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    Hailey: He owns the coffee shop, so I need to stop fantasizing that he comes here to see me. In fact, he’s never spoken to me other than to order his coffee. I just can’t get over the way he sits in the corner of the shop a couple times a week slowly sipping his hot, black coffee and staring at me with intent. Why? I don’t know. I should be concerned that he’s like a lion stalking his prey, but all I can think of is stalk me, please.  
 
    James: I watch her every chance I get. When the time’s right, she will be mine. With every smile she tosses at a male customer, the angrier I get. Buying the shop, installing extra cameras, and visiting twice a week does nothing to calm the need to claim her for my own. She’s going to think I’m crazy, but really, I’m determined. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
    Hailey 
 
    The noise outside my apartment building startles me awake. Groggily rubbing my eyes, I get a glimpse of the sun through the window. Shit. I look over at my cell phone and jump out of bed in a mad rush. My shift starts in twenty minutes. I can’t be late, but I’m so damn tired. I rush to my closet that’s no deeper than a foot in each direction and snatch off a clean uniform from the hanger. My last clean uniform. Another damn thing to get done this weekend. I get dressed as fast as possible, tossing my light brown hair into a boring ponytail. I’m grateful that it’s not all ratty looking.  
 
    A shower is going to have to wait. I’m glad I took one before I attempted to fall asleep last night. If it wasn’t for my noisy roommate, I would be chipper and wide awake. She decided to have her boyfriend and a few friends over because it was his birthday.  
 
    I’m hoping that my roommate doesn’t bother me before I make it out of the door. I mean when she moved in I thought I would learn to deal with other people, but I haven’t. It’s probably because we have nothing in common other than being female. If I didn’t need her half of the rent, I wouldn’t have gotten a roommate at all. I like my privacy. Having spent the last three years without someone close to me has turned me into a hermit of sorts. I can’t afford cable or anything fancy, so I mostly read. My library card has never gotten so much use.  
 
    As soon as I walk out of the room I run into her boyfriend who is naked and hard. Unashamed, he winks at me before strutting into the bathroom. Fucking shit. That’s not what my virgin eyes needed to see this morning. I grab my bag and rush out the door before he comes out. He’s another piece of work. This isn’t the first time I’ve seen him in all his glory. Last time they were fucking on the couch. I rushed into my room, then later told her that shit wasn’t cool. I’m not a prude, but I have to sit there, too. Not anymore though. I’m not ready to date when I feel like I’m constantly looking over my shoulder hoping not to run into my mother. Although…there’s one person I’d make that exception for. Which reminds me, today’s his usual day to visit the coffee shop. I can’t miss seeing him.  
 
     The walk to my job is tough but quick. Just as I get down the street from work the sky darkens. Shit. I don’t need this. The rain comes faster than I expected. I make a dash for it, using my spring jacket to cover my head from the sudden torrential downpour. There’s been little rain so far for May, but I forgot to look at the local forecast this morning. I’m practically running blindly through the streaming rain hoping for no accidents, and that’s when I crash into a hard body. I nearly fall to the floor, but strong hands help me up from behind. The one in front of me has an umbrella, holding it up for me and the man behind me. I step back into the wall of a chest to the man I’d do anything to touch. A slight shiver runs through me. I can feel his hands on bare skin as my shirt rode up. A growl emanates from his throat. I quickly try to move away, realizing my uncharacteristic reaction to a stranger’s touch and his immediate displeasure with it.  
 
    “Sorry,” I stammer out, moving around them and into the coffee shop and avoiding any eye contact with the guy behind me. I know who it is that saved my ass from hitting the ground, which makes this even more mortifying.  
 
    Thankfully the coffee shop isn’t busy, saving me some curious glances, well except my boss. Damon and I have an uncomfortable relationship. He asked me out before he became the manager and of course I told him no. That was two years ago, and he still seems pissed about it. “Damn, you look like a wet cat. If you were on time you wouldn’t have gotten all wet,” Damon says with more attitude than I care for at this moment. He’s lucky I need this job and I’m not a bitch enough to tell the district manager that Damon stares at me like he’s interested and how much it weirds me out.  
 
    “That’s because Hailey was busy talking to me,” Mr. Black states behind me, drawing Damon’s attention to the powerful and sexy man. 
 
    I shiver from the way he says my name. It’s a lie since I only slammed into his driver, but Damon won’t question him. James Black is a man not to be messed with. He owns the coffee shop I work at and not once have we had a conversation. He stops in twice a week for a cup, but he never leaves the coffee shop happy with my service. My manager told me that Mr. Black always asks questions about me. Damon makes it sound like Black is itching to fire me.   
 
    He sits in the corner of the café watching me work; his expression is always intense. I wonder what lies Damon has told him about me. I hate it because I’m so unbelievably attracted to him. He’s about six foot three; almost a whole foot taller than me. He’s got whiskey-colored eyes with dark brown hair and just enough scruff to make him look rugged in his suits. I clench my thighs and feel my nipples harden through my shirt. Shit, it’s not hard to do since a fan is on and my blouse is soaked. And I’m not the only one who noticed. Damon’s brow arches as he steals a glance. 
 
    “Hailey, in the back now,” Mr. Black barks out immediately. I only hesitate for a minute before I head to the backroom. He follows behind me, so close that I can feel his breath on my neck. It causes me to stop just inside and he lightly bumps into me. My eyes widen as I turn around and start to apologize for everything.  
 
    He steps back giving us a foot of space; his nostrils are flaring in anger.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bump into your driver,” I stutter out, ducking my head, ashamed that I keep making an ass of myself.  
 
    His angry expression switches to concern before flipping back to a scowl in a matter of seconds then he lets me have it. “I’m not pissed about that. I can see right through your shirt, Hailey. Which means every hard-on out there can.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, sir.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    James 
 
    I’m seeing fucking red because I can see her hard nipples. And knowing that her boss was looking only makes it worse. He’s about to get his ass fired. They aren’t hard to miss, but he needs to keep his eyes up. The interest he’s shown in her has gotten to the point that I have to pull her. Nothing he’s done is worthy of disciplinary action, but I’m jealous as fuck when it comes to my Hailey. She has no idea what I’m about because I’ve tried to maintain a façade until I had everything in order. I can’t wait anymore.  
 
    “You’re not going back out there like that,” I tell her, giving her no room to argue with me. She’s intimidated by me. It’s not what I want, but for now, it’ll have to do.  
 
    “I know. I look like a wet cat,” she mutters, blushing and looking down at her feet.  
 
    I reach out and touch her chin. I shouldn’t touch her at all just yet, but I need her to look at me. I can’t stand it when she hides those beautiful green eyes from me. “You’re not going out there because I can see your hard fucking nipples. You’re going to go home and change into something more presentable, then you’re coming with me. I want you to work at my other business.” I want her there because I can keep a better eye on her. I don’t have all this time to sneak out of work for moments of her attention. And I need to know where she is all the time. From the first time I walked into the café, I knew that she would one day be mine. I began the buying process of the café the next day. It wasn’t easy at first, but after four months I’ve made it happen. It would have been easier to just tell her that I’m obsessed with her and hope that it doesn’t scare her, but I could risk losing.   
 
    “Why?” she asks. This time the shyness is gone and the little spitfire I haven’t seen before makes herself known. There’s so much more I want to know about her. Not the things I can see on paper. I’ve got all her records. I know she was born on the opposite side of the country in Oregon, but she moved all the way to Chicago three years ago. I know that she spends time at the library, and she’s always looking over her shoulder. Finding out the answer to that wasn’t so hard but dealing with the matter legally has been a little difficult. It’s a big part of why I haven’t intruded in on her life. She needs to be independent as much as she needs to be worshipped. In order to get my fix, I’ve installed additional cameras in the shop. Most of them focusing on the counter. My need has become an obsession and I’ll never be sated. 
 
    “Why? Because I’m the owner and I said so. I’m not used to explaining myself,” I inform her. 
 
    “Well, I’m not used to being bullied around.” She crosses her arms over her chest, accentuating her breasts.  
 
    I’m too hard to think straight. Getting her out of here and with dry clothes will do a world of good for all of us. “Sorry, Hailey. Please join my company and switch positions,” I say, hoping that she doesn’t force my hand.  
 
    “Um. Yes, Mr. Black.” I hadn’t expected to acquiesce so quickly.  
 
    I take off my coat and wrap it around her shoulders. My hands linger there longer than necessary. Our eyes meet, and a look passes between us that should have her pinned to the wall with my cock buried inside, filling her up with my baby.  
 
    “Let’s get you out of here.” I take her hand and lead her directly out the door without a word to the manager. I hate him for spending so much time looking at my woman. My man Henderson is already at my SUV holding the door open for us. I help her inside, not giving a fuck if I get wet.  
 
    “Take Ms. Scott home,” I order as I close the door. Henderson has been with me for years and has found my obsession with Hailey a bit odd, but he knows better than to remark on it. I’ve never given up a minute of work for a woman. Now, I’ve missed days watching her. Months, if you count up all the days, but what should he care, he still gets his money.  
 
    “Yes, sir,” he says.  
 
    “I live at…” she starts to give her address.  
 
    “We know,” Henderson adds, catching himself, but I’m not going to lie. 
 
    “How?” That brow of hers that I’ve grown very accustomed to raises. I want to kiss it, then make my way to her lips that constantly tempt me. Everything about her tempts me. She barely reaches the middle of my chest and she is slender from a lack of eating. Even though she’s skinny, Hailey has womanly curves. 
 
    “You’re one of my employees. I have that information at my disposal.”  
 
    “Do you need my blood type too?” she jokes angrily.  
 
    “No, you’re O-,” I mutter, looking down at my phone. I don’t know why the fuck I can’t lie to her. It’s as if she’s got something over me, keeping me honest with her. I nearly slipped up the first day I met her. That’s why I sat as far away, but close enough to see her pretty face.  
 
    “What? How do you know that?” 
 
    I close my eyes and rub the bridge of my nose. I want to tell her that I breathe for her, but that would come off crazy. “Hailey, do me a favor and don’t ask questions you don’t want answers to.” 
 
    She turns slightly in her seat, staring at me with a mean grimace. She crosses her arms and bites out, “I want the answers. Are you trying to steal my organs or something? It’s clear you don’t think I’m a good employee.” 
 
    I can’t stop myself from laughing. It takes a minute, but I finally respond, “Steal your organs? What the fuck are you watching and reading? I don’t think you’re a bad employee at all.” 
 
    Her brow darts upward, shaking her head. “You stare at me while I'm working with a scowl on your face.” 
 
    “That’s because you’re smiling at other men,” I inform her.  
 
    “I’m doing my job,” she tells me as if I’m unaware that she’s supposed to treat the customers kindly. I just happen not to care for it one damn bit.  
 
    “Exactly, and I don’t like it.” A blush steals over her face, and she tilts her eyes downward, ducking my intentional gaze.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We’re here,” Henderson says, saving me from revealing my obsession. 
 
    “Come let’s get your things.” 
 
    “Okay, but don’t think I’m done grilling you. I don’t even know where we’re going.”  
 
    “We’re going inside your apartment,” I reiterate. I’m not going to tell her that we’re going back to my house. Henderson opens the door for me. I jump out and take her hand. As soon as she places her tiny, soft fingers in my hand, she looks into my eyes. They’re swarming with questions and something else.  
 
    I lead her to the apartment and we walk up the two flights. This place isn’t secure enough, but I did add security outside the place. She never sees them, but they see her. Last night he told me that they had a party. I wanted to scream about it and charge inside, but then the jig would be up.  
 
    She slips her key in the door and opens it to see a dude walking around naked. My hands come over her eyes and I snarl at the fuck. “Put some fucking clothes on before I kill you,” I roar.  
 
    “Chill dude. It’s not like she hasn’t seen me naked already.” I’m ready to kill a motherfucker as he goes into a room down the hall. 
 
    “What the fuck does that mean? Is he your boyfriend?” 
 
    “No, he’s my roommate’s boyfriend and I’m not sure why he’s still roaming around naked. Fucking gross. When I left this morning, he strolled out of her room in his birthday suit. What the hell does it matter to you anyway? You’re my boss.” 
 
    “Let’s get you changed.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Hailey 
 
    He walks me to my bedroom but doesn’t go inside. He stands just outside the door. Guarding it as if anyone is going to walk in. I know exactly why he’s acting the way he is and I’m trying to keep my cool. He wants me in his bed. Not wanting me to smile at other men was a dead giveaway. The way he nearly growled at Mia’s boyfriend and covered my eyes. I know I should be freaking out, but why would I when I think about him every time I get a moment to myself. I’ve fantasized about the man. I look for something sexy to wear, then hop in the shower. He’s just going to have to wait. If he wants to pitch a fit, he can come in and wash my back. Fuck, I can’t believe I’m letting my virgin mind go there. Well, my mind isn’t a virgin. It’s been through various ways James could fuck me. I run my hands down my body, letting my fingers dip just a little lower and into my sweet spot. What kind of job did he want? I moan, picturing me on my knees taking his cock between my lips. I don’t know what I’m doing, but I always imagine myself with the skills of a porn star. I’m so close. I can’t stop the need to come.  
 
    “Hailey,” James calls out from the bedroom door. It sounds needy and it does the trick. I come. Hard as hell, I come. Hearing him say my name is all it takes. I’m leaning against the shower wall when I hear him outside my bathroom door.  
 
    “I’ve got to get to the office. Come on, woman.” His voice is gruff and sexy, and it turns me on all over again.  
 
    “I’m coming,” I call out. 
 
    “Sweetie, it sounded like you already did,” he grunts out.  
 
    I blush but don’t respond. Instead, I finish up and wrap a towel around me. I don’t have a clue what’s come over me, but I’m bolder than I’ve ever thought possible. Opening the bathroom door, I maneuver past him and into my closet.  
 
    “You’re pushing a fine line,” he mutters, staring at me from just outside the closet door.  
 
    “Says the guy who invited himself into my bedroom. Who took me from my job with the promise of a new one but won’t tell me where or what I’m supposed to be doing,” I counter while looking through my clothes, forgetting that I already set them out on the bed.  
 
    “You’re going to be my personal assistant.” 
 
    I twist my head towards him, then add, “Personal assistant? How personal?” My voice isn’t sweet or even interested. I got hit with a sudden level of jealousy and smallness that held no fun to me. I don’t know why I thought I would be special to this man. Maybe it’s because I’m young and naïve with a massive crush on him. “I’m not going to be your personal whore. Sorry. You can leave right now, Mr. Black.”  
 
    “Personal whore? That’s a bit rough. I can’t say that wanting you naked and under me isn’t what I want. And fuck, hearing you come in the shower was music to my ears,” he remarks with a knowing smirk. I guess I was pretty loud. “I’m not going to lie. I want you sprawled out on my desk, on my bed, and every place in between. But I’m not going to pressure you.” 
 
    I open and close my mouth, but nothing comes out. I reach around and grab my clothes. He turns around and crosses his arms so that I have a mediocre level of privacy. I like the slight privacy. As hungry as I am for him, this is all new to me.  
 
    “What is it that you want me to do?” 
 
    “Just get me some coffee or whatever I need you to do while I work.” 
 
    “Okay,” I murmur, slipping on the dress I picked out earlier. “Done,” I add before stepping around him in a short black dress with a light grey jacket. I slip on my black heels because I don’t have much to choose from. This is the only professional looking suit thingy I have. I’m not the kind of girl who dresses up and if I have to go to his office, I might as well try to pass as a professional assistant. Tomorrow’s Saturday, so I can go shopping before Monday.  
 
    “Did you pack some clothes for the next couple of days?” he asks, scanning my body up and down as if he’s a little disappointed with my clothing choice. Knowing that he’s got a crazy, territorial attitude with me, I’m taking this as a compliment.  
 
    “No, I’m sure my shift isn’t twenty-four hours. I plan to come home by seven.”  
 
    “If you think I’m letting you come back here with that frat boy with his little pecker eager to get in you, you’re fucking nuts.” 
 
    “And you think I’ve just got this disposable income to stay at a hotel?” I throw out. Fuck, the man is being a bit ridiculous.  
 
    “I didn’t say shit about a hotel. You’re moving in with me. As my personal assistant, you’ll need to be at my beck and call.” I gasp at his automatic assumption and demand. I can’t say I don’t want it, but damn, I can’t just let him control me…or can I? I think about my past. It’s not a great one. I’ve spent my last three years trying to live a life completely devoid of any contact with my family because words can be forgiven, actions are another story. It’s been a tough struggle to make it at twenty with no one to rely on. Can I trust James Black with my wellbeing? Am I tired of doing this all alone? My heart knows the answer is yes to the core, but the woman in me isn’t ready to concede to all of it.  
 
    “Fine, Mr. Black. I’ll move in with you, but it’s just work related.” 
 
    “For the time being. I know you’ve got no reason to trust me, but I want you to understand this…I’m in it for the long haul.” I see a bag packed on the floor that I didn’t pack myself. I reach for it, but he stops me and adds, “Better yet, leave this all here. I’ll have Henderson get this taken care of. I have to get to the office.”  
 
    “Okay.” I take my purse and he takes my hand, leading me out of my apartment and back into the SUV.  
 
    “Give me your keys,” he orders, holding out his hand.  
 
    “Here you go,” I say, dropping them in his palm because truthfully, I didn’t want to live there anyway. 
 
    “Henderson, I want her things removed from that place tonight. Nothing of hers remains.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” He leans forward and hands the keys over to Henderson then we drive off. I take in his appearance at that moment. He’s fine as hell that’s a given. But he’s more than that. For a man his size, he seems agile. He sits back and catches me staring.  
 
    “Hailey, stop looking at me like that. I promised that I’d behave.” 
 
    “Sorry, I’m just…” 
 
    “Just what?”  
 
    “Curious about you,” I say, looking at the way his jaw tightens. His scruff is always sexy to me, but now I’m sitting as close as I’ve ever been to him.  
 
    I’m lost in thoughts of feeling his face rub between my thighs when he says, “I’m thirty, live in my own condo above my office, I’ve never been married, and I don’t know how long I’m going to be able to keep my promise.”  
 
    I giggle just lightly, but his eyes widen in surprise. “What’s wrong, Mr. Black?” 
 
    “That little sound is so damn cute.” His phone buzzes, and he raises a finger to tell me to pause our conversation. “Black,” he answers. “No, I’m on my way. I’ll be there for the meeting. Ms. Scott will be starting today. Do you have everything prepared for her? Good. I’m five minutes out.” He hangs up the phone and apologizes. “Sorry for interrupting. That’s my assistant Nancy.”  
 
    “Oh, am I replacing her?” I ask, giving him a scathing look. 
 
    “No, you’re not. Besides, she’s my sister-in-law and I’m the only one my brother trusts to work with her.”   
 
    “Well, then what do you need me for?” I question him. I can’t help feeling like he just wants me on his desk.  
 
    “She’s my admin. I need you to be my personal assistant.” 
 
    “I have a feeling you’ve made a fake position for me.”  
 
    “There’s nothing fake about a personal assistant. A lot of executives have them.” I hear the bullshit as he says it.  
 
    “So, is Nancy too high up on the totem pole to get you coffee?” 
 
    “No, but my brother has made that clear it’s not her job. Besides, I like when you make mine.”  
 
    “I don’t have the equipment to make it the same way I would there.” 
 
    “We’re here,” he interrupts. He gets out then takes my hand, helping me down. I’m not that short, but with the skirt and heels, it sure does help. He puts his hands on my waist and sets me down on my feet, then immediately lets me go.  
 
    We enter the building and he looks up slightly, scowling into the camera. “What’s that about?”  
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You just gave the camera a dirty look.” 
 
    “Just warning them to keep their eyes where they belong.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t they need their eyes on us and the front of the building? Do you do this with all the women you bring in to assist you?” 
 
    “I haven’t been with a woman in years. And no woman has been in my building for anything personal except Nancy, but she’s married to my brother Dean.” 
 
    “Well, then why are you giving them crazy looks?” 
 
    “Because you’re mine. Just because you aren’t ready for it doesn’t mean that it’s not the case.”  
 
    “How long am I going to be your assistant?” 
 
    “Well, always is what I’m going for.”  
 
    “Whatever. Let’s go. I don’t want to be blamed for making you late.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    James 
 
    We enter my private elevator that goes up to my condo or just outside my office. It’s one of the reasons why I had it built. As a busy man, I want little to no travel, so I made it happen. Once we start having kids, things will have to change. We’ll need a bigger house with a yard and shit. I don’t take her to our place because I really have to get to my meeting. She can spend some time with Nancy, learning what I need and like. Not that I plan on having her do much but looking beautiful. Hailey does make great coffee for me.  
 
    “Nancy, this is Hailey. Hailey, meet my ball busting admin Nancy.” She’s only been with me for about six months. I own a multi-billion-dollar freighting company that I started in my first year of college. I got in at the perfect time and run a tight ship. My business does a lot of importing from foreign nations. As the world’s biggest consumers, Americans demand more and cheaper items. I’ve invested my money in small companies and donated to others, but I’ve never outright purchased a business until I met Hailey.  
 
    “Hello, Hailey. Now that you’re here, maybe James can get back to work. He’s been really dropping the ball.” Nancy reaches around her desk and grabs her laptop. “Hailey, we have a meeting to go to. You should come with us, so you can see what it’s about.” She arches her brow, looking at me with a smirk. I scowl because my meeting is full of men and she’s challenging me.  
 
    “There’s that scowl again. Does he always look ready to commit murder?”  
 
    “Well, more so since he met you, but maybe that’ll change soon.” Nancy takes Hailey by the arm, locking arms and leading the way into the conference room. This isn’t going to be good. I breathe in deep. “Come on, boss. You need to get them out of here before they want to stay for lunch.”  
 
    “Good idea, Nancy.”  
 
    I hurry and get in front of them to hold open the door. I’d do that for Nancy anyway, but I just want to be close to Hailey. Everyone’s eyes are directed toward our entrance. I stiffen immediately as they admire my woman.  
 
    Nancy smiles, placing her laptop in her usual spot, then she addresses my finance department, “Gentlemen, thank you for waiting. Mr. Black has just hired is new PA. She’s going to be sitting in with us.” She has a way of taking charge. I know that she’s not going to be doing this forever. My brother wants her to have babies. They’ve only been married for a month. She’s a great assistant and the reason I hired her in the first place.  
 
    “Yes, gentlemen, this is Hailey Scott. Now, let us get down to business,” I state, taking a seat and letting both ladies sit on each side of me. They can see the tension rolling off me and know not to push it. Normally it’s business matters that make me edgy but knowing that my future wife is sitting here with a room full of men is a little irritating. Okay, little is a fucking understatement. I’m trying to keep it together. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Black. We were looking at your latest acquisitions and wondered if you would be interested in a restaurant.” 
 
    “I’m up to listening to what you have to say. I can’t promise it. The coffee shop was a special purchase.”  
 
    “This shouldn’t take much of your time.” They drone on, but I can’t focus. I’m too busy staring at my obsession like I do every day she works. She listens intently, looking on as astutely as Nancy does. I wonder if that’s because she believes that’s what I want, or she’s truly interested in being my assistant. All I know is that until I can control my passionate jealousy, I don’t want her in any more meetings. It’s a tough decision for me. I love looking at her beauty, but all others don’t deserve such a pleasure.  
 
    “Thank you. You’ve given me something to consider. I will get back to you on the matter in the next week.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” my CFO says, nodding his head.  
 
    “Excuse us,” I address the men then turn my attention to the women, “Ladies, please.” They stand, and I let Nancy lead the way. Hailey follows her, and I cover her backside from their view.  
 
    “That was informative.” 
 
    “Normally you won’t attend meetings that’s Nancy’s job.” She arches her brow at me. It’s not her job. I can use her in there, but not until she’s got my ring on her finger and my kid in her womb.  
 
    “No offense, James but you can be a dick?” Nancy doesn’t mince words. I’m going to regret these two working close together because Hailey isn’t deeply opinionated from what I know, and Nancy is brutal. It’s a wonder how my brother managed to get her to marry him in a week. 
 
    “Nancy, yes I am. You should know that by now. If you’ll excuse me, I want to show Hailey around.” I take her hand and walk away from my sister-in-law. I lead her to the kitchen area where I know she’s going to freak out. I wonder if she’s going to think I’m crazy. “This is the main kitchen for the staff.” 
 
    “Holy shit, you have the same setup as the coffee shop,” she gasps, covering her mouth with her hands.  
 
    “How do you like it?” I ask, pressing my hand against the small of her back. My need to touch her spurs me to take the slightest contact. She spins around and smiles up at me. 
 
    “I love it. Damn when you said you wanted me to make you coffee I didn’t quite believe it.”  
 
    “I told you I loved the way you made my coffee.” 
 
    “It’s not that hard. Really, this is excessive. I don’t use anything but the coffee machine and coffee for the ones I make for you.” 
 
    “Yes, but my staff enjoy it as well. Listen, I’ve got a lot of work to do, but you can sit with Nancy until I’m done. I’m sure she’s going to let you know about everything she does for me.” 
 
    “Well, then maybe I’ll learn a lot about you personally.” 
 
    “Anything you want to learn, I’ll tell you, but ask away, Hailey.” I impulsively placed a kiss on the crown of her head. Then lead her back into the main reception area. I spin her to me, slamming her against my chest because my brother is here, and he is practically doing his wife on the edge of the desk.  
 
    “What the fuck, Dean?”  
 
    He turns around with a shit-eating grin. “You never said anything before. It’s not like I would let anyone see my wife in the throes of passion.” Hailey turns to face him and gasps.  
 
    “You are a twin?”  
 
    “Yes,” I grumble, knowing that she’s physically attracted to me is good, but that means she could be attracted to my brother as well. I’ve never felt so damn jealous.  
 
    “I don’t like that they look alike,” she mutters to herself. I don’t think she meant to say that aloud.  
 
    I look down at her, but then my brother says, “I have to agree with you as well.” We both direct our attention to him when he adds, “I’m a territorial man, but I don’t trust anyone as much as my brother. More now than ever since he met you.” He winks at Hailey, then says, “I’m taking my wife to lunch. We’ll be back in an hour.”  
 
    “Take your time.”  
 
    “You have a meeting in an hour.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I remark, shooing them onto the elevator.  
 
    “Let me feed you and then we can talk about anything you want.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Hailey 
 
     I can’t even understand why I’m here other than for James to stare at me half the day. We sat in his office having lunch. It was mostly a working one. He had calls and emails to deal with. It’s good because I gave me the excuse to evade his questions about my family. It’s hard to admit that my mother didn’t love me enough to protect me from her husband’s plans to prostitute me. God, I’m so glad I ran away just in time.  
 
    Since I’m sitting next to him, he tried to avoid the calls, but I shook my head and forced him to answer. As much as he wants me by his side while he works, it would be more beneficial if he actually got work done.   
 
    During the first call, I tried to walk out because they were talking actual dollars and cents and I didn’t want to intrude, but he grabbed my hand and tugged me back onto the chair, shaking his head while still talking to the man on the other end. As soon as he hung up, he tells me with a serious frown, “If you try to ditch me because I’m on the phone, I won’t take calls while you’re in here.”  
 
    “I thought you needed your privacy,” I remarked.  
 
    “No. Nothing of my life is private to you,” he added with a wink. I smiled at him and the rest of the afternoon I enjoyed his company and handled a few simple filing tasks while he worked his tail off.  
 
    “Now that we’re done, are you ready to go see the condo?” he asks, closing his laptop on his desk. We worked until seven because Nancy got sick while they were out to lunch, and Dean said he was keeping her home. Nancy’s a beautiful woman and seeing her with Dean made it hard to watch. It’s like seeing James with someone and I hated it. It’s a silly feeling to have, but it’s not something I want to see again.  
 
    “Sure,” I say, stacking the last section that I knew I couldn’t finish filing right now on top of the cabinet.  
 
    “Let’s go because I know we both could use some time to relax.” I nod because my feet hurt. He takes my hand then leads me to his special elevator after locking up his office. As soon as we were in there it was a fast trip up to his condo. 
 
    The doors open up to reveal a walkway ending with a large double wooden door. It’s beautiful and then he slips his key into the lock and turns it to reveal a condo beyond anything I expected. It’s huge and perfect. I can’t believe this is where he lives. I’ve never seen anything like this unless it was on television.  
 
    “This place is amazing.” 
 
    “Thanks, Hailey. Come inside, I promise I won’t trap you in here forever.” He takes my hand and walks me to the bedroom area. “Rest, I’m going to run a bath for you.”  
 
    “A bath?”  
 
    “Yes, a bath. Do you think I didn’t notice your feet hurt? You’ve been trying to avoid walking on them as much as possible. I should have made you take them off, but I’m sure that you were going to tell me you were fine.” 
 
    “You’re right. I’ve been wearing these things all day, but I still wouldn’t have taken them off in front of you. I will take your offer for a bath. Where’s my bag?”  
 
    “Over there. Henderson brought it up after parking the SUV,” he says, pointing next to the closet. I arch my brow because there’s the bag that I didn’t pack. I open it and it’s all my underwear and bras. Hell no, he packed them himself. This man is crazy. I love it. I grab some underwear, then dig for some comfortable shorts and top. I’m so tired that I just want to sleep, but I hear the water flowing and I just want to relax inside it.  
 
    He comes to me, stretching his hand out and directing me to the bathtub. I take my clothes and toothbrush and head to his bathroom. It’s, of course, double the size of a master bath, but I try to maintain myself. I’m not a materialistic person, but damn I do enjoy pretty things. He closes the door behind me and mutters something inaudible, but I’m all about my bath. The water is perfectly warm as I sit down in the bubble-filled tub. It’s big enough for both of us and a wicked thought crosses my mind. I brush it off because I’m too exhausted to even cave to my desires. Between the lack of sleep and almost ten hours of work while sporting heels, I’m done.   
 
    Twenty minutes later there’s a knock at the door. “Are you okay in there?”  
 
    “Yes, I’ll hurry.” 
 
    “No, take your time. Just didn’t want you to fall asleep in the tub.” 
 
    “Okay.” I close my eyes and fall back to my thoughts on what’s to come. I can’t believe how easily I’m letting myself fall into his world, his home, and his life. I still ache to taste his lips and be held the way a man holds his woman.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    James 
 
    She’s been in there over an hour. I’ve been pacing the bedroom for longer than I care to admit. I didn’t want to knock again, but I haven’t even heard her move. I knock but get no response. Shit. I go in and she’s sleeping with her head above the water. I grab two towels throwing one over each shoulder before reaching for Hailey. She doesn’t startle, instead, she relaxes into my arms. My heart’s racing out of control. She could have drowned in the water. It’s all I can think about. I can’t let this happen again. I set one of the towels on the bed before laying her naked body on it. Damn, I’m instantly hard. I have the woman I fantasize about every single day for the past six months lying on my bed completely naked. I need to remember that she’s sleepy and needs my help, not my dick.  
 
    I take the other towel and rub her down. She moans, then wakes up freaking out for a minute. “What happened?” 
 
    “You’re awake. Good. You fell asleep in the tub.” 
 
    “Oh, my lord. I can’t believe that. I guess a lack of sleep can do that to you. Where are my clothes?” I walk to my drawers and pull out some clothes of mine. I want her to sleep in my things. It’s kind of crazy, but I want her to want me the way I exist for her. I’m fucking obsessed beyond understanding.  
 
    “Here.” I hand her a pair of my boxers and a tee then turn around to give her the privacy she needs. I can tell she’s embarrassed by the pink stain across her face. “I’m going to take a shower. Just rest.” I walk away without waiting for a response. Making my shower quick, I came out to a sleeping Hailey, both towels on the chair, hanging neatly.  
 
    I dry off and slip on some sweat pants then climb into bed beside her. I’m going to be a gentleman and not touch her, but that’s all I can promise or hold myself accountable for. There’s no way we’re going to be sleeping apart. It’s not how I expected our first night together to be as I thought about it for months, but this is fucking nice too.  
 
    I close my eyes, trying to sleep but my cock is hard as hell and not going down. I should have stroked it in the shower, but I didn’t want her to hear me and freak out. With my hands tucked behind my head under my pillow, I think about what tomorrow will bring. While I’m contemplating tomorrow, my sleepy Hailey, rolls over, resting her head on my chest and her leg on mine while her pussy sits on my hip. I feel this unrepentant lust building in me that demands I claim her. I temper it down, wrapping my arms around her, I whisper, “I’m never letting you go.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Hailey 
 
    I pretended to be sleeping last night when he came from the shower and hot damn, I the man is perfection. I sighed, but he didn’t notice thankfully because I got to look at him even more as he got ready for bed. His broad chest had a light sheen of water droplets scattered around. The dark hair on him matted down and thinning out until it reached his happy trail. Another moan came out, but he just dressed and climbed into bed as if he didn’t hear it.  
 
    A moan escapes my lips as I rub my face on James’s chest and stretch out my lower half. He has a small tuff of hair on his front which I find so sexy. 
 
    “Good morning,” he whispers in a husky sleep-filled voice. A shiver of excitement hits me straight in my chest then runs down to my core. I clench my thighs to hold in that feeling a little longer.  
 
    “Good morning, Mr. Black,” I reply as provocatively as I can.  
 
    With a grunt, he grasps my arms and flips me onto my back. He’s leaning over me, with his arms holding his weight off of me. “I love having you in my bed. One day, you’ll be Mrs. Black, but until then call me James.” 
 
    “You’re cocky,” I tell him, jutting my chin upward as he looks down at me.  
 
    “I’m determined. And I’m going to kiss you.”  
 
    I can only nod once before his mouth comes down on mine. He’s still holding his weight off of me and the kiss stays light, gentle, but I can sense his restraint breaking. Before I can react, he pulls back and hops off the bed.  
 
    “What the hell was that? You call that a kiss?” I complain. He throws me a scowl.  
 
    “I want to feed you first. You didn’t eat last night. Henderson is bringing us breakfast, then I’m going to kiss you everywhere I can. You’re going to come for me while I come deep inside of you.” My mouth hangs open as I rest on my side with my elbow bent and my hand holding up my head. “What? Did you think that’s all I had, woman? I’m holding back because Henderson’s going to be here and if he hears you come, I’ll have to fire his ass.” 
 
    “It was a kiss you act like I was even close to coming.” 
 
    “Baby, you didn’t hear the moans coming from you. If I put my tongue in your mouth I’d bet you’d be fucking coming hard as hell. I’m going to show you in a little bit. Now get your ass up.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” I say, saluting him before bouncing off the bed. He watches my breasts as they jiggle for him. With a quick lick of his lips, he turns around and walks away. I follow him down to the kitchen where Henderson is just setting everything down on the breakfast nook table. Everything is granite with stainless steel appliances and black cabinets all around. The food smells fabulous and I want all of it, but I’ve got to pretend that I’m civilized. I take small bites and sneak some when he’s not looking.  
 
    “You know. I want you to eat as much as you can. Nibbling like a bird isn’t the woman I know.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “The cameras at the shop.” He’s been watching me. I’m trying to wrap my head around it. Then I think about if I did anything embarrassing on camera. Goodness. Wait, most of the cameras are in the front of the store. I don’t eat there. Well, the one day I did. Damn, the man is good. “Don’t be upset, Hailey. I’m obsessed with you plain and simple. From the first time I met you, I wanted to know more.” 
 
    “So you bought the coffee shop.” 
 
    “Yes,” he says with a slight hesitation. I know there’s more but I’m not sure I want to know. It’s not that I’m bothered by him watching me, but that means that I’ve not been careful enough where my mother and her husband are concerned.  
 
    “Have you been following me around?” I ask. 
 
    “No, I haven’t. Although after what I found out this morning maybe it would have been smarter to have you watched.” 
 
    “What did you find out?” 
 
    “I know why you didn’t want to talk about your family when I asked. Did he ever touch you, Hailey?” he asks, brushing his thumb against my cheek. A lone tear falls from my eyes as I think about the danger I almost faced at his hands.  
 
    “He slapped me around a couple of times, but that was it.” 
 
    “You’re lying. I’m not going to be upset with you. The thought of someone hurting you infuriates me to no end.” 
 
    “He tried. I got away from him, but my mother didn’t believe me, and I ran. I haven’t been back since.” 
 
    “Well don’t worry about them anymore. I’m not going to let them come near you for anything. Now instead of shedding tears, how about we finish our food and then head to the stores to pick out your new work clothes.” 
 
    “I don’t have a lot of money.” 
 
    “I’m not going to let you pay if you tried.” 
 
    “What am I going to do with you, James?”  
 
    “A lot. But first, eat because I want to taste those lips again, and I need to know that you’ve eaten enough before I do.” 
 
    I start eating because that’s a deal I’m willing to make with this man. I should be running for the hills knowing that he’s been stalking me, but fuck no. If I had the tools I would have stalked his ass first. In fact, all my mind can think of is stalk me, please.  
 
    As soon as I finish, I get up and go wash my hands. When I step out of the bedroom he’s standing right there. “I came for my kiss.” 
 
    “Come and get it, Mr. Black.”  
 
    He growls, then pulls me swiftly to his chest. I hit the hard wall of his body while my core brushes up against his stiffness. This time his mouth comes down on me hard, crushing our lips together. I moan into his mouth, my hands thrusting into his hair, tugging on it. I want more as he lifts me up and carries me over to the bed.  
 
    As soon as my back hits the softness of the covers, I feel his hands snake under my shirt, skimming my sides. His large hands continue to go up, grazing my breasts with my hardened nipples feeling every little bit of electricity from his touch. I toss my head back and arch my chest as he lifts my shirt revealing my breasts to his hungry gaze. He kneels on the bed with his thighs straddling mine, then takes my shirt completely off, sending it somewhere in the room. I’m too focused on him to pay attention to my clothes. I reach forward, rubbing my hands over his strong flexed biceps. “Hailey, keep touching me and I’m going to breed you so damn fast. I’ve got the need to fill you with my baby. You want that, don’t you?” he asks his voice husky and deep.  
 
    “Yes,” I stammer out, my body shivering with need. He lowers his head and captures my mouth again. I cry out because my desire is getting out of hand. He was right, he could make me come with just his mouth on mine. He slides his tongue inside, dancing it around mine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    James 
 
    I’m getting ahead of myself, but my restraint is gone. She’s so deliciously perfect that I have to taste every ounce of her. The sounds she makes are more than I can handle. I step off the bed and grab the hem of the boxers on her, pulling them down. I keep my joggers on because it’s the only thing stopping me from claiming what’s mine. “Fuck. Spread them thighs.” She clenches them, a blush trailing down her body. “Don’t be afraid to show me what’s mine, Hailey. I want to know everything about you. Fuck you don’t want to know how hard I am knowing that you’re at you’re ovulating right now. Your pussy’s ripe for my seed.” 
 
    “What? How? OMG!” she gasps.  
 
    “You had your little calendar marked in your room while you stroked between your thighs in the shower. I told you I’m obsessed with you. Now, show me my pussy,” I demand, nervously she does just that. “You’re mine, Hailey,” I whisper, rubbing her core, pressing my thumb against her clit. And if my intuition is right, I’ll be the only one claiming it, ever. Her pussy is soaked. Her thin dark patch of hair covers her hidden fruit from me, but not for long. On my knees, I placed her thighs on my shoulders, then slowly lick her inner thighs. She giggles then moans as I inch closer to her sweet, wet pussy. I breathe her in, needing to savor her like a fine wine. When I watched her work and smile, I ached to set her on that counter and let her serve while I gave her a reason to smile under the counter. The need to mark my territory led me to this point. Her see-through blouse sent me into a possessive urge to take what belongs to me and mark her with my kid.  
 
    I press my finger into her core, feeling how tight she is as she clenches down. Slowly I thrust one finger in, my thumb caressing her nub, then I run my tongue down her slit, licking her sweet, sticky need. She tenses when my tongue first hit her core then my woman come hard. Letting me taste every drop of her. Growling against her thigh, I bite it. She throws her hands into my hair and pulls me up to her, closing her mouth around mine. With my cock throbbing in my joggers, I’m doing all I can to avoid nutting in them. I release myself from her hold, then slide her up to the center of the bed and spread her thighs out nice and wide for me. She has her lips parted and her head back against the pillows. I creep between her thighs, sliding down my joggers on the way up. My cock is damn near coming already. Beads of my pre-cum coat the tip and start to dribble onto the bed. Stalking up her body, I let my cock press at her entrance as I suck her hard nipple into my mouth.  
 
    “This is your last chance to stop this. Tell me to stop and I will, but once I claim you, there will never be anyone else.”  
 
    “Only you, James,” she says softly, staring up at me while nipping on her bottom lip. She’s so damn stunningly beautiful that I just drink in her beauty without moving an inch.  
 
    “You’re perfect,” I whisper, thrusting my way through her innocence. My eyes connect with hers. I know there’s nothing I could have done to ease the pain of it, but I feel shredded by the tears that well up in her eyes. I freeze in my position and apologize, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It only stung for a moment. I think the pain is gone,” she gulps out. I rock a little and feel her walls letting me in some more. I’m only about halfway in and the beast in me wants to be balls deep inside my woman when I come.  
 
    “Is that better?” I ask, moving a little faster this time. She nods. “I need words, Hailey.”  
 
    “Yes, more please.” She throws her legs around my waist locking me tight to her while she slides her hands around my neck and into my hair.  
 
    I smile wider than I ever thought possible. "Hailey, you're mine, and I'm never going to let you go. Fuck you're so tight. I'm never going to get enough of you. Tell me how much you want it."  
 
    "Please don't stop, James. I need you. Oh, my goodness. Please. I don't even know what I need, but I'm so close again," she whimpers.  
 
    "Don't worry, baby. I've got you." I bend down and suck on her tender breasts, pulling her nipple between my teeth and giving it a gentle bite before letting go. My hand slips between us and my thumb strokes her little nub. I'm doing my best to hold on, but I need to come. "Baby, come with me. Give it to me. That's it, sweetheart, squeeze my cock. Fuck yeah," I groan out.  
 
    "James," she cries out; her pussy pulsates around my length, pulling all my cum out of me and deep inside her. I’m nearly blacking out from the experience. I can’t believe what’s just happened. I’ve had unprotected sex with the love of my life. That thought should scare me, but instead, I’m harder than hell. I want to go again, but I can see she’s sleepy. I pull out and her face scrunches up.  
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Wait, I thought it was supposed to go down?” she questions, eyeing my hard as fuck cock that’s covered with our cum mixed with her blood.  
 
    “I thought so too, but the thought of being in you has always gotten me hard, and it seems thinking of you swelling with my baby has the same effect.” I shrug because it’s the way I feel. That’s something I’ll never be able to keep from her. I long for her more than life itself. It’s not healthy and that’s why my parents worried about us. They knew that when we fell it would be just as fast and hard as my father had been except we had my mother’s stubborn streak on top of it. We’re pretty intense in our fields, but when it comes to our women it’s a whole other ballpark. I’d do anything for Hailey. I felt it the first moment I saw her. That genuine good-hearted smile on her face was enough for me to know I’d found my only.  
 
    “Do you want to go again?” she asks. I can see the unsteady look in her eyes. She’s not ready for another round.  
 
    “No, baby. This will go away on its own. You need to rest.” I place a kiss on her lips and pull back before I void everything I just said. “I’ll be right back.” I rush into the bathroom and run a washcloth under the tap, then back out to my woman.  
 
    “What are you doing?” she asks as I sit between her legs.  
 
    “I’m taking care of you. I’ll do anything to take of you.” I press the warm cloth to her core. She scooted a little, assuring me that I made the right decision to hold off. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry. I’m sure that it’s a great thing to have a thing that big.” I turn beet red.  
 
    “Thanks, Hailey.” I stand up and take the towels to the bathroom and come back to lay down with her.  
 
    “This is the life,” I whisper in her ear.  
 
    “I think I could get used to it.” 
 
    “Good, because it’s forever, baby.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    James 
 
    The weekend passed by too quick for me. Luckily, Hailey got to work by my side. Although she would beg to differ about it being called work. Making coffee a couple of times a day didn’t constitute work in her opinion. To appease my woman, I let her help Nancy. She’s been not feeling good since Friday, so this works out for the both of them. Unfortunately, Nancy has a doctor’s appointment, so Hailey will have to go to the business lunch meeting. I’m dreading the idea of letting other men enjoy her company, but since it’s just work I’m sure I can control my jealousy long enough.  
 
    I should have asked her to marry me this weekend. I have a better plan. “Hailey, can I see you in my office?” I call out from the open door.  
 
    “Coming,” she replies.  
 
    “Yes, she will,” I mutter with a chuckle. As soon as she steps through the door, I close it and flip the lock.  
 
    “Oh no, are you going to try and seduce me on the desk?” she asks, running her fingers along the edge of said piece of furniture.   
 
    I smirk and ask, “Was this morning that enjoyable? Already eager for a repeat?” 
 
    “It was enjoyable, but it’s because you locked the door.” She sits her ass on the edge, crossing her legs in that tight, sexy, grey skirt with her palms pressing against the wood and her chest bent forward giving me a delectable view of her cleavage. I can picture my dick pushing through fucking her large tits.  
 
    “That’s because what I’m doing next, I don’t want any interruptions,” I say, adjusting my cock.  
 
    “What’s that?” she says, noticing my hard cock that’s ready to cum inside her again. I shake off that thought for a moment. We’ll return to that later after our meeting. First, I have to let the world know she’s mine.  
 
    “This.” I drop down to one knee. “This isn’t the most romantic spot, but seeing as this is my new favorite place…” I pause giving her a wink. “The first time I met you, I knew that I could never want anyone else. You’ve been all I can think about. I love you. Will you marry me, Hailey?”  
 
    “I’ve been in love with you since we met. I thought it was foolish and fantastical.” 
 
    “Well, then. Since you love me, I have my answer.” I slide the three-carat diamond surrounded by sapphires onto her finger, then stand.  
 
    “I don’t believe I gave you my answer.” She stares down at me with a look of feigned indignation.  
 
    Pulling her into my arms, I slide one arm around her waist, then I cup her cheek with my left. “I disagree. You love me, I love you, and you let me put my seed inside you. I think that gives me my answer.”   
 
     “I suppose it does. Either way…Yes.” I drop my head to hers.  
 
    “I love you, Hailey. Thank you.” I kiss her just as Nancy knocks on the door. I grunt and hold Hailey tighter. “What?”  
 
    “You’re going to be late for your meeting,” Nancy shouts through the door.  
 
    “We’re coming,” I call out, catching the double meaning and holding back a laugh.  
 
    “Dude, don’t need to hear that. I’m leaving for the doctor now.” I knew she wouldn’t let it go. She’s quick-witted and a bit of a shit head. I think it has to do with her four brothers and a ton of male cousins.  
 
    I open the door, holding Hailey’s hand we march up to my smart-ass assistant. “Good luck. Make sure you don’t schedule anything for the 9th. Hailey’s accepted that I’m never letting her go.” 
 
    “We’re getting married in a week?” Hailey asks, staring at me like she didn’t know I was crazy. I thought she figured that out once she realized I was stalking her.  
 
    “OMG. He’s just as bad as his brother. They can’t wait. Apparently, their parents were married after a week. Their families were shocked and not pleased, but Mr. Black didn’t care. And these men are no different. Don’t worry, I’ll help get everything together.” 
 
    “I don’t know about you, James, but city hall is fine for me. I have no one to invite on my side.” 
 
    “We can marry in the condo with an officiant with my family around. I promise that my mom and this one here will make it special.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

  Chapter 10 
 
    Hailey 
 
    We arrive just as James’s guests do. “Hello, I’m Anthony White and this is my cousin and security detail, Martin White.”  The security guard has his eyes on me, taking a long look that stretches from my eyes, lingers at my breasts, but doesn’t get any further because James snaps, “Do you have a fucking problem?” 
 
    “What’s your problem, Black? I’m just admiring her necklace. It is just as pretty as the owner.” I know that’s a lie. The way he eyed me it was more. The necklace was a gift from my grandmother before she died, and my mother got custody of me again.  
 
    “You treat my fiancée with respect or else.” 
 
    “Fiancée, interesting.”  
 
    “Forget it, let’s not cause a scene and get down to business,” Anthony White suggests. I don’t get that creepy vibe from him, but something about this cousin weirds me out. He’s bigger than James. Hardly possible, but it’s true and he has a strange, almost menacing look in his eyes.  
 
    “Congratulations by the way,” the polite one says. We sit and order a round of drinks. James stares at the businessmen in front of us like he’s ready to choke the life out of him. The other guy doesn’t seem intimidated at all. In fact, he seems pleased with James’s anger.  
 
    We manage to get through the meeting because the asshole with the stare is playing on his phone half the time. It makes it easier to ignore him.  
 
    As we walk back to the office building, James says, “I’m not going through with the deal.” 
 
    “Why because you didn’t like the one guy eyeing me?” I ask as we get onto the elevator. He takes us up to the condo instead of his office. 
 
    “Yes,” he grits out.  
 
    “Is that always your business model? Buy businesses because of a woman, then turn down deals because of a woman?” I ask, leaning against the elevator with my arms crossed.  
 
    “You know damn well that I’d only do that for you. Now. Get inside.” He takes out his phone and starts dialing.  
 
    “What’s going on, James?” I ask, but he raises a finger to tell me to wait. “Henderson, meet me in my office,” he says over the phone. He ends the call and looks at me with sincerity in his beautiful eyes, “Stay here. Don’t cut out.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” I repeat.  
 
    “I didn’t like the way he was looking at you. There’s more to it than some fuck trying to flirt with you. And a guy with security experience eyeing my woman isn’t safe. I’m going to do a little digging. Take the rest of the afternoon off. I’ll be back in a little while.” He leans forward and kisses me briefly before leaving the condo.  
 
    I’m not going to lie, I’m a bit freaked out. Something about White felt familiar to me, but I know I’ve never met him before. Needing to change into something more comfortable, I go into our bedroom and start looking through his drawers for something of his to wear. Inside is a gun, I don’t know why he would need one with Henderson and the two others around, but I just grab what I need and slip it on.  
 
    I go to his office to hop on his computer to look at dresses. I’m getting married after all. With the tense lunch and James’s exit, I’d forgotten all about it. I tap on his laptop and it’s locked. Damn it, I don’t have access to it. Oh well, I suppose my phone will have to be good enough for now. I get up from behind his desk and accidentally snag his shirt on the middle drawer. It opens, and I see my picture in a frame resting on top of a file. Nosy as I am, I take a look.  
 
    The picture of me is of the day we met. It was taken through the coffee shop window. It’s a side profile of me smiling with the light reflecting off the glass. I only know because I had a hair clip in that I lost that day. It was the only day I wore it. The picture makes me blush. I set it down and pull the file out. It doesn’t have my name on it, but I open the file anyway because I have a feeling this is the information on me. I’m right, it’s all about me. Then I see it’s got information from where I was born, and my blood type is right on top. Why he needed that I don’t know, but I read on. There are several photos of me in here. All shots of me going to and from work and my apartment. Then there’s a note. “No contact with family. Good.” I narrow my eyes, then turn the page to see my step-father’s rap sheet. It’s three pages long. I see another note by James. “Dead…if he touched her.” One of the arrests catches me by surprise: Suspicion of Human Trafficking  
 
    I gasp and close the file. “I told you I was obsessed.” I look up caught red-handed.  
 
    “This isn’t much more than an employment background check. The pictures and blood type are a bit much.”  
 
    “I wanted to know what type you’d need should something bad ever happen. I’m not without enemies, many just sore losers when it comes to business, but money makes me and my family a target. I’m sorry that you’re now included in it.” 
 
    “So that’s what the gun in the drawer is for.” 
 
    “Damn, someone was on a snooping mission. Since you know I’m obsessed with you there’s nothing to hide and you can look at anything you’d like.” 
 
    “Actually sir, I wanted to wear something more comfortable.” I stand up, giving him a view of what I had on. He swallows a hard gulp of air.  
 
    “Fuck, you look sexy as hell.” He grabs his cock through his dress pants. I moan because he is too fine. When he does that I ache to wrap my mouth around him. I haven’t done that before, but I think it’s time.  
 
    “Not bad yourself. Are you done with your emergency?”  
 
    “No, I called your phone to check on you, but you didn’t answer, so I rushed up here.” He takes his phone and dials. “She’s here. Everything is fine. I’ll be down shortly,” he says without taking his eyes off me.  
 
    “Sorry, no pockets. I left it in the bedroom. I should go get it,” I say with a wink.  
 
    “No, but why don’t you look in the top right drawer in my desk.” I do as he suggests, and I gasp. There’s the pretty little metal flower clip. 
 
    “You found it?” 
 
    “Yes, you were leaving the library and you didn’t have it on. I went inside and found it on the floor next to the chair you were sitting at.” 
 
    “You were outside the library?”  
 
    “Yes. I may have watched you more than was sane.” I walk up to him, holding the clip in my hands.  
 
    “Will you help me put it in?” We both smile because the innuendo is there.  
 
    He nods with a crooked smile and sexy eyes smiling at me. “I’ll put it in any time you want.”  
 
    “I meant this.” With the clip in my hand, I press it to his chest.  
 
    He grasps my hand, holding it by his heart, then tugs me close.  
 
    “I know, but you can’t blame me when you left the door wide open.” I step back when he lets go, holding the clip in his hands. He easily slides it into my hair as if he’s done this before. “I’ve been waiting forever to do this.” He leans down and kisses me. 
 
    I want him to fuck me right now, but I’m too afraid to demand it. I pull back, then beating around the bush, I say, “I should get dressed.”  
 
    “Not yet,” he states. He’s blocking the door with his large frame. I stare at him, wondering if he’s going to let me pass. He shakes his head. I stand in front of him, pursing my lips. Lazily, I rub my hand across the white tee, hardening my nipples. A deep rumble escapes his throat and without another word, he tugs down the boxers I confiscated from him. Then he lifts me up, tosses me over his shoulder like I weigh nothing, swats my naked ass, and carries me out of the office. I think he’s going to take me to the bedroom, but we don’t make it that far. He pins me to the wall in the small hallway outside the office.  
 
    My back hits the wall as his mouth crashes onto mine. His body holds mine up while he works off his belt and unleashes his large cock. I moan as I feel it at my entrance. He pumps into me as he slides me down on his length. I drop my head back and take every inch of his thickness with pleasure. I cry out when his mouth sucks on my breasts through the tee. I shiver as he scrapes his teeth on my hard nipple. My pussy clenches around him, loving the feel of his silky steel. “Fuck me,” I beg, causing him to pump harder shaking the art piece on the wall. Every grunt and moan coming from his husky sex-laden voice makes me squeeze tighter. My orgasm is dancing around the edge until he says, “My wife time to fill you with my baby.” I come so intensely that I claw down his shirt, I’m sure leaving some telltales signs of his skills. He roars out my name emptying into me marking me as his. I can’t contain the urge to close my thighs and let it stay there. I want him to breed me. This animalistic, primal desire claims me whenever he’s inside of me. His lips meet mine sealing our passionate encounter. He pulls me away from the wall and carries me the bathroom.  
 
    “Fuck, you have to sleep in my clothes from now on. Or something.” His phone buzzes continuously in his pants pocket until he answers, “What the hell is so important? Shit. I’ll be down in a minute.” 
 
    He ends the call and adds, “My parents are here.”  
 
    “Oh, holy hell. I’m not ready to meet them.” 
 
    “I know, but you’ve got to. They aren’t going to go away. I’m going down to give you a few minutes. Don’t worry. They’re going to love you because I love you.” He kisses me and washes his hands and face after straightening his clothes.  
 
    This is not going to go well.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    James 
 
    Shit. Shit. Shit. I mentally chastise myself. I should have just called them and told them about her before now. They sprung themselves on me on purpose. I love them, but they can’t wait to meet her I’m sure. I need to warn them not to ask any personal questions about her family. I smell like Hailey. As much as I love her scent on me, I know they’ll notice. I sneak into my office bathroom and splash a hint of cologne on me and fix my tie. I left my suit jacket down here which at least will give me a little cover.  
 
    I walk out just as my parents enter my floor. “There you are. You’ve been a bad boy, James. Where is she?” my mother exclaims, marching up to me with a scowl.  
 
    “She’s upstairs. What brings you here?”  
 
    “What brings us here? You should know better. You’re getting married, son, which means we have what…two weeks?” 
 
    “One.”  
 
    “See. How long did you think it would take for word to get to us? We haven’t even met the special woman. Nancy loves her, so that’s a very good sign.”  
 
    “Well then, let me finish my meeting with Henderson and I’ll take you up to meet her.” 
 
    “Why can’t we go now?”  
 
    “Because I have a serious matter on my hands and I don’t want to waste any more time on it.” I escort my parents to the kitchen area for some coffee while Henderson and I go back to discuss what he’s discovered.  
 
    “What do you have?”  
 
    “He has ties to her step-father’s arrest. Rumors are she was on the block to be auctioned off to the highest bidder.” 
 
    “Shit. What can we do?” I run my hands through my hair because I’m tempted to kill that fuck if he comes near her. How he knew she would be with me is something I didn’t expect. That meeting was set up weeks in advance.  
 
    “I’m working on security here and the building is secure, but there’s a problem. He’s been looking for her. We haven’t been the only one pulling her background.”  
 
    “I want him handled. Did you find anything you could use on her step-father?” Henderson nods. “Good. Use it. He’ll turn really quick on White.”  
 
    “I’ll get right on that.”  
 
    We shake hands and then he leaves to make the appropriate calls and I lock up and head to the conference room to begin the intros.  
 
    “Now, James, please tell me you don’t have her locked up against her own will,” my father partially jokes.  
 
    “No dad, she likes that I’m a fucking stalker. I make both you and Dean look sane.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Dean’s story could rival yours I’m sure.”  
 
    “Well, Dean is a nut, but I bought a company just to keep an eye on her.”  
 
    “What! Okay, your crazy might rival his.” The elevator pings open and I’m shaking my head because my mother jumps ahead of me. Hailey’s not going to unlock the door anyway. I let them in and Hailey’s gets off the corner chair wearing a dark blue dress. I didn’t see her buy that one, but I know why. It looks perfect on her.  
 
    I slide my arm around Hailey then begin the intros. “Mother, Father, this lovely woman is my fiancée Hailey Scott. Hailey, these are my parents, James and Nora Black.” 
 
    “Call me, mom,” she says, wrapping her arms around Hailey. My woman’s smile melts my heart. “Goodness. You’re so beautiful. I can’t believe you fell for this guy,” she exclaims, turning her head and rolling her eyes at me.  
 
    “Mother, let go of my woman,” I tell her, snatching Hailey from my mother’s grasp.  
 
    “We have a lot of planning to do. You can go do what you guys have to do. I’ll call you when we’re done discussing everything.” She pulls Hailey back and shoos us men with a wave of her hand.  
 
    “Come, son. You know she’s just as stubborn. Let’s order some dinner or something. Then you can tell me what’s on your mind.” I actually wanted to talk to him about it because he could use his clout as the District Attorney to get the charges before a judge for an arrest warrant.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Hailey 
 
    This week flew by so fast that my head is still spinning. Mrs. Black, or mom as she prefers to be called, has been amazing. She did all the work. Nancy’s been helping as much as she can, but since she’s been sick, Dean put her up for only light duty. Goodness, I hate to see what’ll happen when James gets me pregnant. His parents represent true love and they will make excellent grandparents.  
 
    I look in the mirror in my overly expensive and yet perfectly stunning wedding gown, and I see a woman so incredibly happy that I can’t wait to become Mrs. Black.  
 
    “You look radiant, Hailey,” Nancy says, standing behind me, fixing my veil. “Are you ready to get started?” 
 
    “Yes,” I sigh. I’m so nervous that something could stop this, but I know James wouldn’t let that happen. Not one bit. He barely left me alone for two hours to get ready. We hardly ever spend any time apart and I love it that way. I’m sure one day we’ll drive each other insane, but he claims he’s already there. I must be too, but I’d rather be crazy than spend a life without him.  
 
    “Lead the way, woman,” I order her. Then I add, “Nancy, thank you.” She turns around from the door and throws her arms around me.  
 
    “Girl, we’re in this together. We’re going to be sisters in minutes…to twins,” she finishes dramatically. She turns back and leads the way down the hall.  
 
    Henderson looks at me smiles and takes my arm. “You look lovely, Ms. Scott.” 
 
    “Thank you, Henderson,” I whisper, tucking my head briefly against his shoulder.  
 
    As we make it to the front, I can see James eyes on me then back to Henderson, giving him a challenging look that makes all of us laugh. “You’ve got your hands full.” 
 
    “You’ve been dealing with him longer,” I toss out, giggling softly. It’s all a silly joke because James is a great man.  
 
    “You’re going to be stuck with him.”  
 
    “Hey, I can hear you both,” James calls out, giving us a feigned look of hurt.  
 
    “Good, now you know I’ve been forewarned and I’m still marrying you.”  
 
    “Woman, that’s right. But you don’t have a choice, my love.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    A Year of Bliss 
 
    Hailey 
 
    I feel his hands slide around my waist as I stand over our son’s crib. I lean back against his chest. “How are you, my love?” 
 
    “Perfect, now that you’re back.” I’ve missed him since he left this morning. He attended my step-father’s trial. Mr. White had met his fate purely by accident. Taking off from JFK his private plane crashed just outside of Hershey, PA. His body was identified, and we were left with the knowledge that he could never come after us. He called me earlier to tell me that my step-father received sixty-five years without the possibility of parole for human trafficking and sex trafficking crimes. “I’ve missed you so much, James.”  
 
    “It’s moments like these that I regret moving out of the city,” he mutters against my ear then squeezing me tight.  
 
    “I know, but your mom has been over all day giving me a hand with the boys.”  
 
    “Did she spend the night?” he asks, turning his head to the door like my mother-in-law was going to pop in to say hi.  
 
    “You know your dad wasn’t going to let her stay without him.” 
 
    We both chuckle because he’s still crazy about her the way James is with me. “That’s for sure. He worked late with Dean on a big case after the trial.” 
 
    “I know. He messaged her like twenty times, wanting pictures of the boys.”  
 
    Our sons Michael and Jordan were born three months ago. We love our little guys and can’t wait for them to be as stubborn as James and Dean. I kiss each of their heads before letting James lead me to bed. I love the life I have. I couldn’t ask for more.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twenty-Two Years of Bliss  
 
    James 
 
    "What are you wearing?" I bark out at my daughter who is coming down our stairs in some tiny ass shorts and a tank top. It’s not appropriate as far as I’m concerned, and I rule this house. Even I can’t say that with a straight face. After all these years, Hailey rules my existence. Without her, I’m nothing and don’t want anything.  
 
     "Clothes,” she replies with more attitude than I care for. At this age, she’s a bit on the moody side. The boys weren’t this bad, but this little missy is  
 
    "Get upstairs and change right now."  
 
    "Mom! I told you he wouldn't let me wear this."  
 
    "Lord where's your father at?" I'm fuming knowing that my wife let our daughter come down in shorts way too short. Hailey comes down the stairs stands at the foot of them with her arms crossed and her glare directed right at me. “Don't look at me that way, James. We're going to the beach. What is she supposed to wear a Mumu?” 
 
    “All of her legs are showing,” I argue pointing to her young girl legs. She’s not that young, but she’s not legal.  
 
    “Yeah, that's how shorts work, my dear. In fact, she has a swimsuit on underneath. So…the shorts are kind of irrelevant.” 
 
    “It better be a one piece,” I tell her.  
 
    She rolls her eyes at me. You’d think I’d have the advantage with only one daughter, but my wife has become her advocate in acting like a girl. Damn it, I know I’m supposed to only lose it when boys come around, but she’s my princess. “It is. Relax. Her bikini is for our indoor pool only.” 
 
    “Fine let's go.” 
 
    “Sweetheart, your daddy said you could wear them.” I feel like there's something underhanded going on between them. My daughter is sixteen years old gorgeous and an heiress. My boys are coming with but at twenty-one, I'm not worried about women hitting on them. “Pops, chillax we'll look after her.” 
 
    “Yeah, Dad, no little dick head is coming near her.” 
 
    “Thanks, boys.” They nod and walk on opposite sides of their sister. Most of our guards are limited because my family likes our privacy. Over the years, we’ve had no trouble with people trying to get in the way of our happiness. And with a promise to Hailey, I eased up on the guard duty. Then again, she doesn’t know but I still might have a problem with stalking my wife. It’s not a lot because I have to work, and well she hardly ever leaves the house alone, but I’ve got to protect what’s mine. And for all that is wonderful Hailey is mine, only mine.  
 
    We all head out to the beach together. I’m driving with my beauty beside me. At a light, I take in her perfection after all these years nothing has really changed on her. My wife has on a beautiful sundress the wraps around the waist. Every inch of her curves and flat belly are accentuated by the breezy fabric, and then a sinking feeling hits me. “What do you have under there?” 
 
    “What do you think I’ve got on?” she asks, rolling her eyes at me.  
 
    “A full body suit,” I tell her. Why did I suggest the beach? The whole car erupts in laughter. The boys think that shit is funny but when they find the one anyone's eyes on her it'll send them into a rage.  
 
    “James, what am I going to do with you? I'm an old woman already. Just because you find me sexy doesn't mean anyone else does.”  
 
    I get angry over the fact that she forgets how wonderful she is. “Baby, you're forty-one and completely sexy. Did you forget about the guy at the grocery store?” 
 
    She ponders it over and remembers the guys as old as the boys were checking her out and even asked if she was interested in going to a party with them. Even after informing them that she was married and had kids their age they still didn't back off. It wasn’t until my stalking ass came in behind them and threatened to kill them that they backed away. The threat in my words was clearer than the stone-cold look of rage on my face.  
 
    I reach out and grab her hand, tucking it in mine. “You’re just lucky that I can’t carry a gun in these shorts.” 
 
    “You sir, look like you’re packing enough heat,” she teases, reaching over to rub me in the car. The kids instantly start their calls of, “Eww, gross,” but we don’t care. Before the light turns green, I reach over and kiss the love of my life.  
 
    “You’re going to have to make it up to me later, Mrs. Black.”  
 
    “I will always crave your love, James.”  
 
    THE END 
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