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Clint & Ava 




Ava Taylor worked hard to establish her company, but a former employee turned rival began poaching clients. Ava was scheduled to meet with a strategic consultant for professional advice. She wasn’t prepared for Clint Richards. He was the handsome stranger she spent a weekend with six months before at an expensive hotel. 

There was a hint of jealousy, and an intimate request will prompt Ava to spend another emotional weekend with Clint. She will attempt to walk the line between business and pleasure while keeping a painful secret. Clint Richards was emotionally invested but kept his past hidden. The truth will reveal his dedication to Ava. 








  
  

Chapter One 


Ava Taylor 





Grand Rapids, Michigan


This will be a disaster was my consistent thought since Eric mentioned the consult he scheduled before my two o’clock meeting. It was technically my lunch hour, so I was hungry, irritable, and feeling bitchy under the most recent circumstances. 

Natasha Stokes poached two more of my clients, and Eric conveniently mentioned the surprise in a suit this morning, after seeing Clint Richards posted in bold on my schedule. My temples pulsed. A migraine was on the way. It was ironic to own a consulting firm and be in need of a strategic consult. 

I turned in the high-backed chair to stare at the waterfront. My view helped, and Eric already stated his reasons, but he was making sure I wouldn’t cancel. “Ava, it’s an hour of your time. I paid the fee in advance.” 

I sighed, “It’s business-related. You should’ve used the corporate account. You’re not required to use your own funds even if it is in my best interest.”  

“Think of it as an incentive. Now, you can’t say no to meeting with Mr. Richards.” 

Eric was an intern while in college. He accepted a salaried position two weeks after graduation. Eric was loyal and would allow my discomfort and his own if it made a positive impact. He challenged my authority several times in the last three years. His reasons were solid every time. Eric was holding firm on the meeting, knowing I wouldn’t disrupt our schedule. 

Emotion wasn’t involved. I stayed neutral. 

“Explain why you chose Mister Richards.” 

Eric didn’t get a chance to answer because another voice was heard, loud and clear. 

“I specialize in human capital,” his rich baritone echoed through my office. “My potential clients often have dire circumstances. Your company, while not in extreme duress, is a target and a competitor posted a status update on a professional networking site. She acquired a client who has been with your company for years. I am here to assist and be a catalyst to end this distasteful trend.” 

My chair was clutched, and I refused to look. His voice was familiar, six months later, and he still made my thighs tingle. I pulled it together in the seconds it took for Eric to clear his throat. Being rude was never a thing. I fixed my silk blouse and turned with a calm expression. 

Clint Richards was standing near my office, looking incredible in a tailored suit. 

“I apologize for the intrusion, but your front desk was vacant.”

Damn it. How could I forget Amber was out sick? The answering service had been instructed to send all calls to the associate they were for. 

“Mister Richards, we’re short staffed today. Please come in,” I returned his smile and then watched him. Clint had a sexy, confident stride. He crossed my office, and I stood at my desk in professional greeting all while silently hoping to make it through the hour.

Clint’s eyes locked on mine. “Miss Taylor, it’s a pleasure to see you in a different capacity.” 

I blushed, “And you also. Please use my first name.”

Clint said it, knowing I would have a reaction. Damn him. He was still incredible, and I didn’t want to stare, so manners were a necessity. Clint had an amusing smile. He wouldn’t dare flirt with my assistant nearby.

Eric was confused by our exchange. 

He watched our interaction and then asked. “Have you two met before?” 

I paused, not willing to stray too far from the truth. 

“Yes. It wasn’t in a professional setting.” 

My skin felt warm under Clint’s stern gaze, and the heat would be unbearable if I didn’t do something fast.

“Do you recall the intense lightning storm that swept across the region? It was six months ago, I was at a business conference on the East Coast.” 

I gave details without mentioning my intimate situation, only the circumstances leading to a longer stay in New York. Hopefully, Eric did remember because my explanation would get more complicated if he didn’t. Thankfully, there was a hint of recognition. 

Eric nodded, “Yes, your flight was changed to the following Monday.” 

I glanced at Clint and pleaded with him to finish it out because I couldn’t lie to my assistant. Clint smiled, “We were in a business class lounge. I was seated at the wine bar. Ava and I had a conversation before parting ways.”

The aforementioned wine bar was in the lounge, but our time was spent on cozy seating with chemistry constantly sparking. Clint didn’t explain more, but my name, and our situation sounded so intimate. 

Eric glanced at me. I nodded in agreement, “Yes, we were at the wine bar. I’m embarrassed because I didn’t introduce myself nor ask Mister Richards his name, if I had, I would’ve known he was meeting with me.” 

There was truth to that statement. Never once did I ask Clint’s name, not even in the throes of passion while having the sexiest things imaginable done. 

“Mister Richards, please accept my sincerest apology.” 

Something flickered in his dark-brown eyes. 

“Ava, there’s no need. I could’ve been more considerate to you and introduced myself. Please use my first name.” 








  
  

Chapter Two 


Ava





Clint. We were on a first-name basis, but his name wouldn’t be tested with my assistant still in my office. Obviously, our half-truth sounded reasonable enough because Eric didn’t seem interested in our exchange anymore. I waited for questions. 

He glanced at me, “Should I order lunch for everyone?"

A quick nod and so much relief happened because Eric was definitely moving on from it, but I felt irritable and disappointed minutes before Clint walked into my office. Food wasn’t a thought under his heated stare, so I would settle for coffee, and the constant ability to focus. 

Clint was silently gauging my reaction. Something flickered in his eyes again. Was he remembering how good we were together? Clint was still so well-put together. I silently admired him, not once did my eyes go lower than his chest, but chemistry sparked instantly. Clint felt it too. His attention went to Eric, but my office was feeling at least twenty degrees hotter.

Clint Richards was still a mystery. Oddly enough, I never wondered about his name. The habit of standing by decisions normally worked in my favor. My cheeks warmed thinking about our weekend together. Sex with Clint could happen again. 

He looked in my direction. 

Oh no. Did I say it out loud? I would be completely embarrassed, not to mention, having to apologize to Eric. 

They were looking at me. I was close to confessing when Clint smiled, “Eric is waiting for our choices. Ava, can I recommend a Mediterranean style cuisine? I dine there whenever I’m in the city. Would you like to try it?” 

“Yes, please.” 

Those two words added another dynamic to our existing situation. Clint had been the ultimate lover. Smoldering heat was in his gaze. Oh, he remembered it. 

Eric was using his tablet. He offered a menu to view. 

How did Eric know which restaurant Clint was talking about? 

The question was right on the tip of my tongue, but I silently read the menu and repeated my order out loud. Clint told Eric he would have his usual. My assistant left the office, and I was staring at Clint. They could’ve had conversations previously, but their connection wasn’t known. Questions weren’t asked because Clint still had his irresistible smile. 

“Eric is engaged to my sister.” 

That was a surprise. I saw Kelsi often and didn’t know they were related, but I could see they shared the same hair and eye color. Kelsi’s features were delicate in comparison to her brother’s chiseled jaw and chin.

I missed Clint. It took seeing him to realize how much, but that wasn’t something we could easily discuss. 

“Ava, there is something you want to ask. Say it.” 

My confession came without the professionalism, “I didn’t think I would ever see you again.”   

Emotion flashed across his handsome face, but Clint relaxed in his chair.

“Ava, it was your decision to spend the weekend with me and not exchange names. I’m not sure why you needed a non-committed form of pleasure, but I was grateful for the time we spent together. We can be finished if this is a conflict of interest for you.” 

I heard his icy tone, but didn’t feel the slightest sting from his words. I worked hard to establish my company, and I would be damned if I let a man I lusted after, walk into my office, and make the rules. 

My gaze didn’t waver. 

“You were thought about often in the past six months, but you won’t be able to walk out of my office like I did your hotel room because we have exchanged names. Our circumstance is different, given the relationship between you and Eric, so there is much to consider. I will not be obligated to provide an explanation, but I’m sure you’ve heard part if not all the conversation before being introduced. I can say without a doubt that I am pleased to meet you, professionally. I will also value your input, and I’ll consider myself grateful if you decide to accept the position as my consultant.”

My chest heaved while struggling to keep the emotion at bay. “I was aroused after hearing your voice, and I want you, but our meeting can be cancelled if this is a conflict of interest for you. You have already received payment in advance for your time.” 

I relaxed behind my desk to calmly cross my legs. Eric didn’t pay the consultation fee. Clint was available as a favor for his future brother-in-law.

We were at an impasse. I made a spontaneous decision six months ago to proposition an irresistible stranger in a lounge. We had a forty-eight-hour tryst, and I never felt soreness like it in all my life. 

Our eyes locked with the truth lingering between us. Clint couldn’t have known how incredible it all felt. I didn’t regret spending time with him, but things changed after our weekend together. I tried dating but kept comparing men to him, and my sex life was non-existent. Clint Richards had no idea how much I fantasized about him, but this was business. 








  
  

Chapter Three


Clint Richards 





Ava’s absence was felt in cycles over the past six months. The feeling didn’t happen often, and it wasn’t known if she received more than expected from her proposition, but Ava was a constant thought after our time together. Perhaps, I would’ve been better prepared had I taken the time to research her company after Eric’s call last week, but I preferred open dialogue with my clients, and Eric wanted an unbiased opinion. 

Ava Taylor was thrown into searches. There was a wealth of information about her firm and a professional profile minus a photo. A picture was finally located. The green-eyed beauty had the same features as the woman who spent the weekend with me. Her name was known, so it did not help with my sleepless night. Morning didn’t go any better. Complicated emotions were threatening to surface, but my reaction to Ava’s statement was uncalled for. Her eyes narrowed to indicate anger and hurt. An explanation was needed. 

“Ava, my personal feelings surfaced, and your words were taken out of context. I apologize and will wait for your direction on when we can begin.”

Ava was clearly taken aback, but she looked absolutely stunning. My eyes lowered to her mouth. It was the same luscious pout I wished to have kissed. Ava didn’t give permission then, and it was currently out of the question, but I was held in her sultry gaze until she broke contact. 

Still, I needed to take in every detail of her. 

Ava had cut her hair. It feathered around her chin in midnight-black layers, and her elegant neck could be exposed in one swift hand motion. Her silk blouse was buttoned, but the outline of her full breasts were visible. I remembered how soft her skin felt, and the way her breasts bounced when she rode me hard. The image triggered rampant need at my core, but professionalism was kept when all I wanted was to have her in my arms. 

Ava’s chest rose and fell. She was struggling with her emotions. Our silence felt extremely heavy. There was no need to disrupt her comfort level more. The plan was to leave a recommended list of colleagues to help with her current issue. 

It had to be her decision. 

I patiently waited. 

Ava accepted my apology with a subtle nod. 

“Clint, please begin,” her voice sounded raspier. Ava was still aroused, but she wasn’t letting her guard down.

“May I take notes?” I motioned to a legal pad. 

She nodded once more. 

I reached for it. 

Ava took another delicate breath.

I relaxed in the chair after remembering how much she liked my cologne. 

My admiration for Ava would flow freely in another capacity, but business was our focal point. 

“What is your plan of action or objective?”   

“My goal would be to renew contracts before the quarter ends, maintain my current client base, and secure new ones. I lost four clients in sixty days. Two declined renewals, one paid a separation fee to breach, and the fourth was a top tier client. I had maintained a long-term business relationship with him. I’m certain this was the professional networking status update you’ve read.”   

“Perhaps their belief is Miss Stokes and her firm can provide the same services at a lower price.” 

My statement was to gauge how invested she was in the situation. 

Ava calmly spoke, “I gave Natasha Stokes a chance as in intern. She was offered a salaried position and trained to be an associate. Natasha was with my company for almost three years before being fired.” 

“Why was her employment terminated?”

“Natasha created fake company accounts to filter money from corporate ones clients used to pay fees quarterly or annually. I confronted her months into her scheme. Natasha threatened to leak my personal information to the media, so I fired her, and the two accountants involved then released all the clients who had contributed to or participated in the situation.” 

“Will this information damage your company or cause emotional distress if it came to light?”

Ava thoughtfully spoke, “Natasha received money from a benefactor to start her company. They would be at risk if Natasha spoke on anything she claims to know about me.” 

Emotion accented each word. It was a sensitive subject, for Ava, but I had to continue, “Are you certain this won’t be problematic?”

“Yes. Natasha is engaged to the man who invested in her firm,” Ava’s soft voice held a hint of something more. 

“Well, they haven’t done anything unethical or illegal, and it wouldn’t be harmful to her business. Why didn’t you press charges from the felonies she caused here?”

“Natasha was determined and honest, at first. Maybe it was all an act, but she doesn’t have much in the way of family. Her daughter would’ve been without a parent.” Ava’s voice sounded pained. “I couldn’t stand to know it. Natasha incurred penalties and Community Service.”

“Sometimes, compassion is not enough.” 

“True, but karma happens to us all.”  

“Indeed. It’s not necessary to divulge personal details, but I want to be certain there won’t be an issue. If there is more to it, please let me know.” 

“Her fiancé hurt me.” 

Ava’s confession struck a chord. 

Pain was in her eyes, but she silently held in trauma. 

We didn’t have time to discuss it because Eric came in with our food. I wrote a summary of our meeting while we ate lunch. Ava liked her choices and seemed comfortable. I continued to ask about her clients, and the services she provided. Expired contracts were needed for past clients. The legal pad filled with notes was placed on her desk. 

“All consult summaries will remain with you. We’ll review them along with existing notes. New profiles will be developed on your clients. I can start immediately.”  

Ava opened a desk drawer to pull out a folder. 

“I do appreciate you agreeing to this meeting so last minute. These are standard confidential agreement forms. Eric will show you to an office to use at your discretion,” she touched a button on her desk phone. 

Ava had yet to use my first name. 

Nothing was more important than her comfort. 

She needed to feel safe. 

I didn’t say more, and patiently waited for Eric. He and I had a brief conversation in my temporary office. The documents were signed, and I had access to a company computer. Permissions to client accounts would be granted shortly, in the meantime there were other tasks.

I sat behind the desk to use my phone. I didn’t need information on Natasha Stokes or her company. Her name was put in a search engine to learn more about her primary investor. Aaron Stuart. My jaw tightened, but I relaxed in a leather chair to read. 
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