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GEMMA
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“Well, Ms. Ford, I’m afraid that decision is not up to you. Obsidian Capital now owns your business,” Drew Carrington snaps at me over the phone. “So, unless you want to be in breach of the terms of our fucking contract, I will see your ass in my office on Monday morning.”

I stare at the phone as it goes dead.

What the hell?

He did not just hang up on me, did he?

Yes. He did. 

Despite the shocked expression on my face, I’m not surprised. Drew Carrington is a cold-hearted, inflexible asshole. It’s what he’s known for in the business world, but what can I do? I chose to sell to him.

He’s right, I am obligated to show up on Monday, but when I heard rumors that he was going to shut down some of the branches of my former company, taking jobs, I hit the roof. 

That was not the deal we made.

Was it the deal we made? The contract was so thick, I could use it as a doorstop, and his lawyers confused me. 

I’m so out of my depth here.

I pace the polished wood floors of my penthouse, ignoring the views of Manhattan below, and curse his name while simultaneously questioning myself.

I should never have been thrust into this position. Never. I was supposed to raise our daughter and let Anthony run the family business. But oh no, he had to go and die on me.

Sorry, darling, I don’t mean that. I glance upward and grimace. 

God, I’m a horrible person.

I glance at the roaring fire, thinking so hard my brain hurts. Didn’t the contract protect the company from being torn apart? 

I spin around, stride across the room, and head down the hall.

“Gemma, take your shoes off if you’re going to stomp around,” Mom says, sipping her martini from the doorway, which she shouldn’t be drinking given she was babysitting today. Unless it’s her first, but I guarantee you it wasn’t. “They make a racket, and you’ll wake Zoe.”

My daughter Zoe is three going on fourteen and is a mini version of me, but she has her father’s intelligence. She’s far too bright for her own good, with the silliest sense of humor. 

My wee princess has kept a smile on my face even on my darkest days. Days I’ve tried to hide from her so she isn’t impacted, but the truth is, as any parent knows, kids are highly intuitive. 

It’s a survival instinct, I’m sure of it. 

Regardless of the resilience that kids naturally have, I want to protect her and will continue to do that. Which means not letting her see the burden I’m under. 

Grief is healthy.

But not the business stress and worry I carry each day and have for the past twelve months. The fear that if I don’t get this right, not only will we have lost her father’s legacy (which was meant to be hers) but also our home. 

I can’t.

That would break me.

“I don’t stomp around. I’m not ten,” I snap at Mom and continue down toward Anthony’s office.

My husband passed away a year ago—one year, three days and *checks my Apple Watch* five hours. 

My heart still aches from the loss. 

We were supposed to have more children, travel the world, vacation in Hawaii and one day Switzerland, then retire to the Hamptons and grow old together.

On our wedding day, while saying my vows, I saw an image of us holding hands as we took our last breaths, surrounded by our children and grandchildren. It was the most beautiful, romantic movie...but that’s not how our story ends.

Ended.

Instead, Anthony died in a motor vehicle accident when the brakes of a truck failed and plowed into the side of our Lexus. 

They tell me it was quick.

I know it was quick, but not in the way they meant. We only had eight short years together. Yes, I’m grateful Anthony didn’t suffer, but I’m still fucking mad he was taken from me. 

I collapsed to my knees the day I was told, going into shock and disbelief. Mom took Zoe while my sister, Belinda, stayed with me as I came to grips with what happened. 

Oh, it’s an awful process. 

I had to identify his body. What a cruel but necessary thing when you’re falling apart.

Zoe and I deserved more time with her dad—we deserved a lifetime with him. That’s what he and I promised one another. 

I grieved the love of my life. The man who was supposed to be my life partner, father of my children, and protector was gone.

Now it’s just Zoe and me.

Anthony’s mother survived him, but his father and grandparents are gone. Which meant I had to tell her when I sold Open Leaf. 

She was very emotional.

Ford Bookstores, a chain of forty-something bookstores around America, created by Anthony’s father and grandfather in 1978, was rebranded to Open Leaf a decade ago.

Anthony’s father handed over the reins to my husband just before he turned thirty. We had been married for only a year, and while I was five years younger, we had our life planned out. 

He’d worked in the business since he was twenty-one and clearly proved to his father that he was ready for the role.

As a newly married couple, the position and financial benefits set us up for life. Two years later, Zoe was born. 

I thought my life was perfect. Anthony had proposed at the top of the Empire State Building, sliding a stunning diamond onto my finger, and  just before Zoe was born, Anthony had surprised me with the key to our new home.

The penthouse we now live in.

Together we decorated it, including Zoe’s bedroom, while my tummy was swollen. We made love in front of the fireplace and debated baby names for months. 

We never found out if she was a boy or a girl, and when she was born, we both cried.

Yes, he traveled a reasonable amount, but I loved how hands-on he was with all the stores. I understood because before Zoe was born, I’d worked for the company for a short period.

I had a degree in marketing, and Anthony said he’d rather I work for the family business than anywhere else.

At the time, Ford Senior was the CEO, so at least I wasn’t reporting directly to my soon-to-be-husband. In truth, I was inexperienced, and it was agreed that I’d leave to focus on our home and family.

We didn’t need the money, after all.

Shame slices through me as I push open Anthony’s office door, and I walk inside.

I’ve let the Ford family down.

Him, his father and grandfather.

Having to step in and run the company while grieving my husband was an impossible task. I’m not sure I’ve even grieved him yet. Some days I want to scream and cry at the same time.

Right now, my tears are laced with anger at that jerk Carrington. If he’s put small print into this goddamn contract and I’ve missed it, I’ll sue the pants off him.

Don’t think about his pants.

It’s not his pants I’m thinking about. Which makes it all the more uncomfortable given I should be a grieving widow.

Shouldn’t I? 

I loved my husband.  

But Drew Carrington is a very, very, good-looking man who oozes sex appeal by just standing still with his square jaw, strong brows and steel eyes. 

He also knows it.

Those strong shoulders and tailored suits hang from his large frame like he was born with them on. The day he slid his jacket off and handed it to his PA, then rolled up his shirt sleeves to reveal a hefty silver timepiece and sexy tattoos, I began coughing. 

Thank God there was a glass of water in front of me.

“Are you okay, Ms. Ford?”

That motherfucker. 

He knows I was married and that my title is Mrs. and yet he refuses to acknowledge it. Which makes my inappropriate attraction to him even more infuriating.

In fact, I’d even go so far as to say he uses it as a weapon.

When I learned he was interested in buying Open Leaf, my lawyers warned he had a cutthroat reputation, but I was told he was an ethical businessman. That he would pay a fair rate.

That lined up when Drew Carrington proposed that Open Leaf would remain trading, and I would receive ten percent of the profits for a maximum of five years.

‘While it remained trading.’

The small print I didn’t pay enough attention to. 

Why would he buy a company, then start closing stores? 

It’s true I have little business experience and had never worked anywhere prior to my short marketing stint at Open Leaf, then as the CEO for the past year, and I take full responsibility for its failure, but why offer a share of profits if you never intend to invest in the company?

I truly thought he would bring it back to life.

Otherwise, I never would have sold it to him.

I wanted Zoe to one day walk into an Open Leaf store and say, my grandaddy started this company.

I’m heartbroken that I was wrong.

I’m furious.

Mostly at myself. 

This is my fault. I wasn’t raised by businesspeople. They are both doctors who could afford to send me to Columbus University. My fancy degree and education attracted Anthony the night I met him at a party, but he’s probably looking down from heaven, just as ashamed of me as I am of myself.

His mother didn’t chastise me, simply shook her head, saying what a great shame it all was. Then she patted my hand and asked me if I wanted a cup of tea.

I’m sure it was one of those, keep your thoughts on the inside moments.

Zoe is her granddaughter, after all, so the relationship between us is important. I respect her for that.

As I left her home in the Hamptons, she took my arm. “Gemma, dear, had Anthony’s father died and left me with the responsibility of running Open Leaf, I don’t know if I wouldn’t be in your shoes. Don’t be too hard on yourself.”

“It’s difficult.”

“Raise your daughter right. Which I know you will. That is more important. Hopefully, this Mr. Carrington will bring Open Leaf back to life.”

Hopefully.

Except it didn’t look like that was going to happen. Unfortunately, I was committed to staying on as a consultant for three months to watch either way.

That wasn’t my only concern.

The way he makes me feel, my growing attraction to this man who feels like my enemy, is so inappropriate I can’t put it into words.

Worse, I know it's not one-sided.

He watches me.

Dark eyes drift over my skin, sending shivers through me during meetings. When I lift mine, I find his on me every time. Intense, unreadable and sizzling with a hunger that almost steals the oxygen from my lungs.

It’s palpable.

Every day I expect someone to stand up during a meeting and scream, get a room, you two!

No one does, even when he walks to the side of my chair, waiting for me to stand, and his large hand guides me back to my office.

Wordlessly.

The moment he leaves, usually drawn away by someone wanting him, I pull as much air into my body as I can and close my office door.

The mornings are the hardest.

Waking with my legs moist, images of Drew Carrington lapping at me like I exist for his pleasure. His mouth glistening with my juices.

The need to touch myself and relieve the ache.

But I can’t.

I know I will sleep with another man one day, but not him. Not the man who bought Open Leaf and appears to be doing the opposite of what I believed.

The liar.

I tug out the file, read through the clauses one by one. 

Nothing.

There is nothing restricting him from ripping the company to pieces and doing whatever he wants.

I drop my face into my hands.

Oh God. I was relying on the ten percent payments to service the mortgage on the penthouse. It’s the only thing keeping the bank manager off my back. 

Once news gets out, they will want a different security and...

I don’t have one.

I don’t have a Plan B.

That motherfucker!
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DREW
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With my ankles crossed under the boardroom table, my arms spread wide around my laptop as I listen to the presentation going on in front of me, but my mind is elsewhere.

It’s been three days since I hung up on Gemma Ford. Predictably, she hasn’t shown, and it's now goddamn Wednesday.

So, unless you want to be in breach of the terms of our fucking contract, I will see your ass in my office on Monday morning.

The tiny, sexy brunette is pushing her luck. 

She’s lucky I even bought her fucking company. The books are a mess, and while the company owns some valuable prime real estate, my team and I need to move a lot faster than we are to ensure Open Leaf doesn’t drain more money than it has.

On my dime. 

I don’t understand why she’s angry with me—well, I do—she had good lawyers, and my reputation is no secret.

I buy companies.

I fix them.

Or I do what’s required to profit from my investment.

It’s called doing b u s i n e s s.

I’m not a fucking non-profit organization curing cancer.

Jesus Christ. If her lawyers didn’t explain this to her, then that’s on them and her.

Listen, I’m not a fucking asshole, but I can’t hand hold every failing business owner that I buy out of their mess. I get my team to crunch the numbers, do due diligence, and then we slide a figure across the table. There’s either a deal or there isn’t.

It’s not personal.

In this instance, because of the number of stores around the country—forty—and Gemma’s relationship with the employees, I offered her a three-month contract to keep the business ticking over.

Obsidian Capital Partners (OCP) doesn’t have book retail experience, so this is quite normal when acquiring a company. 

What is not normal is that the CEO happens to be a grieving widow with an ass you could bounce a quarter off. One I’ve had more wet dreams about than I did when I was a fourteen-year-old boy.

Not normal.

Very annoying.

Especially now Gemma has tossed her toys out of the crib and refuses to come into the office.

It’s put me in an interesting position. Not the position I want to be in with her, if I’m honest. Which is one where I’m standing with my legs spread and my cock in her mouth.

But I digress.

Like all takeovers, people tell us their stories as they’re justifying the reason for their failure, so I had to hear all about the death of her husband and the history of the company. 

I listened.

Then we moved on.

I’m not a fucking therapist, nor can I turn back time, so I don’t know what they want from me. If I wasted time on emotions, I wouldn’t be where I am now...insanely rich and successful.

And able to help these people.

Because without me, or others who do the same thing, these businesses would sink into debt that destroys lives.

We know this is true because some company owners don’t take steps as Gemma Ford has done before things get dire, and I’ve watched it happen.

If you keep doing the same thing, you will get the same result—quote attributed to Henry Ford or Albert Einstein. I swear to God, no one can fucking agree on anything these days.

In any case, Gemma is upset with me, and I shouldn’t be dreaming about her sucking my cock. 

Her expectations of this relationship are way out. Did she think I was going to circulate around the Open Leaf stores, shaking hands and singing Kumbaya?

That’s not how this works.

Keeping her on may have been a mistake. I know she doesn’t have much business experience, but she was quiet during negotiations, letting her lawyers do most of the talking, so I assumed she would toe the line, I guess.

Or was the immediate attraction to her the day she walked into my office in her fitted Chanel navy dress, stockings, and matching heels part of my decision?

Christ, she looked like something out of a fantasy I’d like to see in action—her bent over my desk, skirt tugged up, panties torn off and me pulling her cheeks aside as I lick her from hole to hole.

Without stopping.

“Drew?” Robin, my VP of Due Diligence, seeks my attention. 

“Yes?” I successfully fake that I was paying attention, lifting my pen to my lips and tapping. “I agree, but just go over those numbers again for me, will you?”

Where I will no doubt tune out and go back to thinking about Gemma-fucking-Ford. I really don’t want to take legal action, but she needs to get her ass into OCP offices tomorrow or I will. I’m not a man you cross, and if she didn’t have such a sexy ass I probably would have done it on Tuesday.

Rubbish, you have a soft spot for her.

Fuck that, there is nothing soft about me...anywhere, especially when it comes to Gemma Ford.

As a native New Yorker, I’ve shopped in an Open Leaf bookstore many times. Most have, whether it’s to pick up the New York Times, buy a greeting card or a paperback. My mom used to take me as a kid. 

My mother, who died just after I finished college.

Perhaps that’s why I wanted to buy the company. The books are a little confusing but given the brand loyalty, which I’m told book lovers are prone to, my team said it might be salvageable and that it has valuable property holdings.

None of this information was shared with Mrs. Ford.

The problem is, Open Leaf has stiff competition. Over the years, it has fought hard to compete, and they haven’t kept up with trends. That’s where all companies trip themselves up. The stores are rundown and lack popular stock, and their staff are tired. 

But, as I said, a few are located in prime real estate. Some they own, some they rent. That will be a big focus over the coming weeks for me and the team.

When Gemma asked after we all signed the sale of the property, what my plans were, I’d replied, “That isn’t something I can share at this point, Ms. Ford—”

“Mrs. Ford,” Gemma snapped.

“Mrs. Ford.” 

I’d held her stern gaze, wishing I could circle her neck with my hand and ask who was pleasuring her slick pussy now she slept alone. 

That I had other talents besides business and could help her with the ache I knew she’d been trying to stifle during our meetings. Clenching her legs, biting her lower lip, glancing at my crotch when we stood after each meeting.

She wanted to know how thick my cock was.

I wanted to show her.

Then watch it slide down her throat as she choked on its length. 

Such a shame she doesn’t have long hair to wrap around my fist. Her sleek, dark bob creates a prim and proper impression—one I want to see crumble as she screams my name as she comes.

You see my problem?

I fucking can’t.

Robin is talking, and I’m still not paying attention.

Gemma thinks I lied to her. I haven’t. Everything is outlined clearly in the contract, so she needs to get her sweet ass back here.

OCP now owns Open Leaf, and she needs to fulfill her end of the bargain while I do what I do best: make a high-risk investment and turn it into profit.

The latter is going to be uncomfortable for her to observe.

You’re in my world now, sweetheart, so buckle up.

Glancing at my team seated around the table, I uncross my ankles and straighten my back. Because I’m the founder and managing partner, everyone mirrors me.

“Let’s wrap this up. I have to get across town.” I nod at Robin. “This looks good. Send me the numbers, and I’ll share my final thoughts tomorrow.”

“Thanks, Drew.”

I nod and head out the door.

The question is, do I have my driver take me to Gemma Ford’s penthouse to kick her Prada-clad ass or head to the Obsidian Club for some light relief?

The club—an adults-only club—is owned by my buddy, Colt Winters, and could be just what the doctor ordered.

Striding down to my office, I pass my personal assistant, Chloe. “Tell Jeeves to meet me out front.” 

His name really is Jeeves.

“Yes, sir. Oh, Drew, I have a message here from Mrs. Ford.”

My jaw clenches as I stop in the doorway to my office and turn. “Yes?”

“She says, and I quote, go to hell.”

Chloe bites her bottom lip.

I nod a couple of times, walk into my office and close the door.

A smile stretches across my face.

Game on, Gemma Ford, game on.
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GEMMA
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That was childish of me. I’m on my third glass of New Zealand Sauvignon Blanc and, right now, I feel like it was a reasonable reaction.

It’s probably not a good measure though.

Ugh, I’m so out of my league here and know I’m being emotional, but what do I do?

I throw my head back against the sofa cushions and groan.

“Goddamn you for dying and leaving me in this mess, Anthony.”

I haven’t heard from Drew since he hung up on me, and I didn’t show up at the OCP offices. I was expecting a letter from his lawyer. Instead, there has been silence.

This isn’t good.

I know it isn’t.

And if his reputation does in fact precede him, when I do get a response, I’ll wish I had put on my big girl panties and gone in.

I’m risking a lot by digging my heels in.

I’m risking our home.

But I had never been so furious in my life as when I overheard Drew talking on the phone.

She has an emotional attachment to the company, so we won’t be including Mrs. Ford in discussions at that level. 

It stung.

Not that I was expecting to be told everything every step of the way, but I thought we had a professional relationship and he respected me.

Clearly fucking not. 

We’d been in the Manhattan flagship store that day, and I was so angry I just walked out.

I sip my wine angrily, remembering that day last week.

Chloe, his PA, phoned me this afternoon to advise me that a parcel had shown up. She asked when I was going to be back in the office, and while her call might have been innocent, I wasn’t sure if he’d asked her to do it. 

So, I passed on my choice message.

Go to hell.

“I will let him know,” Chloe replied, and I swear I could hear her smile.

Let’s go back to the beginning and explain how we got here, with me sitting on the sofa drinking New Zealand wine like it's water and waiting to be served...

––––––––
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Four weeks ago...
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I WALKED INTO the OCP offices, head to toe in a black Prada suit, surrounded by my lawyers, trying to look as professional and competent as I could muster.

When I say surrounded, there were two of them. 

In contrast, Drew Carrington stood a few feet away, actually surrounded by a team of six suited men. His expansive boardroom had floor to ceiling glass and seemed to have a view of the universe. 

It really didn’t matter, I was there to sell him my company because if I didn’t, it would ruin me for the remainder of my life.

Shame hung heavily on my shoulders as I shook Mr. Carrington’s hand and ignored the glint of sexual interest. 

I was used to that.

Men hadn’t acted on it previously as I was a married woman. Now I was a widow, and apparently the rules had changed, even if I hadn’t. Men had asked me out. Women had asked me out.

To date, I had declined them all.

But there was something different about Drew. His glint wasn’t just a spark of interest; it was almost a demand. Like it reached out and slid its metaphorical finger down between my breasts and smirked.

My core had tightened, and the way the corner of his lips lifted, it was as if he knew.

That had been the start of everything.

It was impossible to ignore his presence. He sucked the air from the room. His body looked too big to be seated in the chair, his arms straining to be let free from his jacket despite being custom made.

Sliding his hand across his patterned tie as the two legal teams began to talk, Drew watched me like a hawk ready to pounce.

I could lie and say I didn’t want him to, but with his olive skin, dark curly hair, and strong, clean-shaven jaw, his steely blue eyes drew me in and seemed to play my body like an instrument.

I was soaked the entire meeting.

When I got home, I shut the bathroom door behind me and tore my panties off. Then slammed my fingers inside myself, moaning.

A week later we signed, and I drove to the Hamptons the next day to tell Marsha Ford, Zoe’s grandma.

“I’m so sorry, Marsha, there just wasn’t any budget to hire a General Manager, and I wasn’t able to turn things around.”

There seemed to have been money issues for a while, but I wasn’t able to make sense of the books. The accountant who had been with the company for a long time, Harold, left soon after Anthony died.

“Was it really that bad when Anthony died?” she gasped, hearing about it for the first time. 

I kept it from her after she lost her husband and then her son only a few years apart. Like me, she’d married into the family and was proud of the stores and what the men had created.

I nodded.

“Anthony never said a word.” Marsha shook her head and looked out across the ocean. “His grandfather and father ran a tight ship. Why didn’t Anthony tell us he was having trouble?”

That was the million-dollar question.

“He never told me, either. I’m sure he had a plan, but his life was taken,” I said, not really believing it.

I loved my husband, but something didn’t seem right. 

How could it have got so bad?

But what did I know?

I’d spent a year trying to fix it, but I had a marketing degree I’d done very little with and had then been focused on raising Zoe. I was ill-prepared.

A week after our first meeting, I’d returned to the OCP offices and yet again, Drew had stirred sexual feelings in me that were both arousing and unwelcome.

“Would you like me to turn down the air, Ms. Ford?” Drew had asked when I removed my jacket, using the incorrect title as he’d done a few times.

“Mrs.,” I reminded him.

He didn’t respond. Instead, his lips twitched, and I realized he was playing with me, like a cat with a mouse. 

“That brings us to clause twenty-five B,” Lawyer number one said. “Ms. Ford—”

“It’s Mrs. Ford. Please ensure the contracts reflect my correct married status,” I snapped.

Drew took a slow sip of water. 

I did the same with far less composure, sloshing it down my front and causing my blouse to become see-through. 

I’d wanted to scream.

“That was my error,” Drew shared. “I thought you were unmarried. Eligible.”

“Eligible for what?” I snapped once more, while the men shared humored looks. “For goodness sakes, I’m a widow.”

That shut them up.

But Drew wasn’t at all perturbed by my response and remained watching my every move.

“So, back to clause twenty-five, Mrs. Ford. Obsidian Partners require you to stay on as a consultant for three months during the transition of the Open Leaf business.”

I’d been made aware of this via my own legal team. “Yes.” 

I agreed because the generous salary would contribute to my living costs and the ten percent holding I retained would hopefully allow me to keep the penthouse.

But not for long.

I’d have to secure another source of income soon.

After all, we didn’t know how well Open Leaf profit in the coming year, and the bank manager wanted more security.

I could barely sleep at night worrying.

Knowing I had no choice, even though I would have preferred to never see this man who stirred feelings in me. 

When I signed the documents, Drew had rubbed his thumb along his bottom lip, signed his copy and then stood, rounded the table and shaken my hand.

I hated how attracted I was to him.

Smiling politely, I thanked him and then said I would see him in two weeks. 

I had cried that night and the following nights after that. I felt like I’d betrayed Anthony. I’d had to sell his family's legacy—Zoe’s legacy—and had found myself enormously attracted to the man who bought it.

Night after night, as my eyes closed, Drew Carrington’s face would appear, and my body would come to life. Craving, desiring, fantasizing about things that broke all the promises of my wedding day.

Despite Anthony’s death.

I remembered the feeling of Drew’s hand on the small of my back as he opened the boardroom door and steered me out.

How my eyes had closed, drawn in his masculine woody scent, and hated myself for it.

Two weeks later, I stepped into the OCP offices and began my contract. 
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DREW
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For two weeks I’ve been fidgety, and I know why. Today Gemma Ford is starting her contract with us. Technically, she could work from the Open Leaf offices, but we have culled back the executive team to a skeleton staff, ended their lease and moved them into a section of the OCP offices.

I want Mrs. Ford close.

Actually, I want her on my cock, but as a professional, I’d never think such a thing.

Bullshit.

I love how I unnerve her.

In three months, when her contract ends, I’m going to fuck her pussy so goddamn hard she’ll be in Australia by the time she orgasms.

And trust me, she will be begging for it.

I greet her as Chloe shows her into my office.

“Welcome, Gemma. May I call you Gemma?”

“Yes. It’s much better than Ms. Ford.”

I smirk privately as I round my desk and sit. 

“My apologies for that,” I lie.

I never thought she was single. I know exactly who she is, and for some reason the fact that she was married irks me. 

Which is new.

Women usually fall into two categories in my world: fuckable and unfuckable. Obviously if they are married, it’s the latter. It doesn’t matter how beautiful they are.

Her husband is dead, but I still don’t like that he had her in his bed.

Honestly, it pisses me off. Why I should care is beyond me. But one look at her and I took an instant liking to the dead guy.

Illogical.

Which is not a word anyone would describe me.

Blunt, direct, cut-throat, pragmatic, successful...possibly even cold if they weren’t someone in my inner circle.

Never illogical.

So I’m aware that my attraction to this woman is somewhat unusual.

“It’s in the past.” Gemma places her tablet on the edge of my desk and smooths her pants. “I see the remaining members of the team are here. For how long?”

“Undetermined,” I answer. “For now, I need you to continue running things as you have. A new budget has been sent to you. Please stick to it and raise any concerns with me or my team immediately.”

“Okay.”

“Chloe will send you invites to accompany my team and me to store visits around the country.”

“Oh,” Gemma blinks.

“We’ll travel in the Carrington jet, so just follow Chloe’s instructions and ask her anything you need to know.”

A warm blush hits her cheeks, and I feel a stupid pang of pride. I’ve been wealthy all my life. Why I should care what this woman thinks about me owning an aircraft is beyond me.

Yet I do.

Gemma Ford is beautiful. There’s no reason I wouldn’t. She was a very rich woman. Now, the steps she takes over coming years will determine if she stays wealthy.

Normally, money and women are a sensitive topic for me.

Along with my friend Colt, the owner of Obsidian Club, I have three other close friends. We all went to Harvard.

Actually, there were six of us.

Jack. 

Jack was murdered.

Officially he died while on his honeymoon, but we all know his wife Sandy was the one who took his life. She walked away with billions and a smile. One I’d like to wipe off her face.

None of us have seen her since the funeral, nor have we sought her out. That I know of. But she left us all with a strong sense of mistrust in women and romantic love. Jack was besotted with Sandy and thought she was the love of her life. Sebastian was the first of us to see it, and at the time we thought he was envious.

Jack wasn’t exactly the best looking of the six of us—clearly that’s me—so seeing him adored by Sandy made me happy.

Until it turned out she was nothing but a black viper. 

I can’t remember who said it, that she was blacker than black. Evil incarnate.

“Obsidian,” Sebastian mumbled.

“What?” Mason asked.

“Obsidian. Blacker than black,” he repeated. 

And I think that was the moment we all adopted the word and began incorporating it into our company branding: The Obsidian Club, Remington Obsidian Holdings, Obsidian Nexus Technologies, Sterling, Obsidian & Associates, and my company, Obsidian Capital Partners.
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