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      “Don’t look at me like that,” she says with a chuckle as her gaze meets mine in the mirror.

      “Like what?” I answer innocently, schooling my features to match my tone.

      She gracefully slides from the small stool in front of the vanity. As she turns to face me, I get an eyeful of the delicate lacy undergarments that seem to cover so little, yet way too much at the moment for my liking. She raises her eyebrow, amusement painted on her beautiful face.

      “Like you have been starving for a solid week, and I’m a juicy hamburger.”

      My eyes wander hungrily across her body before they land on those incredible irises of hers. Her eyes are so expressive, I swear they change color with her moods. They are anywhere from dark brown to pitch-black, depending on what emotion drives her at the time. Currently, they are a smoldering dark chocolate color. I like this particular shade in those eyes—as long as I am the one putting it there. I take a step toward her and cannot help the tingle of excitement that washes over me as I note her reaction to my impending nearness. The subtle widening of her eyes. The way her breath catches in her throat. How she catches her full bottom lip between her teeth. I swear I could almost explode in my pants right here, right now, like a damn teenager.

      “Oh, Sweet Pea,” I tell her as I close the distance between us. “I think that if I would resort to comparing you to food items, I’d describe you more like a piece of Kobe steak…” I lean in and brush my lips across her collarbone. “And I could really go for some steak right now,” I add suggestively. A soft moan escapes her perfect lips, and that singular, small sound almost causes me to burst out of my pants. I press myself against her, letting her feel what she does to me. A sly smirk spreads across her face.

      “Mika James Kingsley,” she says as she lazily lets her hands slide from my chest to my stomach. “As much as I want to…feed you some prime Kobe steak…we are running late as it is.”

      I groan. “Nobody will notice if we are a little late.”

      She chuckles that sweet laugh of hers. Raeva wraps her arms around my neck and pushes herself onto the tips of her toes. Her mouth finds mine, and she kisses me sweetly. When I try and deepen the kiss, I feel her lips bloom into a smile.

      “Uh-uh,” she admonishes me. “I promise that I will be all yours when we get back later on tonight, Mr. Kingsley.”

      “You’re already all mine, Ms. Ray,” I grumble, admittedly somewhat disgruntled.

      Raeva presses her lips against mine once more. “That’s a fact,” she says with a wink. “But Jillybean’s opening is important to her, and I don’t want to show up late, especially since she has postponed the opening of Serenity because of me. And she’s not too happy with your involvement in that situation as it is. If you make us late to her opening…let’s not give her another reason to be annoyed with you.”

      I cringe when I think about the reason why Jill postponed the opening. She had to pick up the pieces after what happened only a couple of months ago. I had come so close to losing the only woman who has ever made me want…more. I am not ready to share her with the rest of the world yet. I want to keep her with me as much as possible, which has been hard since she refuses to quit her job at the Hillcrest Clinic. Stubborn woman. And of course I also have to work and have been working less than ever, even if I still work more than most. This event tonight is the last place I want to be. But she’s right, of course, and it’s not like I don’t have the rest of my life to enjoy every inch of her. I also can’t deny that I am also really fond of Jill; she is Raeva’s best friend, and the two of them are as close—if not closer—than sisters. Besides that, she has allowed my twin sister to help her replan this whole shindig, which has helped her tremendously. Mikaela has been in her element, and even though I am very sure that Jill is heavily benefiting from Mik’s involvement, I also know that she only agreed to let my sister help her because Raeva asked her to do so. And for that, I am grateful.

      “And you know that Mikaela will have your neck if you show up late to this event. Jill and Mikaela have been working their butts off to get this event together in such a short time.”

      It’s pretty impressive how well Raeva already seems to know my sister. I am not sure if I should be elated that they get on so well or terrified. I watch her step into a deep red, silk gown, and I know I am going to enjoy peeling it off of her. She smiles as she glances at me over her shoulder.

      “You mind zipping me up, Captain Caveman?”

      I will never admit to her that I am quite fond of her nickname for me; it has grown on me. I stride toward her and can’t resist the urge to kiss her shoulder as I tug on the zipper.

      “You look spectacular in this dress,” I murmur in her ear. “I cannot wait to rip it off you later.”

      She leans into the kiss, putty in my hands, and I cannot help the smugness that washes over me. The sound of someone clearing their throat startles me. I turn and find my twin sister standing in the entrance to the walk-in closet, and although I am slightly annoyed at her interruption, the feeling of complete elation at the sight of her is undeniable. She looks amazing. Her long blonde hair is twisted up in a half bun, and the silk gold gown she is wearing perfectly complements her eyes. My annoying little brat of a sister cleans up well.

      “Step away from the beautiful lady in the red dress,” she says sternly. “So help me God, Ivy League, if you make her late to this I will be forced to unleash my wrath upon you, and dear brother, you know better than to poke the bear.”

      I sigh. “Good evening to you too, little sister.”

      Mikaela breezes past me.

      “Rae, you look breathtaking,” she exclaims. “Let’s do your makeup.”

      Raeva smiles sweetly and takes the hand Mik’s holding out for her.

      “You finish getting dressed while I put the finishing touches on my future sister.”

      Raeva’s eyes snap over to mine, a look of shock painted on that beautiful face of hers. I can’t help but chuckle.

      “Breathe, Sweet Pea,” I whisper in her ear.

      I lean in and kiss her temple. “I will be back shortly ladies,” I mutter as I turn and stride out of the walk-in closet.
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      Mikaela has done a spectacular job with my hair and makeup. I barely recognize myself as I admire the finished product in the mirror. She helps me step into a pair of gold, strappy heels that lift me about six inches from the floor.

      “Perfection,” she mutters. “Absolute perfection. You’ll turn some heads tonight for sure, especially my brother’s,” she adds with a smirk and a wink. “I knew this dress would be perfect for you when I designed it.”

      Her excitement is contagious. I smile at her brightly, feeling giddy and excited for the night to come.

      “There is just one thing missing.”

      Instantly my mouth goes slack, and I turn at the sound of Mika’s voice. The butterflies in my belly are out of control. Just being in the presence of this man does things to me that seem to go outside the boundaries of my dominion, like the acceleration of my heartbeat, the stirring and tingling of my nerve endings, the perpetual smile on my face, and the way my breath catches every single time he walks into the room. I look over at Mikaela, who looks disgruntled for a moment, but then she gasps. I swear her face lights up like she’s experiencing a thousand Christmases at once. My gaze flashes over to Mika, who is holding a rectangular suede case in his hands. He strides toward me, and my heart catches in my throat. He stops inches in front of me, and he smiles at me. It’s weird. If I didn’t know better, I would have told you that his smile was shy and nervous, but that couldn’t be my Mika…right? Our eyes lock once more, and I am ready to drown in those clear blue irises of his.

      “Open it, Sweet Pea,” he mutters.

      I look at the beautiful case in his hands. My fingers tremble as they caress the length of the container. My digits curl around the lid and pull it up. I gasp as the enormous ruby on a delicate gold chain is revealed.

      “I knew it,” Mikaela whispers. “You’re giving her mom’s jewelry!” she exclaims excitedly.

      If I thought that my mouth was dry before, now it’s cork-dry. Mika pulls the chain from the satin bed it is lying on and steps behind me to fasten it around my neck.

      “Mika,” I almost whisper. “It is beautiful, but I can’t accept something as precious as this. If this was your mom’s…”

      Mika kisses the back of my neck. “Nonsense,” he mutters. “If anything, she would want you to have it. Believe me.”

      “No doubt in my mind, she would want you to have it,” Mikaela chimes in.

      I admire the extravagant piece of jewelry that is gracing my neck in my reflection. I clasp the chain between my fingers. It is beautiful. I turn to face my generous boyfriend and kiss him squarely on the lips. I am glad that Mikaela brought me some non-staining lipstick because I would have ruined my makeup, not to mention Mika’s poor face.

      “Thank you,” I whisper against his lips.

      “You are so very welcome, Sweet Pea,” Mika says as he pulls his cell phone out of his pocket. “It’s time for us to go. Sean is ready and waiting downstairs.”

      Before I can respond, I am taken into a bear hug. “You’ll officially be my sister before the year is out,” she whispers into my ear in a conspiratorial tone as she hugs me tightly. My shoulders tighten, and my heart nearly bursts out of my chest cavity. It feels like my eyeballs are almost popping out of my skull. The velvety smooth sound of Mika chuckling snaps me out of my inner turmoil.

      “Breathe, Raeva,” he says as he holds out his hand to me.

      Without even a moment of hesitation, I take it and let him lead me to wherever the night is taking us.
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      We have been in the car for about twenty minutes, the three of us happily chatting about this and that, and are about to arrive at Serenity when I notice the vast amount of people and ocean waves of flashing lights. The hairs on the back of my neck stand at attention, and my stomach is churning. I grab hold of Mika, squeezing his hand tightly. He kisses the top of my head, instantly calming me somewhat. I hate the thought of having my picture taken after everything that happened with Jasper.

      “It’s going to be okay,” he whispers against my temple. “Look at me, baby,” he urges.

      He gently guides my head at an angle, and our eyes meet. “It’s just a red carpet, Sweet Pea. We will walk it, smile for a couple of pictures, and make our way to see Jill, okay?”

      I nod. He kisses my hand sweetly. We pull up to the curb, and Sean gets out to open the door for us. When he does, he assists Mikaela out of the vehicle first. Mika follows her and then turns to hold his hand out for me. I take it and step out of the vehicle, as graceful as I can manage on these sky-high stilettos. He places his hand on the small of my back, guiding me toward the carpet and the twenty something paparazzi. Just hold on to Mika and smile, I tell myself. I fall into sync with his steps, and Mika wields all the questions that the paparazzi are hurling at us. I look over at Mikaela, who is just a few steps in front of us. She is working this carpet as if she owns it, smiling brightly and answering questions left and right. I am admiring her overabundance of confidence and grace when I feel Mika’s grip on me tighten. I look up at him and see his mask slip ever so slightly. He suddenly tenses up, and I swear I see his nostrils flare. He’s still smiling, but the smile doesn’t quite reach his eyes.

      “No more questions!” he barks.

      Anger is radiating from him, almost oozing out of his pores. I rarely see him lose his cool like this, and frankly, it worries me. We make our way to the front entrance faster than I thought we would. When we step inside, I sigh deeply in relief, and Mika’s hold on me lessens, but he doesn’t let go. Part of me wants to ask him what was said to him out there, but the look on his face right now tells me that now might not be the right time, so I put it in the back of my mind for now. I look around, and the place looks amazing. We are in the main lobby, but it has been transformed into something completely awe-inspiring. It looks like a grand reception area; the large cherry oak and glass reception desk has been turned into a bar. There are servers walking around with trays filled with goodies, some filled with glasses of champagne, and some with beautiful and delicious-looking hors d'oeuvres. I scan the room for my person when my eyes land on her. I nearly gasp. She looks incredible. She is always beautiful, don’t get me wrong, but right now, she looks out of this world! She radiates sunshine, and the silk Egyptian blue dress she is wearing right now does incredible things for her. I am willing to bet that Mikaela hooked her up, too; she has a great eye for these things. She notices me, and her smile widens. Jill strides toward me and pulls me in for a hug.

      “Holy shit, Rae! You look incredible,” she exclaims. “Let me look at you,” she says as she inspects me from top to bottom. “I’m so glad you are here. I’ve missed you.”

      I avert my eyes and bite my lip as I inwardly admonish myself. I try and swallow away the pang of guilt that is stuck in my throat. I have been neglecting my Jillybean lately, and I feel bad.

      “Stop it, Rae, that wasn’t a guilt trip. I am just happy to see my person. Okay?”

      I smile at her and nod.

      “Mik!” she exclaims excitedly.

      She walks over to Mikaela and hugs her, too.

      “Doesn’t it look incredible in here? I can’t thank you enough for all your help,” Jill says as she does a twirl. “And girl, this dress you sent over. I can’t get over how spectacular it is.”

      Mikaela beams.

      “Oh, it was my pleasure, thank you for letting me help you. Seriously, I needed something to keep my mind occupied,” she says, smiling widely. “I may have gone a little over the top.” She giggles.

      Mika chuckles.

      “You? Over the top? Never.”

      Mikaela playfully slaps him on the arm.

      “Seriously though, the place looks incredible. Congratulations on your opening, Jill.”

      Jill smiles at Mika, and this isn’t the first time tonight that I have seen a smile that doesn’t reach the eyes. I don’t like it.

      “Thank you, Mika. And thank you for coming,” she replies a little too politely.

      Our eyes meet, and I flash her a warning look. She shrugs as she mouths, “What?”

      I shake my head. She can be impossible sometimes, but this is her night. So again, I am letting something go…for now.

      She looks over to Mika and Mikaela. “Excuse us, please. We will be right back.”

      Jill drags me away from Mika and his sister to a more remote area in the room.

      “We need to talk,” she says, face serious. My heart drops because I just know that she will be complaining about Mika, and I am not in the mood to fight about this right now at her big event.

      “I really don’t want to get into this again right now, Jillybean.”

      She raises her eyebrow.

      “This is not about Mika. Someone showed up, and I wanted to give you a heads up.”

      I rack my brain to figure out who the hell she could be trying to warn me about.

      “Listen, I told him that he wasn’t welcome here and that I would have his balls on a platter if he upsets you. But he came with Lindsey. He’s adamant that he just came to escort his sister to an event.”

      Austin Camden.

      My stomach starts to churn and nausea rises in my throat.

      “Do I need to tell him to leave?”

      I want to tell her to kick him out, and I am about to tell her just that when my gaze lands on Mika. He flashes me a smile, and I immediately feel better. Why the hell should I care? So instead, I shake my head.

      “No. It’s okay. I am an adult. I can be in the same room with that jerk,” I say, forcing a smile. “I won’t let him ruin tonight for either of us.”

      Jill hugs me.

      “Well, once that piece of shit sees how incredible you look tonight, he’ll be eating his heart out. And the fact that you have a super hot billionaire on your arm doesn’t hurt either, huh?” she says as she flashes me a wink. “Talk about winning the breakup.”

      I can’t help but chuckle.

      “Jillybean, you are a hot mess,” I tell her as I grab her hands. “Thanks for the heads up. I will be just fine. Now go mingle.”

      She gives my hands a final squeeze and walks off into the crowd. Before I even have time to scan the room for Mika, he’s already reached me. He leans in and kisses my temple.

      “Everything all right, Sweet Pea?” he asks as he hands me a glass of champagne.

      “Everything is perfect.”

      He looks at me intently, and I know that he’s not convinced.

      “She’s still not thrilled with me, is she?”

      I place my free hand on his hard chest, look up at him, and smile.

      “She will get over it. Besides, I am more than thrilled with you. And if you play your cards right, I will show you just how thrilled I am a little later tonight.”

      I watch his lips curl into that smile that makes me weak in the knees.

      “Oh, Sweet Pea, rest assured that I will be the one showing you just how thrilled I am with you.”

      “Seriously guys, you two need to take several cold showers,” Mikaela says with humor in her voice. “Don’t you two know that we are in public? The way you look at each other is borderline indecent!”

      I burst out laughing.

      “Shut up, Mik,” Mika grumbles. “Go mingle.”

      She injects herself between us, wrapping an arm around each of us.

      “I am mingling. I am exactly where I wanna be right now,” she replies with a smirk. “Two of my very favorite people.”

      I do believe that Mikaela just wants to hang out with her brother, and maybe even get to know me a little better. But a bigger part of me believes that she thoroughly enjoys getting under his skin, and honestly, it’s fun to watch.

      “I need to use the little girl’s room,” Mikaela says as she links her arm with mine. “Will you join me, sis?”

      I almost choke on the sip of champagne I have just swallowed, much to the very apparent amusement of the Kingsley siblings. Mikaela leads me to the ladies’ room and is still chuckling loudly when we reach it.

      “You are easily rattled. I must remember that.”

      I have no retort since I am admittedly still a little rattled, so I just give up and join in on her laughter. We are still giggling up a storm when we walk into the bathroom, and there are several women already in there. As soon as they notice us walk in, the room gets quiet for a moment. When I tell you that you could hear a pin drop at this moment in time, believe me, I am not even exaggerating. I swear every head turns to look at the two of us. A very attractive redhead in a dress that looks to be poured onto her gives me a hostile glance. I look over at Mikaela, and her eyebrow raises up. Mikaela freezes in place, which as first throws me off because in my mind, this is the most confident woman I have ever met. My protective instinct flare up immediately.

      “Good evening, ladies,” I say as cheerfully as I can muster up.

      A little more silence.

      “Well, alrighty then.”

      I grab Mikaela’s hand and pull her farther into the bathroom. I smile brightly and look around at the faces staring at us.

      “Please, allow me to answer all your questions,” I take a step closer toward the now wary-looking females. “Yes, these are real,” I say as I point to my chest, referring to a gossip article that Jill had found hilarious last week. “No, Mikaela isn’t brain damaged. In fact, she is probably sharper than me, and I have an IQ of 142, which is not too shabby.” I take another step closer. “Yes, Mika Kingsley is most certainly off the market—for good, if I have anything to say about it.” I look over at Mikaela. “Oh, wait. I totally do,” I add, chuckling. “And finally, no, Mikaela and I don’t secretly hate each other. I actually adore the crap out of her. Now, have I answered all your questions? Can we now move on like classy adult females and enjoy a nice evening at the opening of my very best friend?”

      I look around at the stunned faces. The redhead stares at me, mouth slightly ajar. I lock eyes with her, urging her to respond. She does, nodding slowly.

      “Awesome,” I simply reply.

      I take a few more steps forward, open a stall door, and hold it open for Mikaela, who is grinning widely at me. She steps past me into the stall, and I shut the door. As I make my way over to the mirrors and sinks, conversations start back up, and I make a point to ignore the awkward looks. I reapply some of the lip stain Mikaela gave me earlier this evening and wait for her to be done. She joins me moments later, washing her hands and touching up her makeup. When the last of the women has filed out of the bathroom, our eyes meet in the mirror. We both burst out laughing.

      “You were incredible!” Mikaela shouts out. “I am in total awe of you. I totally get why my brother is so crazy about you.”

      We turn and face each other.

      “Seriously Rae, I don’t know what the hell that was. I never freeze up like that. I just wasn’t ready for any of those catty bitches right now, and you totally had my back.”

      I school my features to be as serious as I can muster up.

      “What are sisters for?”

      Mikaela’s eyes widen for a moment before we both burst out laughing again. Several women enter the bathroom, and this time, we kind of deserve the weird looks we are getting. We make our way to the exit, and Mikaela holds the door open for me. I walk past her, and as I turn to thank her, I walk straight into a hard body. It takes me several moments to recover. When I do, I look up and open my mouth to apologize.

      “Oh gosh, I—” my words die on my lips when I see him.

      His lips curl into a grin.

      “Well hello there, Inamorata.”

      Crap on a cracker. Freaking Austin Camden. Of course.
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      I am not as prepared for this as I imagined I was just a little bit ago. I blink a couple of times, as if that is somehow going to help me gather my wits.

      “You look incredible, Rae. But then again, you always do.”

      Bile rises in my throat, but as much as I want to walk away from this person as fast as I can, my feet seem to be frozen solid to the ground. His hands are firmly clasped around my elbows, and it dawns on me that I have yet to make any movement to correct that situation.

      Why does he have to show up right here and now?

      “Rae…I just want to talk. I messed up. I am a complete tool. Please just hear me out.”

      I shake my head profusely and take a step backward. Every ounce of pain this man has inflicted on me creeps to the surface, every single insecurity he has birthed within me at full attention.

      “You don’t get to touch me ever again,” I hiss as I tug myself free from his hold. “In fact, just stay the hell away from me.”

      The intensity of my tone surprises even myself, and Austin looks confused for a moment, but he releases me immediately. Mikaela steps forward and pulls me behind her.

      “You heard her. Scram.”

      She folds her arms and stands in front of me protectively.

      Austin raises his eyebrow, seemingly amused by Mikaela’s choice of words and her display of protection.

      He chuckles.

      “Scram?”

      Mikaela tips her head ever so slightly.

      “Yes, scram. Obviously, you have some sort of comprehension of the English language. Get. Lost.”

      When Austin doesn’t budge, Mikaela lifts her arm into the air and makes some kind of hand motion. Mere seconds later, it turns out to be a signal to security because Clark, who has been part of our security team for the last few months, interjects almost immediately. I didn’t even see him, nor was I aware of the fact that he was at this event. Stupid, of course. Ever since I nearly got choked to death by that psychotic stalker, Jasper, the security for Mikaela and myself has been constant and relentless. But as always, after I repeatedly complained about being followed, Mika and I compromised. He assured me that I wouldn’t be aware of the people securing my safety, and I promised in return to let them secure my safety so that Mika can keep his damn sanity. What can I say? The man is a little overprotective when it comes to Mikaela and me.

      I need to have one of those damn signals, too, I think to myself.

      “Everything all right here, Ms. Kingsley? Ms. Ray?” Clark inquires.

      “Perfectly fine,” Mikaela says sweetly. “Would you mind taking Ms. Ray to my brother, please? I will follow in a moment.”

      My head snaps up. Mikaela simply nods at me. Clark gives Austin the once-over before he nods and places his hand on my elbow.

      “Of course. Please allow me to escort you, Ms. Ray.”

      While I usually don’t like any of this security crap, right now I am incredibly grateful for Mika’s team of babysitters, as I often begrudgingly refer to them as.

      “Thank you, Clark,” I tell him genuinely.

      Although I allow him to lead me to Mika, my curiosity takes over after several steps, and I stop walking and turn to look. Mikaela’s arms are still folded across her chest, and she seems to be telling Austin quite animatedly to take a hike. I watch him nod and turn on his heel. Mikaela watches him walk away, and I see the irritation on her face as easily as I detect it on her brother’s face. Though they are twins and very different people who wear very different public masks, I do recognize the slip of said mask in both Kingsley siblings. Just as my protective side arose in the bathroom mere minutes ago, Mikaela’s protectiveness is evident right now. Our gazes meet from across the room. I told the truth earlier in the bathroom when I confronted those women and said I adore Mikaela. We have become quite close over the past few months, and I didn’t think I could love her more. But right now, I know I was wrong about that. I mouth the words “thank you” to her, and she winks at me and smiles. She starts to make her way toward me, but she gets stopped by a couple of her close friends, Becky and Sasha. Knowing that she is in good hands, I turn back and note that Clark is patiently waiting beside me. I scan the room for Mika, and my stomach drops when I see him not too far from me, talking to the redhead from the bathroom. His back is turned to me, and she is facing me, so she can clearly see me coming. I watch her intently as a sly smile spreads across her face. She moves closer to Mika, now stepping into his personal space, and attempts to slide her hands around his neck. The glee that spreads through me when I watch him grab her wrists to stop her is hard to describe. She blinks rapidly several times, and I watch her admittedly beautiful facial features scrunch up. She looks somewhere between disgruntled and confused. I increase my pace, and when I reach the two of them, I hear the last sentence that he sneers at her.

      “You’re embarrassing yourself, Layla. Just because we fucked a couple of times doesn’t mean you can stake a claim on me.”

      The color drains from her already pale face, her eyes widen, and her bottom lip trembles ever so slightly.

      “Throwing yourself at men who are clearly attending an event with their significant other is hardly attractive. In fact, I personally find it pathetic.” He pauses for what I think is dramatic effect and leans in a little closer. “Even if I was interested in a cheap fuck—and believe me, I am most certainly not—it would not be with you. You weren’t as memorable as you were convenient. Remember that next time you decide to try and throw yourself at me.”

      As much as my intent initially was to gloat, that was harsh. I almost feel sorry for her, but then she pulls free from his grasp and raises a hand to slap him. I close the distance between us and grab her hand before it makes contact with Mika’s face.

      “Walk away, Layla. He might not be able to hit you, but I have no problem hitting you back for him. Now walk away, or I will have you escorted out of here, and I think that we all would like to avoid the embarrassment.”

      Her bright green eyes are blazing at me. She seems to consider my words for a moment. The hurt that painted her face just moments ago is quickly replaced with a malicious glare. She lets out an almost maniacal chuckle.

      “Oh sweetie, don’t think you’re the first one he’s used that silver tongue on. Don’t delude yourself into thinking that he will be your happily ever after. He’s incapable of anything remotely close to love or being a decent human being for that matter. He’ll be done with you soon enough, and he’ll spit you out as fast as he chewed you, mark my words,” she hisses.

      Before either of us can reply, she turns on her heel and storms off. I watch her disappear into the crowd before turning to face Mika. The coldness in his eyes as he watches her stalk away from us is foreign to me. His facial features soften as we meet each other’s gaze, and I feel more at ease when I see the renewed brightness in his eyes that were cold and distant only moments ago. But still, I feel conflicted. Although I am obviously beyond pleased that he wasn’t interested in what she was offering, the cold and ruthless way he chose to respond to her advances is a side of him I have not seen before. I am not sure how I will respond when I am on the receiving end of that kind of coldness.

      “Raeva,” he breathes.

      “What was that Mika?” I say, unable to keep my voice from trembling.

      As much as I hate to admit it, Layla’s words have definitely hit their mark, and I know that he sees it in my eyes. Regret flashes in those irises of his, and I find myself wondering if he regrets talking to her like that or if he regrets me witnessing his display of callousness. Right now, it is all too much. I don’t want to deal with this bullshit. I am supposed to be here for Jillybean on her big night, but so far all I have been doing is dealing with unnecessary drama. My hands ball into fists at my sides as anger starts to simmer within me.

      “Who is she to you Mika?” I demand, nostrils flaring while I try to outwardly keep my cool.

      “Nobody. A mistake.”

      “Hmmm, nobody huh? And apparently a mistake you made several times, which is pretty rich since you told me that there were never any repeat performances,” I bite out.

      He looks at me, and I know that he is unsure on how to approach me. Why am I forgetting that Mika is new to this whole committed relationship thing? I know that he has been around the block many times; he’s never kept that from me. He’s not used to being held responsible, and I feel a pang of guilt. Great, now I am not sure if I’m mad at him for being a manwhore before we met or at me for allowing Austin to bring out every negative feeling I’ve ever felt about myself, causing me to be this freaking insecure. Not only that, I am running the risk of ruining my person’s big night by entertaining all of this crap.

      “Please, Raeva, let’s not let her get what she was after to begin with,” he pleads.

      That assessment surprises me and throws me off. Mika takes advantage of my momentary freeze and closes the distance between us. He takes my face into his hands and peers into my eyes.

      “Sweet Pea, when will you learn? I don’t have to see you to know that you are near. Her demeanor changed the moment I felt you. She was obviously trying to get to you, and I wasn’t going to let her get away with that. I will always go for the jugular when someone comes for you, baby. Always.”

      I sigh deeply as I melt into him. He gently pecks me on the lips before resting his forehead against mine.

      “Are we okay?” he whispers.

      “More than okay…I’m sorry, Mika. I shouldn’t have overreacted.”

      He releases a breath, and his shoulders visibly relax. He leans in and is about to kiss me again when someone behind me clears their throat.

      “Dear God, are the two of you gonna suck face all night, or are you actually going to come up for air and celebrate my very over the top and out of this world opening extravaganza?”

      I turn at the sound of Jill’s voice, and when I see her smiling widely and holding three glasses of champagne, I know it is her version of a peace offering to Mika. He knows it too, and like the charmer that he is, he swoops right in. Jill leads us around, showing off her amazing spa and its amenities, and Mika hangs on her every word. The three of us are laughing and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      [image: ]

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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





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_aftertomorrow-kingsley-series-book-2--haylee-thorne.jpg
AFTER TOMORROW

KINGSLEY SERIES BOOK 2

HAYLEE THORNE





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






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





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

MIKA





OEBPS/images/image-72_dedication.jpg
DEDICATION





