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Chapter 1

 Samson

 


Exhausted, I’m exhausted. I need to cut down
on my international travel. New York City to Paris to London then
back home to New York City in three days. I need as many days to
catch up. Thankfully, Savannah can handle the office if I come in
late today. It’s the main reason I hired her. She’s brilliant.
Savannah.

There was a moment with her during the gala
and after when I almost broke. I almost kissed her with every ounce
of desire I’ve bottled up since I hired her. She’s decidedly
off-limits—or she should be anyway. Yet, I invited her to the gala
as my date. Savannah is striking in a pencil skirt and jacket. In a
royal blue silk dress with an open back, she’s breathtaking. The
color brings out the hue of her eyes offset by her midnight hair.
Every seemingly professional touch sent unmistakable heat through
me. I’ve never felt this level of heat before, not even with
Meghan, and she was my fiancée.

Rather than wallow in my tiredness, I drag
myself out of bed to dress for work. Aside from Savannah’s
capabilities, my name is on the door. Coming in at ten instead of
before eight after whirlwind travel across an ocean and back is a
legitimate reason to arrive late after a few extra hours sleep.

I pad across my inlaid hardwood floors to my
dressing room. My home is absolutely too large for only me, but it
offers privacy. The Morgan family is well-known in New York City.
My parents, Warren and Margaux Morgan, are members of the rich
elite. By birth, so are my siblings and I. Working his way up from
the mail room, my father amassed a fortune. When he married Mother,
new money and old money combined. Margaux dutifully planned and
attended events at Father’s request. Caring for my siblings and me
wasn’t a true priority for her. We had a nanny, Maria-Luisa, most
of our childhood.

Cassius, my first younger brother, recently
flipped his whole life, trading in venture capitalism for owning an
airline. His shift is due to his wife, Noelle. Having lost her
parents as a teen, she subscribes to the notion that every choice
should lead to happiness. When they met, Margaux impersonated
someone else to learn more about Noelle to thwart their
relationship and Cash’s career change. She failed.

At the same time, she further strained her
marriage with my father. Noelle has been nothing short of a game
changer for my brother, professionally and, more notably,
personally. He’s the happiest he has ever been—partly because they
left this city for York Beach, Maine, near our younger sister.

After a tragic accident requiring significant
repair to her face, Wilhelmina, who prefers Billie now, left New
York. Not only has she achieved her dream of couture dress design
and owning a storefront, she found love as well. Around the time
Peter and Billie met, my parents attempted to force Billie into an
arranged marriage with one of our father’s competitor’s sons. At
first the notion seemed off the wall until we learned that the
competitor was holding Billie’s true parentage over my father’s
head. Billie was successful in ending their bid to marry her off
with Peter’s support. Their wedding is in the spring. I’m intrigued
to see if Margaux and Warren show up without a fuss. I expect my
father. Our mother, she isn’t welcome, but I’m not confident she’ll
stay away.

Finally, my youngest brother, Auggie,
recently finished culinary school. He is working as a head chef
locally while preparing to establish his own farm-to-table
restaurant. Obstacles have slowed his progress. Ideally, he wants
to grow the food himself. However, building his dream is
astronomical in cost and zoning issues. There simply isn’t an area
in New York City to pull that off. Luckily, his best friend,
Caroline, keeps him from losing his mind.

After donning a custom suit and Oxford, I
ride to the ground floor.

“Good morning, Mr. Morgan. Getting a late
start?” Jimmy is a middle-aged man who serves as the building
concierge and doorman. He controls access to our building with an
iron fist. My approved list is concise. It only includes my
siblings, their significant others, and Savannah—although, she has
never been here.

“Morning, Jimmy. I have a serious case of jet
lag this time.”

Jimmy nods. “Have a wonderful day.”

“You as well.”

The air is brisk this morning. New York has
some wonderful events, like the Christmas tree lighting at
Rockefeller Center or a multitude of Broadway shows. Said events
pale in comparison to the foliage and foods of fall, at least in my
opinion. After a short walk, I arrive at the office. Stopping by
the kitchen, I prepare a cup of coffee before walking to my office.
I hear Savannah talking about the policy from my trip. As I pass, I
notice she’s wearing a red sheath dress and tall heels—heels with
sexy bows on them that drive me to distraction. There’s nothing
professional about me noting her attire, not even in the
slightest.

Once my laptop wakes, I scan my inbox with
mild disinterest. I’m always connected, and nothing new has
developed since late last night.

“Morning, Sam.”

It took almost three months for Savannah to
stop calling me Mr. Morgan. Aside from the fact that she’s about my
age, I’m not that formal.

“Morning, Savannah. Everything set on the
Mancini policy?”

“Yes, they’re pleased with the policy and
your insistence upon viewing the piece personally.”

Travelling overseas for one policy is rare
for me. Even more rare is the chance to see Le Givre by
Claude Monet in person. As far as I’m aware, it’s only one of
twelve privately owned originals.

“Is it as magnificent as I imagine?”

I can hear her jealous inner-art connoisseur
just a smidge. “It is. You should travel with me next time.” As the
words slip from my lips, I consider the danger of that statement. I
suppose it isn’t any more dangerous than asking her to join me at
that gala.

“I may take you up on that.” A small smile
brightens her gorgeous face. As she walks away, I can’t help but
admire her sexy legs and the sway of her hips.

Admonishing myself, I tackle my inbox. Near
two, my cell phone rings. “Hey, Cash. How are you and Noelle?”

“We’re well. How was your trip?”

“Tiring but good. How is the airline
industry?”

“I love it. I can’t believe it took me so
long to take the leap.”

“Happy to hear that. I think you needed
Noelle for the huge push.”

“True, very true.”

Cash never would’ve left investing if it
weren’t for Noelle. Like me, Cash was waiting for the right woman.
Until he met Noelle, he hadn’t dated anyone seriously for years
before that. I understand his concerns, most of which I share. It’s
difficult to know whether a woman wants to date a Morgan for the
status alone. My intention isn’t to sound cocky, but since Cash got
married, I rose to New York’s most eligible bachelor. He and I have
been alternating in the top two spots for the last five years or
so. Until I met Savannah, I hadn’t seriously considered dating
anyone. Now, I want to date someone who should be off-limits.
Nonetheless, I’m planning to throw my concerns out the window.

“I need to get back to these flight plans.
Any word on when you’ll be here next?” Cash states.

“I can probably visit in the next two
weeks.”

“Good, we’ll see you then. I’ll make sure
Billie and Peter can join us.”

After ending the call, I swivel my chair and
gaze at the city. After a short break, I sort through the stack of
files, reviewing and signing where necessary. When Savannah knocks
on my door, I assume it’s to get some lunch.

“I’m heading out unless you need
something.”

I note its after six already. “I’ll escort
you home if you can give me fifteen minutes.”

“You don’t need to do that.”

“I want too.” More than I should.

If she’s surprised or completely against it,
she doesn’t show it.

 



Chapter Two

 Savannah

Almost a year ago, when I applied to work at
Morgan Insurance, I didn’t realize it was that Morgan
Insurance. I suppose that means I should have done more research,
but the starting salary was more than other commensurate positions.
Right now stability is key. Scarlett needs to finish college.

I wasn’t expecting him when I arrived for the
interview. Surprisingly, I held myself together enough to land the
job. Now, if I could stop the butterflies when he’s near me, that
would be fantastic. Honestly, the only reason stopping me from
pursing him is he’s my boss.

Samson Morgan commands attention when he’s in
a room. His chiseled jaw, cleft chin, and sexy smile make women
swoon, myself included. His broad shoulders carry custom suits with
ease. Yet from everything I see, he doesn’t date. I’m not
suggesting he’s a player; I haven’t seen evidence of that either.
When he invited me to the gala, I was shocked, but I also knew it
was more a business event than a date. Until we danced. Swaying to
a ballad with Sam was something straight out of a classic romance.
The longer we danced, the tighter he held me. His fingers grazing
the exposed skin of my back. I may not have seen him shirtless, but
I would bet my salary that he spends hours in a gym considering how
his arms felt around me. Now, he wants to escort me home. I don’t
think he realizes how far it is. I suppose it doesn’t matter, I
take the subway to work. Yet why does he want to give me a ride
home today?

“All set?”

His question pulls me out of my reminiscing.
“Yes. I’m sure you have better things to do than ride home with
me.” I’m not sure how to characterize his facial expression right
now. Confusion, nervous even?

“Did I do something to offend you?” he asks
shyly. I’ve never known Sam to be shy about anything.

“No, I… never mind.” Attempting to squash the
fluttering in my belly, I take a step forward.

He sets his hand on my forearm, causing me to
stop. Sparks run through me, making the butterflies harder to
control.

“Savannah.”

Dear God, my name sounds sinful coming from
his mouth. It has since we met.

“No, you haven’t offended me. I’m simply
surprised you want to ride home with me.”

“Why?”

“You never have before. What’s changed?”

His posture softens a bit. The look on his
face, pensive. His hand still heating my arm causes the fluttering
to intensify.

“Let’s get going. We can talk more on the
way.”

Moving to the elevator, I push the button.
Due to the hour, the doors open almost immediately. With his hand
on the small of my back, he guides me inside. The tension in the
small space is unmistakable.

Once at the car, he opens the door for me
before rounding the rear of the car to the other side. Sam gives
the driver my address and immediately puts up the privacy
screen.

“How do you know my address?”

“Aside from your application, we rode there
together after leaving Cash’s the night of the gala.”

We went to check on Cash and his now wife,
Noelle, that night. Sam’s mother, Margaux didn’t approve of Noelle
and attempted to break them up by questioning Noelle’s motives and
pretending to be a disinterested neighbor of her young client.

“You’re right. Sam—”

“Savannah.” Turning to face me, he takes my
hand in his. Will every touch feel like that? If I feel this from
his hand, what will his lips on mine feel like? I turn toward him,
our knees touching.

“Go ahead.”

He draws in a breath and slowly lets it out
before speaking. How is it possible this charismatic, charming, and
devastatingly handsome man is nervous to talk to me?

“Savannah, I’m taken with you. I have been
wrestling with asking you on a date since the gala. Will you have
dinner with me on Friday?”

A million reasons not to date my boss run
though my head in two seconds flat. Only one pushes me to say yes,
the flutter in my belly whenever he’s nearby. He intrigues me.

“I would love to.”

The moment the words leave my mouth, he
relaxes significantly more. His status in this city is impossible
to ignore, but he seems to handle the attention well. It’s probably
something we should address. Not right now. The feel of my hand in
his is enough for me to grapple with.

The driver pulls along the curb. Sam releases
me and hops out to open my door. He offers me his hand. As I slide
my fingers into his palm, the same tingles run up my arm. He
instructs the driver to wait. Sam drops my hand only to open the
outer door of my apartment building. He threads our fingers
together after allowing me through before him. While I realize this
may seem small to some people, his manners are off the charts as
far as I’m concerned. I noticed it at the gala as well. Along with
his brothers, he stood when any one of the women left the table.
I’m fully capable of taking care of myself, but acting like a
gentleman is significant for me.

Sam is walking ever so slowly to my door, and
I’m not offended in the slightest. I don’t want him to rush away
either, but I know Scarlett should be home.

“This is me.”

“I know,” he whispers near the shell of my
ear, sending chills cascading through me.

I slide my key into the door before turning
to face him. I tip my head up to look at him. With these heels on,
his lips are a few inches above mine.

“I’ll see you in the morning. Good night,
Savannah.”

The air around us is charged as he leans down
ever so slightly. His lips a mere inch above mine now. The notion
that Sam intends to kiss me puts my nerves on high alert. I inhale
to prepare myself as my door swings open.

“I thought I heard you. Hi, Savi.”

I lower my head lightly, resting it on Sam’s
chest.

“Hi, Scar. I’ll be right in.”

She closes the door most of the way and
retreats into our apartment.

I lift my gaze again. “Good night, Sam. I’ll
see you in the morning.”

“Good night, Savannah.”

He waits until I completely close my door
before walking away. Yes, I watch through the peephole. Guilty,
completely guilty. Of course, I want a longer look at him.

“Savi, who is that? He’s H-O-T. HOT!”
My younger sister fans herself while stating the obvious.

Scarlett is a carbon copy of me when I was
younger with her dark hair and light blue eyes. She’s studying math
and computer science at NYU. She’s already in her sophomore year
but may need five to finish her degree. She works as a hostess at a
supper club as well.

“Thanks, Scar. That was Sam.”

“He’s your boss? How do you get any work
done?”

Trust me, little sister, it isn’t easy.

“Since when does he escort you home?”

“Since today. What’s with all the
questions?”

Scarlett isn’t aware of Sam’s status, only
that he’s my boss and owns the company. As long as possible, I’ll
keep that information away from her. The last thing we need is for
reporters to show up here looking for information about Sam.

“You should consider dating him, Savi.”

On it. I step out of my heels, setting
my tired feet on the cool floor.

“How was school?”

“Ugh! Of my five classes, three are insanely
boring, one is fun, and the last is difficult. However, my lab
partner, Oliver, is adorable, even if he’s a pinch nerdy.”

“You know the deal. You need to maintain your
GPA to keep your scholarship. Ask for help if you need it.”

Scarlett is under the impression that she got
a full ride to NYU. The truth is, I’m paying for it. I don’t want
her to struggle with student loans. After a brief break in
schooling, I worked full time during the day and attended class at
night. I barely slept for four years. After graduation I worked two
full-time jobs and one per diem job. One job was simply to pay off
my student loans as quickly as humanly possible.

“I know. Just venting. I have some work to
do. See you in the morning.”

“Okay.” I continue shucking off my clothes as
I climb the stairs. After replacing my dress with sleep shorts, a
tank, and a thin hoodie, I hustle back downstairs in search of some
dinner. My phone vibrates on the counter as I pass.

Sam: Random question. How do you take your
coffee?

Me: Cream with one sugar for a medium.
Why?

Sam: Just wondering. Sleep well,
Savannah.

Me: You too, Sam.

I sigh. Aside from his insanely good looks,
work ethic, and probably gym ethic too, I don’t know very much
about Sam. Well, he’s remarkably close to his siblings. He would
drop everything for any one of them or their significant others. In
fact, earlier this year, he told me about checking on his
sister-in-law because photographers camped outside Cash’s home
while he was away for work.

After inhaling some leftovers, I climb into
my bed. Now that I can, I embrace sleep. Yet images of Sam keep
crossing my mind. Hopefully, sleep will claim me soon. Otherwise,
tomorrow is going to be rough.

 



Chapter Three

 Samson

I fully expect my presence first thing this
morning to fluster Savannah. I’m leaning against the car as she
steps out of her building. As always she’s dressed perfectly. Today
she opted for a navy, fitted dress with matching jacket. I didn’t
want to startle her or her roommate by knocking early in the
morning. Although, part of me is dying to see her fresh from
sleep.

“Good morning, Savannah.” I sport a huge grin
on my face as I hand her a homemade cup of coffee.

“Morning, Sam.” Taking the cup, she takes a
sip, savoring it before speaking again. Savannah may be a foodie.
She certainly enjoyed that first sip. “Thank you, this is perfect.
What are you doing here?”

“I came to bring you to work.”

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“I want to.” I would move her in with me if
it were practical. It isn’t, at least not yet. That notion should
scare me, but it doesn’t. Something about Savannah is
different.

“How much earlier did you get up to be
here?”

“Not too much. I go to the gym first thing
every day. Instead of working from home for a bit, I came here.” I
have some time to spare for tomorrow and the next day, now that I
know how long it takes to get here.

After closing her door, I round the car and
buckle up. “I didn’t know you had a roommate. How did you
meet?”

She laughs. “We met on her birthday. Scarlett
is my little sister.”

I laugh at myself. “What else don’t I know
about you, Miss Clemons?”

“A lot, I imagine, Mr. Morgan. Like I don’t
know very much about you. Well, not anything accurate.”

“Meaning?”

“I only know what you’ve shared with me. All
the headlines about you are false.”

“You’ve read headlines about me?” Concern
spreads in my chest.

“They’re hard to miss. I mean, a girl needs
to grocery shop at some point. It isn’t as if I spend hours
googling you. If I have a question, I’ll ask.”

“Do you have any?” I’m sure she has plenty of
questions, but I’m not sure what she will ask first. My concern
dissipates as quickly as it arose.

“Tons, but none that pertain to the
headlines.”

“We’ve got time. What do you want to
know?”

“How do you take your coffee?”

“Same as you. Is that what you really want to
know?” There must be something deeper she wants to know.

“How do you ignore the headlines?”

“That’s easy, to date, not a single bit of it
has ever been true.” The last time a headline was true didn’t even
mention me by name. “We should talk about that though.”

Our driver parks at the curb in front of our
office building. Once we exit the elevator, I guide her into my
office. I lean against my desk as she takes a seat in one of the
chairs.

“Talk about headlines?”

“Sort of. I take extra precautions to protect
my privacy. Agreeing to go on a date with me will take some of
yours away. Would you prefer to stay in for our date?”

“No, I don’t want to stay in. You and I have
already been photographed together at business dinners and at the
gala. Who cares if there are more photos?”

“I care.”

My words are a bit harsher that I would like.
If she notices, she doesn’t indicate as much. Honestly, the press
can go either way with me dating someone. I must admit, Cash and
Noelle handled it well. They controlled the narrative by giving a
legitimate, trustworthy reporter an exclusive.

“Sam.” She inhales sharply before speaking
again. “Why?”

“I want to protect you from all the things
that come along with dating me.”

“I can take care of myself.”

“I know you can, but I don’t think you
realize how difficult the press can be.” The phone rings. I ignore
it.

“What do you suggest?”

She’s giving me a little ground. I’ll take
what I can get. “Please be more cautious if you go anywhere
alone.”

She nods. The phone rings again.

“I should get to work.” She stands from her
chair, but I remained rooted in place. Savannah is as close to me
now as last night outside her door. Like last night, her scent
teases me, but it’s stronger now. I smell jasmine, amber, and
something else. She’s alluring. Resisting the urge to kiss her
requires epic restraint, especially considering I was this close
last night and thwarted. She slides away, narrowly avoiding me.

Sitting in my chair, I turn to face the city.
I’ve lived here my entire life. I can’t imagine giving up the
bustle like Cash has. Although I never considered finding someone
to spend my life with after Meghan’s death. Savannah is the first
woman who’s held my attention long enough for me to even consider
it. Ironically, she wasn’t trying to capture my attention. It
doesn’t matter, I’m already wrapped around her finger. She doesn’t
know it yet.

Savannah and I work the rest of the day as if
nothing has changed between us. Other than spending more time
together outside of work, nothing has. It will, soon enough. I made
reservations for Friday. I hope she likes jazz. Before six, I clear
my desk and seek her out as she isn’t at her desk.

“Looking for something?”

A warmth spreads in my chest. The sound of
her voice runs over me, calming me. “You. Are you ready to go
home?”

“Sure.”

I refrain from reading into her tone. During
the ride, I ask about dinner. “Do you want to go home before our
date?”

“No, I can change at the office.” After
escorting her home, I finish planning our date.

As Friday afternoon approaches, I’m getting
increasingly nervous. I haven’t planned a date in years. Savannah
buzzes around the office as usual. She’s meticulous, organized, and
capable of running this firm without me. Those attributes stood out
when her resume graced my desk. When she walked in for her
interview, my jaw hit the floor. Figuratively, at least.

Now, it takes composure to keep my jaw from
gaping open. This morning Savannah wore a black, tailored pantsuit
for work. After the workday is finished, she steps out of the
bathroom wearing a red cocktail dress that hugs her body like a
seamstress cut the fabric specifically for her. My body doesn’t
need more incentive to react to her.

“Savannah, you look gorgeous.” I hand her a
bouquet of colorful blooms of orange bi-color roses, yellow
alstroemeria, orange lilies, and lemon leaf.

She takes them and lifts them to her pert
nose. “Thank you. These smell wonderful. You look rather good
yourself.”

I smile, offer her my arm, and take a step
forward. “Why are you shaking, Savannah?” Turning to face her, I
rest my hand on the curve of her waist.

“Savannah, please talk to me.”

“I’m nervous.”

“It’s just me.”

“There is nothing just about you. I’ve
wanted to be in this moment since we met. After the gala, my desire
to be here, right now, has multiplied exponentially.”

Before I think better of it, I draw her
closer, my hand branding the exposed skin of her back. My other
hand rests on her neck, my thumb grazing her jawline. A small sound
of surprise passes between us, the air thick with unspoken
desires.

“The same is true about you.” Leaning
forward, I set my forehead against hers.

Our mouths are barely an inch apart. She
sucks in a jagged breath. As much as I want to kiss her, here isn’t
what I had in mind. Dragging my thumb backward along her jaw, I
pull back, setting my lips on her forehead and looking down her
wide, blue eyes staring up at me. She’s scared. So am I. We feel…
perfect.

Yet in order to give her an out, I ask again.
“Savannah, will you go on a date with me?”

“Yes.” I feel her shiver as my arm slides to
rest at her waist.

 


A short ride later, we arrive at the Bistro
on Fifth. The hostess guides us to a private elevator. When we
arrive at the top, a dedicated server seats us at one of four
tables on the roof. She hasn’t uttered another word since we left
the office.

“Mr. Morgan. Miss Clemons, my name is Ivan,
and I’ll be at your service this evening.”

We order our drinks, and Ivan scurries
away.

“Have you ever eaten here before?” I cover
her hand with mine. The tremble has significantly decreased.

“No.” Her quick response indicates she’s
still nervous about this date. My intention isn’t to flaunt my
wealth, the opposite. I would have preferred to have Auggie cook
for us at my penthouse.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” Her response is clipped.

Ivan returns with our drinks and immediately
walks away. I rise from my chair, rounding the table, offering her
my hand.

“Come with me.”

Sliding her long, delicate fingers across my
palm, she stands next to me. Electricity passes between us. I lead
her across the roof to the observation area. It’s chillier over
here because there are no dedicated heaters. I release her hand
long enough to shrug off my jacket. After wrapping her small frame
with my jacket, I surround her with my arms. “Still nervous?”

She nods before resting her head against my
chest. “There are two warring issues in my head. First, you’re my
boss, and dating one another is not the smartest idea ever. I need
my job. Scarlett needs my job. Second, I want to be here. I’m
insanely attracted to you, and that scares me.”

“I’m drawn to you as well. What do you mean
Scarlett needs your job?”

She exhales and lifts her eyes to mine.
“Scarlett is under the impression that she’s on a full scholarship
to NYU. That isn’t the case. While she did get a few small
scholarships, I’m paying her tuition.”

This woman is more than I ever imagined.
Working her tail off to pay for her sister to go to a prestigious
university. “What about your parents?”

“That’s a long story.”

“Well, isn’t learning about one another what
dates are for?”

She shrugs slightly. I lead her back to our
table, where Ivan has placed the salad course at our seats as well
as a blanket for Savannah. She covers her legs with the
blanket.

“My parents married young and had me. By all
accounts, they were happy. My mother had numerous complications
during Scarlett’s pregnancy, from diabetes to preeclampsia. She
died a few hours after my sister was born.”

“I’m sorry for your loss.”

Savannah nods and looks off to the side
briefly before responding. “Thank you. My dad checked out. He was
in the house, but he wasn’t truly there. I took care of Scarlett,
from the midnight feedings to first day of school photos. She was
near eight when I was deciding where to go to college. I took a few
years to work until she was old enough to stay home alone after
school. I went to community college for my undergraduate degree at
night; then I completed as much of my graduate degree online while
she was in high school. Now, she lives with me while attending
NYU.”

“You’re even more amazing than I
thought.”

Redness spreads across her face. “No, I’m
not. I did what anyone would do.”

“You’re wrong. There are very few people who
would put their sibling before themselves at such an early age, if
ever. Most would attempt to get their parent to step up. How is
your dad now?”

“Since Scar started college, he has made
progress personally by seeking counselling. With us, he’s trying.
He still doesn’t realize that his grief necessitated me giving up a
lot of my childhood. It doesn’t matter; I would do it again if
given the same choice. Scar is turning into a wonderful adult. I’m
glad I didn’t screw her up.”

“You need to give yourself more credit. It
seems to me both of you turned into amazing women with your
gumption and guidance.”

“Thank you.”

Ivan returns, refills our drinks, and
replaces our salad with soup. The rest of dinner passes with
ordinary questions from favorite colors, mine is blue and hers is
yellow, to hot or cold apple cider. We cover a bunch of topics,
including sports and television. She loves football, dislikes
baseball and stock car racing, and binge watches house flipping
shows for décor ideas. Nothing as heavy as her family situation
comes up again.

“Ready for our next stop?”

“Absolutely.”

I direct our driver to the jazz club.

Her nervousness appears to have dissipated.
She’s sitting flush against me, our hands clasped atop my thigh.
Unfortunately, the ride isn’t far, and all too soon, I need to move
away from her. A soft sigh follows me out the car door. Once inside
the club, we’re led to a private viewing area. The lighting is dim,
the couch soft and comfortable. Shortly after sitting, our drinks
arrive.

“Are you sure you didn’t research me
somehow?” she asks.

“Is that even possible?”

“No, but I love jazz. Aside from my initial
concerns, I’m having a wonderful time.”

“I am too.”

The show starts. Soft jazz music surrounds
us. The quartet features two trumpeters, a saxophonist, and a
pianist. Savannah cuddles against me on the couch, my fingers
drawing circles on the cap of her shoulder.

I press my lips to her temple before
speaking. “Dance with me?”

I push the small table off to the side before
pulling her into my arms and sliding one hand around her, resting
our joined hands between us. This isn’t the first time I’ve danced
with Savannah, but this time I have permission to touch her like a
date, not a business associate. Her curves pressing against me is a
lot to take in. She fits in my arms like her body was molded for
mine. Even with high heels, she’s shorter than me.

Pulling back, I raise her chin with my
forefinger. Her stunning cobalt eyes with long eyelashes lift to
mine. As I drag the pad of my thumb across her lips, she inhales
sharply. Her chest rises and falls faster against me. Tentatively,
I lean closer to her. The importance of this moment isn’t lost on
me. This could be our last first kiss. Closing the distance, I
press my lips to hers. Soft mewling sounds muffle in her throat.
Her hand slides up my chest to cup my face.

Tightening my hold on her, I drop my other
hand and reach for the couch. Slowly, I lower us to the cushion.
Once seated, our mouths part for each other, our tongues twisting,
exploring together. Every bit of desire I held back at the gala and
earlier this week at her apartment, I give it to her. She’s giving
the same amount in return. Kissing Savannah is heavenly. The entire
world around us falls away. It’s only us. I could stay here in this
moment indefinitely. However, here is not the place to take this
further, despite the ache in my chest to do so. I draw back
slightly.

“Sam… I have no words.” Her lips are plump
from our kisses and her skin is pink.

“Neither do I.” Everything was fine until
I kissed you. It will never be the same again.

Lost in each other and the feeling of our
first kiss, we cuddle on the couch as the band finishes their first
set

“Do you want to stay or go?”

“We can go.”

I rise and escort her to the car.

 



Chapter 4

 Savannah

The reality of Sam’s lips on mine exceeds my
imagination many times over. Until tonight, a date with Sam was a
pipe dream. Now it’s my reality, and I want more. So much more.

“Savannah, are you free tomorrow?” he asks
after joining me in the car.

“Yes, I’m free.”

“Will you spend the day with me?”

I smile and lean over to kiss him again. I
intend a small, chaste kiss, but it morphs into something akin to
two teenagers at make-out point. I didn’t realize we parked in
front of my building before we come up for air.

Slowly, I close my door after a shorter round
of knee-buckling kisses with Sam in the hallway. I would invite him
in, except I never know when Scar is going to be home.

“How was your date? Those flowers are
gorgeous,” Scar says as I turn from the door. “The look on your
face says your boss can kiss and does it well.”

Well doesn’t begin to cover how melty I feel
when Sam kisses me. Is that even a word? If it isn’t, it needs to
be.

“Seriously, Scar. Really, you can tell?”

Scarlett and I have talked about her dates
before, but she has never been able to call me out until today.

“Savi, your lips look like you got a lip
filler treatment, and your skin is blotchy.”

“It was amazing. We went to dinner and then
to a jazz club.”

“Did you tell him you love jazz?”

“No, I didn’t. Apparently, we have that in
common as well as a love of priceless art and football. What are
you doing home on a Friday night? Guy trouble?”

“Nah, I didn’t feel like going out tonight.
I’m turning in. Good night, Savi.”

“Night, Scar.” While searching for a vase, I
hear my phone chime. While the water is warming, I check my
phone.

Sam: I wish I were still with you.

Me: I do too.

Sam: Can I call you?

Me: I’ll call you in a few.

I finish setting my flowers in water, hustle
upstairs, slip out of my dress, wash off my makeup, and change into
my pajamas. Nothing fancy, shorts and a tank top, and I twisted my
hair into a messy topknot. I dress comfortably when I’m home.
Settling into my bed, I call Sam. He switches it over to a video
call.

“I want to see your gorgeous face.”

“Sweet talker. Nothing gorgeous about me sans
makeup.”

“You would be wrong, Miss Clemons.”

“Your sleepy eyes are messing with your
vision.”

“My vision is perfect.”

I have no reply to his overly kind words
other than, “Thank you. Where are you sitting?”

“In my bedroom, why?”

“Trying to orient myself. Is that the skyline
behind you?”

“Yes.”

“Wow, it’s gorgeous.” Sam is wealthy beyond
my comprehension, but I can’t fathom what a view like that would
cost each month.

He stands, turning the camera toward his
window.

“I would sit and stare mesmerized for hours
at a time, if I had that view.”

“I appreciate this view each morning when I
wake and each evening. I’ll show you.” After a quick view of inlaid
hardwood floors and bright white linens with a gray frame, I see
Sam’s grin before he turns the camera to the skyline. The lights
twinkle and dance outside his window. A world of people spread
throughout the buildings, going about their lives. It’s stunning.
“Were you born and raised in New York?”

“No, I was born in rural Pennsylvania.
Why?”

“I’m finishing up planning our date for
tomorrow while you admire the view.”

I would prefer to admire it with Sam’s arms
wrapped around me. “You planned it already?” I ask as he flips the
camera back to his face. Heat shoots straight southward as he
removed his shirt before climbing into his bed. As predicated,
Sam’s chest ripples with ridges and curves from what I can see, at
least six precisely cut abs. Refraining from fanning myself proves
difficult. Even more now than before, I would prefer to be there
with him.

“Yes, on the ride here. Can you be ready by
eight?”

“Sure. What are we doing?”

“I’ll take care of everything. Aim for casual
dress with comfy shoes and probably a sweater.”

“Okay. I’ll be ready.”

Sam sinks deeper into his bed, rolling onto
his side. Even though we should get some sleep, we continue
talking, covering all topics from current events to fashion trends
to collections. Apparently, Sam collects original vinyl recordings
of jazz legends. That knowledge makes me like him so much more. I
snuggle deeper into my bed, rolling onto my side. It’s as if he is
lying next to me. It’s too bad he isn’t. It’s crazy soon for me to
think that way. Honestly, though, I have known Sam for almost a
year at this point.

A few hours later, I groggily notice, we both
fell asleep with the video connection still live. I watch him sleep
for a few minutes. The rhythmic rise and fall of his hard-sculpted
chest, the sheet bunched at his waist. If I’m not mistaken, he even
has the V-shape that makes women drool. Me, I’m women. Not only
does the man insure priceless works of art, he is one. I sigh
softly and let sleep claim me again, knowing in a few short hours,
I’ll be with Sam again.

 



Chapter 5

 Samson

Near five I wake to the sound of soft
breathing. Savannah and I never ended our call last night. Dressed
in a suit and demanding information from clients or other insurance
companies, she’s a powerhouse. In comfy clothes with her hair crazy
around her head, she’s gorgeous.

As much as I would like to wait until she
wakes, I dress for the gym. After an hour of weights and a long
run, I dress for my date. Until last night, I haven’t been on a
date in years.

Losing Meghan was hard. While I never shared
with my family, I knew Meghan was ill. I knew we may never make it
to the altar. Unfortunately, I was right. Taking another chance on
lifetime happiness never seemed right until Savannah. Even then it
took me over four months to invite her to the gala, then another
three to ask for a date.

After pulling in front of her building, I
step out and knock on the door softly in case Scarlett is still
sleeping. If I recall correctly, when I was in college, sleeping in
on the weekends was a necessity.

When Savannah opens the door, I’m taken
aback. Until this moment, I’ve never seen her dressed casually. She
looks much younger in jeans, a graphic tee, and sneakers. While I
notice her sexy heels and her legs at the office, I didn’t realize
that she’s tiny without them until I wrap her in my arms.

“Morning, beautiful.”

She smiles and hands me a cup of coffee.

I grin.

“Morning. What’s with the grin?”

“I have a coffee for you in the car.
Ready?”

“Yes.” She grabs her purse and a cardigan
from the side table near the door and takes my arm.

Our first stop is a ferry ride along the
Hudson. We board the white-sailed schooner and find an offering of
breakfast pastries. I may have purchased every ticket to make sure
Savannah and I are the only people on this tour.

“Good morning, Mr. Morgan. Miss Clemons. I’m
Walter. I’ll be your captain today. Your guide today is Cassie. She
will indicate points of interest once we’re underway. Please make
yourselves comfortable. We will depart in the next few
minutes.”

“Sam, did you rent this entire tour?”

The look on her face is hard to read. I’m not
yet comfortable with her facial expressions to say whether or not
she’s angry.

“Maybe. Is that a problem?”

“Not necessarily. Why?”

“I’m not ready to expose you to the media
yet. I know we have been photographed together, but then you
weren’t my….”

“Your what?”

I take her hand in mine, guiding her to the
bench. We turn to face each other. “I’m not sure yet. I’m attracted
to you. I like you. A lot. A whole lot.” Very eloquent, Sam.
“I would prefer to protect you from reporters as long as possible.
When we need to, we can make a statement like Cash and Noelle’s.
For now, I want to shield you as much as I can.”

“Okay. I’m not fancy, Sam.” That’s one of the
main reasons I’m drawn to her. She works for everything she has.
Even though she knows I have money, she isn’t interested in
five-star restaurants and events. “We don’t always have to go out
when we spend time together.”

“I’ll keep that in mind, after today.”

She smiles, leans forward, and kisses me
softly. Pulling back, she adds space between us as she lifts her
dark blue eyes to mine. The look says she wants to continue kissing
but isn’t sure about me. I’m right there with you,
Savannah.

Instead of moving away, I cup her cheek,
drawing her close to me again. A soft sigh surrounds me before I
set my lips on hers. Her supple lips pressed against mine is as
blissful as last night. We’re so wrapped up in each other, we fail
to notice our guide joining us until Cassie clears her throat. We
rise and move near the railing.

“Mr. Morgan. Miss Clemons. The tour is about
to begin. If you look out the starboard side of the schooner,
you’ll see….” Our guide continues talking as we pass the George
Washington Bridge, the Cloisters, and the Little Red Lighthouse
along with amazing fall foliage along the banks of
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