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Chapter One


 


Mandy Sloane was all of the
things that Ethan Tyler knew was wrong for him. It wasn’t just the
sweet freshness of her easy smile and glowing green eyes. It wasn’t
even the gentle slope of her incredibly sexy curves, which were
highlighted by a voluptuous frame, quite
the opposite from the body type he was normally attracted
to. There was no doubt about it - Mandy was
sinfully beautiful and smart…but she could never be his. Which was
unusual, seeing as Ethan Tyler could have pretty much any woman he
wanted.

Twenty-five years old and
at the height of his career as lead guitarist for the wildly
successful rock band, The Strum, his face was splashed across every
major endorsement and ad campaign imaginable. Ethan was the kind of
man that could melt a woman’s heart with just one look, causing
chaos and pandemonium wherever he went. Teen girls and cougars
alike would stand hours in line for just a quick glance of him, and
should he come too close, an ambulance on stand-by would rush to
the rescue should a woman faint from a quick touch of his hand.
Wild and free, reckless and hungry, always
hungry for more, Ethan was hell bent on
being the best in the business and having everything that life had
to offer. Most who knew him would describe him as a rock warrior
who had a thirst that could never be quenched and a desire that was
never sated, and yet one look at Mandy and Ethan had seen his
nemesis in her emerald green eyes.

A girl like her could be kryptonite to a
lone wolf like Ethan, and he knew it. Dangerous was undercutting
it. The attraction he felt for her was outright lethal.

Ethan had first met Mandy
in the most unexpected of ways. His PR team was convinced that he
needed a fashion stylist to replace the last one they had fired
because the band refused to accept her advice. The management team
now felt that it was time for an update, with a focus on
transforming Ethan from a rough and rugged bad boy to a more
refined, classic rock star. He made no apologies for his love of
comfortable jeans and worn out t-shirts. It didn’t matter to him
how successful or wealthy he had become, he still preferred to just
be himself. But as down to earth as he was, there was one
department in which he had very specific taste: women. In the wake of his tremendous
success, he left a trail of heartbroken groupies, heiresses, and
A-lister exes who all thought that they had dug their claws into
the gorgeous rocker only to discover that he wanted no more than a
night or two of passion before moving on.

And then he had to come
face to face with Mandy and everything changed.

Not at an after-show party with his
multitude of rocker pals and fans, not backstage smuggled through
by one of his handlers, and certainly not through any of his
well-meaning family members trying to hook him up with someone
‘decent’ from his old neighborhood.

No - Mandy wasn’t like anyone he had ever
met before. Driven, professional, hungry for success, she was
willing to work hard to make it to the top of her industry in
design. Through strong recommendations, she was able to land an
internship with celebrity stylist Jessica Charles, who handled the
style of countless rock stars. Including Ethan.

Jessica was the most expensive, most sought
after name in the fashion business and Ethan had been rather
surprised to find a fresh-faced and seemingly untouched beauty like
Mandy working so closely with the catty-eyed Jessica Charles, who
had a penchant for boy-toys, and sometimes, doe-eyed cover
girls.

Ethan had walked into the spacious,
artistically designed offices of Jessica Charles and while the
painfully thin woman had grabbed his hand in a hard grip, Ethan’s
eyes had shifted to just beyond the woman’s shoulder to the other
person who stood in the distance, her beautiful round face with a
gorgeous, shy smile that instantly caught his attention.

She wore little or no make-up and had the
most beautiful chestnut hair tumbling around her girlish face,
framing her elegance. Ethan had first thought she had to be no more
than twenty, but then he took in her very womanly curves and
shapely mounds beneath her stylishly stark skirt-suit and heels and
pegged her as a few years older. She intrigued him, and Ethan made
no attempt to hide it.

Noticing his locked gaze on the girl who
blushed and stiffened behind her, Jessica Charles turned and
beckoned the girl closer.

“Ethan darling, meet Mandy
Sloane, my new intern. Isn’t she just so lovely? I took her on as a
favor to her father who had business deals in the past with my
ex-husband. But it’s not all about me being nepotistic. Mandy is
such a talented sweetheart, aren’t you?”

Ethan smirked as Mandy’s blush deepened even
as she raised her chin and stepped forward. At least now he knew
why Mandy was working for Jessica, who hardly took on interns
except the most promising young talents. Even then, they had to
wait months before getting the chance to work closely with the
popular fashion stylist.

“Hello, Mr. Tyler. Such an
honor to meet you.”

Even her voice had character. Her skin was
the smoothest and clearest he’d ever seen. She had lusciously pink
lips and a cute, pert nose while her chin had just the slightest
dent in the center.

And her
perfume. Fuck. Not that perfume, thought
Ethan as her soft, feminine hand slipped confidently into his. He
grasped it firmly, turned it palm up, and lifted her wrist to his
nose.

She froze in place, but he ignored the look
of disbelief that swirled in her smoky green eyes as he inhaled
deeply.

“Heaven Scent
by Lingo,” he growled deeply, closing his eyes as
the smell took him back in time, through the ages to the misspent
years of his early youth.

He looked up at last and could see Mandy’s
shocked smile. “Yes. How did you know?”

“My adoptive mother wore
that perfume. And only that, always,” he said, and suddenly dropped
her hand.

“I didn’t know you were
adopted,” Jessica spoke up, as if to break the spell as she cut in
to stand between them.

“Well, now you do,” Ethan
said drily, turning to Jessica. Her gaunt cheekbones were tinged
heavily with rouge, making her look like someone ready to take the
stage at some opulent opera. Ethan sighed inwardly. Despite what
anyone might think about her appearance, Jessica had worked with
all the biggest names in music, film, and sports. Even business
magnates came to her to fix their fashion image. She’d once
famously turned down the chance to work with Donald Trump and had
even had the opportunity to give fashion advice to the First Lady.
So Ethan wiped any thoughts of long-suffering from his mind. He
liked clothes, fashion, and jewelry. So he was going to find a way
to enjoy this upcoming ordeal, especially now that he had such a
juicy temptation within reach.

And being who he was, he made a point of
spelling it out to Jessica. “You should know better than to have
such a tempting treat so close to hand. She will be working with
you on my latest makeover?”

Even though he wasn’t looking at Mandy, he
could tell she was blushing again. He smirked to himself. She was
such an easy target. Jessica waved her hand in the air and laughed
with deep humor.

“And there I was thinking
she wasn’t your type. Hands off, Ethan. Her father entrusted me
with her welfare so don’t go getting any ideas.”

Ethan could only laugh.

 


* * *

 


Mandy had never known she had such a
propensity for blushing. All this man had to do was look her way
and she was all tied up in knots, going hot in the face, neck…and
secret places she’d never known could feel that much warmth.

Mandy had always wondered about the strange
allure of rock stars. What made them so irresistible to women?
She’d never been that impressed. Sure, with all that money and fame
came power, and women were drawn to powerful men. Men who could
control crowds of adoring fans and who had the world at their feet.
Men whose money could buy them whatever they so much as wished for.
When she’d found out she was about to meet the notorious Ethan
Tyler, she’d been so sure she’d be immune to him. She didn’t even
like hardcore rock.

But forget his music. Ethan
Tyler was a god.

In looks, at least.
Those mesmerizing blue eyes. That face. God, that
face. A cross between sinfully handsome and
boyishly gorgeous, he had a forehead and jawline that seemed like
it was carved from the Nordic fairy tales of old. Lips full and
curvy that had no business being owned by a man -
so unfair was Mandy’s
longing thought. And boy was he tall; well above six feet and lithe
as a swimmer, with those lean hips that seemed to make a pair of
snug black jeans look like they should be outlawed for being too
sexy. Goodness. His hair; she couldn’t forget his hair. Shamelessly
wavy and long, the almost white-blond tresses fell back on either
side of his broad shoulders, barely masking the tattoos spanning
the whole length of his throat, the tribal ink designs disappearing
into his ripped-neck black tee.

Sex. On legs. And Mandy hadn’t even
understood what that had meant till he walked in.

She marveled that her palms weren’t all
sweaty when he took her hand in his. And then when he gripped her
wrist and lifted it to his nose, she’d felt the jarring sensation
of lust shoot right up her arm to tingle at her nerve endings. How
a man could exude such sensual appeal from just a light touch had
Mandy’s head reeling. Her chemical reaction to Ethan Tyler’s
presence, looks, and touch told her she may not be as ready for a
life in showbiz as she’d imagined.

Mandy had always been interested in glamor,
but her history wasn’t exactly a poster for anything remotely
glitzy.

Her father was a big-shot financial guru who
handled investment accounts for the high and mighty in the
corporate world. His work with hedge funds ensured he gained a bank
balance that wouldn’t run dry in a few lifetimes to come.

Mandy could remember growing up in a
sheltered household with her siblings surrounded by the love and
attention of her stay-at-home mother, whose idea of a treat was to
cook for a house full of guests. Her mother, Georgia, was a
beautiful, petite brunette who’d enjoyed the status of having a
millionaire husband without letting it shape her into anything
pretentious or over-entitled. And she instilled that sensible
nature in her three daughters.

Mandy was the eldest and she’d always prided
herself in being the least impulsive, reckless, or unpredictable in
the family. Ever since she’d been creating new hand-made outfits
for her dolls as a child, she’d known what she wanted to do. She’d
studied all the right courses, stuck to her dream, and waited for
the opportunity to shine in her chosen career.

She’d been touched and thankful when her
father, Kirk, told her he’d fixed an internship with Jessica
Charles, who’d been married to one of her father’s business
clients. Mandy had felt like she was living in a dream the first
time she’d walked into this very office on her first day.

“I’ve seen your portfolio,”
Jessica had said in the way of a greeting as Mandy had sat in a
chair in the all-white, minimalist designed office. “You’ve got
talent. Most importantly, you have potential. I can tell. So even
if this is just a favor to a friend, if you step out of line just
once, you’re out. Do you understand?”

Mandy had stared unwaveringly into Jessica’s
kohl eyes. “Yes, Ms. Charles.”

“Jessica. Just Jessica,”
the woman had snapped, then flashed a slanted grin. “Call me Ms.
Anything again and I’ll fucking kick you out on your ass
myself.”

Every day as an intern to the topmost
fashion stylist in L.A. had brought its share of sweat, tears, and
other challenges. There was so much to learn and yet more to give
back. Jessica believed firmly in making sure you did your share.
She wanted to hear your ideas; she was always interested to see if
you could bring it. Whether it was for some new-kid-on-the-block
rap star or the latest Hollywood leading male, Jessica saw to it
that Mandy had a feel of what it took to make your impact, no
matter how little.

So far everything had been one rollercoaster
ride of delights, of learning something new and meeting one more
mega celebrity. And yet so far Mandy had never given herself the
chance to feel star-struck or overly awed by anyone.

But then here was Ethan
Tyler, unlike any man she’d ever met, celebrity or not. The way
he looked at her
was enough to twist her insides into delicious knots. He was a
couple of years older but there was much of the worldly-wise aura
about him. He had ‘danger’ written in caps lock all over his
hard-planed, lean-hipped body. Mandy knew about his reputation with
women, which was no surprise. After all, he was a rock star -
young, rich, and famous. Not to mention sexy as the devil. His
careless good looks appealed in ways Mandy wouldn’t have imagined
because she’d never have thought of dating a man like Ethan in the
first place. Until now.

Although there was just one problem – Mandy
already had a boyfriend and she was no cheater. Her own boyfriend
was very much like her father; a business-savvy financial exec that
was as success-driven and practical as Mandy was. His name was
Marcus Quay and he was one solid factor in her life that Mandy felt
grateful for. He was dependable, good looking, and charming. And
now their one-year relationship was going strong even if he was a
good seven years older than she was. At thirty, dark haired and
sleek-bodied in his designer suits, Marcus was Mandy’s idea of what
a boyfriend should be: mature and reliable, always there to give
the needed reality check if things got too surreal.

Well, surreal and dreamlike were the
sensations Mandy felt when she looked at Ethan. He brought in
energy and an awareness that paled everything around him. Even
Jessica’s outlandish personality took backstage to Ethan’s.

He had the looks, no doubt
about that. And he had the personality – loads of it. The room felt
like it thrummed with his masculine life force. Now, in person, Mandy began to
understand why around the country and even the world,
right-thinking women turned into horny tigresses for Ethan Tyler.
Mandy was uncomfortable just thinking about how attracted she was
to him and she knew, if she wasn’t careful, that it could easily
get out of hand and spiral out of control.

But she wouldn’t do that to Marcus. She just
couldn’t. Not when he had been there for her, first as a friend and
then as a lover, when she needed him most.

Still, despite herself, she couldn’t stop
watching the way he moved, catching her breath at the sound of his
deep voice rumbling as he flicked through the personal wardrobe
portfolio she had created for him.

Mandy found herself staring at his hands.
She’d never seen hands like his, and she wasn’t even thinking about
the gleaming blue-black nail polish coating his fingernails. He had
beautiful, tanned hands, which managed to look finely structured
yet very adept all at the same time. Like the hands you’d see on a
gifted surgeon, sculptor, fine artist, or yes, guitarist. Every
finger was formed with almost delicate symmetry while maintaining a
manly edge. Mandy felt the strangest stirrings in her body just
thinking of those guitar-strumming fingers playing over her naked
flesh. Images of being sexually pleasured by a man like Ethan was
enough to get Mandy’s spine tingling as a single line of cold sweat
slid down her skin beneath her clothes.

Ethan suddenly looked up from the pages of
the folder and held her fixated gaze.

A small smile tilted his
lips when he caught her staring at him. Mandy felt her neck redden
as she wondered if he could guess her thoughts or read her mind.
Mandy knew she’d just die if Ethan knew she thought of him in ways
she’d never thought of another man, even her boyfriend Marcus. She
felt guilty and ashamed just having these strange, salacious
urges. What the hell was her
problem?

Jessica was chattering on and on about
giving Ethan a whole new image and ‘refreshing’ his look so that he
appealed to both older and younger fans. Something about building
more interest in him as a standalone brand, much like Jaime, the
band’s lead vocalist, was achieving with his new edgy and dark
style. Jaime had always stood out for his mystery while Ethan had
always been the brash, bold, and loud lead guitarist everyone loved
to watch go wild on stage with his customized, flashy guitars.

With just a look, Ethan could make the most
timid of fans scream out their desire any time his live solo riffs
played out during the bridge of any of The Strum’s songs.

Mandy forced herself to look away, breaking
contact with Ethan’s penetrating gaze, and she tried hard to focus
on Jessica’s comments as the older woman walked Ethan through her
suggestions for the revamp of his image.

Mandy had nothing but respect for Jessica’s
vast knowledge of the industry and for the way she went out of her
way to really understand a client’s passions - their lifestyle,
personality, physical, and career elements - so that their new
style was genuine and real. In fact, Jessica’s reputation in the
industry was unparalleled and she had already attracted a lot of
media attention from men’s magazines, talk shows, and national
dailies. Working with her as closely as Mandy was about to was
incredibly exciting, and she didn’t want to do anything to
jeopardize the opportunity that she’d been given.

Especially being able to play a part in
transforming Ethan…

Every up and coming fashion stylist knew
that the best way to break into the game wasn’t just through
getting the fashion degree or having some retail experience – both
of which Mandy had. It also took starting at the bottom by working
as an assistant to an established image consultant. Mandy was
looking forward to gaining all that on-the-job training with
Jessica in order to learn how to work with clients and also how to
run her own consulting business when the time came.

For a twenty-three year old, Mandy knew she
was ambitious, driven, and sometimes even single-minded. Failure
was not an option - something she’d learned from her father and a
trait that her boyfriend Marcus encouraged, being as goal-oriented
as she was.

The only problem with being so focused with
her career meant that Mandy had very little experience with the
opposite sex. Marcus was her first real boyfriend and Mandy
couldn’t deny herself the truth… she’d never really known true
passion or romance.

What love and respect she felt for Marcus
didn’t carry the kind of sexual passion that she’d heard her
friends speak of. She was attracted to Marcus, sure, especially
given their history, but when it came to raw, animalistic hunger –
the need to be taken, or to take from a man for her own desperate
pleasure, she had only books and movies as inspiration.

Now Mandy couldn’t help wondering if she’d
ever get the chance to really understand or experience what it
meant to know the depth of carnality a man and woman could feel
when they were so passionately drawn together. Was she even ready
to explore beyond her boundaries?

Funny how meeting Ethan had brought all of
these wild ideas to the front of her mind. What did it all mean?
Why did her heart pound so alarmingly when their eyes met or when
he spoke to her? He was always asking for her opinion on colors and
styles and while Mandy tried to respond as coherently as possible,
she found herself struggling to drown out the fire that singed her
chest and spread to her lower regions when she lost herself in
those impossibly blue eyes.

The lifestyle of a sinner, and the face and
body of a saint.

Mandy only had to look at Ethan and her
fingers itched to do things to him – artistically, of course. She
had ideas of what could work for his hair, body shape, and persona.
Her creative juices had never been so alive.

She’d forced herself to disregard his
earlier flirting when he’d breathed in her perfume and commented
about her being a ‘temptation’. Mandy was convinced this was just
Ethan being in character. It was his modus operandi to toy with any
female that he encountered. It was the expected response for a
rocker, after all. Mandy could only be thankful that apart from the
insufferable blushing, she’d taken his initial risqué comments in
stride.

Suddenly, Jessica’s phone rang and she
excused herself for a minute to take the call in another room. Now
alone with Ethan, Mandy became even more acutely aware of his
masculine charisma, and she had to hide behind her coffee cup in
order to cover up the rose-colored flush of attraction that washed
over her face and neck.

Tap, tap, tap…

Ethan’s fingers were tapping on the table.
He was relaxed, casually sitting back in his chair. Running his
fingers through his hair, he let out a sigh.

“I wish Jessica would just
be upfront this time – literally. I know exactly what she intends.
She wants me to hack off my hair, lay off the liner and nail
polish, and become a pretty boy like Jaime. But that won’t work for
me – it ain’t my style.”

Mandy felt like smiling at the petulance
underneath his gruff tone. “I don’t think that’s her plan for you,”
she replied. “From what I know, she plans to go for a look that’s a
good combination of metal and street. We’re certainly not looking
to drastically change your look without considering your personal
style. I mean nothing too radical that would make your fans think
you were a sellout or whatever. You already have your unique style
and Jessica believes we just need to build on it and make it as up
to the minute as possible.”

Mandy realized that her spiel was the most
she’d spoken to Ethan since the meeting had begun and she had to
resist the urge to squirm with the way he’d watched her face all
through her comments.

His gaze seemed speculative
as he finally murmured, “So what’s yours? Your unique style, I
mean. For one thing, rock stars have to dress different from everyday
people – it’s a job requirement. But then you’re a budding fashion stylist so
you’re duty-bound to at least have a distinctive look. One that
communicates your style prowess through your fashion choices. If
you ask me, I’m thinking you’re going for girl-next-door, simple
yet quirky in the sense that you try to give the impression of not
trying too hard?”

Mandy felt stung. Was he trying to say she
looked boring or unsophisticated? He was right, of course, that as
a style consultant she definitely needed to cultivate a personal
image of her own. Which she had. Mandy was a firm believer in ‘less
is more’ and she was always down for the ‘stark’ look when it came
to her fashion choices. She loved cosmetics and getting dressed up,
but only for special occasions.

So Ethan’s evaluation of
her was unexpected and her first instinct was to bite back that she
wasn’t impressed all that much either by him either.

Remembering he was a client, Mandy sat up
straighter in her chair.

“Sorry if my style bothers
you or isn’t up to your standards, but I deal with very long days
at work and I really just want to be comfortable. Looking pretty is
not a priority for me. Taking care of clients like you, that’s what
really I care about.”

“I never said you weren’t
pretty,” Ethan replied with a smile, his tone mild. “But I get the
impression that you like to keep the attention away from yourself.
I apologize if I offended you, Mandy…really. That wasn’t my
intention at all. Your style’s great. In fact, if you really were
trying for the toned-down, plain look I’d say you rather failed. I
can’t be the only man who is curious to discover what’s beneath
that unembellished exterior.”

Mandy gulped, but her throat was dry at the
smokiness in his tone. Ethan Tyler had just told her she made him
curious. Curious about what, exactly? Getting her into bed? Getting
to know her better?

She grabbed her coffee cup and drank deeply,
almost coughing as the barely warm liquid slipped too fast down her
throat.

Ethan was smiling at her evident discomfort.
“At least you’ve stopped blushing.”

She felt a flash of heat swarm across her
cheeks and neck and shook her head.

“Or maybe not.” Ethan
chuckled.

She could only laugh.

“Flowers in her hair, she
breaks hearts by the dozen…Molten and fair, her kiss will keep you
frozen,” Ethan murmured, and when Mandy
stared at him blankly, he added, “From the song “Pieces of Jade”.
It’s our top ten single – has been for the past two months. You
remind me of the lyrics – which I co-wrote.”

“Oh,” Mandy murmured, not
sure what else to say.

“You don’t listen to our
work, do you?” Ethan asked suspiciously.

Uh oh, thought Mandy. “Um…not that one, no.”

“Do you know
any of our songs?” he
prodded, eyes narrowing.

Mandy chewed on her bottom
lip. She’d done tons of research on the band, checked out their
entire history and even all the latest news and updates on each and
every member. How much they were worth, who they were last seen
with, their scandals…but she’d never got down to actually listening
to anything they’d recorded or even seen any of their
performances. Shit.

She heaved a sigh of relief when Jessica
suddenly reappeared, apologizing profusely. Her boss set about
making plans for Ethan’s planned shopping trip for his all-new
wardrobe.

“You have to trust me,
Ethan. As your stylist, it’s my job to make you look the very best
that you can and that’s exactly what I am going to do. Your live
performances will sizzle because your outfits will increase your
presence and freedom of expression. That way, you’ll connect more
with your audience. I know you already have the confidence, but now
it’s about giving your fans what they want… that sexual appeal that
will crank up the volume of who you are in the music world. A born
rock star.”

“All that…and you hired an
intern who doesn’t know a thing about my music,” Ethan said calmly.
The room went still. Mandy’s stomach dropped as she felt Jessica’s
accusing gaze asking, what the fuck did
you tell him?

For once, Jessica looked uncomfortable.
“Ethan, I…”

“So here’s what we’re gonna
do. Your people can handle my whole new image. I’m all for it. But
I need to see more dedication. I need proof that Jessica Charles
has concepts on image, performance, and mindset that can benefit an
artist on any level. This job isn’t just about the clothes and the
image, right? It’s about people. Well, this is my suggestion -
Mandy comes along with me for the gig at the London music festival
that takes place in about two weeks. She’ll be my personal stylist
and tour wardrobe assistant for the duration of the gig. Call my
people and they’ll give you all the details you need.”

He rose to his feet, glancing at his watch.
“Looks like the one-hour consultation is up.” He faced Jessica, who
was on her feet too. “I trust you, Jessica. Everyone else in the
band’s been hounding me to get you guys on board. Make this
painless, okay? Starting with the Academy Awards event coming up in
a month. Let’s just do this.”

Ethan was already walking out the door with
Jessica following closely behind, assuring him every step of the
way. Mandy, on the other hand, was still frozen in her seat,
conscious only of the buzzing in her ears. When Jessica returned,
Mandy hadn’t even moved from her position.

“You’ll do it, of course,”
Jessica said factually. As if there was any question. “Remember
what I told you about fucking things up for me? I’ll not just kick
you out; I’ll make it so no self-respecting member of this industry
will touch you.” Jessica smiled thinly. “The Strum is the biggest
band on earth right now. Go listen to all their fucking records.
Next time you meet Ethan Tyler, you’d better sound like you love
every line and note they’ve ever created.”


 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


The next time she met Ethan Tyler, Mandy was
ready.

So his band had sold millions of records. So
Ethan was one of the most gifted bassists alive. So their music was
pretty good. They actually had some really good songs, as at least
two of their members – Jaime and Ethan - were also lyricists. Mandy
had downloaded as many of their hits as possible from as far back
as five years ago when they were just a support band working with
bigger names at the top live shows.

Today, few groups had the same impact or
loyal following as The Strum. Hiring Jessica Charles to revamp
Ethan’s image was her chance to work with the entire band, which
was a great opportunity for career advancement. Everyone would want
to become clients of the stylist for The Strum and in this town,
word always spread quickly.

“Ethan is giving you the
chance to understand who he really is as an artist, and in turn
create an image which reflects his genuine style,” Jessica told her
sagely before sending Mandy on her way to measure Ethan. “You’re
going to be my eyes and ears, so don’t mess this up. Whether you’re
taking him shopping at Versace or discussing whether he really
needs to wear those black leather boots to his next television
interview over coffee, remember you represent the voice of Jessica
Charles.”

It was hard to remember much of anything
when she was thinking about coming face to face with Ethan
again.

The drive down to his beachside mansion had
been a comfortable one, thanks to the stretch limo that had been
sent to pick her up from the office. She was armed with the tools
of her trade plus countless warnings from her harried boss. Jessica
was desperate to get Ethan on the client list, and for some reason
the woman believed it all hung on how well Mandy handled this
‘golden’ opportunity.

The magnificent three-story house was
stunning, the property cloaked with green trees and a vast soccer
field-sized lawn. She noticed lines of exotic cars on the side of
the building plus a wide array of state-of-the-art motorcycles just
beyond in an open-door garage. Blinking at the obvious display of
opulence, Mandy faced the front door, took a deep breath, and
pressed the bell.

When the heavy door swung open, Mandy stared
speechlessly up at Ethan.
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