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            Turns out Mr. Sex-on-a-stick at my gym…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The one who overheard me describing the naughty things I’d do to him,

        Is not only my new boss…

        He’s my brother’s best friend.

      

        

      
        He’s 6’4” of solid muscle,

        With a mouth that could make a sailor blush,

        And determined to make my toes curl.

      

        

      
        In my defense, I tried to walk away.

        But the moment I tasted his lips,

        And felt his hard, chiseled body pressed against mine,

        My panties melted and my resolve went out the window.

      

        

      
        We laid out the ground rules:

        1. No feelings

        2. No commitments

        3. Nobody finds out

      

        

      
        It was all just delicious, secret fun,

        Until it wasn’t.

        What’s worse, knowing he’s risking everything to be with you?

        Or realizing your only option is to break your heart and walk away?

      

        

      
        I can’t let him throw his life away for me.

        After all, we never promised each other forever.
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            Prologue

          

          Maddie-In the future…

        

      

    

    
      I stir awake as the sheet drags across my bare skin. I blink against the sun that’s streaming in through the cracked curtain and sigh as the feel of a large, warm hand travels up my thigh.

      “Good morning, beautiful,” he murmurs against my throat, followed by a soft nibble.

      A shiver runs through my body as his tongue dances softly against my neck. I groan softly as my back arches off the bed, needing more from him. He senses my anticipation as he trails his fingertips from my knee up my inner thigh, dancing briefly across my clit, causing my hips to jut up further.

      “Mmmm, does my naughty girl like that?” He teases me again, letting his fingertips stay a little longer this time, dragging them across my clit a few more times ever so lightly.

      “I want—” the words trail off as my eyes close, and he sucks my earlobe into his mouth. His breath comes out in soft, warm puffs against my cheek as his finger slips between my folds.

      “What do you want? I want to hear the words.” I reach my hand down to force his fingers harder against me, but he grabs my wrist before I can make contact.

      “Tsk, tsk” he clicks while fastening both of my wrists above my head. He places his hand beneath my chin and forces me to look at him in the eyes.

      “What do you want, Madeline? I told you I want to hear it. Whatever you need or desire.” The last part is a whisper as he leans down and plants a soft kiss on each of my very pert nipples. I groan as he bites them after the kiss.

      “I need to cum—I want…I want you to make me cum.” The words tumble from my mouth in a rush as he smiles against my breast.

      “How?” My mind is a blur; I feel like I’m about to burst.

      “Your tongue, hands. Lick me.” The words continue to come out in a staccato pattern. Finally, he releases my hands as he moves down my body to settle between my thighs. He inhales as he runs his nose up my center before flicking his tongue across my clit. I can’t contain the loud moan that escapes my throat as I fist the sheets in my hands.

      He grips my thighs with each hand, his fingertips digging into my flesh as he devours me with voracity. His slow licks transform into deliberate flicks of his tongue peppered between deep passionate kisses against my most sensitive and intimate parts.

      No man has ever made my body feel this way. No man has ever had this kind of power and control over my body, causing it to explode with ecstasy over and over. Even when my brain is telling me I can’t possibly handle more, my body betrays me and surrenders to his every desire.

      I can’t hold back my climax any longer. Sweat beads on my forehead as my body stiffens and arches. Hips bucking against his face as he crooks his finger, I explode in pleasure. My vision blurs as the orgasm tears through my body, leaving me in a satisfied, limp puddle of limbs on the bed.

      He crawls up my body and settles between my thighs, pressing his lips against mine as his tongue explores my own. I can taste my release on his mouth as his rigid cock presses at my opening, and my thighs fall open to welcome him.

      His eyes lock on mine as his hips begin a rocking motion. He intertwines his fingers with my own, once again pinning them to the bed and using the leverage to thrust himself into me even further. The moment is deep and intimate. Emotions swirl through my head as I try to drown them out and live in the moment. This thing between us started as purely physical; we promised each other no labels and no commitments. I thought I knew what I wanted. I thought I could keep feelings out of it, but now, I can only hope to survive the fallout when he walks away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Maddie

          

          Present Day…

        

      

    

    
      “Pick up the phone,” I say as the line rings for what has to be the twentieth time.

      “Hello?” Jazz, my best friend—fiancée to my brother and expectant mother of his baby— answers around a giggle.

      “Finally! What the hell were you doing?” I ask, clearly annoyed.

      “Nothing. What’s up?”

      “I’m getting ready for my first boxing class, and you said weeks ago you’d go with me.”

      “To be fair, that was before I found out I was pregnant. Damon doesn’t think it’s a smart decision.”

      “Ugh, what does my stupid brother know? Plus, it’s not like we’re going to actually be fighting. We’ll hit the bag a few times. And it wouldn’t have killed you to let me know before right now.”

      “I’m sorry, Mads, but I don’t think so.” I can hear the uneasiness in her voice.

      “Come on, Jazz. Please come with me. Just this once, or until I meet some people and get comfortable.”

      “I don’t know. I mean, Damon and I kind of had plans for tonight.”

      I hear her softly giggle and whisper, “Quit it, I’m on the phone.”

      “Seriously? You had plans with ME first! Jazz, did you forget you’re my best friend first and his fiancée second? Since you guys have been hooking up, we don’t ever see one another anymore. Come on. It’s only for one hour, and then you can go home and do whatever you guys do with your nights.” I silently gag at the end of that sentence.

      “Okay, okay. You’re right. I’m sorry.” She lets out a sigh of defeat. “I’ll be over in an hour.”

      “Thank you,” I say, hanging up the phone. I hate having to play the you were my best friend before his fiancée card, but hey, a girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do.

      I drop the phone onto the couch and get up to change my clothes. I pull on a pair of black leggings and yank off my shirt to replace it with a lime-green sports bra. I check myself over in the mirror as I pull my hair up into a messy ponytail, then slide on my shoes. I do a few chores around the house, and just as I’m grabbing my jacket, phone, and keys, Jazz is walking in the door.

      She lets out a deep breath and drops her purse on the table. “This is going to be a lot harder once Damon and I move out of the city, you know?”

      I nod my head. “I know. All those nights we snuck out of the ‘burbs to come to the city, and now you’re moving back there voluntarily.”

      She offers a sad smile. “I know. But it's perfect if you think about it. I mean, how many people get to raise their kids in the same place they grew up? And with their childhood crush, no less?”

      “It is kind of perfect.” I stick my tongue out at her for having such a fairytale life.

      She laughs. “I don’t know what you expect me to do at this boxing class in my current condition.” She motions toward her stomach that’s still flat.

      “You can do anything I’m going to do. It’s the first class, so it’s not like we’re going to be fighting one another.”

      “Good, because I promised Damon that I wouldn’t even put on gloves.” She laughs.

      “He thinks you’re going to a boxing class to not box?” I ask, pulling my jacket on.

      “He thinks I’m going for moral support.”

      “Why does he think that?” I ask, holding the door open to let her walk out first so I can lock it behind us.

      “Because that’s what I told him?”

      We both laugh as we walk down the hall toward the main exit.

      Twenty minutes later, we’re at the gym, boxing gloves in place. I promise Jazz I won’t tell my brother. The big room has punching bags hanging from the rafters and a ring in the far corner. The instructor tells us to warm up by jumping rope and trying out the bags. At first, we take turns holding the bag for our partner to hit. After a good twenty minutes of this, the instructor gets our attention again and has us sit down to watch two trained members fight as he walks us through what they’re doing and why they’re doing it.

      Jazz and I sit ringside on the floor. The instructor is a middle-aged man with cropped graying hair and arms like pythons. A large vein runs down the center of his bicep. If I had to guess, I’d say he’s the owner, and these are the fighters he’s trained. Two more men join him in the ring.

      I bump Jazz’s elbow with mine. “Whoa! That guy is sexy as FUCK,” I whisper so only she hears.

      She nods her head and purses her lips together. “I guess. He’s got nothing on Damon though.”

      I scoff and roll my eyes. “You two make me sick,” I say, watching the man that’s caught my eye.

      He has dark hair that’s shaved short, nearly to his scalp, and five o’clock shadow that does little to mask his chiseled jawline. Every time he jabs, his entire body flexes, and let me tell you, there’s not an ounce of fat on his delicious physique. Every single muscle looks hard as a rock, like he’s been hand carved out of granite by the gods. His chin is defined, with a small dimple in the center.

      Suddenly, his emerald green eyes cut to me, and I feel like a kid with her hand caught in the cookie jar. He gives me a quick smirk, and I lick my lips as I feel my face grow red before looking away.

      They fight for several minutes, and if you ask me, it isn’t nearly long enough. Then, the three men move out of the ring and onto the floor.

      “All of you, go back to your bags and use the information we just gave you to improve. I want to see you strict on form. Plant that back leg and lean into the punches you throw. We’ll all be walking around the room, giving you pointers,” the older man says.

      Jazz and I stand up and move back to our punching bag. She holds the bag and I step in front of it. Curling my hands into tight fists inside my gloves, I hit the bag over and over. I actually forget where I am, paying no mind to the people around me or the sexy man that could be watching me. I’m focusing all my energy on that bag and the power behind my punch.

      “You have pretty good form. Is this your first time?” the sexy guy asks, stepping next to Jazz, facing me.

      I let my arms fall to my sides as I nod my head, unable to speak. I don’t know if it’s because I’m breathless from the relentless punching or if it’s because I’m at a loss for words given how much sexier he is up close.

      He has his arms crossed over his sculpted chest, causing his biceps to bulge as he looks me up and down. “Can I give you some pointers?”

      “Of course,” I agree, trying to sound nonchalant. In reality, I’m about to melt into a puddle on the spot.

      “Take your position,” he orders.

      I bring my fists back up.

      He walks a circle around me.

      “Spread your feet,” he says, gently pushing them further apart with his foot.

      I do as he says.

      “Straighten your back.” He places one hand flat on my spine, causing me to suck in a breath from the electric current that cuts through me. He steps to my side and places the other hand on my stomach. “Tighten your abs. Can you feel that? The difference in how you were standing and how you’re standing now. You’re taller, tighter. All your muscles are under your control. Keep that core engaged; don’t let your spine hunch.”

      I nod, now focusing more on how his hands are touching me rather than listening to what he’s saying.

      “Now, jab!”

      I extend my arm and hit the bag. It makes a thumping sound that fills my ears.

      “Good. Keep your wrist straight,” he tells me. “Again!”

      I extend my arm again, this time focusing on keeping my wrist straight. The blow is much more solid than the previous ones.

      “Better. Now, when you swing, put your whole body into it. Again!”

      I swing with all my might while keeping my wrist straight. The strike is solid and powerful.

      “There,” he says, letting his hands drop. “Much better.”

      “Thanks,” I say a little too breathy for my liking.

      He looks at Jazz. “You need some tips?”

      She shakes her head. “Nope. I’m only here for support.”

      He lets out a deep chuckle. “Alright.” He looks back at me, but he doesn’t just look at me: his eyes roam up me until our they meet mine, like a lion staring at an antelope he’s about to devour. “Keep going. I’ll check back with you later.” Without another word, he walks away to help the next person.

      For the rest of the class, I watch him out of the corner of my eye, checking to see if he helps another person the way he helped me. He doesn’t touch them at all. The most he does is walk by with a nod, sometimes offering a quick comment. I’m not sure if I should be creeped out by that knowledge or accept that maybe my form was just that shitty.

      When the class is dismissed, Jazz and I stand at the counter, removing our gloves.

      “Hey, what happened to the guy you were dating? Travis?” Jazz asks, arching an eyebrow.

      I roll my eyes. “Travis was fun.” I shrug. “He was like a toy, but you know, all toys get old after a while. So, I donated him for the next girl to enjoy.” I smile.

      Jazz shakes her head. “One of these days, the love bug will bite you.”

      I laugh. “I don’t know about the love bug, but I’d definitely take a hit from that sexy boxer.”

      “Is that right?” he asks, stepping up behind me.

      My face immediately heats up and I bite my lower lip as I turn around to face him. Shit!

      He offers me a grin as his eyes travel up my body again. “I’m here most nights. If you want a private lesson, you know where to find me.” He shoots me a wink and walks away.

      When he’s far enough away from me, a long breath I didn’t realize I was holding escapes my mouth and my shoulders fall.

      “Really? You couldn’t tell me he was behind me? Mouth, meet foot.”

      Jazz laughs. “I thought it’d be funnier this way. Not to mention, now you have a reason to come back.”

      I grab my jacket and pull it on. “I already had a reason to come back; now I have a reason to completely avoid this place.”

      “What? Why would you do that? I thought you wanted to take a hit from that boxer?” she teases.

      I bump her arm with my elbow. “Because I’m completely embarrassed!”

      “Oh, you’ll be fine. I’ve seen you recover from much worse. But on another note, I’m meeting up with Damon for dinner. Want to join? We’re going to your favorite pizza place.”

      “I don’t want to be your third wheel,” I complain.

      She opens the door and walks out onto the sidewalk. “Seriously, it’s always been the three of us. Nothing changed, Mads.”

      “Nothing changed? Jazz you’re carrying his baby and you guys are in a relationship. Now you have all the little inside jokes and communicate with stupid looks like you and I always did.” I know I’m sulking, but I’m still not over the moon that I was pushed out of the group. “Whatever, I’ll go. But I’m ordering my own breadsticks.”

      She laughs. “Deal.”

      Jazz and I walk into the pizza place a little while later and Damon is already at a table waiting. When he sees us, he stands and pulls Jazz in for a hug and a quick kiss. I slide into the booth and pick up a menu.

      “How was the class?” he asks.

      “Well, your sister got hit on by a hot boxer,” Jazz says, wrapping her hands around Damon’s arm.

      “That’s gross,” Damon mumbles, picking up his water and taking a sip.

      “I didn’t get hit on. I got invited to a private lesson.” I smile, just hearing myself saying the words.

      “That’s worse. Who is this guy?” Damon looks between the two of us, brows pulled together and eyes bouncing from her to me.

      “I didn’t catch his name, but he has sweaty muscles for days, dark hair, a face I could mount, and bright green eyes. Like, his eyes were green-green. Not your dull, boring green.”

      Damon holds up his hands and waves them back and forth violently. “I NEVER want to hear those words again, Maddie. Jesus!”

      “I think your eyes are gorgeous, babe,” Jazz says, squeezing his arm.

      Damon smirks as he turns to admire her.

      When they start kissing, I can’t help but roll my eyes and sigh loudly. I’m still not over the disgust of watching my brother suck my best friend’s face.

      “We seriously need to find Maddie someone to settle down with,” Jazz says, running the tips of her fingers up and down Damon’s forearm.

      “You guys are killing me. I mean, can’t we just have dinner like we used to? You know, you two throwing insults at one another, making me laugh? Now it’s like a god damn porno every time we hang out.”

      “Oh, I have my first doctor’s appointment tomorrow. We get to find out how far along I am and see our little baby,” she gushes, ignoring my comments.

      “I thought you were six weeks along?” I ask.

      “Well, that’s what I’m guessing, but I have no real way of knowing because we were just doing it all the time,” she laughs. This is usually the talk I like, but knowing my brother is involved makes me want to barf.

      “Ew, all right. I’ve had enough. I’m going to grab a hot and ready pizza on my way home. You two, enjoy your night,” I say, scooting out of the bench.

      “No, Mads, please stay. We don’t hang out much anymore,” Jazz says, trying to stand up to stop me, but she’s on the inside of the booth and Damon isn’t moving.

      “You know, I’m really tired, and I’m just going to crash. But thanks for the invite and for going with me.” I’m already walking backward toward the door, so they can’t stop me.

      The moment I step out into the cool night air, I feel like I can finally breathe. I suck in a big breath, hold it a second, and let it all out. I can feel the annoyance and stress leave my body at the same time. I hope Jazz and Damon don’t think that I’m not happy for them, because I am. I’m celebrating that they got together, but I’m also mourning the loss of my best friend. She’s no longer just my best friend; now she’s his fiancée, and soon, she’ll be a mom.

      Jazz just got her dream job too. Her life is going places, and I’m still stuck in the mailroom, waiting for my desired position to open up. When I started a year ago, I was told it would only be a couple of weeks before I could move into data configuration, but here I am, still stuck sorting mail.

      I don’t have my dream job. I don’t have a special person to share things with. I’m not about to have a baby—thank god. And, I no longer have a best friend that’s always down to hang out. What do I have?

      I have a large pizza to myself. I smile as I look down at the warm box and take in a big whiff of the gooey cheese.

      When I get home, I kick off my shoes but don’t bother to change. I drop all my takeout on the coffee table and flip on the tv. I flop onto the couch and pull the blanket around myself. As I search for something to watch, I move all the food up onto the sofa, so I don’t have to reach for it. I look around my lonely, quiet apartment and wish I had someone to share this with. I never understood why people got into serious relationships until I saw Jazz and Damon. They’re literally never alone. They work together and then come home to each other. They always have someone to talk to, someone to eat with, and someone to hold them when they feel lonely. Maybe I should put myself out there and make it clear I want a relationship instead of random hookups and flings.

      I shake my head. What the fuck am I thinking? I like being single. I like getting dressed up and looking hot. I like the chase. I like a no-strings-attached fling. I like having complete control over the TV, and I like for things to be where I left them. I’m obviously way too tired if I’m even considering giving all this up.

      I push all thoughts away as I dig into my food and watch reality TV all alone, with nobody to complain.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Bennet

          

        

      

    

    
      “Who was that girl you were practically eye-fucking over there?” Phillip asks, taking off his gloves and tossing them into his bag.

      I shrug. “I don’t know who she is. And I wasn’t eye-fucking her. What are you, a seventh-grader?” I tease, pulling my shirt on.

      He laughs. “You know what I mean. You were obviously flirting. I haven’t seen you help someone with their technique like that in a long time. Since Bethany, I think.”

      I think back to Bethany. We had hit it off immediately when she came in for some boxing lessons. Sparks flew and we had the fling of a lifetime. But, like most girls, she wanted more, and I wasn’t willing to give anything else. Our relationship consisted of nothing but flirting, fucking, and leaving. It lasted a good three months before it ended, and I’ve been on the lookout for someone to have fun with since. I’m not a complete piece of shit; I let the women know out the gate I’m not looking for anything more than a good time.

      I wave my hand in the air. “I doubt this girl ever walks back in here again. She seemed kind of…”

      “Hot? Really into you? Almost jumped you when you were pawing at her?” he inserts.

      “Shy,” I finish.

      “She didn’t shy away when you grabbed ahold of her.”

      I laugh. “That was the test. But did you see how red her face got when I caught her talking about me? I invited her for a private lesson, but I doubt I ever see her again.” I grab my bag and pull it up over my shoulder. “I don’t have time to get involved with a woman who doesn’t know how to handle me, if ya know what I mean. I’ll see ya tomorrow night.”

      He waves as I walk out of the locker room.

      I toss my bag into the passenger seat of my convertible Mercedes-Benz AMG and hop behind the wheel. Twisting the key, the engine roars to life. I hit the gas a couple of times to rev up the engine before shifting into gear and taking off, causing the tires to squeal off the damp concrete.

      I drive through the city, thinking about making a stop at my favorite club, but I end up deciding that I’m too tired to play the usual games tonight. You know: find the girl, woo the girl, take the girl home. I don’t feel like having to ask her to leave in the morning. Plus, it’s a Sunday night. I have to be at the office bright and early in the morning. I don’t need to give my dad any more excuses to try to take the company back.

      I pull into the drive, my sensor opening the gate. I pull the car into the garage and make my way into the house.

      “Good evening, Mr. Windsor,” Quinn, my house manager, says, standing at attention. She’s normally gone by this time of night. I’m tempted to ask her why she’s still here so late but don’t bother.

      “Evening,” I respond, grabbing a beer out of the fridge. I turn and look at her. She’s young, and her blonde hair is pulled up high on her head. She has long tan legs and big tits I’ve noticed more than just a few times and a pink pouty mouth. She looks just like any girl I’d pick up at the club. Only problem is, she’s my employee, and if I sleep with her tonight, I’ll end up having to fire her soon after. That’s how it always goes, I’ve learned my lesson after hiring, fucking, and firing three house managers in a six-month period.

      I shake the bad idea from my head. “I’m heading up to bed. Have a good night.”

      “You too, Mr. Windsor.”

      God, her voice is so sweet. She’s like a siren, singing a song that only I can hear. I get to the swinging door and turn around, giving her one last look, trying to talk myself into asking her to come up to my room. She looks at me with her big blue eyes. Her pouty lips part and her full chest rises.

      I open my mouth, about to say to hell with it, but I snap it shut and leave the room before I can change my mind. The whole way up the stairs, I’m fighting with myself. Just ask her to come up. But if I do that, I’ll end up looking for another manager by next week.

      Quinn was hired by my mother when I mentioned needing some assistance around the house. I refused to tell her why I let the last one go, but it was because I got trashed and invited her to my room. After a week of trying to get her to understand that it was just a bodily need and poor decision made under the influence of alcohol she still insisted we were ‘meant to be.’ So, I had to fire her. She would get all pissy when I’d bring other girls home. I even found her naked in my bed one night. I like women and the comfort they bring, but I also like having my own life and space. I don’t want someone else’s life intertwined with mine.

      I let myself into my room and walk straight through to the bathroom. Turning on the hot water, I strip down to nothing and step beneath the flow. The heat eases the sore muscles in my back, and it calms all the thoughts inside of me. I’m no longer thinking about women, drinking, or sex. Finally, my head is quiet, and I can relax.

      I hit the button that turns the shower into a steam room, and I have a seat on the bench while drinking my beer. I lay my head back against the wall and close my eyes. At first, there’s nothing but darkness that I see, but then, out of nowhere, the girl from the gym pops into my mind. All I can think about is her body, how it felt against my palms. She’s tall and thin with slight curves in all the right places. Her lips are full and pouty, her eyes a brilliant blue, and her hair is so dark brown, it’s almost black. She’s different than the girls I usually go after. She isn’t sexy in an overt, obvious way and she hasn’t tanned her skin to the point of it looking and feeling like leather. She’s pale and soft. I bet she used to be goth in her younger years. I’ve never met a girl with skin that fair and hair that dark that didn’t go through a goth phase in her youth.

      My lips curl up at the corners while thinking about her accepting my invitation for a private lesson. I want my hands back on that body of hers. I want to be able to taste the sweat that drips onto those plump lips from working her so hard. My ears fill with the sounds of her grunts and whimpers that she let out as she punched the bag. My dick twitches when I think about being the one that makes her make those sounds.

      I wish I would’ve caught her name. Or asked her out for a drink. But, like I said before, she’s probably too shy to let loose with me. Then again, I like the chase, the waiting…the anticipation.

      I’m sure she’s the relationship type. She’s gorgeous, but she’s not easy. Usually, it’s only the easy girls that take me up on my offer the first time it’s given. I know one thing for sure: I’ll be back at the gym every night until she shows up again.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I wake in the morning and dress for work. I step back and look myself over in the mirror. My new haircut with this suit doesn’t look right. Usually, I keep my hair a bit longer, so I can style it. It really pulls the power suit thing together. But every year, around the time that I start training for the championship, I shave it off.

      My work persona is a totally different me; it’s the fake bullshit I put on to please my family. I’m not just some rich prick that sits in an office all day. I’m driven by danger and adrenaline. I need my heart pumping at full power to feel alive. And sitting behind a desk doesn’t do that for me. However, if I didn’t keep this part of my life, I’m sure I’d be disowned by my father. To him, a real man doesn’t run around fighting. A real man sits behind his desk and gives orders, making others do his dirty work while he sits back and collects his money. My father hasn’t seen the real me since I agreed to take over this company a little over a year ago. He doesn’t know that I still box. He doesn’t know that I race, or skydive, or anything but work for that matter.

      I adjust my black tie and grab my briefcase. Heading down the stairs, I bump into Quinn again. She has her uniform unbuttoned a little more today. Maybe she picked up on my inner turmoil from last night regarding her. Either way, I’m a different me today. When I put on this suit, I’m not the man who has testosterone pumping through his veins from a good fight. This suit means I’m respected and feared and won’t be controlled by my dick. It also means I’m a fake asshole. I’m getting sick of this game of pretend.

      “Good morning, Mr. Windsor. Breakfast is ready for you in the dining room.” She reaches out and takes my briefcase like every other morning.

      I skip the pleasantries, offering only a small smile, and turn down the hall. Walking into the dining room and taking a seat at the table. I pick up my paper and read over it while she gets to work on pouring my coffee and making my plate.

      “Is there anything else I can get for you?” she asks sweetly.

      “No. Thank you,” I clip out, picking up my coffee and taking a sip. The sweet mixture helps to ease the stress away—the stress that I put on with this suit.

      She bows her head before leaving the room, leaving me in peace, just as I like it. I can’t help but feel like I’m not the only one faking it. Quinn’s sweetness seems a bit too much at times, like she’s up to something.

      As I read over the paper, I eat my eggs and bacon and drink my coffee. I glance at my watch to see that it’s going on seven-thirty. I finish up and stand, heading for the door. She’s already there waiting, holding my briefcase out for me to take. I’ve never asked her to pretend to be a fifties housewife and wait on me hand and foot. In fact, I’ve insisted she shouldn’t, but it doesn’t seem to get through to her.

      “Thank you, Quinn.” I take it from her, letting myself into the garage to get behind the wheel of my car.

      When I get to the office, I take my private elevator directly to the top floor. I step off, and my secretary, Sarah, is already holding my door open with a cup of coffee in hand. “Good morning, sir.”

      I take the coffee and walk in with her following along behind me to read me my messages.

      “Your sister called. She didn’t say why she was calling but did request for you to call her back.”

      “Probably needs more money,” I reply, shrugging out of my jacket and sitting down.

      “Also, Callan called and said that he would be late for your golf game this morning. He had a late night and missed his flight home from Rio.”

      “Actually, can you call him back and cancel? I’m not in the mood to swing clubs today.”

      She nods. “Absolutely. Let me know if you need anything else.”

      “Sarah, I need last week’s data reports.”

      “Of course.”  She walks out without another word.

      Figuring I better call my sister back before she calls again, I pick up the phone.

      “Hello?” she answers.

      “Well, you’re up early for an art student,” I joke.

      “Shut up. I’m not a student anymore. I graduated, remember?”

      I laugh. “Did you though? Graduating means you don’t have to be broke anymore, and you start making money. Are you doing that?”

      “I have no idea why you’re the favorite. You’re such a dick.”

      “Probably because I have a job and don’t keep asking Mom and Dad for money.”

      “I have a job!” she argues.

      “Okay, what is it that you need?” I ask, waiting for the answer I already know is coming.

      She lets out a long breath. “You’re not going to make me say it, are you?”

      “No fun in letting you weasel out of it,” I say, smile stretching across my face.

      “I need money, Bennet. My rent is due, and I can’t swing it this month.”

      “That’s what I thought.” I laugh, and that causes her to breathe heavy into the phone. “I’ll have Sarah send it to you by this afternoon.”

      “Thank you,” she whispers, and I can hear the way her heart is breaking from having to say those words yet again.

      “There’s nothing wrong with saving your passion for your hobby, Val. I’m doing it.”

      “I’m not a sell-out, Bennet.” Without another word, she hangs up the phone.

      Is that what I am? Does she think I’m a sell out because I accepted Dad’s offer to run his company? I’m making more than enough money to survive, and I still box and race. I don’t think too long on the topic because I don’t want to accept the truth that I am a fucking sellout.

      Sarah walks back into the room. “Sir, the data reports are not ready. Brian has been out with the flu.”

      I let out a sigh and rub my eyes. “In this whole building, there’s no one else that can write up a report? Find someone!” I yell, getting aggravated.

      She nods, her gray hair falling into her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

      She leaves the room as quickly as she appeared.

      It’s only after I’ve scared her off that I realize that I forgot to ask her to send my sister money. Instead of going out there or calling her back in here, I type out a quick private message and send it directly to her computer.

      After everything is set up, I move on to my messages, calling people back, reading and replying to emails, and generally kissing ass. I go over my schedule for the day and prepare for meetings. When I look up at the time, I see it’s almost noon, and I still haven’t gotten those data reports. I let out a deep breath and push the button that calls Sarah into my office.

      “Yes, sir?” she asks, walking in.

      “Reports?” I ask, sounding bored and tired of asking for them.

      She nods in a hurry. “Yes, we finally found someone. A girl that’s been waiting for the position to open up. She’s working on them now and will have them up soon. Why don’t you go have an early lunch, and I’ll send her in as soon as you’re back.”

      I nod, not trying to take my anger out on her. I know it’s not her fault. “Okay, that’s what I’ll do. I’ll be back in an hour. I have to present them to the board, Sarah; this isn’t just a friendly request.”

      She smiles, I’m sure in her head she’s telling me to eat shit and die, but instead she responds cheerfully, “Message received, Mr. Windsor. I promise to get them to you before close of business.”

      I leave the office the same way I came in, then walk through the garage to my car. The cloudy day has now turned to one of rain, so I quickly put the top up before leaving. Pulling up to my favorite restaurant, I greet Paolo, the owner. I’m in here often enough I have my own table, always ready for me. One of the perks of being a rich prick I suppose. “Ahh, Mr. Windsor! Greg, please,” he says toward the bartender snapping his fingers. It’s hardly a minute before an old fashioned is set down in front of me.

      I pick up the glass and cheers to the Paolo and Greg. I tip it back and let the cool liquid spill into my mouth. It doesn’t take long before a salmon steak is placed in front of me with an undressed salad. I like to keep it clean and lean while I’m training…apart from my occasional cocktail. I eat alone while reading over work documents on my phone. I finish off my drink and drop two hundred bucks on the table. I didn’t ask for the wealth I have, but if I’m going to be a sellout, I might as well share it. I give a nod the staff and make my way back to the office, praying those damn reports are finished.

      Walking back past Sarah, she opens the door and steps inside.

      “I will call in Madeline, sir.”

      “Thank you.” I shrug out of my jacket and sit behind my desk. The moment I turn for my computer, the doors are opening.

      I look up and find the girl from the gym walking toward me with a file in hand.
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