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  Prologue




  Once I looked into the mirror and saw a young girl named Tyler. Now when I look into the mirror, I don’t know who I am. All I know is I died when I began to lie to others and to myself. It started as one lie here and one lie there and pretty soon I became someone else.




  It began on my eighteenth birthday. That day should have been the best day of my life. It started out that way of course. I woke to a beautiful summer day. Nothing out of the ordinary happened that morning, except I heard doves cry, and that was probably a warning sign. I said good bye to my parents and headed off to my high school graduation ceremony.




  This day would have been wonderful even if I wasn’t rich like my class mates, or popular, or beautiful. I had none of those qualities but one. I was the girl most likely to succeed if I had money and had the parentage. At my private school, I managed to pull off a 4.0, which wasn’t easy with the rumors and threats vaulted in my direction. All because I study and could pass subjects that anyone with a little extra effort could have done.




  The girls were jealous but they never gave me a second thought because I never attended their parties or glanced in the direction of their boyfriends. That was all they cared about. Grades were nothing. They could buy a grade if they had to, but a good looking rich boy, now that was a horse of a different color. These pretentious girls would have cut my hair, run me down with their Porsches and spread the most obscene gossip about me if I opened my mouth to mention their boyfriend’s names.




  Throughout my years at Capitol Institute for the gifted and talented, most of the girls in this private school were gifted and talented as long as they had a hard grasp on mommy and daddy’s wallets to guarantee they would remain that way.




  Girls like me who worked their asses off to escape the inevitable, never got a break unless they received good grades. At the time I didn’t understand the importance of youth and money, but I did understand the importance of an education.




  I stood before that crowd of she devils and gave my valedictorian speech. Eyes rolled, curses were mouthed as I tried to read my illustrious speech. The only one sat there and listened to me was Christina and my parents.




  Thanks to Chris my best friend, otherwise, my life would have been a living hell, and she was my only friend for four long years.




  I was poor in friends, and just plain poor. I couldn’t afford the money to pay for anything but an occasional pizza, and in the evenings when the cafeteria was closed, I hid away in the library and ate tuna sandwiches. I spent more energy worrying about whether someone would notice that my family was broke, it was a wonder I graduated, but graduate I did.




  My parents, George and Nora Burns were blue collar workers who happen to save a few dollars to pay for a home when the economy was doing ok. But my father loss his job and had been out of work for four years. In his sixties, and when the employment picture improved, no one wanted to hire him.




  When I broke the news to my parents that I had won a scholarship to a prestigious high school, instead of them jumping for joy, they put their heads down and prayed. That’s all they seem to do lately is pray for me, and play the lottery.




  The scholarship I received to attend this absurdly expensive school wasn’t worth the embarrassment I felt every minute of the day. But I was there and I had to adjust. I walked with my head bent and ear plugs on most times so as not to listen to the rich girls’ chatter. The whispers sounded like this, “What is she doing here?” and that I was clearly out of my element and out of my class. “Where did you buy that dress?” And a chorus of girls would chant, “Goodwill,” And the laughs would follow. They weren’t wrong. They were just cruel.




  I made it through the embarrassment of cheap clothing, bullying, and today I’m graduating. Although I can pick my choice of universities and colleges, I will go to a local college and get a job, where I can help my mother and father pay for their home. I’m by no means as honorable as I appear. I want to be selfish and uncaring and obnoxious and spoiled as the girls in my school are, trust me, I’ve had plenty of examples, but I just can’t afford to be a narcissist. It takes time and money and I have none.




  Nevertheless, I’m proud of myself for making it through the hardest years of my life. It wasn’t the teachers and the classes. That was easy. All I had to do was study. And study I did. I ate and slept with my books. If the girls didn’t speak well of me the teachers did.




  Whenever a teacher asked another teacher about me they would say, “Tyler Burns, yes, she’s the best student in this school and I’m proud to have her in my class.” But I overheard old Mr. Bankston my English teacher say, “I agree, but she’s too quiet,” he whispered. “You never know what she’s thinking, and I never know she’s in class until I ask a question, and then finally she comes alive.” Then he would end it with, “Too quiet, not assertive enough.” And he would shake his head and shuffle on to class. Mr. Bankston was snoozing most of the time, the other times he had his head planted in a sandwich, and he didn’t know who was in his class let alone me.




  I walked on stage and accepted my diploma as the valedictorian of my senior class and became invisible, wearing my cheap designer knockoff, under that expensive cap and gown.




  My life changed, I changed when I caught the eyes of Brandon Charles, the most handsome, riches, smartest, and soon to be married senior at Princeton University.




  




  Chapter 1




  “Are you ready Tyler?”




  “For what?” I said. I glanced up and my eyes focused on Christina’s bright childish gaze. I threw the last of my folded clothes into my luggage, zipped it up and pulled up the handle. Every piece of clothing I wore for four years fit into that soft baggage. I had just enough time to catch a ride with my parents or take the train if I wanted to socialize. My social circle consisted of one person Christina.




  “Why are you leaving for home? Don’t you realize what you have accomplished? Here use my phone and call your parents and tell them you’re staying with me tonight and you’ll be home tomorrow,” Chris said with a nod waiting for me to take the phone.




  “I don’t know. They’re outside waiting for me,” I said with the sophistication of a five year old. “Should I?” I could see my father’s beat up Ford truck from my dorm window.




  “Of course you should. When will you ever be eighteen again and get the chance to hobnob with the future Titans and leaders of the world?”




  “I don’t feel comfortable among rich arrogant ass holes.” A slight furrow of Chris’s brow made me understand that I had hurt her feelings. I said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean you.” And her mouth with a slight turn upward burst into a bright smile.




  I had known only once when she didn’t smile. It was when she got a D in Science and her parents threatened to confiscate her smartphone. They just threatened. A threat is only good if you carry it out. She was their only child and Chris was sweet and beautiful and no one could resist her childish grin.




  I tutored her and she raised the D to a B and we became best friends.




  Her smile was real and permanent on her face as if the world could never touch her and snatch away her dreams. Her small round face wore bright blue eyes and her hair was jet black and short framing her charming little face. I was sure she dyed her hair that color because she was a natural blond and wanted to be something she wasn’t. She wanted to be like me poor and unassuming and a brunet, but she wasn’t and that may have been one more reason she befriended me.




  Chris’s height, five feet five inches. One inch shorter than me. Her dress size around zero and mine a size 6. She was the perfect size for fairytales and living happily ever after. She was born into money, but by the way she dressed it wasn’t obvious. Her mother knew this famous up and coming designer in New York, and Chris would try out the clothes and give him feedback. It wasn’t just the clothes, she lived in the most expensive area in New Jersey, had a loft in Manhattan, and she drove a red Porsche Carrera.




  It wasn’t just the cars that she drove, it was the respect that the rich girls at school poured on her. One day she took pity on me and tried offering me some of her clothes. I was stupid and proud then and refused. Her feelings were hurt, but she understood me and I knew she wasn’t like those snotty, snooty, girls who made my life miserable.




  I called my parents at Chris’s insistence. I trusted her. “Mom and dad, I’m going to stay over at Christina’s.”




  “We’re happy that you’re getting out and meeting people,” my mother said without a question.




  I added, “I’ll be home early tomorrow. See you. I love you both.” My parents trusted me to do the right thing, and I had been a trustworthy person until I met that handsome college senior, Brandon Charles, with the electric smile that could burn a hole in a girl’s heart, body, and soul.




  ***




  We entered the gates of Chris’s parents’ estate and drove for ten minutes until we arrived in front of the mansion with its manicured hedges and an array of colorful blooming flowers. She parked at the front door and we hopped out of her Porsche. She opened the door with a buzzer. When I stepped into the foyer, I walked around with my head up and turning in a circle gazing at the ceiling and chandeliers. There were three large crystal ones positioned twenty feet apart.




  “Where are your parents?” I said looking around the enormous house with my eyes glued to the staircase that would make Gone with the Wind set designer envious. The staircase




  was wide and curved and the railings, dark polished wood.




  “They’re off on a Safari, in Atlantic City, Las Vegas gambling, take your pick, I’ll know if they’re back tomorrow,” Chris said watching my expression. “My room is upstairs but we can take the elevator.




  “You have an elevator?” I questioned with amazement.




  She pointed to the elevator to the right and we headed for it. She opened the door gazing at my expression with a small smile and we stepped in. She knew this was new and intriguing for me and she enjoyed sharing the experience.




  “I had one of the bedrooms downstairs but my parents came in late one night and caught a boy in my bed,” she said hunching her shoulders with the palms of her hands outstretched, glancing at me with her wide blue eyes, smiling, and wondering what’s the big deal. “I never know where they are, but you can bet the servants did. They never tell me anything. I tried to explain that Patrick was only a friend but they didn’t believe me. Imagine that, not believing me.” She turned to give her patent smile and the elevator door opened.




  “This is my room,” Chris said pointing to the door on the right of the elevator. When she opened the door to her room, I thought I would die. She had a large canopy bed and her room was the size of our home. It was decorated in pink and purple, with pictures of her as a child and a large collection of dolls and stuffed animals. She smiled. I knew that smile. Her walk in closet and bathroom could house another small home.




  “You have two bathrooms?” I said in disbelief.




  “No. One is a shower and one has a tub for lying around and contemplating my life.” Another gleaming smile. She closed the door and opened her closet.




  “My God you will never be able to wear those clothes in a lifetime,” I said walking into the house size closet, standing with my mouth ajar.




  “That’s why you will have to take some of these things off my hand. I don’t know what to do with them,” she said throwing piles of dresses on the bed.




  “I can’t take your clothes.”




  “They’re not my clothes. They are a size six and I’m now a zero.” Her gaze swung back to me. “I have never worn them and they mean nothing to me. On the other hand if you wear these tonight,” she said taking a pair of designer jeans off a hanger, which had a price tag of one thousand dollars and a white shirt equally in price. She shoved them in front of me. “See how great you look. All you need is some clothes to bring out your beautiful face and hazel eyes, they are hazel? She said leaning in to make sure.




  “I wish I had hair like yours,” she said smiling. “It’s so long and thick. What is that color?” Chris queried raking her hand through my hair.




  “Chestnut brown. Where are we going? I don’t need to walk around with clothes that expensive in Trenton. People will laugh at me. ” I was begging her to let me be myself.




  “We’re going to a frat party to celebrate their graduation into the world of Business and Finance. You have just graduated from a school most girls would pay a ransom to be a part of. You’ve been accepted into Yale, Harvard, and who knows where and all you want to do is go back to Trenton. There is no going back, Tyler. You made that decision when you accepted that scholarship and got those grades. Your life will be forever changed.” My eyes widened. It was too much for me to understand let alone appreciate.




  “Tyler Burns, that girl from Trenton, New Jersey, is officially dead.” I think it was then that I knew I had died, or was it the moment Brandon Charles stepped into my life.




  “That’s not exactly what I meant,” I said to her with an uneasy smile.




  “I know what you meant. I’m saying that you need to dress like this for once in your life to attract the men you are going to marry. Other than that, what’s the purpose of going to a Prep school like ours?”




  “Maybe to get a good education,” I added.




  “What good is a good education if you can’t use it to marry a rich man?”




  “I will be able to use it,” I protested. “I want to be in love with a man if I marry him and I don’t care if he is making just enough to get by as long as we’re in love.” She looked at me with suspicion and disbelief. Her mouth swung wide open. She somehow thought that I didn’t believe what I was saying. Chris had been born into a world of excess and she knew the rules. I didn’t. Her parents were part of that system that invented the rules.




  I gave in and agreed with her, and she smiled with satisfaction that I saw it her way. She handed me a pair of tight designer jeans and my compromise was a less expensive white shirt. We dressed and I picked up my purse and looped it over my shoulder.




  “There is no way I’m letting you out of my house with thousand dollar clothes and shoes and a two dollar purse.” Before I could protest and hold on to the straps of my comfort bag, she reached and tore it off, with the straps falling apart in her hands. She looked at me and shook her head. Then she ran to her mother’s room and brought back a five thousand dollar Vuitton bag.




  “I can’t…”




  “Yes you can. My mother has so many of these she won’t miss it. Besides she’s into more expensive bags.”




  “What could be more expensive than this?” I mumbled and Chris heard me.




  “Trust me, you don’t want to know. That’s for later, when you have married your Prince Charming, the one with money to burn.”




  “And what about you?” I asked after we entered the car. She hit a button and off we went.




  “I don’t have to worry about marrying for money. I have mommy’s and daddy’s money. I can marry for love. You on the other hand, should marry for money.” And she hit a curve that threw me to the side. When I righted myself, I shot her a worried glance.




  




  Chapter 2




  Chris’s life was one I didn’t understand and felt unprepared to enter. But I embraced it. I dressed in jeans that would have paid a month’s wages to my father. And the blouse and shoes cost a small fortune but I wore them as if I were born into them. Her expensive gray Porsche and driving skills finally got us to a beautiful three story brick house with a well-manicured yard and a sign in the front: Frat House: Alpha, Gamma, Beware




  We arrived at dusk to a large mansion with lights on in every floor but one. I noticed the blackout on the fourth floor. “What’s on that floor?” I pointed so Chris would not miss my point.




  “Don’t ask? But whatever you do, don’t go there.”




  I nodded my head in agreement. As soon as we stopped, a valet opened my door and I stepped on to the driveway. “Come on Tyler, don’t be frightened.”




  “I’m not afraid of anyone after what I endured at that school.” I tottered a bit. “These shoes are too high,” I protested.




  Catching my breath and feigning confidence, I strutted along with Chris. One of the frat brothers standing on the outside opened the door and looked me up and down and said, “Nice.” I think she’s a ten. We’ll reserve her for Brandon.”




  “Did you hear what he said,” I tugged at Chris’s blouse.




  “Don’t pay any attention to him, he’s only a freshman.”




  I stood with Chris until someone directed us into the main room where most of the girls in our senior class were sitting, dancing, and drinking. Their eyes converged on me as we entered. I read hate, envy, and hurt. They wished they could hurt me physically. I know that’s an emotion that’s hard to read but I could imagine what they were thinking of doing to me. Perhaps cut my hair and beat me to a pulp. I wanted to run. I thought I would have a new start but it appears I was back at school with the same mean girls gazing in my direction, and this time with their mouths wide as if they were wolves getting ready to devoir a harmless little rabbit. I could imagine how I looked to those predators.




  “They can’t believe it is the little brown mouse looking hot in those designer clothes,” Chris said looking at me. “What?” Chris said locking eyes with them. “I know what they’re thinking. See, I told you they would be stunned and mortified,” she continued reaching for my hand and pulling me out of the line of fire, as I stood like a deer caught in the crosshairs of a hunter’s gun.




  “By the expressions on their faces they are more than stunned. They look like they could stone me given half the chance,” I mumbled to Chris, as I took small careful steps along with her.




  “I must say they are capable of more than that,” she said to me. I shot her a worried glance. “You can handle them,” Chris added.




  “Don’t be so sure,” I said standing like a statue and sweating like a wallflower at the prom.




  The crowd of girls whom I had much disdain for stopped what they were doing and circled me and Chris. And one murmured, “Well I see you brought your protégé along.” It was Allison the leader of the pack of she-wolves who spent her days at the school trying to drive me insane. I wondered what they would think up next to make my night out a living hell.




  Chris shot a glance to Allison. Allison’s tactics had no bounds. From cutting girls’ hair to arranging hookers to sleep with her friends’ boyfriends. She stopped at nothing. But for some reason there was a deference to Chris.




  “Look Allison,” Chris said, her wide eyes now narrow. “We are going to have a good night and you are going to take your fake boobs, hair extensions, bad nose job, false teeth, and loose cunt and leave us alone.” She paused and looked Allison in the eyes. “If that is too much to ask for, then I will have to call my father. And you know what that will mean.”




  Chris’s head shifted to the side and then she turned her back and twirled me around. The circle magically opened up and we went on our way into another room with another group of girls of a different socioeconomic level. This room appeared reserved for the blonds and we were the only two who were not. For some reason Chris was welcomed everywhere.




  These girls I had never seen at the school and they appeared to be a bit older than Chris and I. She walked around the room and introduced me. And although they didn’t care for me they never showed their dislike. These girls looked through me and away from me. They wore smiles as if nothing threatened them. They were in their own worlds of excess and beauty.




  “Hi Chris. Glad you could come. I didn’t know you were bringing someone with you?” I turned to the smooth musical voice. He spoke in a soft melodious tone with perfect English. It was the sound that most Americans thought was English and Englishmen knew better. I turned to look into a handsome face and gaze on a devilish smile. It was a face I could spend my life just watching and adoring.




  It was a face I wanted to see on my first born male child. It was a face I wanted to wake up to every morning of my life.




  I met his gaze. The arousal and excitement flowed through my body like torrential rain on a summer day.




  Scanning his bluish green eyes, his mouth slightly turned up, he burst into a full smile with impossible straight teeth, which had never been abused by coffee or tea. My eyes washed over his body and my mind screamed—hot. He stood staring in a casual beige pullover with some kind of rich man’s design on the pocket. An expensive belt held up his dark brown slacks which caressed and molded his lean athletic hips.




  He tilted his gorgeous head filled with dark brown hair to the side, and raised an eyebrow and said, “What is your name?” he said it so quiet and self-assured that my breath ceased. He exuded sex in his voice, and his words although ordinary, were voiced in an obscene way. I knew from one look in his eyes, he could see the pent up sexual frustration running rampant throughout my body. He was a sexual predator in heat.




  And I was his prey.




  In those few seconds, I fixed my stare on his lips when he asked my name. I began to imagine him kissing my neck, kissing my breasts, and kissing where I needed him the most. My face flushed when I realized that he wanted to know me. My cheeks turned an unusual red and I felt my lips swelling and responding to the erotic nature of his face, body, and voice, which sent a message to my body. My reaction to this man was uncanny and alien to me, and I wanted him—bad.




  His bluish eyes narrowed. By the look on his face, I could tell that he was affected by my presence and by me because I oozed desire from every pore. My entire body felt wet. I couldn’t release myself from his pull if I wanted to. I knew that if we didn’t separate from this impossible pull we had on each other, we would both be sorry in the morning.




  His stare could cause any girl or woman to disrobe and fall at his feet. He knew it, and I knew what control he had over me, and he wouldn’t let me go until he was ready. I saw it in his eyes and it scared me. I was his for the taking and I could do nothing about it.




  His intense glare caught Chris by surprise, and she swiveled around to gaze at my face and she became a conspirator to the death of me—Tyler Burns, my father’s little girl.




  “Her name is Tyler?” Chris blurted out. “And she’s visiting me for the night. I have to get her home early.” Chris appeared agitated when that profoundly handsome man asked my name. Maybe she knew something I didn’t. Of course she did.




  “She can answer the question herself,” he said not breaking his gaze from me but responding to Chris. I stood still looking into his heavenly blue green eyes unable to find a word. “You can speak? but if you can’t that will make it so much the better,” he said with a closed smile.




  “My name is Tyler and your name?” I tried the sophisticated route. I’m sure he wasn’t fooled. He could look through me and my girlish behavior.




  “I thought you would never ask. It’s Brandon Charles.” I didn’t give him the reaction he expected. Did he think his name was important to secure a place in his bed? He didn’t know that if women were falling over him it wasn’t because he was rich but because he looked like no other man I had ever seen living or dead.




  I’m sure you have heard of me.”




  “No.”




  “Well, have you heard of my family?”




  “No,” I said still locked in his gaze.




  He grabbed my hand and led me away from Chris. She stood standing looking at me with a worried glance as Brandon Charles led me into another room. Some of his friends were drinking and watching a game on the newest eighty inch Samsung television. He waved his hand and they filed out of the room and he walked behind the bar and handed me a drink. I shook my head and refused it. He drank a shot of liquor.




  “If you continue to refuse my drinks, I will have to drink them myself. And I’m already drunk.”




  “I don’t want you to get drunk but I won’t drink.” He laughed loud and downed another shot.




  “What are you doing here if you aren’t going to drink or engage in sexual debauchery?”




  “What?” I said surprised. He tilted his head. “I know what debauchery means,” I said.




  “Yes, but are you up on sexual intercourse?” I felt like slapping him but then he would know.




  “I think we covered that in health class,” I said defiant. Brandon downed another drink and began laughing uncontrollable.




  “I can’t believe you. I’m going to close my eyes and when I open them,” he paused placing his fist under his chin and gazing at me, “and if you’re still here I will know that you are real.” He closed his eyes as he had said and then opened them. “You are real. Now what are you doing here?” He didn’t wait for me to answer. “Don’t you know what goes on here? Christina knows.” I had no answer and he continued. “Oh I get it, you’re a virgin,” he said tilting his head and raising his eyebrow in Chris’s direction.




  “I’m not,” I protested. Another laugh came from Brandon and he took another drink and then stumbled. He grabbed my hand and led me to the brown leather couch facing an old fashion brick fireplace, burning wood. It had been lit even though it was a balmy seventy degrees. We stood looking at the ambers dance and glow. Brandon then pulled me down next to him on the soft leather couch and laid his head on my shoulder.




  “I think you protest too much my dear,” he said slurring his words ruining his perfect speech. “But don’t worry, you’re not my type,” he said.




  “What, a brunette?”




  “No. A virgin.” And his head fell into my lap.




  “I think you’re drunk and I should leave.” When I made that statement he placed his hands on my shoulder and another around my waist.




  He glanced up at me and said,” I don’t want to be alone tonight. Stay with me, it will be worth your time.”




  “What could I possible want from you?” He reached for my hand brought it to his mouth and kissed it and my body began to tingle and my legs became weak, and I couldn’t leave him if I wanted to.




  “Why are you drinking so much?”




  “It’s not your concern.” He looked up at me, “let me sleep.” I didn’t like his answer and the coldness of his reply. But clearly it was none of my business and before I could answer him in my way, he had fallen asleep on my chest. My breasts were a nice size where they could be mistaken for false, but it was all me and he seemed to appreciate the cushion they provided.




  When Chris came to check on me, Brandon had fallen into my lap again. I had watched two episodes of the Game of Thrones. I sat there with his head in my lap with his long arms looped around my waist and I threaded my fingers through his hair.




  Chris peeped in a crack in the door. “Are you ok?” She closed the door behind her and walked to the sofa. “I guess you can’t get in any trouble like that,” she said walking around and standing facing us with her back to the fire.




  “I’m doing fine. It’s not like this isn’t my usual routine on a Saturday night. I just haven’t had a man sleep in my lap before. Other than that, I’m ok,” I said.




  At that moment Brandon woke, realizing where he was, he sat up. His hair tousled in a sexy way. I dreamed of marrying a man as gorgeous as Brandon. He appeared embarrassed and passed his fingers through his hair making it sexier if that was possible.




  “Christina, you don’t have to worry about Tyler.” He spoke my name with a voice that heated me to my core.




  “It’s not Tyler I’m worried about. It’s you.”




  “What do you mean?” Brandon said staring Chris down as if they shared a secret. “Never mind don’t answer that,” he said to her.




  “I came to tell you that I’m leaving,” Chris said to me. “I promised my useless boyfriend that I would meet him in New York for dinner and then go dancing. I wanted to know if you would come with us, or do you want me to drop you home? It’s only fourteen miles to Trenton.”




  Before I could answer, “She’s staying with me,” he said to Chris. Brandon looked at me and I went mute.




  “I can’t do that Brandon,” Chris said.




  “Why not? Is she seventeen?” Brandon questioned.




  “No. Of course not. I’m eighteen and today is my birthday,” I stated defiantly, pretending that I was a woman, but I had made the mistake of my life telling him my age.




  “Then that does it. She’s staying with me,” he said placing his arm around my shoulder. My eyes dropped to his hands. Never had I had a man that could cradle me with his arm and I felt such intense feelings. I was like the lamb ready for slaughter. “I can drop her home,” he said.




  Chris looked at me and I shook my head yes. “Are you sure?” Chris said.




  “She said yes, Christina,” Brandon echoed.




  “Here Tyler, take this phone. Call me if you need me for anything,” she said locking gaze with Brandon. He glanced at me with a smile. His glance and his light smile telegraphed that he never knew anyone who didn’t have a smartphone. And he probably didn’t.




  “You don’t have a phone?” He questioned.




  “It’s self-evident,” I said. He shook his head. I moved away from him thinking he was an ass.




  “Well we will have to do something about that. I’m sending you a phone.”




  “I don’t want you to give me anything. I can get my own phone.” I was just making a show. I couldn’t afford to rub two nickels together.




  “I’m not giving you something. You’ve earned it.” I glanced at him suspiciously. “Anyone who can sit in one spot while I sleep, and never move, deserves my close attention and a gift.”




  He walked to a wooden door, hit a button and it opened. It was a bathroom where he had his own toothbrush and god knows what else. I stared in his direction watching to see whether he had condoms and would put them in his pocket. Then I would have known I had made a mistake by not going with Chris. Maybe it wasn’t too late to catch her.




  I didn’t see any. I relaxed.




  “I’m taking you to dinner. You will accept my dinner invitation, won’t you?” he asked turning and facing me.




  “Well…I guess it’s ok because just about now I’m feeling hungry. I’d like a burger or pizza,” I said to Brandon.




  “A what?” He leaned through the door and took off his shirt. My reaction was to turn my back. I had never seen chest and arms like that before. Totally toned. Totally hot. That said a lot about me. I felt a nervous excitement race through me. Watching that sex machine made me shiver and I knew I would stammer, say something stupid, or pass out from the thought of him wanting to fuck me.




  “I’m not exactly a pizza or hamburger kind of guy.”




  “What kind of guy are you?” I said trying to form a sentence. When he changed his shirt and pants and dressed in black slacks and white shirt and flung a black suit jacket across his shoulder, I turned around and it was as if a Greek god stood in front of me.




  “Let’s go,” he said. I made a sound. Maybe it was the sound of my heart falling out of my chest. I looked at his hand extended to me. He held it out until I took it. Then he flashed those perfect white teeth.




  “I can’t go with you looking like this,” I said looking at my jeans. He looked at me and stepped away from the door.




  Then his blue green eyes fixed on mine and he said, “You are so innocent you are beautiful. You look like a princess,” he said bringing my hand to his mouth and kissing it.




  “And if you don’t leave this room now, I may not be able to control my urge to take you to bed and fuck you, and forget that I’m engaged and will be married next week.”




  I lost my footing at the news of his marriage. And his course language. My legs weakened and I became immobile. But why did this news come as a surprise. Any man that looked like him was spoken for from day one, and the day he became a man.




  I knew I was out of my class but I thought I could dream. I held on to his arm as I steadied myself. I made an excuse to him. “I get that way when I’m hungry. And these shoes are too high.”




  “You look like you could use a proper dinner and a place to rest your feet.”




  “And what is your idea of a proper dinner?” I questioned him as we walked through the door where eyes were trailing behind us. I put my head down and didn’t want to make eye contact with the she-wolves especially Allison.




  “I would say Lobster stuffed with crabmeat. I know the perfect place in Maine and then we…” I interrupted.




  “I can’t go to Maine.” He turned with a curious glance and a raised eyebrow as if that was unheard of in his circles. But I wasn’t in his circle and I could never be. The sheer look on his face made me feel apologetic and I confessed, “I’ve never eaten lobster before. But I’m sure I would like it if I could go to Maine.”




  “Then that does it. We are definitely going there and I’m not taking no. I never liked that word.” If I hadn’t been so enamored with his good looks and sailing on a cloud at being in his presence, I would have cut and run. But I let him lead me to his expensive Ferrari, where he zoomed to a private airfield and boarded a Jetstream jet with the name Charles written on the outer side.




  




  Chapter 3




  Once inside the airplane the male attendant acknowledged Brandon with a nod and small smile and the captain greeted him when we headed in the direction of our seats. “Good evening Mr. Charles, I received your text and the jet is ready. We should arrive in the state of Maine about ten p.m.




  “Very good Captain.” Brandon although polite, kept a distance between him and the hired help. The attendant showed us to a luxurious seating area. Beige leather seats wide enough to seat two people on one of its chairs. To my surprise and delight, it swiveled, and when I pressed a button the seat became a lounge chair.




  Brandon sat next to me and he glanced my way with a large smile. “What’s in the rear of the plane? I mean is there another seating area because there are only eight seats and this plane is huge.”




  “That area is for sleeping or…” he paused a moment. “It’s for resting,” he said with a wink and a smile.
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