. I can stand at least a dozen more orgasms before he walks out the front door. I mean, I actually doubt we’ll cross paths again. And if we do run into each other, at least this is out of our systems, I hope.

      “I’ve already told you the truth,” he says.

      “Lilly said the two of you shared sparks.”

      “Maybe,” he says with a passive shrug. “You have beautiful breasts, Xena. I can suck them all night.”

      “And what about now?” I ask, ignoring his sexualizing compliment.

      He moves toward me. “I can suck on them now.”

      I nudge him back with a laugh. “No. Are you still attracted to Lilly?”

      He’s increasing the stimulation on my nipple and I press my thighs together to stop the tingling in my core. It doesn’t work.

      “Could you stop and focus?” I sigh.

      With a slow, sideways, naughty smile, Lynx retracts his hand.

      He sighs as if he’s ready to comply. “I could’ve been into Lilly until I saw her with Orion. But I didn’t want her this way.”

      “What way?”

      He pinches the tip of my nipple. “Like this. I could’ve done without this from her. But I couldn’t resist you.”

      I roll my eyes, even though I picture that wired look on his face when he knocked on the door earlier. Pure lust glistened in his eyes.

      “That sounds like a bad pickup line,” I say.

      Lynx laughs. “It’s true.” He extends an arm that hooks me around the waist and pulls me under him. Lynx handles me with such ease. He’s either very strong or I’m as light as a twig, which I am not. There’s no more to say when my right breast is deep in his mouth. There’s definitely no more grilling him when his fingers are shifting in and out of my wetness, readying me for our next round of sex with no real kissing.
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      Saturday, Mid-morning

      I’m at Limbo, a bustling restaurant in Hell’s Kitchen. The dining room buzzes with spirited conversation, every table packed. I only secured a seat without waiting in line because I’m Jojo O’Leary’s daughter.

      People in this town adore my mom. On camera and in front of her fans, Jojo is charming, personable, and could sell ice water in the Arctic. But behind the scenes, to those who truly know her, she’s a hard-nosed businesswoman who knows exactly what it takes to stay on top. Her relentless drive has made her a star on the Home Shopping Emporium show she hosts.

      With an annoyed sigh, I check the time on my cellphone again. I’m alone at a table for three. My friend Carol called to cancel as soon as I was seated. She has a family emergency and has to fly back to New Mexico to deal with it. And Lilly, who hasn’t arrived yet, is thirty minutes late. That’s not like her at all. She’s a stickler for being punctual. I’ve gone ahead and ordered my usual western omelet with truffle home fries. The only thing that's keeping me from fuming is remembering Wednesday night.

      After round three of mind-blowing sex, Lynx lay beside me for at least half an hour. It felt like he was staying out of obligation, pretending to care about more than just the hookup. I’m embarrassed to admit I played along. Having him close, even for a little while, was intoxicating.

      But then he got personal—too personal. It felt unnervingly intimate for someone who’s all about hit it and quit it.

      With his fingers interlaced behind his head, Lynx sank deeper into the pillow and mattress. “What’s your story, Xena?” he asked.

      “My story?” I echoed, my body still boneless from the intensity of the night.

      “Brothers? Sisters?”

      Oh, that story. “An older brother and a younger sister. One from my dad’s first wife, the other from his third. Jojo’s in the middle.”

      “Jojo is your mother’s name?”

      “Yep. Jojo O’Leary,” I said, fully expecting the name to strike a chord.

      He snapped his fingers. “That’s why you look familiar! The sexy pricetag lady is your mom!”

      A snicker slipped out. “Sexy?”

      “Absolutely. She’s very sexy. Never doubt that’s where you get it from.”

      I rolled my eyes. Hearing the man I’d just had sex with call my mom sexy was...weird. Not that I hadn’t heard it before. Jojo has that irresistible come-hither thing. Still, since Lynx made it clear he wasn’t interested in anything serious with me, I didn’t feel the need to issue my usual Jojo O’Leary warning.

      Normally, I’d tell guys to never let her soft, feminine looks fool them. Jojo is a shark—ravenous and ruthless. If you get too close and you’re too weak, she’ll swallow you whole without a second thought, then excrete you out. Quickly. Efficiently.

      “I watch her show for kicks sometimes,” Lynx said. “She’s a character.”

      I rolled my eyes again, this time with a grunt. “I’ll let her know the guy I screwed on Wednesday night is a fan.”

      Lynx pointed at me. “You do that.”

      We grinned at each other for what felt like forever. We did that a lot that night—even while making love, we’d fall into these long stretches where we couldn’t look away from each other.

      Later, we talked about how hard it was for him to bring a major league baseball team to Connecticut. His father had tried to discourage him, insisting he’d never pull it off. That only added fuel to Lynx’s fire.

      The more I listened to him talk about securing the votes to open the franchise, the more impressive he became. He started to feel like a real person—not just the sex robot who’d unexpectedly shown up for dinner.

      A surge of frantic energy jerks me back to the present. “Sorry,” Lilly says, dropping into the chair across from me, snapping me out of my thoughts about Lynx.

      I feel the cold air clinging to her, along with the slightly pungent city odor that seems to stick to everything in this city.

      I shake my head, trying not to look like I want to strangle her pretty little neck. “You’re late.”

      She pushes her palms at me, gesturing me to back off. “And I’ve already eaten. I came here because we have to talk, of course.”

      “You’ve eaten? Why would you eat before making plans to eat with me?” Why are tears bombarding my eye sockets? I’m whining because I feel the loss of someone I used to see every day and especially for Saturday brunch.

      “I’m sorry. Orion has a chef, and we’ve gone vegan-ish vegetarian.”

      My face squeezes into a tight frown. “That was fast. Now you’re vegan-ish together? I guess that means you’re back together. And why haven’t you been answering my calls?”

      Lilly pins me with a look that tells me she has so much to say and doesn’t know where to start. I hate this feeling that I can’t shake. She’s close enough that I can reach out and touch her, but she’s actually existing in an alternate universe.

      “That’s why I’m here,” she finally says. “And yes, Orion and I are back together.”

      I shake my head in disappointment. “I can’t believe you.”

      “I also live with him.”

      My eyes expand double their size. “You’re gorging on his poisonous apple Lilly.”

      She frowns mockingly. “I thought he was the poisonous apple.”

      “You know what I mean,” I snap.

      “No, I don’t.” She expels an exasperated breath through her nose. “You know what? I probably should’ve never taken my work problems with him to you because you blow things out of proportion.” She slaps herself on the chest. “I was pissed off at Orion….”

      “Yes. You were,” I say, happily cutting her off. There’s no way in the world I will let her forget her despicable boss’s despicableness. “Remember the bottled water episode?”

      Lilly exhales audibly as she rolls her eyes.

      I slam one finger on top of another, ready to count the list of Orion’s infractions. “Having you call his hookups to break booty calls?”

      She folds her arms across her chest, showing me she’s standing her ground too.

      "And don't forget how he made you buy flowers for women right before he broke up with them. Oh, and he never ever showed up for work on time. Dropping the ball and making you do his job.”

      “I never had to do his job,” she finally says. “I thought I was doing his job, but he was working on something much bigger than what we were doing.”

      I shake my head at this insanity she’s spewing. “Wow, that’s some spin you’re putting on the past. And is he truly over his sister-in-law? Because remember how he made you stalk her and his brother, and that was before he made you his date for their wedding.”

      Unfolding her arms, Lilly thrusts herself forward, leaning across the table as she clutches the edge, attaching her fingernails to the wood.  “Are you finished?”

      I raise my eyebrows obstinately. “Not really.”

      We glare at each other until we turn to the people at the table beside us who are watching us in suspense. Maybe they’re waiting for one of us to jump to her feet and storm out of the restaurant. That’s not how Lilly and I quarrel. Our mothers, who are sisters, taught us how to stay and battle until we’ve reached a resolution we both can agree on.

      However, realizing we’re causing a scene, we both sigh at the same time and retreat deeper into our seats.

      I stop shaking my head. “I still think you’re making a big mistake.”

      “You can’t judge a person unless you know them thoroughly. And you only know Orion from my complaining about him. Well, trust me when I say I have grown to know the full story of Orion Lord. And I love that book. And I want you to be happy for me.” Her tone and glassy eyes plead for my blessing.

      I stop myself from rolling my eyes as I battle giving in. “Ugh.” I scratch the side of my neck anxiously. I really want to give her what she wants. But all I can picture is Orion’s sly grin. Even if she’s right. I only know him through her complaining about how awful he was. Although, there were many occasions when he would call her while we were enjoying a girl’s night out. Lilly would have to leave
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