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        Jessi

      

      

      “I fed him this morning when he got up and already had to change him, so he should be good there. I’ve got his clothes in the dryer, but I haven’t taken them out and folded them yet.”

      “I can do that, Miss Park. It’s not a problem.”

      “How many times do I have to tell you to call me Jessi?” I asked.

      “And how many times do I have to tell you that you don’t have to give me the morning rundown?” my nanny asked.

      “It makes me feel better, okay? Indulge me for a second. Okay, so I bought an overripe banana to smash up for his lunch, but I want to try an avocado with him as well. I’m trying to introduce as many mushy foods as I can so hopefully he’ll have a broader palette than I do.”

      “Not much of a vegetable eater?” she asked.

      “Have you seen these curves? There are two things that make them. The gym and calories. Now, he woke up with a bit of crust around his nose, so keep an eye on that. I’ve got his pediatrician’s numbers taped to the fridge. They do walk-ins up until eleven, but if anything happens to him after that there’s an urgent care up the road. I emailed you a—”

      “Digital copy of his prescription card. You know I’ve been working with you for three months now, right?”

      “And I’ll never stop worrying,” I said with a grin. “If you need anything, call me. And let me know how he does with the avocado.”

      I kissed my bouncing baby boy goodbye before I grabbed my things. Today was a very important day and I was both nervous and excited. My career as a plus sized model had taken off, and with the help of my personal trainer at the gym I had a tight little waist that could flatter any dress. One of the biggest fashion designers on the East Coast was flying in to do a show in Los Angeles, and I was picked to be one of the very few plus-size models on the runway in his clothes. I was ecstatic. This show could mean the difference between me being a catalogue model for the rest of my life and me creating my own empire. Like Tyra Banks or Ashley Graham.

      My first big runway show, and I was about to be late.

      I raced through the streets of L.A. to get to the venue on time. The fashion designer wanted to assign outfits, choose hairstyles, and explore different makeup settings for the way he wanted to set up the show. Personally, he seemed like an uptight asshole to me, but he was giving me a chance so I was going to jump if he asked. Plus, we were all going to be meeting the choreographer for the first time. Which meant we’d also get to walk the runway today.

      L.A. was nice, but my dream was New York. The best of the best found their way out there, and I thought it would be a great place to raise my son. I could get away from this Los Angeles heat that did nothing for my thighs and bask in the beautiful snow that I’d never actually seen in person. I could go there, start fresh, and raise my son to be the man I knew he could be.

      Away from everyone who hounded me about his damn father.

      This fashion show was the tell-all. Not only for this particular designer, but for myself as well. I’d be in front of hundreds of cameras with my picture posted everywhere. Instagram. Facebook. Twitter. Magazine spreads. If I could name it, my face would probably show up in it. If I played my cards right, I could plant my feet on that momentum and ride it all the way into Times Square. Whenever I closed my eyes, I saw it. My picture on billboards and my agent turning down jobs because I was already booked solid. My cute three-bedroom apartment overlooking the beauty of the New York skyline. My son running up the steps into the best private school the city had to offer.

      Walks in the parks and ice skating during Christmas. I saw hot chocolate by the fireplace as my son and I watched the snow fall over the city. I saw horse-drawn carriage rides as I taught him how to treat a woman on a first date, and I saw us getting him ready for his New York prom.

      I even saw my son cheering me on as I walked the New York runways of Fashion Week.

      All I had to do was get out of California first.

      I pulled into the agency where we were all supposed to meet. A few of the other models had shown up, but so far I was the only one with any curves bigger than a size four. Was I the only plus-sized model chosen for this runway shoot? If I was, that would certainly play in my favor. We all sat in a room with bottles of water and snacks that taunted us, and I debated on whether or not to eat something. After all, I was a plus-sized model. It was obvious that I ate.

      “Attention, everyone. Settle your conversations. Everything’s about to start, especially since our choreographer has chosen to grace us with his presence.”

      “Sorry I’m late. Traffic was crazy and I’m pretty sure I saw a body in a bag in the middle of the town.”

      My blood ran cold in my veins as my head whipped over to the voice. There was no way in hell it was him. After everything he’d put me through, the universe wouldn’t be so cruel. My eyes connected with his and I could see the shock roll behind his eyes. I clenched my jaw as any interest in food fell quickly from my mind.

      Christopher.

      Christopher Miles was our fucking choreographer.

      “Girls, this is Christopher Miles, and he’ll be working with us for the majority of the morning. He knows how our designer wants everything laid out, which means he’ll also be sticking around to help choose colors for makeup as well as hairstyles.”

      Great.

      Fucking great.

      “It’s wonderful to meet you all,” Chris said.

      His eyes landed onto mine again and I felt my blood boil.

      “I don’t want to waste anymore of our time, so if you could all meet me in the room, we’ll start going over the choreography.”

      “We aren’t going to be walking the runway?” a girl asked.

      “The show isn’t for a few more days. The runway won’t be set up until the night before,” Chris said.

      “Because I was hoping I’d be able to get a feel for how the runway feels underneath my feet.”

      “Then I suggest you take a walk on a pier in heels. The sensation is the same,” Chris said.

      Rising from my chair, I quickly made my way to the room next door. I didn’t want to speak to him if I could help it. I stood in the back and watched his movements through the mirror. If I couldn't see what he was doing, I watched the girl in front of me who seemed to be nailing everything he threw at us. The choreography was intricate, but it felt good with my broader hips. Some of the smaller girls were having trouble with the turns, since some of them took leverage to complete.

      I had no issues with leverage. But they did.

      A few times, Chris caught my stare in the mirror. I hated it when that happened, because it gave me a glimpse of my son. Looking into his eyes forced me to see exactly how much Caleb looked like his father. Light brown hair. Bright blue eyes. A broad smile and a full lower lip. He was the spitting image of his father, and every time Chris turned around and looked at the crowd, his attention always fell on me.

      And the girls were beginning to notice.

      “All right, ladies. I’ve been informed the makeup artist is here. We’re going to take a break and get some color palettes assigned, then the hairstylist will be in to try a few different things. We’ll run the choreography one last time before we all dismiss, and hopefully we can all get out of here by six.”

      Six.

      Shit. I’d told my nanny I’d be home by four.

      The girls went giggling out of the room as I reached down for my water bottle. I looked up and saw Chris lingering around and knew this wouldn't end well. If he came up to me and talked, I wasn’t certain I wouldn’t punch him in the nose.

      The exact same nose my son had on his face.

      “Jessi.”

      “Christopher.”

      “I didn’t expect to see you here today,” he said.

      “Because you didn’t think I’d be successful?”

      “Because I didn’t think you were a model,” he said.

      “A lot changes in two years.”

      “It hasn’t been two years.”

      “Are you really in a position to argue with me about how long it’s been?” I asked.

      “Look, I don’t want to fight.”

      “Then you shouldn't have said my name,” I said.

      I went to brush past him, but he reached down and grabbed my wrist.

      “Jes, please.”

      “You don’t get to call me that,” I said, as I shook my head. “You don’t get to use that name anymore.”

      “Come with me to dinner tonight.”

      “I see you haven’t lost your demanding streak.”

      “If I recall correctly, that was something you enjoyed,” he said.

      “Things can change,” I said, ripping my wrist from his grasp.

      “It would give us a chance to talk. To see how we’ve been doing.”

      “I’ve been fine. I don’t care to know how you’ve been,” I said.

      “Then you won’t lose anything by coming to dinner.”

      “Only my dignity.”

      “What do you want from me, Jes?”

      “Either an explanation or silence.”

      “Then come to dinner and let me give you one,” he said.

      “Or you could simply give me one now,” I said.

      “We don’t have time. You have to get in a chair for makeup. By now, the good ones have probably already been taken.”

      “And whose fault is that?” I asked.

      We stood there, toe-to-toe, and my wrist was still warm from the contact of his skin. I cursed my body holding onto him like that. I cursed the fact that I still enjoyed his touch. I bit down on the inside of my cheek as he stared me down, his dominance pouring forth.

      Then, an idea hit me.

      He wasn’t going to back down and neither was I. But that didn’t mean I had to go to dinner. I was staring into the eyes of the man that broke my heart. That promised he would hang the moon in my room and pluck the stars from the sky. I was gazing into the eyes of the man that forced me into the life I now led. I wasn’t born with strength. It was thrust upon me the day he walked out.

      The day he left me with nothing but shattered promises at my feet.

      But he wasn’t going to get to me again. If dinner was what he wanted, then I would play his little game. He wasn’t going to win this time, however. He left shattered promises at my feet, so I would leave a shattered heart at his.

      I would make sure he understood the pain he caused me. If anything, so I could finally move on with the only man who mattered.

      My son.

      “Okay,” I said.

      “I knew you’d see it my way,” Chris said, with a grin. “How does tonight sound? Seven o’clock? After we wrap up all this shit?”

      I made a mental note to call my nanny as a smile spread across my face.

      “Sounds perfect,” I said.
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        Christopher

      

      

      Even though I insisted on picking Jessi up for our dinner date, she wouldn’t let me. I was persistent, telling her I wouldn’t force her into anything she didn’t want. But no matter how much I tried to sway her, she wouldn’t fucking back down. It wasn’t unlike her, but I could always get her to cave to me after a while. That was why I’d enjoyed her so damn much before. She was fire and ice, but I was her water. I could erode her down and stifle her flames if I ebbed enough times against her luxurious shoreline. But no matter how many damn good arguments I threw out for picking her up, she stood her ground.

      Some things did change after all.

      I wasn’t a suit guy, but I did slip on a suit coat jacket with my outfit. I wanted to impress Jessi, but I also wanted to appear laid back so she’d give me the fucking chance to talk. I knew she was upset with me and she had every right to be, but there was nothing I could do about the circumstances that had forced me to leave.

      It would have ruined my fucking career had I stayed.

      The rest of the rehearsal went fine. Hair and makeup was boring as hell and I got to run around between a bunch of skinny-ass primadonnas, as they complained at ridiculous things like the royal blue eyeshadow washed out their fairly-pigmented skin. But there wasn’t a peep out of Jessi. She sat there like the canvas she was and allowed the makeup artist to go to town. Her damn hairstylist wouldn’t stop going on and on about how beautiful her hair was. How full, luscious and long her locks were.

      Before long I was tired of hearing about it. I knew all too well just how wonderful her hair was.

      I’d fisted it in the palm of my hand the night I took her virginity.

      Finally, I pulled up to the restaurant I booked for us. Perch was some uptight French bistro with rooftop seating that overlooked the skyline of the city. I figured it would make Jessi more comfortable and not so cooped up while being forced to talk. Meanwhile it provided a very romantic backdrop for us to get to know one another again. After watching her do the choreography with ease and seeing her smile and talk with all those people today, I couldn’t deny how much I wanted her. How easy it would be for me to slip my cock between her pouty lips. Keeping my eyes off of her had been enough of a challenge for one day, and I planned on drinking her in tonight.

      Even if we didn’t sleep together.

      I walked into the restaurant and greeted the hostess, then requested that my party of two be seated on the roof. Then I made my way up there, ordered a drink, and watched the staircase for Jessi to appear. Surprisingly—and right at seven o’clock—I heard a pair of heels clicking up the staircase. That big head of curls emerged before her face did, and I felt my cock stiffen at the sight of her. She was even more beautiful than she had been two years ago, with her soft hips swaying and her luscious tits bouncing lightly against her body. Her round, green eyes locked onto mine as her ruby red lips curled into a grin, and I had to take a breath before I stood to greet her.

      “Did you order me a drink?” Jessi asked, coyly.

      “Wasn’t sure if you would be drinking given the gig you’re working,” I said.

      “There’s nothing about my diet that changes simply because I’m working,” she said. “It takes calories to keep up the body of a plus-sized model.”

      It was hard not to stare at her as she sat down in her chair.

      “You look stunning, as always,” I said.

      “You look nice yourself,” she said.

      “I have to admit, I didn’t think you were gonna show,” I said.

      “That happens when you break hearts.”

      “That’s what I wanna start with actually,” I said, as I sat down. “I’m sorry about the way I left.”

      “Are you going to tell me why you left? Or am I supposed to simply take your apology at face value?” she asked.

      “Some things came up. Personal matters I don’t like talking about. But I couldn't stay. It had nothing to do with you, Jessi. It never did.”

      “I never thought it did,” she said. “If anything, I thought maybe my brother chased you out of town.”

      “Your brother’s protective, but I could take him in a fight any day.”

      “Then you haven’t seen him lately,” she said, with a snicker.

      “He’s my best damn friend. I see his ass all the time.”

      “And there’s that mouth of yours.”

      “You never complained about it before,” I said.

      “Because usually I could shut it up.”

      “Then why aren’t you doing that now?”

      “Because you haven’t groveled enough.”

      The smile that spread across her cheeks was something I didn’t think I’d ever see again. Jessi had always been a spitfire of a woman, but I expected more anger from her than playfulness. The sparkling of her eyes drew me in like they had two years ago, and I felt that same comfort spread over me that I’d always felt with her.

      She was getting to me again, and that wasn’t good.

      “The good thing is, I’m back now,” I said.

      “Why is that good?” Jessi asked.

      “Because I can spend time with you.”

      “Have you run that by me yet?”

      “I’ve missed you, Jessi. What more do you want?”

      “A reason as to why you left.”

      “I can’t—I can’t tell you that,” I said.

      “That personal? Or that embarrassing?” she asked.

      “Why does it have to be one or the other?” I asked.

      I watched her digest my answer before she leaned back in her chair.

      “Would the lady care for a drink?” our waiter asked.

      “A glass of red wine that pairs with the duck confit would be lovely,” she said.

      “Ah, then I see we are ready to order. Do you know what you wish to eat, sir?”

      “Whatever she’s having is fine,” I said.

      The waiter tossed Jessi a weird look and it caused a giggle to bubble up from her throat. Fuck me, she was beautiful when she laughed. The way her cheeks crinkled her eyes and the way her lips parted to showcase her straight, white teeth. And every time she moved her shoulders, her bosom swayed, teasing my tongue and begging for my grasp. She was sin in a velveteen casing and I could feel my cock pressing wildly against my jeans.

      It was gonna be a long-ass night sitting here with her.

      “As much as it pains me to admit it, I’ve missed you a bit, too,” Jessi said.

      “It’s my charm,” I said with a grin. “Irresistible to most women.”

      “It’s got nothing to do with your charm,” she said.

      “When I said ‘charm,’ I wasn’t referring to my personality,” I said.

      “It’s got nothing to do with your perceived intelligence either,” she said with a grin.

      “You’re as feisty as you ever were.”

      “Did you ever expect that to change?”

      “I was hoping it never would. But I’m curious—how did you fall into the world of modeling?”

      “Are you kidding me?” she asked.

      “I’m serious.”

      “I’ve always wanted to model. You knew this.”

      “I knew you had an interest in it. I didn’t realize you were so serious about it.”

      “So all those times I talked about how I was going to go to New York and make something of myself just—went right over that thick head of yours?”

      “Well, you weren’t taking any strides in that direction. No headshots, you weren’t out there making connections. I didn’t know what to think, so I didn’t think much of it.”

      “You took me to some of your choreography sessions. Did you not give a damn about all the questions I was asking you?”

      “I thought you were merely taking an interest in what I did for a living since we were—you know—together.”

      “That hard for you to say, huh?” she asked. “You’re a real piece of work, Christopher Miles.”

      “And you are a work of art, Jessi Park.”

      The chemistry between us was still there, and as the night grew darker it didn’t let up once. The banter was there, the shock factor was there, and the sexual tension between us was there. I could see her nipples poking effortlessly through her dress, taunting me with their size as I licked my lips. My cock was straining against my pants with every smile she flashed me, my body wanting to silence her words with my girth. But I knew it wasn’t wise for me to take her back to my place. We both had an early practice in the morning and the last thing I wanted to do was ruin something she had obviously worked very hard to obtain.

      “I should be getting back home. We’ve both got an early morning ahead of us,” Jessi said.

      “I was sitting here thinking the same thing,” I said.

      “No you weren’t,” she said with a grin. “You’ve been sitting here staring at my tits.”

      “And thinking how inappropriate it would be to ask you back to my place and keep you up all night, since we both have such an early morning.”

      “Ever the gentleman,” she said.

      “That is the last word to describe me and you know it.”

      I stood up from the table after paying and offered my hand to her. I watched as she slipped her delicate touch into mine as fire shot up my arm. There it was. That euphoric feeling I always got whenever I touched her. She gripped my hand tightly as we went down the stairs, careful not to fall in her heels. The way she clung to me was reminiscent of two years ago when she would dig her hands into my back and hang on for dear life. No woman had driven me as crazy as she had, and no woman could handle my dominant streak in bed.

      But she could.

      She did.

      And not once did she ever tell me to stop.

      I walked us out into the parking lot before she led us over to her car. She was leaning up against it, her curves on display as she struck a pose. Her leg was bent and her heel was off the ground, and she cocked herself off to the side as her hands planted onto the hood of her car. The wind kicked up around us, blowing her beautiful brown curls back from her shoulders.

      She was an angel wrapped in a casing of sultry goodness, and I wanted to take her right then on top of her fucking car.

      “See? Even the earth agrees with my modeling career,” Jessi said.

      “You’ve always been a stunning woman,” I said.

      Her eyes connected with mine and I watched that innocence creep back up into her stare. How she could dance between fiery confidence and unrelenting innocence was beyond me. Her green eyes widened as I approached her, my hand falling to her hip and molding into her excess. I could feel her breath on my lips as I teased her, hovering above her as her tits pressed into my chest.

      “Thank you for a lovely evening,” I said.

      I felt her sigh into my lips as I closed the distance between the two of us.

      My free hand rushed to the back of her neck, cradling her head as my fingertips twirled into her curls. Her hands rushed up my chest, fisting my coat and pulling me closer to her. I pressed her up against her car, bending her over the hood until her back was pressed into the cool, shining metal. Her toe slid up the side of my leg, our tongues battling for dominance as I felt her lips swelling against my assault.

      I stopped myself before I had the uncontrollable urge to whip my cock out and take her in the middle of the damn parking lot.

      “Goodnight, Jes.”

      I pulled back and helped her stand up as her chest panted with want.

      “Goodnight, Chris,” she said.

      “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      “Yeah. See you then,” she said.

      “Try not to dream about me too much when you get home.”

      “Trust me, I’ve got better things to do with my time.”

      But the breathiness in her voice and the way her hands trembled told me exactly what she would be doing when she got home. I grinned at the idea of her hand buried between those delicious thighs.

      We would have our moment again and I would soon know what it felt like to have those blossoming thighs wrapped around my head once more.

      I could feel it in my gut.
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        Jessi

      

      

      The nerve of that asshole! Who the fuck did he think he was? He came at me during dinner like nothing had ever happened. Like he’d stuck the fuck around and hadn’t disappeared off the face of the damn planet for a year and a half! And what was all that shit about not wanting to talk about it? That rat bastard didn’t have a damn choice! He promised me his entire fucking future then left me high and dry. And not knowing I wanted to be a model? Had he actually been that clueless about me the entire time?

      Damn. I’d given him everything, including risking my relationship with my brother, and with my family. I risked my budding career to be with him. I leaned on his promises and allowed myself to dream about us rising to the top and owning the modeling industry.

      And the fucker didn’t even know I wanted to become a damn model.

      I was livid walking back into the house after that date. It was a good thing that Caleb was already sleeping, so he wouldn’t hear me throwing my damn heels around. I hurt. Just as much as the night he stood me up in that fucking restaurant. Just as much as the morning I found out from my brother that he was gone.

      Vanished.

      Disappeared.

      Without a word to me, like I didn’t mean shit.

      But he had meant something to me. Every time he’d come over to play with Justin, every time the two of them would hang out in the yard, I couldn't take my eyes off him. He was commanding and adventurous. Loud and unassuming. He took everything in stride and was fiercely loyal to his family and his friends. My little schoolgirl crush had blossomed into a full-fledged fucking love affair with a guy that I never dreamed would ever look my way.

      Until he did.

      The night I gave him my virginity was forever etched into my mind. His quiet commands and light praises in my ear. How he called me his sweet girl and softly pinned my wrists above my head. He was swift with what he took, but never forceful. He knew what he wanted and when someone wanted to give it to him.

      And fuck, did I ever want to give it to him.

      Now, I was nervous to see him in the morning. The kiss we shared in the parking lot after dinner brought back memories that stirred me as I slept. I woke up with sweat on my brow and an ache between my legs that I had to will away with a cold shower. I would not allow my body to fully cave to him. That would blur the lines of what I was doing.

      Because I wasn’t out to reconcile with him. I was out to hurt him.

      He had put me through hell. Nights spent sobbing in a bathtub and drenching my pillow in snot. Days spent wondering where he could have gone and what he could have been doing. I made so many excuses as to why he had to leave. I told myself that something with his career must have happened. A last minute gig that would catapult us both to the top. I told myself he was simply on vacation. Taking some time to himself before he would come back for me. I had visions of how he was off gallivanting around, carving out a career both of us could excel in before coming back, scooping me off my feet, and taking me along for the ride.

      But the days, weeks and months passed and he never showed.

      And the damn pregnancy test happened.

      Now I was going to get him back for what he had put me through, no matter what it took. I was going to let him get wrapped up in me. I was going to let him think he stood a second chance. I was going to play right into his hand and forge some sort of stupid connection he thought we still had. Then I was going to break his heart. I would leave him high and dry just like he left me.

      Then we would see how he liked it.

      The nanny arrived before Caleb woke up, so I went into his room and gave him a little kiss. I looked down into his face, trying to ignore how much he looked like Chris. It had taken me weeks to look at my child without crying. Weeks to look at him and smile without thinking of Chris. His leaving had tainted the best thing that had ever happened to me. I had cried more tears over my son than I cared to admit, and Chris was the reason for that.

      He nearly ripped the happiness of my motherhood away from me, and for that he would pay.

      I pressed one last kiss to my son’s cheek before I headed out the door.

      [image: ]

      This time we were at the event center watching the runway be built right before our very eyes.

      “I thought we wouldn’t be practicing on the runway,” one girl said.

      “Maybe that hot choreographer saw our side of things,” another said.

      “He really is a hunk. Have you seen his arms? I can only imagine what’s underneath those clothes.”

      “His arms? I’m more focused on his pants. Did you see that bulge yesterday?”

      “He got so close to me during makeup that I could feel his breath on my neck. I almost turned and kissed him.”

      The girls kept giggling over how hot Chris was, which made my plan even better. When I revealed to all of them that Chris was the father of my child, they would shit themselves. Their faces would fall when they figured out Chris enjoyed a woman with a little more love to give. Then his face would fall when I told him he had no place in my life.

      No place in either of our lives.

      I hated being around the chatty models of the world. That was the pain in the ass part of my career. They were all fake bitches who smiled like the snakes they were before popping up and nipping at you with their venomous bites. Some of these women, like the ones chattering on about Chris, were the worst of their kind. They would smile at you while pushing you in front of a bus if it meant scoring a gig they wanted. These women were ruthless. The worst kind of backstabbers.

      Chris was in good company with them.

      I was thankful that my best friend wasn’t a model. Megan was much more laid back than these women I was surrounded with on a daily basis. She was a cameraman on sets of some of the biggest blockbuster movies to hit over the past couple of years, and I loved catching up with her and hearing about all the juicy celebrity gossip. Some of the stories were hilarious and made me watch her movies in a completely different way. Other stories didn’t shock me at all, and we would invariably get into a conversation about how much most of the women in our industries sucked.

      “All right, girls. Places. We’re going to put on some heels and skirts and try the choreography on the runway.”

      “I’d like to try him on the runway,” one of the girls said.

      “What was that?” Chris asked.

      “She said she wants to try you on the runway!” I said.

      The girl shot me a nasty look and I giggled as she walked away. I shot a glance back to Chris and he was shaking his head, but I could see his shoulders moving. Another point on the scoreboard for me. Anytime I could get him laughing it meant I was slowly pulling him back into my orbit. Backing him into an unassuming corner before I struck.

      The music came on as I was fiddling with my heels. I rolled my ankles a bit to loosen them up, then stretched before I positioned myself to walk down the structure that had been built. My hips swayed, my hand was on my hip, and the twirls Chris had walked us through were effortless for me. I made sure my skirt bellowed a little more and that my hair swung around my shoulders. I eyed him carefully as I turned to go back, and I could feel his eyes lingering on my ass.

      We went through the choreography four separate times before we were all released. I was thankful for the short day because six in the morning was not my thing. I slipped my feet out of the heels and sighed with relief, massaging them with my hands as the girls walked by me.

      They kept shooting me dirty looks, which only fueled my desire to piss them off even more.

      “You looked good out there,” Chris said.

      I turned my head at the sound of his voice.

      “Some of those girls thought you did, too,” I said.

      “What did you think?” he asked.

      “That you need to stop staring at my ass.”

      “And what if I don’t want to?”

      “Then enjoy breaking the hearts of all those women, too,” I said.

      “I didn’t enjoy anything that happened, Jessi.”

      “Ah, so there’s still some lingering guilt. I didn’t make that comment to take a jab at you. But the fact that you took it that way is telling.”

      “What, so now you’re a model and a psychologist?”

      “Women can do anything nowadays,” I said, with a grin.

      “Speaking of anything, I was wondering if you were free tonight.”

      “Couldn’t get enough last night?” I asked.

      “I’ve never been able to get my fill of you. You know that.”

      “So what were you proposing we do tonight?” I asked.

      “Depends. Are you agreeing to it?”

      “Not if you want to take me up to the Hollywood sign and throw me off it, no.”

      “What kind of dates have you been on recently?” he asked.

      “None. I’ve been focusing on my career. Which is why you need to make it worth my while. I’m not going to date the choreographer and put my career in the crosshairs unless it’s for something good.”

      “Date, huh? Are we already jumping ahead to dating?”

      “With the way you’re acting, it seems as if we never stopped,” I said.

      “Fair enough. I was thinking drinks. At my place. You know, since you’re so squirrely about me coming to yours.”

      “The last thing I need is you showing up in the middle of the night begging for me because you can’t get enough.”

      “Oh, I don’t beg. Ever.”

      I looked up into his eyes and saw that fire ignite behind them. I knew exactly what he had planned for tonight. A little bit of drinking, a little bit of talking in a dimly lit room. Possibly taking a seat on his couch. He’d get comfortable and his hand would start wandering, and soon we wouldn’t be able to peel our bodies away from one another.

      But he had another thing coming if he thought that was all it would take.

      “Your place it is,” I said. “Any specific time?”

      “How about right now?”

      “I’m going to need a nap if I’m going to deal with you,” I said.

      “Deal with me? I’m hurt, Jes.”

      “Get used to it,” I said, with a grin.

      No really, you fucker. Get used to it.

      “I like the sound of that. How about I get your number and I can text you my address.”

      “I guess I could do that,” I said, playfully.

      Rattling off my number, he sent me a text with his address. We set a time for six that evening, then I watched him walk away. That gave me time to go home and spend time with Caleb before going back out again tonight. It would also give my nanny a break so she wasn’t working two long days back to back.

      After all, I wasn’t going to neglect the care of my son simply to get back at Chris. My son came first. Always.

      I went home and cuddled him in my arms, trying to forget about the evening ahead. I laid with him on the couch as he rested on my bosom, my hand cradling his head. He was so small. Eight months was hardly enough time to learn how to maneuver his body, much less process the world around him. I’d read every baby book I could get my hands on when I was pregnant with him, and modeled in every gig I could take until I started showing. I was determined to make a better life for us. Determined to build a life my son could be proud of. I was driven to give him everything he could possibly need to succeed, whether I had to compromise myself to do it or not.

      But this—getting even with Chris was for me. It would give me closure, it would stop my mind from wondering about him, and it would thrust us forward into a better life. A life without regrets and a life without questions. My son deserved that.

      After all Chris put me through, I deserved that.

      I laid Caleb down in his crib for the evening before I went to go get ready. I wasn’t dressing up like I had the night before. A cute pair of skinny jeans, a tight shirt that showed off my curves, and a sensible pair of heels was all I’d need for the night. A little splash of makeup and a little fluff of my hair, and I was ready to go. Men like Chris, driven by bodies more than minds, were easy to get to. Their walls were easy to erode. They played themselves up to be strong, but they were the easiest thing in the world to figure out.

      A little shimmy and a little shake, and they were drooling dogs in my lap.

      I left extra money on the counter for my nanny, despite her protests. Then I grabbed my things, headed for my car and left for my appointment with Chris. I entered the address into my GPS and let it guide me to his home, shocked when I pulled up to it. He was obviously doing well for himself if he could afford such a place. A two-story beachfront condo with windows on all sides of the first floor that overlooked the beauty of the ocean.

      And there he was. Standing on his porch with a glass of wine in his hand.

      “I see you found the place all right.”

      “I see you make a lot more money than you let on,” I said.

      “I do well for myself,” Chris said.

      “I think ‘well’ is talking it down a bit.”

      Walking up to where he was standing, I accepted the glass of wine he handed me. I watched his eyes rake up and down my form, and it took all I had to bury my smirk. He was right where I wanted him, and I loved giving him the appearance of control. It was going to drive him insane when he figured out who was actually pulling the strings in this situation.

      It would drive him mad.

      “The view is beautiful,” I said.

      “It’s my second favorite view in the city,” he said.

      “What in the world is your first one?” I asked.

      “I’m looking at her.”

      I turned and looked into his bright blue eyes and I faked my smile. Did he really think that line was going to work on me? Man, I hoped and prayed he had better game than that. Otherwise this beachfront condo was not being put to good use.

      “Another glass of wine?” Chris asked.

      “Don’t mind if I do.”

      He led me into his condo and I tried not to gawk too much. It was a beautiful sight to behold. The furniture was plush and the countertops were a beautiful light granite. I could hear the ocean beating against the sand as he slipped another glass of wine into my hand. I felt his touch descend to the small of my back and I had to take a deep breath.

      I couldn’t let myself get carried away. No matter how good it felt.

      “Would you like to see the upstairs?” Chris asked.

      “Does it have as good of a view as the first story?” I asked.

      “The best view in the house.”

      “Then lead the way.”

      He led me up the steps, his hand melding into the curvature of my waist. He was cozying up to me, just like I thought he would. I sipped on my second glass of wine as we turned the corner, and I found myself looking into a very expansive loft area. The only part of the room that was cordoned off by walls was behind us, and the only thing I figured it could be was the bathroom.

      The floor-to-ceiling walls his king-sized bed sat beside looked out over the ocean. The nighttime sky hung heavy with the stars that twinkled out in the distance. It really was a breathtaking view, and I allowed myself to slip into it. I allowed myself the freedom to walk up to the windows, place my hand against it, and act as if I was plucking the stars straight from the sky.

      Like Chris had promised me when we were younger.

      “Told you it had the best view,” I said.

      But I caught his eyes in the window and saw him staring at my ass.

      I sat on the edge of his bed and stared out over the ocean. He plucked my empty wine glass from between my fingers, then settled his hand onto my knee. He was massaging it, sending electrical spikes up my leg that I tried to ignore. His touch was hot and our bodies were close, the twinkling of the stars he had promised me hypnotizing. I felt my body heating up as his hand threaded around my waist, then his finger crooked underneath my chin. My head was on a swivel, moving at his beck and call until my eyes were gazing into his.

      “It’s good to see you again,” Chris said.

      Then, his lips descended onto mine.
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      The moment my lips connected with hers I couldn’t help myself. My hands grabbed her hips, pulling her on top of my body. I forced my tongue through her lips, wanting to taste the woman I had missed for two fucking years. Her face was scrunched, fighting between standing her ground and giving way to me. But I knew my Jessi. I knew she would fight.

      Then I knew she would cave. Sweetly and delicately underneath my command.
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