
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          If Only You Knew

        

        
        
          If Only You Knew, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Michelle Robinson

        

        
          Published by Adorn Creations, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      IF ONLY YOU KNEW

    

    
      First edition. December 30, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Michelle Robinson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231180424

    

    
    
      Written by Michelle Robinson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1 SIERRA JOHNSON
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Beauty, success, and fame—that's how I'd describe myself. Others? They'd say I'm rude, bossy, and stuck-up. And maybe I am. Who are they to judge me for my success or everything I've been through to get here? I helped build this company from the ground up, pouring my blood, sweat, and tears into this damn place. So maybe I am bossy—and I deserve to be.

I'm Sierra Johnson, the best damn defense attorney in New York City. I take on cases where I get to free the innocent, a job I love. We all know the system is messed up; there are too many people in jail or prison for crimes they didn't commit. Cases get thrown at me left and right, but I only choose the ones others would deem "difficult." I pass smaller cases down to my colleagues.

I spent hours in a meeting today with the board, listening to them drone on. As soon as I got out, my assistant and best friend, Mia, approached me, immediately launching into a story about her love life. I swear I love Mia, but sometimes she just doesn't know when to shut the hell up.

"Mia, will you please just shut up! Not right now, okay?" I snapped. Mia covered her mouth, her eyes wide with shock. I turned and walked away, slamming my office door. A moment later, she slowly opened it and slipped inside.

"So, spill." Mia leaned against the doorframe; her gaze fixed on me.

I continued to type, not looking up. "There's nothing to tell."

"Bullshit." Mia's voice was sharp, unwavering. "You don't speak to me that way unless something's going on. So, spill it now!"

I ran a hand through my hair, frustration rising. "Fine, I had another dream."

"So, because you're having dreams of someone else other than your fiancé, you take it out on me?" Mia crossed her arms, a wry smirk on her face. "How exactly is it my fault that this man is rocking your world in your dreams? I'm not the cause of that, Sierra. Hell, I want to get laid too!" Her voice escalated with each word.

I faced her and giggled.

"That's definitely not funny," Mia retorted.

"Would you like to know the details?" I asked her, a smirk playing on my lips.

"I feel like that's how you should have started this conversation in the first place," she said, curiosity lacing her tone.

I laughed, and then I began to give her the details of my dream. "It started with him pushing my body up against the wall. He started kissing me from my neck and worked his way down. He slipped two fingers inside of me, and I started to go crazy. Once he was done with that, he wrapped my legs around his waist and began to lift me up and down on his dick in slow, perfect movements. He had rhythm. He would move me up and down slowly, then picked up the pace, then slow again, then picked up the pace. It felt so real, Mia. When I woke up, I was wetter than a dip in the pool."

"Well, that was... um, great. You go, girl!" Mia exclaimed, then began to cheer.

I gave her a very confused look.

"No, seriously though. Are you sure you're ready to get married? Maybe you still want other people to pick your raspberries," she said, starting to dance. I couldn't help but laugh at her.

"Of course, I'm marrying Brian. We're happy, right?" I asked Mia, a flicker of uncertainty in my voice.

"I'm not sure, Sierra. I only know what you tell me. I'm your best friend, and I just want you to be happy. Whatever you decide, I'm here for you no matter what," Mia replied, her tone softening.

"Thank you, Mia," I said.

"Sure, but let me get back to the desk. It looks like we're in for a long day today," Mia said.

"Do you want to get some drinks tonight?" I asked.

"How could I ever say no? Maybe I can meet someone tonight to pick my raspberries," she said as we both laughed. She began to walk away, but she was right about one thing: it was definitely going to be a long day.

Once I finally got comfortable and started working, my phone began to vibrate. I looked down; it was a text message from Brian.

"Does my beautiful fiancé have time for me to take her out to lunch today?" Brian's text read.

"I can't today, babe, we're pretty swamped at the firm," I replied.

"Are you ever going to make time for me?" he shot back.

"I really don't feel like fighting today, Brian," I texted.

"Fine, Sierra," he replied curtly.

I sighed, typing back into my computer. I swear, Brian is going to be the cause of my gray hair, not this job. I get that he wants to spend time with me, but sometimes I feel like he can't handle everything that comes with my job. He tries to make every little thing about him. Sometimes I get really tired of it. He runs a company too, and I never stress about the things he stresses me about. We had a plan before we decided to get married, and now he's trying to switch it up. Sometimes I think he's jealous of my success.

My work phone then began to ring.

"Can't I get any damn work done in this place?" I grumbled aloud. "Go for it, Mia."

"You have a Sean White on the line wanting to speak with you," Mia said.

"No, thank you. Deny the call, please," I responded quickly.

"Okay," she replied, sounding confused.

This can't be happening; was the only thing I could say to myself.

Later that day, I finally finished up some work and was ready to go home. As I walked into the house, Brian was sitting on the couch, angry as always. It seemed like he was never pleased.

"Hey, baby, how was your day?" I asked him.

"It was fine. But the only time you want to know about my day is if you've already made plans with yours," Brian said, arms crossed, his tone accusatory.

"I was actually interested in knowing. And yes, I'm getting ready to meet Mia for drinks," I responded, my patience wearing thin.

He then got up out of the chair and said, "Well, have a good night," before stomping off. I got angry. I followed him up into the guest bedroom.

"Can we at least talk about this instead of you stomping off like a child?" I asked him, exasperated.

"Don't you have something to do?" he countered.

"What has gotten into you, Brian? This isn't you," I said, genuinely curious about the man he was becoming.

"You. That's what's gotten into me. You make time for any and everything but me," he yelled, his voice strained.

"It's my job, Brian, what do you expect?" I asked him, feeling the familiar prickle of defensiveness. "If you decide to leave me today or tomorrow, my job is what I'll still have."

"So, your job is more important. That's what you're saying to me," he challenged.

"No, that's not what I'm saying! We have our whole life together, and once we're married; we'll have nothing but time!" I yelled back.

"I'm not sure marriage is even an option anymore, Sierra," he said to me bluntly. I was shocked. I was hurt. And most importantly, I was pissed.

"Because I wasn't able to make lunch today, Brian? Are you kidding me?" I yelled, pointing my finger at him.

"No, because I'm not sure I'm exactly what you want. Tell me, Sierra, why have you been jumping out of bed every morning for the past three months in a sweat?" he asked me. For a moment, I was silent. I didn't know what to say without making myself seem guilty of what he was trying to accuse me of.

"Brian, it's just nightmares!" I finally yelled.

"I don't buy that for one second. I think you're cheating," he yelled out. I got even more pissed. How could he accuse me of cheating? I'm at work running a firm all damn day. He's able to contact me at all times, no matter what I'm doing, no matter where I am.

"Cheating on you? We've been together since college. You were my first and the only man I've ever been with. Why would I cheat?" I yelled angrily at him.

"Maybe that's the problem, Sierra. I was your first. You haven't experienced anything outside of me," he replied. I got so furious I walked over and slapped him.

"You know what, Brian, go to hell! I didn't need you then, and I damn sure don't need you now." I slapped him again and walked out. He had a lot of nerve. All because I couldn't make lunch. I had come home with the thought that maybe if it was really important for him to spend time, I would cancel on Mia. But I was definitely getting the hell out of here now.

I took a shower and began to get dressed. I wanted to look extra fabulous tonight just to piss Brian off. I was heated. If there was anyone in the world to make you mad, it would always be the man you love. I got in the car and drove to the club to meet Mia.

****
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Once I arrived, Mia met me at the door. Inside, she asked, "So, what do you think?"

"This place is amazing, Mia! I need a shot of tequila ASAP," I said to her, and she began to laugh. Once we walked over to the bar, I began to dance. I looked at the bartender and yelled over the music, "I'd like a double shot of tequila with a little bit of ice, please!"

Once I placed my order, I turned to look at Mia, and she was looking across the room, biting her finger with seduction.

"Who the hell are you looking at?" I asked her.

"Someone who I want to call daddy tonight," she replied with a wink.

I turned to the right and jumped, startled.

"Denying my calls doesn't exactly boost your reputation now, does it, Ms. Johnson?" Sean said, his voice cutting through the noise.

I took a deep breath and sighed. This is not how I expected this night to go.
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2 SEAN WHITE
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I couldn't believe my eyes. Sean White. I was doing my best to avoid him, to deny the unsettling pull he had on me. What did he want? First, he called my office, and now he was here, in my club, at my supposed night off. Was he stalking me? A shiver, not entirely unwelcome, traced its way down my spine.

"Is there something I can help you with, Mr. White?" I asked, forcing a professional coolness into my voice.

He simply stared, a curious glint in his light brown eyes. This man was truly beautiful: a low top fade with waves, a rich brown complexion, and the perfect amount of hair around his lips. Just the look in his eyes made my resolve begin to melt.

"So, let's see, we've got two beautiful stallions standing here right before our eyes," a voice drawled from behind Mr. White.

"Shut the hell up, Law," Mr. White shot back, turning briefly to glare at his friend. He then faced me again, his intense gaze unwavering.

"Can I get an order of sex on legs, please?" Law continued, seemingly unfazed.

"I should kill you right now for trying to make me laugh," Mr. White muttered to Law, though a faint hint of a smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. Law merely chuckled, then turned away to talk to another guy they were with.

Sean's attention snapped back to me. "You know, when you denied my calls today, you really hurt my feelings." His tone was smooth, almost playful.

"Unfortunately, Mr. White, you'd have to go through the same process as everyone else," I responded, my voice firm despite the tremor in my hands. "I can't just drop what I'm working on for you. Send the information over, and I'll review it. If I decide to take on your case, someone from my team will reach out to you." I kept my composure, maintaining a professional distance.

"I'm sorry for wasting your time," he said, the playful glint dimming slightly. He then turned and exited the club with his friends, leaving a faint scent of expensive cologne lingering in the air.

Mia appeared at my side; her eyes wide. "Care to tell me what that was all about?"

I rolled my eyes. "What do you want me to say? He wants me to take a case that's impossible to win." I took a deep breath. "Also, he's the guy I've been..." I trailed off, speaking gibberish, embarrassed to admit it aloud.

"Say what now?" Mia prompted, leaning closer.

"He's the guy I've been dreaming about, okay!" I blurted, my voice a little louder than intended. I breathed deeply, trying to calm my racing heart. Mia stared at me, a mischievous grin spreading across her face.

"Will you stop it, please?" I demanded. "You're the one who was just drooling over him."

"Actually, I was making flirty eyes at his friend. The one who was making jokes," she corrected, winking.

"I don't think you understand, Mia. He's the Sean White. The guy who got in trouble for those shootings at the courthouse," I explained, lowering my voice. "The one who constantly stays in trouble for something."

"Well, just take a look at his case. Maybe it's worth it," Mia urged, her excitement clear.

"Are you telling me to look at this case because you want to be able to see his friend again?" I asked, a smirk playing on my lips.

"Yes! And I'll love you forever and a day!" she exclaimed, throwing her arms around me as we both laughed.

"No, seriously, you're one of the best damn Lawyers in the city. If anyone can make something out of this case, it's you," she encouraged, her tone suddenly serious.

"Yeah, but is he really innocent?" I mused, the ethical dilemma already weighing on me.

"I don't know. And you're not the jury. That's not up to you to decide," she replied, ever pragmatic.

"You're right. But we'll see." I pushed the thought aside. "Anyway, I don't want to keep going on with this all night. Let's turn up!"

We downed a few more shots, the burn of tequila chasing away my lingering thoughts of Sean, and then moved to the crowded dance floor. We danced and drank until exhaustion set in, finally calling it a night.

Brian wasn't home when I got back, and a part of me was glad. I was getting tired of his constant demands, his subtle criticisms. After seeing Sean tonight in person, he was even finer than I remembered from my dreams. It was almost too much to handle. I prayed sleeping it off would bring some clarity.

***

[image: ]


It was a brand-new day, and I was feeling good. The morning sun streamed through my apartment window, a stark contrast to the lingering tension from last night. I decided to let my hair flow freely, choosing a fitted dress and heels—a power outfit for a day ready to be conquered. I was ready to knock out some paperwork.

As I stepped off the elevator onto my floor, the sounds of laughter carried from down the hall. My eyebrows furrowed. I peered around the corner to see Mia giggling and conversing with a man at her desk. My stomach dropped.

"Mia, what the hell are you... Sean, what the hell are you doing here?" I demanded, my mind reeling.

He flashed a knowing smile, leaning back in Mia's guest chair as if he owned the place. "We're on a first-name basis now, so at least that's a start." Mia stifled a giggle, hiding her face behind her hands.

"I told you once we reviewed your case, we would call you if we decided to take it," I stated, crossing my arms over my chest, a clear signal of my displeasure. Mia looked from me to Sean, like an audience member anticipating a show. He stared at me, his eyes trailing from my face down to my heels, slowly studying my body. What the hell was he thinking about?

"Man, this is even better than TV," Mia whispered, clearly enjoying the spectacle.

"Shut it, Mia," I snapped, my gaze still fixed on Sean. She laughed, ignoring me.

"MR. WHITE!" I bellowed, the sound echoing in the usually quiet office. It was almost as if he snapped back from a daze.

He blinked, that innocent, seductive smile returning. "My apologies, Ms. Johnson, were you saying something?" Mia dissolved into outright laughter.

"I wasn't saying anything!" I practically shouted, my face flushing.

"If I hear you out," I continued, forcing myself to calm down, "will you please stop harassing me?"

He nodded, a barely perceptible flicker of amusement in his eyes.

"Follow me, please." I gestured toward my office. He rose, his movements fluid, and followed me inside. I closed the door behind us, the soft click sounding unnaturally loud. "Please have a seat," I instructed, indicating the chair opposite my desk. He complied; his posture relaxed.

"So, Mr. White, please inform me of your situation," I began, my voice regaining its professional tone.

"Well, I was recently being represented by Mr. Green. But he doesn't want anything to do with my case anymore. At least that's what I assume since I can't get in contact with him," Sean explained, his voice low and steady.

"Mr. Green is one of the best. Maybe he's afraid, or now believes he can't win it," I challenged, raising an eyebrow. "What makes you think I can?"

"Ms. Johnson, you are correct. Mr. Green is one of the best, but you are the best," he replied, his words laced with a smooth flattery that made my legs tremble beneath the desk. The seduction in his voice alone was enough to make my panties wet.

"Well, thank you, Mr. White," I managed, trying to ignore the heat rising in my cheeks. "So, tell me, what exactly is going on?"

"Well, I was on trial because those sons of bitches planted drugs on me. They needed to find any way to arrest me because they can't get anything to stick on me," Sean recounted, his voice growing harder. "Next thing you know, someone started shooting in the courtroom. Killed the jurors, security, and the judge. Since the shooting, Mr. Green doesn't return my calls even though I already paid him. The most important part in all of this? I was one of the victims shot during the shooting."

"Really? Interesting." I leaned forward, unable to hide my surprise. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. These were crucial details missing from every news report, every official document I'd skimmed. However, something still didn't quite make sense.

"Wait a minute, so where the fuck is Greene?" I pressed, the question escaping before I could filter it. "He had to be there to represent you. I didn't hear anything about him being found on the scene."

"My point, Ms. Johnson. Where the fuck is Greene?" Sean echoed, frustration coloring his tone. "I was shot, and my Lawyer is missing and not returning my phone calls. My name is all over the fucking news as if I wasn't a victim in all this, but they aren't speaking on that. I'm not saying that I'm a good guy, but... I run my shit a different way. That doesn't mean I don't fucking matter. A motherfucker could never catch me with drugs on me. Tell me, Ms. Johnson, do I look like the type of man to be caught slipping?"

He stared at me directly, his gaze piercing. As he talked, all I could do was admire his features. He was so damn sexy, unfairly beautiful. When he asked that question, I felt ready to submit to the raw power of his voice. I wanted to blurt out "no, Daddy," but looks can be deceiving, and I had to get back into the conversation before he caught me staring.

"So, what makes you think I would take the case, and be willing to take a chance on something like this?" I asked him directly, regaining my composure.

"Well, I didn't know if you would, Ms. Johnson. That's why I wanted to explain the case to you in person," he said, a hint of vulnerability now in his eyes. "I will pay you double the amount, of course. Money is never an issue."

"It's not always about the money, Mr. White," I countered, though the thought of a double fee was tempting. "But let me go over some things, and I will let you know. Please write down your phone number so I can contact you. Call Green's office and have his assistant forward me everything he has so far, and let me review it."

"Thank you, Ms. Johnson. I hope you will be in touch," he said, rising and beginning to write his number on a piece of paper I provided. As he walked toward the door, he paused, turning back.

"Oh, and Ms. Johnson?" he said, his eyes locking with mine.

"Yes, Mr. White?" I prompted, my breath catching.

"Not even the television can picture the beauty you really are," he murmured, then turned and walked out the door, leaving me stunned. Shit. I was appalled. Did he notice I was admiring him, too? I had to tell Mia.

I immediately began to fill Mia in on what he'd said as he left my office.

"Damn, girl, so are you going to take his case?" she asked, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

"Of course, I'm going to take it," I confided, a smile playing on my lips. "I just want him to keep sweating a little bit. This case is even deeper than I thought." We both began to laugh.

"Just remember, you are getting married," Mia said, a hint of teasing in her voice. "Let's not make this the first case of dreams coming true." We both laughed, but her words lingered.

I grabbed my bag. "I'm heading out." I was on the way to meet my mentor and the closest person I ever had as a father, Mr. Harold. He trained me to be the Lawyer I am today, and I knew he would have some information about this case. Every piece of information I could get would help.

I arrived at the park, the late afternoon sun filtering through the leaves, where Mr. Harold was waiting for me, sitting patiently on a worn wooden bench.

"Hey, Mr. Harold, please tell me you have some information for me," I said, a hopeful eagerness in my voice as I sat beside him.

"You know I do," he replied confidently, a familiar twinkle in his eye.

"Sean White. Previously on trial for a drug stop. Cops pulled him over claiming they had drugs on him. They're trying to connect him to being a kingpin. The police have been after him for a while now and can't get the charges to stick. That tells me he has people on the inside," Mr. Harold explained, his gaze distant as he recounted the facts.

Of course, Sean wouldn't tell me if he had connections on the inside, and a part of me didn't want to know. Even though I needed to know everything to help him, a part of me was saying, run far away from this mess. But my feet just wouldn't move anymore. I knew Harold was going to tell me to leave this case where it's at, and this case could either make or break my career.

"Yeah, he told me about that. But I'm not defending him for that. At least not yet," I replied to Harold. "He came to me saying that while he was on trial for the drug stop, someone came in and shot the judge, security, and the jury."

"Yeah, I saw it all over the news, but what's interesting about it is while I was pulling up a file on him, I didn't see any documentations on it," Mr. Harold mused, stroking his chin thoughtfully. "Which means they are trying to tie up evidence to pin it on him, or they don't have any evidence at all against him."

"But they did come to him about it; that's why he's wanting representation for it," I countered, the puzzle pieces clicking into place. "You know what else is interesting about all of this?"

"What's that?" he asked, his brow furrowing with curiosity.

"He was also shot during the shooting," I informed him. His eyes widened, a rare look of shock on his usually stoic face.

"Are you fucking serious? Something is definitely off now. So why is the story being kept out of the media? Is it a setup to take him down?" Harold asked, the gears turning in his sharp mind.

"That's what I'm going to figure out, because I didn't hear about it through the media either. I only found out today by him telling me that," I responded, my voice grim.

"So, you know what you need to do first, right?" he asked, his tone now a subtle test of my knowledge.

"Of course, I learned from the best," I said, confident in my answer. "Get in contact with the hospital to get hospital records as proof he was shot."

"Good girl. That way you will know if he is lying about that information. If he isn't, that's a start to show you he isn't lying to you about anything," Harold affirmed.

"Right. Next, we have to discuss Attorney Greene."

"Let me guess, Green no longer wants to represent him?" Harold's tone was laced with sarcasm.

"Greene is missing," I informed him, watching his reaction.

"What the fuck is going on with this case? What do you mean missing?" he demanded, truly confused now.

"Greene was there during the shooting as well, but you don't see that in the reports at all. Now he isn't returning Mr. White's phone calls. That's why he was seeking me for representation," I explained, the gravity of the situation settling heavily on me.

"This case is so fucked up. Greene might be involved," he concluded, his expression grim.

"Exactly," I agreed, a knot tightening in my stomach.

"Well, Sierra, if you win the case, that will definitely put your name and the company's name on the map," Harold said, a hint of pride in his voice. "But if you lose, let's just hope danger isn't going to be around every corner. And your reputation isn't ruined."

"Well, I can't say that I haven't thought about the possibilities since he came into my office," I admitted, meeting his gaze. "I'm just focusing on a win for right now."

"Speaking of wins, there's something I'd like to discuss with you. Anyone can see that I'm getting old, Sierra. And I'm sick. I wasn't actually on vacation. I've been to several doctors trying to get second opinions," Harold said, his voice softer than I'd ever heard it.

"Mr. Harold, what are you saying?" My heart began to pound, a cold dread washing over me.

"I have stage 4 pancreatic cancer. I'm dying. And everything I leave behind is going to you," Harold delivered the blow, his gaze unwavering.

I jumped up, shocked. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. "Oh, shit, Mr. Harold. I can't! It's your legacy!" I protested, my voice astounding even myself.

"It's not up for discussion," he demanded, a familiar firmness returning to his tone. "And besides, my wife has been doing my head in about this for a while now, and I believe she's right. It's time for me to retire and enjoy the days I have left. I fought the fight for as long as I could. At least I'll die knowing I left the company in good hands."

"But, Mr. Harold..." I began, my voice thick with emotion.

"No buts, Sierra. The paperwork has already been worked out and just needed your signature. The company has been yours for a few weeks now. And now that we've had this talk today about Sean White's case, I know that you are ready. And I'm proud of you, Sierra." He paused; his gaze warm. "You keep on dreaming. Don't ever give up on your dream for nobody. Don't let nobody stop you from doing what you love to do. If you know what I mean."

I knew he was directing that towards Brian. It was still a lot to take in. To know the man, I looked at as a mentor, a father, was dying and leaving everything behind to me. I couldn't help but cry, tears streaming down my face. I had mixed emotions. I was happy my dreams were coming true, but I was devastated that my time with him had now become so limited.

"I love you, Mr. Harold," I choked out, reaching for his hand. "And I promise your legacy will live on through me. I'm really hurt about all this. Is there anything we can do?" I asked him, desperate for a different answer. I wasn't ready to let him go, and if there was anything, anything at all, that we could do to save him, I was willing to try.

"I love you too, and no," he replied, his voice gentle but firm. "The cancer is already too far gone. I only have about a year left, and I will be spending that time with my wife because if I don't, she will kill me before the cancer does." He chuckled, a genuine laugh, and I found myself laughing through my tears.

"I won't let you down, Mr. Harold. I promise." It hurt, but I knew I had work to do. I had a point to prove. I could do this, even if it meant doing it alone.

"I know you won't," Harold said, squeezing my hand.

We continued to chat for a little while longer before his wife called, demanding him to come home. The familiar warmth of their banter brought a bittersweet ache to my chest. I then went back and told Mia the good news about the firm before calling it a day. It was getting late, so I decided to head home for the night. To my soon-to-be husband.
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3 THE FIRST MEET
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Just watching Brian sleep sometimes does something to me. He's so handsome. I remember when every girl in school wanted him, yet he chose me. I know I haven't been fair to him, constantly pushing him away, but I refuse to let any man believe that I need them, no matter how strong my feelings are. That very independence is what made Brian fall in love with me in the first place. So, what’s changed? In this moment, watching the gentle rise and fall of his chest, I felt a flicker of resolve. I had to try and make this right.

I climbed on top of him, straddling his waist, and began to pepper kisses all over his neck. His neck was his spot; I knew that would wake him. I continued to plant kisses, my lips tracing patterns against his skin, until he stirred, groaning softly, and then, with a practiced move, flipped me onto my back. He began to explore me with his fingers, slipping them inside to ensure I was ready. His rhythm was hypnotic, in and out, making my hips instinctively dance with his movements. I moaned aloud, the sound escaping my lips unbidden. He then slid his fingers out, replacing them with himself. I rolled my head back, feeling a wave of pure ecstasy as he moved in smooth, powerful motions.

Then, I looked back up at him, and all I saw was Sean.

What the fuck was really happening?

Brian continued to moan my name in pleasure, but Sean's face was still superimposed over his. I acted as if it was him, responding with Brian’s name, my voice a breathy whisper. Finally, Brian climaxed, collapsing heavily on top of me. A part of me was glad it was over.

"Baby, you are amazing, you know that," Brian murmured, exhausted, his breath warm against my ear.

"So are you," I replied, the lie tasting bitter on my tongue. If only you knew, I thought. As good as the sex felt, there was just no affection in it for me anymore. Was that why I was picturing someone else? Whatever. A part of me was just glad that that crisis was over.

"So, there's something I'd like to talk to you about," I told Brian, my voice softer now.

"What's up?" he mumbled, still half-asleep.

"Mr. Harold told me today that he has stage 4 pancreatic cancer," I informed him, the words still heavy in my chest.

Brian tensed, then pulled back to look at me, his eyes filled with genuine concern. "I'm so sorry, baby. I know how much he means to you. I can't imagine how you're feeling. He was your mentor."

"Yes, I'll get through it, but that's not all he told me today. He's leaving everything to me. Including the company," I explained, watching his mouth drop open in startled disbelief.

Then the concern vanished, replaced by the familiar resentment. "Great, more time we won't be able to spend with each other," Brian snapped, pulling away from me entirely.

"Brian, that's not true! Now that I run the company, I can make my own schedule," I argued, sitting up and pulling the sheets around me. "Of course, I have to be available for important meetings and such, but my schedule can be a little more open. I'd promote someone else to take over my current job." I tried to compromise, desperate to find a way to make him happy, just for once.

"But you could have made your own schedule before!" Brian yelled, his voice rising.

"Really? So, we're about to have this fight again?" I rolled my eyes, throwing off the covers. "You know what, Brian, good night. I don't have time for this shit." I rolled over, turning my back to him. It just seemed as if nothing I did was right anymore. I was over it. Was this what our lives would be like for the rest of time? If so, I didn’t want it. I eventually fell asleep, hoping he would do the same and not make this more than it already was.

Somewhere in NYC

"Shit! I got nowhere else to run," the man gasped, his breath ragged, as he stumbled into a dead end, the brick wall looming before him like a final judgment.

A chilling smile played on Sean's lips as he raised his arm. "See you in hell, motherfucker." He pulled the trigger, the sharp cracks of gunfire echoing in the narrow alley, multiple rounds tearing into the man's chest.

His lifeless body dropped to the grimy pavement with a sickening thud, a dark stain of blood blooming rapidly from his wounds.

"Clean this shit up," Sean commanded, his voice devoid of emotion, turning away from the gruesome scene.

"You got it, boss," Law replied, his movements efficient as he began the grim task of cleaning up the body, meticulously erasing any evidence that could tie them to the crime.

"That bastard shouldn't have crossed me," Sean muttered, already walking away, the sounds of the city swallowing him whole.

Sierra

I really hoped today would be a better day than yesterday. Brian would never understand what it took for me to get here, the sacrifices, the relentless ambition. I sighed, closing my eyes as the warm water of the shower hit my face, hoping to wash away the lingering tension.

"Congratulations, baby. I'm proud of you," a voice whispered softly. I opened my eyes, the steam momentarily clouding my vision, to see Sean standing before me. He walked up, his hand cupping my cheek, and started to kiss me passionately. As our kiss grew more intense, a loud, jarring noise pierced the air.

Dammit. This damn alarm clock.

These dreams were starting to seem more real, more vivid with each passing night. I guess that was my sign to head to the office and finally give Mr. White a call. Once I was dressed and ready, a fitted power suit replacing my dreams of Sean, I headed to my office and dialed his number.

"Ms. Johnson, it's great to be hearing from you," he said, his voice laced with a surprising happiness.

"Hey, Mr. White, how are you?" I replied, trying to keep my tone neutral.

"I'm great, Ms. Johnson. Have you decided to take my case?" he asked, a hint of eagerness in his voice.

"I have. And yes, I have decided to take your case," I confirmed, a sense of purpose settling over me.

"I'm so glad to hear that, Ms. Johnson. So, what happens from here?" he pressed.

"Is there any place we can meet up?" I asked, gathering my notes. "I'm getting ready to head out of the office, and it would be great if we could meet to talk about the case."

"If you want to stop by my house, that would be cool," he insisted, his casual tone belying the thrill that shot through me.

Sean

"I really have to stop thinking with my head," I muttered to myself, rubbing the back of my neck. She’s, my Lawyer. I shouldn't be having these thoughts of her in my bed. It was unprofessional, distracting, and dangerous.

Sierra

Once he said that, all I could think about was not trusting myself doing that. But I had a job to do, and the job had to get done. My professional facade clamped firmly back into place.

"Sure, just shoot me the address," I informed him, keeping my voice steady.

"Done," he said, and then the line went dead. I grabbed my things, a list of errands to run before heading to Mr. White's house.

Sean

Once Ms. Johnson called to tell me she was taking my case, a wave of satisfaction washed over me. Now everything was going exactly the way I'd planned. Once I disconnected the call, I headed over to Law and Emily, who were lounging around, talking as if they didn't have a damn thing to do.

"My new Lawyer is about to come through. So, no funny shit. Now get your asses back to work," I demanded, my voice cutting through their chatter.

"Sure, boss," Emily replied, walking away quickly. I swear they acted like rookies sometimes.

"Oh, you mean the sexy Lawyer from the club with beautiful legs of a stallion?" Law chimed in, a smirk playing on his lips. He knew just what to say to piss me off, and what can I say, he definitely hit a nerve. But he knew me. And he knew that I was attracted to her.

"I know what you're trying to do, so fuck you," I growled, and he just laughed, walking off. There was no way I would let anyone talk about her as if she was just some random. She was my Lawyer, and they would treat her as such. But then again, if she was just my Lawyer, why did I care so much about what they said about her? All I could do was shake my head, the unwanted thoughts swirling. That damn Law. I should kill him. I didn't do feelings, and I damn sure didn't do thoughts unless it was business.

Sierra

As I arrived at Mr. White's house, a valet worker greeted me, taking my keys. A flicker of jealousy pricked at me. He was living a life of opulent ease, while I was doing things the legal way, still striving for what he already possessed. I deserve this life, I thought, a defiant spark igniting within me. The house was magnificent even from the outside—a sprawling modern edifice of glass and stone, promising untold luxury within. I couldn't imagine how it was going to look on the inside.

I walked up the grand stone steps and pressed the doorbell. An older lady, with kind eyes and a warm smile, opened the door, welcoming me inside.

"Ms. Johnson, Mr. White has been expecting you. He will be down shortly. Can I get you anything?" she asked, her voice gentle.

"No, thank you, Ms.?" I began, my gaze sweeping across the breathtaking foyer.

"Just call me Sylvia, dear. I don't want to feel like an old woman," she chuckled, and I found myself giggling along with her.

"Yes, ma'am," I replied respectfully, still taking in the impossibly high ceilings and gleaming marble floors.

"Give me one second to find out if he's ready for you," she said, and I nodded, my mind already buzzing. I couldn't believe how beautiful this place was. I knew it wasn't right, but my feet couldn't stop me from wandering. I decided to walk around and check this place out.

I drifted down a long, elegant hallway, the silence amplifying the grandeur of the space. Then I saw it: an elevator and stairs built into the hallway. My jaw dropped. I stepped into the sleek elevator and clicked a random floor. When the door opened, I was met with the thumping bass and flashing lights of a full-blown club. How big is this damn place? I chose another random floor, and the door opened to a lavish bedroom suite. From the opulent furnishings, it clearly looked like the master bedroom. So, this is where all the action takes place, huh? I thought to myself, a blush rising on my cheeks.

I couldn't resist. I laid on the vast, plush bed and stretched out, letting the luxurious softness engulf me. Just for a moment, I allowed myself to imagine what life would have been like if I embraced this level of indulgence, this kind of raw power. Then I snapped back into reality, the cool professionalism returning. I got back in the elevator. I couldn't believe this place had five floors. I clicked another floor, and once the door opened, I found two women and three men standing around a sleek, modern bar, deep in conversation. They all turned as one when they heard the elevator chime. And there, amongst them, was Mr. White.

"Ms. Johnson, what are you doing down here?" he asked, his voice laced with annoyance. By this point, I was already caught, so there was no reason to lie.

"Well, I couldn't help but want to see the rest of your home. It's really beautiful," I informed him, trying to sound genuinely admiring.

"I appreciate it. But you can't just go around looking through people's houses. It's an invasion of privacy," he said, his brow furrowed. "Anyway, it's fine. But could you please wait for me upstairs. I'll be there shortly."

Oh, hell no. He had me confused with someone else. I had a job to do. He needed me; I didn't need him. I wasn't waiting around for him any longer.

"Listen here," I yelled, my voice ringing with authority. "You asked me to come here because I have a job to do. So, either you let me do my job, or you can find a job in prison. The choice is yours."

A slow smile spread across his face, his annoyance melting away. "Yes, ma'am. I'll be right there," he purred, his voice dripping with seduction. I bit back a smile of my own, turned, and headed back into the elevator, waiting for him to meet me upstairs.

Sean

Damn. Who would have thought her yelling at me would have turned me on? I may have to make her mad more often. She walked back into the elevator, heading upstairs. Shit. Here I go again with these thoughts. She’s, my Lawyer. Why the fuck would I want to make her mad? My brothers-in-arms, Tech, Law, and the others, were already laughing.

"Damn, Sean, I never seen you bow to anyone before," Tech ribbed, and they all started laughing harder. He was right, but I would never admit that to them.

"Shut your ass up," I grumbled, but they still found it funny. I swear I loved them with all my heart, but they liked to take everything as a damn joke. I rolled my eyes and headed downstairs. I refused to keep her waiting any longer. Once I got down to the dining room, I saw her sitting on the couch, legs crossed, a picture of poise and power. She was so beautiful. I kept having to remind myself that she was my Lawyer, and she was too good for this life. No matter how much I would love to give it to her. But for some strange reason, my attraction to her wouldn't let me pull away. It was like I had to have her.

"Ms. Johnson, sorry for the wait. I had some business to take care of," I informed her, my voice smoother now. She stood up; her gaze steady.

"It's fine, just don't have me waiting again," she said directly, her tone unwavering. I smiled. She was so sexy when she was demanding.

"Alright," she began, her voice now completely professional, every hint of playful defiance gone. 

"So, here's how this is going to go. I have a few rules, so listen carefully." She held up a finger. "Rule number one: when we are supposed to meet, be on time." Her eyes narrowed. "Rule number two: do not speak to anyone other than myself about the case. If I assign anyone to your case, you will be informed, and that's when you can speak to someone else about it. Now, listen very closely, because this is the most important rule." 

She held up a third finger, her gaze locking with mine, cold and unyielding. "Rule number three: DO NOT LIE TO ME. Once you lie to me, it makes it very hard for me to do my job to represent you. It makes my job a lot harder if I don't have all the facts to be able to put together your defense, whether you're guilty or not." 

She paused, letting her words sink in. "And now that Greene no longer wants to represent you, I will be picking up your previous trial as well." Her voice dropped, low and intense. "So, I'm going to ask you this one more time: Did you have anything to do with the killings during your trial?"

She was very straightforward, her intensity disarming. And for once in my life, I didn't know what to say.
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I didn't expect her to ask me that question again. Did you have anything to do with the killings during your trial? What was I really supposed to say? My mind drifted, pulled back to the day it all began, to the sterile meeting room where we'd gathered to talk about my upcoming trial.

"Does everyone understand their positions and their role in this plan?" I'd demanded, my gaze sweeping across their faces. They all nodded, a silent agreement. "Good, because if any of you fuck this up, I will kill you myself." My voice had been a low, dangerous rumble.

"My trial is in five months, and we need everything to go as smooth as possible. Tech, call Tee and tell him to hurry the fuck up. It doesn't take that long to pick up a package."

I breathed, dragging myself back to the present, to Sierra's piercing gaze. I couldn't tell her the truth. She could never find out. She couldn't know the full extent of the monster I was.

"Ms. Johnson, I can assure you that if there was something that you needed to know, I would tell you," I stated, my voice calm, almost reassuring. The less she knew, the better. I'd hate to have to kill that pretty face of hers, especially when all I wanted was to run my hands all over her body.

"Great, then let's get to work," she replied, her eyes sharp. We sat down, and she began to document everything she had so far, her pen scratching rhythmically across the paper. Damn, she was beautiful. Just watching her work made my heart pound, a steady, insistent rhythm against my ribs. I really wished I didn't have to lie to her, but it was for her own good. And I hoped, maybe one day, she would never have to find out the truth. Find out about the monster in me.

Sierra

I could feel his eyes on me, a constant, heavy weight. I tried my hardest not to look up, focusing on the sterile glow of my laptop screen. He was very intimidating, his presence filling the opulent dining room, but I could never let him know that. So, I decided to break the silence the only way I knew how.

"If you're going to stare, you could at least tell me if there's something on my face," I said, without looking up, my arms crossed over my chest. He said nothing, simply continuing to stare. The silence stretched, thick and uncomfortable, for a few minutes before he finally spoke.

"Would you like something to drink, Ms. Johnson?" he asked, his voice smooth, a stark contrast to my irritation. What the hell? I was confused.

"Um, sure. A water would be fine," I told him, finally meeting his gaze.

"Sit tight, I'll go grab you a water," he said, rising from his chair. Is he out of his rabbit ass mind? The way he stared at me; I was afraid he'd slip something in my drink.

"I don't think so. You can page Sylvia," I informed him, a challenging glint in my eye.

"You don't trust me, Ms. Johnson?" he asked, a hint of amusement in his tone.

"I don't trust anyone," I stated flatly.

"Neither do I," he replied, his eyes narrowing slightly.

"I don't recall asking you that," I shot back, a ghost of a smile playing on my lips.

Sean

Man, I loved that attitude. She'd never know what it did to me. The more sass she gave, the more I wanted it. I could tell she was going to make this really difficult. But I had to keep reminding myself: wanting to make her cum was not part of the plan.

"Fine," I said, a reluctant acceptance in my voice.

"Fine," she echoed, her voice firm.

"Fine."

"Fine."

"Fine."

"Fine." I was so intrigued by her stubbornness that I let her have this round.

"Well, Mr. White, it's been a pleasure, but it's getting late. I should get going," she announced, and we both stood up.

"Please call me Sean," I urged, stepping closer.

"I will be in touch, Mr. White," she said, a mischievous glint in her eyes, before turning and heading out the door.

I had to breathe. I really needed to get laid. My dick was hard, a persistent ache. It had been a long day, and I was tired. All I wanted was to shower and go to sleep. Once I finally laid in bed, I began to doze off, pulling the sheets tight around me. If I would have known I would have had another nightmare, I would have preferred to stay awake.

The alley smelled of garbage and fear.

"Shit! I got nowhere to run," Tee gasped, stumbling against the dead end.

"See you in hell, motherfucker," I snarled, pulling the trigger. The shots rang out, deafening, then silence.

"Clean this shit up," I told Law, my voice flat.

"Got it, boss," Law replied, already moving, beginning to clean up Tee's lifeless body.

He shouldn't have crossed me, was the only thing I could keep telling myself, a cold mantra. I woke up yelling again, the phantom scent of gunpowder lingering in my nostrils. Dammit, Tee, why did it have to be this way? I went to take another shower, shaking off the sweat that coated my body.

This shit was going to haunt me forever. I'd killed one of my closest men because he crossed me. I loved Tee like a brother. But once you crossed me, you lost me, and I would kill anyone who broke my trust. But Ms. Johnson... hell, who was I kidding? If she crossed me, I'd have to kill her too, but still... she made a man wonder sometimes.

I got out of the shower, the hot water washing away the grime but not the memory, and was ready to start this day.

As I walked into the basement, a sprawling command center humming with subdued activity, I saw Law, Emily, Renee, and Lee standing around, doing nothing. What the fuck did they think I paid them for? I already hadn't had a good night's sleep, so I just decided to snap on them.

"Do I pay you all to just stand around and don't do a motherfucking thing? Get your asses back to work! Emily and Renee, check your lines in ten minutes, I have a job for the two of you," I demanded, my voice raw, and walked straight to the security room. I got inside, pulled up the schematics, and sent Emily and Renee the information on their next mission. Then I watched everyone as they worked, their movements sharp and efficient now. All of a sudden, I received a knock on the door. It was Law.

"You had another dream last night, didn't you?" Law asked, his voice low, his eyes knowing. Damn, he knew me like a book. It was hard to keep anything from him. Hell, we could even read each other's minds most of the time.

"Is it that obvious?" I asked, running a hand over my tired face.

"Ever since we had to take out Tee, you've been in a different mood. But you know how it goes. It's always been me, you, and Tech. Tee showed loyalty in the beginning, but he was working for the enemy in the end," Law said, his tone matter-of-fact.

"Speaking of enemies, make sure we have someone on Ms. Johnson at all times," I insisted, my gaze flicking to the monitors that showed the exterior of the house.

"Ms. Johnson, huh? Which head you thinking with, boss?" Law asked, a grin splitting his face. We both began to laugh, the dark humor a familiar comfort. If there was an award for certified asshole, it would be given to Law.
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