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Let’s Connect.

Thank you so much for checking out my book. If you would like the opportunity to enjoy free advance copies of my books, or stay up to date on my latest series, releases, and promotions. Join my dirty list and enjoy a free book on me. Professor’s Final Lecture

You can check out my Facebook page.

Or my reader group.

Find me on Insta.

If you enjoy any of my books. It would mean the world to me if you could leave a review. Reviews are amazing, they let us hear from our fans and let others discover our work.

Thank you,

Natasha ❤️
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CHAPTER 1
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Theo

Keeping focus has never been a problem. You don’t get to where I am without knowing how to keep your mind on your goals despite the distractions. After the phone call I got last night, though...   

If I were a weaker man I’d think I was losing my edge. Right now, I’m on the precipice of leaving this meeting and burning that motherfucker down. The last dredges of my self-control are the only reason I’ve stayed in my seat.

“That all, Theo?” Alexander, my friend and occasional client, asks.

“That’s all for us,” I reply, putting on the mask I wear best – cool, unbothered confidence. “I won’t bore you with the details since we’ve been through this before.”

Alexander huffs, leaning back in his chair as he says, “Disappointing. I was looking forward to hearing your spiel again.”

“I can give it if you want,” I say, rolling my eyes. “I assumed our time was too valuable to be wasted on legal jargon.”

“You know I’ve always got time for the man that introduced me to the love of my life,” he says, which I know is a blatant lie. Alexander’s always got something – or someone – to run home to.

“There a reason you’re sticking around?” I ask, the irritation I was feeling earlier hardening my features.

“That expression is why I’m sticking around,” he shrugs. “Something bothering you? You hate my money that much?”

“You’re pushing it,” I warn. If he knows I’m tense, I don’t know why the hell he’s insisting on digging.

“I’m not trying to be on your case,” Alexander says, raising his hands in mock-surrender. “I know I’m kind of new to this club, but I’ve never seen you like this before.”

Usually, I carry my loads alone, but before I can stop myself, I start talking. It must be a testament to how badly this situation has gotten to me.

“Honestly, I’ve never been frustrated like this,” I admit. “That bastard David Carter came in and sniped another sale right out from under me. It’s the third fucking time this month. I’m starting to get pissed.”

“Sounds like a real bastard, Theo,” Alexander says, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms. “Can’t say I know much about this Carter guy. I’ve been seeing his name popping around, I think. He a new player in the game?”

“He’s not new,” I say, scrubbing my hand through my black hair. “His family has owned anything worth owning on the southside. We’ve had a couple of run-ins between our two sections of town but his family and mine have had a sort of unspoken understanding that the Hart’s have one side and the Carter’s have the other. It’s only recently that he started coming in on my turf.”

“Ah, yeah. I know the guy you’re talking about,” he says after a moment of contemplation. “Well, not personally. But Karina’s been friends with his daughter since high school.”

“Didn’t know this roach had a daughter,” I say, raising an eyebrow. “Surprising he convinced a woman to lie down with him long enough to make a kid.”

“Don’t they say there’s someone for everyone?” Alexander laughs, pulling his phone from his pocket and tapping away at the screen. “I’m actually pretty sure you’d recognize her.”

“Why do you assume I’d recognize her when I didn’t know she existed until a few seconds ago?” I ask, my voice deadpan.

“The girl’s a model. Pretty,” he says, scrolling through something. “Not exactly my taste, but I’m not blind, you know.”

“I didn’t insinuate you were,” I say, scooting forward in my chair as he presumably looks for a picture of her. I can’t deny that I’m curious, though I can’t pinpoint why.

“Right, her name’s Victoria,” Alexander says, turning his phone toward me. “God, Karina would kick my ass if she knew I forgot one of her best friends’ names.”

He keeps talking, but I don’t hear him over the rush of blood in my ears. I’m not surprised that the woman in this photo is a model. She’s fucking breathtaking.

Alexander said she’s not his type, but she’s sure as hell mine.

She’s looking at the camera with a sultry stare, her brown eyes reflecting the ring light that must have been used to capture this picture. Her blonde hair is curled, voluminous and long. It looks soft enough to sink my hands into. And god, those freckles. There are constellations splayed over the bridge of her nose and onto her cheeks.

Some strange part of me wants to reach right into this photograph and kiss every single one of them. I want to map her perfect face with my fingertips. I want to find out if those perfect, pouty lips are just as soft as they look.

“Gonna be honest with you man,” I say, cutting off whatever the hell Alexander was saying. “She’s one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh so you like blondes?” he replies with the kind of grin that would be irritating if I weren’t so entranced by Victoria’s beauty. “Figures.”

“I like beautiful women, Alexander,” I say, leveling him with the kind of glare that’s made grown men fold. “It doesn’t matter what color their hair is.”

“Jeez, you don’t have to be so serious,” he laughs. “Besides, I was about to offer you a favor, but now I’m not sure if I want to.”

“Dealing with you is exhausting,” I say, but the corner of my mouth tugs upward anyway. “And, you know, I helped you out. I figure a favor is the least you could do for me. But I’ll be honest, I don’t know if I’ll want whatever your version of a favor is.”

“I bet you will,” he says, leaning forward and dropping his voice to a conspiratorial tone. “If you really think Victoria’s hot, I can have Karina introduce the two of you.”

“So you’re trying to play matchmaker,” I say, unimpressed. 

As enticing as the offer is, I won’t act like he’s doing something groundbreaking for me. It would just make him more annoying. Plus, I know him well enough at this point to know he’s going to push. When he does, I’ll give in. In that way, we’ll both win.

“Christ, you’re no fun,” he says in exactly the cadence I was expecting. “Come on, just meet her for coffee. I’m pretty sure she and Karina are going to be meeting up tomorrow anyway. The worst that’s going to happen is you find out she’s a pretty face with a lousy personality. Best case scenario, I’m about to help you meet your future wife. Return the favor, you know?”

“You think I want to marry my rival’s daughter?” I say, even though I’ve got a plan that’s not quite ethical forming in my head at the mention.

If he’s going to keep coming in and stealing sales, I can hit him somewhere it hurts. Maybe the desire to do so makes me a bad person. But I’ve been called plenty of names, had people tell me I was terrible for driving housing prices up. If anyone asks why I’m pursuing this girl, I’ll just say she’s hot, that I didn’t know who the hell she was when we met. It’s not like Carter is a unique last name, and most models use stage names anyway.

“I don’t know,” Alexander muses. “Maybe you do, maybe you don’t. I don’t think you’re going to know for sure until you meet her, though.”

With another roll of my eyes, I say, “I might be able to find time to grab coffee tomorrow.”

“I knew you’d be interested,” he says, pulling out his phone again, probably to text his wife about this exceptional plan he’s just hatched. “I’ll let you know the details once I get them.”

“I didn’t say I was coming for sure,” I say, just to be difficult.

“Yeah, whatever,” Alexander says as he gets to his feet. “You’ll be there. Anyway, I have to get going. Thanks for all your help today. It’s always a pleasure doing business with you.”

“Likewise,” I say, watching the man waltz out of my office.

As soon as I’m alone, I type Victoria’s name into the search engine and scroll through every photo of her I can find. I’m not fully convinced someone that looks like her can be real. Yet, here she is, flashing those sultry eyes in every picture.

There’s a fire there that I’m dying to experience.

When I shift, I’m painfully aware of how hard I am just looking at this girl. So, after telling my secretary I’m unavailable, I unbuckle my jeans and wrap my hand around my cock. Something tells me I’m going to have a hard time keeping my hands to myself when I finally see her in person.
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CHAPTER 2
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Victoria

It’s hard getting past my father this morning. He’s... excitable lately. I’m sure it has something to do with business. His acquisitions are getting more and more elaborate, and he keeps spouting nonsense about owning this town.

I stopped paying attention to him a long time ago. It’s easier to just smile and agree. He tends to let me out of his sight more if he thinks I’m on his side.

Today, though... God, he had so many questions. It wasn’t until I assured him that Karina was going to be the only person there that he let me go. And, as I walked out the door, I heard him muttering something about safety and people being out to get him.
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