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ONE

 

 

“COME ON, LADIES! This is the premium Breckenridge steed, this generation’s original model! You get twenty-four hours of this bachelor’s time. Very valuable time. Doesn’t have to be consecutive hours, you can spread him out any way you like.” Ha, subtle. “This is a great lot, ladies! A valuable prize for a lucky bidder… We’ve got to start the bidding at fifty! Who’ll give me fifty?” The auctioneer pointed out to the side. “Thank you, ma’am.” He clapped once. “Oh, and, Alice, I got word from Mr. Breckenridge Senior, he doesn’t want you paying to bring your sons home, they cost him enough already.”

Ah, funny, and the room responded in kind.

“Sixty!” someone shouted.

“A hundred!”

Bidding on the Breckenridge bachelor continued. The auctioneer at the podium on stage fielded the speed and urgency of pledges.

Beautiful ballroom, glamorous gowns, the festive event was dedicated to charity, raising money for those in need. Wonderful cause. Just so happened, she too was in need, though it wasn’t of cash.

Breck, said bachelor being bid on, would be reaching the edge of his patience. Theater wasn’t his thing, even if his gorgeous face was fit for stage or screen. Was she biased? Yes. But anyone who denied his hotness would be flat out lying. No wonder he was a popular lot.

Time to put an end to the competition.

Rising, she lifted a hand to call out over all the others. “One million dollars!”

A collective gasp prompted a round of applause. She’d never been applauded before, not that she could remember. Being far at the back of the room, she couldn’t decipher the twitch of Breck’s curious eyelid; good thing she didn’t need to see to know it was there.

“I think we have a winner, ladies and gentlemen! Come on up and claim your prize, ma’am. Congratulations!”

Gliding away from the table, she wound around the others and ascended the stairs at the side of the stage. Did she want to go up there in front of everyone? Everyone who? Before she’d raised her eyes from the final stair, Breck’s hand had already appeared in her line of sight, open for hers. Under his spotlight, they were completely alone, not just in the room, but on the planet.

Oh, Rankin Breckenridge, better known as just ‘Breck’ was nothing if not predictable.

She took his proffered hand, of course—any excuse to touch him—and waved to the masses as he led her backstage. The auctioneer was quick to move onto the next lot.

Good, that was them, forgotten. On to the next stage of her plan.

“Coy, what are you doing?” Breck asked, thick judgment deepening his voice. “You don’t have a million dollars.”

The man underestimated her, would he ever learn? 

Smile. That’s all she had to do. One of her big megawatt wonders always disarmed him.

“Sure I do,” she said, ensuring to tip her head all the way back, under the guise of meeting his eye. The real reason? The column of her throat did it for him every time. There was something to be said for long-term, never-sated lust. “Forget you gave me a credit card?” Cue the eyelid twitch. Oh, she could gobble him up. Even with his mother on the other side of the nearby curtain. “Meet me New Year’s Eve. Noon.”

Bringing in one last New Year with him was a gift to herself. Selfish? Maybe, but he could always say no. He wouldn’t say no.

“We said we weren’t doing this anymore.”

Yeah, how many times? She’d lost count.

Good thing… “We’re not. This isn’t that.” She laid a bold hand flat on his hard chest and sighed. “Oh, it feels so wrong to walk away without taking you to bed.”

“Coy…” 

When he reached for her hand, she snatched it back. “Ah! We’re not doing that anymore.” Full smile illumination was the best defense against his grump. “Look at the smile, Stat. You’re a sucker for the smile.” Somehow it stretched higher. “How pretty is she…” She kissed her fingertips and rested them on his lips. “Saturday. Noon.” She spun on the spot to sashay away, glancing back as she retreated. “You won’t be disappointed, Stat.”

“Never am, Coy.”

He didn’t shout. He didn’t have to. Breck was a man among boys. A man proud of his place and certain of his future. Breck was sharp, to the point, and never had time to waste. Unless he was wasting it with her…


 

 

TWO

 

 

SHE SHOULD PROBABLY be nervous. Anyone else would be nervous. She wasn’t. Anxiety didn’t feature where Breck was concerned. Some might say they should’ve learned their lesson. “Some” being Breck; Breck would say it. No one else would dare comment on the conundrum that was their relationship… ex-relationship. Not in earshot of her and Breck anyway.

The large hotel room included a huge bed, seating area, and an ensuite family bathroom. Everything they needed. More than they needed actually. In the countless times they’d visited that room, she’d never once sat on the couch or armchairs. What was the need when the alternative was Breck’s face? Man ate pussy better than any she’d ever known. That pride of his extended in all the right directions.

Might be more polite to situate herself on one of those chairs that Saturday, but she wouldn’t. Again, what was the need?

She tied the belt of her silk robe in a loose knot. He’d given her the robe. And the lingerie adorning her body beneath. Breck was great at presents, generous, thoughtful, always sure—even when he couldn’t be.

She swallowed some virgin wine, put the glass on the nightstand and perched herself on the bottom corner of the bed. Noon was right about…

The beep of the door lock signaled the time. Man, he was good. Always prompt. For her. Not always for other people. When it came to best boyfriend etiquette, he got top marks. Never made a promise he couldn’t keep. Never stood her up. Never raised his voice. Never… Their list of nevers…

Wrong mood; switch it up.

As the door opened, her smile bloomed. She never had to force it with him, just being near to him filled her with a joy she’d never found anywhere else. A joy she couldn’t conceal.

After one look at her, he took off his jacket to toss it over the back of the nearest armchair.

“We’re not doing this anymore.”

Was he telling her that or mocking their past conversations?

“I told you, this isn’t that,” she reiterated. “Really, Breck, you have to get better at listening.”

As he crossed the room, loosening his cuffs, she climbed onto her knees on the edge of the bed, reaching for him as soon as she was able.

His cufflinks landed by her wine. 

“This isn’t that?” He released the belt of her robe to let it fall open, revealing the satin and lace beneath. The strength of his hands on her bare waist heightened her pride in her figure. Yeah, he loved it, and she worked hard to please him. “Looks like that.”

“What something looks like and what it actually is are often two different things.” Already she worked on the buttons of his shirt. “Use a little imagination, dearest.”

Opening his shirt by sliding both hands across the width of his chest, she bit her lip to contain a whimper. How many times had she seen him naked? Too many to count. Yet every time contact gave her butterflies.

Skimming her hands up to link her fingers at the back of his neck, she coaxed him down to meet her lips in a quick kiss.

“You didn’t have to pay a million dollars for this.” When he swept her hair over her shoulders, admiring her as she tipped her head back, she knew she had him. To be honest, she didn’t know how not to have him. With them, it had always been this. Automatic. Instinctual. Intuitive. “You could’ve just called.”

“I could’ve walked into your office and stripped naked.” She accepted his nod but boosted up for another short kiss. “I could’ve strode into your bedroom at B House and forced myself on you as you slept.”

“Force? Never said no, never will. Why the theater?”

“It’s not theater, it’s a quid pro quo transaction.”

“I’m not a gigolo.”

“You don’t care about the money and it’s not going to you anyway, it’s going to a good cause. And I didn’t pay a million dollars for this: you did. Mmm…” Breathing against him, her knees left the bed, one, then the other as her legs wrapped around him. “Kiss me, Stat. You know what happens when you kiss me.”

Losing his hand in her hair, he tightened it to a fist, tilting her head to counter his mouth locking onto hers. There it was. Him. Mmm. And when he moved, probably losing his shoes and socks, she did the work of opening his belt.

What was the harm of enjoying herself? No harm.

He lowered her onto her back, giving her the perfect weight of him above, sheltering her in a position that never got old. The thick mass of him beneath her stimulating palm was certain in its insistence; she relied on that insistence and never had to work for it.

“You…” he said, separating their lips only to kiss her again. The fog of their need crowded the humidity that aided the instinct of their undulating bodies. “Never need a pretense.”

“I know.” The thick locks of his hair warmed her fingers. She pulled him in for another kiss, another. “I need you, Stat.”

The frenzied kissing sped their hearts and their passions. 

“So much for not doing this anymore,” he panted with her, squeezing her breast.

“This isn’t that.”

“Then what is it?”

Thank God he’d asked. “I’m ovulating.”

The motion of their kiss halted. He didn’t pull away, didn’t take his mouth back, he just breathed. Good, yes, Stat, process. He needed a minute, as expected. She’d wait.

Silence couldn’t last forever. 

Eventually he met her eye, taking nothing but his mouth from her. “You’re ovulating.” 

She nodded. “According to my app. Isn’t technology convenient?”

“And we’re doing this because you want…”

“To have a baby.” He’d know better than to expect anything less than direct from her. Raising her head, she kissed him again. “I need you.”

He resisted her next shot at a kiss. “You don’t need me, you need my…” On an exhale, his quick mind brought him up to speed. “You want to have a baby.”

“It’s my decision. Yes. I want to have a child. Your child, ideally. This isn’t about money, I don’t need a cent of the Breckenridge fortune. It’s just… time for me.”

“How long have you been thinking about this?”

“A while.”

“Uh huh. We work in the same building.” Talking it out wasn’t exactly part of the plan. Not the perfect plan anyway. Still, knowing him, she’d anticipated this. “I have never ignored your calls.”

“I didn’t want to talk about it. I made this decision on my own; I want to be a mother.”

“You going to marry me?”

“No,” she said, wriggling her hand free to press a straight forefinger to his lips. “This is why I don’t want to talk about it.” Lifting her head to kiss him again, she left her finger there. “You like this part…” Another kiss. On the next, she slid her finger away to open her lips, letting her tongue just touch his before retreating. “We’re good at this part. This part feels so good.”

Pressing her feet to the mattress, she elevated her hips and his immediately pushed back, pinning her beneath him.

“Sequoia,” he groaned, his head dropping. 

She moistened her lips by his ear. “Would you rather I carry another man’s child?” That got his attention. The ferocity in his eyes when they leaped to hers tumbled carnal energy in her belly. “If it’s not your baby, it will have to be someone else’s.”

It hadn’t occurred to her that any other man would be up to the job, or that Breck would want them to be.

Proving that point, he kissed her hard and hooked her knee into the crook of his elbow, slamming himself into her.

Her body arched, braced in a position that forced her to adjust to his mass. The satisfied smile that curved her lips gave her enough time to breathe and find her anchor again.

“Breck,” she whispered.

“You will never carry another man’s child,” he growled, pulling out only to drive in deep again. “Sequoia Drury, you swear it to me right now.”

“Mmm…” The whimper of her need became a whine. “I swear it.”

He snatched her chin. “Swear what?”

Oh, this delectable man never failed to fulfill her every need.

“I swear I will never carry another man’s child.”

“Anything you need, you come to me.”

She managed another smile, her body writhing, stimulating itself on the cock he’d bedded deep within her.

“Why do you think I’m here, Stat?”

“I never say no.”

He said no all the time. Just… not to her. Again, exactly her point. She didn’t have to think of any other route. Whenever she wanted something for herself or had something to give, Breck was the only man she’d engage. Hmm, maybe that wasn’t the smartest word choice.

The slow rock of his pelvis grew in motion, from shorter pulses to longer thrusts, he did more than warm her up. 

It had been a while for them. Though with them, it could feel like an age even if they’d only been parted a minute. Being with him, in their intimacy, she relished his deft fingers moving on her skin. How he was so entitled to touch her everywhere, to learn every crevice he’d already visited a thousand times.

“Breck,” she murmured, moving with him and away in the rhythm they’d cracked a long time ago.

Shouldn’t it be old by now? The sweet stimulation of his fingertips on her clit should be expected, yet her whole being reacted like it was the first time every time.

“Open your eyes, Coy.”

Every time, every single time, when she did as told and looked into the man above her, the pleasure collided with overwhelming emotion that sucked her so deep, she couldn’t breathe.

Yes. The word in her head came from her lips so many times the two got muddled. Want clenched in gratification and in the pound of orgasm, she called out to him. 

Grabbing for his ribs, she dug her nails in deep and he growled, driving himself into her until he delivered his prize right where she wanted it.


 

 

THREE

 

 

BEFORE HIS BACK hit the bed, she crawled up it to lie down with her legs extended on the headboard.

“What are you doing?” he asked, perplexed.

“Gravity… it works.”

“You’re serious about this.” His voice was closer, the direction—shifting her head just as his hit the pillow, he was soon on his side examining her. “You want this.”

“I know myself.”

“I know you do.”

“I don’t want to discuss it.”

“We don’t have to discuss it. I want you to have whatever you want.”

“Because I want a child, you’ll give me a child.”

And for him, it was as simple as that.

“Yes. That doesn’t mean I have no opinion or don’t expect a say.”

No, and being a man others listened to, he was used to his opinion being king.

“You’re a good man. Smart. Conscientious. You are skilled and thorough and I adore you.”

“Mm.”

Suspicious too, though maybe with good reason.

“I don’t need a partner.”

“Don’t I know it.”

“You don’t trust that I could raise a child alone?”

“You don’t have to raise a child alone. Whatever you and they need—”

“I don’t want money. Keep your money.”

“I’m more than that,” he said. “My family—”

“Never need to know it’s your baby. It will stay between us. We’ll be the only two people to know.”

“This isn’t something you decide alone. You don’t need to—”

“I want to. You’re adamant about your independence—”

“I’m adamant? Coy—”

“So we have one thing in common.” Folding her arm, she brushed the back of her hand up and down his abdomen. “I can do this, Breck. I know I can.”

“There’s nothing you can’t do. But why can’t we do it together?”

Restraining her groan to a sigh, her fingers paused a moment, then she rolled away, off the bed to retreat to the bathroom.

“Do you want to shower?”

She didn’t. Nope, her prize wouldn’t be washed away yet.

“We done?” he called back.

“God, no. We’re only just getting started.”

She washed her hands and ran them through her hair. They continued down over her breasts to rest low on her belly. A child. He barely hesitated. She’d gone into this intending to be honest. Completely honest. That wasn’t a conscious distinction, not really. She didn’t lie to Breck. Never any need. He’d never once refused or rejected her. Look at the way he’d reacted with her honesty about ovulating. All in stride, that was Breck.

“Why me?”

“Why you?” she asked, frowning at her reflection. 

“If not for the money, why pick me?”

That was almost offensive, yet a laugh warmed her throat. “You know why!” 

Idiot didn’t need it spelled out. That wasn’t right, Breck may be many things, but he was no idiot. 

“I’m sullen.”

“And cranky,” she called from the bathroom in agreement.

“I’m pedantic.”

“And pernickety.”

A pause. 

“The depth of love I feel for you exists nowhere else in the world, Coy.”

Going to hug the doorframe, her temple on the wood, she admired the man in their sheets. “And…?”

He sighed. “There’s nothing I’d deny you.”

Had to be in it to win it. Going back to the bed, she crawled up over him, coming to a stop straddling his hips. 

“I want to have your baby, Breck.” She touched his lips, trailing her fingers down his chin to his throat and onto his chest. “It’s selfish of me.”

“It’s smart of you.” He squeezed her hips. “You know I’m not going anywhere. We work together, share values—”

“No thanks to my family.” When she tried to get up, he gripped tighter, holding her in place. “Breck…”

“You can have family. You do have family. You’re a Breckenridge. It’s only right you give birth to the first heir.”

“My child doesn’t want your company.”

“My child will have every right to choose his or her own path. Being the first of their generation doesn’t tie them to anything. Nothing, Sequoia. Anything they want, they’ll have.”

“And you wonder why I say we don’t need your money,” she teased, rocking her hips. “If you had access, you’d spoil him.” Her head went back on a rumbling laugh. “I dread to think how you’d indulge a girl.”

“Not many of those in my family.”

“She’d be the first Breckenridge princess.”

“Is that a role you’d deny her?”

Her smile faded. “Don’t do that.”

“Do what?”

“That thing you do when you switch everything around.” This time, she fought his grip and pulled his hands away to get onto her feet. “I’m educated. I’m responsible.”

He rose to his elbows. “I didn’t say you weren’t.”

“I don’t have a wild lifestyle or dangerous addictions.”

“Other than those Belgian peppermint chocolates.” While her unimpressed eyes narrowed, he laughed. “Hate to think what would happen to the baby if they fought mommy for those.”

“Breck,” she groaned. “Don’t be cute, we’re fighting.”

On an exhale, he sat up, swung his legs off the edge of the bed and lunged out to grab her hand, guiding her between his open thighs. “We’re not fighting, Coy. No matter how we choose to raise this child, together or apart, with family support or without, we never have to fight about their existence. Our child will be loved.”

Hmm, manipulation. “You’re being kind to me, trying to wheedle your way in.”

“Was I ever out?” he asked, his smile growing to a dazzle that caught her in the ribs. She wasn’t the only one with moves. “I love you, Sequoia.”

She snatched her hand back. “Don’t say that to me.” A whining groan itched her throat. “We’re not doing that anymore.”

“This isn’t that.”

And all she could do was breathe out. “Rankin Breckenridge…” Planting a hand on his shoulder, she pushed him down on the bed to climb on top again. “Less of the talking, more of the impregnating.”

“Yes, ma’am.”


 

 

FOUR

 

FIVE WEEKS LATER…

 

HER LONG DAY only got longer by the second. As Deputy Operations Officer working at Breckenridge HQ, her work was never done. Yeah, okay, so there were four Deputy Operations Officers, it wasn’t all on her. But, huh, how come she was the only one at her desk still working long after office hours? In the low lighting of a floor that bustled all day, she liked the intimate quiet of her warm lamp in the evening, illuminating the papers beneath her pen.

“Is it true Breck’s barred from your office and all meetings you attend?”

Looking up to the male voice, she smiled at Darroch Breckenridge, one of Breck’s younger brothers.

“Not only that,” she said, “he’s required to maintain a minimum twenty-five-foot radius at all times.”

He laughed, though it wasn’t a joke, so she didn’t get what was funny. “Why?”

“Reasons,” she said and shrugged while stacking the papers to tap them on the desk, aligning them. “And we tend to have sex when he gets closer than that.”

“Might be inappropriate in meetings.”

“It might.”

“Doesn’t explain what’s changed. You two have always been like that. The rest of us are so used to it, it’s expected. Disappointing when you don’t follow through.”

Darroch could be serious when he had to be serious, and she could see through that amiable smile.

“Did Breck send you here?”

“No,” he said, maybe a little too quickly. “Guys and I have a bet.”

“Oh, what a surprise! The Breckenridge boys egging each other on, does today end in day?”

He laughed. “Ah, you know us so well. Coming to the Valentine’s Ball?”

“Any excuse for a ball, right?”

“It’s all for charity.”

Yes, charity, another thing the Breckenridges were exceptionally good at. That was the trouble loving a man from such an incredible and altruistic family, there were so few things to stack in the con column.

“Didn’t get your RSVP for my engagement party either.”

“Did you ask Savanna yet?”

A sudden thwack spun Darroch around fast. The woman who’d just smacked his ass quickly tucked herself under his arm.

“Are you talking about me?”

“I’m always talking about you, Cherry,” Darroch said and bowed to kiss her. “What are you doing here?”

“Am I not allowed to be here?” Savanna asked, feigning wide-eyed ignorance.

“You’re always allowed to be here. In fact, I’d recommend you spend all your weekdays here.”

“Why’s that?” Savanna threaded their fingers together. “Because you work here every day?”

“You’d be good for morale.”

“Whose?”

“Mine.” 

“You two are adorable.”

“We were just talking about the engagement party,” Darroch said. “I asked you to marry me, didn’t I? Did I ask you?” He picked up her hand to elevate her ring finger from the others. The size of that diamond left no doubt. “Yeah, I asked her… and I think she said yes… either that or she’s fleecing me for the jewel.”

“He asks me every day even though I’m always wearing his ring.”

“It’s a nice ring. Goes with every outfit. I’m just checking you don’t forget.”

“I wake up with him every morning, but he thinks I’ll forget the man I love. The man who’s promised me children.”

He kissed her head and left his lips there in her hair. “Any time you want to get started…”

Of its own accord, Sequoia’s head shook a little. “Alice Breckenridge should bottle it.”

“Bottle what?” Savanna asked, pushing at her fiancé when his hands and lips started to get frisky. “Her parenting potion?”

“Whatever it is she feeds them to make them so…”

“Generous?” Darroch asked, snatching his woman back tight. “It’s one of Savanna’s favorite words.”

“Except Brandt.” She pondered. “I don’t know what happened there.”

“Got to be an exception to every rule.”

“I suppose that explains Tripp too.”

Another Breckenridge brother.

“I’m meeting Alice tonight,” Savanna said. “We’re having drinks at Blaze, you should come.”

“Oh no, I—”

“You’re having drinks at Blaze? The restaurant attached to Crimson?” Darroch asked. “At Crimson Palace?”

The towering Rouge HQ building, also known as Crimson Palace, contained everything a person might need to have the night of their life. Restaurants, bars, hotel rooms, and, of course, the infamous Crimson nightclub. Its owner, Zairn Lomond, was a consummate host, and had found a complementary hostess in his fiancée, Roxie… something. She couldn’t remember Roxie’s last name. Remember? Huh. Had she ever known it?

“Yes,” Savanna said. “In our private dining room.”

He didn’t sell his disappointment well. “You didn’t come here to see me?”

“No.” Savanna kept her chin high. “I’m waiting for your mother to finish a call.”

“I’m heartbroken.”

“I told you I wouldn’t stop seeing Alice.” Savanna gave him another nudge. “Anyway, less of the victim-act, you’re partying with your brothers tonight! Would you prefer I just sat at home pining for you?”

“Always.” Bold ran in the family. “Besides, it’s not a party. It’s a Tripp thing. I’m too old and responsible to party now. I’m going to be a husband soon.”

“Oh, really. Too old to party? Your little get-together is at Crimson; one of the world’s most infamous and debauched nightclubs.” Even while the couple sparred, their love bloomed in their smiles. God, it was still so wonderful and new, they had a lot to look forward to. “In a building full of hot, semi-inebriated women, with your playboy brother working his magic all over the place.”

“Exactly!” Darroch kissed her quick. “My playboy brother will handle the hot women.”

“All of them?”

“If need be. Not like he’s never done it before. Never wondered where he is when he disappears for days or weeks at a time? He has quotas to hit. Besides our party is upstairs, not in the club.”

“Party?” Savanna crooked a triumphant brow. “In Tripp’s private suite? That makes me feel much better. There are never hot, semi-inebriated women there.”

That was pure sarcasm. Tripp’s immediate periphery was always populated by gorgeous women.

Unconcerned, Darroch just laughed. “I’ve got the hottest woman alive right here. I’m done looking.” His expression flattened. “We’re having sex tonight, right?”

“We have a rule, remember?”

“Okay, call me and we’ll go home together.”

“Who’s to say I’ll be done with my girls before you’re done with your guys?”

“Let me guess, Ms. Roxie Kyst will be there,” Darroch said, squeezing Savanna. “So I might not see you for a week or two.”

Kyst! Roxie Kyst, Crimson hostess, Rouge’s ambassadress, the empress of all things connected to Zairn Lomond, CEO of the umbrella Rouge conglomerate. 

“It’s a possibility.”

Sequoia interrupted the couple’s flow. “It’s a wonder I’ve managed to miss this woman everyone talks so highly of.”

“Roxie?” Savanna asked. “You’ve never met Roxie? Oh, you have to meet her! Another reason to come with us tonight! You have to. I haven’t spent enough time with you.” They’d been introduced, that was about as far as it went. “Alice will be with us, it won’t be too crazy, I promise.”

Her eyes met Darroch’s.

“You’re one of us, Seq, you’re family.”

Which was his way of telling her Breck would be okay with it. Of course he would be okay with it. He didn’t know how to not be okay with any of her choices… barring one.

“Not like I used to be.”

“Breck’s not an asshole. If you’re mad at him—”

“Okay.” She closed her laptop and stood up, ending that track of conversation. “I’d love to join you.”

Would she? Maybe. Maybe not. One thing she didn’t want to do was get into the nitty-gritty of her and Breck’s non-existent relationship with one of his numerous brothers.

Everyone else had gone home. The building wouldn’t fall down without her. Why shouldn’t she have a little fun?


 

 

FIVE

 

 

“SEQUOIA DRURY, meet Roxanna Kyst. She prefers just Roxie.”

The private dining space in Blaze was decked out just for them. Cocktails, canapes, a variety of goodies. All laid on by the striking beauty smiling at her, offering a hand of welcome. 

“Breck’s squeeze,” Roxie said. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“It’s probably mostly true,” she said, sitting as the others did too. Huh, alcohol, she hadn’t drunk any since the previous year. She should’ve thought this socializing thing through to the end. “Tripp your source?”

“It’s not like Breck would be,” Savanna said, presenting her a cocktail.

She hesitated. “Anything virgin? I’ve been a little piqued the last couple of days.”

“Sure,” Roxie said. “You can have anything you want here, ma’am, anything at all. Baker!”

A guy scurried in. “Roxie?”

“We need virgin cocktails, sweetie, please.” The hostess looked at her. “Anything specific?”

“Something fruity?”

“Fruity we can do,” Roxie said. “Anyone else? We want different food? We should have something more substantial. We’re busy working women, we don’t need to suffer this dainty crap.”

“Roxie,” Alice said on a laugh. 

“What? And Jane’s in LA for a few days…”

“So you won’t be reminded you have a certain dress to fit into soon?” 

“Exactly! You get me, Alice.” Roxie’s head dropped back. “We need something, I don’t know… solid, not sensible.”

A suggestion slipped out of her. “Pizza?”

“Ah ha!” Roxie snapped her fingers and pointed. “Pizza! Sequoia, good! Yes, but real pizza… Where will we get deep dish in this town?”

The Crimson helper still stood, expectant, waiting for instruction. “I can ask around.”

Roxie raised a finger to Baker. “Oh, you know who’s from Chicago? Miguel.”

“The… staff chef?”

“Yes! Ask him… Want me to ask him?”

“No, I can ask him. I’m sure the kitchen could make—”

“Okay, but if they do, don’t tell me.” Roxie leaned back and patted her belly. “There’s a figure under here our Emperor likes playing with. If I find out there’s a limitless supply of Chicago pizza in the building… Phew, forget the wedding, he’ll have to roll me out of bed.”

“Okay,” Baker said on a laugh that was joined by Roxie’s smile. “Anything else?”

“Yes.” Roxie grinned. “Keep being you, Baker. You’re a superstar I wouldn’t be able to live without.”

“Yes, Roxie,” he said like maybe he’d heard it before and disappeared to do as told.

“I love that guy.”

“You’re kind to all of your staff,” Alice said. “From what I hear, you’re on first name terms with them all.”

“Like you, you mean?” Another smile. “Z knows them all by name, I was backed into a corner. Can’t be outdone, can I? Though with you in the building, Alice, the rest of us are put to shame.”

“You’re a very generous employer.”

“Says the kindest woman in the whole world,” Roxie said to Alice. “Z’s got me beat there too. They walk all over him. He’s not good at cracking the whip.”

“Zairn listens,” Sequoia said. “It’s one of his best qualities.”

“Until it gets me into trouble.” Roxie’s eyes narrowed. “I love meeting people who’ve known him a long time.”

Startled, she didn’t expect to be the instant focus of everyone. “Oh, I haven’t known him… he’s closer to my sister. Breck’s known him forever. He has a lot of respect for Zairn, a lot of time for him.”

“And Breck doesn’t have a lot of time for a lot of people,” Savanna said. “I think the only time I ever exchanged words with him was when Darroch was in the hospital.”

Roxie reached for Savanna’s hand on instinct. To comfort her? 

“Darroch’s okay now, isn’t he?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s all done and forgotten and… I’d like to know Breck better.”

“My eldest has always been the most discerning,” Alice said, taking some of the heat, thank God. “He’s protective of the people he cares about and sees it as his responsibility to corral his brothers. He’s also a teller of truth, often guiding others from unwise paths.”

Except her… hmm, or maybe that should be himself. 

“How long have you been together?” Roxie asked. 

Wasn’t the first time she’d been asked that question when—“We’re not together. Haven’t been for a while now.”

“It can’t be easy to be with a guy who doesn’t say much,” Savanna said, enjoying her cocktail. “Darroch never shuts up.” The woman looked to Alice. “Not that I don’t love that about him.”

Alice laughed. “Darroch lights up with you, Sweet Savanna. You inspire that energy in him.”

“Probably inspires energy in him when they’re alone too.” 

Although Roxie feigned murmuring under her breath, the whole room heard.

“Roxie!” 

Though Savanna chastised, Roxie’s eyes widened in innocence. “What? So we’re not allowed to talk about sex at all?”

“Not with his mother in the room!”

“I know what my boys get up to.”

In general or specifics? Alice would accept her boys no matter what. If they needed to talk about anything intimate, their mother wouldn’t shut them down. Still, the Breckenridge boys didn’t burden their mother with details of their sex lives. Not Breck anyway. Another reason to be grateful he was a man of few words.

“How did you and Breck get together?”

“We’re not together,” she said again, noting the smile Alice concealed behind her glass. “What has he been telling people?”

“Oh, sweetheart, you know our dear Brecken, he says nothing.”

“To anyone,” Savanna said, swallowing a generous gulp. “Ever. Truth is, I’m scared of the guy. Everyone I’ve ever met is scared of him—everyone non-Breckenridge.”

“I’m pretty sure there are some Breckenridges afraid too. Brandt for sure.”

Sequoia laughed. “People say that all the time.” Alice got her focus. “I never understand how anyone can be intimidated by him.”

“Because he’s transfixed whenever you’re near,” Alice explained. “He’s always been drawn to you. You’re drawn to each other.”

Something she couldn’t deny.

“So spill it,” Roxie said, stabbing an olive with a toothpick. “How’d you seduce him?”

“I didn’t seduce him.” 

Did she? Maybe she did. Depended on the day of the week. When he was around, she was consistently in a state of seduced and, boy, was it mutual.

Roxie wasn’t deterred. “You work for Breckenridge? Was he the big, bad boss and you the sexy, sultry assistant?”

“I never worked under Breck, not directly.” What the hell! Why be cagey? “I worked with Ben.” Breckenridge patriarch. Another glance at Alice awarded her comfort. “Mr. Breckenridge, Senior.” The boys’ father. Alice’s husband. “I interned with him in college and took a paid position when I graduated.” Given her baggage, God knew why he’d taken a chance on her. “He taught me everything I know. Everything useful I know.”

And the rest she tried to forget.

“Ah…” Roxie’s nod was slow in its understanding. “When you realized the original model wasn’t available, you went for the next best thing.”

“From the first moment he saw you, my boy was different,” Alice explained. “I hadn’t been there when you were introduced, but I knew something had changed. For the first time, he was distracted, I’d never seen him absentminded in my life. To this day, I can tell when you’ve had an interaction. You leave an imprint on him, my dear.”

She should send him an apology card, maybe some flowers.

“So, hey, if you’re so hooked on each other, how come you’re not together?”

The trouble with Breck being so stoic was the world expected its answers from her. Sometimes that was fine; other times she couldn’t remember the answers. Did she know the answers? Not always.

“Because life isn’t as simple as that.”

“My Casanova would argue with you there.”

Baker came in with servers and fresh drinks. “Pizza’s on its way.”

“Excellent,” Roxie said. “Thank you, all!” The servers disappeared. She was so grateful to have something to wet her throat. “Being together is always an option.” Were they still on this? Roxie seemed to think so. “You just have to decide what you’re willing to sacrifice.”

“Unfortunately, it’s not my choice.”

“Breck won’t sacrifice? What would he have to sacrifice?” Savanna mused. “The only thing I can imagine he wouldn’t give up is his family and I won’t believe for a second that Alice or any of the Breckenridges—”

“Of course not, they’re an incredible family. It was my honor to be a part of their ranks for…”

OEBPS/images/image.png
16 betdd”

SCARLETT FINN





OEBPS/cover.jpeg










OEBPS/images/image-1.png
GO NOVELS
GO WITH IT
GO IT ALONE
GO ALL OUT
GOALLIN
GO FULL CIRCLE

EXILE
HIDE & SEEK
KISS CHASE

WRECK & RUIN

RUIN ME
RUIN HIM

THE BRANDED
SERIES
BRANDED
SCARRED
MARKED

THE FORBIDDEN NOVELS
FORBIDDEN DESIRE
FORBIDDEN WANT
FORBIDDEN WISH
FORBIDDEN NEED
FORBIDDEN BOND

Also hy Scarlett Finn

NOTHING TO HIDE
NOTHING TO LOSE

NOTHING IN BETWEEN: ONE
NOTHING TO DECLARE

NOTHING TO US

NOTHING IN BETWEEN: TWO

NOTHING TO SAY
NOTHING TO GAIN

NOTHING IN BETWEEN: THREE

NOTHING TO YOU

NOTHING TO THIS PREQUEL: ONE WILD NIGHT

NOTHING TO THIS

NOTHING IN BETWEEN: FOUR

NOTHING TO DO

NOTHING TO NO ONE

NOTHING TO FEAR
NOTHING TO DENY
NOTHING TO BEAT

NOTHING TO THE WEDDING

NOTHING TO TELL
NOTHING TO IT

FORBIDDEN
PREQUEL DUET
ALL. ONLY.
ONLY YOURS

LOVE AGAINST THE 0DDS
STANDALONE COLLECTION

SWEET SEAS
HEIR'S AFFAIR
RESCUED
MAESTRO'S MUSE
GETTING TRICKY
THIRTEEN

REMEMBER WHEN...
RELUCTANT SUSPICION

XY FACTOR

KINDRED SERIES
RAVEN
SWALLOW
CUCKOO
SWIFT
FALCON
FINCH

MISTAKE DUET
MISTAKE ME NOT
SLEIGHT MISTAKE

LOST & FOUND
LOST
FOUND

THE EXPLICIT
SERIES
EXPLICIT INSTRUCTION
EXPLICIT DETAIL
EXPLICIT MEMORY

T0 DIE FOR...
TO DIE FOR TRUTH
T0 DIE FOR HONOR
TO DIE FOR VIRTUE
T0 DIE FOR DUTY

TO DIE FOR LOVE





OEBPS/images/image-2.png
NOTHING TO...

Nothing to Hide
Nothing to Lose
Nothing in Between: One
Nothing to Declare
Nothing to Us
Nothing in Between: Two
Nothing to Say
Nothing to Gain
Nothing in Between: Three
Nothing to You
Nothing to This Prequel: One Wild Night
Nothing to This
Nothing in Between: Four
Nothing to Do
Nothing to No One
Nothing to Fear
Nothing to Deny
Nothing to Beat
Nothing to The Wedding
Nothing to Tell
Nothing to It

Read them in order for maximized reading pleasure.
For other titles from Scarlett Finn, please read on

after the story.

contact@scarlettfinn.com

Enjoy!






