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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance, for
the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. And because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job, and a family
I love spending time with, at this time, I’m afraid it would be
very hard for me to maintain a multitude of social media sites.
However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social
media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


 Email

 


 


Newsletter


Dedication

 For my
daughter –

Your strengths are immeasurable. Make sure the man
who wins your heart is just as strong as you are. You are
way more than your fears and doubts.
I love you with every piece of my heart.


Playlist




Avery’s Night
Out

As Long As You Love Me
– Justin Bieber

One Of These Nights – The Eagles

It Will
Rain – Bruno Mars

Ain’t No
Mountain High Enough – Marvin
Gaye

 


Girls’
Night At Quinn’s

Style – Taylor Swift

Human Nature – Michael
Jackson

Push – Matchbox Twenty

 


Quinn’s Date Night

Say It Right –
Nelly Furtado

Stop Dragging My Heart Around – Stevie
Nicks

Animals – Maroon 5

 


Sex
In The
Office

One More
Night – Maroon 5

Right Kind Of
Wrong – Leanne
Rhymes

Centuries – Fall Out Boy

 


Quinn’s
Night At
Xavier’s

You Know You Like It – DJ Snake & Aluna
George

I’m Bad At Love – Maddy Bensen

 Can You Stand The Rain – New Edition


Prologue

 The Seven
Deadlies.

There's Sloth,
Gluttony, Envy, Lust, Greed, Wrath, and Pride.

So, which is the
worst?

First, there's
Sloth. Being lazy and unproductive can be just as addicting as drugs or gambling. Your mind and
body get used to doing nothing, to being nothing. Sloth can make you neglect responsibilities and make
you lose value in yourself and others. Laziness can keep you poor,
unfit, and a burden on society.

Second,
there's Gluttony;
over-indulgence. There's a guilty feeling that comes with gluttony.
We feel it when we overeat, when we overspend, etc. I think it's
safe to say, we've all experienced gluttony at least once in our
lives. Gluttony likes to sneak up on you. There's nothing wrong
with having just one more slice of pizza...until you find yourself
fifty pounds overweight one day, of course. What's the harm in
having ten different purses, when you can only carry one at a time?
Gluttony will have you overweight and in debt before you even know
what’s hit you. The sneaky little bastard!

Then,
there's Envy. Envy can keep
you from making any real personal connections in life. I mean, how
can you really call yourself a friend if you secretly hate whenever
one of your friends find good fortune? Envy can make you detest
everything you own and have worked hard for. Your car, your house,
and your clothes are all perfectly fine...until your neighbor gets
a fancier car, bigger house, and designer clothes. Envy can eat you
up alive. Envy can turn your soul dark. That's no bueno...no bueno
at all.

Now, let's
talk about Lust.

Lust.

Lust is a
motherfucker of a sin. Nations topple because of lust. Families are destroyed because of lust.
People become diseased because of lust. Lust clouds the best of
judgments. But to be fair, can you name one
thing-just one
thing-that feels better than
sex? The feel of a man's hands on your body, the goose bumps you
get when his lips touch your skin, the heat you feel when you know
he's turned on by you, the power you feel because you know there is
nothing that he won't do to satisfy you, that first thrust inside
you, and let's not leave out the aria of the entire sexual
opera...when he makes you cum. What feels better than
that?

Next,
there's Greed. Greed can make you
shady and underhanded. It can make you so hungry for more, that you
go into debt because your neighbors just bought a Lexus, but you're
driving a Toyota. Greed tricks you into believing your life is
always missing something. It makes you become an episode on
Investigation Discovery because you poisoned your husband for his
life insurance. Greed has you always feeling empty and, for some,
there's almost nothing you won't do to fill that void. When you're
greedy, contentment is a false achievement. You will never be
satisfied. Never.

Onto
Wrath. Wrath is the equivalent
to temporary insanity. You can literally lose your mind when you
are in a state of wrath. Wrath will have you destroying property,
and it can make you verbally and physically abusive. Wrath will
have you looking at a life prison sentence because you've gone and
murdered someone in the heat of the moment. Wrath will make you
unreasonable. Wrath can make you feared by those you love and who
love you. Wrath can consume your soul. It's mind-numbing to all
things good and peaceful. Wrath is a true monster with no
rationale. Wrath can destroy everything good in your
life.

Finally, we
have Pride. Pride, pride,
pride, pride, pride....it sure is a nasty little guy. Pride can
cause an insurmountable amount of pain. It keeps you from saying
sorry when you really should. It is the largest killer of
relationships around. It makes life harder because you refuse to
ask for help. And it kills love because you cannot bring yourself
to forgive. A lot of people can forgive mistakes, but when all you
can think about is how that mistake made you look stupid? Lying,
infidelity, neglect…all that can be worked through. Humiliation,
not so much. Pride can make you walk away from the best thing that
has ever happened to you. It can also make you lonelier than you
have ever been.

So, let me
introduce myself...

 My name is Quinn Tamara Erickson, and this is a little story about how one of
my best friend’s whirlwind romance opened the door for these seven
assholes to just mosey on into my life.


Chapter 1


Sloth: Because the extra hours getting promoted
make

 me want to spend my weekend in slippers.

 


Quinn~

My promotion was only two weeks old, and I
was already making a mental note that I should probably sign up for
charm school.

People were fucking stupid.

I
honestly didn’t know who was worse;
people with money, or people who wanted money. However, they were
running a race, neck-and-neck, to the finish line in my
opinion.

Now, don’t get
me wrong, I liked money just
as much as the next gal. Still, my every move wasn’t motivated by
the desire to make it rich. Learn how to be happy when you’ve
reached that point in life where you have enough,
People!

It had
also taken forever for me to accept
this promotion, mostly because I’d been skeptical over the offer. I
wasn’t entirely sure I hadn’t gotten this promotion because my
bosses were idiots. Gorgeous, brilliant, wealthy, and sexy as sin
idiots, but idiots, nonetheless.

I worked for
SMA Global, Inc. which was one
of the top financial investment firms in the world. Nick Savage was
the S, Julian Moretti was the M, and Chase Alexander was the A that
made up this little powerhouse. Julian was in charge of finance
(making him my boss’ boss’ boss), while Nick was the investment
genius, and Chase was the client manager.

Technically, Nick and
Chase were my bosses as well, but if any of the three were going to
chew my ass, it would be Julian. I’d just have to wait until after
work hours to chew it back.

See, up until
a couple of months ago, I’d
been invisible to these three men along with my best friend, Avery,
who also worked here. However, one ridiculous, fantasy-filled
night, Avery, our other best friend, Isabella, and I had run into
those three at a new nightclub called Xavier’s.

Once
Julian had laid claim to Iz, and Nick
had bulldozed Avery, we had all become BFF’s. So, when this
promotion had presented itself, I hadn’t sure if I’d gotten it
because I’d been the best candidate for the job, because Julian
hated people and hadn’t wanted to bother with interviewing, because
Nick was madly in love with Avery, or because Chase wanted in my
panties.

Complete honesty here, it
hadn’t been until I’d been handed budget reviews a couple of weeks
ago that I realized no one had really been waiting on my
acceptance. The job had been mine whether I had wanted it or not.
So, my suspicions had run towards Julian’s distaste of people and
interviewing because this position level would bring me in contact
with the guys more so than before. I was pretty sure Julian just
hadn’t wanted to have to meet anyone new.

So, here I was, the new
executive assistant to my boss, Angela Jackson. Yay.

Now,
Angela was awesome. Still, the
downside was that I was subjected to sitting through so many
meetings now, it almost constituted as corporal punishment. For the
most part, most of the people I worked with were decent, but every
company had those certain employees. The
ones who thought they were more important than what they really
were. In my personal opinion, the only important people in this
office were the bosses. Never forget that as long as someone else
was signing your paychecks, you were replaceable.

So, here I was, sitting
in a pre-budget review meeting and it just so happened that there
were a couple of those said employees in attendance; Marvin
Bringham and Olivia Candor.

Marvin
reported to Angela just as I did, but Olivia was like a
liaison between the
departments, so she worked directly with the guys on occasion.
Marvin was a name dropper whereas Olivia was a cleavage shower.
Now, while I was no stranger to glasses of wine, spending any time
with these two was enough to friend request bottles of it. The
clock was like a timer, ticking away on hours of my life that I
couldn’t ever get back.

Damn Julian (because I was still choosing to blame him for my
promotion).

The flipside to being
friends with your bosses was that you put in as many hours as you
needed to in order to not let them down. It didn’t matter if I
wanted this promotion or not, there was no way I would let them
down now that I had it. What with us being BFF’s now, and
all.

And as much as I wanted
to tune these fools out, I couldn’t. SMA was a great company to
work for, and so they deserved my hundred percent. The employee
packages were generous, and the guys were above reproach…well,
except for when Julian was forcing promotions, when Nick was
pissing on Avery, and when Chase was trying to bend me over.
Except, for those times.

Although, to be fair,
Julian hadn’t actually force me, and Nick’s pissing was more in the
form of the engagement ring Avery sported on her ring finger, and
as for Chase…well, if I were a lesser woman, he’d have had me bent
over already.

Multiple times.

The man was just that
hot.

All three of
them were gorgeous as sin, though. They all reached well over six-foot-something and were
built like they could a hold a girl up against a wall for hours.
Nick had dark, chocolate brown hair with deep matching eyes. Julian
had black hair with intense hazel eyes. And Chase had brown, mocha
shade thickness with hypnotizing blue eyes. Nick was the practical
one, Chase the easygoing one, and Julian was scary as fuck…well,
unless you were Isabella, of course.

They’d all grown up
together in the poorest neighborhoods in Oakland, California, and
at the ripe old age of eighteen, they had taken all the money they
had saved as kids and had invested it in a stock that Nick had
picked out. They had put themselves through college and have spent
the last ten years turning everything they touched into
gold.

I
had to say, it was odd as hell to be
friends with billionaires. I mean, who the fuck had billionaires for
friends?

It
also helped that they were all good
guys. Of course, except when I was reminding myself that they were
the reason I was sitting here in this meeting.

On a Friday
afternoon.

With Name Dropper and The
Cleavage Queen.

The
torture went on for about another
twenty minutes before the blessed Angela Jackson put a stop to it.
“Okay, well I think that’s all for now. I’m sure everyone has an
understanding of what is expected for our next meeting.” She stood
up, then gathered her paperwork. “Everyone, have a good Friday and
a good weekend.”

I uncrossed my
legs and stretched my back out as I gathered my paperwork as well. I really wanted to
elbow my way through the throng of people like a running back with
the football, but I thought that might come off as a little
rude.

And
then I almost said to hell
with rudeness when Olivia’s nasally voice hit me. “So, Quinn, how
do you like your promotion so far? I mean, it must feel pretty…uh,
stress-free to know that, even if you mess up, you won’t get
fired.” That bastard weasel, Marvin, snickered behind
her.

I stopped everything
I was doing. “Excuse me?”

She
batted her eyelashes at me,
and I swear to God, I almost yanked them out by their roots. “Oh,
I’m sorry. I just meant that with Avery Ellis now engaged to
Nicholas Savage, and you being her best friend and all…” She
trailed off, but her point had been made.

This
bitch.

“I have no
doubt H.R. wouldn’t hesitate
to fire me if I turned out to be an incompetent jackass,” I replied
a bit harshly. “However, seeing as I am not incompetent, or a
jackass, I’m good. Thanks for asking, Ollie.”

Ollie, I
know. Still, I was too
exhausted to be mature right now.

She pulled her
papers and folders tighter
against her store-bought chest. “There’s no need to get rude,
Quinn. I was just making conversation.”

See, this was where
people fucked up when dealing with me.

I wasn’t that
girl. Don’t get me wrong,
I should
be that girl. There were times where
I wanted to so
desperately be that
girl.

But I just
wasn’t.

See,
‘That Girl’ was the girl who knew how
to behave in public at all times. She knew how to hold her tongue
and raised her head high above insults and criticism. She was ever
the professional and peacemaker. She believed in Karma and didn’t
lower herself to swim in the ponds of ghetto sensationalized
YouTube videos. She was the definition of poise and grace and she
let The Good Lord take His revenge.

I wasn’t
‘That Girl’, though.

“No, Olivia,
you weren’t making conversation. You were being snide, rude, and
insinuating that I don’t need to earn my paycheck because my best
friend is engaged to one of the bosses.” I took a step towards her
because that ‘Other Girl’?...yeah, that’s who I was. “Look, Ollie,
you can say what you want about me, and you can think what you want
about me, because, frankly, your opinion doesn’t make a dent in my
life. However, if I ever hear of Avery’s name coming out of your
mouth, and it’s not being accompanied by roses, birds chirping, and
rainbows, I’ll hand you your ass, and I won’t need Nicholas
Savage’s help to do it. We clear?”

I didn’t have
enough hands to hold onto my
paperwork and still pull out my phone to take a picture of her
face. “Are you threatening me,
Quinn?”

“Not
at all,” I answered, and I
wasn’t lying.

That was a
promise.

And because I
wasn’t tired enough, Marvin jumped in to rescue this bitch. “I
heard everything, Quinn, and
that sounded like a threat to me.”

“Well, then, do you guys
want to skip down the hallway to H.R. together or would you guys
feel more comfortable reporting me anonymously behind my back?
Either way works for me.”

Marvin was
opening and closing his mouth
like a puffer fish while Olivia was shooting lasers at me. It’d be
funny had she not mentioned Ace. Talk all the shit you want about
me, but mention Avery or Iz, and that’s when shit got
real.

See, here’s
the part where I usually fucked myself over, though. I was so focused on the two twat
waffles in front of me that I completely missed Chase walking into
the conference room. And that was saying something since the four
conference rooms that made up this floor all had floor-to-ceiling
glass walls. I blamed these two fucktards for missing the
six-foot-two god before I could make my escape.

Chase strolled in the
room in that sexy, lazy way only he knew how. Crap, this man was hot. Even if he wasn’t so tall, his body filled out his
suit like sex slithering over sinners. His eyes were so blue that I
often wondered if they were real. He had a straight nose that
worked with his chiseled face of per-fucking-fection. People
shouldn’t be that beautiful; it hurt the eyes.

“Hey, Marvin. Olivia.” He
shot me a slow smirk. “Quinn.”

I
watched in amusement as Marvin
damn near got a woody. “Oh, hello, Mr. Alexander. How are you,
sir?”

Chase
shook the man’s hand. “I’m
doing well, Marvin. How are you?”

It took
everything I had not to roll my eyes
at Marvin. “Oh, well, I’m great. Great, sir. You just caught us
finishing up a budget meeting. You just missed the rest of the
team.”

Chase nodded
towards Olivia. “Olivia, how
are you?”

And just like
the Cybil-twenty-personality
bitch that she was, she purred for him. “Oh, Mr. Alexander, I’m
doing very well.” She leaned in closer giving him a better view of
her tits and I almost grinded a molar clean through. “I’ll be
getting in touch with you next week for a couple of clarifications
on the Survirno account.”

Chase gifted
her with one of his signature people-smiles and I wanted to punch him in his face. “No problem,
Olivia. If you get with Sylvia, I’m sure she can open a time slot
for you.”

And because I was a dick…

“Mr.
Alexander, I’m actually glad you’re
here.” He raised his eyebrows at me because he knew I was
anything but glad he was here. “We
were in the middle of a discussion, and since you’re the A in SMA,
you are probably just the person who can settle this-”

Olivia
did have a talent for shooting
daggers. “Oh, Quinn, let’s not bother Mr. Alexander with these
minor…uh, details. I’m sure he’s way too busy to-”

I gave Olivia
and her reptilian sidekick my
biggest, brightest smile. “Are you sure, Ollie? I wouldn’t want
these…uh, pesky little minor details to keep you up at
night.”

Her façade
cracked just a little. “Thank
you, but I sleep just fine at night, Quinn.”

“Ahhh, okay.
Well, don’t let me keep you,”
I beamed.

I stood there
in silence as I watched them
scatter through the door, and then down the hall to the elevators.
Most of the time, these glass walls irritated the shit out of me,
but not now. Now, I just kept smiling as the elevator doors shut on
a very sourpuss looking Olivia and Marvin.

Chase
smiled at me.
“Ollie?”

 


*****

 


Chase~

I had no clue what I had walked into, but if
it involved Quinn, I’d say the odds were that my timing probably
saved her from a felony assault charge.

She gave me
her famous stink-eye. “Yes,
Ollie. I was being immature.”

“Ahhh,
okay. That makes sense.”

“Don’t start
with me, Chase. I don’t have the energy it takes to deal with you
today,” she growled at
me.

I grabbed my
chest in a wounded fashion.
“Awe, babe, don’t say that. Who’s going to deal with me, if not
you?”

She rolled
her eyes. “I don’t know? Maybe
the harem of random women that just throws themselves at your feel
whenever you walk by? Try one of them. As a matter of fact, if you
hurry now, I’m sure you can catch Olivia and her twin weapons of
mass destruction before she gets away.”

I let
out a low whistle. “Damn, girl.
Olivia must have really hit a sore spot.”

Quinn
stink-eyed me again. “I don’t have
sore spots, Chase.”

I reached for
her and tugged her closer to
me. “Come home with me tonight and I can guarantee you’ll have sore
spots for days.”

Was
I being unethically
unprofessional?

Hell yeah, I was.

Still,
that’s what this woman did to me. I
couldn’t be near her without my mind delving into the swamps of
depravity. This woman thought I just wanted to fuck her,
a’la-one-night-stand fashion, but that wasn’t true. With her small,
slim stature and big-as-brass balls, I wanted to devour
her.

Forever.

Never mind
that Quinn was absolutely
beautiful with her light brown hair that she often had dyed any
color of the rainbow and those sharp-as-razors brown eyes of hers.
Her brows were delicately arched, and her lashes reminded me of
Bambi. She had a petite, slightly upturned nose and lips that
called onto Heaven every time she slathered lipstick on them. Her
package was complete in a body that was toned and fit. Her tits
were the perfect size for my hands and her hips were the perfect
size to cushion my thrusts inside her hot, tight, little
body.

Super
unethically unprofessional.

“Seriously,
Chase. Anyone could walk in
and see the boss violating fourteen different ethical codes of
conducts here,” she reminded me.

God, I wanted
to shut her smart mouth up
with my dick. “True. However, it would be our word against theirs,
and last I checked, two is greater than one.”

She threw me a
smirk. “That confident that
I’d side with you, huh?”

“Pfft…of
course, you would,” I retorted. “Like you would want to be
responsible for the downfall
of SMA, therefore causing Julian to lose his job and upsetting
Isabella. No
one wants to upset
Izzy.”

Q chewed on
her lower lip. “Okay, you got
me there.”

As much as I
loved our verbal sparring, it was time to get serious.
“So, you want to tell me what
was going on with you and Olivia?”

“Ugh,
nothing. I just don’t like the
woman.” She shook her head slightly. “I guess she was more
irritating today than usual.” She dropped her head back and rolled
her neck. “Or maybe I’m going to start my period and it’s just me
being irritable. Who the fuck knows?”

I didn’t
like seeing her stressed out
and upset. I mean, yeah, I couldn’t recall ever wanting a woman the
way I wanted Quinn, but that aside, we had become friends. So, it
did actually bother me that she seemed so un-Quinn-like. It
concerned me as her boss, too.

SMA
Global, Inc. was a major financial
institute, and Nick, Julian, and I worked hard to make it such. We
also work our asses off to keep it one of the top financial
powerhouses in the world. Julian, Nick, and I had grown up in
Oakland, California and our childhoods consisted of almost every
nightmare you could think of. Nick’s mother had been a dope fiend
whore who had neglected Nick severely in favor of drugs and men.
His parents had been married briefly, but none of us could remember
why or exactly when it was that Nick’s father had split.

As
for Julian’s
mother? Yeah, that whore had
been the devil incarnate. While Nick had gotten neglected, Julian
had gotten neglected, beaten, and emotionally abused. His bitch of
a mother hadn’t limited her torturing of him, either. She would let
whichever man she was fucking at the time beat Julian, too. It
wasn’t until Julian had started growing into himself that the
physical abuse had waned. Julian had been a big motherfucker when
we were younger, and he was a big motherfucker now. Still, that
fucking cunt had kept on with the neglect and emotional abuse until
we’d been old enough to get out of The Deep East.

I’d
have to say my family was
probably the ‘healthiest’ out of our three. My parents had been
married, and my mother had been a good mother, considering what
she’d had to work with. My father had been a cheating, abusive
bastard, though. He had treated my mother worse than dog shit and
my younger brother, Kane, and I had been present for every hurtful
word and every first thrown her way.

Jonathan
Alexander had been an
indescribable piece of shit. At times, he would even go so far as
to have his latest whore actually drop him off at our apartment.
Kane and I even had a half-sister somewhere, and while I didn’t
have anything against the unknown woman, she just wasn’t someone
I’ve ever been curious enough to meet.

However, the beatings had
stopped when I was old enough to actually do some damage when I hit
back. There were times when he’d still been able to get a hold of
my mom because we were at school or running the streets, but at
least the beatings had subsided a bit. Still, because my house had
been the most stable, Julian and Nick had spent a lot of time
there. My mother loved them like they were her own and she has
always included them in the sacrifices she had made for me and
Kane. As a result, Nick and Julian would do anything for Teresa
Alexander.

When Nick,
Julian, and I had been
sixteen, we had decided we weren’t going to let the quicksand of
poverty drag us down and drown us. We’d each had gotten
after-school jobs, and when I had turned eighteen, we had invested
all our money in a high-risk stock that Nick had vetted. We had
come up thousands, and with Nick’s ingenious insight, we had been
able to keep turning out money.

By the
time we were twenty, we had
moved out of Oakland (along with my mom and brother), were enrolled
in college, and were building the foundation of SMA Global, Inc.
Ten years later, we had more money than we’ll ever need, and we had
a company with a good, honest, reliable reputation. We were proud
of all that we’ve accomplished, and we worked the sixty-hour weeks
to ensure that this company, and all its employees, would keep
flourishing.

So, then, you were
probably wondering why, after all our hard work, I would risk my
and this company’s reputation to fuck Quinn? Well, it was simple. I
was not out to fuck her. Now, don’t get me wrong. I had every
intention of fucking her.

Lots of times.

In
many positions.

But that’s not
all I was after.

The thing was that I
loved women. I thought they were the greatest creation on earth. I
wasn’t talking about tall, hot blondes, or short, curvy brunettes,
or lethal, sexy redheads, either. When I said that I loved women, I
meant I loved all women.

It
didn’t take a rocket scientist
to figure out that my healthy respect for women was a result of all
my mother’s sacrifices. Still, it hadn’t only my mother that I had
taken notice of. Growing up, I’d seen poor, single mothers digging
out change from their purses for the bus. I’d seen women hauling
groceries home because they couldn’t afford a car. I’d seen women
lose their sons and daughters to gang violence because it’d been a
choice between staying home and protecting them or going to work to
feed them.

I’ve seen men
fall apart, and fall into
spirals of despair, while their wives and mothers had stood strong
amidst all the storms around them. There was no sight more
magnificent than a real mother defending her
child, I could tell you that shit. That mama bear instinct was
real. It’s one of the reasons Nick, Julian, and I made sure that
our salary packages were generous enough to support single parents,
women or men. SMA Global offered scholarships, daycare discounts,
carpool incentives, etc., etc.

I
was very proud of what we’ve built
and that’s why, going back to Quinn, it bothered me on both a
personal and professional level that she seemed unhappy.

“So, you want me to
believe you’re being unreasonable towards Olivia because you’re
going to start your monthly exorcist sessions?”

She harrumphed. “You
are such jerk, Chase.”

I circled
around her, then started
massaging her neck and shoulders. “I know, babe.”

She let out a
soft moan, then rolled her
head forward, giving me better access to the tight muscles bunched
up at the base of her neck. It was these small, unguarded moments
that kept me after her. She could protest all she wanted, and she
could deny her attraction to me until the second coming of Jesus,
but I knew she felt something for me. I just
had to figure out what that something was.

“God, that
feels so good,” she whimpered.

My dick was
rock hard before she even finished saying the word ‘good’. I wanted her moaning that shit
while she was naked, withering beneath me. I quickly scanned the
other conference rooms as far as I could see to make sure we were
alone. Once I was satisfied that it was just me and her up here, I
leaned down and started placing soft kisses down the side of her
neck.

Quinn tilted
her head to the side, giving
me permission to continue. “Just for the record, this is wrong, and
I am most vehement in my disappointment regarding our
unprofessional behavior.”

I
slid my hand around her neck
and grabbed her chin to tilt her face even farther to the side as I
brought my teeth into play along her skin. “Duly noted,
babe.”

I wanted to
keep going until she was undress and bent over the conference table, but the mere fact that
she was letting me touch her without protest told me she must
really be having a tired, stressful day. I wanted Quinn like I
wanted to wake up every morning, but I was not going to take
advantage of whatever she’s wrestling with today. When we finally
come together, I wanted her to be hot, frenzied, violent, and
insatiable. Not tired, stressed out, and too exhausted to put up a
fight.

And I wanted
this woman fighting.

I stopped
kissing her, then removed my
hands from her person. Fuck, this must be what the Seventh Circle of Hell felt
like. I walked around to stand
in front of her again and perched myself against the table. “What’s
going on, Q?”

She met my
blue stare with her chocolate one and I could see the
indecisiveness warring in them
before denial won out. “It’s nothing, Chase. I’m fine.”

I knew she was
lying, but I also knew there was no way I was going to get it out of her without a full-blown
battle of the wills, so I let it go. “You’re going to be at The
Shack tonight, right?”

She raised one
of those perfectly arched
brows at me. “Of course, I’m going to be there. Why would you even
need to ask?”

The corner
of my mouth lifted just to
irritate her. “I’m just making sure. You seem so beat, I thought
maybe you didn’t have it in you to drink and party
tonight.”

Quinn narrowed her
beautiful brown eyes at me. “Is that your subtle way of saying I
look like shit, Chase?”

“Nope,” I
replied. “If I thought you
looked like shit, I’d tell you, babe.”

“And quit
calling me babe. Someone might
overhear and get the wrong idea,” she admonished.

“One, they
wouldn’t be getting the wrong idea. I want you, Q. That’s never been a secret. Two, I’m not
going to stop calling you babe because…well, you are my
babe.”

“I don’t
know what the city of Oakland
has in its water, but it must be toxic to the brain because you,
Nick, and Julian are all fucking crazy,” she grumbled.

I could only
offer her a shrug. I may not
be in love like Nick, and I may not be obsessed like Julian, but
I was
half-ass out of my mind with wanting
this woman. So, maybe SMA did need to fund a project to see just
how safe Oakland’s city drinking water really was.

I
stood up and plucked the
papers and folders out of her hands before putting my free hand on
the small of her back to usher her out of the conference room. “I
have some phone calls and clients to check up on, so I’m not sure
what time I’ll be there tonight, but I’ll get there as soon as I
can.”

We just
stepped into the elevator when Quinn found her bearings
again. “And why would I care about
what time you’re showing up? Odds are that I’ll be too busy with
the karaoke mic to even notice if you’re there or not.”

I
dropped her papers on the
floor and pushed her up against the elevator wall, placing my hands
on either side of her head, caging her in. “You need to care
because things will not go well for you if I walk into the bar and
you’re running around making new friends, Quinn.”

She
snapped her body straight and
leaned into my face. “Be careful, Chase. It almost sounds like
you’re trying to tell me what to do.”

Fuck, this
woman had my cock harder than steel. “Test me, babe.”

The elevator
door pinged, and Quinn rushed
out before I could hit the emergency stop button.

 And without any
of her paperwork.


Chapter 2


Sloth: Because best friends don’t need to dress up for
each other

 …or bathe. Do they?

 


Quinn~

I sat on the edge of my bed and wished that I
could just fall back and fade away into a twelve-hour nap.
Normally, I was down for a night of drinking, karaoke, and sex (if
the occasion called for it), but tonight was more than just a
carefree night with friends.

About a month
ago, Avery had been attacked
by her douchebag of an ex-boyfriend and it had done a number on all
of us. It had been absolutely horrible, and as friends often were,
we were all riddled with guilt at not being able to prevent the
attack, even though, logically, we all understood that we couldn’t
have.

Well, tonight would be
the first time she’s been out since that night and there was no way
I was going to miss it. Honestly, it was a wonder Nick lets her out
of his sight at all. He had moved her in with him the same weekend
of the attack.

So, while there was no
force on this earth that was going to keep me from hanging out with
Izzy and Ace, that didn’t mean I wasn’t tired as all get out. Maybe
I could go in sweats and a t-shirt. I mean, we were going to The
Shack, not to The Met.

The Shack was
a small, hole-in-the-wall, gem
of a bar in San Jose. They played dance music and catered to the
karaoke crowd. Now, don’t get me wrong. I was very aware that none
of us girls could sing, but that didn’t stop us. We went to have a
good time, not to be discovered by the latest up and coming talent
agency.

If I
were being completely honest, sweats
and a t-shirt would work just fine if it weren’t for the fact that
the guys were going to be there. Isabella and Avery have seen me
passed out next to the toilet bowl numerous times, so I knew
neither of them cared about what I looked like, but the guys? While
I was sure the guys didn’t care what I looked like either, I was
girly enough to admit I was intimidated by their looks. I didn’t
think there’d be any way I could go out with them in haute couture
homeless when those men were as good-looking as they were. They
really were detrimental to the female libido.

Especially,
Chase.

Nicholas
Savage was gorgeous in that
sensual, serious, full of love kind of way. Julian Moretti was
spell bounding in his dark, brooding, violent kind of way
and the man had dimples when he smiled; a set of
deep, beautiful, wet-the-panties dimples. Julian didn’t smile
often, so when he did, they flashed at you like a stun
gun.

But back to Chase…Chase
was good-looking in that hot-as-sin sexy way. One look at that man
and I just knew he could fuck the polish off a girl’s toenails. The
only reason I still had polish on my toenails was because I knew
guys like Chase, and while I have no problem with no-strings, fun,
casual sex, sex with Chase would be anything but casual.

My
phone rang, bringing me out of my
all-things-Chase trance. I flung myself back on the bed and
thrashed my arms all about my head until I found my phone. I looked
at the Caller ID and didn’t bother sitting up. “Hey,
Hooker.”

“Hey, Medicated
Psycho.”

I
laughed at my younger sister. “What’s
the haps?”

“I was
wondering if you wanted to have lunch on Sunday.”

I covered my
eyes with my forearm. “You are
out of your goddamn mind if you think I’d ever go to lunch with you
again after what you did to me last time, you evil
wench.”

“Oh, my God, Q. You said
you forgave me for that,” she reminded me. “It’s not forgiveness,
Quinn, if you keep holding it against me. And besides, you got some
great laundry whitening tips from Jerry.”

“Oh, you mean
the tips he offered as he went
into detail about how he gets out all kinds of stains out of
his mother’s unmentionables?
Are those the tips you’re talking about, Aud?”

I
heard her sigh into the phone.
“Okay. Admittedly, that was kind of strange-”

My body
jackknifed upwards on the bed. “Kind
of?”

“Okay, okay. I
just…you need a man, sister of mine, and I was just trying to
help out.”

“I may crave a
penis from time-to-time, but I
do not need
a man,” I objected. This was always
an ongoing thing with my sister. She had been briefly married for a
couple of years before she had found her husband cheating on her
with some girl that went to the same gym as he did. Audrey had
taken it all in stride and had actually been grateful that it had
happened before they’d had kids. As sad as the demise of her
marriage had been, I had found it sadder that she hadn’t been as
devastated as I knew I would have been had I found out my husband
had cheated on me. It had made me wonder if she had ever really
loved him or if she had just been trying to recreate the family she
missed.

Our parents
had died in a car accident when we were teenagers, and while my Aunt Shellie had done a wonderful
job raising us and providing for us, the trauma of losing your
parents stays with you. Audrey still craved the idea of a family
unit while I preferred solitude. It was hell to lose the people you
loved, so if I could help it, I was going to limit my love to my
sister, my aunt, Avery, and Izzy. The less people you cared about,
then the fewer amount of people could be taken away from
you.

“So,
what about you? Why is it that
I’m the only one who needs a man?”

Audrey got
suspiciously quiet. “I…I’m…uh,
I’m up for dating.”

“Mmmmhmmm…I just
bet.”

“Shut up,” she rushed out.
“Lunch Sunday and I promise no blind dates.”

I reluctantly
agreed, then hung up. I didn’t
completely trust my sister. Maybe I should invite Avery and Iz,
that way I had back up. Audrey was like a dog with a bone when she
got an idea in her head. Whether the idea was stupid or not made no
difference.

I finally
picked myself up off the bed and started getting ready. I chose my most comfortable
worn-out jeans and paired it with a plain, white t-shirt. I threw
my purple highlighted hair in a mess ponytail and slathered my face
in some mascara and light lip gloss.

I stepped back
from the mirror, and
inspecting myself, I decided these people were lucky I had showered
and put on deodorant. They were just going to have to make do with
my appearance as it was.

I
locked up my studio apartment
and opened my Uber app for a ride. I was vehemently against
drinking and driving, or really, doing anything other than driving
when you were behind the wheel of a car. It was no secret why. My
parents’ accident had been just that; a tragic accident that had
involved icy roads coming back from Reno, Nevada. Still, that still
didn’t stop me from being extreme when it came to
driving.

It took my new
Uber BFF, Stanley, twenty minutes to drop me in front of The Shack. I paid him, then
saluted the bouncer before making my way indoors.

Some people
got nervous entering a room
alone or having a drink by themselves, but not me. I felt at home
with a room full of people or just the paint on the walls to keep
me company. I had no problem going to a movie by myself or sitting
on a bar stool alone, not knowing anyone in the room. So, it didn’t
bother me to have to walk into The Shack and scan the room for my
friends.

My eyes found
them sitting at one of the tables closest to the karaoke stage. I couldn’t see what they had on
the table from this distance, so I went to the bar to buy some
drinks. I placed my order with my favorite bartender, Cannon, then
perched myself on one of the stools as I waited.

Cannon
placed all the drinks in front
of me, and before I could ask him to keep an eye out on the drink
since I was going to have to make two trips, I felt a wave of heat
envelop my back as two masculine, tattooed arms shot out on either
side of me, gripping the bar’s cushioned edge.

My body broke
out in tiny shivers because
the traitorous whore knew it was Chase standing behind
me.

My
body always knew when Chase was standing near me.

“Need some help,
babe?”

My sex
deprived body wanted to lean back against him and just
be surrounded by
him, but my still very functioning brain was still in charge of my
motor skills. I replied without taking my eyes off the array of
drinks. “Up to you. I was just going to ask Cannon to be my hero
and watch my drinks while I made the first trip.” I heard a growl
behind my right ear at my statement.

And it was
sexy as hell.

Chase leaned
forward until his chest was
pressing into my back. “If you need help, you ask
me to help you. Understand?”

He didn’t
leave me enough room to swivel around in the stool, so I turned my head to the side, not
looking at him, but still giving him my attention. “And what am I
supposed to do if you’re not around to ask for help,
Chase?”

“Then you find
a way to do whatever the fuck you’re doing by yourself. But you will not be owing favors to random swinging
dicks because you needed some fucking help with something,” he
answered, completely unreasonably.

I waved my
hand dismissively at him.
“You’re so ridiculous. I give your future wife three months before
she’s being fitted for a bedazzled straitjacket.”

“I’ll keep
that in mind, Q,” he snorted.
“Did you have a specific sparkling gemstone design in mind for your
straitjacket? I mean, I won’t ever have it said that I didn’t try
to make my crazy wife happy.”

And
because this asshole’s charm
was lethal, I laughed. “Will you just grab the bucket of beers
already? You’re cutting into my karaoke stage time.”

I felt him
kiss my cheek as he leaned
closer to reach the bucket of domestics. I gathered Nick’s whiskey
and Chase’s Seven & Seven (just ignore how I knew his favorite
drink and ordered it before I even knew he was here), then made my
way to our table. Chase followed closely behind me in an almost
guarding fashion. His demeanor would be sweet if he weren’t a
bang-them-maybe-bang-them-some-more-and-then-leave-them kind of
guy.

As we approached the
table, Isabella stood up and started waving us over. “Hey,
guys!”

I took note of
the seating arrangements, and
I wasn’t surprised. Especially, after confessing to the girls at
our company party a month ago that I was going to finally give it
up to Chase. I was sure they thought they were just helping the
process along by forcing our seats together.

Chase had blackmailed
me-okay, maybe not blackmail, blackmailed me
because the only thing at stake had been the karaoke mic-but still.
He had gotten me my own karaoke mic in exchange for finally
agreeing to sleep with him.

Don’t judge me.

I take full
responsibility for whoring
myself out for my own karaoke mic.

All my
apprehensiveness was really
just due to the fact that I had a very strong feeling that once
Chase and I crossed that line, it would only lead to disaster. The
only reason we hadn’t made good on our deal yet was because,
between Avery’s attack and my promotion, we’ve just been
preoccupied by more important things.

This was the
first time we’ve all been able
to make time to get together and unwind, and I had a feeling that
if I wasn’t careful, I might be sealing the deal I made with the
devil tonight.

I was going to
need tequila for
this.

 


*****

 


Chase~

Had it not been that we were all coming out
for Avery, I may have actually passed on coming out tonight. By the
time I was done rubbing elbows and shaking hands at work with the
pompous and entitled, I’d been beat.

Julian and
Nick were lucky in that they
didn’t really need to deal with our clients. Nick picked a stock,
then told me to pitch it, and Julian cuts the checks, keeping an
eye on our bottom line. Me, I was the one who had to spend a
majority of my time smiling and stroking egos.

That shit got fucking tiresome.

For the
most part, a lot of our
clients were happy and low maintenance as long as we were making
money for them. And Nick being the genius that he was, we were
almost always making money, so no real issue there. It was the
handful of douchebags with the oversized Rolexes and seven-carat
diamond pinky rings that irritated the fuck out of me.

However, it was the
viperous, gold-digging socialites that really took their toll on
me. People could say all they wanted about the male species and how
immoral, violent, and destructive we could be, but we didn’t hold a
candle to evil, manipulative women. Women could be the most vicious
creatures around if they weren’t treated right.

Or
just raised to be vapid and
stupid.

Well,
I’d had to spend the last part
of my afternoon with one of these vipers and she had worked me into
exhaustion.

I
got it, though. Julez, Nick, and I
had more money than any one person needed. And even I could admit
that we weren’t bad to look at, but we’ve never slept with or have
had any type of personal relationship with any of our clients since
we started SMA. Hell, up until we met the girls, we’ve never slept
or dated anyone who worked for us, either. Still, these persistent
bitches didn’t know when to stop. If they weren’t outright trying
to fuck me, once they knew I wasn’t going to go that route, they’d
actually start trying to get me to set them up with Julian or Nick.
I wish I could say that if we were all sporting wedding rings that
it would stop them, but I didn’t think it would make a
difference.

At
least, not to Valerie
Stratton. She was the newest viper in the den, and she was
determined. By the time I had finished with our meeting, I had
wanted to take a shower and I felt like I needed to talk to a
counselor. She had no concept of personal space and every word out
of her mouth had felt like my soul was being violated.

That
was probably why I was so
attracted to Quinn. That woman didn’t fuck around. She was as
honest and as direct as the day was long. No one ever had to wonder
where they stood with her. She had no problem letting you
know.

When I had
finally gotten home, I honestly had just wanted to shower and fall dead on the bed still
wrapped in a towel, but I loved Avery too much to not show. Plus,
Nick would have kicked my ass seventeen different ways, and I was
pretty sure Julian would have helped him.

Christ, not
to mention what Quinn and Isabella would have done to
me.

Ever
since Avery was attacked last
month by that sonofabitch ex-boyfriend of hers, Nicholas has been
on edge. She appeared to be doing fine, but I really believed that
Nick would have preferred that Eric had not gone to prison, that
way Nick could have killed him.

Hell,
Julian had almost killed him.

I’ll never forget walking
into Avery’s apartment and finding that asshole with his hands on
her. Julian hadn’t hesitated, and had it not been for Izzy, we
would have all buried a body that night, I was sure of it. I also
knew Nick hasn’t-nor will he ever-forgive himself for not being
with us when we had found her. Hence, why I had shaken off my
laziness, got dressed, and came out. Avery deserved a night
out.

When I had
walked into The Shack, my eyes
couldn’t help but seek Quinn out immediately. And when I found her
sitting at the bar, all I could think of was how fortunate it was
that she was sitting there alone. Now, normally, I was the
easygoing one. I usually left the seriousness to Nick and the
violence to Julian, but I was tired, and I’d had such an irritating
day dealing with Valerie, I was pretty sure I would have snapped
had Quinn been hang out with some other guy.

Before Avery’s attack,
the last time the girls had been out, we had found them at a club
that one of my old college buddies owned, Xavier’s. It was a great
club, and it was proving to be the new hot spot. Anyway, we had
found the girls talking with Avery’s ex-boyfriend and his friend,
Simon, and Simon had been sitting next to Quinn.

Things
hadn’t gone so well after
that.

After
Izzy had calmed Julian down
and Nick had dragged Avery off, I had sat next to Quinn as soon as
Simon had vacated his seat, and while I had wanted to fuck her in
the booth in front of God and everybody just to get my point across
to the world and to her, I had simply leaned
over and made it clear that the next guy wouldn’t be walking away
untouched if I ever caught her cozying up to some asshole
again.

To my utter
surprise, she had simply nodded and had gone back to drinking her beer. I was man enough
to admit that her reaction had scared me a bit.

Quinn
was not passive
or submissive. In. The. Least.

I
remember being taken aback by the
need to stake my claim because, even though I’ve never had a
girlfriend, I’d never pegged myself for the jealous type. I met new
people every day and socialize too much to squawk at some harmless
flirting. Still, there was just something about Quinn Erickson that
drove me crazy.

Sometimes, I
thought it might have
something to do with the fact that I haven’t landed her yet, and
so, technically, she was free to date other men, and I had a
problem with that.

A
big motherfucking
problem.

I
followed her to our table, and
I couldn’t help but glance down at her ass. She had a nice ass. Her
entire body was red hot, though. I wanted this woman in my bed
something fierce and the wait was killing me. I was going to do my
best to get her to come home with me tonight instead of going to
her place. Going to her place gave her the upper hand and she’d be
able to kick me out once we were done. Going to my house gave me
all the power and I had no qualms about holding her hostage in my
bedroom.

We
joked constantly about how we
‘kidnapped’ the girls when we first met them, but there’s always a
little truth to all jokes.

I leaned down
on my way to our seats and gave Avery a kiss on the top of her head. “Hey, Ace.” She beamed up at
me as I followed Quinn to our seats.

“Hope you guys
are ready for a night of no shame, whatsoever.”

Quinn hooped
and hollered as she grabbed a
shot that was already waiting for her. “They had the option to stay
home.” She downed her shot. “I make no apologies for my lack of
singing ability or my choice in songs.”

I looked over
at her. “Babe, with your looks and body, no one is going to be listening to a goddamn thing
you’re singing anyway.”

She flipped
me off and my dick started to
twitch.

We were
just getting settled when the
DJ spoke up. “And next up to our brave stage is Nick. Nick, come on
up, bud.”

The look on
Avery’s face was priceless.
She was whipping her head around, looking for what could only be
another Nick in the bar. But, nope, it was our very own Nicholas
Savage.

Most
women want to be showered in
flowers or jewelry, but these three just needed a bucket of beer,
tequila shots, and a karaoke machine and all was right with the
world for them.

Izzy sprayed
her beer all over her blouse
as Nick made his way up to the stage. “Holy shit, Ace. Does that
say Justin
Bieber?”
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