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      “Crap, crap, crap, crap,” I mutter to myself.

      This is not the first impression I wanted to make. My first day on the job and I’m cutting it close. Not just any job, the position is a coveted one at the Hillcrest Clinic and I cannot afford to lose it. The Nurse Extern Program is extremely cutthroat and I have worked very hard for the opportunity to get this position. The generous pay and flexible hours mean I can stop working multiple jobs and finally get to do what I love to do, which is taking care of people. After successfully passing my boards I am officially Raeva Lindsey Ray, RN. I am very proud and pleased with all that my hard work has gotten me. The last two years of nursing school, combined with working multiple crappy jobs to make ends meet, have been hell. I really want to make a good impression at my new job, which is why I spent half the night studying up on my patient’s condition and brushing up on my tube feeding skills and knowledge regarding G-tube care. Hillcrest is an exclusive facility where each patient has their own dedicated healthcare team, so I’ll be specifically assigned to one patient at a time. Unfortunately, I fell asleep and I managed to forget to set my alarm. Luckily, I woke up when I did, but I am dangerously close to being late which is, as they told me yesterday during orientation, a very big no-no. I quickly grab my bag from the passenger seat of my beat-up Taurus and kick the door shut. I notice my appalling parking job but I am cutting it close so it will have to do. I am parked farther away than I’d like but beggars can’t be choosers. I all but full out run to the enormous building. I rush up the steps of the impressive structure and am about to knock when the door swings open, causing me to stumble onto my knees and drop my belongings. Embarrassment flushes over me and that feeling gets worse when I look up and gaze upon Margaret Sims, my new boss. She’s a very austere looking woman and it is very obvious that she is not amused.

      “I am so sorry,” I manage to stammer.

      The woman makes no attempt to help me and I instantly dislike her. As I gather my things I remind myself to act like a professional and manage a tight smile as I mutter another apology. Her brow arches.

      “I certainly hope that this isn’t an indication of the competency we can expect from you,” she says.

      Her icy tone almost renders me silent.

      “No ma’am,” I almost whisper.

      She doesn’t seem convinced judging from the malevolent stare she bestows upon me. “Follow me.”

      She turns abruptly and stalks down the foyer past the reception desk and toward a regal staircase. I almost struggle to keep up. She opens the door to a hall closet that’s almost as big as my living room and kitchen combined.

      “You may deposit your... ” her nose wrinkles as she looks at my admittedly old but still perfectly fine bag, “…belongings in here.”

      What a lovely woman. She doesn’t even spare me a glance when she continues.

      “Turn left when you reach the top of the stairs. Ms. Kingsley’s suite is the second door on your right. You should find everything you need in there.”

      With that she turns and strides off, leaving me slightly stunned but mostly irritated. I seriously dislike that woman.

      “Yeah, nice to meet you too,” I mutter under my breath.

      I am really glad that she did not conduct my interviews or my orientation because I seriously doubt I would have gotten the position if it were up to Mrs. Sims. I take a short moment to compose myself and then swiftly hang my coat and bag in the closet before making my way upstairs. I gently knock on the door before I enter. The suite opens to a spacious sitting area. The walls are graced with what looks to be hand-painted silk wallpaper and the solid hardwood flooring has me resisting the urge to remove my shoes. The earthy tones in this room are calming and visually pleasing. It is hard not to be in awe of this room and its stunning decor. This definitely doesn’t look like a hospital room. I continue to walk to what I assume to be the bedroom; the door is wide open so I don’t even bother knocking. I immediately regret this decision as I witness a man tenderly kiss the forehead of my patient and whisper something against her temple. I instantly feel uncomfortable, almost like I am intruding. He stands straight and when he turns to face me I feel as though the wind is knocked out of me. Calling this man handsome would be an insult because there isn’t a word in the dictionary that would come close to being anywhere near accurate. My eyes lock onto a pair of devastatingly beautiful blue eyes. I attempt and fail to stifle the gasp that escapes my lips. For a moment I feel frozen, as if it is impossible for me to move a single muscle. My eyes flicker over his magnificent face and land on his mouth; his perfectly sculpted lips curl up into a lopsided smile and I notice a slight gap in his picture-perfect teeth. I find myself wondering what it would be like to kiss those perfect lips. With some difficulty I manage to tear my eyes away from his mouth and register his flawlessly styled dirty blond hair. As he takes a step toward me I snap back into reality and stumble backwards. I feel my cheeks heat up and I inwardly curse myself. Could my first impression be any worse?

      “I...  I… um… I apologize sir,” I stutter as I force myself to plaster a smile on my face.

      He fastens the buttons of his perfectly cut designer suit jacket as he strides closer to me. When he stops in front of me he smiles brightly.

      “You must be Ms. Ray. I’ve been expecting you. I’m Mika Kingsley,” he says, holding out his hand.

      As my fingers clasp around his hand, something akin to the feeling of an electric current washes over me. I instantaneously crave his touch and want to feel his hands all over me. The intense feeling causes me to shudder as an unknown hunger awakens in every inch of my body. For a moment, I think that I see a flicker of surprise flash in his eyes, as if he felt it too, but I tell myself that I must have imagined it. It then dawns on me that my thoughts are wildly inappropriate and I double my efforts to pull myself together.

      “Nice to meet you Mr. Kingsley. I am sorry, I didn’t mean to disturb you… um...  I knocked but... ” My voice trails off.

      I feel scrutinized as he studies me intently. I feel like he knows exactly what kinds of things I am imagining inside my head and that thought alone causes my face to redden yet again. It’s only now that I notice that I am still holding his hand. I pull my hand back so quickly you would think I just burned myself. I cannot help but mourn the loss of his touch. What the hell Raeva?!?! GET IT TOGETHER, I tell myself. My eyes snap up to meet his and I note a trace of humor in his gaze.

      “It’s quite all right, Ms. Ray.”

      He flashes me a smile that evokes a tingling feeling in my belly.

      “I was just saying goodbye; I need to head to my office.”

      I simply smile and nod as I fight to find my equilibrium. He starts walking but stops and leans in as he comes up right beside me.

      “It was very nice meeting you, Ms. Ray. I trust you’ll take good care of her.”

      He winks at me as he continues to saunter out of sight. I let out the breath that I didn’t know I was holding.

      “Holy shit,” I whisper to myself as I shake my head in an attempt to get myself together. I walk over to the bed to greet and assess my patient. Mikaela Kingsley is simply stunning and even now, lying unconscious in a bed, she looks flawless. Her long, sandy blond hair frames her perfectly symmetrical face beautifully. The poor thing has been in a coma for almost three weeks now. I am not really sure of the specifics but I do know that it was the result of some kind of tragic accident. As I rub my hands with hand sanitizer I introduce myself.

      “Good morning, my name is Raeva Ray and I’ll be taking care of you today.”

      I explain to her that I am starting off by taking her vital signs and then I move on to her morning bed bath. Throughout the entire process I continue to talk to her and what starts as me just telling her what I am doing gradually turns into me talking up a storm. Her extremities feel a little cold so I decide to give her a massage. I walk over to her bedside table to grab some oil when my eyes fall upon the picture that sits on top of it. I pick it up to take a closer look. The frame is beautiful, but it’s the image that grabs my attention. Right away I recognize the sinfully beautiful man who has his arm wrapped around Mikaela. I admire her unusually light brown eyes, the color almost golden, as they amplify her beauty and propels her into the exceptionally beguiling category. Seeing the two of them together smiling brightly, sun-kissed, and looking deliriously happy, has realization creeping to the forefront of my mind. Immediately I am disgusted with myself. I literally ogled another woman’s man with no shame. How did this not register with me until now? This certainly cannot happen again. How could anyone ever compare to her anyway? I ask myself. Certainly, not me. I have never liked the way I look, although I like my olive skin tone that I owe to the melting pot that is my genealogy. My dark, shoulder-length hair is usually worn up since it’s easier and I don’t know how to style it properly. My best friend Jill tells me that my expressive eyes are my best feature because they’re framed by long, thick lashes and the color is so dark brown they almost look black. I can almost hear her telling me this and I can’t help but grin at the thought of my best friend. We live together but we have both been so busy lately I feel like I’ve barely seen her. I put the frame back on the table and get the oil out of the drawer. I start with some range of motion exercises and spend a good hour on the massage. I’m washing my hands when there is a knock on the door.

      “Come in!” I shout over my shoulder.

      As I step out of the bathroom I come eye to eye with Mrs. Sims. She doesn’t look pleased and I cannot decide if she is just in a perpetual state of annoyance or if I bring this feeling out in her for some reason. Either way, I find it hard to imagine her smiling and my dislike for her seems to grow with every interaction.

      “Mrs. Sims,” I say as brightly as I can muster up.

      Of course, neither my bright tone, nor my super friendly fake smile are returned.

      “Are you able to come in tomorrow? I know that you are not scheduled but Natalia called in, so obviously, I am desperate.”

      I can hardly believe the unfriendly way or tone she is using to ask me for a favor! Were it not for the fact that I am very new and want to make a good impression, I would have refused her flat out. As it stands I really need this job and, no matter how much I dislike this woman, I love what I do. I smile sweetly and agree to come in and work the extra shift instead of telling her to go to hell. Her reaction shouldn’t surprise me, yet it does. She simply nods, turns on her heel and walks out without a word.

      “Wow…pleasant woman, right?” I ask Mikaela as I approach her.

      I glance at the clock and note that it’s not even eleven a.m. yet.

      “Hmmmm… how about I read you a little something to pass the time?”

      I walk over to the impressive book collection that lines one of the walls in the suite and, after studying the collection for a brief moment, pull out one of my all-time favorites: Little Women. I pull up in the chair beside Mikaela and gently place my hand on hers as I start to read to her.
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      The rest of my shift seems to go by pretty quickly and, before I know it, I am giving my end-of-shift report. All in all, today was a good first day. It isn’t until I shrug into my coat that I realize how tired I am. All I want right now is to go home, soak in my tub, and then have a glass of wine as I curl up with a good book. I walk out of the building mentally planning my evening and head down the street to where my I parked my car this morning. Only…it’s not there. Did I walk in the wrong direction?

      “What the…?” I mutter out loud to myself.

      I walk back up the street toward Hillcrest and continue in the opposite direction. Could it be stolen? Who would steal my beat-up Taurus, especially in a neighborhood like this where there are cars that cost more than I’d make in ten years? I backtrack again until I am once again in front of the Hillcrest building. I slump down on the steps and rest my face in my hands.

      “Ugh, this is not happening!” I groan.

      “That doesn’t sound good. Was your first day that bad?”

      My head snaps up to where the sound of the voice came from. My eyes land on Mika Kingsley. Shit.

      “Oh no sir! It was… I really loved… really… I… um… my car...  ”

      My voice trails off. God, why does this man turn me into a bumbling idiot? He studies me for a moment.  In what I assume to be an attempt to calm me down, he places his hand on my shoulder.

      “Is everything okay, Ms. Ray? You look quite upset. Is there anything I can do to help?”

      His hand on me, resting so innocently on my shoulder, is doing ridiculous things to me. I open my mouth to speak but words just don’t want to come out so I snap my mouth shut and bite my lip as I shake head. He removes his hand from my shoulder and holds it out for me.

      “Let me walk you to your car, it is getting dark.”

      I immediately take his offered hand without thinking. He guides me until I’m fully erect. He must be at least six foot two judging from the way he towers over me and I’m a pretty average five foot six. It takes a moment for me to be coherent enough to string together my sentences like the intelligent person I’m supposed to be.

      “Thanks for the offer Mr. Kingsley, but it seems that my car is missing. I’ll call a cab.”

      I manage to smile.

      “Your car is missing? Where did you park?”

      I gesture in the general direction and he starts walking toward where I parked my now missing vehicle. I trail behind him.

      “I parked right around here I think. I mean, I’m pretty sure.” I feel the heat rush to my face so I quickly add, “I was running late this morning and I honestly wasn’t paying much attention.”

      Mika looks at me, seemingly amused.

      “That must be why you missed the fire hydrant.” he says as he nods his head toward the darn thing.

      “It got towed,” I say breathlessly as I realize my dumb mistake and, not for the first time today, I feel utterly embarrassed.

      I don’t know where to look, all I know is that I don’t want to meet his gaze. Good lord the man must think I am a total idiot. He pulls his cell phone out of his pocket.

      “Could you pull around out front please? Thank you,” I hear him say.

      He hangs up and places his hand on the small of my back while leading us back to Hillcrest.

      “Please allow me to take you home. We will take care of your car.”

      I start to protest but he holds up his right hand to stop me.

      “Please Ms. Ray, I insist,” he says as a silver Lexus pulls up.

      This effectively silences me and I give him a slight nod. Mika leads me to the car and opens the door for me. I climb into the back-passenger seat and scoot over so I can turn to thank him but he surprises me by climbing in as well; I just assumed he was not coming.

      “Where do you live, Ms. Ray?” I tell him my address and he leans in toward the handsome driver. “Did you hear that, Sean?” he asks.

      Sean turns his head to face us and flashes a grin when he responds.

      “Yes sir, I sure did.”

      Sean starts to punch in my address in the GPS. Mika smiles and takes a seat next to me. Being in such close proximity to this man is intoxicating to the point that judging from my physical reactions—elevated heart rate and general aching for him—my body is making erroneous assumptions. I should not be feeling this way about a married man. I fumble with my seat belt and Mika’s hand covers mine as he helps me snap it into place. I swallow hard. Why am I acting like I have never seen an attractive man before? Maybe because this is not a mere man; he’s spectacular, godlike even. My eyes are drawn to his hand as it lingers on mine just a little longer than necessary. I need to get out of my own head so I tell myself to say something. I look up at him and the dashing, sexy as hell smile he flashes at me ruffles my feathers so that I can barely remember my own name. Say something, I tell myself. Anything at all!

      “Mr. Kingsley, I, uh,r-really appreciate your, uh, h-help,” I stutter.

      He buckles himself in and then our eyes lock. Holy shit… those eyes… wow. I bite my lip to stifle the gasp that threatens to escape my lips.

      “Please, call me Mika. There is no need to be so formal.”

      I find myself mulling his name over in my head and quickly push away the voice inside that tells me I’d love nothing more than to scream his name as he takes over the edge.

      “Okay. I really appreciate your help…Mika.”

      I flash him a smile.

      “Oh and please feel free to call me Raeva or Rae. My friends call me Rae.”

      His eyes still have not left mine and it’s as if neither of us can pull away.

      “I actually prefer to call you by your given name. Raeva. It is a beautiful name. “Very... ” he pauses as he searches for the right word, “fitting.”

      Sean pulls out into traffic and the sudden movement breaks our intense eye contact. I remind myself that he is off limits and is probably just being nice. Wait…did he just call me beautiful? I shake my head. Off limits, Rae. We make small talk and I can tell he is trying to make me feel comfortable. We are almost at my house when I finally start to feel at ease. The sound of a ringtone startles me. Mika fishes his phone out of his pocket and looks at the screen. He mutters an apology before he answers.

      “Kingsley,” he says curtly.

      I try my best not to listen to the conversation but, seeing as I’m only half a foot away from him, it’s virtually impossible.

      “I want those annulment papers served by tomorrow morning. I don’t care. She is in a coma, not dead.”

      Wait…what? Is this seriously happening right now?

      “Take care of it,” he snaps as he ends the call.

      Quite deliberately I keep my gaze out the window. Well damn, if that wasn’t more effective than an arctic shower. How can someone be so cold? I cannot believe that I thought this man was a nice guy. All I want is to get out of this car as soon as possible. Poor Mikaela, what kind of man serves a woman in a coma with annulment papers? I am actually starting to get angry on her behalf. I hear him suck in a deep breath and I know he’s trying to collect himself. Neither of us speaks and I shift uncomfortably in my seat as the silence in the car thickens the air. I am more than grateful when Sean pulls into my driveway and am unbuckled before he has even come to a full stop.

      “Thank you very much for the ride Mi…um... Mr. Kingsley,” I say as I scramble to exit the vehicle.

      I think I am going to make a clean exit but then he gently, but firmly, grabs my arm. “Raeva,” he breathes, my name sounding like a soft plea as it falls from his incredible lips.

      “I’m sorry about—”

      I pull my arm from his grasp and hold up both hands.

      “Please Mr. Kingsley, it is absolutely none of my business. Again, thank you for the ride home. Goodnight.”

      I walk off, genuinely surprised by how even and clipped my tone was as I spoke those words to him, my stomach tied in knots. I don’t break my stride until I reach my front door. I find my keys mercifully fast and manage to unlock it without fumbling. I cannot help but turn before I enter my house. I see Mika shove his hand through his hair and I wonder why it appears as if he too is affected by my swift departure. I step inside and lock the door behind me.

      [image: ]

      When my alarm went off this morning I felt like it was too soon. I had barely slept a wink, despite the fact that I went to bed very early last night. It took me a while to collect myself and I ended up pouring myself two glasses of wine before hitting the shower and going to bed. I laid there, thinking about all the events of the day and what I had overheard. I just cannot wrap my head around it. Remembering how kind he has been to me, or the look on his face when I had practically run out of the car, doesn’t seem to fit with his cold words.

      “I want those annulment papers served by tomorrow morning. I don’t care. She is in a coma, not dead.” I sigh as I put on my scrubs.

      I jolt when I hear a curt knock on my front door. I look up at the clock—it’s 5:45 a.m.—who would possibly show up at my house at this ungodly hour? I look out the peephole and am taken by surprise when I see Sean on the other side of the door. I take the chain off and unlock the deadbolt. I open the door and cock my head as I regard the handsome man on my doorstep. His dark hair is almost as black as night and is slightly too long. His emerald green eyes are sparkling brightly at me. Sean smiles at me as he tips his hat and tells me good morning. I smile back politely as I return his morning greeting. “I’m here to take you to work and collect your keys so I can fetch your car for you.” He must see the look of confusion on my face because he answers my unspoken question in a matter-of-fact tone.

      “Mr. Kingsley sent me.”

      As if that should explain everything.

      “Mr. Kingsley? Why? This isn’t necessary,” I mutter.

      Sean frowns at me for a moment.

      “You didn’t pick your car up yet. I checked so you’ll need a ride and, since you will be at work all day, it just makes more sense if I pick up your vehicle for you, Ms. Ray. Please just accept my help. It will make my life easier since Mr. Kingsley really insists,” he says with an awkward smile.

      I know I should send him on his way and be highly annoyed by the fact that somehow he knows I have yet to collect my vehicle. I don’t want to cause the man any trouble and the last thing I need is to piss off the husband of my patient—even if he is filing for an annulment. Plus, it really does make more sense as I do want my car back as soon as possible.

      “Alright then, I will need just a bit longer. Would you like some tea? Or I can make some coffee?”

      Sean looks relieved but he refuses my offer and insists on waiting outside in the car. I suspect that he wants privacy when he calls his employer to tell him that I have accepted the ride. It takes me another fifteen minutes to get ready and Sean politely holds the door open for me when I walk up to the car after locking up. I climb in the car and buckle myself in but before Sean closes the door he hands me a cell phone. There is a note attached to it that says ‘Please read and reply’. I swipe my finger over the screen and see that there is a text message.

      Mika - Good morning, Raeva. I trust you slept well?

      Seriously? I glance over at Sean who has slipped into the driver’s seat with a stoic expression on his face. I can’t help the smile that curls my lips as I reply.

      Raeva - Good morning, Mr. Kingsley. I have had better nights. Thanks for the ride this morning.

      His reply is almost instantaneous.

      Mika - Please, call me Mika…you’re welcome for the ride. Thank you for accepting it. Anything I can do to help you sleep better?

      I can’t help it. My face breaks out in a full-blown grin.

      Raeva - I hardly think that’s appropriate, Mr. Kingsley.

      Again, the reply is instant.

      Mika - I don’t think anything I said was inappropriate. Call me Mika, PLEASE.

      I chuckle out loud as I send my reply.

      Raeva - Please refer to my previous message, Mr. Kingsley.

      Mika - Are you always this difficult?

      Raeva - Yes.

      Mika - Duly noted.

      Raeva - I am about to arrive at work. Have a good day, Mr. Kingsley. Thank you again.

      Mika - Have a good day, Raeva.
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      Sean pulls up outside of Hillcrest and rushes over to open the door to let me out. He assures me that he will be taking care of my car and wishes me a good day. I thank him as I give him a bright smile, still giddy from the back and forth texting with Mika. I am still grinning from ear to ear when I walk into the building. It isn’t until I enter Mikaela’s room that I remember what Mika is going to do to her today. What in the actual fuck? Why am I flirting with this guy? What is wrong with me? What is it about this guy that makes me forget about whatever else is going on around me?

      After I catch myself drifting in and out of thought during the shift change report, I force myself to push any thought of Mika out of my head. I take Mikaela’s vital signs and document them before giving her a bed bath, paying special attention to washing her beautiful hair. As I am drying and styling her golden locks, I softly sing to her. I turn as the last note rolls from my lips and swallow the sound as my eyes lock with Mika’s strikingly beautiful blue eyes. He’s leaning in the doorway, looking even more prepossessing than I remember. His beautiful lips curl into a devastating smile and it is almost enough to knock me over. “You have a beautiful voice, Raeva. I could listen to you sing all day.”

      I feel myself flushing at his words. I break eye contact and note the huge bouquet of wildflowers. He sees me notice them.

      “These are Mikaela’s favorite.”

      He shrugs and smiles. I am utterly confused at this point. Is the man bipolar? Or is he just cruel, delivering annulment papers with flowers and a smile? I plaster a fake smile on my face and walk toward him.

      “That is very sweet, Mr. Kingsley. Shall I put them in water?”

      I hold out my hands to receive the flowers. He takes a step toward me, cups my elbow, leans in, and whispers in my ear.

      “Still being difficult, I see?”

      My treacherous heart rate accelerates at his touch and my head is spinning. This man is giving me whiplash.

      “I’m sure I have no idea what you are talking about, Mr. Kingsley,” I croak.

      I tug my elbow from his grasp and mutter something about giving them some privacy. I walk into the sitting area and just stand there for a moment. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. I walk farther into the room and grab a vase from a beautiful—and I suspect antique—oak cabinet, and start arranging the flowers.

      “Have dinner with me tonight.”

      His voice is so close it startles me. I turn around to find that the man is seriously invading my personal space. He lifts his hand and slowly caresses my cheek with the back of his hand. Being this close to him clouds my judgment and, before I can consciously make any rational decision, I lean into his touch and close my eyes.

      “I really want to get to know you better, Raeva. I want to explore this attraction between us. I know you feel it too.”

      Somehow his hoarsely spoken but arrogant words snap me out of the trance I tumbled into. I shake my head as I look at him with disbelief. Then I get angry—really angry. Who the hell does he think he is?

      “Are you being serious right now?” I snap.

      The expression on Mika’s face transforms from gently smiling to utterly confused and that annoys me even more.

      “How can you come in here, bringing that poor woman flowers, all while you plan on having her served with annulment papers this morning? And to top it off you hit on me—her caregiver? That’s your wife in there! Have some respect! You may be the hottest man on the damn planet, but I am definitely not interested in being your next conquest. I don’t care what happened between you two but she is a human being who deserves to be treated with kindness and respect. And going out with a married man? I am definitely not that kind of woman. You, Mr. Kingsley, are a jackass,” I hiss.

      Mika raises his eyebrow. I see a flicker of shock in his eyes but it’s quickly replaced with twinkles of amusement.

      “My…wife?” he says slowly. “You think Mikaela is my wife?”

      He throws his head back and laughs heartily. Seriously? He’s laughing at me now? He must see from the look on my face that I am not amused because I can see a spark of guilt in his eyes.

      “Oh Sweet Pea, I am afraid that you have some wrong information. Mikaela is most definitely not my wife. She is my twin sister.”

      My hand flies to my face and I find myself wishing that the floor would just swallow me whole. To say I’m mortified would be the understatement of the year. I am nailed to the ground. I don’t know where to look and all I really want is to disappear. I know I need to apologize but what can I say? Mika hooks his finger and thumb around my chin and angles it so that I am forced to look up at him. He looks at me for a moment as if appraising me or perhaps searching for words. I don’t know. What I do know is that my entire body is burning with desire, a simple touch from this man igniting a fire within me.

      “You are quite the little firecracker, aren’t you?” he chuckles. “Say that you’ll have dinner with me tonight.”

      I open my mouth to answer but snap my lips shut since I seem to have lost the ability to speak.

      “I guess you’ll need more convincing,” he says.

      A wicked grin blooms on his face and before I can even register what is happening, his mouth crushes onto mine. He does this with such passion that it feels like he’s claiming me with his lips. I gasp in surprise and Mika takes the opportunity to drive his tongue into my mouth, deepening the kiss. The way he invades my mouth so possessively, with a hunger that matches my own, causes my initial hesitation to evaporate. He skillfully licks and strokes into me and I am rendered helpless to resist, my tongue just as curious—just as hungry—as his. I cannot help but wonder what it would feel like to have his very talented mouth explore my body. My thoughts are lost as my desire for him surges. As a moan escapes my throat, Mika releases my chin and pulls me into him. I throw my arms around his neck, needing him even closer, deeper inside me, desperately wanting him to continue the sweet assault of his mouth on mine. My nipples harden against his chest as I feel the impressive evidence of his arousal pressing against my belly. The heat pools in between my thighs, my hunger for him growing by the second. I cannot bring myself to come up for the air that I need, the hunger too intense. I’ve been thinking about his lips on mine and how our tongues would dance since the first time I laid eyes on him, wondering if he would be able to live up to my fantasies. Damn if he does not disappoint. Shit, the man has exceeded my fantasies. His large hands slide across my sides once, twice, and a third time before they cup my face as he gently breaks the kiss.

      “Dinner tonight?” he breathes as he rests his forehead on mine.

      I tell myself that this is a bad idea, that I should say no, but I don’t. Instead I swallow hard and then nod. We both stand there waiting for our ragged breathing to return to normal. I suddenly remember where I am, clear my throat, and step back. I smile at him shyly and he returns my smile with a huge boyish grin.

      “So…the hottest man on the planet huh?” he teases.

      I feel myself flush and I cannot help but giggle.

      “Shut up, Mika,” I say, slightly embarrassed as I playfully hit him on the arm.

      His grin grows as he catches me calling him by his name. He bestows a gentle peck on my lips.

      “It’s about time, Sweet Pea.” He sounds pleased.

      I note that it’s the second time he has called me that and although I have never been a fan of any kind of terms of endearment, I find myself liking him calling me that very much.

      “I have to get going,” he says after a moment.

      “Sean will pick you up after work and take you home to change,” he proclaims.

      “What? My scrubs won’t do?” I challenge him. Mika chuckles.

      “I would certainly have no complaints since it would mean I don’t have to wait as long to see you again. So if you want to forgo getting changed, I will instruct him to bring you straight to me. Is that what you want, Sweet Pea?”

      He looks at me, amusement written all over his face. He’s got me and he knows it.

      “No, that’s not what I want,” I admit.

      He leans in and his lips lightly brush my cheek.

      “Tonight, Raeva,” he murmurs before he strolls out, leaving me feeling a myriad of emotions.

      [image: ]

      The day goes by surprisingly fast, especially if you consider that I couldn’t get the thought of Mika’s lips on mine out of my head. Just the memory of the kiss we shared was enough to ignite a heat in me that would melt the North Pole. I was in such high spirits that I wasn’t deterred when Mrs. Sims and I had some more ‘pleasant’ exchanges. The woman seriously has a problem with me and for the life of me I don’t know why. When I exit the building, Sean is already standing outside holding the door of the car open for me. He has a huge grin on his face as he greets me. I climb into the car and the first thing I notice is two beautifully wrapped boxes. On top of the smaller one lies an envelope with my name written on it. I pull out the card inside and flip it open:

      Raeva,

      We have dinner reservations in an hour and a half.

      I thought you would look amazing in this dress.

      I have been assured that the shoes match perfectly.

      Can’t wait to see you.

      X Mika.

      I stare at the card for a moment and try to decide how to feel about this. I stifle a gasp as I open the smaller box, which obviously contains the aforementioned shoes. Inside I find an exquisite pair of black pumps and, judging from the red soles, know that they are a very expensive pair of black pumps. Part of me is hesitant to open the bigger box, but a bigger part of me is giddy and curious. I open the box and this time I don’t even bother to try and hide my reaction—I gasp, very loudly. Inside I find a beautiful black dress.  I gently lift the dress up by the straps so that I can better admire the skillfully woven silk and lace fabric.

      “He doesn’t do things half way, does he?” I ask Sean.

      He looks at me through the rear-view mirror and chuckles.

      “No ma’am, can’t say that he does.”

      I desperately want to ask him how many women he picks up for his boss or how many

    

  

OEBPS/images/image-72_chapter3.jpg
CHAPTER 3





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-fixed.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-72_chapter2.jpg
CHAPTER 2





OEBPS/images/image-72_title.jpg
TOMORROW

KINGSLEY SERIES BOOK 1

HAYLEE THORNE





OEBPS/images/image-72_dedicated.jpg
DEDICATED TO MY:






OEBPS/images/image-72_chapter1.jpg
CHAPTER 1





