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    About 
 
    HER: I work for the #1 fashion company, Mad Designs, as the personal assistant to the CEO, who also happens to be my best friend. Little does he know, I am completely and irrevocably in love, want, need or lust ...whatever with HIS brother, the only remaining playboy Maddox.

Jacob Maddox is hot, and not just hot but mouth-wateringly sexy. He is melt your panties, fan yourself like a girl with a crush, holy crap he is looking at me... kind of hot. 

We had an amazing drunken night together and then he acted as if the night never happened. Except then I knew what it was like to have him naked on top of me, talking dirty in my ear and doing things to me ten ways to Friday. 

So I may or may not have talked a friend of mine into pretending to be my boyfriend. And I may or may not have pretended that the night Jacob and I shared was long forgotten. 

Was I being catty and sneaky? Well you can say that. 

But I've learned that you got to go after what you want, and I want Jacob Maddox like I want to breathe air.

But of course, he comes with complications. 
 
      
 
    Him: I am one part of Mad Designs and I’ve got it bad for my brother’s best friend. She and I hooked up several months ago and I’ve tried to push back the feelings that I had for Beth, knowing that I wasn’t the type of guy she needed. My past isn’t pretty, and she knows that. But then she starts dating some jerk and I couldn’t have that. 
 
    She thinks that she knows me from what she has seen, but now it’s time for her to get to know the real me. 
 
    But then all the shit hits the fan and I’m afraid I’m going to lose her after I’ve finally got her.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m not the guy that everyone thinks I am. What you see, isn’t what you get. 
 
                                -Jacob Maddox 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I dedicate this story of Jacob & Beth to the readers who loved them and wanted to see what could develop. Froze is for each and every one of you who loved them and asked for more.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Prelude  
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
    My schoolgirl crush on Jacob Maddox was reaching new limits today as we sat beside each other at Tyson and Allison’s engagement party. I could smell his woodsy cologne and with the small brushes of his hand on my arm while we talked, my heart felt like it was skipping a beat. After toasts and short speeches were made, Jacob and I happened to approach the bar at the same time.  
 
    He was dressed casually and looking positively edible in a blue and white plaid-ish shirt with a matching thin blue tie. His jeans hugged him in all the right places, especially his ass. And that ass! Lately I’ve wanted to just slap it something fierce. His hair was tousled perfectly, as if someone had been pulling on his hair. I imagined at that moment that he let me pull on his hair as he attacked my neck. I shake my head to get the image out as he turns to look in my direction.  
 
    “Shots?” he asks, looking at the two tequila shots in front of me.  
 
    “Yup.” I shrug.  
 
    Jacob grabbed one of the shots and winked. “May as well get shitty in good company.”  
 
    I smile and we take the shots together. The burn feels great sliding down my throat as the warmth spreads through my body as I slam my shot glass down on the bar.  
 
    Jacob orders a few more rounds of shots and soon we’re giggling and holding onto each other for balance. I can’t remember when I had this much fun. We eventually sat back down in our seats and re-joined the party. Jacob’s hand soon lands on my thigh as he leans into me to whisper something in my ear and when that happened, all the blood rushed to that spot of my body where he was touching. I stared at his hand, which remained there for the remainder of the evening. Sometimes his fingertips would draw on my leg, sometimes it would squeeze, and the whole time it was all my body was focused on.  
 
    “Want to share an Uber? You still live near my place, right?” he asks as everyone stands at the end of the night to say our final congrats and farewells.  
 
    I nod, still unable to form coherent words.  
 
    We wait outside on the sidewalk, for our ride. It’s slightly cold out, and Jacob has his arm around me to shield me from the crisp bite of summer in San Francisco crisp as goose bumps arise on my skin like a freshly plucked chicken, as I lean into him and with my head on his hard chest, I can feel his rapid heartbeat. I smile, in hopes that the closeness of us is causing his heart rate to spike. He’s a touchy feely type of guy, and even though we’re just friends and have known each other for years, it always makes me feel special when he wraps his arm around my shoulder like this. I just hope that it’s more than as a sisterly way, even though he’s never referred to me as ‘family’ like Tyson does since I have the closeness that I have with the Maddox family. 
 
    Finally, our car arrives and I give my address first because it’s closer than his place. As we approach my apartment, I reach for the door and Jacobs gets out with me.  I thank the driver, and lean into Jacob to give him a hug goodbye. His arms circle me as he pushes himself flush against me. I can feel the hardness of his entire body, including the one part below the waist.  
 
    “Wait, I’m coming up with you.” He says roughly while waving to the driver.  
 
    “What?” Words fail me and my heart rate picks up again. 
 
    “Yeah, let’s not let the night die young. What do you say?” 
 
    “Um.” 
 
    “If you let me up, I’ll make it worth your while.” he says as he runs his nose down my neck. A bit surprised, I suck in some air and eagerly tilt my head to give him full access. 
 
     “I’ve wanted you ever since Ty brought you home that one Thanksgiving. But you were always off limits. There are no more limits and I get to have you.” he whispers, as he nips at my collarbone.  
 
    My breathing is erratic, and I’m sure I’m having a heart attack. I still have no real words forming so I nod in agreement and, as we step into the hallway leading to my apartment, he has me against the wall, my arms above my head. His hips pressed against mine and I could feel his length, his incredible, hard length press into me.  
 
    Holy crap. I’ve died and gone to heaven… 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
    Six Months Later 
 
      
 
    He smelled like the woods and he tasted like tequila.  
 
      
 
    Jacob Maddox and I shared a very eventful drunken evening and a pretty stellar hungover morning after the night of my boss and best friend Tyson and his gorgeous model fiance Allison’s engagement party. Jacob and I took one too many shots and he ended up coming home with me. He tore my panties with so much vigor that I’m pretty sure I still have marks on my hips six months later and there is still an indentation on the floor of my apartment where my key dish fell over after he pushed me against the wall, and if I thought hard enough about it, I could still smell and taste him.  
 
    And now, I’m waiting on the very same Jacob Maddox to pick me up from where I’m currently stranded on the side of the road. It’s been six months since he left the morning after our hook-up. It’s been six months where he’s acted as if we meant nothing more to another than two professionals who work together. And it’s been six months since I’ve been left with wanting more.  
 
    Life has a habit of making you its little bitch. Or at least of making you look like an idiot.  
 
    I sit on the side of the road, somewhere in Santa Cruz on Highway 17 a little over an hour from home, with a flat tire and smoke coming out of the hood of my precious antique cherry red 1980 BMW 3 Series. I called two people to help me out, a tow company and then my bestie Tyson. But currently Tyson is dick deep in his fiancée and, without a goodbye, he hung up on me. I understand. I wouldn’t want to be bothered if I were getting it on either, but why pick up the phone in the first place? After overhearing, two minutes too many of Tyson’s fiancée getting fucked in the background (props to Ty who kept at it), my phone messages pop up with a message from none other than Jacob Maddox, my crush and Tyson’s brother, not to mention again, the one night stand (also my crush) saying he was picking me up. We’ve been in the presence of another since our sexcapade over the summer in account of the fact that we work together, but never alone prior to then. It’s almost like it’s on purpose, which could be either of our own workings.  
 
    I am picking at the invisible lint on my jumper as a steel gray Mercedes G65 pulls up and parks just behind my sad sick car. I immediately stand straight and turn toward his vehicle. My fingers itch to busy themselves as I watch him get out of the driver’s side in I shit you not - slow motion. He pulls off his aviator shades, tilts his head and smiles.  
 
     “Hey you. Stranded?” he asks.  
 
    “Does the smoke coming out of my car tell you otherwise?” I playfully retort.  
 
    “Well, it could have been a smoke signal. I don’t know how women try to attract attention anymore.” He shakes his head.  
 
    “You mean that’s not how it works for you? Kinda like the bat signal: ‘help, a girl is in distress!’” 
 
    “Nah, they just throw themselves at me. But I digress... This isn’t about me.” he jokes while waving his hand.  
 
    And this, ladies and gentlemen, is why Jacob Maddox and I are not a couple! Okay, not really. But it’s a good reason. He can be a douche happens to say douchey things. He acts as if that night ‒ and the morning after! ‒ we shared never happened. I know from the years I’ve known him that he doesn’t do commitments. He plays, and by that I mean ‘plays the field.’ He briefly dated the photographer for Mad Designs, but he wasn’t actually tied down to her. Hell, he spent a good week in Vegas where nothing can ever go good. Right now he is the only remaining single Maddox heir, since Tyson is off the market. So he keeps up his reputation of bedding anything with tits. While he stays out of the public eye, being that I’m close to Tyson, I sometimes get a behind the scene view of his escapades. However, since we did what we did, I haven’t noticed him man-whoring around as much as I once did. It could just be my imagination, but I know that he has always been one to keep his private life on the down low.  
 
    Lucky me!  
 
    “Didn’t want to ride with the tow guy?” he asks, smiling that damn pantry-dropping smile that makes my knees weak, as if on command. Damn him!  
 
    “Stranger danger. Plus, I’m scared of serial killers.” I say, as seriously as possible.  
 
    “I think everyone would be scared of a serial killer. But how would you know if the tow guy is a serial killer?” 
 
    “I don’t want to take any chances.” I say, as he reaches into the driver’s side window of my car and releases the hood.  
 
    He lifts the hood and smoke billows out and envelopes him. My imagination saw that happening in slow motion too; it was straight out of a romance novel or a cheesy chick flick. The character would be shirtless, but unfortunately Jacob is not, currently, but having seen him naked gives me the benefit of memory here. So the character is shirtless, and as soon as the hood is lifted, the smoke circles him and he wipes at his chest slowly while looking at me through the haze and licking his lips. Perspiration drips down his… 
 
    “Earth to Beth, you there?” 
 
    I snap out of my daydream and blink several times then fix my eyes on Jacob’s face after several moments of staring at his chest. 
 
    “Sorry. What?” I shake my head.  
 
    “Which happened first? The radiator blowing or your tire?” 
 
    “Oh, um. It seemed to happen simultaneously.” I shrug. 
 
    “Life’s a bitch.” he says.  
 
    “You can say that again.” I agree quietly. 
 
    I watch him continue to look under the hood of my car. Jacob’s short dark brown hair is tousled as if he didn’t even bother with it this morning. His gray eyes are searching under the hood as if he knows what he’s looking for. When he reaches into the dirtiness of the engine area, his muscled arms flex and his shirt creeps up showing the golden skin on his hip. While it’s just a hip, it’s skin. And I’ve touched that skin intimately. Stop thinking about that night! I shake my head and he looks up at me and smirks.  
 
    “You okay over there?” he asks. His voice is deep and he’s obviously attempting to not laugh at me while rubbing his hands together, wiping the invisible dirt off.  
 
    I nod as he comes to my side and we stand together in an awkward silence, waiting.  
 
    After the tow truck arrives, Jacob followed the truck into Santa Cruz to its shop. He waited around with me as if he had nothing else going on with his day, As though he had nothing else on his schedule, he waited around with me, which was appreciated. Once everything else was settled, we set out to head back to San Francisco.  
 
    “What were you doing all this way out of the city?” he asks once we’re on the 280 freeway.  
 
    “I was having lunch with a friend.” I say. “What were you up to this fine day that you could break away so easily and come to my rescue?” 
 
    “I was kinda in the area.” He smiles staring straight ahead.  “Santa Cruz is hella far from the city. Why there? Some friend to make you drive all the way out here.” 
 
    “Because that’s where he lives and he made us lunch reservations at my favorite place in Capitola.” 
 
    “Reservations, for lunch? Must be a fancy restaurant.” he mumbles.  
 
    “It was,” I say, defensively crossing my arms.  
 
    “So, what was the occasion?” Jacob asks after a moment of silence.  
 
    “My birthday,” I say quietly looking out the window.  
 
    The car jerks a little as Jacob nearly turns his whole body to the side.  
 
    “What? Wait! What day is it? Your birthday isn’t until the fifteenth.”  
 
    He knows when my birthday is? 
 
    “That’s today,” I say quietly, unsure as to how I feel about his reaction. He doesn’t say anything more the remainder of the ride home. The tension in his car felt thick with a mixture of unknown emotions from both of us. 
 
    “Happy Birthday,” he says softly, almost angrily.   
 
    He is a confusing individual.  
 
    Why is he looking like he wants to throw his fist through the windshield? Why does he seem to care about my plans? Plans that have never involved him or needed his approval? Why am I so affected by the simple notion that he remembers my birthday? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I sat in the boardroom trying to think of anything but her. She’s been a fixture in my mind since the summertime when we both took things to the next level after my brother’s engagement party, and even more so since Sunday when I picked her up in Santa Cruz. I know I wouldn't be able to be the type of man that she needs, so I have acted like nothing happened for the past several months. I know that it wasn’t entirely fair to her. It was a shitty thing to do, and it probably fucked with her head some, but at the time I didn’t know what else to do. I’m not saying that I know what to do now, but I would like to think I’m slightly more… grown up than I was six months ago.  
 
    Previously, I was unsure. I completely froze because all I wanted to do is the right thing by her, because that is what she deserved. In all honesty I want the right thing to be her. Only I would fuck it up, epically.  
 
    I don’t commit to relationships. They scare me.  
 
    She scares me or at least what she could do to me. Then where would that leave us? Her best friend is my brother, she and I work together, and she’s practically part of the family. There is no chance in hell that I deserve her, or that she should be able to count on me being an actual boyfriend, especially because she knows my track record, or maybe she doesn’t. She knows of some of my dalliances, but not the true person I am, because I haven’t ever let her see.  
 
    Would I even be capable of being a boyfriend?  
 
    You would for her. It’s almost like my subconscious is trying to tell me that I’m a good guy.  
 
    Tyson and my mother are arguing, which is nothing new. She wants something and he’s refusing to entertain her ideas. That’s the norm. Since our father passed, she has nothing aside from the last name to do with the company now. Hell, I don’t even think she had an official job before that other than the fact that she was the wife of the CEO. My brother took Mad Designs and turned it from a has-been fashion regret into an "it" fashion need. Since Mitchell Maddox’s passing, we have younger blood at the helm, which has improved sales as well as the brand as a whole. I've assisted here and there, though Tyson really does the most work of all of us. I’m sure I’ve done a lot, but I feel like a lot of the time our cousin Brad and I are dicking around when he’s not across the world working a deal. I work in the media and marketing area, and I choose the models that we work with.  
 
    I am the Director of Marketing/PR and Media and, even though I hate the media, I’m the lucky sonofabitch who approves everything the public sees or hears about Mad Designs. One of these days, I’ll divide up my role, but for now it works.  When Father left us Mad Designs, we didn’t accurately dole out responsibilities, so we played it by ear, and five years later, we’re still trying to figure it all out. 
 
    My mind keeps drifting back to this last weekend when I picked Beth up in Santa Cruz. She had been stranded due to car problems and when my brother texted me asking me what I was doing, I jumped at the chance. After all, I wasn’t too far from Santa Cruz since, by a stroke of luck, I had been meeting with my buddy from college. She had been in that area for what seemed like a date, for her birthday, and I was incredibly jealous. I tried my best to not show my jealousy and I hope I portrayed indifference.  
 
    But seriously, is she dating someone? I want to ask, but is asking too invasive? Maybe she doesn't want me knowing. Part of me is chastising myself because I know damn well I forfeited knowing that information when I was a dick to her after I gave her the dick. See where I went with that? 
 
    With me, what you see isn’t what you get. I’m a layered individual, like I’m always dressed for the winter, but I really don’t like to advertise those layers to the general public. 
 
    I have plenty of metaphors that run through my head, but I like that one since it’s universal for the industry that I’m in. I use fashion terms to explain myself. Plus, it makes me seem more interesting than I really am. The actual type of guy that everyone assumes that I am. So who am I? On the outside, people assume they know me, they think that I’m a dick, a cold hearted guy, and a complete player. It isn’t too far off base. I have asshole tendencies and I like to hook-up, but really, who doesn’t? But I am a simple man, and I enjoy simple things.  
 
    My persona for business, the public Jacob, is far from who I am in private, and the bottom line is that there is more to me than what meets the eye.  
 
    My fear of commitment stems from my mother, I assume. Isn’t it always that way. When a boy has commitment issues, it’s from either of their parents? I look over at her and the lines are prominent around her mouth since that’s her standard resting bitch face.With all the shit she’s put in her face over the years to try to look younger, her skin barely moves, but from all the frowning she’s done, it appears that is her only expression. She’s never been the kind, doting and loving mother to Tyson and me. She’s more so the commanding, disappointed dictator of unruly offspring, forced to hire a nanny to look after the kids, shipped them off to school and then, when they reach adulthood, made sure they work in the empire of Mad Designs kind of mother. And now she’s a widow. As soon as my father’s corpse was laid in the ground, she had her fingers digging into the next male that she could find with a suitable pedigree as if she was itching for a new man to wrap her hands around and dig her claws into. She doesn’t seem to do well being alone. Growing up, she couldn’t be bothered and would send us to our nanny for any mothering needs. Growing up, I recall the standard rebelilious teenage years full of drinking and girls. Lot’s of girls. I didn’t have a parent figure to really have to answer to so I did what I wanted, which likely bled into my adulthood. While Mother attempted random acts of parenting, as soon as my brother and I became official adults, she reserved those moments for when she had several drinks and forgot her manners. Our parents’ marriage was for convenience and for security. Since my father worked hard building Mad Designs, he was rarely around. He didn’t see the small affairs that she was having with god knows who. And I’m sure she was obvious to his philandering as well. Seeing that my mother has portrayed quite elegantly the subtle art of not giving a shit about the sanctity of marriage, it’s no wonder that commitment has terrified me for the majority of my life.  
 
    “What do you think, Jake?” Tyson’s voice disrupts my trip down memory lane.  
 
    “‘Scuse me?” I clear my throat, sit up straight and fold my hands in front of me.  
 
    “You need to stop daydreaming, Jacob, and bring your A-game to this company. You must get more involved,” my mother starts in out of nowhere. “Get your head out of the clouds and focus.”  
 
    Funny how when you’re a kid you can just zone out when an adult talks, the same can be said for me in response to anything that comes out of her mouth. Her lips -‒ I saw them flapping, but it was like in the Muppet Babies cartoons where the adults make no real sense, but instead sound like they’ve huffed some rubber glue.  
 
    “The whole idea that we put into place with the same models rotating seasons, keeping the faces familiar. It was something Allie and I mentioned after the last launch. Do you have any input on the models for the upcoming season?” Tyson asks.  
 
    “And keep in mind that, unlike your brother here, I expect you to keep your pecker in your pants with whichever models you choose. Someone needs to live up to the Maddox name. You will also start attending events as a proper Maddox, not to mention as part owner would.” She eyes Tyson with disdain. 
 
    “Models aren’t my type,” I mumble as Tyson passes a thick envelope across the table to me.  
 
    “I want to pick a few candidates before the end of the week,” Tyson says. “Here are the head shots with comps that Allie scanned and suggests.” He hands me a large envelope. 
 
    “I don’t understand why you are allowing that girl to be a part of any decision making. She’s not a Maddox and she has no business in my business,” Mother says sternly, going off topic already. 
 
    Oh, here it comes. Three. Two… 
 
    “Mother, you will refrain from speaking about my fiancée in a condescending manner. I will remind you again that I am the CEO, so if I bring my fiancée into any sort of business, that is my choice and not yours.” Tyson’s fists are balled tight, his lips thinned, and his voice low yet even. He’s ready to burst, but he wouldn’t ever fully display that emotion in front of her, as he prefers to be in control and keep the power. He takes several deep breaths unknown to anyone else except me as he counts to calm down.  
 
    This isn’t the first time when our mother took her digs at Allison and certainly won’t be the last. Mother believes Allison is a bottom feeder just because she is a model and not as upper class as my mother would expect for a partner for her son, as if she even cares. The bottom line is that our mother is a bitch. Somehow she manages to listen to me more than Tyson, so I level her with a look that gets her to dial back her negativity and the sour look on her face and she retracts her perverbial claws with a roll of her eyes and a wave of her hand.  
 
     “I’m sure that Allie knows these women and would be a good judge to whether or not they can add to Mad Designs and be a good fit, or a complete disaster. She kept me in the loop regarding other seasons’ models she’s worked with and so far, her input has been valuable.” Tyson explains in finality once he’s calmed. 
 
    I open the envelope and at least a hundred head shots are inside. All shapes and colors of eyes are staring up at me as I briefly look through the envelope This is my part of Mad Designs lately: find the pretty chicks to dress in the pretty clothes that we create.  
 
    Just then, the boardroom door swooshes open and tanned legs appear in my peripheral vision. I turn my head slightly and my eyes scale up her body. She’s wearing a pencil skirt that hugs her curvy ass just perfectly with a sheer black blouse. Underneath, her red bra is shining; it’s a beacon commanding my attention. There is a dusting of freckles across her nose. When she is flustered, the freckles on her sternum magically appear just as they do now as she settles into her seat. Her plump lips and perky nose scrunch together as she leans toward Tyson who speaks quietly in her ear. She avoids eye contact with me until Tyson finishes speaking and then turns towards Mother. Her green eyes meet mine as I smile and nod at her in a silent hello. Mother greets Beth sweetly and Beth returns the gesture. As Tyson’s best friend and his personal assistant, Beth Matthews has my mother’s total respect. The only respected female that I’ve seen my mother act naturally around. Beth whispers something to Tyson again and then her gaze settles on me with a small smile.  
 
    Win! She finally smiled. She normally regards me with a neutral look or not at all just like a few moments ago. I wasn’t sure why I was so excited over a simple smile, but it feels like a huge step forward. With that small gesture, I return her smile, and then resume getting back into my own head to digest everything, from thoughts of her to my place in this company and life. I want to rearrange my priorities; I’m just not sure where to start or how. Just that single smile gives me hope and turns all my negative thinking completely inside out.  
 
    I look to Beth again, who is focused on something Tyson is saying as the meeting commences.  
 
    Maybe she can help me? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    I feel uneasy with Jacob staring at me across the conference table. He rarely openly gawks at me, especially with a weird smile on his face. I did my best to avoid prolonged eye contact with him through the remainder of the meeting. As soon as Tyson began closing up the conversation, I faked a need to rush out of the room and practically ran to my office to avoid any conversations that would lead to me sticking my foot in my mouth with Jacob present. I feel as if something unspoken may have happened when he picked me up on Sunday, something I wasn’t completely sure I was ready to officially face.  
 
    I didn’t want to look too much into the weirdness that occurred on the ride back to the city. His entire demeanor changed and while I knew that he wasn’t pissed off with me, there was a level of him being irritated about something. We chatted randomly as he drove me back home, but nothing was too heavy. It was by far the longest car ride of my life.  
 
    Once in the confines of my office, I notice that the room smells fresh and flowery and look around to see a vase with yellow roses on my desk. I walk further into the room to find the card when a tap on the door behind startles me.  
 
    I slowly turn and I am graced with the six-foot-two presence of a surfer instead of one of the Maddox brothers whom I was assuming would be there instead. My friend Luke, who also happens to be my friend in Santa Cruz, stands in my doorway, taking up the majority of the room with his frame. He was your stereotypical surfer guy: tan, constantly sandy in random spots, and smelling like the ocean. He also had that slow lazy drawl in his voice. Luke and I tried to date shortly after college, but our ambitions were so different that we didn’t last a month. Instead we remained friends and learned that was the direction we should have gone in the first place. He was kind and affectionate, we just didn’t mesh well on the romantic level.  
 
    “Hey there. You like the flowers? I brought them by since I was meeting an investor for the shop for lunch in the city. The receptionist said you’d be out of your meeting soon. Anyways, I’m totally sorry your Beamer took a dive after our lunch.” he says as he settles into the seat in front of my desk. I sat on the edge of my desk, angling my body towards him as I fingered one of the roses.  
 
    “Thank you. But you didn’t have to. Lunch was enough and my car issues weren’t your doing.” I smile at him.  
 
    “Yeah, but I’ve got to make sure that I take care of my number one girl.” He smiles, just as Jacob walks by and almost trips over his feet, which catches Luke’s attention.  
 
    I cover my mouth with my hand and stifle my laugh to not draw attention, even though Luke sees Jacob almost face-planting and smiles. Luke knows of my crush and what happened with Jacob several months ago, we share unspoken words of putting on a show and then he leans forward and puts his hand on my knee. He speaks but I can’t for the life of me hear what he’s saying as I’m watching out of the corner of my eye that Jacob slowly walks in front of my office door again, pretending to look forward and not into my office. All I hear is static and the pounding of my heart.   
 
    I smile and nod my head at Luke.  
 
    “Hey, you free for lunch? I’m starving; I could eat a whole horse right now.” 
 
    “I hear their meat is a bit gamey.” I retort. 
 
    “I enjoy a challenge.” He smiles as he stands and I walk around to my desk and grab my purse.  
 
    We exit my office, and I lace my arm through his as we walk to the elevators. Jacob is lingering next to the reception desk with a magazine upside down in his hands and the envelope from the meeting tucked under his arm. He looks up from his upside down magazine and smiles at us as we approach.  
 
    “You out of here?” he calls after us just as we reach the elevator. 
 
    “Oh, no we’re just going out for lunch.” 
 
    Jacob nods and looks back and forth between Luke and me. Shamelessly, I lean in closer to Luke, who isn’t paying attention to the unspoken body language between Jacob and myself. 
 
    “Have a good lunch.” Jacob says as we walk into the elevator lift.  
 
    I smile back and nod as the doors close.  
 
    Luke and I decide on a deli about a block away from the office and take our sandwiches to a nearby park. We sit next to one another on a bench talking about absolutely nothing of importance when a brilliant yet possibly dangerous thought comes to me. 
 
    “Luke, you know that guy that I was talking to before leaving my office?” 
 
    “You mean your hook-up from the summer?” 
 
    “It was only a one time hook up” I say. 
 
    “If I recall your swooning, it was more than once.” He laughs.  
 
    “Whatever. So would you have said that he was acting weird up there?” I ask, wanting to gauge his opinion.  
 
    “Well, I don’t know how he normally acts, but I would say that he was reading a magazine upside down. Unless he had some crazy super power that makes that possible, then yeah, I guess he was acting weird.” 
 
    “Can I ask a huge favor of you?” 
 
    “Anything.” He says without hesitation.  
 
    “Pretend to be my boyfriend?” I rush out while I had the nerve.  
 
    He coughs and as his eyes are watering, he looks at me. “Come again?” 
 
    “That’s what he said.” I couldn’t resist. “I think that Jacob is jealous of you. At least that’s the only explanation that I can think of. You’d be helping me out.” 
 
    “How so? He doesn’t even know me. Barely acknowledged me up there.” 
 
    “On Sunday, he picked me up and seemed weird when I mentioned I met a male friend for lunch. Then he tripped when he walked by my office just now – you saw that – then purposely walked by again. Then, as you saw, was pretending to read a magazine. What if I can make him jealous by saying that you’re my boyfriend?” I pause. “It’s believable; we dated before. I could kiss you and it would look believable.” 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’ll even pay you if you want, you know for time and travel?” 
 
    “Am I an escort now?” He laughs.  
 
    “Um, no. You are a really, really, really good friend.” I put on the extra charm.  
 
    “Why do you want to make him jealous? What benefit will that get you?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I haven’t thought that far yet. What do you say?” 
 
    He looks at me and considers the proposition. I know that it’s ridiculous and could potentially backfire. I’m willing to try anything at this point. My crush isn’t going away and maybe all I want is for him to acknowledge the fact that something happened between us. 
 
    “You wouldn’t be an ugly fake girlfriend, and I guess I wouldn’t mind kissing you, even if it’s not real.” He winks. 
 
    I smile and bounce in my seat at my half-thought-out plan, which could work, or it could ultimately fail and ruin everything.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Who the hell was that guy?  
 
    Why was he calling her his girl?  
 
    And why the hell was his hand on her thigh? 
 
      
 
    None of it was my business. I know that. I’m troubled with why I am so annoyed with everything that just took place.  
 
    They left to go eat together. Friends go and eat together all the time. But she looked very comfortable with him, something wasn’t settling very well with me. Again, why am I so bothered about all this? 
 
    Because you want her for yourself, you idiot! 
 
    I sat at my desk clutching my cell phone. I went through my contacts and came across the folder of “do not answer” numbers, which just so happen to be one nighters whom I would sometimes take for another ride since I knew they would be discreet. I didn’t need someone blabbing that they’re fucking a Maddox. My life stays nicely wrapped up in a small package that doesn’t get leaked out to the media. Tyson is the one who has no fear of the public eye; myself on the other hand, I stay out of it. I don’t attend events, I don’t get into trouble and I have several NDA’s on hand just in case I feel like a chick is a clinger. It’s happened once, and I will never make that mistake again.  
 
    Maybe, I just need something to get my mind off of her, a distraction. It’s not like she isn’t doing the same, right? Does she need distracting from me? 
 
    I press the screen on the name for one of the numbers in my contact list, a definitely discrete individual who also has a high profile that I know wouldn’t say a word of any trysts that we would have. As I made arrangements for our rendezvous, I began looking through the envelope that Tyson passed to me.  
 
    He put a sticky note on the inside of the folder.  
 
    “Have Beth help you with organizing this stuff on a board if you need.” his scrawl says. 
 
    I don’t need Beth to help me.   
 
    I check my watch. I had forty-five minutes before I was meeting my friend, and I had time to go through a few of these head shots. I didn’t have my own assistant, but I sometimes used the receptionist to get me things, so I call her and ask her for a large rolling marker board. She brings me two several minutes later. I arrange them around to opposite sides of my office and then sit back down at the small table in the center. I thumb through the images and, based upon first reactions, I pull the ones I like from the pile and set them aside.  
 
    I’m not saying my choices are the best by any means – beauty is in the eye of the beholder – and I was just good at finding good looking women. I wouldn’t fuck any of these women because just as I told my mother, models aren’t my thing. I don’t have anything against models, my soon-to-be sister-in-law is one and it’s a perfectly acceptable profession. I just haven’t had any luck with models personally in the past, so I steer clear as a lesson learned. Plus, it’s my head on a stake if a lawsuit is filed against the company. And that’s publicity that neither I nor the company would need when we’re back at the top of our game.  
 
    A knock on the glass beside my door alerts me of a visitor and my cousin Brad pokes his head in.  
 
    “Atlantic City this weekend?” he asks with hope in his eyes.  
 
    I pull up my calendar on my phone and with a smile I nod.  
 
    “I’ll make the reservations. I need to win big this weekend. I did Vegas last weekend and lost big time.” he says.  
 
    “If we can leave after the evening traffic that would be best. Make sure the pilot is available at SFO. Call Leo at Borgata, he owes me a favor.” 
 
    Brad nods and runs off silently.  
 
    I’m left alone for the next twenty minutes until I check my watch again and close up shop for my afternoon distraction.  
 
    *** 
 
    Beth and the tall surfer guy had lunch two more times this week, and I had two more afternoon distractions with the same socialite in turn. I knew that I had to stop this week’s escapades before my socialite decides that it would be good press for our families to join. I was only getting my frustrations over Beth actively dating out of my system in the most acceptable way that I could. I wasn’t harming anyone, but I knew that I was hooking up with someone else for all the wrong reasons, and for that I know I’m a dick. My distraction knew what the score was whenever we meet up and we did the same service for each other. It wasn’t close to a relationship rather than a simple business deal. No emotions were involved and definitely no personal talks were had other than the basics.  
 
     I’m walking back onto our floor as the guy and Beth are retreating from her office. I school my features, nod my head in passing and then, as they wait for the elevator, I look back before going out of sight and see her leaning up and him leaning down with meeting in the middle. His arm is around her tiny waist and her hand is on the back of his arm as they kiss. I shake my head and before I walk into the wall, I dodge it and briskly walk into my office.  
 
    Atlantic City can’t come soon enough.  
 
    The boards in my office are full of faces of all shapes, ethnicities and freshness.  
 
    “Why are the boards facing each other? Is this like a beauty battle? Perhaps this side is the contenders, and this side is those who no one would think would win?” Beth asks, poking her head into my office and interrupting my train of thought, her voice dripping with sarcasm.  
 
    “I categorize them based on the notes on their personalities and attitudes.” 
 
    “There are notes like that?” Beth asks, walking further into my office and picking up a head shot.  
 
    “It’s one of the requirements we set out when we ask agencies for models. Don’t want it to be an episode of The Bachelor where all the chicks are fighting to be in the spotlight.” I shrug, feigning indifference.  
 
    “How would you know anything about that show?” Beth laughs hysterically.  
 
    “Allison made me watch an episode not too long ago. It was the worst two hours of my life.” I shudder for effect as Beth laughs. 
 
    I love her laugh. Whoa!  
 
    “Do you need any help? I’ve got the afternoon free; Tyson took off to get ready for the party tonight.” 
 
    “Are you and Surfer Boy going?” 
 
    “We are, but it doesn’t take me that long to get ready. What about you?” 
 
    “Mother sent me a very detailed email saying that if I didn’t, I would be fired, disowned and I would find myself a eunuch.” I shudder at the mention. 
 
    She places her hand on my arm and laughs. I can feel her touch tugging at the seams of my resolve. I close my eyes and envision my hand enveloping her jaw and pulling her into a kiss.  I can’t stay away from her, no matter how hard I try.  
 
    One night was not enough. 
 
   


  
 


 
     Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    Luke looks great in a tuxedo. He could pull off the polished look and none would be the wiser that he was a surfer and owned a clothing store directed towards the same demographic. In all the years I’ve known him, this would be the first time that I’ve seen him dressed up, in what he refers to as a penguin suit. He pulls at his collar several times as his arm wraps around my middle while we stand and talk to a few contributors to this evening’s event. Mad Designs is hosting a dinner and a fashion show this evening at the SFMOMA. We have local celebrities as well as the typical gala crowd is present tonight. I’m not technically working this evening, but I’m also not exactly playing. As an employee, I still need to best represent the company, because I’m always on show, especially when there is press around.  
 
    Luke has been a dedicated cohort in this fake relationship over the week at playing the role of my pretend boyfriend. He’s come to my work a few times to play up his role and we’ve been affectionate in the public eye, but once we’re alone we’re back to normal and romance is far from it. Tonight, I’ve kept a watchful eye out for Jacob, in case Luke and I need to be extra clingy, but so far I haven’t seen him appear.  
 
    This afternoon with Jacob in his office, I saw wildness in his gaze and felt his touch linger when we were discussing the selection of models. There was something different in the air, and something definitely different with our interaction. He wasn’t exactly avoiding me anymore as he has been since we had our evening together, but more so drawing me in.  
 
    Luke excuses himself from our small group and I also excuse myself to get in line for the open bar. I could use a drink; my nerves are shot to shit right now.  
 
    “Fancy seeing you here.” says a deep voice from the corner of the bar.  
 
    I turn and my eyes meet Jacob’s eyes, with a moment of deja vu from the engagement party. I order a martini and slide up next to Jacob with his tequila shot and beer in front of him. He’s dressed in a three-piece gray suit with a blue vest. His hair is slicked back and, aside from the shot glass in front of him, his hand grasps his cell phone like a lifeline.  
 
    “Hiding from everyone?” I ask playfully.  
 
    “Avoiding everyone is more like it. I forgot how much of a dog and pony show these things can be. Where’s surfer boy?” Jacob looks around the big space.  
 
    “Around here somewhere. Did you bring a date?” I ask, looking around for any females lingering around whom he could have come with.  
 
    “Nope.” He slings back the shot in front of him and motions for another. “Want one?” 
 
    “No, thanks. Work events are a two-drink limit for me. This is number one.” I smile. 
 
    “Surfer boy is chatting it up with some model over there. Shouldn’t you go and stake your claim?” Jacob angles his chin in Luke’s direction.  
 
    “He can hold his own. Are you okay?” I ask without glancing in Luke’s direction, my sole focus on Jacob and wondering why he’s taking shots at a company event like he’s at a frat party.  
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    I take a sip of my drink as we stare at each other in silence with the air crackling around us. The lights dim and a sound marks the start of dinner service, the moment has been interrupted. I’m both relieved and pissed.  
 
    “I’d better get back to my date. I’ll see you later.” I push off the bar and turn.  
 
    “Hey, Beth?” 
 
    “Yeah?” I turn back to him.  
 
    “He’s no good for you.” 
 
    “Oh, and who would be?” I retort.  
 
    “Me,” he whispers, brushing past me and around the corner into the mass of people finding their ways to their tables.  
 
    *** 
 
    I sit stoically at our dinner table between Luke and Tyson. Since the two of them know one another, they had endless topics to speak about. I would look up from my dinner plate and see Jacob, sitting across from me, staring between Luke and myself as if he was dissecting the two of us and our quasi-relationship. 
 
    What the hell did he mean earlier, he would be better for me than Luke? My mind wasn’t digesting that part of our conversation. I guess the fake boyfriend thing was getting to Jacob. I feel horrible for pretending this relationship was anything more than what is was, but I am hoping that it kicks Jacob into gear. I know he’s attracted to me and I know that even though he’s pretended all these months that what happened between us meant nothing to him, there have been moments when it seemed like he felt more for me. It’s been fun spending more than average time with Luke, but I’m feeling like I need to put a stop to the charade. 
 
    Our eyes met across the table and he motions with his head towards the bar. I quirk my eyebrows in question and he again motions his head. He gets up and I note the flowing conversation about football between Tyson and Luke, I excuse myself quietly, curious what Jacob could possibly say.  
 
    “Is it serious between you and Surfer Boy?” he asks as I approach.  
 
    “Surfer Boy has a name. It’s Luke.” I defend.  
 
    “That’s not what I asked. Is it serious?” He presses on, his face inches away from me. 
 
    “And what’s it to you, Jacob? You didn’t care the moment you left my apartment that one morning. Why do you care now?” 
 
    He winces at my mention of the last time we were together.  
 
    “I didn’t ever not care.” he says, quietly taking a few steps back. 
 
    “You are confusing, you know that?” 
 
    “Is it serious, Beth?” he asks again, stepping closer to me. I can smell the tequila on his breath and recognition in my brain sparks.  
 
    “We’re just friends.” I finally whisper as his lips crush mine. His tongue pushes its way into my mouth seeking my own and mingles against it. He groans in the back of his throat and pulls me closer to him. I kiss him back without any thought as his hand braces the back of my head, pulling me further into him. We back up against the wall beside the bar to the snickers of party-goers.  
 
    When my mind resumes thinking I pull away abruptly.  
 
    “You can’t just kiss me like that, Jacob!” I whisper-shout at him, balling my fists while leaning into him.  
 
    “Why not? You said it yourself, you and Luke are friends.” 
 
    “Fuck your mind games. I’m a fucking person; you can’t just turn on and off your emotions on people.” 
 
    “Who says my emotions are turned off?” he asks.  
 
    “Says the last several months. You froze me out, you acted as if nothing ever happened. I don’t operate without emotions. I’m full of them! And I deserve to be acknowledged.” 
 
    He’s quiet. The look on his face is tortured and his body language reads as if he’s been slapped.  
 
    “You’re right. I don’t know how to do things the way you want. I haven’t done relationships and you’re a relationship type of woman. But the more I pull away, the more I want you. I tried to act like things were the same prior to that night, but I can’t get you out of my head. That’s the honest truth.” 
 
    “Only because I wasn’t fawning over you and I had Luke pretending to be my boyfriend.” I quickly cover my mouth, ashamed of myself for how that sounds as I let the cat out of the bag.  
 
    “Wait. Pretending? Why is surfer boy pretending to be your boyfriend?” he asks, his hand stopping my retreat  
 
    “I-I-I need to get back to the table before the show starts.” I pull my arm from his grasp and turn quickly and retreat back to the table before Jacob can gain his footing and follow after me.  
 
    He returns to the table shortly after I sat down, with a drink in his hand. His gaze is glued onto me. I can feel him staring at me and I do my best to avoid looking at him. When I mistakenly lock eyes with him, he wordlessly tells me we have more to discuss.  
 
    Luke leans over to me, whispers something to me and then kisses my cheek. My eyes again catch Jacob’s, seeing questions and the frustration in his eyes at the motions.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Only because I wasn’t fawning over you and I had Luke pretending to be my boyfriend. 
 
    She told me that he was pretending to be her boyfriend. She admitted to me before I kissed her that they were just friends. So now, I’m extremely confused as to what is happening and why. I see the surfer boy whisper something to her, kiss her cheek and then excuse himself from the table. If I wanted answers, I could follow him. But I didn’t want answers from some tool that I didn’t know. I wanted my answers from her and I was determined to get them before the end of the night one way or another. My eyes leave hers and follow him out of the room. I look back to her and I see so many emotions bubbling in her expression as she struggles to not look in my direction.  
 
    When the lights dim and the fashion show starts, my gaze is automatically diverted to the makeshift stage constructed in the middle of the room. For the next hour, I watch models that I’ve chosen strut their stuff in Mad Designs clothing. When the lights power back on, I look back over to Beth’s seat to find it empty.  
 
    *** 
 
    An Uber takes me to her building. I’m on autopilot as my body moves me to her apartment as I stop in front of her door. I hesitate a moment before knocking. I hear bare feet behind the door and the deadbolt unlatching before she opens the door.  
 
    She’s standing in front of me, wearing yoga pants and a sheer, racer-back tank top. Her eyes are wide and her mouth is open in shock at me standing in front of her.  
 
    “You really should use your peephole before you open the door, especially so late at night.” I say as I let myself inside. I unbutton my blazer and slip my arms out of it. I neatly fold it over the back of the couch as I walk further into her apartment. I unbutton the top button of my dress shirt and remove the cuff links on my sleeves to roll up my sleeves.    
 
    “What do you want, Jacob?” she asks, jutting out her hip.  
 
    “I want to know what you meant earlier tonight. Why did you have Surfer Boy pretending to be your boyfriend?” 
 
    “That’s personal information and honestly none of your business.” 
 
    “Did surfer boy pretending to be your boyfriend have anything to do with me?” I ask her.  
 
    She looks away. “No. Will you leave now?” 
 
    “No, I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Well, it’s the truth.” she says defiantly.  
 
    “Then why won’t you look at me? I’ve known you for years, Beth. You’re one of the most honest people that I know. Why are you lying to me?” 
 
    She’s silent, her fingers staying busy by pulling at the hem of her tank top.  
 
    “I’d really like it if you would leave, Jake. I can’t do this right now.” she says, her voice uncertain. 
 
    “I’m not leaving until we discuss this.” I press. She never calls me Jake. No one calls me Jake. 
 
    “Discuss this? Discuss what? Why? Why now?” she asks with her hands on her hips. 
 
    “Because I’m tired of avoiding you. I want to give into my baser instincts. Those instincts involve me and you.  I don’t want to pretend that shit that happened between us didn’t, because it’s on fucking repeat up here.” I point to my head.  “And because I want to be able to kiss you and fuck you whenever I want.” I admit, closing the gap between us like I did before.  
 
    “I don’t trust you.” she says, her eyes finally meeting mine. “I don’t trust that you won’t pull the disappearing act again.” 
 
    “I haven’t disappeared. I’ve been here the whole time, but from a distance. You’re right, I wouldn’t trust me either. I’m a dick. But I’m being honest with you. Now I ask, can you be honest with me?” 
 
    She keeps my stare.  
 
    “Why were you having surfer boy pretend to be your boyfriend?” 
 
    “To make you jealous. I saw your reaction to him and I exploited it.” 
 
    “Well, it worked.” I rush into her and, with one hand on her hip then other cradling her head, I pull her to me and crush my lips down upon hers. She doesn’t immediately give into the kiss, but I feel her relax with our bodies flush against one another as her hands grip my arm and hip in return. I growl in the back of my throat in appreciation before I break the kiss.  
 
    I run my thumb along her bottom lip. “You know me, B; you know that I’m terrified of very little other than commitment and the lime-light. Tonight, I took a step into the lime-light at the insistence of my mother. I’m also willing to take my step into the whole commitment thing.” 
 
    “Jumping in without your floaties?” She smiles, a daze on her face.  
 
    “I’m tired of fighting the current.” I shrug. “Let me take you out on a proper date.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I need to double check.  
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Tomorrow? Fuck. Atlantic City.” Fucking Shit! Atlantic City isn’t a spot for a guy who is trying to dip his toes into the commitment pool.  
 
    “I’m sorry?” 
 
    “Nothing. Next Friday night, I’ll pick you up here at 6:30? Is that okay?” 
 
    She nods her head and I lean into her for one more kiss before leaving her apartment.  
 
    I’m going to do this right, I will properly take her out for dinner and start this whole commitment thing on the right foot.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    “You? You have a date?” Tyson laughs.  
 
    “I don’t understand why you are laughing.” There’s no reason why I would not be going on dates. He’s heard my horror stories of several bad dates. He often sits on his couch with a snack while listening to my date-gone-bad stories.  
 
    He swishes his afternoon drink, the ice cubes clinking against the glass as he looks me over as if he’s trying to peer into my brain for all the sordid details.  
 
    “You don’t really date, B. You more like graze.” 
 
    A part of me feels the small dig. To be honest, I didn’t date. I haven’t ever had any major relationships that were worthy of an extended chapter. I’ve been pining silently after Jacob Maddox for years, and even now as I sit in Tyson’s office, I’m pining. Although a part of me is questioning everything. What if this date becomes a waste of time, or what if it’s a repeat of the last six months? What if I’m just a means to an end, a fix for Jacob? 
 
    “So then maybe it’s not a date, maybe I’m just trying to get some?” 
 
    “You are picky and don’t just sleep with anybody. I recall attempting to get under your skirt.” He laughs.  
 
    “And I remember shutting you down quicker than the Flash. Remember Ty, you aren’t God’s gift to every woman.” I smirk.  
 
    “Just one. So who is the guy?” he asks.  
 
    “Just some guy.” I shrug.  
 
    “You mean you aren’t going to tell me? That’s not fair, I’ve shared things with you.” 
 
    “Things that, sometimes, I did not need to know, mind you.” I point my finger at him and give him a stern, yet playful look.  
 
    “But the point is… I shared.” 
 
    “You over-shared!” I point at him laughing.  
 
    A tapping against the door frame and a clearing of a throat interrupts the stare down that Tyson and I were sharing.  
 
    “Sorry to interrupt all this hard work.” Jacob walks into the room, eyes Tyson and quirks his eyebrow at me.  
 
    “No worries. Beth was avoiding my questions about her date next week.” Tyson says.  
 
    “Avoiding, eh?” 
 
    My face flames and I feel it creep across my entire body, my chest freckles making their random appearance that they always did when I was flustered, or embarrassed.  
 
    “She won’t give me any juice on it.” Tyson says.  
 
    “Interesting. And why is that?” Jacob asks. He's standing casually with his hands in his pockets, but his stare is intense. 
 
      
 
     “Why talk about something that I’m sure will be a flop.” I shrug, looking Jacob in the eyes only half joking.  
 
    “So you think that this date will suck and you’ll go back to fake-dating surfer boys?” Jacob challenges, still watching me.  
 
    “Fake dating? Surfer boys? Like Luke? You and Luke barely dated, or that sad attempt to be together right after college.” Tyson contributes. 
 
    “Yeah, uh huh.” Jacob snorts.  
 
    Tyson looks at Jacob and then at me, shakes his head and then puts his glass down.  
 
    “So wait, you two?” Tyson needs to pick his jaw up off the floor.  “Now I understand why you weren’t telling me anything.” he says to the room and then he turns fully to look me in the eyes. “You do know my brother, right?” Tyson points to Jacob.  
 
    “I’m standing right here, you jerk.” Jacob mumbles.  
 
    “I didn’t want to say anything about something that I wasn’t sure about where it would go, what would happen.” I say again.  
 
    “Then why even agree to a date?” Tyson asks.  
 
    “Again, right here, guys.” 
 
    “I like him.” I whisper-shout at Tyson.  
 
    “Since when? And seriously, we’ve been friends for years and you’ve never said anything or shown any interest in him.” Tyson asks.  
 
    “That’s not important.” I brush off with an eye roll. “This conversation just got to be too much. I have a job to do. Tyson, you suck.” I stand and walk past both Maddox brothers with their eyes following me. I hear one of them whistle and then I’m too far away to hear anything else as I make my way to the elevators.  
 
    *** 
 
    I immediately regretted having lunch with Tyson. I didn’t want the date with Jacob to become public knowledge just yet. I’ve been able to keep my crush on the down low for years, but suddenly I feel under the microscope now that there’s a potential of more people knowing that we’re more than just friends and business associates. While that wouldn’t be a bad thing, it’s certainly not too professional. Tyson walks by my office and chuckles every time. Jacob lingers by the doorway when he thinks I wasn’t looking to try to get my attention. And Allison was blowing up my phone with texts about needing to talk about this date that Tyson blabbed to her about already. Gossip Queens.  
 
    Luckily, I had a week until our date was taking place. Jacob was heading to Atlantic City for one of his debaucherous weekends with his cousin, which assisted in the way that I was feeling in regards to how this date would go. Everyone who knows about Jacob and Bradford’s trips knew that there is plenty of drinking involved, some gambling, and a lot of women. You would never see any of these excursions in the Page Six news, but one didn’t have to be a complete idiot to know these two let loose while they are there.  
 
    I rub my temples and try to focus on my computer screen. I’m not able to concentrate at work right now with the majority of my brain’s real estate thinking about what or maybe who Jacob will be doing this weekend. I packed up my bag and shut everything down. I was leaving early, but today was Friday so it’s justifiable. I poked my head in Tyson’s office; luckily he wasn’t there, so instead, I sent him a text while waiting for the elevator.  
 
    Jacob must have seen me walk by because he was at my side before I could hit send on my phone screen. 
 
    “Playing hooky?” He tips his head.  
 
    “It’s Friday.” I explain. 
 
    “That it is, so, um …do you have plans?” He rubs the back of his neck.  
 
    “Netflix and chill.” I say keeping my face straight.  
 
    He appears to choke on the air he’s breathing as he beats on his chest and mimics pain.  
 
    “What? You care?” I inquire. 
 
    “I just asked you out yesterday.” 
 
    “And your point is?” 
 
    “That you aren’t taking this date seriously.” 
 
    “Jake, are you feeling insignificant? As if you don’t matter?” I put my hand on his chest and tilt my head as I bat my eyes.  
 
    “Are you really Netflixing and chilling?” 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question.” 
 
    “I think that I’m just going to let you marinate on that over the weekend, while you are on your trip.” I smirk as the elevator doors open and I saunter in with an extra sway of my hips.  
 
    “So not fair.” he expels. 
 
    His mouth is practically on the floor as I turn to face him. I cross my arms in front of me and stick my hip out. As the doors close, he looks like he’s going to lunge forward, but he pulls himself back just as the doors fully close.  
 
    I feel horrible for leaving him with thinking that I was going to go and hook up with someone, but that’s how I felt about him going away this weekend. I’m not a fool; I knew what went on during those trips. And while he was good with keeping his face out of the tabloids, what happened would always somehow be spoken about somewhere. It was also common knowledge of how much of a playboy Jacob was. So I will let him stew, wondering what I was up to all weekend.  
 
    Which, in reality, will be Netflixing and plenty of ice cream.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Atlantic City is a wasteland. Why I continue to come here is puzzling, as Vegas is significantly better. This is the first time that I am not here as a full participant like I usually am, the typical manwhore looking to hook up, get wasted, and gamble.  
 
    My cousin, Brad, isn't asking too many questions. He’s actually pretty distant and disconnected from conversations, more so than usual. While he has two chicks hanging on either side of him, the girl that I brushed off is now hanging on his right arm as if I never turned her down. I am, however, gambling my ass off and drinking like a fish. I may have had a cigar or two, only because I was trying to avoid the topic of females. Brad joked with me on the plane ride over here about showing interest in Tyson's ”other woman,” still not fully believing that Tyson is on the straight and narrow and no longer being the slut that he used to be just a little over a year ago. Luckily, the topic changed and he was easily distracted by one of the flight attendants.  
 
    My cousin is a Maddox. He’s cold, quiet, calculated, and very sure of himself. He’s never casual in his appearance and always on show. He can be relaxed, but those moments are few and far between. I’ve never seen him share a laugh with anyone in the family aside from myself. Before my father passed away, Tyson and I had just met him. He seemed to appear out of nowhere, with some random introduction as the son of an illegitimate child no one knew about from our aunt. It was a shock to us that Father named him as a major part of the company. However, we still have no idea what he really does.  
 
    Sometimes, being a Maddox brings you ass and a lot of it. I never used my last name or anything dealing with the company as a way to get chicks. Not to toot my own horn, but I'm not a bad looking guy, and I'm sure with the number of chicks that I've fucked along the way, word has gotten around about my bedroom skills. I get chicks the old-fashioned way; I approach them and if they seem like they are interested, we have our fun. I lied to Beth when I said chicks just throw themselves at me. I have to try just like every other guy out there, although sometimes I admit that I haven’t in the past, and women would just throw themselves at me.  I've been lucky so far that I'm not as visible as my brother or cousin is. I'm just hoping that any of the recent and upcoming events that I’m attending for the company doesn’t change my incognito status.  
 
    My mother practically strong-armed me into going to the event, which is only a partial lie. I heard that the tool parading around with Beth was going and I had never known her to go to a Mad Designs event with a date. So I listened to Mother about going to the event, only to be bombarded with questions about my sudden appearance by paparazzi and being blinded by lights as I looked from camera to camera on the red carpet.  
 
    I stand at the craps table, swirling my whiskey in the glass while I place my bets.  
 
    "You want company?" a voice purrs into my ear from behind.   
 
    I slowly turn and come face to face with Charity, someone who I've hooked up with here in the past. She isn't a hooker, but she could very well be one. The night after we fucked, she fucked Brad. At least I got first dibs and he got my sloppy seconds. I do recall her being decent company, but not someone that I would share secrets with or confide in.  
 
    "How you doing?" I ask motioning to the space beside me. 
 
    "I'm good. I didn't know you were in town." she says as if we exchanged information and kept tabs on one another.  
 
    "Spur of the moment weekend trip that Brad talked me into." I shrug. 
 
    "I see." She smiles, running her hand across my top of my hand on the edge of the table.  
 
    I could easily take her upstairs, fuck her, and no one would know.  
 
    You would know, you sick bastard!  
 
    I shake my head and smile to myself at the most adult talk I've had with myself in my head.  
 
    "Listen Char, I would love to have your company this evening, but that's all it will be, just company." I say as nicely as I can. 
 
    She doesn't bat an eye. "Is Bradford around?" 
 
    "He is, over there at the next table. Between the Barbies." I tip my head in that direction.  
 
    "If you change your mind, find me." And like she arrived, she's gone just as quickly.  
 
    Should I have taken advantage of willing pussy, pussy that I know damn well is good?  
 
    I asked Beth to go on a date just yesterday. A part of me doesn't know what to expect, while another part is eager to just try to become a perfect gentleman and not do what I would normally do.  
 
    Was she serious about Netflixing and Chilling? I know that’s a thing, though I haven’t done it myself. I don’t do the whole connection thing. Was she just fucking with me, or was she straight up serious? 
 
    I sat at the table for a moment longer, then I got up and I cashed in my winnings. I texted Brad that I was heading up to my room and began making my trek. In the lobby, I saw another woman I've hooked up with sitting on one of the love seats surrounded by a group of women I'm not familiar with. As I nod to the concierge, I hear a squeal and then the clacking of heels getting louder as the woman I somewhat recognized grabs my arm and then flung hers around my neck.  
 
    I've really got to stop staying at this hotel. I roll my eyes.  
 
    "Jakey!" she squeals.  
 
    I hate it when women call me that. They think that Jacob is too formal, so they want to make my name more playful. When Beth shortens my name, I like the way it sounds coming out of her mouth.  
 
    "Come hang out with my friends and me!" she pleads.  
 
    "I'm heading in for the night." I say, shaking my head.  
 
    "Oh c'mon, we’ll make it worth your while, I promise." she says, her voice lowering.  
 
    "I would love to—" 
 
    "Yay!" She starts to drag me by the arm before letting me finish.  
 
    "But like I said, I'm heading up to my room for the night. It's been a long day and I'd rather just crash." 
 
    "That doesn't sound like you." She puts her hands on her hips and sticks out her lower lip.  
 
    "Sorry, maybe some other time." 
 
    She releases my arm and basically stomps away as I turn head to the elevator.  
 
      
 
    Atlantic City is boring when you're not willing to fuck everything that comes your way!  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
    I slept in on Saturday morning, and felt like a million bucks. Mad Designs was busy prepping for a last-minute masquerade ball in a few weeks and Tyson had me working overtime the past several evenings.  
 
    I went to a late morning yoga class and tried to calm my so-called inner goddess, when all the class really did was make me feel old and unbendable. The other women in the class were in their early twenties and could bend over backwards, literally. I’m not old, I’m in my late twenties, but man! 
 
    I fix myself up some lunch when my phone starts to blare “What Does the Fox Say?,” Tyson’s ring-tone.  
 
    “Please do not ask me to work.” I beg as I answer the phone.  
 
    “Wake up on the wrong side of the bed?” 
 
    “No, I just feel as I’ve been only working and no playing.” 
 
    “Is Beth feeling like a dull girl?” He laughs.  
 
    “What do you want, ya jerk?” I take a bite out of my salad.  
 
    “Can’t a guy call his best gal pal and see how she’s doing?”  
 
    “You basically see me every day. I’m questioning your intentions at the moment on a Saturday.” 
 
    “Okay, so Allie is studying or something tonight…,” he starts.  
 
    “Or something? Do you not pay attention?” I cut him off as he sighs heavily.  
 
    “She just started classes for the fall and says she’s behind in reading, and I made plans for us to go to dinner, months ago for tonight. So you see, I need a date.” he finally says.  
 
    “You’re not my type.” I deadpan.  
 
    “You’re going on a date with my brother.”  
 
    “Your point?” 
 
    “Well, I’m clearly the better Maddox?” he fishes.  
 
    “You’re all right.” I shrug. “Sure, I guess I can go out with you. Can I wear my Giants jersey?” 
 
    “No, dress up.” 
 
    “So what you’re saying is that it would embarrass you if I wore my Giants jersey?” 
 
    “Beth,” he growls.  
 
    “Down boy. I’ll behave. But you’re paying.” 
 
    “Of course,” he says.  
 
    “All the drinks are on you.” I sing-song.  
 
    “Just no dancing on tables. It’s not that kind of place.” 
 
    “When have I ever?” I fake my shock.  
 
    “Don’t make me regret this.” 
 
    “Never. Pick me up at—” 
 
    “I’ll pick you up at six.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Tyson was early to pick me up. When he comes to my apartment, he uses the master key, since he technically owns the building that I live in, to let himself in while I was finishing getting ready. I came out of my room and was putting a few items in my handbag when he closed a cabinet door in the kitchen, startling me. Even though subconsciously I knew it was Tyson, my mind automatically went into fight mode. I held my handbag like a baseball bat and crept around the corner, prepared to strike the intruder with a studded clutch if it came to that.  
 
    As I raise the bag higher and round the corner, Tyson stands with a glass of water frozen mid-air and a quirked eyebrow at my entrance.  
 
    “You scared the bejeezus out of me!” 
 
    He shrugs. “Death by purse? Would that have worked?” 
 
    “It wouldn’t have been death by any means, more like a battering. This handbag would have at least made you get some stitches.” I smile.  
 
    “It works for someone in our line of business. You ready?” he asks, setting the glass down in the sink.  
 
    “Let’s get this party started! Don’t worry, I’ve got my party hat in the purse.” I say as I lead the way to the front door. I look over my shoulder and with a smile he shakes his head.  
 
    *** 
 
    Friday comes too soon. I’m not ready to go out with Jacob, at least not yet. While we’ve seen each other at work through the week, we haven’t had a moment alone since he’s been busy, much like I have. We’ve walked by each other in the hallways going from here to there, and he’d brush his hand against mine in passing. We’d been in meetings, sitting across from one another and our eyes would meet. But now, we’re going on an official date and I’m not entirely sure if my hormones will calm down enough.  
 
    I’m finishing my eye make-up when I hear knocking on my front door.  
 
    I take a deep breath straighten my blouse, and shake out my hands. Here goes nothing. Why am I so nervous?  
 
    As I open the door, our eyes meet. I glance down at his attire and see that he’s wearing a nice suit. Suddenly, I’m not so sure about my casual appearance.  
 
    “You look beautiful.” he says as he steps forward with his hand on my elbow and leans in to kiss me on the cheek. My heart is fluttering as he leans back. He’s acting so gentlemanly. 
 
    “I’m afraid I didn’t know what to dress for and it looks like I’m under dressed. Come on in, let me go change right quick.” 
 
    “I think you’re wearing too much clothing.” he mumbles as he walks past me with a smirk.  
 
    “Har. Har.” I quip as I close the door. “So you’ve donned a suit. What kind of place are we going to?  Really should have asked that earlier, ah.”  
 
    “To be perfectly honest, we could both show up in garbage bags. But if you insist on changing, we’re going to Kokkari. I hope you like Greek.” He smiles as he sits down on my love seat. 
 
    “I do. Okay, I’ll be right back then.” I say, heading towards my bedroom and straight into my closet.  
 
    “Let me know if you need any help!” Jacob shouts from the other room as I do my best to ignore him, which is hard since his presence takes over a room.  
 
      
 
    We were seated in the main room at the restaurant at an open chef’s table, surrounded by others. Even though the restaurant is a popular location on a Friday evening, we are shown to our table immediately. The lighting is toned down and there is music quietly strumming from speakers in the ceiling somewhere. I was a little shocked that Jacob didn’t go for the private dining option that this particular restaurant offers, but also glad to not be completely alone with him either. After taking a glance at the menu, I don’t know how the hell I will be able to order any of the items as they aren’t in English. Jacob must feel my apprehension as I keep flipping the menu around and reaches across the table to catch my attention.  
 
    “I can translate if you would prefer?” he offers quietly.  
 
    I nod my head and look down at my place setting. “I don’t understand why only random words are in English.” I mumble.  
 
    “It’s for the authenticity, what kind of meat would you like? There’s fish, steak, chicken, lamb and pork.” he says quietly.  
 
    “Lamb, please?” I ask.  
 
    “Chops, rack or kabobs?” 
 
    “Chops?”  
 
    He laughs. “Do you like lemon?” 
 
    “Yes. I love lemons! You should see all my cleaning products in the kitchen, lemon scented everything!” I exclaim.  
 
    “One thing at a time. Let’s do dinner and then I’ll look under your sink.” He winks at me as he schools his entertained expression.  
 
    I blush at his innuendo, and suddenly my thoughts have gone running wild with him pressing me against the top of the table.  
 
    “Do you like potatoes?” 
 
    “I do, but not if they are French fries.” 
 
    “You don’t like French fries?” he asks, as if the statement was foolish.  
 
    “Not really my thing.” I shrug.  
 
    “I think we’re going to have to end our evening here.” He pauses with a smile and then continues. “Do you want a salad or soup?” 
 
    “Salad, please. Something simple.” 
 
    “Allergic to nuts at all?” 
 
    “Only yours.” I smirk.  
 
    “That’s not what I recall.” he retorts with confidence.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    We ease into a comfortable conversation, when suddenly my cell phone wouldn’t stop ringing. Ignoring it for several moments seemed fine, as I continue to silence the phone from the button on the side, apologizing for the rude interruption. Soon my thigh starts to feel numb from all the vibrating. I note several missed calls from my cousin, which was just weird, since he never calls. He didn’t leave any messages or send any texts so I continue to ignore him. He was just probably annoyed with me because I was boring while we were in Atlantic City and was likely calling to rub it in my face on how much pussy he got. 
 
    I turn my phone on mute and direct my full attention back to Beth, who is recounting a story from one of the family dinners when she and my brother were in their final year of college.  
 
    Since the day that Tyson brought her home and declared her as family, since hers basically turned their back on her, I’ve been interested in her. The main problem with that was the fact that I had always thought that my brother and her had something going on without telling any of us, because who in their right mind would be just friends with someone who was as undeniably gorgeous as she is. Either way, I had to look at her as if she was off-limits, and she was until my brothers engagement party.  
 
    Our salads were delivered and in between bites we talked about work, about life, and then about family. She had a way of dealing with my mother, and for that I was in awe of her. While she spoke highly of Satan, she also was able to get her digs in where appropriate. While we’ve had many conversations over the years, simple date-appropriate conversation was easy with her, and for that I like her even more. The last decent conversation that I had with the opposite sex was with the photographer that I dated. Topics between Maddie and me were generally work related, and I’m shocked that our tryst lasted as long as it did. That’s not to say neither of us dipped in other pools. I would hook up whenever the need felt it had to be met. Maddie would only date other women and, while she never brought them into the bedroom, she would be highly descriptive about her escapades with them. So much so that I often wished she would have brought them into the mix. Our relationship lacked substance; I like to think that we were purely in a physical relationship. Other than small, mostly work-related conversations here and there, I really had no idea who she was.  
 
    I don’t get this feeling from Beth. I know more about Beth than I knew in the entire span of whatever the relationship was with Maddie.  
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I can see the screen of my phone lighting up through my slacks. Again, ignoring the call, I put my arms on the table and lean towards Beth.  
 
    “What are we doing Jake?” she asks suddenly, shortening my name again.  
 
    “We’re two people, interested in one another, having dinner and conversation.” 
 
    “And then what?” 
 
    “And then there’s two options. One, we say goodnight and I kiss you at the door.” 
 
    “The other option?” she asks breathlessly.  
 
    “You invite me in and the rest we can make up as we go.”  
 
    Sly, not too creepy, but with the blush creeping up her chest, the perfect amount of seduction.  
 
    I watch as Beth takes a deep breath, avoids my eyes and pretends to mess with something in her lap. When her eyes meet mine again, there’s heat there. She’s excited, she’s enthralled and she is definitely game.  
 
    “Holy shit! Aren’t you one of the Maddox brothers?” A young, possibly early 20’s blonde comes bouncing up to the table, breaking the moment.  
 
    I clear my throat, look worriedly at Beth and reply, “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “I knew it! One of my friends modeled for you guys and she may or may not have snuck a picture of you. I knew it was you because you are hard to miss, and then your face was all over one of those entertainment shows last week on some red carpet thing. Omigod, I can’t wait to tell her that I saw you, met you! Can I get a selfie?” she asks.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m on a date, and I’d rather not.” I apologize politely.  
 
    “Oh shit, I’m an idiot. Sorry. Like really though, it was so nice to see you and talk to you and omigod everything!” she gushes.  
 
    “Thank you.” I say, trying to feign niceness. 
 
    “No, thank you.” Blondie wiggles her fingers at me and walks off.  
 
    I take a deep breath and look to Beth, who is covering her mouth, trying to stop herself from laughing. “I’m sorry about that. That really never happened before.” 
 
    “That’s what happens when you go to those company events.” She laughs.  
 
    “I guess. You know me though; I’d rather not do those public events.” 
 
    “Why are you now listening to your mother and going? It’s not like she has any control in the company anymore since Ty took over.” 
 
    “She’s still my mother, or as much of one as she can be or pretend to be. Plus, I knew you were bringing surfer boy.” 
 
    Our dinner arrives and by the instant look on Beth’s face, I can tell she isn’t impressed with her dish as she takes a bite. In fact, it isn’t even the dish that I ordered her. I look at my plate, and note that my dinner is not what I ordered as well. I signal to the waiter nearby and ask him to review our dinner ticket and take the plates from our table.  
 
    “I think that was fish.” she leans in and whispers, shaking her head a little. “I don’t like cooked fish. It brings back memories of my old pet fish.” 
 
    “Can you eat sushi?” I ask as she nods. “You’re ridiculous. Wouldn’t that remind you of your old pet fish?” 
 
    “No, well, yes. But he somehow got fried in the sun from his bowl breaking while I was out of town and the sunlight from the window basically grilled him, so yeah. Can’t eat cooked fish. Raw fish makes me think of him as alive.” She smiles.  
 
    “That’s too much.” I smirk at her, catch her eye and wink.  
 
    Her face turns red and she looks away, fixating on the floor.  
 
    Moments later our order is brought to us. The waiter mistakenly places my plate in front of Beth and as soon as he leaves, we switch plates with a smile on our faces. I wait for her to take her first bite to begin my own food.  
 
    She sighs in happiness as she chews with her eyes closed and soon I dig into my own meal. Mid-meal, loud noises come from the front of the restaurant, and several voices fill the space. The ceilings being as high as they are, doesn’t help dampen the sounds but actually creates an echo and the lack of decor on the walls makes it so several voices become so loud, it ruins the ambiance of the room. Clinking and cheers erupt and our previously low voices are now slightly more raised to compete with the loud party that is sitting at one end of the dining room.  
 
    Feeling regret that this date has had one thing after another happen, just honest human mistakes, I want to press rewind on the evening and start over.  
 
    Luckily, Beth seems to not notice the series of interruptions aside from the mistake of our meals, or she’s a good actress.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    This date doesn't rank in the top five dates, but I shouldn't hold that against Jacob, as everything that went wrong with the evening wasn't something he had any control over. His phone wouldn't stop blowing up, which he immediately silenced. The mishap with the food, which was small and non-important. The ‘groupie’ who came to our table, which he was nothing but polite yet direct with about being on a date and then the loud party that came into an otherwise very quiet restaurant. All items could have happened to anyone, on any night. So I shouldn’t really say this has been a shitty date, as Jacob has been pretty on point since he picked me up. We’ve had good conversations, laughs and, despite what went wrong, they were all elements out of an individual’s control.  
 
    Neither of us is mentioning the events of our evening so far, so I'm unsure what his thoughts are.  
 
    I'm not entirely sure if he has anything else planned for the evening, and I'm hoping our night doesn't end after dinner. He's quiet as we're waiting for our check, but I don't look into it too much, I'm nervous as fuck as I fidget with the edge of the table. 
 
    This is Jacob Maddox, the guy who I've had panty-melting dreams about for years before I drunkenly slept with him months ago. I know what he looks like naked, well kind of - the exact details are fuzzy. But I know that he growls when he fucks, he likes to be on top or behind, and he doesn't mind relinquishing control. I should be thinking much more pure thoughts on a first date, but when you've had the nectar, it's hard not to want another taste.  
 
    If anything comes out of this, I want to make him appreciate me as me and not just like a piece of ass that he would be used to dealing with. Maybe I’ll get a kiss or two, but I don’t think we should sleep together. 
 
    Who am I kidding? I'm watching him sign for dinner and just the way he's signing his name makes me want to crawl across this table and straddle him. I squeeze my thighs together and clear my throat and his eyes meet mine with a slow smirk coming across his face as if he can read my mind.  
 
    "You ready to get the hell out of here?" he asks, pocketing his credit card and standing as I nod.  
 
    His hand barely touches my lower back and goose bumps erupt as if I haven't been touched in months as we walk through the front doors. The San Francisco air is brisk, so Jacob steps in front of me, places his hands on both sides of my upper arms and rubs them. He takes a moment to observe me and then begins removing his jacket and places it around my shoulders.  
 
    "I was thinking that if you don't mind, we can continue the night?" 
 
    My body uncoils with relief as if I’ve been holding myself in, like you would do sitting down in a bikini. "Sure, what do you have in mind?" 
 
    "Well, considering dinner didn't go as I was hoping that it would go, how about I surprise you?" 
 
    I smile as he grabs my hand and leads the way to his car. He opens my door and motions for me to get in. I watch him round the hood with a swagger that I never noticed before. The door opens, he slides into his seat and we're driving. He comes to a stop on California Street and enters a parking garage. He pulls into a parking space with his last name on it and I look at him with confusion. Why is he bringing me to a hotel? I mean I know what people do in hotels, but is he being presumptuous? I’m totally fine with some sex, but shouldn’t that have been a topic on the menu previous to just pulling into a parking spot? Wait, I’m fine with sex suddenly? 
 
    "What are we doing at The Mark?" I ask.  
 
    "Drinks," he simply says, getting out of the driver’s side and coming around to mine to help me out of the car.  
 
    "Did you think that I had a room here, and was taking you there?" 
 
    "I’m not going to lie and tell you that the thought didn't cross my mind for a brief moment. You know this is a hotel, right?" I laugh awkwardly and in all honesty with a dash of hope.  
 
    "We both have access to a standing suite here. It’s been in the family for years. It’s primarily used when we host investors or someone else we want to impress. While it’s inviting, I didn't come here with those intentions. That is, unless you want me to speak to the front desk and get the key?"  He smiles.  
 
    "No, no. We're not there yet, Jake." I shake my head.  
 
    "I should remind you that we've already been there." He smiles and looks at me through the corner of his eyes.  
 
    "Glad to see that you remember that." I quietly say, unsure if he heard me or not.  
 
    In the elevator, we stood on separate sides staring at another. He leans against the wall with his feet crossed at the ankle. His arms are crossed over his chest as he eyes me. He smiles, yet says nothing.  
 
    I study him as he studies me. I watch the muscles of his jaw tick as we watch each other. I see the white in his knuckles as he fists his hands. I see the glint in his eyes as if he was amused by the situation. We are familiar with one another on different levels, due to knowing each other for so long. While we have known each other for years, we don’t know what makes us really who we are. That’s what we need; we need the deep connection, because while the surface connection is sizzling, you can’t get very far on only that.  
 
    His facial expressions didn’t necessarily give him away. You couldn’t exactly look at him and figure out his mood, other than he looks like he’s determined. Or maybe that’s just the mood he’s in, I’m not really sure. But I’m eager to find out. 
 
    The elevator doors slide open too soon and the maître d' stands before us with a smile, waiting to seat us. He smiles and hurries us to a table by the window.  
 
    "Dessert?" Jacob inquires. 
 
    "Please?" I say quietly.  
 
    The waiter hands us the cocktail and tapas menus and leaves us for a moment. I peruse the menu and immediately put it down once I find what I want. Jacob scans over his menu, quirks his eyebrows, then refocuses back on the menu as if he’s studying to be tested on it.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I'm generally not okay with uncomfortable silence, but the silence between Beth and me is anything but. It's full of sexual tension, ready to burst at any given moment. If she would let me, I'd slide my hand onto her thigh and between her legs. I would rub her sweet spot and do my very best to make her come in her seat, here in public while she attempts to stay quiet to not catch anyone’s attention.  
 
    Instead, I'm sitting across from her and my dick is rock hard and pressing against the zipper of my slacks, likely creating an imprint. I could go to the bathroom and release the beast and the pressure or I could just sit here and do my best to pretend that my mother is sitting across from me. I have to do the latter, but it's incredibly difficult with how gorgeous Beth looks tonight and how much I would rather not think of Satan at this moment.  
 
    Now that we’re in different lighting than at dinner, all of her finest assets are practically glowing. Her hair is down in waves and her make-up is simple while she sits across from me, looking out the window.  She's far from the miserable bitch that is my mother, she projects refined elegance sensuality, rather than frigid bitch.  
 
    "So, how was Atlantic City?" Beth asks.  
 
    Forgetting that she knew that I was going there, I just shrug. I don't want to tell her how drunk I was the entire weekend. Or how I was propositioned several times, but proudly turned every single female down and sent them over to Brad. Or how the entire weekend, I spent every night in my room hand fucking my dick with thoughts about her.  
 
    "It was uneventful." I shrug nonchalantly. "Different from the usual trip." 
 
    "Really? And why is that?" She feigns shock with my declaration.  
 
    "A couple different reasons, you being one of them, and then I just wasn't feeling it. Brad was the one who wanted to take the trip. I'm just his usual partner in crime to go since Ty is shackled down. I would have bailed out on the whole thing, but I couldn’t do that to Brad and we already had secured everything. It would have been fucked up of me to cancel last minute." 
 
    "I see." she says. “Why was I a factor?" 
 
    Might as well be honest.  
 
    "I had the anticipation of tonight that I was focused on instead of the usual. And I wasn’t about to fuck up like I did last time, before we even had this date." 
 
    "The usual?" She focuses on that one small statement rather than everything else. 
 
    "You really want to know?" 
 
    "Jake, I've known you for years; you forget that I've seen you stumble from one hotel room to another once upon a time." She smiles.  
 
    That night was a highlight in my man-whoring ways. The chicks’ rooms just happened to be across from one another. They had no idea and it was so easy. I had pulled my usual excuse that I needed to be awake early in the morning and wouldn’t want to wake her, which each chick bought. Unfortunately, Beth and Tyson had been walking down the hallway at the same time that I closed the door to one door then turned around to the other. They practically caught me with my pants down. I only felt a smidgen of embarrassment at the time, which is nothing compared to right now.   
 
    "Let's forget you saw that." I laugh nervously waving my hand in the air like a magic trick. 
 
    "The past is the past. Unless it rears its ugly head and then becomes the present." she says.  
 
    "I agree." 
 
    "So, no double rooms over the weekend?" She further fishes. 
 
    "Well, Brad and I didn't stay in the same room, so that would be the only double room happening there." 
 
    "You didn't hook up while you were there?" she asks, her voice hopeful. 
 
    "Nope." I shake my head.  
 
    She smiles and leans back in her seat, a look of relief flashes on her face.  
 
    “That’s a good thing, right?” I ask.  
 
    “Yes. It is.” 
 
    “Wait, were you thinking that I was going to score with random chicks the day after I asked you on a date?” 
 
    “Honestly? I wasn’t sure what to expect. I don’t know what this thing is between the two of us.” 
 
    “What would you like it to be?”  
 
    “I don’t want to be a notch on your bedpost or belt, or a tally mark on your wall.” 
 
    “You think that I am that much of a dick?”  
 
    “Jake. I know you. I know your past. But if I’m being honest here, I wouldn’t want to get involved with you if you weren’t even a little interested in something for more than just one night.” 
 
    “I get that. But I want to put it on the record, any of my dates, and I use that word loosely, we don’t have dinner, or dessert. There are drinks and sometimes a lot of them. Not to sound like dick, but there was only one direction those encounters had and that’s with someone’s legs in the air and then the door closing behind me as soon as it was over. That is not what this is.” I say with a firm voice.  
 
    Her eyes are wide at my honestly and she audibly gulps while nodding.  
 
    “Okay,” she finally says.  
 
    “Okay? What do you mean?” I repeat. 
 
    “Yeah, this isn’t just a fuck to you. I’m not just a fuck to you.” she confirms. 
 
    “You’ve got that right.” 
 
    We finish the night talking about everything in general and nothing at all, the mood easing up and becoming comfortable again. As I pull up into the visitors parking spot down in her apartment building garage, I help her out of the car and we kept the conversation flowing as I hold her hand to the elevator then down the hall to her front door. 
 
    "As much as I would love to invite you in, I think it’s best that we say good night here." she says.  
 
    "Okay." I say, leaning back and forth on my feet, still holding her hand.  
 
    "No complaints?" she asks.  
 
    "I have complaints, but I'm not going to be a pushy asshole and force my way inside. We have plenty of time for night caps, and if I have my way, this won't be our last date." I say confidently.  
 
    "And what if I invited you in?" she asks, testing the waters.  
 
    "I would be torn about doing the right thing." I answer honestly.  
 
    "Good answer." 
 
    "So, with that I will bid you goodnight."  
 
    She pulls on my arm and brings her other to my hip. Our bodies are flush against one another as her lips crush mine, taking me by surprise. She tastes like mint and chocolate as she controls this kiss by pushing her tongue through my lips. I open for her and it's almost like we're one person.  
 
    We kissed the last time we were together intimately, which even then shocked me. I don't ever kiss the chicks that I fuck, but I'll definitely do a lot more kiss her. And Beth, she's a lot more than a fuck. I can tell all of that from just this kiss.  
 
    Man, am I ever fucked! 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    Every fiber of my body is humming as I kiss Jacob. His hand is holding my jaw tenderly and the other is on my lower back pulling me against him as if he's afraid I will disappear if he lets me go. I have to keep reminding myself that he is not coming inside tonight, and that our date will end with a kiss. Albeit a really amazing, toe-curling, panty-drenching kiss.  
 
    I pull back breathlessly.  
 
    I know my face and neck is flushed as I can feel my blood swirling in every part of my body as my heart beats rapidly.  
 
    I pat him on the chest and smile. "Time for you to go, buddy. Thank you for a good night." I straighten my legs so that way I can stay firm on my feet, rather than a puddle on the floor.  
 
    "No, thank you. I'm sorry the dinner kind of went south, but thank you for sticking through, and for the chance."  
 
    "It's not your fault about dinner. The food was great and the company was even better." I say truthfully with a smile.  
 
    "Sweet dreams." he whispers, leaning in to kiss me briefly again.  
 
    "Good night, Jake." I whisper against his lips.  
 
    It's been a hot minute since I've gone on a date, and it's been a hotter minute since I've been left breathless just by a kiss.  
 
    I close the door behind me, and lean against it. I hear a slight thump on the other side.  
 
    I turn and look through the peephole. Jacob is still there, looking down towards the ground, and – I assume – both his hands flat on my door. He then looks up with a smile, adjusts himself, and backs away and down the hall. I doubt he is aware that I'm watching him through the peephole as he walks away.  
 
    Wow! What a night. I don't know how exactly process everything.  
 
    What happens from here?  
 
    Where do we go?  
 
    I force myself to not pick up my phone and text Jacob to come back so we can pick up where we left off in front of my door.  
 
    My insides are tightly wrapped together as I make a dash to my bedroom and disrobe. I look to my bedside table and practically hear my vibrator calling my name. I stand naked in front of the drawer and slowly take out the pink fleshy penis-like tool.  
 
    I lie back on the bed, situate myself and align my battery operated boyfriend with my opening. I rub the tool with a small vibration across myself and then I spread my folds and slowly insert it. Only when I’ve halfway inserted it, I change the vibrating to a pulse. I hum and grab my breast, pinching my nipple as I move in and out of me slowly. Imagining that it was Jacob using the tool on me, with a focused look on his face. When he drags the tip across my clit, I shudder. I rub harder over my clit, knowing that action will get me off quickly. Soon my vision goes dark and flashes of lights, like fireworks, erupt behind my closed eyes. I press the tool harder to myself and feel my pussy contract with an arch of my back, my toes curling with the action. Once I remove the tool from my clit, I feel my pussy clench more and I catch my breath. Fuck!  
 
    My thoughts continue going back to the kiss at the front door as well as the conversations over dessert. About how he confirmed that I wasn’t just a fuck to him, that I was more. He admitted that he messed up six months ago, and for that I can forgive the fact that he acted like it never happened. 
 
    Once I’ve come down from the high, I grab my phone and search my contacts for his number.  
 
      
 
    ME: Why did you act like that night never happened? 
 
      
 
    I see the bubble pop up on the screen immediately. Then it went away just as quickly.  
 
    My phone vibrates in my hand a moment later and I look at the screen.  
 
      
 
    JACOB: Because I was an idiot. I have no good excuse other than that. 
 
      
 
    I smile, that’s good enough for me. For now.  
 
    I grab some wine from the kitchen and eventually fall asleep on the couch until the murmur of the television wakes me up. I get up slowly from my spot and drag my feet across the cold tile floor into my bedroom, fall face down on the mattress and dive right back into dreamland.  
 
    *** 
 
    I wake up to my cell phone blaring through my apartment. I roll over and fumble around blindly for my phone as if it's on my bedside table. When the culprit that woke me from my slumber isn't within my grasp, I jerk my head up and give a death glare in the direction of the phone and try to use the force to stop it from my bedroom. As if I have those magical powers, the phone stops and my head goes back down. Not even a minute later, my phone is ringing again.  
 
    “Who the hell is calling me?” I mumble as I pull myself up from the bed and into the hallway in search of the annoying noise. The ringing stops and, as I pick up my phone, Allison’s name flashes across the screen, then it goes blank. Just when I was about to put the phone down, it rings again.  
 
    She must really want to talk to me!  
 
    “Hello?” I mumble.  
 
    “Beth? Oh my god! Thank goodness you’re okay!” Allison, Tyson’s fiancée, says into my ear. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I be okay?” I ask, clueless to her questioning, but waking up a little more.  
 
    “Well, Ty told me that you went out with Jacob last night and for some reason, I had a weird feeling. Then Jacob won’t answer his phone either, so I just assumed the worst.” she rushes.  
 
    “The worst? What if we were together?” 
 
    “Oh shit. Are you together right now? Did I interrupt something? Shit! I did, didn’t I? You’re naked and I interrupted mid-coitus?” I can tell she’s feeling embarrassed and likely face palming herself.  
 
    “Coitus?” I shake my head. “Who says coitus anymore? This isn’t the middle of the 18th century. But no, you’re not interrupting anything, and also we’re not together right now either. But it is Saturday morning, and normal people sleep in.” 
 
    “B, it’s noon. Who – other than teenagers – sleeps until noon?” She laughs.  
 
    My eyes search the kitchen for the clock, and she’s right.  
 
    “People who drink half a bottle of wine?” 
 
    “Alone or with Jacob?” 
 
    “Alone.” I rub my temple.  
 
    “Was the date that bad?” she asks.  
 
    “Well, it wasn’t the greatest date, but it wasn’t anything that was Jacob’s fault.” 
 
    “But he didn’t sleep over?” she asks.  
 
    “I didn’t even let him inside my apartment at the end of the night. He was a perfect gentleman.” Who could have brought me to orgasm from that kiss and thoughts of him right after? 
 
    “At all?”  
 
    “At all.” 
 
    I hear her whispering something to Tyson before she comes back to me. 
 
    “What’s the big deal?” 
 
    “I had a weird feeling.” 
 
    “Explain weird, Allie.” 
 
    “You going on a date willingly with Jacob.” She laughs. 
 
    *** 
 
    For some reason, I was a glutton for punishment and agreed to go to lunch with Allison. She wanted the details on the date, and I wanted greasy food. All in all, we both win in the situation.  
 
    We meet at a corner diner and sat across from one another in a booth.  
 
    “So, spill?” she demands as soon as she takes off her jacket.  
 
    “There really is nothing to spill. We ate, we talked, and then we kissed goodnight.” I shrug sipping my water.  
 
    “What did you guys talk about? How was the kiss? Is he aggressive like his brother?” She fires off the questions.  
 
    “Slow your roll there, one thing at a time. I wouldn’t know how Tyson kisses, so I cannot speak on the aggressive nature of that. But the kiss, because I know it’s the one thing you’re dying to hear about, was nice. It was a mixture of a lot of emotions, but it was…,” I pause for effect. “Nice.” 
 
    “You bitch. Just nice? Nice kisses are boring. Was it sexy? Like, did he pull on you somehow, make you want more?” 
 
    “Well, yes. He did. It was almost like if he stopped kissing me, it wouldn’t have been happening, like a dream to him. I mean I know I’m a good kisser and all, but he got really into it.” 
 
    Allison smiles and starts to talk again when the waitress comes by for our order. Once the waitress leaves, Allison looks to me to continue talking.  
 
    “So will there be a second date? Are you guys a thing now? We can double date, oh god- we could be sisters!” 
 
    “Seriously, how much coffee did you have?” I laugh.  
 
    “Sorry. It’s apparently a huge thing that Jacob went on a date, and an even bigger one that it was with you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, I’m sure you know of the rumored revolving door of Jacob Maddox, but according to Ty, Jacob doesn’t wine and dine. And the fact that it’s you means that he is serious about you because he knows that his brother would kill him otherwise. He could have picked any girl off the street – no offense – and it would be okay, but you my dear are the road to seriousness.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    “You went on a date? A real date, and not just a fuck-ate?” 
 
    “Fuck-ate?” I ask.  
 
    “You know, you take a chick out to dinner just for the fucking. A fuck-ate.” 
 
    “So, like a date. And no, we didn’t fuck.” I simply say.  
 
    “Just a little bit of fucking?” 
 
    “How can you fuck a little bit?” I cross my arms and get comfortable on the chair, ready for a good explanation from my always entertaining friend.  
 
    “You can finger fuck, you can dine downtown, you can get some head, titty fuck, dry hump, just the tip, do I need to go on?” My friend Nathan counts on his fingers with a straight face.  
 
    “So nothing pertaining to penetration?” 
 
    “Well, if you’re sticking your fingers, tip or tongue in there then there’s penetration dumbass. Do you need to take sex ed again?”  
 
    “So technical. Where do you learn all your ways, O wise one?” I smile shaking my head.  
 
    “I’ve been married for four years. I’ve stuck my dick in all her holes.” 
 
    “Ear holes?” 
 
    “You joke now, dickhead, but just you wait. You will meet your soul mate and then you’ll only want to stick your gross pecker in her and only her. Then all her holes, or at least attempt all the holes at least once, especially when she’s drunk.” 
 
    “You are such a romantic.” 
 
    “I’ve got the chick, don’t I?” he asks.  
 
    “I’m half thinking that you’ve forced her into this marriage and over time she’s developed Stockholm Syndrome.” 
 
    “Maybe a little bit.” He holds up his thumb and forefinger measuring an inch. “She likes my cock; that’s got to be the only reason. I mean, my personality can only go so far. Must be the peen.” 
 
    “Must be some magic stick.” 
 
    “She does have really great things to say about it when I’m deep.” 
 
    “Okay man, that’s just way too much information.” 
 
    “You wish you were like me.” 
 
    “Not so much.” 
 
    “You don’t have to lie to kick it. So really, you didn’t hook up with her?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Did you at least feel her tits?” 
 
    “Does feeling them in the past count?” I counter. 
 
    “You don’t re-hook up. Does she have a magical pussy?” Nathan gasps dramatically. 
 
    “If you only knew.” 
 
    “There’s just way too much happening here. Are you sick?” He tries to reach across the table for my forehead, but I swat his hand away. 
 
    “I must be if I’m still sitting here talking to you. Remind me why I agreed to go out with you today?” 
 
    “I needed to get out of the house and you were hungry. Missy and the midget are in a sing-a-long round robin. If it’s not one song, it’s another and if I hear “Slippery Fish” one more time, I will likely turn into a fish.” 
 
    “You’re slippery, but primarily because you’re a con man.” I laugh.  
 
    Nathan is a lawyer; he fights on behalf of the criminals rather than against them. So he’s got the personality of a sly dog, but he’s all around a great human. We were roommates for a year in the Sigma Chi fraternity at Stanford. He met his wife through an internship at the tail end of college and they eventually married a few years ago. 
 
    His wife is awesome. She’s a female version of him so they go together like salt and pepper, peanut butter and jelly, apples and caramel. They were only married for a year when they got pregnant. I know, I know that he didn’t get pregnant, but he sure as fuck acted like it. If she had cramps, he had cramps. If she had morning sickness, he was gassy and nauseous and downing Tums like they were candy.  So I like to say that he was pregnant too, only he didn’t pop a baby out of his private parts, because that just can’t happen in real life. This isn’t a movie or anything and he’s no Arnold Schwarzenegger. 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be in Vegas or something?” 
 
    “I was in Atlantic City last weekend. But I’m cool off of that for now.” 
 
    “Cool off of endless pussy? You go on one date and you swear off the others?” 
 
    “Weren’t you just talking about one pussy for life?” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean that I don’t enjoy hearing of you whoring yourself out like a two cent hooker.” 
 
    “Living vicariously through me?” 
 
    “You’ve always had a more colorful social life than I have.” 
 
    “My social life was more colorful due to not giving a rats ass in college. While you were stuck in the stacks, I was in the sheets.” I wiggle my eyebrows.  
 
    “Are you flirting with me? What are you doing with your eyebrows? You know that you’re not my type, right?” 
 
    I shake my head and take a bite out of my cheeseburger, chewing slowly while contemplating what Nathan’s been saying.  
 
    Would Beth be the type to want to fully settle down? Would I be able to settle down for her? Would she be my forever?  
 
    *** 
 
    I tried to call Brad the rest of the weekend, but he wasn’t answering. The bastard wouldn’t even reply to a text message and I’ve sent a few. It’s normal for him to come and go. Half the time I wasn’t even sure what he did at Mad Designs, only that my father put Tyson, me and Brad in charge. Whatever Brad does grants him endless opportunities to never be around, so him being MIA on me is nothing new. But the random flux of phone calls Friday night was so odd coming from him that I couldn’t help but wonder. 
 
    I haven’t talked to Beth since our date on Friday night, aside from her text later that night. My mornings are usually rushed, but today I take special care in the shower while shaving and dressing, as if I’m trying to impress Beth. When I look in the mirror before leaving the house, I look the same as I usually do, except my junk may smell like whatever expensive cologne I bought myself for Christmas last year. Because despite what some may say, it’s a warm area and warm areas sometimes smell. It’s not like I want her to smell my junk, but I’m always ready just in case when I am anticipating someone to get comfortable with the downstairs. I feel like a chick as I catch a whiff of my cologne and stare at myself some more in the mirror.  
 
     On the way to work, I stop by the deli close to the office and order a bagel breakfast sandwich. I recall seeing Beth eating them from time to time, so I’m hoping breakfast will make her smile if she hasn’t eaten yet.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    When you work in fashion there are two things that you should always be able to do. One, you should always dress for success, preferably in your company's own brand; and two, you should learn how to walk in heels like a boss. 
 
    You would think that working at Mad Designs as well as being close to the CEO and his model fiancée, I could pull both of these things off with ease on a daily basis. Well, today must be an off day. I missed my mouth when I tried to take a sip of my coffee this morning and coffee drenched the front of my body like a wet t-shirt contest. To top off the amazing morning that I’m having, while walking back to my apartment to change my coffee stained blouse, my heel got stuck in a crack and broke.  
 
    Now I look like a hot mess, not exactly the way I wanted to walk into work and see Jacob for the first time since our date on Friday. So I went home to change and be more presentable. 
 
    I’m grumbling by the time that I sit at my desk. I am an hour late and not wanting this to be how I start my week. I rearrange items on my desk and I start my standard morning like clockwork as my desk phone rings.  
 
    “Hello?” I say into the receiver.  
 
    “Good. You’re here. Just wanted to make sure before I came over.” Jacob says and then hangs up before I could protest.  
 
    Butterflies emerge in my stomach. I’m not really ready to see him, but it’s not as if I can run and hide from him. 
 
    “Hi.” Jacob steps into my office a moment later and sits at the chair in front of my desk.  
 
    He’s looking anxious and unsure of his actions, something that I wasn’t totally used to. Dressed in a navy blue suit and brown shoes, he carries himself well, despite the anxiousness.  
 
    “Hey.” I smile wistfully while placing my chin in my palm as I admire the view.  
 
    “You came in later than usual today. Rough night?” He tilts his head, reminding me of a puppy.  
 
    “More like a rough morning.” I grimace.  
 
    “Everything okay?” he asks with concern.  
 
    “It’s just a few events of my morning that aren’t so amazing. Kind of a series of unfortunate events, sans Lemony Snicket. What’s up? How was the rest of your weekend?” 
 
    “Huh? Nevermind, not sure that I want to know. Anyways, the weekend was good. Yours?” 
 
    “It’s a book.” I say, brushing off the fact that he doesn’t recall literature, or even the Jim Carrey movie from the mid 2000’s.  “Allie called me all panicky because we went out and then neither she nor Ty could get a hold of either of us.” 
 
    “I got tons of missed calls from Ty. What if we were together and they were interrupting something?” 
 
    “I asked the same thing!” I whisper-shout.  
 
    “Oh, you did, did you?” He quirks his eyebrow.  
 
    “Why weren’t you answering your phone? Allie was worried.” 
 
    “I went for a run and then met up with a buddy for lunch.” He shrugs. “Anyways, I brought you something.” He leans over and then places a bag on my desk in front of me.  
 
    The smell of bacon enters my nostrils beckoning me, making my mouth water as I grab the bag and start to open it. I peek inside and the delicious smell of a bacon egg breakfast bagel hits me, my favorite from the deli around the corner. I close my eyes as I inhale. 
 
    “Thank you.” I smile.  
 
    “I remember you liking that. I’m sorry it’s not as warm as it could be.” Jacob says.  
 
    “It’s perfect.” I feel like I’m melting into mush.  
 
    “Where’s mine?” Tyson asks, poking his head in my doorway.  
 
    “At the deli around the corner.” Jacob says not even turning around, but keeping his eyes steadily on mine with a smile.  
 
    Tyson walks further into the room and comes to stand beside me. He leans against the wall, crosses his feet at the ankles and puts his hands in his pockets as he goes silent. I look up at him and see the intimidating look he’s giving his brother.  
 
    “What are your intentions?” Tyson asks in a stern tone.  
 
    Jacob looks at his brother and then at me. I shrug, interested in where this will go.  
 
    “My intentions? Who are you, her keeper?”  
 
    “She is my best friend.” Tyson simply says.  
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And, I’m looking out for her. I know you and I know her. With your colorful past, I think that I have all the right.” 
 
    “My colorful past? You aren’t a Boy Scout either, buddy.” 
 
    “Never mentioned that I was.” Tyson says.  
 
    “I think Beth is an adult and can make her own decisions, including who she wants to be with.” Jacob counters.  
 
    “Beth is sitting right here. Why are you both acting as if I’m not in the room?” I sneer at them, but neither of them is budging.  
 
    “Beth can make her own decisions, but it’s you hurting her that I’m worried about.” 
 
    “Hey! Both of you bozos, I’m not going to talk to either of you if you continue this shit! I will date whoever I want, Tyson. And if I’m dating Jacob, then that’s my choice.” 
 
    “So are you guys dating?” Tyson asks, looking between us. 
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I feel like I can’t breathe as I wait for Beth to answer Tyson. I want her to say yes, and there is a very small part of me that is terrified of her answer. I know that my brother is being a good friend, and that he thinks of Beth as family and I can appreciate that she has someone so deep in her corner that he would go head to head with his own blood in case I wasn’t good enough. With my colorful history, am I good enough for her? 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah, I’m dating Jacob.” she says, looking at me with a tentative smile.  
 
    I return her smile, force myself to stay in my seat and then meet my brother’s hard gaze. 
 
    “If you hurt her, you may want to disappear.” my brother threatens, pointing his finger at me.  
 
    “Geez, Ty. Calm your tits and chill with the testosterone. I can practically taste it. It’s a little too musky for this early in the morning.” Beth hisses.  
 
    “Just making sure my brother knows that I’ve got your back.” Tyson puts his hand on her shoulder and stands behind her. While he’s my brother by blood, he’s always been very brotherly with her, very protective, which I respect. He’s going head to head with me, basically telling me not to fuck up. I think that’s honorable.  
 
    Tyson leaves the room after patting my shoulder on the way out, leaving Beth and I alone together.  
 
    “So,” I start.  
 
    “So.” She fidgets, looking everywhere but at me directly.  
 
    “So, we’re dating now?” 
 
    “Was that okay? Was out of line? Oh my god, are you going to have to disappear now?” Her eyes go wide as she rushes out the words.  
 
    I rush to stand in front of her. “Why would I disappear?” I ask with my hands on her forearms.  
 
    “You don’t date.” she says quietly, as if it’s a secret.  
 
    “Remember, you’re not just a fuck.” I say, leaning down, my lips barely brushing her cheek. She angles her head, giving me a prime landscape to brush kisses across. I run my nose against her smooth skin, feeling it prickle as my lips graze her skin, along with her sharp intake of breath.  
 
    “We shouldn’t do this here.” she whispers, regaining her composure. “I have work to do.” 
 
    “You recall that my last name is on all the stationary, right?” I try to not laugh.  
 
    “That’s beside the point. This is work. We should remain professional here.” 
 
    “Tonight? Can I see you?” I rush out, wanting to expand on this moment.  
 
    “No,” she simply says. 
 
    “No? But we’re dating. If we’re boyfriend and girlfriend, then I don’t see why not.” 
 
    “I never said you were my boyfriend, I said that we were dating.” 
 
    “The difference?” 
 
    “Right now, I can’t think of one, but I’m sure there is.” 
 
    “So why can’t I see you tonight?” I ask again.  
 
    “I have plans.” 
 
    “Such as what?” I ask, knowing damn well she is just going to make up an excuse.  
 
    “I’m washing my hair.” She smirks.  
 
    “Try again.” I goad her.  
 
    “My laundry needs to be done; I’ve only got granny panties left.” 
 
    “I happen to not give a shit about what kind of panties you may or may not be wearing.” I say as she makes a face.  
 
    “I have to get an oil change.” 
 
    “Mechanics close at standard times.” I shake my head, enjoying where this is going.  
 
    “Okay, so I have no viable reason for why I can’t see you tonight. I just don’t want to spend all my free time with you, especially when we just started dating ten minutes ago.” 
 
    “Ten minutes ago? I’m going to think of Friday night as when we started dating.” I smile.  
 
    “We just confirmed that we were dating, by the force of your brother. I don’t think we can go back in time and decide these things.” she says, crossing her arms.  
 
    “We make the rules, babe. So I say we started dating on Friday. And I also say that it’s perfectly fine to see me every night, starting with tonight.” I smirk.  
 
    “We’ll see about that, Casanova. Don’t you have work to do?” 
 
    “I do, but I own part of the company, so I can kind of do what I want.” I shrug.  
 
    “Well, some people have to work for their paycheck, so if you would kindly scooch off my desk that would be kind of super.” 
 
    “I’ll go if you see me tonight.” I plead.  
 
    “You don’t give up, do you?” She fights a smile.  
 
    “Not when I want something.” 
 
    “If I say yes, will you please go?” She sighs. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I hold my hand up to her for a high five, and then feeling like an idiot for expecting the return, I put my hand down. “I’ll meet you at your place, six-ish? I’ll bring dinner?” 
 
    “Sounds good.” She smiles.  
 
    I stand to leave, think twice and bend and kiss her on the cheek. My lips linger on her cheek and then I turn and I’m in her doorway when she speaks again.  
 
    “And Jake, thank you for breakfast.” I double tap her doorway and smile as I retreat from her office and walk into my own.  
 
    *** 
 
    I’m anxious throughout the day and finally when six comes around, I have tacos in one hand and I’m knocking on her door. She answers the door, and steps aside. She’s changed from her work clothes into yoga pants and a thin tank top. Her long hair is in a ponytail, swaying in time with her hips as she walks further into her apartment. The last time that I was inside, we were both drunk and I didn’t get a good look at the place. She leads me into the kitchen and reaches into a cabinet to get some plates. The hem of her tank top rises and I see her tan skin. I refrain from moving to her side and touching her. I pull out the tacos and plate them for us and, once I’ve got both full plates in my hands, she angles her head to direct me into the living room.  
 
    We ate in comfortable silence with the television on in the background.  
 
    “How do we do this?” I ask. 
 
    “Do what?” she asks, after she finishes chewing.  
 
    “Well, I don’t know how to date. I’m being open and honest here. Teach me the ways, Yoda.” 
 
    “I’m not a pro at it or anything. But we do what we’re doing right now. We have meals together, we hang out, we talk, and we do whatever feels comfortable.” 
 
    “And that doesn’t always necessarily mean sex, right?” She shoots me a look and I hold up my hands. “I’m just asking.” 
 
    “We do what feels comfortable. In relationships, you don’t usually rush things, but sometimes you do. Sex is one of those things that you should feel comfortable doing.” 
 
    “So, six months ago? You were comfortable with me?” 
 
    “I’ve known you forever. I think it’s safe to say that I’m comfortable with you.” 
 
    “Good. So we’ve already broken the seal, would that mean we’re back-peddling?” 
 
    “Jake, that night was fueled by tequila. I think that’s neither here nor there.” 
 
    “Good point. Basically, we go with the flow?” 
 
    “Yes. We can be as exciting or as boring as we want.” 
 
    “Well, then I vote that we do boring for a bit. I think I’ve had a lot of excitement and I think I want to take life leisurely.” 
 
    “We can do whatever is comfortable.” 
 
    “So you’ll hang out with me while I play video games?” 
 
    “Um, maybe.” 
 
    I laugh. “I’ll take a maybe. This whole relationship thing might be pretty cool.” 
 
    After we cleared the table, we settle back on the couch. We sat apart at first, but as the show continued, my hand made its way to hers, intertwining our fingers together. Then that same hand landed on her thigh, our thighs were flush against another, and her head lay on my shoulder. Her other hand was on my thigh, her fingers lightly brushing a pattern that only she knew.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Beth  
 
      
 
    One minute we’re watching La La Land, and the next I’m sitting in his lap rubbing against him hungrily. I fought getting too close to him all night, then mid movie the light kisses he was placing on my hand became my neck and then next was my lips. And that brings us to where we currently are now.  
 
    I’m shamelessly grinding against him as if I’m a hormonal teenager as he fucks my mouth with his tongue. We’re both breathing heavily, our hands are roaming over clothes and under clothes. I may have moaned loudly as he bites my lower lip and pulls slightly while his hand palms my breast.  
 
    “Let’s move this to my bedroom.” I mumble against his lips.  
 
    He nods and without breaking contact, he lifts me and brings us to the bedroom. He gently lays me on the bed, grabs the waistband of my yoga pants then slowly brings the pants down my lower body.  He plants kisses up my leg alternating between the two on his way slowly back up my body. His hands flatten against my stomach and go under my tank top. His fingertips brush lightly under my bra and the underside of my breasts. He hums in approval as he lingers at the apex of my legs and inhales, licks his lips and then smiles as he comes back up my body.  
 
    Capturing my lips with his, his hands roaming the sides of my body as his tongue licks my lips as if he is asking permission for his tongue to go inside. Granting him entrance, I arch into him in the process and that presses him harder against me.  
 
    “Clothes. You’re wearing too many.” I moan against him when my hips involuntarily rise to meet him.  
 
    He smirks as he lifts off of me and begins to disrobe, slowly, as I watch him with hunger in my eyes. I wouldn’t dare look away. I remember his chiseled body from the last time, even though I was drunk, that’s not a body that you would forget, no matter how much alcohol you have consumed. When he comes back to me, he reaches for my shirt and I help him take it off. I lift my hips as he drags my panties off inch by inch. He leans down again and inhales my scent again now that there is nothing covering my most intimate parts. I have the urge to cover up out of instinct but, when I look into his eyes and see the approval and the desire reflecting from his irises, I can’t help but want to be open to him. I lean up slightly and remove my bra, my breasts falling heavily. His eyes watch the movement as his head lowers again.  
 
    He runs his tongue up my seam and through the folds, and then leans back, looking at my sex and licking his lips.  
 
    “You taste like strawberries.” he breathes with a smile. In one swift movement, he stands and his dick is breaking free of his boxer briefs. He removes them quickly and now I’ve got Jacob Maddox standing full monty in front of me. I could describe him as the epitome of sex, but that wouldn’t be doing him justice. His piercing good looks and just everything about him wouldn’t ever measure up to any one specific description other than mouth-watering. Now he’s standing in front of me, rubbing his hand up and down the length of his dick, which is magnificent by the way, ready to pounce on me. He sheathes himself quickly as he approaches the bed. 
 
    He climbs onto the bed and, half on me, half off, he kisses me passionately again. He rolls fully on top of me and, with both his hands under my body firmly grasping my butt cheeks, pushes in. He is buried inside me and pushing past all my hidden emotions. He’s seated  to the hiltand allowing my tight walls to get used to his size.  
 
    With a growl beside my ear, he languidly begins to push and pull, our bodies moving in tandem at a slow start and then with increasing speed. Sounds of moans echoing, skin slapping, juices meeting together resonates off the walls as we lose ourselves in one another. 
 
    His mouth is on my breast, pulling my nipple between his teeth, rolling the tip with his tongue, and my fingers grip his shoulders as my insides quake. I moan loudly as my orgasm takes me over. Bright blinding lights explode behind my eyelids and it’s possible that I've stopped breathing as I am fully consumed by him. My body feeling light and as if it was struck by lightning at the same time. 
 
    As I return back to earth, he is thrusting into me – one, two, three more times before he groans loudly and stills. His head is in the crook of my neck as he catches his breath.  
 
    "I don’t want to be presumptuous, so what's your stamina like?" he asks into my skin while catching his breath. 
 
    "You're asking me if I can for go for round two while your dick is still in me?" I laugh.  
 
    "I don’t want to expect that you will want to go again in, say 10 minutes?"  
 
    "You should be so lucky." I deadpan. 
 
    "Thirty minutes then. Got it." 
 
    “I haven't had sex more than once in a day, like ever." 
 
    "That sounds like a challenge." He grins.  
 
    “What just happened?" 
 
    "Oh sweetheart, you made a deal with the devil." 
 
    "And that entails?" 
 
    "At least three more orgasms before the night is over." 
 
    "You realize that it’s already late?" 
 
    "Well then I better get started! This night isn’t over. And I think my dick missed you." he says, disposing of the condom and grabbing his dick in his hand. He strokes himself from base to tip, squeezing at the tip. I am impressed with how quickly he is hard again, and I find myself aroused by watching him touch himself.  
 
    Who would have known a week ago, when I was pretending to date my friend, that I would be getting my world rocked like this? I think that if this is how things are going to be, I'm going to need to invest in a gym membership and get my stamina to match with his. 
 
    Was I really going to go for a round two?  I’ve never gone for round two in the same night, let alone within minutes, not with any of my past partners.  
 
    Jacob Maddox will be a game changer.  
 
    He’s rising to the challenge.  
 
    And I’m not one to turn down a challenge.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I wake up and don’t recognize the walls of the room that I’m in right away. Then I feel a pert ass against my upper hip and know that I’m back in Beth’s bed, a little more than six months after the first time we stumbled in here.  It’s still dark outside, but my mind is fully awake and now all I can think about is fucking her again. It would be a perfect way to begin the day, a nice healthy fuck with my girl. My girl. I wouldn’t have thought we would be here, being that I acted like a complete dick after that night when we last were together in this room. Somehow, she’s broken through my resolve to not have any commitments. With her, I want nothing but that.  
 
    I run my hand along her hip and she squirms a little and settles in closer to me. When she told me last night that she’s not usually a more than one time in the sack per night type of gal, I wanted to change that immediately. I made it my personal mission. Unfortunately, after the second run we both passed out and that brings me to now. Still determined to meet the challenge that I concocted a few hours ago, I turn to my side and pepper kisses down her upper back. She pushes into me and I can tell she is smiling as she wakes.  
 
    “What time is it?” she mumbles. 
 
    I look to her bedside clock and smile. There’s still time for another round before work. “It’s almost six.” I say, pressing my lips against the back of her neck. 
 
    Her body jerks and she starts to sit up. My hand is still on her hip. The sheet falls down and her bare back is in front of me. 
 
    “Shit! I forgot to set my alarm last night!” 
 
    “You don’t have to be in the office for a few hours, right?” I ask, leaning into her and running my nose up her spine.  
 
    “Do I look like the type of girl who rolls out of bed and goes into work?” 
 
    “You could go to work in a black trash bag, and I would still want to get in your pants.” 
 
    “You’re so charming.” she jests.  
 
    “I aim to please. And speaking of which, I would like to please you again this morning, before we go into work.” I pull her back down onto the bed. 
 
    “I don’t think—” 
 
    “Don’t think, just accept.” I cover her body with mine as I kiss her softly. As I do, her hands reach up and grip the back of my arms.  
 
    She doesn’t fight it. In fact, she pulls me closer and moans into my mouth as my hand wanders between us and into the warmth of her center. My thumb circles her clit slowly and a finger slides into her wetness. It’s my turn to moan at the sensation of her enveloping my finger with ease.  
 
    Her hips begin to push up to meet the withdrawal of my finger and I add another to the mix. I hear her juices and fight the urge to stick my dick into her bare. As she’s riding my fingers with no abandon, I nibble on her neck. My dick is rubbing gently against her thigh, leaving a trail of precum in its wake. With one of her arms, she’s fumbling around in the side drawer of her nightstand and finally produces a condom. I remove my fingers with hesitation and in no time at all, I sheathe myself and bury myself deeply within her canal. She hisses in ecstasy and I groan so loud that I’m sure the neighborhood was woken up. My movements are erratic as morning sex isn’t a norm for me. Hell, sleepovers aren’t a norm for me. I haven’t slept over a chick’s house in… I can’t even remember. So morning sex was never a thing, but I can get used to it.  
 
    She matches my demanding rhythm and spreads her legs more, allowing me to go deeper and with that, I grab her waist and press down as I thrust. Arousal spreads through my body as I feel her walls constricting, sucking my dick, begging for it to come. As if our bodies were communicating, I see the flush of her skin and feel the tightening of her orgasm pulling the orgasm out of me as we come together. I feel her walls constrict and my mouth goes dry as I feel like all breath has been sucked out of me.  
 
    I drop my head to the curve of her neck as my dick is still twitching with the throb of her pussy. I really like this relationship stuff, and morning sex. 
 
    I am so fucked. She is going to ruin me, and I’m going to love every second of it!  
 
    *** 
 
    Beth refused to go into work together, saying something about giving the wrong impression or something. I brushed it off and just went along with it, knowing that with time, I can wear her down. As soon as I started up my desktop computer, my brother strolls in and shuts the door.  
 
    I sit back in my chair, put my hands behind my head and smile lazily.  
 
    “What do I owe the pleasure of this visit to?” I ask.  
 
    “I need to know you’re not just dicking around?” he says gruffly.  
 
    “Seriously? This again?” I roll my eyes.  
 
    “Seriously. I know you. I know about your past and I know that you are not one to have a monogamous relationship.” 
 
    “I’ve never said never about one, they just never really came to fruition in the past.” I shrug.  
 
    “And you see that taking place with Beth?” 
 
    “Being with only her? Why not? Why are you being such a hard ass about this?” 
 
    “You know as well as anyone that Beth is family. She’s my best friend and I am doing what anyone would do for someone that they care about.” 
 
    I nod, understanding where he is coming from. “I’m not dicking around with her. I’m in it man.” 
 
    “It’s random. All of a sudden, why now?” Tyson asks while appraising me. 
 
    “Well.” I pause, knowing that he possibly doesn’t know about this, based on his reactions so far about us being into another.  “We hooked up after your engagement party.” 
 
    Tyson’s jaw drops. He makes a weird noise from the back of his throat, opens and closes his mouth a few times, then takes a seat in the chair in front of my desk. 
 
    “I’m sorry, what?” he finally says, wiping his palm down his face.  
 
    “We had a thing the night of your engagement party.” 
 
    “A thing? What kind of thing? Why wasn’t I told about this? Wait, then what happened?” 
 
    “Then I was a dick and pretended it didn’t happen. I froze up. I had these weird feelings that I just couldn’t comprehend and I tried to deny it all.” 
 
    “So, you were an asshole?” 
 
    “Yeah, you can say that.” I say, rubbing my neck.  
 
    “And she is still willing to give you another chance?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “You’re one lucky sonofoabitch. I’m surprised she didn’t have your balls in the palm of her hand.” 
 
    “She does. She doesn’t know it, but she does. She holds the reins here.” I say, spreading my hands.  
 
    “You fuck her over and I’ll fuck you over, capisce?” my brother says after a moment of silence.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Beth  
 
      
 
    I got through the remainder of the week without the entire company knowing that Jacob and I became a thing. I had a lot of work that Tyson had me doing that took me out of the office and all around the Bay Area, while Jacob was busy working on the marketing end for next summer’s line. He did try to come over again after work a few times through the week. Luckily, I’m not a complete hermit and had plans like yoga, drinks with friends, or washing my hair. I didn’t want to make myself so readily available to him so often, but I give him kudos for making so much effort.  
 
     I’m extremely glad that the other night happened, but on the other hand, I’m worried that we’re jumping the gun and moving too fast. I’m leaning toward the fact that I’m glad we’re sleeping together.  Okay, who am I kidding - I’m extremely happy that we slept together again, and I’m not going to deny my body that pleasure any longer, especially if he’s willing to contribute to the cause.  
 
    The cause being to keep my vag well fed by his perfect man-meat!  
 
    That’s why, when he texted me about getting together on Saturday night, my hormones took over and I obliged. I did insist though that we did something entertaining not involving the only the bedroom. That’s not to say the end of the night wouldn’t end up there. I hope that it does.  
 
    I went to his penthouse, which I will say that I’ve never been inside without someone else as a buffer. I am quite flabbergasted that I feel like a schoolgirl as I press the ”P” and the pass code for his floor. The entire floor is his. I can’t help but wonder how many other women have been here. I try to push that thought out of my mind,reminding myself that the past doesn’t matter; what matters is the present, the here and now.  
 
    I straighten my posture just before the doors open into the entryway. Jacob is leaning against a gray couch with his hands in his pockets. He’s studying his shoes or something on the' floor moments before our eyes meet. And when our eyes meet, he smiles. Not just some fake “I’m happy to see you” smile, but a sincere smile with a glint in his eyes. The crinkle at the corner is genuine and the corners of his mouth perk up just the right amount and it’s not too overdone. He pushes off the couch as I step across the threshold and into his space. Noting the marble floors, the white crown molding and the white baseboards tell me that the walls aren’t exactly white and they aren’t exactly grey. He comes to stand in front of me, places his hands on my upper arms and pulls me in to kiss me on the lips softly.  
 
    “I have dinner ready for us in the theater.” 
 
    “Theater?”  
 
    “Yeah, come on, I’ll show you.” He grabs my hand and pulls me to follow him. He stops in the kitchen and helps me take off my jacket, places my purse on the counter, then grabs my hand again and leads me down a hallway.  
 
    We enter a dimly lit room with four rows of love seats side by side. It’s a fancy version of a movie theater, but with the kind of seats that you would pick for your own personal living room. At the front of the room is a giant – and I mean giant! – screen and now I get why he said ‘theater’ because it’s his own private theater. He motions to the middle of the center aisle, where there is a table set up with two plates and a bottle of wine in a chiller.  
 
    “I hope that you’re not allergic to nuts. Crap! Are you allergic to nuts? I’m an idiot!” He face palms and shakes his head.  
 
    “No, we’re all good.” I place my hand on his arm.  
 
    “Do you like pesto?” He peers at me through the cracks of his fingers covering the majority of his face.  
 
    “Love it,” I respond honestly. Pesto is one of my favorite things. Points for Jacob. 
 
    He sighs with a smile and motions for me to sit down as he takes his seat.  
 
    “Do you cook?” I ask.  
 
    “I do sometimes, but this meal, I ordered. I can cook, but it’s simple shit like unflavored chicken, or pasta with canned sauce. I can BBQ like a boss though.” he says proudly and I smile.  
 
    Dinner was delicious and as soon as we were finished, he put on movie that I’ve never seen or heard of before, some comedy with Vince Vaughn in it. While we watched, his hand would trace the lines and creases on my skin. He wasn’t doing it to be sexual, he was doing it to keep touching me and I wasn’t going to lie, I was enjoying the contact. I was anticipating how the remainder of the evening would go, so much so that I barely paid attention to the movie.  
 
    As his fingers drew circles on my upper thigh, I was wondering if I was staying over for the night. Hoping that he didn’t ask me what I thought of the movie or attempt to have any intellectual conversation about the plot, I’m nervous when he turns to me after the credits begin rolling.  
 
    “You tired, or you want another movie?”  
 
    What about the sex? The cause that he unknowingly signed up for? 
 
    “I’m tired and yet I’m not.” I say, hoping that he gets the hint.  
 
    “C’mon, let’s get you to bed.” He smiles.  
 
    He pushes aside the table with what’s left of our food from dinner, and guides me out of the theater room, then down the hallway to a set of French doors. He nudges one of the doors open and we enter what looks like his bedroom. He motions in the direction of another door, explaining it’s the bathroom, and then to another indicating a closet. He then sits at the edge of the bed and smiles at me.  
 
    “Come over here,” he says quietly.  
 
    I close the gap between us and stand directly in front of him. The height of the bed puts his eyes right in front of my breasts. Instead of staring at them as I was expecting, he wraps his arms loosely around me and pulls me into him. He lays his cheek on my right breast and breathes me in. His hands travel down and his palms grasp my ass. With a little squeeze and a groan from his throat, he turns his head and nuzzles himself into my cleavage further moaning his appreciation for the contact.  
 
    “I want to do so many things to your body. But all I’m going to do to with you tonight is a little bit of this and a little bit of that.” he says.  
 
    “What do you mean, a little bit of this and a little bit of that?” I ask, with hope in my tone. 
 
    “I want to make you feel good.” 
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I’m forcing myself to take things slow with Beth. Granted, we’ve slept together again and every fiber of my being is screaming at me right now for not taking her and possessing her body as soon as she came over tonight.  I know that whatever this is between us is different than any fuck that I’ve had in the past, and while my head knows that, my body – specifically my dick – needs to get the memo too. Not every encounter needs to have sex involved. She even mentioned doing something not involving the bedroom festivities, but I doubt that she meant all night, especially since she hinted in her tone that we were gonna fuck. So now is the time. I’m going to adore her body, pay attention to all her cues, and kiss every area of skin that I can as I memorize her body. I will give to her and not take anything in return except the satisfaction that my woman is happy.  
 
    I am determined to make this relationship different.  I’ve gone through most of my adult life fucking and working. I never met a woman that I could see spending more than one night with until Beth. But Beth was out of my reach; in a way, she was too good for me. I refused to believe that she and I could ever be a thing, because for so long thinking that my brother and her had a secret thing going on. Only to learn that was far from the truth. I still tried my best to look at her as a friend, as a colleague. It only took a night with many tequila shots to get a taste. 
 
    When we hooked up previously, it was fucking aces and I wanted nothing more than to continue hooking up and possibly see what could happen between the two of us. Instead, I ran like a dog with its tail between its legs because of that fucking word commitment. I kicked myself in the ass several times between the morning that I left her apartment and when we finally made the choice to move forward.  Like the asshole that I am trying not to be anymore, I pretended that it didn’t happen. It only took her pretending to date that surfer guy for me to see that someone else could take what was mine, and what should have been mine all along. My eyes were opened up to the possibility that I was ready to be committed to someone, and she was the only individual I wanted that with.  
 
    “Scoot up.” I instruct as I pull Beth down on the bed beside me.  
 
    I stand and begin removing my clothing, my eyes never leaving hers as I notice the fire behind them as she licks her lips. When I’m only wearing my briefs, I climb back onto the bed and begin pulling her pants down her long tan legs as she lies down fully.  
 
    “I want you to know that I’ve never brought anyone up here.” I say, as I pull her leg through.  
 
    The questions in her eyes are evident.  
 
    “I’m telling you because I want you to know how important this is, what we’re doing. Who you are to me. No one has ever been to my apartment aside from my immediate family. No one has ever been in my bed, I didn’t do sleepovers, ever.” 
 
    “You slept over my house.” she points out. 
 
    “I did.” I say, nodding as I lower myself down beside her to not crush her with my weight. The meaning behind my words melts into her mind and I see the understanding of what I’m telling her happen before my eyes.  
 
    “I want you to take off your top.” Before I finished the sentence, she had her tank top over her head and her hands were working the front clasp of her bra with eagerness.  
 
    She starts struggling, so I push her hands away with a laugh. “I hate bras; they’re like jail for boobs.” I lean down and pull the peak of her nipple between my teeth. With my hand, I squeeze the other for good measure as she exhales and I toss her bra to the floor and pull off my boxers.  
 
    I lean back up and clasp her jaw in my hand and kiss her feverishly. I put all my energy into the kiss as I roll her over on top of me. I feel the warmth from her center hovering over my dick. Instinctively, I grasp her hip and bring it down so that we’re touching. I grind myself into her, but continue the kiss as she tries to pull back. She moans in the back of her throat and pushes into me. My dick rubs against her folds, as her wetness soaks the crotch of my boxers.  I need to take control, otherwise I will blow my load in my boxers and that goes against what I want: her pleasure. If she did come, it would make her happy, but I’m determined that every piece of her needs to be cherished, not just her lady parts.  I roll her back over and settle on my forearms above her, kissing down her neck, trailing a wetness from our mixed saliva down her collarbone and down between her tits.  
 
    Her hips haven’t stopped moving as she rubs against my thigh, then my mid-section and now with my face hovering over her mound, I can smell her sweet intoxicating scent. I lick my lips and move the panel of her panties to the side as I swipe my tongue from top to bottom. She lets out a moan and arches her back at the contact, pushing herself further into me and gripping the bedsheets.  
 
    “I told you that I was going to make you feel good and I’m a man of my word.” I say, finally removing her panties.  
 
    I kissed the insides of both her thighs, and make my way back to her apex. With my thumb, I bring her hidden clit to the forefront. I rub it in a circle pattern and then take the bud in my mouth. My fingers move in and out of her fluidly with the beating of my heart. My dick is hard as stone as I lick and suck. I rut myself against the mattress as there was no sense in denying myself the friction when I have this gorgeous creature laid out in front of me. I know this moment isn’t about me, but just the little friction helps ease the pressure. I have a need to consume her as her hips lift with every withdrawal of my digits. The quickening of her breath and the low mumbles tumbling out of her mouth made my dick even harder, knowing that I am supplying this experience for her. While I may not know how it feels for a female to be fingered and receive head, I do know what it’s like to chase that orgasm, and I had every intention to give her multiple. Her silky center begins to milk my fingers as it quivers and pulses, while her breaths become quicker and the noises coming out of her become more animalistic.  
 
    She comes and it feels as if my fingers are in a Chinese death trap. I keep sucking on her sensitive nub as she grinds her pussy on my face. Her juices drip down my chin and onto the bed. I growl as I pick up the pace of my fingers while her orgasm rolls. When her back settles on the bed and she slows her motions against my mouth, I slowly withdraw my fingers, lay a kiss to her mound and then her thigh and look at her.  
 
    Never before have I seen anything as beautiful as Beth in the afterglow of an orgasm.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Beth  
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what to expect when this whole thing began with Jacob. I wasn’t expecting raw honesty and so many orgasms in a 24-hour span. But here we lay in his bed on Sunday afternoon, and we still haven’t gotten to the sex. That’s not to say that I’m not overly pleased, because I definitely am. While there may not have been any dick to vag penetration, he has had his mouth on my entire body and has actually made out with me. That’s a rarity nowadays unless you’re in high school and that’s all you have, you know some dry humping and making out. It was nice, and he really excels at the whole kissing part, even though he implied previously that he wasn’t much of a kisser. 
 
    Last night, he kept his promise and he made me feel cherished. He made me feel like he wasn’t in this relationship just for the sex. Even though he pleasured my body sexually, there was more meaning behind it. He displayed his appreciation for every inch of my body and he vocalized his needs and wants without having to act on them at that current moment.  While catching our breath, we spoke about everything up until now.  
 
    He wants to be with me in a relationship, in his bed, and on his arm. 
 
    He wants me in public and he wants me in private.  
 
    He wants me, period. 
 
    Who am I to deny him these things, when he’s so very clearly making his intentions known?  
 
    And furthermore, who am I to deny myself all of these things? 
 
    We spoke about the past and about how most of his family and possibly associates assumed that Tyson and I were a secret thing, and how I was off-limits because of that assumption. This explained why many of the male employees kept a distance from me over the past five years. We spoke about the night we got together previously and his regret of his actions afterward. We discussed my family and his, our work and our potential future. We talked about subjects that I never thought Jacob Maddox, the forever assumed playboy, would discuss with a person of the opposite sex. We discussed how he knows that I am different from anyone else that he’s been with in the past.  
 
    So, I am deciding to leap into the relationship, put myself in the hands of fate and take the step towards being with Jacob Maddox fully.  
 
    The first step of that would be to get out of his bed and venture out into the world.  
 
    “It’s Sunday.” I start.  
 
    He takes his eyes off the newspaper that he’s reading and looks to me for further information.  
 
    “Let’s get out of here and do something? Anything?” I plead.  
 
    “You want to put clothes on, and be out in public?” he asks.  
 
    “With you.” I smile.  
 
    He pulls the sheets down from his torso and turns to get out of the bed. Still in his boxers, he walks over to the bathroom. He stops at the doorway and turns to me with a mischievous smile.  
 
    “Well, are you coming or do I need to drag you into the shower with me?” 
 
    I jump out of the bed, buck naked, and rush after him into the bathroom. I’m not crazy enough to pass up a chance to get naked and soapy with him. No way, no how.  
 
    *** 
 
    Mad Designs was putting on a masquerade ball mid-week that was planned by event coordinators hired by some of Jacob's staff on the marketing and design team. Jacob had been busy signing off on orders and wasn't around much to pay attention to my obsessive need to watch anything involving a mask or dancing.  
 
    I called in one of the stylists that make all the models look amazing for all of our lines to make me up for the event. I chose my dress from the upcoming line, a gorgeous number that was made for an evil princess. I stop in front of the full length mirror and admire myself in the black, ots, lace gown with the center slit, double check my Greek-goddess, low up-do, make sure the small jewels along the side of my head are secure.  I had directed the stylists to give me silver and black smoky eyes, I also asked them to paint on a mask to stay with the theme. Once I had everything in place, I walked to the living room and noticed that I was ready just in time for Jacob’s text message saying he was around the corner.  
 
    Jacob picked me up by car service and stood outside the car as I came out the lobby of my building. He smiles as I approach, and I catalog his attire, noting how handsome he looks in a suit. He wore a fitted, black, single-breasted jacket with shawl lapels and a black dress shirt underneath. The only color to his clothing was a silver pocket square with a three-point fold. On his face, he wore a simple black leather mask and a smile as he pulls me in closer to him and kisses both my cheeks. He opens the door for me and motions to enter, with him following close behind. His hand finds its way to the slit in my dress as he whispers in my ear how beautiful I look. He runs his fingers closer towards my sex, teasing me by never quite making it all the way there. I whimpered as his hand drew back to my knee and blew out a breath that I didn’t realize that I was holding.  
 
    As the car pulls up to the curb of the historic Merchants Exchange Building on California Street, I see the red carpet surrounded by local press and photographers flanking the sides, looking for their next local celebrity story. Our driver ushers a few stragglers out of the way to open our door. Jacob exits first, and all I could see was the constant flashes going off as he buttons his jacket and then reaches into the car for my hand. I wasn’t accustomed to this sort of entrance, but Jacob doesn’t seem fazed by it. People are calling his name and as we walk towards the Step and Repeat banner with the Mad Design logo. We take a moment to pose for a few photos at the insistence of Jacob’s mother earlier in the day. Then finally, we retreat inside, make our way to the 15th floor to the Julia Morgan Ballroom and begin mingling with the guests and other employees of Mad Designs.  
 
    The ballroom decor was a mixture of purples, black and silver, with pearls on the backs of every chair and black tulle covering white balloons. The lighting was scattered throughout the room as an even disbursement of bright and dim. The room was beautiful, but its guests were magnificent looking. Guests were all dressed to impress in cocktail attire and evening gowns. Some of the men wore old-fashioned white wigs and masks of all shapes and sizes. Some people dressed to the nines, while some stayed simple, and nearly all attendees were wearing masks.  
 
    I spot Allison off to the side of the bar and dragged Jacob by hand over to her. She is looking beautiful, wearing a brightly-colored, gradient empire dress and a carnivale style mask. We look like day and night, with her so colorful and me being so dark.  
 
    “Well, if I didn’t already know about this thing here between the two of you, I would be picking my jaw up off the floor, like your mother is doing behind you, Jacob.” Allison smiles as we stand beside her.  
 
    Jacob looks behind him and turns back, laughing.  
 
    “Where’s Ty?” I ask.  
 
    “Making his rounds. I wanted booze, he wanted to chat.” She shrugs.  
 
    “You can’t drink and chat?” I ask while laughing.  
 
    “I can, but standing here beside the bar is quicker for getting my next drink. I need to drink as often as I can.” She smiles.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Ty wants to knock me up. My days of drinking and enjoying it are limited now that he’s talking about that.” 
 
    “You guys haven’t even gotten married yet.” 
 
    “You think that’s going to stop my brother? You know how he gets when he gets an idea in his head. She’s fucked.” Jacob laughs, his hand resting on my waist as he hands me a drink.  
 
    “See, drink now… chat later.” She says, shotgunning the flute of champagne in her hand and turning around to signal to the bartender for her next drink.  
 
    “Slow down there, Sally. You want to be able to walk in those heels.” I say.  
 
    “Meh, Tyson can carry me.” Allison shrugs.  
 
    “True. But that would be bad press.” I remind her.  
 
    “Fuck. Damn you and your logic.” She hands me her new flute and turns to the bartender to ask for water. “I hate you and your common sense.” she playfully sneers at me.  
 
    “Hey guys. First public outing?” Tyson asks, sliding his arm around Allison as she leans into him.  
 
    “And keeping your fiancée sober-ish.” 
 
    “Ah, did she tell you why she’s trying to drink like a college student?” Tyson smiles.  
 
    “I am a college student!” she whisper-shouts as we laugh.  
 
    “I hate all of you. Beth, bathroom. Boys, don’t be stupid.” Allison says as she grabs my hand and drags me across the room towards the restrooms.  
 
    Once we’re in the safety of the restroom and Allison checked under the stalls to make sure we’re alone, she turns to me as she leans against the marble sink areas.  
 
    “Dish?” she asks.  
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “Tyson told me you and Jakey-poo hooked up after our engagement party. Why did I have to hear it from Tyson and why am I hearing about it months after the fact?” 
 
    “Nothing ever came out of it.” I shrug.  
 
    “Well, something came out of it. You both walked the carpet at a company event tonight, you both are obviously dating and aren’t shy about it. What the deuce?” 
 
    “What the deuce?” I mock.  
 
    “Shut up, I watched Family Guy while getting ready tonight. Stewie cracks me up.” 
 
    “We’re together.” I ignore the tangent that she would go off on and kept us on topic. 
 
    “No shit, Sherlock. I’m asking why I’m getting all this knowledge second hand. I thought we were like eskimo sisters or something?” 
 
    “Eskimo sisters would be if I fucked Tyson, which, despite what his family thinks, never ever happened.” I scrunch my nose.  
 
    “Beside the point, eskimo sister!” She points at me with her hand on her hip as I try to keep a straight face.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    The media was in frenzy outside as Beth and I walked from the car to the entrance. I wasn’t expecting the large crowd and all the flashing lights when we arrived. While Beth handled the commotion of the public eye gracefully, I was a bucket of nerves. I’m not a fan of being a potential subject of the media, which is one of the main reasons why I rarely went to company events, despite the glares my mother gave me over the years. I would rather deal with the media behind the scenes, and keep my mug out of it. Knowing that I must step up my game, as my mother would call it, and keep Mad Designs on people’s lips, she practically begged until I caved with my ulterior motives for the last event. When I have attended company related events in the past, I would sneak in a side entrance to avoid the frenzy, and leave the same way quickly and undetected, sometimes with a nameless guest on my arm. But this time was different; I enjoyed walking the carpet with Beth, holding her and flaunting our relationship.  
 
    I had a surprisingly good time, dancing with Beth, and speaking with others throughout the evening. But, after some time, I couldn’t take it anymore; I needed to be alone with her. My dick was taking control of my brain the more I touched her. The dress she was wearing was practically glued to her body, accentuating her curves perfectly. The slit in her dress was placed just right that if I wanted, I could have found a dark corner, unzipped my pants and slid right into her. So, after several dances, several moments of fighting the urges, I quietly asked her if we could leave. When she smiled and nodded, I grabbed her hand, nodded at my brother as we passed him and then whisked her to the elevator.  
 
    As Beth and I left the Merchants Exchange Building, the photographers were sparse outside, but there were still a few left hanging around waiting for someone to leave the event. They knew who I was by now and they knew who she was as they called our names and snapped more photos as we retreated to the town car.  As we got in the car, my phone was making all sorts of noises in my pocket, which was definitely out of the ordinary. Beth’s hand settled snugly into mine, while I reach into my pocket and retrieve my phone. My inbox was flooded with Google alerts, all dated for this evening. By the timestamps on the emails, these alerts have been coming in steady since the beginning of the night. I open one e-mail and see a stunning image of Beth, with the headline questioning how long the relationship has been going with the reclusive Maddox brother, I assume meaning me. Another is an image of the two of us, proclaiming that we are the new it couple of San Francisco.  
 
    Beth is peering over my shoulder. “Looks like we’ve made some waves.” she says.  
 
    “Indeed. We look good together.” I respond, angling the phone screen so she can see the full photo.  
 
    “There sure are a lot of emails.” 
 
    “I had the PR department set up a Google alert on my phone, so I can stay on top of anything if I got into trouble when I was say, in Vegas or Jersey.” 
 
    “You couldn’t do it yourself? Do you know how to set up a Google alert?” She pokes me in the ribs. 
 
    “I’m sure if I Google it, I will.” I smile.  
 
    More notifications were coming in, one was a report from one of the entertainment shows that stick a microphone in your face, say something funny and make you respond. For some crazy reason, Beth and me attending an event together seemed to be news. The snapshots also included some candid far away ones from when we went to North Beach for some gelato last Sunday afternoon. I shook my head and silence my phone.  
 
    “So, are you okay with all this attention?” she asks with concern dripping in her tone. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I turn my head to try to look into her eyes, but our noses brush up together and I have to pull back so I can actually see her.  
 
    “I know you don’t like to be in front of the camera, that you stray from events because of the media and that you would rather not ever be recognized versus being the face of anything.” she says matter of factly.  
 
    Wow! She knows me better than I thought she did.  
 
    “I can deal with it. Besides, I was your date. It wouldn’t have been very good of me as your boyfriend, if I let my girlfriend go to a company event – especially a company with my name on it – alone, now would it?” I smile as we pull up to her apartment building.  
 
    “My boyfriend,” she says.  
 
    “Out of all that, that’s what you grasped onto?” I laugh.  
 
    “You said my boyfriend.” She smiles.  
 
    “I did. Isn’t that what I am to you?” 
 
    “Well, I originally thought you were a good time.” She winks as the door opens and our driver’s hand is extended into the cab. Her hand reaches and I stop her movements. She looks over her shoulder at me with a quirk of her eyebrow.  
 
    “I’ll be the only male pulling you out of the car.” I say as I scoot over to get out first. The driver stands back, crosses his hands over himself as I turn, reach into the cab, and grab her hand in mine.  
 
    “Would it be too forward of me to invite myself up?” I ask, hopeful.  
 
    “I would have thought you wouldn’t have asked and just come up.” she retorts.  
 
    “Oh I’ll come, but only after you do at least three times.”  
 
    “You, sir, are cocky.” She laughs as we walk through the doors of the apartment lobby.  
 
    “It’s not cocky, it’s confidence and it runs in my family. It’s ingrained in us from a very young age.”  
 
    “You mean being cocky?” 
 
    “Semantics, baby, semantics.” I laugh as we await the elevator.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Beth  
 
      
 
    I knew my life would change as soon as I started publicly dating Jacob Maddox. While I didn’t expect any preferential treatment by anyone that we work with, or whenever we went out or by the media, I was surprised to hear one news story report that I jumped from Tyson over to Jacob as my heart was broken by Tyson’s engagement as a way to get even. That one was misconstrued from photos of Tyson and me at dinner a few weeks ago, complete with the headlines of him trying to console the estranged ex. There was another where there was speculation that Tyson was getting back together with the ex-girlfriend, assuming to be me. The local media had a field day thinking that I was the other woman.  
 
    What I didn’t anticipate was the flood of hate mail that I received from adoring fans of Jacob Maddox. Women throughout the nation have sent me plenty of hateful and discouraging words. Some claimed to have slept with him, knew him, or would hopefully know him as soon as he “threw out the trash.” I couldn’t help but to laugh with each one. Jacob, on the other hand, was irritated with the whole thing, telling me to not even open the mail. But then, he secretly seems to enjoy when I read some of the letters to him.  
 
    On a daily basis since the event last Wednesday, I’ve received at least ten pieces of “fan” mail addressed to me in care of Mad Designs. I wait until I’m home to read the mail with some alcohol, so I can act respond unprofessionally and provide commentary without my associates thinking that I’m bat-shit crazy, as I’ve begun to categorize the mail.   
 
    Tonight, my legs were up on Jacob’s lap as we sat on his sectional couch. He was leaning forward with a video game controller in his hands and my back was pressed against the center spot. I had a beer in my hand and in the other was another letter on flowered stationary. 
 
    “This one is a good one.” I take a sip from the bottle.  
 
    “I still don’t understand why you’re reading these.” 
 
    “Entertainment. It’s just like reading the internet, but an old-fashioned version.” 
 
    “Speaking of which, have you been on social media lately?” he asks without breaking his gaze from the screen.  
 
    “Yeah, I had to make my entire profiles super private. I had the PR department help me with that, just like they did with your Google alerts.” I laugh as I poke him with my foot.  
 
    “Funny,” he deadpans. 
 
    “So, this one, as you can see, is written on beautiful flowery pastel paper.” I wave it in his periphery, seeing him roll his eyes as I smell it. “It smells like regret and bad decisions otherwise known as cheap perfume.” I pause for dramatic effect. It works and he stops playing Madden Football and looks to me to continue. 
 
    “To the woman who stole my man, I don’t know just who you think you are. You parade around in these fancy outfits, which I am sure are given to you in exchange for your services. Who are you? First, you sleep with Tyson behind his fiancée’s back, then like a hoe, you go after my man. Let me give it to you straight, sister, you are a nobody. Enjoy your fifteen minutes of fame, because it will be over and Jacob Maddox will return to my loving arms.” I look to Jacob for his reaction.  
 
    “It would be helpful if she provided a picture, then I could tell you if she had any leg to stand on there.” He laughs.  
 
    “Did I steal you from…,” I grab the envelope to see the mailing address. “Juanita Delaunter?” 
 
    “Just that name makes me want to dump you and go to her.” he whispers, leaning over towards me. I meet him in the middle and kiss him softly.  
 
    “I think Juanita is a contender everyone. We can put this one in the semi-crazy pile.” I say loudly, as if I’m announcing it to a packed room. Then I place it on the table and reach for another.  
 
    “You have different piles?” he asks, resuming his game.  
 
    “Yes. I have Fucking Crazy, Semi-Crazy, and Just a Tad Crazy.” 
 
    “How many are in the ‘Fucking Crazy’ category?” He hides his smile.  
 
    “It’s a decent sized pile. There are some chicks out there who basically think you walk on water. You have several children, the majority of them seem to be in the mid-states, with one on the continent of Africa. Then there are the ones who don’t know how to spell your name. Oh, oh, oh! There was one who qualified for Straight Jacket Crazy. She’s alone so far in her own category.”  
 
    “What made her straight jacket material?” 
 
    “She referred to you as her werewolf and said that you guys imprinted on one another?” 
 
    “Is she talking about me as if I’m one of those dudes in those books and movies?” 
 
    “Sparkles and all.” I laugh, as he shakes his head in disbelief. 
 
    “Can we put those away and just have a quiet night without anybody interjecting into our relationship?” 
 
    “I never would have taken you for a homebody, a romantic, or a one-woman man, Mr. Maddox.” I smile.  
 
    “I love not being what people expect me to be.” 
 
    “I would rather take off your clothes and see how well you play this video game while I’m distracting you.” I smile, removing my shirt slowly.  
 
    “Oh yeah? And how do you intend to distract me?” 
 
    “Continue playing and you’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Best.  
 
    Girlfriend. 
 
    Ever!  
 
    I haven’t had a lot of girlfriends in my life – when I think about it I can count them all on the same hand – and those were all in my youth. I do have to say that Beth is #1 when it comes to that title. Not only is she smart and sexy, she’s confident and obviously, with the amount of attention we’ve gotten lately and the negative bits of mail she gets, she’s taking everything in stride. I did my best to focus on the game on the screen, but the more vigorous her attempts became as she teased my body and hers, I eventually gave up and took her right there on the couch.  
 
    As we lie in each other’s arms in the post-sex afterglow, I can’t help but think that if you would have asked me a year ago about my future, I wouldn’t have even thought that I would be in a committed relationship with my brother’s best friend. My arms tighten around her midsection and I lean in to smell her skin. She smells of a combination of sex, lemons and me. I smile at the mixture.  
 
    My phone has been periodically vibrating across the coffee table all night, but I would rather devote my attention to her right now, than jump to see what non-important items want my attention. I enjoy the bubble we create when we’re together; it’s almost as if no one can penetrate through it. Not even the negative letters or the local paparazzi can get us down.  
 
    Unfortunately, when someone is buzzing through from the apartment lobby more than once, that is something that cannot be completely ignored.  
 
    I roll her onto her back, and slowly hover over her, my semi-hard dick teasing at her openings as I playfully rub myself against her, and then with a kiss to her nose, I climb all the way off her and press the call button to the lobby.  
 
    “Yes, this is Maddox, someone has been trying to get my attention, Mr. Carley?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Your brother and his fiancée are here. They don’t seem happy to have been kept waiting. They’re rather anxious.”  
 
    “Thank you for not allowing them to come up right away. Please wait at least two minutes prior to sending them up. Thank you, Mr. Carley.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    I turn to head back into the living room where Beth is sitting up, naked, and looking ravishing with her just fucked hair and the glow across her skin. If I could keep her naked always, I would. But then I would have to beat up a lot of people for just looking at her the way I am right now.  
 
    “Ty and Allie are here. We may want to get some clothes on.” I smile holding my hand out to her to help her up.  
 
    “Shit, we’re naked!” She jumps up and runs to the bedroom as I follow her laughing.  
 
    She dresses quickly in a pair of my sweats and one of my t-shirts as I don my basketball shorts.  
 
    We leave my bedroom just as the elevator opens and we hear two people stomp into my penthouse.  
 
    “To what do we owe the pleasure of this unexpected visit?” I inquire, as we walk into my brothers eyeline.  
 
    “You haven’t returned any of my calls!” my brother exclaims.  
 
    “Or mine,” Allison adds.  
 
    “I’m sorry, we were playing video games, and then we were otherwise occupied.” I smile and cross my arms. Beth takes a seat on one of the dining room chairs beside me, as I plant my ass on the tabletop, running my hand against the surface, picturing Beth splayed across.  
 
    “A year ago, you went to Vegas.” my brother starts.  
 
    “I’ve gone to Vegas since, too. What’s your point.” 
 
    “Well a year ago, you went to Vegas. It was when Allie and I met. You and Brad were MIA for a week.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That was a tough week; I think I regurgitated my liver. It was close to a depiction of The Hangover movies. Anyways, what’s the point?” I laugh in remembrance. 
 
    “Well, you got married.” my brother says.  
 
    It was almost as if there was a vacuum in the room as all the air was sucked out of me. Everyone was quiet, afraid to say a word.  
 
    “Nice joke,” I finally say, brushing off the ridiculous motion.  
 
    “Not a joke, buddy.” 
 
    “I’ve been getting letters left and right saying that Jake’s married to them and also fathered several children. These chicks are just mental.” Beth interjects. 
 
    “The claim came a few days ago. Some chick called Mad Designs, somehow got through the operator and to someone in Marketing, who in turn sent the call to PR and they brought in one of the lead PI’s that I generally use. There was a legal document recorded in Vegas and it’s confirmed that you in fact are married to some chick named Candace Waters. She goes by the name Candy.” 
 
      
 
    Still not believing this, I scoff. “What is she, a stripper?  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Beth  
 
      
 
    I can’t believe what I’m hearing. I don’t believe it. I’ve gotten so much mail saying practically the same thing, so none of it can be true. This is just a sick joke. Tyson and Allison are getting back at us for not telling them that we hooked up after their party.  
 
    Or Tyson’s investigator could totally be wrong, right? Jacob doesn’t seem to believe it either, as he continues to make jokes.  
 
    “Is this a belated April Fool’s Day joke?” 
 
    “Sorry, bud.” 
 
    “I’m not married, I would know if I was. I would remember it.” 
 
    “If your week in Vegas was anything like those movies, you could have done some rock star damage to a hotel room, gotten arrested and not remembered it.” Tyson says quietly.  
 
    “Well, then if it’s true, I’ll just get it annulled.” 
 
    “I think that ship has sailed; it’s been a year or so.”  
 
    “But he was drunk when he and this woman did this, if it’s true. That’s grounds for an annulment.” I say.  
 
    “He can’t prove that. I mean, granted it’s Vegas and it’s likely everyone who gets married there is drinking. But it’s also likely that you consummated the marriage.” Tyson says, as I cringe.  
 
    “Then I’ll get a divorce.” Jacob shrugs as if this whole conversation is no big deal.  
 
    I tune out for the rest of the conversation as I was in disbelief. Allison saw my discomfort and motions towards another part of the penthouse.  
 
    “You okay?” she asks, as we sit down on the love seat. 
 
    “Do you think it’s real?” I question, rather than answer her.  
 
    “I think that it’s something that can be easily fixed.” she says, not answering my direct question, but jumping to the other question meandering in my head.  
 
     Jacob said in not so many words that he didn’t want to talk about the situation until he had more information, but he acted distant for the remainder of the night. His public persona emerged, the cold, calculating businessman versus the playful, private version of himself was who I was used to being around, and it sucks. This wasn’t something that could be swept under the rug and ignored, and this wasn’t something that is easy to deal with. The bottom line is that my boyfriend is married. Granted he didn’t know he was married, but he’s still married.  
 
    We crawled into bed together and, as I settled into the crook of his shoulder, he held me to him tighter. He kisses the top of my head as I snuggle in, then runs his hand down my upper arm.  
 
    “So, you haven’t said anything about any of what’s going on.” he says.  “I’m going to get this taken care of, I swear it.” He promises. 
 
    “Do you remember any of this?” I ask, hoping that he will say what I want him to say.  
 
    “Not a thing,” he says with confidence. “Before you, I never even gave marriage a thought.” he says in a whisper as my breath hitches.  
 
    I don’t make it known that I had heard him, but I kiss his bare chest and roll to my side with my leg over his and rest my chin on his chest. “I’m not stoked about this, but I’ve got your back.” I assure him. 
 
    “You make it sound like I’m going to get in a fight.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what a divorce ultimately is?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next few weeks were busy for Jacob, as he was meeting with lawyers and doing a lot of his own personal research, so we haven’t spent much time together. I stayed at my apartment mostly and we barely talked if we weren’t at work. I tried to not let it all affect me but it slowly was. Because of this distance, which hasn’t been present since we started dating, things were tense. The hate mail was no longer as entertaining as it once was, but thankfully it was dwindling down. So far, the local media hadn’t caught wind of the news of the marriage, but we all knew that the information could leak out at any given time.  
 
    Tyson and I were working late on a Thursday night when Jacob walks in slowly. He looks defeated as he slumps down into the love seat beside me. His arm goes over the back of the couch, his fingers barely grazing my shoulder, as I absent-mindedly leaned toward him. He takes a deep breath and leans his head back, closing his eyes.  
 
    “What’s up?” Tyson asks.  
 
    “McKinney says that Candy is contesting the divorce.” 
 
    “What does that mean, she can’t do that?” I ask, looking between the brothers.  
 
    “She’s not agreeing to get a divorce.” Tyson says.  
 
    “She was served the papers weeks ago, and she finally responded. She’s contesting the divorce, saying that the marriage was an act of love and that it’s a true marriage by the means of sealing the deal, and not something done in the spur of a drunken moment.” He runs his hand through his hair. 
 
    “Are you fucking serious?” I swear, causing both guys to look at my outburst and laugh.  “You don’t even remember her, sounds like true love to me. I mean, where the hell has she been all this time, if the relationship was real?” I continue.  
 
    “Have you seen her yet?” Tyson asks, as Jacob shakes his head. “Seeing her could jog your memory maybe of the evening.” 
 
    “No, McKinney says to keep my distance, that anything that I could potentially say to her, she could use against me.” 
 
    “I agree with him. You’re pissed, that could bite you in the ass and then she could go to the press.” Tyson says.  
 
    “I’m surprised she hasn’t already.” I mutter. 
 
    “Her lawyers are suggesting that she doesn’t, and so far she is listening to them. She’s rented a house here for a bit, apparently, to show residency or something.” 
 
    “But, okay, so you guys live in different states, and have been since this marriage began. Does that mean anything?” 
 
    “Yes and no. Mad Designs is here, but in the past year, I have flown to Vegas with Brad at least five times. That could be argued that I was there to visit her. Apparently, a lot of couples do that kind of thing.” 
 
    “But you weren’t, right?” I say without thinking.  
 
    The atmosphere of the room shifts and suddenly feels cold as both Tyson and Jacob look at me. I feel like a complete idiot, but anyone in my place would question the same thing.  
 
    “Of course not,” Jacob says sternly, turning his entire body to me. “I don’t even recall meeting her.” 
 
    “Does Brad?” Tyson asks, breaking the silence of the room, bringing Jacob’s attention back to him.  
 
    “He’s been MIA. I haven’t been able to get a hold of him since we all found out about this.” Jacob shakes his head and then his hand comes from around me to grasping my shoulder.  
 
    “I’ll see if I can get a hold of him. It’s not normal for him to be radio silent for longer than a few weeks.” Tyson says, standing from his chair and then looking over to me. “You two go home. Go pretend this bullshit isn’t happening. Better yet, see you both on Monday.” 
 
    “You aren’t the boss of me.” Jacob laughs.  
 
    “Technically, I’m her boss, even though she practically runs this ship. Seriously though, get out of town, go do something to get your mind off this shit. I mean it. I don’t particularly enjoy that she is moping around here.” 
 
    “I’m not moping.” I cut in.  
 
    “You didn’t laugh at my joke about the bonobos. You are clearly moping.” Tyson laughs.  
 
    “Ty, your joke is horrible. You’re not that funny.” 
 
    “Allison cracks up every time.” he says, offended.  
 
    “Yeah, well she’s marrying you; she has to laugh at the ridiculous things that you say.” 
 
    “I’m funny.” 
 
    “Looking,” Jacob says, laughing.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Since Tyson told Beth and me not to come into work tomorrow, I’m taking that as incentive to plan for us a getaway for a weekend. People in relationships do that, and if I’m being perfectly honest, I haven’t been the greatest boyfriend since finding out that I was married. Just even saying that word “marriage” in the context that I was thinking, I was having problems digesting. I wasn’t supposed to be married to someone else, not when everything was falling into place between Beth and me.  
 
    On our way out of the office, I told Beth to pack a weekend bag and to meet me at the penthouse in an hour.  
 
    I call the company travel agent and set us up with the company plane to Napa and found a last-minute Airbnb deal for a spur-of-the-moment vacation, as my brother suggested, starting in the morning. Tonight, I wanted to make it known that I am 100 percent in this relationship with her and that also means complete transparency. While I am aware that she knows some of my past, I may have to be graphic and describe everything to her in hopes that she sees that what is between us is completely different.  
 
    I’m throwing my clothes in the laundry when I hear the elevator chime and the sound of flip flops echoing through the space. I poke my head out from the laundry room and smile as I watch Beth set her bag down beside the kitchen island and look around for me. 
 
    “Hey, I’ll be right out. I want to make sure I have clean clothes for this weekend.” I say. 
 
    “You do your own laundry?” she says with surprise in her tone.  
 
    “Well, I am an adult. I can do things. I don’t like other people going through my dirty laundry.” I pause for dramatic effect.  
 
    “I just thought that you had a maid or something that did that for you.” 
 
    “I have a house cleaner who comes by once a week, but laundry isn’t on her list. Did you think that I was that type of guy who can’t do things for himself?” I pretend to be offended.  
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Ty has people like that. I just figured you did too.” 
 
    “While we may be related, there are several things that are different between us.” I wink at her. 
 
    She stands in the doorway to my laundry room, watching me put my wet clothes into the dryer.  
 
    “I didn’t take you for the domestic type.” 
 
    “There you go again, insinuating that I am a particular type.” I shake my head with a smile.  
 
    “I never insinuated anything of the sort.” She snorts, really snorts. “I’m sorry if I keep doing that though. I’m continuously surprised by you.” 
 
    I don’t have it in me to point out that she makes assumptions about me a lot, that everyone does. I’m used to people thinking that I’m as much of a playboy as my brother was or that I was entitled. I’ve been completely transparent regarding all my past transgressions, including my distraction that I had when I first thought she was dating surfer boy. I’m used to the fact that this perception comes with being a Maddox. It’s not that I get pissed off with people when they make these assumptions, I just wish that for once, someone wouldn’t think any of it and form their own opinion.  
 
    I shake my head and turn to face her with a smile.  
 
    “Tonight, I’m going to explore. Tomorrow, we’re leaving for Napa.” 
 
    “Explore?” 
 
    “You,” I say, stalking towards her.  
 
    *** 
 
    I wake up with my whole body sore from last night and a massive case of morning wood. I roll to my side and spoon Beth, putting my dick in the perfect crevice of her ass. She is still asleep and she relaxes into me further. My jaw hurts, but in a good way, from devouring her pussy for over an hour, sending her on a multiple orgasm overload. My shoulders hurt from holding her down when she wanted to move positions, but I remember that I wasn’t done feasting on her entire body. And lastly, my dick hurts from denying it to go into the one place it wanted to go last night.  
 
    Pussy deprivation - it’s the new form of torture.  
 
    I know every freckle and every line on her body now, my mouth knows it by feeling and my nose is in love with her scent. Recalling the events of last night has my dick basically bursting, a spontaneous orgasm could likely happen if she was to rub a certain way against me.  
 
    I press myself into her slightly and the friction between her skin and my dick could cause me to nut all over her back if I’m not careful. I pepper light kisses to her shoulder blade as I rock slowly against her. She hums and I’m then picturing her lips wrapped around my dick, her eyes latching onto mine as she bares her teeth and takes me to the back of her throat while humming.  
 
    “A girl can get used to waking up like this.” she says quietly as she turns her head and looks at me over her shoulder.  
 
    I press myself harder into her, gripping her by the hip as I rub my cock against her ass, relishing in the friction. I bite my bottom lip as my fingers inch to the apex of her thighs. Before it goes too far, I roll back and reach to the bedside table on my side and open the drawer. Retrieving a condom, I slip it on quickly and then roll back over so I’m at her back again. My hand runs the length of her hip and towards the front of her, finding her wet and her legs open for me. I groan inwardly as my fingertips first hit her hot center, drenching my fingers. Her whole body turns to me and her eyes connect to mine. I slowly pull my fingers into my mouth and suck the wetness off. Her lips part and her eyes darken as she watches my movements. I roll her over onto her back and prop myself up on my elbows above her. I grin and lean down, brushing soft kisses against her lips, pulling her bottom lip with my teeth and sucking a little before letting go. Earning a soft mewl from her, I push into her slowly. With each inch, she arches her back and her fingers dig into the back of my biceps. I roll my hips, making sure that when I pull back, my dick drags against her clit. We move together, slow and steady, in a rhythm that works for the both of us.  
 
    “Jake?” she pants.  
 
    “Yeah, babe?” I hiss in satisfaction. 
 
    “I need you to fuck me now!” she directs, wrapping her legs around my ass.  
 
    “With pleasure,” I say as I pick up my pace. I thrust myself into her faster. My dick is buried in her to the hilt with each movement, going as far as her body will take me. I do as she requests; I fuckher, chasing that release that I denied myself last night. My fingers find her clit and I gently circle it with the pad of my thumb to bring her where I am. I can feel her walls squeezing my dick and then her eyes go wide, her mouth opens and the most animal-like noise comes out of her mouth, spurring my orgasm as I unload into the condom. Her legs begin to unfold and release me, and then her body practically goes limp as I pump once more into her and then press myself all the way against her. Her walls are still pulsing, milking my dick for all it’s got as I lay on top her, careful to distribute my weight to not crush her. 
 
    Her hands run up and down my back in feather-light motions as I catch my breath in the crook of her neck.  
 
    “That was some good fucking.” she says with a smile in her voice. 
 
    I lift my head, lick my lips and wink. “Always at your service.” 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    I sit in a window seat on the plane that Jacob chartered for our flight to Napa using the company plane. Tyson’s instructions were to take a long weekend, which will hopefully get us back to where we were before, a place where we were just relishing in this new relationship. Jacob’s idea to get out of town, instead of staying home, couldn’t have come at a better time. We needed a reminder that we were in this relationship together – a team – and that the controversy with this whole unknown marriage debacle would not affect our relationship any more than it already has. With Jacob being busy with work and then with the lawyers whenever he had a chance, time together has been scarce and I feel like a small cloud has been placed over us that we ignore.  
 
    I know that we need to have a conversation about what is happening with him, but I just don’t know how to bring it up without sounding like a controlling girlfriend. Jacob doesn’t seem to want to talk about it much. He is visibly stressed but putting on a good face when we’re around one another. I still can see the worry lines, the tenseness of his stature and the stress emanating off him. The flight was a half hour, tops, and soon we were debarking down the steps and onto the tarmac. Jacob takes my hand as we walk towards the Napa County Airport terminal; we walk straight through wordlessly to a parked convertible on the other side of the double windows in the front of the airport.  
 
    I look to Jacob. 
 
    “Yours?” I ask.  
 
    “No, a rental.” He smiles as he opens the passenger door for me and motions me inside.  
 
    Soon, we’re on the road with the wind in my hair and a smile on my face. I’ve never been in a convertible before and I can say that the smile was short lived as a it feels like a million bugs decided to commit suicide on my teeth and my previously blow-dried hair was now whipping me in the face. Just by the feel of my hair, by trying to control it,  I could tell it was a rats nest. A battle of getting my hair out of the way to clean off the dead bug guts plastered to my two front teeth was a task in itself. 
 
    Jacob must have noticed some of the struggle that I was having as he slows down and rolls up the windows, deflecting some of wind to over our heads. His hand lands on my thigh and he squeezes as he picks up speed again.  
 
    I was appreciative, but still struggling as now I felt that I looked like I train wreck. I pull the visor down, look in the mirror and check my teeth. Once I knew I was free of any remnants of the bugs, may they rest in peace, I tackled my hair next. I pulled it into a ponytail and then look to Jacob who just smiles.  
 
    We pull up to a house in the heart of downtown Napa, a cute, white, paneled cottage with a manicured lawn and a giant tree providing shade to the front part of the house. Jacob grabs our bags from the trunk, leads us up the front steps, and keys in a code on the access panel beside the door. Then, as if the house knew we were entering, lights flood the entryway.  
 
    I step across the threshold, through a small mudroom and into another entryway that takes us into an open floor plan with two couches and two recliners facing a great window and a fireplace. Even further into the home was a chef’s kitchen and a farm table off to the left with french doors leading to what I am assume is the backyard.  
 
    I run my hands against the granite countertops of the kitchen as I walk to the sink and look out the window above to a gorgeous redwood deck overlooking a pool and hot tub.  
 
    Jacob stands behind me and traps me between his arms as he leans in and nips at the back on my neck.  
 
    “Come on, let’s go change for lunch, maybe fix that hair of yours. What the hell did you do to it?” he jokes, as he pulls me by the hips and directs me to a longer hallway. We pass by two bedrooms and a bathroom on our way to the master bedroom at the end of the hall. The master bedroom had a sleigh bed and a bedside table, with a flat screen television mounted on the wall in front of the bed. There is an en-suite with a large glass shower just begging to get steamed up. The decorations are minimal, but tasteful. The home feels masculine and as if it was lived in.  
 
    “So, is this one of your homes?” I ask Jacob, as I walk back into the bedroom.  
 
    “No, I rented it for the weekend for us,” started Jacob. “My only property is the penthouse.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Why is that a surprise?” He tilts his head in question with a small smile.  
 
    “I’m just surprised, that’s all. I mean you’re a Maddox.” 
 
    “And just because Maddox is my last name, that doesn’t mean that I spend my money on frivolous things like properties or cars that I would barely use but pay constantly on. I’d rather my money be spent on things that I actually have regular use for. I think you know by now, I’m not the guy that everyone thinks I am. What you see, isn’t what you get. ” His voice sounds a little hurt of my assumptions.  
 
    “I’m sorry.” I begin to apologize. “I’m getting used to the real version of you. And you’re right, you aren’t at all the person that people think you are. You’re so much more.” I smile ,rounding the bed and draping my arms around his neck, pulling his body against mine as I lean up on my toes and kiss him.  
 
    “So much more?” He pulls back with a smirk.  
 
    “So much.” I say, pulling him back to me and inserting my tongue between his lips.  
 
    Suddenly, he picks me up by the hips and I yelp as I fly through the air and land on the bed as if I weigh nothing.  
 
    “No time for friskiness, baby. We have food to eat and booze to drink.” 
 
    “What about a little bit of frisk?” I hold out my fingers an inch apart for measure.  
 
    “Frisk isn’t a real word.” He laughs.  
 
    “Is too. Haven’t you ever been arrested?” I ask while standing, as I lower my voice to mimic a cop. “Sir, please turn around, I’m going to have to frisk you. Oooh, do you have handcuffs?” 
 
    “Completely not how I was expecting tonight to go.” He shakes his head.  
 
    “Did all the sexiness leave? Am I the only one excited about this now?” 
 
    “While I would love to see you wearing handcuffs in the kinky manner, I’m afraid I do not have any with me. I’ll make sure to pick some up when we get back to the city. Now, get changed, we’re going out to lunch.” 
 
    “What if I want you for lunch?” I smile.  
 
    “Insatiable little minx.” He shakes his head with a grin on his face and teasing glimmer in his eyes, hinting to his thoughts. We’re standing a foot apart while his fingers are hooked in the belt loops of my pants. 
 
    “A girl wants what a girl wants.” I shrug while running my hands across his shoulders.  
 
    “Fuck it! Lunch can be a little late.” he says, pulling his polo shirt over his head and advancing on me.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    We lay in bed, a little tipsy from all the wine we’ve consumed throughout the day, along with the bit of time we spent in the hot tub before retiring to the house for the evening. We went to three different wineries today, sampling wine and enjoying each other’s company.  Over dinner, we enjoyed conversation, candlelight, and a violinist playing in the background. It was a truly romantic day and I feel that we’ve become closer, almost back to how we were before the news of being married came to our knowledge. 
 
    Beth’s leg was draped over mine and her head was on my chest, her fingertips were circling my nipples, alternating between the two as we enjoy the silence. We were naked, but we hadn’t taken advantage of that fact, just fully relaxed in each other’s company. 
 
    “I’m sorry for the past few weeks. I’ve been distracted.” I begin. “This whole thing, this so-called marriage has taken me by surprise and then I’ve just been zeroing in resolving the matter as fast as possible.” 
 
    Beth’s head lifts and she looks at me softly. “It’s okay, I understand.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t have to understand. That’s the thing. I should be more present with you. It’s not okay. I feel like I haven’t been the guy you deserve.” 
 
    “Wait, what are you saying?” she asks, sitting up, her back stiffening as she bites her lower lip.  
 
    I run my hand over her hair and smile as I kiss the tip of her nose. “You come first.” 
 
    “No, we come first.” She smiles as she relaxes and lays her head back down on my chest.  
 
    I’m not big on declarations, but a part of me wants to be vocal about what I feel for Beth. Another part of me feels that she could think it’s too soon for any of this. Especially with the marriage hanging over our heads. The past few weeks, trying to squash this marriage, has only solidified my feelings for her, in that I would rather have her as my wife, that I want her has my forever. I hope that’s in our future. Life before her was dull, it was meaningless and empty. Since we’ve been together, I’ve felt full of life and as if there was meaning placed behind certain words. Words such as love. Words like forever. Am I ready to say it out loud? That I love her? 
 
    Making sure this divorce goes through and quickly is a priority, but she’s right – our relationship should come first. And I need to step it up and make sure that she knows how important she is to me.  
 
    “Hey, B?” I start.  
 
    She doesn’t answer and I contort myself enough to look at her and see that she’s fallen asleep.  
 
    I love you. 
 
    *** 
 
    We danced, we ate, we drank and we made love. There wasn’t a moment that went by when we weren’t touching. And then when we weren’t, I wanted to be touching her. I should have told her I loved her a thousand times during our weekend away, and that’s not to say that we didn’t have moments when the timing would be perfect. I just couldn’t choose the perfect time at the exact same moment. I had several ‘this is the time,’ moments, but I let them pass.  
 
    I just couldn’t grow the balls to spit the words out, although I was constantly repeating it in my head. I was afraid she wouldn’t share the same feelings and I was in this alone. I know that she cares for me, that she likes me a lot. Hell, she went through pretending that she had a boyfriend to get my attention and make me jealous. It worked, and now I had the woman that I could rightfully say for the first time ever that I was in love with. Now only to tell her. 
 
    It was Sunday afternoon and the plane was landing back in San Francisco. We were returning to the reality of our daily lives and I wasn’t prepared for it. My lawyer was talking about my going to Vegas and that would mean I would be away from Beth, unless she would be willing to come with me. That thought wasn’t too outrageous; we could have a great time together in Sin City. Although, would she want to come with me there, to a place where I was dealing with such a pain in the ass as divorce? Would the circumstances of why I was there tarnish our time together?  
 
    My entire body was dreading the thought of leaving her, being without her, and waking up to an empty bed. I’ve grown accustomed to waking up with her in my arms over the past few days, with her body entwined with mine during the night and then there’s the morning sex. Man, do I absolutely love morning sex. 
 
    We briefly touched on what was going on with this marriage debacle. I opened up about my thoughts on every piece of the marriage and the divorce. Deep down, I feel guilty that I’m married to someone who is not my girlfriend. I can only imagine how she feels about it. She has been primarily silent on the whole thing. If the roles were reversed, I can guarantee that I wouldn’t be taking the situation as well as she seems to be. 
 
    As we get in the waiting town car, I pull her to my side, generating a questioning look from her.  
 
    “I just need to touch you.” I say softly.  
 
    “Aren’t we romantic?” she states with a smile, as she settles in beside me and placing her head on my shoulder.  
 
    “Stay with me tonight?” I ask.  
 
    “Not tired of me yet?” she responds.  
 
    “Never.” 
 
    I alert the driver that we have only one destination as my hand holds onto Beth’s as if I never want to let go.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    I’ve spent every night since being back in the city at Jacob’s house. It’s almost as if we were back to the way things were prior to hearing about the mystery marriage, except, you know, he’s still married. He has been clingy and very attentive as if he’s afraid of something, but I can’t put my finger on what’s happening inside his head. Our weekend was perfect and I feel like we are progressing forward. He received word from his lawyer that he has to fly out to Las Vegas next week, and I can tell that he’s dreading it. He’s even asked if I would go with him. Well, no, he actually begged me to go with him.  
 
    While I’m sure that Tyson would be okay with me going, I do recall when I was sick sometime last year that he was going postal dealing with the temp who replaced me for those few weeks, and how he would call begging me to drag myself to work even being sick as hell. While I know that Tyson is perfectly capable of taking care of things himself, he is a big baby when it comes to change.  
 
    I’m undecided whether or not I will go to Las Vegas with Jacob. I want to, but I know that the majority of the time he will be there will be spent in lawyer meetings and that means I would be on my own, which doesn’t sound like a good time. The plus side of going would be that I would be with Jacob and not without. He doesn’t know how long he will be there, but he has mentioned that it could be more than a few days and that’s why I’m leaning more towards going with him, since I have time just waiting for me to take off of work.  
 
    He was called into the office earlier than he expected today, so I stayed in his bed. There was grumbling around his bedroom about it still being dark outside as he got ready. I left for work about four hours after he did and I still hadn’t heard a peep from him. As I stroll into the office, I stop by Jacob’s office and find it empty. I walk to my office and set my stuff down then go in search of either one of the Maddox brothers.  
 
    I didn’t have to search too far, as I round the corner I could hear yelling from behind Tyson’s door. The door wasn’t completely closed, and as I approach, I hear Jacob swear and then something slamming. I gently tapped on the door and stuck my head in, and Tyson motioned for me to come inside as Jacob continued yelling. 
 
    “Fuck! So, McKinney, what you’re trying to tell me is that my fucking cousin – my fucking blood! – is a part of this bullshit?” he bellows, standing over the phone on Tyson’s desk. 
 
    “I’m afraid so, sir.” 
 
    “How involved is he?” Jacob’s voice goes almost to a whisper and the muscles in his back clench.  
 
    Jacob hasn’t noticed my presence yet. Tyson keeps darting his eyes from me to his brother as he stands with his arms crossed and his hand tapping his chin. He too looks pissed off, his jaw is ticking every time the lawyer, McKinney, says anything.  
 
    “That is not something that we know at this moment. I expect to have more information once Tyson’s PI gets back with a deeper investigation as to his financial information.” 
 
    “Where the fuck is he now?” Jacob asks.  
 
    “He’s in Vegas. He’s been at the address where Ms. Waters resides off and on.” McKinney says flatly.  
 
    I cringe when I hear the lawyer confirm that. I put my head in my hands and take a deep breath. Jacob turns around and sees me, takes a deep breath and then stalks the short distance my way. He stops in front of me and lays his hand gently on my shoulder. He bends and kisses the top of my head then retreats to Tyson’s desk, the tenderness gone.  
 
    “McKinney, I don’t want that pond scum to know I’m coming. I want him to fucking be shitting his pants when I knock on that door and clock him in the jaw.” 
 
    “Sir, I would advise against any contact, especially physical. We need to not alert him that we are aware of his position.” 
 
    “I get that, but that mother fucker is fucking with the wrong man.” Jacob begins to visibly twitch as he shakes his head and curls his fists tightly.  
 
    “Sir.” 
 
    “Fuck it. I’ll be in Vegas next week. Meet me out there and we will finish this conversation then. Keep me briefed on any and all news or changes. I would expect that we know when Brad wipes his ass with the amount of fucking money we pay you guys.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Jacob’s head hangs as he stands over the desk, both hands flat on the surface. I watch him take a deep breath and then turn and come sit next to me. Tyson takes a seat where Jacob was just standing, sitting on the edge of the desk.  
 
    “He’s done. He’s so fucking done.” Jacob takes a deep breath. “How much did you hear?” Jacob asks, leaning back with his head against the back of the couch frame, forehead creases as he runs his hand down the column of his neck. 
 
    “That your cousin is a mother fucker and staying at Candy’s place in Vegas.” I recount.  
 
    Tyson fills me in. “While you guys were in Napa, I had my PI trace all information on Brad. It wasn’t normal for him to be so distant and not replying to text messages or emails. I just felt that it was weird that he was so unresponsive, especially when all this stuff came to head. He’s been flying back and forth between here and Vegas on a monthly basis for over a year. The only thing that we have tying Brad and Candy to one another at the moment is that he is staying at her house. He’s left trails of his whereabouts as if purposely, but something is just not adding up.” 
 
    “Do you think that he had anything to do with you two getting married?” I ask.  
 
    “It’s possible.” Tyson shrugs.  
 
    “Do we know one hundred percent that this marriage is real?” I ask.  
 
    “There is paperwork filed, our PI checked it out. He said that it seems to check out.” 
 
    I turn to Jacob and lay my hand on his knee with a squeeze. His hand covers mine and even though I know that it’s a small touch, it means something to him.  
 
    “I’m going to need some time off, Ty. I don’t know how much right now, but I have a lot of time saved up and I think that now is an appropriate time to use some.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Jacob asks.  
 
    “This is a family matter, and you’re my family.” I say quietly to him.  
 
    Jacob takes a deep breath, and nods as he squeezes my hand.  
 
    “I agree with B, she’s family – the rightful person who should be by your side right now. I can survive-ish for a bit. I’ll see if Allie can help me if I need it.” 
 
    “Survive-ish! Do you remember that two weeks, Ty, you were a dictator while Beth was sick last year? Everyone stayed far away from you as possible. That poor girl who had to temp, she probably cried herself to sleep every night.” Jacob smiles.  
 
    “She called me a few times. I could remember hearing the shake in her voice. You were horrible to her.” I confirm with a slight laugh. 
 
    “I can’t help it if she didn’t know how to do things. Or printed up the documents from the wrong quarter. Are you trying to get me to deny your request?” Tyson tries to keep a straight face.  
 
    “You already approved it, I can read your mind.” I smile.  
 
    “I’m glad we won’t be around to see how childish you act without Beth here.” Jacob says.  
 
    I smile and stand. “I need to get some work done and I guess prepare so we can go to Vegas with me feeling slightly okay with abandoning ship.” I tease.  
 
    “Good, the less you have to put out fires from another state the better. I’ve got some fact finding to do with Ty.” Jacob gives a tight smile.  
 
    “Lunch in an hour boys?” I ask.  
 
    “Only if it’s Mr. Pickles. I’m dying for a Big Easy!” Jacob says.  
 
    “Do you realize that there is no Mr. Pickles in the city, right? Across the bay and down the peninsula are the closest shops.” I say jutting out my hip.  
 
    “Don’t they deliver?” Tyson asks.  
 
    “Not for two sandwiches.” I shake my head laughing.  
 
    “Three?” Jacob pleads. 
 
    “Ass. Do we have any interns right now that we can send?” I ask hopeful.  
 
    “I have one in marketing. Place the order for three sandwiches for a one hour pick up and I’ll send her to pick it up.” Jacob says pulling out his phone.  
 
    “Is that appropriate use of an intern?” Tyson asks.  
 
    “Why not? Everyone gets hungry.” Jacob shrugs.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Even though this day started out shitty, the fact that Beth will be with me in Las Vegas improves my mood. I’m still incredibly pissed off that my cousin has seemingly betrayed me. I’ve gone out of town with him several times since this elusive marriage took place and have confided in him several times. He has rarely acted any different with me whenever we’ve been around one another and we’ve been around each other a lot. We’ve gone on trips together and we’ve even been back to Vegas several times together. 
 
    I am trying to recall the last few times I was in Vegas and see if I can remember anything out of the ordinary with Brad, but nothing is coming to mind. If I wasn’t drunk or off hooking up with some random chick, then he and I were likely together. The night I apparently got married, according to the marriage certificate, I wouldn’t even be able to tell you what day that was. I made a mental note to have a doctor check my liver function as soon as possible.  
 
    Hell, most of my time in Vegas or Atlantic City I was drunk so, aside from the most recent trip, I wouldn’t have been able to pick out any of the people I associated with during those trips. I could have very well mistaken Brad for someone else with all the booze that I generally would drink.  
 
    I searched my memory repeatedly for any indication that my cousin was a part of this, and I was coming up dry.  
 
    Would he be honest with me if I was to corner him, and ask him what the fuck is going on?  
 
    What kind of connection does he have to Candy Waters?  
 
    What role is he playing in this? 
 
    I rub my palms together and then on my thighs and stand up to pace the office. My office line rings and I ignore it as there is no one I should talk to when I’m in the mood that I’m in. I’m a mixture of feelings. I am pissed, I’m frustrated, and I’m feeling betrayed. I don’t understand how this happened or to be honest, what is really happening.  
 
    A knock on my office door stirs me out of my thoughts.  
 
    “Hey, you ready to go home?” Beth’s soft voice asks me.  
 
    “Depends, are you coming home with me?” I counter.  
 
    “Do you want me to?” 
 
    “More than you know.” I breathe out and notice she breathes out as if she had been holding her breath.  
 
    “Then let’s go home.” She extends her arms 
 
    The way she says the word home just makes me want her more. She’s become my home; she’s become the good out of all this bad that has recently come to head. While I know I’ve been distracted, she’s been supportive and that has made everything so much more easier when shit hits the fan.  
 
    My cell phone begins to vibrate in my pocket as I step towards her and reaching out to join our hands. I stop and pull out my phone and groan when I see who is calling. I turn my phone to Beth and she silently laughs.  
 
    “I’ll be right behind you. I’d rather have this conversation here than in the confines of the car. I’ll see you at home.” I smile, pulling her hand so we’re closer as I wrap my arm around her waist and kiss her cheek. She leans into the kiss and hums. Our eyes meet and I squeeze her waist as I answer the phone. Beth smiles as she leaves the room with a wave of her fingers.  
 
    “Hello, Mother.” 
 
    “Why is it that I am hearing such news from someone other than my own son?” she scolds.  
 
    “Well, I’ve been so busy trying to put an end to this news that I simply forgot to clue you in.” 
 
    “So then, it’s true?” 
 
    “Unfortunately.”  
 
    “All these trips that you’ve been taking, I knew I should have reined you in a little more. Then, this nonsense wouldn’t have happened.” 
 
    “Mother, you realize that I’m not a child and you can’t rein in a grown adult, right?” 
 
    “That’s bullshit and you know it.” 
 
    “Whatever you say, Mother. Who told you this?” 
 
    “That whack-a-doodle lawyer of yours. He called me to prepare some witness statement should you need it. I didn’t know why I was defending your character, until he explained the grave situation you are currently in.” 
 
    “Anything else?” I groan.  
 
    “Yes. My darling, Beth,” she starts. “How is she holding up with all this? I gauged from the masquerade party that you two have become an item.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother. We are together. She’s been great throughout all this.” 
 
    “Good. You need a strong woman if you won’t allow your mother to be that for you. Don’t dick her around. She’s a needle in a haystack.” she states as I roll my eyes.  
 
    “I’m aware.” I smile.  
 
    “Good. Now I’m serious, Son, don’t fuck it up.” My mother’s coarse voice says with the same tone that Tyson once did.  
 
    “Will that be all, Mother?” 
 
    “No, please fill me in on where the company is on worldwide advertising.” 
 
    “Mother, you remember that you’re not on the board or employed with Mad Designs, right?” 
 
    “My last name is still involved and my boys are involved. I have every bit of vested interest in the company as I did when your father was at the helm.” I roll my eyes, unsure as to why I continue to entertain her questions.  
 
    I sigh heavily and begin to explain to her the efforts my team is putting towards worldwide expansion.  They are the efforts that my cousin should have been working on, but now I’m not so sure, other than what the three of us decided months ago when we implemented ideas into plans. We’re currently in all the national markets, and our seasonal lines are available for purchase everywhere, but Mad Designs wants to branch out more in other cities and countries. By the end of the conversation, Mother seems pleased, at least as pleased as she could ever sound. We end the call on her admonishing me about wrapping up this marriage mistake as quick as possible and treating Beth as a princess.  
 
    I knew my Mother and Beth had a great relationship, as I’ve seen Beth handle her through the years. Sometimes, when talking to one another, my mother even smiles and is affectionate with her. Beth doesn’t go overboard when speaking to my mother trying to impress her, and they have had actual conversations when I don’t recall any malice ever occurring. In fact, I think Beth is genuine with my mother in every way and by no means puts on a show to please anyone. That simple fact, while not incredibly important in the grand scheme of things, makes me smile.  Not that I look to my mother for guidance or for approval in anything, but it’s nice to know that the woman who birthed me and the woman I love can be in the same room together without glaring at each other.  
 
    I’m not sure why I’m happy in the knowledge that Mother and Beth get along or why that means shit, so I digress. I shake my head to get my thoughts back to the present, to getting home. Home to the girlfriend that I am irrevocably in love with. Still, I just need to share that bit of information with her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t prepared for the dry warmth to hit my face as suddenly as it did when I stepped off the plane in Las Vegas in the early evening hours. Jacob was right behind me, patiently waiting for me to acclimate myself to the weather with a chuckle. I was hoping that weather in Las Vegas in October would be more like San Francisco weather, but apparently, the desert didn’t get the memo of it being late fall and if we’re being honest, I’ve never been to Vegas this time of year.  When I arrived at Jacob’s penthouse wearing jeans and a chunky sweater, he laughed at me and told me to turn around and change my clothes. Ignoring him, we boarded the plane a few hours ago with Jacob smirking and shaking his head at my stubbornness.  Now I’m regretting being stubborn. I should have just listened to him.  
 
    I feel the sweat forming between my boobs as we walk to the airport entrance doors. I can almost taste the anticipation of the air conditioning inside and I’m stupid excited about it. I run my fingers through my hair, and pull my hair into a ponytail as Jacob’s hand is on my lower back is guiding me.  
 
    “We’re going to take a cab to the hotel.” Jacob explains.  
 
    “You surprise me sometimes.” I smile and say to myself.  
 
    “Pardon?” 
 
    I shake my head and smile.  
 
    The further Jacob and I get into our relationship, the more I realize that I didn’t really know who he was all these years. That I misjudged him for the mask he puts on for the public. The Jacob that I thought I knew before we started this relationship was not at all the man I’ve come to know. He isn’t as much of a complete dick as his demeanor portrays; he’s just a simple man who likes simple things. He’s a Maddox, and it’s stereotypical to think that all the members of their family are big spenders on the frivolous things in life and complete dicks. While Tyson may have his huge house in Atherton and Jacob has a penthouse in the city, they’re both fairly down to earth once you get to know them. Jacob has the reputation of being a womanizer, which I’ve seen first-hand, but now that we are an item, I cannot bring myself to think that of him.  
 
    He’s different with me. He’s soft, tender and giving.  
 
    Oh, he is giving alright!  
 
    Somewhere between the start of our relationship and now I’ve fallen hard for him.  
 
    It could be construed as too early to confess that bit of information to him, especially with all that he has going on. I’m not a hundred percent sure that he is there either, but then again, I’m not sure where his head is most days. He’s been present with me, but sometimes I see that he gets lost in his head. I can only imagine how stressful even being here in Las Vegas could be for him right now. Once his playground, it has turned into his hell. 
 
    I almost expected that Jacob would have a town car waiting for us to take us to the hotel, so taking a cab wasn’t something I was expecting. But if I’ve learned anything from the Maddox family, it’s that you shouldn’t judge a book by its cover. Unless it’s their mother; she’s pretty much the epitome of what you would expect.  
 
    I try to hide my discomfort with my sweater, but the thing is too warm and I feel like I’m suffocating. Jacob has his hand on my lower back as he raises his hand for a cab. The cab comes up to us quickly as if it was waiting for the signal. After telling the cab driver where we were going, we settled in for our ride. With Jacob’s hand on my upper thigh, I became so zoned in on the scenery that we were passing, that I wasn’t aware we had arrived until Jacob was tugging at my sleeve. 
 
    After checking into the room, we headed to the elevators to go up to our floor. We stand in front of double doors at the end of the hallway and walk into the room. I walk past a table and a bathroom door and then into a grand room with a bar, a full dining table, and a huge flat screen television across from a sectional sofa. The room overlooks the famous Bellagio fountains, which are known for putting on nightly water shows to music for the public. Around the bar was the bedroom with a hidden station for a television just in front of the king-sized bed.  
 
    “I hadn’t planned anything for tonight. I figure that we could have dinner at one of the restaurants here at the hotel, or we can go offsite. Whatever you want.” 
 
    “How about room service. We have a freaking dining room table here!” I spin around and point out the giant table, in case he didn’t see it there.  
 
    “That works for me. You get settled in, take off that ridiculous sweater and I’ll go in search of the menu.” He laughs.  
 
    I take my bag into the bedroom and begin to disrobe. I felt as if I was being watched and as I look in the mirror, I see that Jacob was standing in the doorway. He removes his jacket slowly and holds it in his left hand. His eyes are on my movements, so I move ultra-sexy and slow, removing my sweater, and then unzipping the zipper on the side of my jeans and shimmying out of them. I keep my gaze trained on the mirror and catch Jacob’s eyes as he inhales deeply. He smiles and bites his lower lip as I bend over and remove my panties as seductively as I can. I bend all the way down to the ground, my legs straight, and I slowly come back up to standing giving him a full view of me, baring my all. Jacob unbuckles his belt, unbuttons his jeans and palms himself inside his pants. From the looks of it, he was moving his hand just a small amount, rubbing himself.  
 
    “Fuck. Do you have any idea how sexy you are?” he says, as he pulls his hand out, removes his shirt, and pulls his jeans down before he steps out of them while walking my way. He stands in front of me and runs his hands down my shoulders to my chest, cupping each breast as if they’re precious and would break if handled roughly.  
 
    He pulls my body flush against his as his hands trails down my body just as my hands reach around to his ass, he grabs each globe with force. I moan out of instinct with the contact and throw my head back. His mouth lands on the slope of my neck, and he brushes the span with a mixture of open mouthed kisses and little nips. My fingers are gripping him and I’m sure my nails have scratched him as what he’s doing with his mouth feels really, really good.  
 
    He slides down my body to his knees while his hands remain clutching my ass and his mouth is just in front of my sweet spot. I’m so turned on and wet that even I can smell my arousal. Only slightly embarrassed by it, I bite the corner of my mouth as my hands find their way into Jacob’s hair. He leans forward and I feel his nose my center as he breathes me in, his tongue darting out to lick the length of my slit.  
 
    “Have I ever told you how amazing you smell? It’s a mixture of lemons and Sweetarts, sometimes strawberries.” 
 
    “That’s an odd smell for my lady parts.” I laugh.  
 
    “It’s perfect. Makes me want my mouth permanently attached to you.” 
 
    “I think eventually you would need some air.” I say, as his hand moves from my ass around my thigh slowly and then to my pussy. One of his fingers runs the length of my seam, teasing me. I suck in a breath as he dips one of his fingertips into me and pulls back. When he goes back in, he inserts a full finger and then withdraws while watching my reactions. 
 
    “We need to get some dinner.” Jacob says, pulling all the way back and standing. He leaves me teetering on my feet and hung out to dry as he grabs his discarded clothing on the floor and approaches the doorway.  
 
    “What the—!” I sputter. 
 
    “Babe, we have plenty of time for that. While I wasn’t lying and I could feast on you all night, I think we both should have a meal so we have all the energy to go round for round tonight.” He winks as he steps into his pants again with an evil grin on his face. Why did he undress just to tease me? 
 
    “Round for round?” I question as he adjusts himself and retreats from the room.  
 
    “Remember…Stamina!” He yells from the other room. 
 
    Tease.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I shouldn’t have teased either of us with that display in the bedroom. My clothes should have stayed on and I should have just watched her from the doorway. When I got up and walked out of the room, I was so uncomfortable because my dick was rock hard. I was trying to not make our relationship based off of sex. Granted, sex with Beth is off the charts and I wasn’t lying to her about how she smells. She tastes just as amazing, but I am a man and to be perfectly honest, I needed food, I still need sex, but food will help the both of us have more sex, because we’ll need a lot of it. I need to make sure that we both are well fed with all that I want to do with her. I don’t want the reason that we are here to tarnish her thoughts of being here with me.  
 
    I found the room service menu and laugh to myself as my dick’s pressure won’t go down. I try to think of something repulsive, but I could smell Beth’s scent on my fingers and it took over my primal thoughts as I lick my lips. It took a while for Beth to come out of the bedroom and when she did, we lock eyes. With a smirk, she shakes her head as she comes to stand beside me in front of the dining room table.  
 
    “We’ll basically be living together for however long we’re here, so we have plenty of time to get down and dirty.” I say to her as I wrap my arm around her and pull her closer. My voice was tense, but I tried to stay focused.  
 
    “Tease,” she pouts, looking down at me then pushing me away playfully.  
 
    I hand her the room service menu and pull her back closer to me so that she’s standing between the space of my legs as she peruses the menu.  
 
    “How hungry are you?” she asks with her eyes still on the menu and her finger ticking along the edge.  
 
    “Starved.” I say, my voice gravelly, giving her the answer but with two meanings. 
 
    “I’m talking about food, not the brown chicken brown cow.” She smiles looking down at me over the top of the menu.  
 
    “So am I.” I wink. Although truth be told, I’m just as horny as I am hungry, if not more. 
 
    We order enough to feed a football team, so the dining room table is covered in delectable treats both sweet and savory. From appetizers to entrees to desserts, we’ve got it all. At the end of the night, we’ve stuffed ourselves like we were two stoners with endless stomachs. Both of us have propped our feet up on the edge of the table, and I am quite impressed with the amount of food she can eat.  One of the things that I love about Beth is that there are no apologies with her; what you see is what you get. She’s not a picky salad eater and she’s quite expressive as she eats. Case in point, I turn to look at her and she’s spooning crème brûlée into her mouth. As she closes her lips around the spoon, she tips her head back with her eyes closed and hums a satisfied note with a smile. She continues this pattern with the entire dish until there are no more remnants left, not giving a shit that I was openly gawking at her with my dick hardening while watching her. 
 
    Even though my stomach is full, my dick cannot deny that a gorgeous chick is within its vicinity. I motion for us to go enjoy the comfort of the sectional couch, and she nods and follows me just a few feet to the couch. She sits down first and I sit beside her. Not even a minute later, she scooches down, lays her head on my lap and then turns to her side. I try to calm myself, but with her head right there, I’m sure my dick is tapping her in the face saying, ‘hey you, remember me?’ I turn on the television and we get comfortable while watching some movie on one of the movie channels.  
 
    I wake up sometime in the middle of the night to find our positions haven’t changed.As I look down at my lap, I feel a butterfly in my chest. The lights from the strip and neighboring hotels have cast a glow into the room. From the lights  through the window, I can see Beth’s hair is fanned across my lap, her breathing is even and, as I bend a bit to look at her face, I notice that her lips are parted and her eyes are fluttering.  
 
    I gently lift her head from my lap, and when she doesn’t budge, I walk over to the bathroom to relieve myself before coming and bringing her to bed. After I wash my hands, I dry them and place them on the counter as my head hangs between my shoulders.   
 
    I need to keep this woman in my life. This warm, tingling feeling of being in love, being with Beth, was something that I needed, something that I wanted and craved more than I could have ever anticipated. Even though I was well aware of this, the farce marriage had to get squashedas fast as possible. I slowly lift my head and my eyes met my reflection in the mirror. I ran my hands through my hair, tug at the short ends, and then let my hands fall at my sides.  
 
    I pick up Beth from the couch and place her into the bed with ease and without waking her. I slide behind her and hold her close. I count her breaths and soon begin to fade into sleep as well.  
 
    *** 
 
    There wasn’t anything too impressive about being in Las Vegas. By day, I was sitting in a conference room at the MGM Grand in a black leather chair surrounded by some of the most expensive divorce lawyers that my family could afford. While they weren’t specifically on our company payroll, they were a part of the same firm that my family has used for generations, so I trusted what they were telling me and would do what they instructed. So far, they are instructing me to stay far away from my cousin, to act as if I was not privy to the information that he was in Las Vegas, or has taken a part-time residence here. This wasn’t anything that I wasn’t told by McKinney already, but I still loathe to hear it.  
 
    Since all of my previous trips to Las Vegas were more focused on the Sin City elements of this town: heavy drinking, gambling, and loose women, coming here with my girlfriend to get a divorce from another woman whom I cannot even remember is eye opening. While I was in meetings for the better part of my days, Beth was telecommuting with Tyson at Mad Designs as much as she could. She was a hard-worker and devoted to Mad Designs. Even though she wasn’t at work, she wouldn’t just stop doing her job. While she did spend time – at my urging – at the spas and the pools, she spent a few hours a day working, which I thought was pretty cool of her, since she knows how crazy my brother can get without his right-hand man, err woman. During the evenings, we’ve enjoyed being together both dressed and wrapped up in each other naked. We’ve gone to see a few shows and we’ve gone out to nearby restaurants.  
 
    We’ve already been here for a week and a half and I don’t feel like I’m any closer to saying I’m no longer married than I was prior to arriving in the desert. Even though since I live in San Francisco, McKinney suggested we come back to the place where all this took place. Since he was professional, and likely wanting a mini vacation himself, I wasn’t trying to argue with him. But as the time of being in Vegas continued, I keep asking myself why we had to be here, then one of my lawyers would say something to catch my attention and I would forget what I was asking.  
 
    Something such as: ‘we’re going to trial.’ 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    Jacob had an official court date now, and it was one week away. He’s had some late nights with his lawyers preparing for anything imaginable that Candy’s lawyers could bring up in the coming week. I was also provided a list of questions in case I was brought to the stand or if our characters were questioned. The lawyers said that it was not likely, but anything could happen so I should be prepared. One way or another, I would be painted as the other woman, the person breaking up this so-called marriage even though that was far from the truth.  
 
    Shit was getting real now that we had a date and what was even worse was that Tyson needed me back at the office for a few days for help with a report he was working on that I couldn’t do from Vegas. I’ve been working off and on from our hotel room, but sometimes it’s just better to be there in person doing things instead of directing someone to find something in our office. I didn’t want to leave Jacob’s side, but he was insistent that I went back home for a few days.  
 
    “You need a break from this shit.” he had said to me.  
 
    “So do you,” I retort.  
 
    He shakes his head. “I will get  my break when this is over. And it’s almost over. Just because this is happening, I never expected you to put your life on hold.” 
 
    “You’re a part of my life, Jake.” I say softly.  
 
    “I know, and I’m glad for it.” he says tenderly, while caressing my cheek.  
 
    Leaving Jacob at the airport was difficult, but it was only a few days. When Tyson picked me up, we went straight to a favorite pub. It’s one that we would go to frequently in the city for after work drinks and snacks, or when he was being a bonehead with Allison.  
 
    We’re silent for several moments after we’re seated. The comfortable silence continues once our drinks are in our hands and even after we place our orders for dinner. I’m rolling the beer in my hands and Tyson is just staring into his glass.  
 
    “Are you happy?” he finally asks, breaking the silence.  
 
    “Is that why you asked me to come back home? To see if I was happy?” I raise my eyebrow.  
 
    “Of course not. I actually do need your help. I’m driving Allison crazy and I think she quit on me.” He sips his beverage. 
 
    “She quit?” 
 
    “She told me to shove my demands and that I was insane. She told me that she wasn’t helping me anymore.” 
 
    I laugh.  
 
    “So really, B, are you happy?” Tyson’s tone turns serious.  
 
    “Yes. Despite everything that’s happening, I’m happy. Jacob makes me happy.” 
 
    “And he’s treating you… good? Not as if you are an object?” 
 
    “He is.” I nod. “Believe it or not, the Jacob that I thought I knew is not at all like the real Jacob that I know now.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He’s not a pig.” 
 
    Tyson almost chokes on his beer. “Please elaborate.” 
 
    “Well, he’s not a complete dick, but he has dick-ish qualities. He’s simple and caring. He’s emotional and he’s real. He’s not a prima donna and he doesn’t think that he’s better than everyone. He’s generous and he’s not flashy. He’s the complete opposite of what I thought I knew of him. It’s made me see him different and like him even more. He isn’t a younger version of you.” I say with my chin in my hand leaning on the bar.  
 
    “Ouch. I’m not all that bad.” Tyson acts offended.  
 
    “You’re definitely not my type.” I playfully punch Tyson. 
 
    We sit in silence, with Tyson regarding me when he finally says, “You love him.”  
 
    My eyes jerk to his and then close while I nod.  
 
    “When you’re talking about him, you get this doe-eyed look. Does he know this?” Tyson further asks.  
 
    “No, with everything that he’s dealing with, confessing my love seems like it should be last on the list.” 
 
    “What if that’s exactly what he needs to hear?” 
 
    “You have a point there, buddy.” I sa,y after a moment’s hesitation. 
 
    “I’m incredibly smart. Some are surprised.” Tyson puffs out his chest and smiles proudly. 
 
    “You Maddox brothers are always surprising.”  
 
    *** 
 
    Later I am sitting on my couch sipping some wine, while looking through the guide on the television when my phone begins to vibrate and I see Jacob’s name on the screen.  Smiling, I put the remote down and lift the phone and swipe it.  
 
    “Hey there.” 
 
    “I hate this.” he says.  
 
    “What happened? Everything okay?” I sit up in worry.  
 
    “You’re in a completely different state than I am right now.” 
 
    I breathe out the breath that I was holding and smile. “I feel your pain. But I’ve only been gone for a few hours.” I point out.  
 
    “A few hours too long. I’m used to you being here. I like you being her., I like you being with me.”  
 
    “I like being anywhere with you too.” I feel like my body has turned to mush as I sink lower into my couch. 
 
    “So how was your flight?” he asks.  
 
    “Uneventful. But then Ty picked me up and we went for dinner and drinks.” 
 
    “Nice. How’s he doing?”  
 
    “He’s driven Allison crazy. She fired herself.” I laugh.  
 
    “I’m telling you, that one time you were sick last year, no one wanted to go near him.” 
 
    “Yeah. He begged me to come into the office then, too. So, how was your day?” 
 
    “Not really over. I have some light reading to do, but I got back to the room and you weren’t here, so I needed to hear your voice. Do you want to um…FaceTime?” he asks in a whisper.  
 
    I laugh at his way of asking. “Sure. Call me back in five minutes?” 
 
    I run to the bathroom and add a bit of moisturizer and blush to my cheeks. I pull my hair up in a ponytail and then add a bit of gloss to my lips to finish off a refreshed look. I run into my bedroom and change into a spaghetti strap tank top and put on a pair of his boxer briefs that I stuffed into my suitcase this morning. I hear my phone ring again from the living room and I sprint towards it, not so gracefully slamming into the wall in the hallway as I’m rushing, and then as I approach the couch, I stub my toes on the corner leg of the coffee table.  
 
    This was not the way I was intending to start this conversation.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I came back from meeting with my team of lawyers for the day to an empty hotel room. I could feel the difference of when Beth was here to when she wasn’t, and the feeling wasn’t settling well with me. The room felt cold and lonely, the opposite from when she was here. I ached to see her or talk to her. After talking to her for a few minutes, I decide that talking to her wasn’t enough. I suggested that we FaceTime and when she agreed, it took everything in me to not fist pump like a douchebag.  
 
    I pulled off my t-shirt and put on some basketball shorts sans boxers and re-dialed her.  
 
    The line rang and when she finally answered, it looked like she was in some intense pain by the look on her face.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I ask.  
 
    “Just a series of unfortunate events to get to the phone.” She smiles and winces as she sits down on her couch.  
 
    “Answering the phone in a battlefield?” I joke.  
 
    “Something like that. So, tell me about your day?” She says huskily.  
 
    “Nothing exciting. Got back some in depth reports from Tyson’s PI on both Candy and Brad, hence the light reading that I have to do, but I’m not interested in talking about that right now.” I say, getting settled against the headboard of the bed we were sharing just this morning.  
 
    “Well, Mr. Maddox, what would you like to discuss?” 
 
    “Anything but that bullshit. Let me see you, what are you wearing?” I request.  
 
    She stands and then walks through the hallway of her apartment. She enters her bedroom and then switches the view that her camera is looking at and I’m seeing her in her full length mirror on her closet door. She’s a vision. She’s wearing a strappy little purple tank top that is quite transparent as her dark nipples are saluting me. I look lower and I see that she’s wearing a familiar pair of my boxer briefs that I had seen in one of the drawers in the dresser here in the hotel room. I like that she snagged them and is now wearing them. Her feet are bare and she’s standing nervously, biting her bottom lip, shifting on her feet.  
 
    “Now your turn.” she demands, turning the phone back so she can see me as she takes a seat at the top of her bed.  
 
    I take the phone and run it from my head and then slowly down my bare chest, as I get to my crotch and linger while my other hand grabs my dick through my shorts and then run the rest of the length of my body then back up my body to reach my face again.  
 
    “Like what you see?” I ask, cocky bastard that I am.  
 
    “Always.” 
 
    “I like seeing you wearing my boxers.” I breathe.  
 
    “Yeah?” she asks, seductively lowering her voice.  
 
    “Knowing that your pussy is in my pants, you bet your ass that I do.” 
 
    “Hey Jake, wanna try something?” she asks. 
 
    I love it when she calls me Jake. It’s what she calls me when she’s in the heat of a moment, when she’s deep in the throes of ecstasy, and when she just needs to be close to me.  
 
    “I’ll try anything with you. What’s up babe?” I say honestly. 
 
    “Take of your shorts.” she requests.  
 
    My heart beats rapidly as I do what she asks one-handed, waiting for her next instruction.  
 
    “Now, find something to prop the phone up so I can see all of you.” she says.  
 
    Looking around the room, I see nothing that I could use, but then I recall the ridiculous amount of throw pillows on the couch and stacked up in the corner that we made a pillow fort out of one the nights here. I motion into the screen that I’ll be back in one moment and I jump off the bed, cup my junk so everything won’t be swinging, and run into the other room and back. I grab the phone and prop up the pillows and make a spot for my cell to lie facing me. I get into the view and then maneuver them just so, so the pillows are placed between my legs with a good view for what I think she’s going to ask of me. Only now I’m wishing that I would have called her from my iPad with the bigger screen. 
 
    “Perfect,” she purrs.  
 
    “Your turn.” I rush out.  
 
    I watch as she removes the boxers and then throws them just over the phone. With a coy smile on her face, she props up the phone so that its position is mimicking mine. She’s wearing purple lace panties and spreads her legs just so I can see that her panties look to be soaked with excitement. I take a deep breath as I look at the whole picture. She’s taken off her top and is licking her lips.  
 
    “Tell me what you want me to do? This is your parade, babe, tell me.” 
 
    “I want you to touch yourself.” she says breathlessly and I do as she says.  
 
    My hand goes to my shaft. I grip the base and pull on it languidly, squeezing just as I get to the tip.  
 
    “I want to see you, baby. Take off those panties.” I plead to her. 
 
    She does as I request.  
 
    “Now, spread your legs and let me see you glisten.” She complies and I take a shallow, shaky breath. “I want you to touch yourself, baby. Push those fingers in, pretend it’s me. I want to see you get wild.” Again she complies and I can see her juices clinging to her fingers as she inserts two inside her. She pushes and she pulls, I can hear with each insert of her fingers just how wet she is. I lick my lips and fuck my hand with vigor, imagining that her juices were encasing my dick. Each drag down my shaft, I suck in a breath and slow to keep my movements are tandem with hers. With Beth’s other hand, she is kneading her breast as if she was a cat. Quaky breaths and moans are echoing through her living room and, while I try to be quiet so I can hear everything on her end, I can’t control it. I’m grunting and growling just as much.   
 
    “Baby, pinch your nipple and pull on it. Pretend it’s my teeth instead of your fingertips.” I grunt out and desire fuels me as I watch her do as I command.  She throws her head back and arches her back as she plunges her fingers into her pussy in rapid motion. The heel of her hand is rubbing against her clit and her fingers pull on her nipple. I can tell that she’s getting closer so I tug on my dick just as hard and feel the tightening of my back and ass. My balls pull up but I fight it off for another moment. My eyes are focused on the small cell phone screen and I see that she’s right there too.  
 
    “Baby, I want you to come. I need you to come.” I beg of her.  
 
    She nods and bites her plump bottom lip. “Jake,” she whispers, then practically flies off the bed as she buries her fingers inside her pussy. Her other hand is gripping one of her pillows, her knuckles turning white. Her mouth is open, small pants coming out mixed with erotic moans.  
 
    Watching Beth come undone pushes my orgasm to the front and soon my cum is shooting onto my stomach. Beth and I both are breathing heavily as we finish together. I watch her on the screen, she rolls to her side and finds her tank top and wipes her hands on it. I do the same with my discarded shorts and then return my gaze to the screen.  
 
    “Wow,” she says with a smile.  
 
    “Why haven’t we done that before? Shit, that was amazing.” I avowed. 
 
    “We definitely need to do that more.” she says, smiling wide.  
 
    Her smile lights up my life.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    I’m leaving to head back to Vegas tonight after being home for an entire week, cleaning up what Tyson tried to accomplish while I was gone as well as to help him finish the proposal he wanted done for an upcoming campaign to blend the next line with some sort of new way to market. Some of it would normally fall into Jacob’s area of the business but since he’s otherwise distracted, Tyson has taken lead on some of the projects.  
 
    We talked every night via FaceTime and pretty much expanded our knowledge of what the other likes in a little show and tell. It was a different way of doing things, but I feel that we are even closer. He seems stressed when we first get on the line together, but by the end of the call, he’s a lot more relaxed and it’s not just due to him getting off.  
 
    I’ve run around the office for the better part of an hour when I catch a glimpse of someone who looks familiar walk past my office towards the elevators. I rush to the doorway and slowly slink out of my office, hugging the wall as I inch forward to get a view of him to confirm the identity. I act as if I need something from the receptionist by the elevators and turn to get a better look at him. The elevator doors open and he enters then slowly turns around. The look on his face is solemn as our eyes meet. He barely nods, but he but acknowledges that we’ve seen one another. Unsure if I should wave, smile or anything, I fail to respond before it’s too late. The doors to the elevator closed.  
 
    What the hell!  
 
    I turn on my heel and storm to Tyson’s door and, even though it was closed, I open it and walk inside. Though all I wanted to do was slam the door, I see he is on the phone, so I carefully close the door behind me. He puts up his finger in the universal ‘one moment’ gesture and I slump down into the recliner in front of his huge mahogany desk. He’s intently listening to the person on the line with a look of determination and frustration on his usually handsome face. He clears his throat and ends the call.  
 
    “What the fuck!” I say loudly as soon as the receiver hits the cradle.  
 
    “Did you see Brad?” Tyson asks me, feigning no emotion.  
 
    “What does he have to say for himself?” I ask.  
 
    Tyson sighs. “We didn’t even talk about it. That’s what we’re supposed to do, lawyers’ orders and all.”  
 
    “Did he have any explanation for where he’s been the past month?”  
 
    “Not really, but he never had to explain his whereabouts in the past. I asked, nonchalantly of course, where he’s been and what he’s been up to and all he said was he’s been traveling. I checked some of his travel references and he was working a deal for us in Paris. He mentioned Vegas briefly, but I just don’t know how to read him anymore.  
 
    “Do you have to sign off on his travel arrangements?” My hands go to my hair as I pull slightly in frustration. 
 
    “He owns a third, so he’s not required to confirm everything with me. We had a deal with a Paris-based distributor in the works several months ago, so that trip was part of that plan. Unfortunately, him popping in here was just a standard that he used to do. He isn’t doing too much different than before.” 
 
    “This is bullshit,” I mutter. 
 
    “I agree.” Tyson runs his hands down his face. “He acted the same as he always acts. He even asked where Jacob was.” 
 
    “What an asshole!” I seethe.  
 
    “He apologized for not answering all my phone calls, but then explained that he didn’t take his phone with him because of it not being satellite or something, which is ridiculous.” 
 
    “So now what?”  
 
    “We go on with our days. You head back to Vegas and continue to keep Jacob in line, I go back to working and fucking my hot fiancée.” Tyson crosses his arms and smiles proudly. 
 
    “TMI, Ty.” I shake my head, happy for Tyson that he has someone after so long of being a real playboy.  
 
    “Sorry, needed to not think about this bullshit for a minute.  What time is your flight?” he asks.  
 
    “Seven; want to swing me by SFO on your way home?” I ask, since it’s only a mile or two off his usual route. 
 
    He nods and then his phone rings again. I stand and wave as he answers his line and I walk back to my office. I only have a few more hours until I need to be at the airport. Before I leave I want to create a guide for Tyson on how to do a few things, trying to anticipate what he will need for the next week and preempt some drama. Since the trial starts on Monday, I know that I will be busy until it’s over and likely won’t have as much free time to help him.  
 
    *** 
 
    I opted to take a standard commercial flight rather than use the company plane for the flight back to Las Vegas. Since there were a few set backs on my return flight, I didn’t want to waste anyone else’s time and just booked my own flight, to Jacob’s dismay. However, when I checked in at the airport, I learned that my ticket was upgraded to first class. The view of Las Vegas from the plane window looks like any other city at night, except there’s one heavily illuminated area that is overly bright and shiny compared to the rest. When I see the lights, my heart begins pounding in anticipation of seeing Jacob after an entire week. It would still be quite a few minutes until I saw him, but my palms were getting sweaty and I felt as I was going to pass out from the anticipation. When the plane finally touched its wheels on the ground and began taxiing to the gate, my knee began bouncing. As soon as the “Fasten Seatbelt” sign dinged off, I’m out of my seat and into the aisle to leave this machine and get into the arms of the man that I love.  
 
    Love. Yes, I could admit that to myself. Would I be able to say that out loud to Jacob?  
 
    I move quickly through the airport to the baggage claim. I look around for Jacob and see him off to the side pacing a small space with his hands in his pockets. As if he senses me watching him, he stops and slowly turns his head. His face at first has a scowl and then when our eyes latch onto one another, his face lights up and he smiles. He pushes through several people to get to me. He stops a foot away from me and I close the gap between us.  
 
    “I fucking missed you!” he whispers against my hair.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    My brother called me a few hours ago and told me that Brad was in the office and that he had his PI tailing Brad to keep an eye on him. Brad boarded a flight, flying under an alias back to Las Vegas, and he arrived at the airport twenty minutes before Beth did. I kept my distance as I was told, but I came to the airport and saw him walk out the doors into a cab as if he didn’t have a care in the world. The PI was on the same flight and trailing close behind, not looking too out of the ordinary as he followed the cab in his own. It took everything I had in me not to rush him and start punching him in the face. I’m not normally a violent person, but he sure is making it hard for me to keep my calm. I know the PI saw me as he lightly shook his head when he noticed me from behind a pillar. So I paced the small area for however long it was before I felt Beth entered the same space. Call it connected, call it a sixth sense, I knew as soon as she was near because I began to feel lighter and less tense. I turn my head to see her and immediately feel at ease. She’s dressed simply and comfortably. That’s another one of my favorite things about her, that she’s comfortable wearing anything from fancy to relaxed. And she looks damn good in all of it, but especially naked. She’s wearing a cardigan with a pair of form fitting jeans and a lace camisole. Being in the fashion industry, I’m not ashamed to admit I know the difference between a camisole and a tank top.   
 
    She is back. My girl is back. How did I go from being a completely independent male, willing to fuck any chick, to desperate to be around her and wanting to only fuck her? One would think that I am pussy whipped and, if I’m completely honest, I am. The conversation with my buddy Nathan came to mind. One single pussy, all the holes. 
 
    I know the smile on my face is ridiculous, but I don’t give a shit. I fully turn and push my way past several others awaiting their loved ones and stop only inches away from her, and then she closes the gap and throws her arms around my neck. I bury my face in her hair, breathing in her scent and smile.  
 
    I hold her tightly to me and whisper into her hair. “I fucking missed you.” 
 
    “I missed you too.” she says, pulling back and looking up at me.  
 
    “Let’s get your bags and get the hell out of here.” I say, grabbing her hand, interlacing our fingers and pulling her to the baggage carousel.  
 
    I thought ahead and ordered the Bellagio limo. As soon as I close the door behind us, my hands were all over her. My mouth savagely took hers. I lifted her and placed her on my lap, making sure that her pussy rubbed on my dick. I groaned into her mouth as I felt the heat coming from her. She kissed me with abandon and then her hand clutched my dress shirt as she pushed herself away breathlessly.  
 
    “While I want to do nothing but fuck you in the back of this really nice car, I want to be back in our room where I can be as loud as I want.” she says, looking around the small space and noticing the driver adjust the rear-view mirror.  
 
    I smiled at her bashfulness as my hand traveled the length of her spine resting just above her ass. “Baby, you can be as loud as you want back here, the privacy screen offers us complete privacy. And there’s enough traffic between here and the hotel, so we’ve got a lot of time. But if you would prefer to have a meaningful conversation on—” 
 
    I didn’t get a chance to complete my sentence of bullshit because she smashes her lips against mine. Meeting her tongue stroke for stroke, I grab her hips and start pulling her against my erection again earning a mewl from her.  
 
    Her hands came between us and started to unbuckle my belt. She scrambled off my lap with a firm grasp on my dick as she sunk to her knees on the floor of the limo. She leans down and blows on the tip and then licks the pre-cum that has formed, sending goosebumps across my body and shivers down my spine. She opens her mouth and covers the tip of my dick and sucks lightly, then repositions and takes more of my shaft into her mouth, sucking as her head pulls back up. She grabs my dick at the base, as her mouth pulls back up with her cheeks hollowing, while her hand twists and moves up, chasing her mouth. She’s moving faster now, as she sucks my dick like she wants to drain me of everything that I could give her.  
 
    My hand goes to her hair and I gather up a handful in one hand and apply a little pressure as she goes back down the length of my dick and lingers. I can feel the back of her throat. She squeezes my dick with her hand as she sucks me off and soon I’m feeling the tingle at the base of my spine. My thighs tighten and I groan in intense pleasure.  
 
    “Fuck! I’m gonna come.” I warn her.  
 
    She nods and continues her assault. I tap her shoulder signaling that I’m about to come. She doesn’t let up, but keeps at it as I shoot my load into her mouth and down her throat. She swallows everything that I give her. She strokes a few more times and then, with a pop, pulls my dick out of her mouth and licks her lips. 
 
    Just as I stuff my dick back in my pants, I notice that we are approaching the hotel. I smile at her as she resituates herself beside me.  
 
    “I’ll be taking care of you later.” I say, with my finger under her chin, guiding her lips back to mine and pecking at her lips as we come to a stop. I can taste myself on her. Moments later my door is opening and I exit the vehicle. I stand and button my jacket and reach in for Beth. As she grasps my hand, I notice a few people with their cell phones aiming at us. I don’t make direct eye contact and then, as she comes to stand beside me, I whisper in her ear to do the same. Hand in hand, we enter the Bellagio and head to the elevators.  
 
    Once in our room, she shrugs off her cardigan and sheds her shoes. She grabs water off the counter and sits on the sectional as she unscrews the top. I go to sit beside her and simply stare at her. Watching her neck as she swallows her water, seeing the muscles move with every moment. I adjusted my sitting position to accommodate the growing erection and face her.  
 
    “So, tell me what I’ve missed.” she says, setting the bottle down on the coffee table.  
 
    “Well, we tried to nix the whole “going to court” thing and reach a settlement, but Candy is refusing all offers. Even though you and I are romantically involved, you will still be called as a witness. Also my brother and, unfortunately, my mother will be called too. They will likely  bring up the trips that I’ve made here, and there will be photos of security footage which shows me…” I cough and feel like utter shit that I have to finish this sentence. “With several different women during my stays at a few of the hotels here. But none of them are Candy. I’m sorry you’ll have to see and hear that.” 
 
    She smiles with her hand on my thigh, silently accepting my apology.  
 
    “They pulled footage from her club, and not once do they show me there for the past year, except apparently the night we got married. The security guard will be up on the stand to discuss that. They do have Brad on their footage quite often though, and I’m saying quite often.” 
 
    “What kind of footage?” she asks.  
 
    “Just the main entrance and the back door and some of the common areas.” 
 
    She starts to laugh, a few snorts coming out as she laughs uncontrollably. I have no idea what triggered her. And then I pause and rewind the conversation in my head, face palm and shake my head.  
 
    “Your mind is in the gutter!” I laugh.  
 
    “I’m sorry, my mind just automatically went there.” She laughs covering her mouth.  
 
    Shaking my head, I continue. “And then there was some interesting stuff happening with Brad that I’ve learned about from the past several months. And I saw him about twenty minutes before you came off your flight.” 
 
    She perks up and faces me. “What kinda stuff?”  
 
    “You sure you wanna talk about this crap? You just got back? Aren’t you tired of it?” I ask.  
 
    “I yelled at your brother today for not doing anything when he was at the office. I’m just as invested in this as you are.” she says, and I feel a swell of love for her. The willingness she she’s had to disrupt her everyday routine for me and all this drama that has happened. Granted, it’s unintentional drama, but drama nonetheless, and I had hoped when we decided to make a go of this relationship that it would be easy. But it’s been everything but.  
 
    “Okay then. Brad’s been living here in Vegas. He drives out or flies to the Bay Area on an almost weekly basis as far as we can tell. He’s been flying under a different last name. Want to guess what that would be?” 
 
    “You’re shitting me.” She gasps.  
 
    “He’s got an ID and everything.” 
 
    “Does this mean that … they’re married too? Wait, can you do that?” 
 
    “Legally, no you cannot. You have to be single in order to get married to someone, but that doesn’t mean that you cannot legally change your name.” I explain. “He isn’t in the process of legally changing his name, as far as we can tell, but he somehow got an official ID from Nevada. The PI says that he is living with Candy at least three to four days a week. The rest of the time, he goes back to the city to put in an appearance at work. On a few separate occasions, he’s booked a hotel room. When the footage was checked for his movements, he checked in but, from the looks of it, he never went to his room.”  
 
    “So, he’s has been around, just no one has seen him?” she asks.  
 
    “Not sure about what he’s been doing with that. It’s hard to track his whereabouts when he drove, but for the past year he’s been living two lives. He’s been Bradford Maddox in the city, good friend and cousin, and then he’s Brad Waters here in Nevada, roommate, relative or husband of stripper Candy Waters.” 
 
    “We’re not sure about the relationship between Candy and Brad?” she asks in a whisper.  
 
    “Why are you whispering?” I lean towards her and lower my voice as well, just to tease her.  
 
    “Sorry, it just seemed like an appropriate way to ask a question right now.” She laughs.  
 
    “What we’ve gathered since assigning the PI on Brad’s tail is that they rarely leave the apartment together. They aren’t seen together in public very much, but they have been seen together. And he’s frequented the club she works at quite a bit. We have photographic evidence of that.” 
 
    “Making it rain?” she mimics the motion of what’s commonly seen in music videos by rappers, lightening the mood.  
 
    “You’re ridiculous sometimes!” I laugh.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    For the first time in a week, I’m waking up in Jacob’s arms and I couldn’t be happier. I’ve gotten used to waking up with him each morning and, with us being in two places, it was harder to sleep, which never occurred when I was single. The soft snoring sounds he makes, the body heat shared as we're pressed close together, the middle-of-the-night nookie: these are the relationship perks I missed while I was away from him this week. 
 
    We spoke for hours last night, talking about everything and nothing at the same time. We discussed the upcoming trial, the work that was happening at home, and then lastly Brad’s involvement and deception for the past year. Jacob didn’t directly say it, but his body language shows that he seems incredibly hurt that his cousin would manipulate him and his trust as he has. The friendship that he thought was strong between them was a complete joke. The amount of time they spent together, going on random trips, joking around and just being around one another has Jacob questioning the past year.  
 
    However, waking up pressed against his naked toned body has me feeling all the feels this morning. We go into court first thing tomorrow morning and, while I’m not looking forward to it, I’m certainly looking forward to my boyfriend being officially not married. I’m looking forward to there being no invisible ties that hold us back from moving forward with our relationship, wherever that may be.  
 
    His grasp tightens around my waist and he pulls me closer to him. I smile as I feel him pressing his erection against my ass as he breathes me in. He makes a low growl in his throat as I turn my head a little to look at him.  
 
    “Morning, beautiful,” his sleepy voice rasps. 
 
    “Hey there.” 
 
    “You been up long?” he asks me.  
 
    “No, just a few minutes.” 
 
    "I hope you don’t mind but, I want to take you to brunch and then do standard touristy things with you today." he says while nibbling on my ear.  
 
    "I vote for more sex. Vegas isn’t going anywhere." I point out while turning my body so we’re facing one another.  
 
    “That may be true, but we will do things that couples do. Such as getting out of bed." 
 
    "Couples stay in bed, too." I pout.  
 
    "You're gonna be the death of me, woman.” He groans, tilting his head back against the pillow. “Let's get going, a busy day awaits us." He starts to get out of bed but I reach for his arm; however, he's too fast and determined as he leaps towards the bathroom. He stops at the doorway, lingers and then licks his lips.  
 
    “Are you going to join me in the shower?” 
 
    “I thought you said no?” I tease.  
 
    “That doesn’t mean we can’t get to the fuckery while we’re in the process of getting ready for our day.” He laughs as I throw the covers off me and spring into action.  
 
    He was true to his word as he methodically washes me in the shower. And to return the favor, I pay special attention while running my hands over his body, my hands lingering as they slide along the length of his dick. Once we rinse off the soap, Jacob slides to his knees and places my leg over his shoulder. He teases my entrance with a swipe of his tongue making my whole body suddenly quake. He uses the tip of his finger to breach my entrance and then moves in and out of my sex.  
 
    He gets me off in record time and then refuses my advances to reciprocate, pushing me out of the shower, and mumbling something about food and then plans. He got out first and pulls me out by wrapping me in a towel. He rubs my body dry as he keeps me moving into the bedroom. He sits me on the bed and runs the towel the length of my legs, all the way up to my sex. He places open mouthed kisses along my inner thigh and changes locations and runs the towel across my shoulders and back, leaving my breasts exposed for him to push his face between them to playfully motorboat me. He pulls back and stands as if that was a regular occurrence. 
 
    I notice the bulge under his towel and reach to unwrap him while licking my lips. He stops my hands, and with a smile he bends and kisses me quickly.  
 
    “I wasn’t fucking around when I told you that we have breakfast and plans.” 
 
    “Tease.” I stick out my bottom lip again and cross my arms over my breasts.  
 
    “I love it when you pout, makes me want to pull on your bottom lip and suck it.” He grabs my bottom lip between his thumb and pointer finger, gives a little tug then releases.  
 
    “So mister, what’s on the agenda?” 
 
    “While you were back home, I ate at Olives and it was amazeballs. So, I wanted to eat there again, but this time with my favorite lady. It’s nice and right by the water. I thought afterwards, we could take a walk and then do a show or something.” 
 
    “Amazeballs?” I laugh.  
 
    “You know, you always choose one word to fixate on when I say something?” 
 
    “I heard everything you said, but “amazeballs” doesn’t sound like a word that you’d use.” 
 
    “I have used a lot of words like that.” He smiles proudly.  
 
    “I have a few choice words for you.” 
 
    “And what would those be?” 
 
    I stand up and look him straight in the eyes. “I want you to forget your plans. I haven’t physically been near you in a week. I want you to fuck me ten ways to Sunday, in every position, hard and fast, soft and slow. I want you to make me sore, like I would feel you for a week straight. I want your dick so far in me, that I feel it in my throat and mourn you when you’re not inside me. And after all that, I want you to tongue fuck my mouth like I’m water in the desert.” 
 
    If that doesn’t get me fucked then I don’t know what will, and I would have to say that he has amazing restraint.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    I’m about to fall over from the blunt words that she just voiced, even knowing that I likely have a kickstand, what with my dick so hard right now. I try to think of something to channel the blood elsewhere, but her words had imagery and I would love nothing but to fuck her for the entire day, hell for the rest of my life.  
 
    I keep telling myself over and over that this relationship will be different, that I will do everything in my power to do things outside of the bedroom. But when she propositions me like that, how is a guy supposed to stand there and say no? I haven’t seen her in person in a week, and the tug and release sessions via video chat were not the same, even though it was super-hot.  
 
    I clear my throat and slow my breathing, noticing how fast my heart has started beating. I feel the blood releasing from my groin area and I shake my leg out as I attempt to get blood flow elsewhere. 
 
    “Just as I’ve said before, you’ll be the death of me. Get dressed, woman. I want to be a tourist with you” It takes everything in me to spit those words out when all I want to do was bend her over, take her and make her words a reality. But I need to do this, we need to do this, be a normal out of the bedroom couple. I had to turn away before I gave into my primal needs. I want to make the most out of this shitty time here in Vegas with her, with the woman that I love. You never know if this trial will make or break us up. Regardless, I want the success of this relationship to be number one and that means doing couple things in a touristy town. 
 
    Fucking your girlfriend when she wants you to – that’s success in a relationship.  
 
    *** 
 
    We ate lunch in a semi private area, overlooking the water. The meal was amazing, just as I remembered, but even better with Beth’s company. She made all the stress that I was under, less stressful overall. She made being here in Las Vegas a lot easier to deal with. Everything is a little bit better with Beth present in my life.  
 
    We ate in a comfortable silence, with noises of appreciation of our meals.  Our eyes met periodically throughout the meal and we shared smiles between one another. Once we finish, I pay the bill and lead her out of the restaurant. We walk hand-in-hand through the throngs of people on the street as just your standard tourist. No one knows who we are and we don’t bring any special attention to ourselves. I wanted to do the silly things that people did while they were here and, first things first, we were riding the roller coaster at New York, New York Hotel & Casino. What would usually take twenty minutes to walk, took us double that  stopped and watched the guy with the fake baby pretending to be one of The Hangover guys, or we would get stopped by traffic. We weren’t paying any attention to timelines, we were just walking and enjoying each other’s company. Beth would lean into me and I would kiss her head while we waited for our turn to go across the street. When we finally came to our destination, it took some figuring out just how to get to the roller coaster. Once we were in the vicinity, Beth got excited to play of the arcade games, so we played some air hockey and a few other games before finally purchasing our tickets for the roller coaster.  
 
    The line for the ride was long, as if we were at an amusement park. We stood in line attached to one another as if we were teenagers new to the relationship. I’d sneak kisses against her temple and she’d lean her body into mine. She wrapped herself around me almost like a koala. We appeared to be simply two people enamored with one another, which wasn’t a lie. To me, this was entirely new. Previously I didn’t know what it’s like to be captivated by a woman like this, but now I know that I enjoy it. I especially enjoy the fact that it is with her. While I’m new to navigating the whole relationship thing, I feel solid in who we are to one another. I want to be continuously touching her, kissing her, near her. I want her to be involved in every thought that I have, and to never leave my side. I want her to be forever mine. I’m learning that these are the ways of being in a committed relationship and not one bit of it scares the shit out of me anymore.  
 
    It was our turn and, after we were strapped in, it felt like it took forever for our ride to start. We crept out of the holding deck, climbed up the incline and, after a brief moment overlooking the city, we were shooting down then over and down. I could hear Beth’s laughter over the rush of the wind; it was a mixture of laughter and screaming, but more on the laughter side. When we first went upside down, I felt my stomach give out. I love that sensation, yet I still white knuckled the bar across my lap, while Beth’s cheerful laughter caused me to laugh in return. Minutes later, the ride was over and when I looked over at Beth, her smile was perfect. She wore the simple joy of a child, and the glow of the aftermath of an orgasm.  
 
    It was at that moment when I knew that I couldn’t wait to tell her.  
 
    I had to tell her just how in love with her I was.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    When we finally got off the roller coaster, Jacob was looking at me in a weird way. He has looked at me like this a few different times, but we just went on about our business. But now, he’s not taking his eyes off me and it’s starting to creep me out a bit. His grip on my hand as we leave the area is tight while we weave around the groups of people in line to buy tickets and huddled around a game at the end of the hallway. We finally get into an open space, though we’re surrounded by arcade games, children running around and parents yelling after them. Jacob pulls me so that we’re facing each other. He leans in and softly kisses me, brushing his lips against mine so softly that I yearn for more contact. Knowing we’re in a public place, I tone down my need and just live in the moment, this perfect moment.  He smiles against my lips and then we part. He leads me downstairs, across the casino floor, up the escalator and to the doors to Hershey’s Chocolate World.   
 
    In silence, he grabs a bag and starts to stuff an assortment of Hershey’s Kisses into it. He looks back at me with a smile and I can tell that he’s up to something. Once he’s gathered what he wants, he grabs my hand again and drags me to the check out. Bewildered, I follow him, zig-zagging through mobs of people before we come to a stop in the middle of the pedestrian bridge overlooking the street. He turns to me, with the bag of Kisses between us, and leans into me, giving me another kiss. My arms wrap around his neck and before I can fully get into the kiss, he pulls back again.  
 
    Frustration and need blooms, until he smiles at me.  
 
    “If I could give you a kiss for every day, I would,” he starts, as he pulls on my hand and places the bag of Kisses in it. “But a kiss for every day wouldn’t be enough.” He leans into me again and kisses me then pulls back. “I didn’t do relationships before you, and that one night and amazing morning after Ty’s engagement party changed all that for me. While I was a fuck-up for letting those six or so months go to waste, I have to say that you are in here,” He pulls my hand to his chest, just over his heart. “It’s always been you. One night was never enough, and it will never be. You’ve broken through my wall and you’ve secured yourself a spot forever with me. Beth, I didn’t know what it was like to be a part of something bigger than myself. I didn’t know just how important some things were until this thing started between us. You’ve made me believe and you’ve made everything so much easier by just being you. And it’s you. I am irrevocably in love with you. I may do some incredibly stupid things, but just know that I do these things, I say these things, because I love you. Shit, that doesn’t even sound right. See, I’m so nervous that I’m fucking this up. What I’m trying to say is that I’m an idiot in love. With you. I love you. That wasn’t as romantic as I was hoping it would be.” He shakes his head.  
 
    I smile, and lean into him locking his eyes with mine.  
 
    “You’re perfect for me, and that was so incredibly romantic. I love you back.” 
 
    “You love me back?” he asks, as his eyebrows rise.  
 
    “You betcha,” I say, pulling his face down to mine.  
 
    We stood there in the middle of the bridge over South Las Vegas Boulevard, oblivious to our surroundings, as we kissed each other. Life happened in slow motion, sounds faded away, from the street below to the chatter around us. I’m unsure how long we stood there kissing. No one bothered us and we were in our own world.  
 
    This man with me was not perfect, and I’m not perfect either, but we are perfect for each other, faults and all. With a divorce in the works and my overprotective best friend being Jacob’s brother, we have our challenges, but we’ve made it this far.   
 
    We spent the rest of the day wandering aimlessly around the Vegas Strip, going from store to store and then ending up at Fremont Street and riding the zipline superhero style under the bright flashing lights, high above the ground. It was thrilling and by the time we finished, I wanted to do it all over again.  
 
    The day was perfect and, while I complained at first, I’m glad he powered through all my attempts at persuasion and seduction with the insistence that we went through with our day as he originally wanted. We topped off our night with the Cirque du Soleil show at the Bellagio. I’d never seen a Cirque show until now and, after watching it, I’m wondering just how flexible I can be in the bedroom.   
 
    It was late by the time we got back to our room, but we both weren’t willing to fall asleep yet. Jacob starts a bath for me and, as I sit in the water, he pulls a chair into the bathroom and sits by the tub, explaining that he just wants to be near me.  
 
    “Tell me your fears?” he asks, breaking the silence of the room.  
 
    “My fears? Hmmm, that’s a good question. I would have to say that a big fear of mine would be for my parents to never come to the realization of who I am now, what my life has become since they last knew what I was doing.” 
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    This is a subject that I rarely discuss. We briefly touched on my family on our first date. But at that time, I shared only surface things and now I feel that I should let him in even more into my life story. I didn’t exactly know if Tyson ever told his brother or mother any of it when I began coming around their family.  
 
    Right after I graduated from college – hell, as soon as I started college – my parents moved on with their lives. My bedroom was turned into a study, my parents refused to give me any help. They told me that they expected me to use my business degree to figure out how to get by on my own without any of their support. The relationship after that was torn and has never been mended. Thankfully, I had Tyson and he gave me my job and, while I am not using my business degree for what it was intended, I had a purpose. But my parents, they never reach out to me. No matter how many times I have made attempts over the years, conversations were cold and distant, so I ultimately gave up.  
 
    “It’s been five years since I’ve spoken with my parents. They wrote me off as soon as they could. After graduation, I had no job opportunities and when I went to them, they turned me away and told me I’m on my own and I would need to fend for myself. So, I ended up on your brother’s doorstep and from there, the rest is history.” I say sadly.  
 
    “I’m sorry.” he says, mirroring the sadness in my tone. While his mother is a piece of work, she’s at least present in her sons lives, and even though it’s not always wanted, I’m sure she inserts herself in their lives because that’s what parents do. 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “It used to be that I wouldn’t know myself, but I’m learning who I am now.  So, I would have to say failure. Failure at us, failure at Mad Designs, and failure in not improving myself to be a better person overall.” 
 
    “Do you feel like you can accomplish these things?” I ask.  
 
    “I hope so. I think that we’re all a work in progress, some more than others, but I would like to think that I make a conscious effort now. How about you? Do you think that your parents and you can reconnect?” he counters.  
 
    “I would love the ability to, but unfortunately I think there’s no hope. I can only do so much, put forth so much effort. They know that my door is always open and, no matter how hurt I am, I have never and will never close it.” I say, hugging my knees to my chest.  
 
    “I’ll be your family. And I will stand by you when you face your parents again.” Jacob says, pulling a strand of hair away from my cheek.  
 
    “You’ve been my family for several years, Jake, but only now in a different way.” I admit softly as I look into his eyes and watch them dilate with my words.  
 
    “You want to know my short-term fear?” He asks, and I nod. “That this trial is going to get nasty and that it will ruin what we are to one another.” 
 
    “The case is cut and dry. You know that, I know that and so does she.”  
 
    “I hope you’re right.” he sighs. 
 
    *** 
 
    I’ve bitten my nails down to the quick. I’ve picked at the extra-long hair on my arm (I know, gross)., And I’ve been worrying the inside of my cheek for the past several hours. Today is the first day that Jacob would be in court for this whole divorce fiasco. And today is be the first time that either of us would see Candy since the news was brought upon us.  
 
    I wasn’t afraid that she would be prettier than I am, and I wasn’t afraid that Jacob would want her. I was afraid that Jacob would see her and then remember everything that may or may not have transpired between them, laying a small bit of foundation as to why they got married in a Vegas chapel in the first place. That was something that I should have told him last night when we were discussing fears, but I didn’t. I couldn’t voice it out loud because I didn’t want it to become a major fear.  
 
    Today, I dressed in my powerhouse navy pinstriped pencil skirt with a light grey blouse. I didn’t do anything different to my hair other than pin it back away from my face. My make-up was light. I swear I wasn’t trying to look any different than I normally do, although I felt like I was trying to be better.  
 
    Better? Better than what? By who? I shouldn’t feel that I need to prove myself to anyone.  
 
    I know the judge would see me and likely, well, judge me. After all, that’s his or her job.Maybe it was the insecurity that laid within me that was adding the extra touch of jewelry or lipstick or giving myself an extra look over in my pocket mirror.  
 
    Jacob sat beside me in the back of the car with his hand on my knee, firmly grasping me as we were driven to the courthouse. Neither of us spoke a word as we approach the building. The car slowed and then came to a stop. Jacob took a deep breath and looked at me.  
 
    “Are you ready for this?” he asks.  
 
    “Not really, but we don’t have a choice, do we? I just want to get this over with.” 
 
    “Me too, babe, me too.” He kisses my hand as the driver opens the door.  
 
    Jacob steps out of the car and then turns to offer me a hand. I wasn’t expecting there to be hordes of people, let alone the press, outside the courthouse. All of them are shouting questions directed at Jacob and a few of them at me, asking if I knew of the marriage beforehand. Neither of us answer any of the questions, or look at any of the press. We kept our faces straight and our eyes forward as we march up the steps to the front doors hand-in-hand. Jacob’s hand was squeezing mine a little harder than he usually does. Once we’re inside the doors, we see his lawyer team standing off to the side.  
 
    We approach McKinney and, with his free hand, Jacob shakes his hand.  
 
    “What’s up with the circus outside? I thought this whole thing was being kept under wraps?” Jacob asks.  
 
    “It appears that someone leaked a bit of information.” McKinney says in a whisper as his eyes dart to the other side of the room.  
 
    Jacob and I follow his eyes and we see a young woman with her hair up. She has bleached blonde hair and the underside is either a dark brown or black. She looks like she could be young, in her early to mid-twenties, but the amount of make-up she has caked on makes her look like she’s in her late thirties.  She’s wearing a too-tight top underneath a black button-up shirt, with her fake breasts practically popping out of the neckline. Her skirt was sequined, but missing quite a few from what I could tell from this distance.   
 
    She looks over at us and, by the look on her face, she was either squeezing in a fart or trying to not smile. I really couldn’t tell.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Candy Waters and her lawyer stood several feet away from us on the other side of the room. I look her up and down and for the life of me can’t recall meeting her. I don’t recognize her face and I sure as hell don’t remember anything about her. She looks like your average plastic female, trying too hard to look pretty and obviously using her silicone to her advantage. Not one bit of me sees her as someone that I would know or associate with and not one bit of recognition is sparked in me. She looks like any other chick that I would maybe consider taking to bed. But that was before Beth. 
 
    She stares at us, or rather she stares at where Beth and I are joined. She eyes my hand around Beth’s waist and, with a snarl of her lip, finally looked away while talking in hushed tones to her lawyer.  
 
    The courtroom doors finally open after what seemed like forever and we follow the small crowd inside. Beth and I had to part, before we do I turn to her and brush my knuckles across her cheek gently, then kiss the space my hand just touched. I whispered that I love her and then, with a smile, I turn and head to my seat as she took hers directly behind me. 
 
    I take a deep breath and hear the doors behind us open. I turn in my chair and see my brother, his fiancée and my mother enter the courtroom. Relief floods me as I know that I have the full support of my family. 
 
    Tyson and my mother were witnesses today and would be testifying on my character and whether this sham of a marriage was legit. I knew that they were going to be here today, but as soon as I saw them sit down, part of the weight I'd been carrying lifted. 
 
      
 
    My brother knew me inside out and my mother was, well, she was my mother. I had all the odds in my favor, but of course the judge had to hear both sides. Since I was the petitioner of the divorce request, I was going first and I was prepared for it to be a long day. 
 
    Ahead of time, my lawyer had presented the court with documentation on security footage from the hotels that I stayed at while in town as well as the footage from the security from the strip club where Candy worked. At first, I was nervous about presenting the footage from stays at the hotels that I frequented, as it would show me going in and out of my hotel room with numerous females. With Beth being present, I was terrified as to how she would react, but when we initially discussed it the other night, I feel that it won’t hurt what we have. She knew who I was before she and I got involved and she still fell in love with me and she accepts me for the man that I am. I received word late last night from McKinney that Beth would be called up to testify to my character as a witness, so after her bath last night, we went over everything.  
 
    I feel confident now that she knows me better than I know myself.   
 
    The day went according to the outline McKinney narrated over the phone last night. My brother said exactly what I thought he would say, and my mother, cold hearted as she usually is, reflected the same demeanor on the stand and basically handed Candy’s lawyer a perfect rebuttal for every question that seemed to be in favor of her client. Mother showed indifference and no favoritism and I think that it played well for my case. At the end of the day, Beth’s turn to sit on the stand began. I focused on my breathing and stared in wonder as she spoke calmly and answered everything thrown at her. She defended my character, and proved to be my best ally. I cut a few glances to Candy, who looked disgusted, and shook my head.  
 
    “And finally, Ms. Matthews, it has been noted that you have known the Maddox family for several years. Have you ever been involved with Mr. Tyson Maddox romantically?” Candy’s lawyer asks.  
 
    “No, ma’am. Tyson Maddox and I are college friends as well as colleagues. There has never been a romantic relationship between the two of us.” Beth says.  
 
    “What you’re saying is that the photos leaked by the press of the two of you enjoying a romantic dinner would be just two friends eating together?” 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    “Please explain this photo then?” 
 
    The lawyer holds up a photo of Tyson and Beth to the courtroom. It would appear they were walking past the paparazzi and Tyson had a grasp on Beth’s hand as he was leading her away. Beth had her clutch over her face and Tyson looked pissed.  
 
    “This was likely years ago. Tyson was used to being in the limelight, whereas I’m not. We had an evening out and he was getting me out of the place we were at quickly.” 
 
    “By holding your hand?” 
 
    My attorney interjects. “Irrelevant! Ms. Matthews stated she and the petitioner’s brother were only friends.” 
 
    The judge nods and looks sternly at Candy’s lawyer. “Ms. Montenegro, please get to your point.” 
 
    “The relationship between Jacob Maddox and Beth Matthews is a sham. She’s his beard. She’s been romantically linked to the brother for years. She’s not a credible character witness for the petitioner!” the lawyer squawks, looking pleased with herself. 
 
    “Objection, Your Honor.” McKinney bellows from his seat.  
 
    “Granted. The relationship between Tyson Maddox and Beth Matthews is not a matter within this hearing. Ms. Montenegro, do you have any further questions? Mr. McKinney, your witness.” The judge rolls her eyes while furiously writing down notes after Candy’s lawyer declines. 
 
    McKinney stands and buttons his jacket as he approaches the stand.  
 
    “Ms. Matthews, I’ve known you for several years, and you’ve known the Maddox family for just as long. Correct?” 
 
    “Objection, Your Honor, he’s leading the witness.” The opposing lawyer stands.  
 
    I snicker and shake my head.  
 
    “Sustained, please continue.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am. Beth, you know the true character of Jacob Maddox, is this correct?” 
 
    “Yes.” She nods.  
 
    “Please tell the court the Jacob Maddox you knew prior to your relationship status with him.” 
 
    “I’ve known Jacob for several years. Until recently, he was afraid of commitment. He was, as you saw in the video footage, a single man who enjoyed playing the field.” 
 
    “And in the time you’ve known Mr. Maddox, have you heard him reference a relationship?” 
 
    “None.” 
 
    “Thank you.” McKinney turns and heads back to our table with a wink.  
 
    The judge slams her gavel and dismisses the courtroom for the day. I take a deep breath, happy with the results of today, yet not looking forward to the day tomorrow when Candy presents her witnesses and supposed evidence of the marriage being valid. The courtroom empties out and I stand and go to shake my brother’s and mother’s hands.  
 
    I thank them and we briefly discuss their plans.,Bboth are heading back to San Francisco so we say our goodbyes. I turn to Beth and open my arms to her. She rushes to me and I breathe her in.  
 
    “We’re one day closer to this being over.” she says into my chest.  
 
    “You did great up there.” 
 
    “I hate how there is so much speculation on my relationship with your brother. You know we never were a thing, right?” 
 
    “I do. I get it, though. Guys don’t usually have hot chicks for just friends. Hell, I wouldn’t be able to be just friends with you without thinking naughty thoughts.” I playfully pinch her waist.  
 
    “Let’s get out of here.” she begins to pull me out of the courtroom.  
 
    *** 
 
    I’m sitting on the couch in the hotel room with a beer in my hand and my girl to my right. She’s leaning into my body, her hand lightly running up and down my thigh as she watches Zombieland on the screen in front of us. Though everything went as planned, after the day we had in court, I want nothing more than to have a quiet evening and order room service. I have so much tension coiling in my body right now that I don’t even know what to do with it.  
 
    As if she was reading my mind, Beth looks at me with a seductive smile, then slides off the couch and opens my legs to get in between them. The view is spectacular. She’s dressed in a thin cotton tank top with no bra underneath. I can see the tips of her nipples poking at the delicate fabric of her top. 
 
      
 
    Her face is free of the make-up she had on earlier and her hair is tied up into a messy ponytail. She emanates beauty. 
 
    She unzips my shorts and pulls my half erect dick out. Smiling, she gives it a tug and then leans in to lick the length of my shaft, sending chills throughout my entire body, alerting my dick to full attention.  
 
    As soon as she put her mouth on my dick, my head thumps against the back of the sofa. I place one hand on her shoulder and, with the fingers of my other hand, I take a soft grip of her hair. I hear her breathe through her nose with each pull up. Her hand is working in tandem with her mouth. When she went up, her hand went up. When she went down, so did her hand.  
 
    From tip to base she would repeat the same, sucking as she pulls up and releasing a little as she goes back down. She would linger on the tip, lightly rubbing it between her tongue and then the tunnel her hand created, knowing how sensitive it was and how wild it drove me. My hand on the back of her head added a little more pressure and began to control the speed and the amount of my dick went in her mouth. My hand tightens and I mumble incoherently as her speed increases. She looks up and, with my head leaning back, our eyes barely connect through the slits as she continues. My mouth is agape, but no noise is able to come out, though all I wanted to do was release a massive groan in appreciation.  
 
    It wasn't long before I grabbed the closest anything on the table beside me to come into. Somehow, I manage to tell her that I was about to come and when she pulls away, I desperately stroke myself. After a few more long strokes my load comes crashing onto the towel as my whole body shakes from the experience. 
 
    Her lips appear swollen when I look down at her, a satisfied smile on her face. She looked disheveled. She looks well fucked, even though all she did was get on her knees to relieve some of the tension that the first day of court gave me.  I spent all day composed and emotionless while I sat rigid in the chair and now I’m putty in her hands.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    It was day two of the divorce trial and today was Candy’s turn to present her side of the story. Yesterday was intense, but I felt confident that everything was proving that the marriage was indeed not created on acts of love and that the whole thing is a trick.  
 
    But what is the trick? What is it that Candy wants?,Aand what does Brad have to do with the whole thing?  
 
    After an early hearty breakfast, we were supposed to be in court by mid-morning. We met with McKinney outside the courthouse and discussed how the day would go. We learned that it was confirmed that Brad would be a witness today, which had Jacob rolling his hands into fists immediately. I tried to soothe him by taking his hands in mine and getting him to look at me.  
 
    I brought my hands to the sides of his jaw and I smile.  
 
    “Remember who is in your corner.” I whisper to him as he nods. “This will all be over soon.” 
 
    McKinney clears his throat and our attention is brought back to him.  
 
    “There will be security footage from the night that you and Ms. Waters met. I’ve seen the footage and you are pretty stoic but somewhat responsive to a lap dance she gives you and Brad in a private room.” 
 
    “Somewhat responsive?” he asks.  
 
    “You have your hands on her.” 
 
    “I thought you’re not allowed to touch?” I ask.  
 
    “Some places allow exceptions.” McKinney shrugs.  
 
    “So, then that proves nothing. “Jacob says.  
 
    “There’s footage of the three of you leaving the club together that evening.” 
 
    “Have we cross-referenced with whichever hotel I was at in regards to the footage from that evening, to see whether I came back to my room or if I was with her?” 
 
    “You came back to your room, several hours later. Stumbling and alone.” McKinney answers matter-of-factly.  
 
    “Then there’s nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “Did the PI get anything on Brad’s rooms when we both came to Vegas?” Jacob asks.  
 
    “Let me give him a ring. We start in twenty.” McKinney pulls out his phone, presses a button and places the phone to his ear as he turns and walks away from us.  
 
    Jacob’s whole body is practically vibrating as he watches his lawyer talk heatedly on the phone. He eases up some of the tension as McKinney starts to walk back to us.  
 
    “He’ll have footage for us within the hour. I will see if I can add it into my cross examination as a last minute addition, but I cannot guarantee it will be allowed. I’m going to see if I can speak to the judge about this right now. I’ll see you two in there.” McKinney turns on his heel and walks into the courthouse leaving Jacob and me alone. I motion for us to sit on a bench away from the entrance and away from the leering press.  
 
    “Today will be a piece of cake.” I say to him confidently.  
 
    He nods, holding my hand and squeezing in response.  
 
    “Brad will be taking the stand today. He’s going against the family. He’s choosing sides with some chick who is trying to stay married to me for some strange reason. He’s lost everything that was attached to his name. I just don’t understand.” he says, looking off to the distance.  
 
    “Look at me.” I direct. When he does, I continue. “We don’t know all the details and we have to focus on the end game.” 
 
    “We’ll never know.” he says sadly.  
 
    “Come on. Let’s get inside and get this day over with.” I stand and hold my hand out to him. He stands and it’s as if his whole demeanor has changed. He’s back to the confident Jacob Maddox with an impenetrable suit of armor and a cold distant look on his face. We walk hand-in-hand through the courthouse and into the courtroom. He kisses my cheek softly as he sees me to my seat behind his and then goes to sit at the table beside McKinney. The two of them have a hushed conversation and I can see the smile on Jacob’s face as he looks forward.  
 
    Candy takes the stand along with a barrage of other so-called witnesses who she works with. All of them say how they have been in the presence of Jacob and Candy outside of the club at social gatherings and each story gets more and more over-the-top that it’s miraculous the judge hasn’t stopped the parade yet. The judge is writing a lot more in her notebook today than she was yesterday and she seems to have an irritated look permanently attached to her face.  
 
    McKinney saw no need to cross examine Candy nor any of Candy’s witnesses. Candy had random receipts as her evidence, and the video in the private room as evidence of the two parties meeting. But overall there is nothing there to support any claim of the marriage being real. We broke for lunch and when I asked McKinney why the judge hasn’t called out the obvious incidents of perjury on the stand, he shakes his head and simply claims that it is what it is. The judge likely wants to see how bad it gets, and then can make another claim on that side once the whole thing is over.  
 
    I know the afternoon docket holds one final witness and I’m not looking forward to how Jacob will react to it.  
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    “The Respondent would like to call a Mr. Bradford Maddox to the stand yo.r honor?” Candy’s lawyer says to the court.  
 
    I knew that he was going to testify today, but hearing his name still shook me to the core. I look around the courtroom and didn’t see my cousin anywhere, until the doors at the back open and a bailiff walks him in. Brad looks like his normal self, not too flashy, but still holding his head high as if he was distinguished.  
 
    Little does he know that I was well aware of him being here today.  So, if he expected pure shock from me, he wasn’t getting it. He wasn’t looking at me or anyone else on his walk to the stand. His motions were purely robotic. 
 
    He raises his hand and swears on the Bible, saying the oath quietly. I can only hope that this is some masterminded plot; that it’s some joke and he wasn’t really about to go against his family.  
 
    Unfortunately, that’s exactly what happened for the hour  he was sitting up there. Brad lied about everything he was asked, from my involvement with Candy, to my trips to Vegas and my living arrangements. Even though he had no idea about the relationship I had with Beth, he lied about that too. I was flabbergasted that I trusted this person so many times, and here he was plain as day fucking up everything that we’ve built over the years with his time on the stand. I did notice that he refrained from any emotions and lacked all of his general charisma that I’ve seen him display on many people through the years. Something was off.  
 
    I was lucky though, that even with Brad’s false testimony,  the Judge saw right through Candy’s lack of defense. The sudden rental of a San Francisco apartment was just one of the questionable things that helped my case. The fact that trips were only one sided also was beneficial for my case, as it would make perfect sense that I, as a prosperous, single male, would go to Las Vegas multiple times a year, as well as Atlantic City, which went to show that I was in those areas for pleasure and not to visit my stripper wife.  
 
    When McKinney got his turn to cross examine Brad he provided the footage that the PI got of Candy and Brad at the club on several occasions, including the night that Candy and I wed. There was enough compromising situations that proved to the court that the relationship between Candy and myself was not built on love, but on stupid decision-making under the influence of alcohol.  
 
    Candy was seeking monetary compensation, which the judge denied. 
 
    After what feels like forever, the judge granted me a divorce, and cheers erupted on my side of the courtroom. The judge also slapped a charge of perjury on all witnesses who testified on Candy’s behalf.  
 
    I turn around and see Beth smile proudly while Tyson and Allison stand beside her. My mother had a scowl on her face directed to the other side of the courtroom, but I could tell that she was relieved that the debacle was over. They must have snuck into the courtroom after I was seated, as I wasn’t aware that they were here today, but I am glad they were.  
 
    I shake hands with my team of attorneys and then go to Beth. I wrap my arms around her as hers circle my neck and pull her against me.  
 
    I kiss her lips gently. “I’m no longer a mistakenly married man.” I say against her lips as she smiles.  
 
    “Thank god. I was starting to feel that I was a homewrecker.” se jokes. 
 
    “If anything, the role would have gone to Candy. Never you.” I say, as I bend to kiss her lips again.  
 
    A hand on my shoulder stops me from groping Beth any further. I pull back from Beth, but hold onto her waist.  
 
    “You okay?” Tyson asks.  
 
    “Never better.” I say sincerely, as I look to Beth.  
 
    “You okay with how things went down with Brad?” Tyson asks. 
 
    “Not at all, but that’s something to deal with another day. Today, we celebrate.” I smile, feeling free.  
 
    “Can we celebrate by getting the fuck out of Las Vegas?” Beth asks.  
 
    “You bet your sweet ass we can.” I wink. “Ty, mind calling up for the plane, say in two hours we depart?” 
 
    “I think that can be managed. Go ahead get out of here, kids. I’ll text you when I have confirmation.” My brother smiles and squeezes my shoulder.  
 
    Beth and I leave the courtroom hand-in-hand. Candy is standing beside her lawyer and a bailiff with her arms crossed. Iit looks as if she’s being scolded like a child. She eyes us as we walk past her, flips her hair back and huffs loudly. Beth snickers and shakes her head and we walk out the doors and into the lobby.  
 
    My hands are on her body as soon as the door closes and the car starts to move. My lips are attached to hers as my fingers began to inch down the side zipper of her dress. Oblivious to everything outside the vehicle, all I want is to devour Beth, but she stops me, nodding her head to our driver who had one eye on the windshield and another on us in the back seat. We pull apart; I adjust my groin and take a deep breath.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    When we got back to the city, Jacob asked me to move in with him immediately. He claimed that he didn’t want to waste any time without me and wanted me close to him at all times. Apparently, once you break a man’s single streak and he gets into his first real relationship after getting a divorce from a fake marriage, these are the things that he does.  
 
    We had been back only a few days and Jacob was already eager to get back into the office. I took a couple days to myself while Jacob left bright and early this morning like clockwork. I felt that there was a huge weight lifted off my shoulders since coming back from Vegas, but Jacob still seemed clouded and slightly distant. He was present, but he wasn’t. He was his normal caring self with me, but also hesitant. I can’t even make sense of it myself. My assumption is that it has to do with his cousin. He still had no answers and I’m afraid he’s going to do whatever he can to get those answers.  
 
    I spent my day at my apartment boxing everything up. I was going to move in with Jacob, purely because it made sense. We were going to move forward. Since we declared our love for another while in Vegas, this is the next step, right?  
 
    I hear my phone vibrating on the side table as I was sorting my clothing in my closet. Once I had finished with my task, I retrieve my phone and look at the screen.  
 
      
 
    TYSON: Meet me for drinks in thirty. 
 
      
 
    ME: So demanding 
 
      
 
    TYSON: Meet me for drinks in thirty, please? 
 
      
 
    MM: That’s better.  
 
      
 
    Curious as to why Tyson got all alpha on me had me locking up my apartment, and walking to our normal bar.  
 
    It takes me twenty-five minutes to get there, so I secure us a booth and order two beers with some fries. Tyson enters the bar moments later, demanding all the attention in the room as he weaves through the patrons and tables to where I was sitting.  
 
    “What’s crack-a-lackin, bossman?” I smile.  
 
    “Cut the shit. What the fuck is going on with my brother?” he snarls. “Did he fuck up? Are you two still together?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Jacob is on a tirade. He fired two people today, one of them just for handing him a piece of paper.” 
 
    “Well, we are two peas in a pod.” I tsk.  
 
    “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” He crosses his arms over his chest.  
 
    “You have the reputation for being a complete asshole. You’ve done the same shit that he’s doing.” 
 
    “But nothing is going on with you guys? I don’t need to kick his ass or anything?” 
 
    “We’re fine. When you called I was boxing up the apartment. By the way, I’m giving you my notice to move out.” I peer over my pint glass at my friend.  
 
    “So then, why is he…?” 
 
    “Being a mini Tyson? He might just be pissed about Brad.” 
 
    “Fuck. I didn’t even think about that.” He runs his hand over his face.  
 
    “He hasn’t outright said anything since we’ve been back, but there’s something going on in his head that he’s been perseverating on.” 
 
    “Brad. Those two were thick as thieves or so we thought. Even though Brad was quiet, he and Jacob did a lot together.” 
 
    “We still don’t know what happened, how Jacob came to be a part of this whole thing, do we?”  
 
    “‘I’m ‘fraid not.” 
 
    “No magical PI who can shake it out of him?” 
 
    “Do I look like a mobster?” 
 
    “I know you like mobster-type things, so that depends. Do you have a Tommy gun and one of those oversized zoot suits? Oh, oh! Can you grow one of those pencil thin mustaches and talk out of the corner of your mouth?” 
 
    “You’re ridiculous!” Tyson shakes his head.  
 
    “I keep hearing that. By the way, thank you for coming out for the last day of the trial. If Jacob hasn’t mentioned anything already, he really appreciated it.” 
 
    “Of course. I’m just glad that it’s over. I can’t handle shit when you’re out of the office.” 
 
    “What would you do if I was to quit?” 
 
    “Not allow it. Don’t even get that ridiculous motion in your head.” He smiles as he shoves a handful of fries in his mouth.  
 
    *** 
 
     I used my brand new shiny key card to get to the penthouse. I had to beg Mr. Carley, sitting at the front desk in the lobby, to not just buzz me up as he normally does. I flash my card and wiggle my eyebrows showing off like a teenager who got her first car. Although, when the doors open, the penthouse was quiet and dark. Not that I was expecting a grand welcome, but I thought there’d be signs of life. The further I walk inside, I notice a light in the hallway coming from the master bedroom. Our bedroom.  
 
    The closer I approach, I hear the shower running and notice the trail of Jacob’s clothes from the bed to the bathroom. I approach the bathroom on tiptoes, as if it mattered if he heard me or not. I peer in and saw him standing in the shower with his head down between his shoulders. His hands were flat against the wall and his back was to the water. I began to undress, my eyes never leaving him. He didn’t notice me until I opened the glass door and stepped inside. He stood straight and turned around, allowing me space to join him. The water cascaded down my body as his hands landed on my hips. He leans in and nestles his face in the crook of my neck and kisses my shoulder. I loop my arms around his neck and pull our bodies flush together.  
 
    We’re silent as we stood together in the shower. No words were needed to be spoken, only companionship. We stayed in there together until the water ran cold and our fingers were pruned. I grabbed his towel on the handle of the shower door and began to dry him off slowly. He raised his arms when I needed to dry that area as I made my way around his body. When there was not a drop of water left on him, I wrapped the towel loosely around his waist. He stepped out and grabbed the other towel, he went to reciprocate but I shook my head lightly and took the towel. I quickly dried off, not giving myself the attention that I gave him, then put up my towel and lead him to the bed, naked.  
 
    Still silent, he sat on the bed and I straddled him from behind. I slowly massaged his shoulders, making my way down the center of his back. His head rolled with each firm press of my thumbs. He moaned in satisfaction and clenched his hands.  
 
    I fought my urge to kiss his neck, or seduce him, knowing that right now that wasn’t what he needed. Instead we stayed on the bed in silence, with my hands on his body. 
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    Now that I was finally not married to Candy, the only thing that I wanted to do is to ask Beth to marry me. As fundamentally wrong as that sounds, having just gotten out of some weird marriage, I think that it’s the only logical thing to do. I know that we’re not there yet, but that doesn’t mean that we can’t get there, and ideally soon. I’d asked her to move in as soon as we got back home, and she did. So I’m working up to it. While I went back to work to keep my mind off crap as much as possible, she was packing up her apartment. I had made sure that some movers did all the hard work once she was ready and soon the penthouse became our penthouse.  
 
    There was just one measly little thing that needed to occur before I took that crazy leap, and that was coming face to face with Brad after what he did. Since his testimony during the court proceedings, I haven’t seen or heard from him. No one from the family has, not even my mother. While he sat on the stand and blatantly lied about everything, he didn’t even look at me. He didn’t seem to be human either, more so like a puppet, taking cues from someone else, with someone else pulling the strings. With my family in the courtroom with me on the final day, everyone saw Brad lying through his teeth. We all knew it and he knew that we knew. He focused on something like the table or Candy’s lawyer, but refused to meet any of our eyes which was off from his normal personality. Even if he was purposely fucking with you, he’d look you in the eye.  
 
    Mother was so angry that Tyson had to hold her back from storming towards Brad once he stood up from the stand and went to exit to courtroom. I stared him down, willing him to look at me, but his eyes stayed forward as he left. He was denounced from the Maddox name and removed from any Maddox and Mad Designs account holdings and titles immediately. As soon as we learned that Brad was taking the stand on Candy’s behalf, our company lawyers were scrambling  to begin the process so that by the time I was officially not married, Brad was no longer a Maddox.  
 
    I still wanted to find him and ask him why, just why?  
 
    What did he have to gain from this whole thing?  
 
    Was whatever worth losing his family and name over? 
 
    And it was eating me alive.  
 
    I had confided in him several times over the years, we’ve painted several towns red with our shenanigans, and we’ve covered for each other on several occasions.  
 
    Since being back at the office, people have pissed me off left and right. I’ve fired a couple people blindly while I was flipping out about shit that was supposed to happen while I was gone. Tyson had to pull me aside a few times to calm me down. He tried to send me home, but I flipped him off instead and slammed the door to my office.  
 
    Last night when I got home, I went directly into the shower to wash away my feelings, and then when Beth came into the shower, she wordlessly took care of me.  
 
    She didn’t probe about my day, she didn’t ask me what was wrong and above all she gave me a massage.  
 
    I woke up and, while I didn’t need to take a shower, I turned the water on steaming hot and stepped in. Beth was still sleeping, so I tried to rush through to wake Beth up in a special way.  
 
    She was still asleep once I dried off and came back into the bedroom. I watched her for a few moments prior to approaching her, appreciating the view and the beauty that is her.  
 
    What the fuck was I thinking all those months ago? Why was I such a dick, and how by some miracle did she give me a second chance?  
 
    She was laying on her back, taking up the entire bed. She looks like a snow angel surrounded by the white duvet on the bed, her chestnut hair fanned out on the pillow and her pink lips barely parted as she breathed in and out. I could stand here with my dick hanging for hours, but the slight throb telling me that I’m enjoying the view is reminding me of what I set out to do.  
 
    I crept to the end of the bed and slowly began to draw the covers off Beth’s body. Goosebumps pop up on her legs, but she didn’t stir. My hand gently spread her open a little more so my frame could fit and my knee landed in the space so I could settle in between. I gently kissed up her leg to the apex of her body. I inhaled, loving her lemony scent, and rubbed my nose against the panel of her underwear. I want to remove them but instead, with my finger, I pull the panel aside and, with the tip of my tongue, run the length of her from clit to taint.  
 
    The need to fully consume her was great as I flattened my tongue and insert a finger into her. She squirms a little and then quietly moans, in turn making me moan a little into her pussy. First thing in the morning, her pussy is so tight that it’s grasping onto my finger. Her hand comes to my hair and I feel her run her fingers through. I look up at her and see a lopsided and sleepy smile on her face.  
 
    “I vote for this kind of wake up at least six days of the week.” she says. 
 
    “I’ll have you for breakfast every day if that makes a difference.” I smile and then resume lapping up her wetness, devouring her and pushing her to see lights. I thrust as much of my tongue into her and swirl it in tandem with my fingers penetrating her. Her pussy is grinding against my face as she seeks out her release. Her hand comes up and starts stroking her clit and I push it away and take over for her. A sudden intake of breath and the feel of her walls clenching my digits tell me that she’s coming.  She hits her orgasmic peak at the time that I suck on her clit with the speedy insertion of two of my fingers into her core and the drag of my fingers being sucked in by her orgasm. She finally starts to breathe and is practically panting when I give her pussy one last lick and a kiss on her mound before I make my way up her body. I wipe my chin and smile as I take her lips once I reach her face. 
 
    Her hands rope around my neck and tighten into my nape as my dick finds its way to her entrance, I slowly rock into her pussy. Her back arches with each pull. My end goal this morning is to use as much of my body to fully satisfy her: my mouth, my fingers, my dick. Hell, if she wants my toes, she can fucking have them. I quicken my thrusts, chasing my own release with our bodies coated in sweat. Her head is pushed deeper into the pillow, her mouth is agape, noises of ecstasy pouring out, as I move within her while grunting out my own expletives. 
 
    Incoherent words spill from her mouth. There are only three little words I can make out and I hold onto them as the rest of the world, all the other shit clouding my mind, goes away.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
      
 
    Life has resumed back to normal. Well at least as normal as can be with a few changes. It’s been a whole month since the divorce was final. Jacob still has his moments of being distant, but I’ve considered it as the new normal for him. We haven’t spoken about his cousin, or any of the events surrounding him. Jacob quips jokes here and there about being a divorcee, but other than that everything has resumed to how it was before. 
 
    Jacob got me a housewarming gift, a cat. He came home a week after I moved in with a box with holes all over the place. It wasn’t long before he placed the box on the kitchen counter and it started moving around and then I heard meowing. He opened the box and pulled out a cute calico kitten, telling me proudly that he already named it Muff. 
 
    “Why Muff?” I had asked him.  
 
    “It’s improper to name a cat pussy. Plus when we have kids, I’d rather they not say scream that through the house.” he had said with a wink, as he pulled out the cat and held it to his chest, nuzzling the kitten’s head.  
 
    I took to the name, to the cat and especially even more to the man.  
 
    I was frantically running around the penthouse between the bathroom in the hallway, almost tripping over the kitten sprawled in the middle of my path several times.  I took over the hallway bathroom as my make-up room recently and was between the two spaces as I frantically tried finalize my look and to get dinner ready in between tasks. We were having Tyson and Allison over for our first evening as hosts. While Jacob huffed about having guests, he eventually conceded once I put Muff into his lap, since I learned the he’s putty for that little creature. Using that to my advantage, I took it and ran with it.  
 
    I was putting the finishing touches on my eye shadow when I heard the elevator doors open. Jacob calls for Muff and then pokes his head into the bathroom.  
 
    “Hey, babe. Look I had to cancel for tonight. I would rather spend my evening Netflixing and chilling.” he says.  
 
    “Don’t mess with me.” I give him a “don’t fuck with me look.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of it. I mean, I totally think about fucking you all the time. However, they’re on their way. Allison was just getting to the office when I left. You didn’t work today?”  
 
    “I did a half day. The perks of telecommuting, being best friends with the CEO, and living in sin with his brother.” 
 
    “Living in sin. You make it sound so grandmother-like.” 
 
    “If I was speaking like my grandmother, I would be raspy and cussing like a sailor.” I laugh.  
 
    “You do have a potty mouth. Hmmm… a mouth that I think needs to be wrapped about my dick right about now.” He says moving into the bathroom and pushing me against the counter.  
 
    “We don’t have time for that. Plus, I just finished my make-up.” 
 
    “You know that the only thing involved is your mouth, not your whole face, right? How the hell do you envision a blow job?” 
 
    “It’s practically an event and don’t you deny it.” I tease him. “Now get the fuck out of the bathroom. I need to finish before they get here.” 
 
    “You’re no fun.” 
 
    “That’s not what you said last night.” I yell after him as he walks further down the hall to our bedroom. Moments later he comes back dressed in a light blue polo shirt with worn jeans. He had tousled his hair and was barefoot. He stuck his head into the bathroom, whistled and then went towards the kitchen.  
 
    I fluff my hair one last time and go to meet up with Jacob in the kitchen. He was sniffing around the stove, peering into the pot and making his way to open the oven. I slapped his hand away just before he opened it and moved into the small space between him and the appliance. I wrap my arms around his mid-section and kiss his chest, then his neck, his jaw, his cheek and then lastly his lips. The kiss was getting heated just as the elevator doors open.  
 
    Hushed voices were talking rapidly as then came closer. They stopped once they appeared within our line of sight.  
 
    “Can you guys come back in say… fifteen minutes? I need some privacy.” Jacob groans, his arms never leaving me.  
 
    “If it only takes you fifteen minutes, you need to work on your stamina.” Tyson jokes.  
 
    “I’ll have it known that I am ready and raring to go in less than ten minutes after each round.” Jacob boasts.  
 
    “Okay, gentlemen, before this gets into an overshare fest, who wants a drink?” I say, holding up the pitcher of margaritas, trying to interrupt the potential opportunity for a dick measuring.  
 
    “Me! Please, me!” Allison practically jumps up and down while raising her hand.  
 
    “Babe, I thought you weren’t going to drink?” 
 
    “Having a drink will not affect my ovaries. My ovaries will still be intact if I have one margarita or eight.” Allison scoffs.  
 
    “Eight?” Tyson and Jacob say in unison.  
 
    “I just went with an even and believable number.” She shrugs, coming to my side. 
 
    We’re all talking to one another when the elevator doors ding and open. Jacob and I look to one another in question.  
 
    “Did you invite someone else?” Jacob asks me.  
 
    “No, did you guys?” I ask Tyson and Allison as they shake their heads. We all turn to the footsteps coming down the hall with curiosity.  
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Jacob 
 
      
 
    There are only a handful of people who have the clearance to come up to the penthouse. As soon as I heard the footsteps, I went through the catalog in my memory to recall who all has the clearance and held my breath. When he came around the corner, I felt like the breath that I was holding was stolen out of my lungs. I heard audible gasps through the room from everyone else as well in the shock of the unexpected figure standing before us.  
 
    I felt a mixture of emotions, all conflicted together, but the primary feeling was anger. I felt as if my blood was boiling as I fisted my hands. Tyson moved fast and came behind me and held me back just as I was getting ready to lunge.  
 
    Brad put both his hands up in defense and took a step back.  
 
    “What the fuck do you think you are doing here?” I spit in his direction.  
 
    “I want to explain why I did what I did.” my cousin says to the group.  
 
    “Why you lied on stand? Why you lied to me, your best friend, your family? Why you chose the wrong side? What will it be?” I spat at him. 
 
    “All of it. I came to tell you everything, as much as I can at least. Can we... can we sit?” Brad motions to the couches a mere ten feet from where we are standing.  
 
    We all congregate on one side of the couch, while Brad pulls a dining chair in front of the couch and sits down. He begins to tell us why he broke familial ties, why he lied on the stand and so forth. It still seemed that he was hiding something big from us. The timer on the oven went off and he had to stop his side of the story because we all froze in place. He talked for a solid hour, detailing events from the last two years to present. He showed remorse and awkwardness with his actions, but his tone and face remained neutral and unaffected. When he was finished, he stood up and brushed down his shirt, turned on his heel and left without a word. None of us said anything for several moments. The air in the room was so thick that it became hard to breathe. I had to open up one of the windows to get some air circulating or I was going to pass out.  
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” Tyson questions out loud.  
 
    “Was it all bullshit?” Beth asks. 
 
    “I have no fucking clue.”  I shake my head.  
 
    “Where do you think he’s going to go?” Allison asks quietly to no one in particular.  
 
    “Fuck if I care.” I whispered. 
 
    “You don’t feel sympathy at all?” Tyson asks.  
 
    “Not a single bit. He made his bed, the fucker is going to lay in it. And I won’t give a rat’s ass about him and neither should you. He’s dead as fuck to me.” I sneer.  
 
    I should feel a little bit of reprieve at now knowing why our family was dishonored by Brad, but it just angers me more. While I wanted to know the why and the how, I don’t think I was ready for it just yet.   
 
    He came and he went, and I have no idea where he was going, or if we would ever see him again. A part of me cared, but the other part, the part scorned couldn’t give a shit.  
 
    I pleaded with the group to continue our evening as if we never had the interruption. Beth put a lot of time into the dinner and I didn’t want it to go to waste. While the food was delicious, none of us were acting like ourselves. We wanted to discuss what Brad said, but we also wanted to put the past behind us.  
 
    That’s exactly what I planned to do. I guess now I can fully move on from the past several months and somehow put the idea of marriage in Beth’s head. 
 
    After Tyson and Allison left, I sent a quick email to my housekeeper who comes to the penthouse when no one is around to come in the morning before we both wake up to do clean up from the evening. The only thing on my mind was the earlier thought of getting my dick in Beth’s mouth and I didn’t want to spend any time cleaning up when I needed to get myself in between her legs.  
 
    I rush Beth down the hallway to the bedroom, and without missing a beat I had my pants unbuttoned and my shirt over my head. She sat on the bed wide-eyed and stoic.  
 
    “I need to know if it’s okay with you if we just fuck?” I ask.  
 
    “You’re asking?”  
 
    “I don’t want to assume, and I know right now I can’t do soft and sweet, but I need you.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” she asks meekly.  
 
    “I’m going to do what you asked me to do in Vegas, the day before we went to trial. I’m going to fuck you ten ways to Sunday. I want to make you feel me for days, and I want to feel that I took what’s mine and that you liked it.”  
 
   


  
 


 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Beth 
 
    Four Months Later 
 
      
 
    Life sometimes takes a turn for the unexpected.  
 
    A year ago, I would have never thought that I would be with Jacob Maddox, the assumed abrasive, give no shits playboy. Hell, I wouldn’t have thought that I would be living with the guy.  
 
    We’ve gone through a lot in the time that we’ve been together, including the way that I finally got his attention, Jacob’s sham marriage to a stripper, and learning that his cousin was being blackmailed.  
 
    Brad unexpectedly came by our dinner party that we were having with Tyson and Allison to air out some of his dirty laundry, and then he stood up and disappeared. I feared that he still had some information that he was holding back. Tyson learned that he went to jail for perjury and was going to be behind bars for four years. He also discovered that the marriage document filed with the county recorder was a doctored copy and not a legal one. Candy had a friend in the department that filed the document for her, in return for who knows what.  
 
    Brad told us that night that at first he was being blackmailed for money from Candy and when she found out who he was by seeing him on television, she went after Jacob knowing that he would be a bigger payday for her. Brad though, had feelings for her and apparently for a short time she did too, which then in turn became an us versus them situation.  
 
    Brad learned that Candy wasn’t really in love with him when she came up with a new plan to get Jacob, yet still had her talons into him. Brad refused to tell us what he was being blackmailed for, saying it wasn’t important to the grand scheme of things, because both scenarios would have likely become the same end result. He seemed like a shell of a man, not the Bradford Maddox that I’ve gotten to know over the years.  
 
    Neither Tyson nor Jacob asked any questions and Brad hasn’t been heard from since. We ultimately knew that Jacob hung out with Candy after she got off work that night, but everything else was probably false.  
 
    I was just arriving home from a late night of working. Tyson had me working later than usual, but it was more Allison’s fault. At the end of every day, Allison came into the office and we planned her wedding. She asked me to be her maid of honor, so I was busy helping with a lot of the small details. Sometimes Tyson would join in, sometimes he would leave us to it. Tonight, Allison was at school and Tyson made me help him with the dreadful seating arrangements for a 500 person wedding.  
 
    I was trying to find my phone in the giant purse on my arm, when the doors of the elevator slid open. When I walked inside the foyer, I saw flickering lights and heard soft music playing. I walked into the kitchen and saw Jacob standing over the stove stirring whatever was smelled amazing. I put my purse on the counter and walked up behind him, wrapping my arms around his middle. He leans back and we kiss quickly.  
 
    “Hey babe. Good day?” he asks.  
 
    “Better now that I’m home. You?” 
 
    “It was mediocre. Models sure are picky.”  
 
    “What cha’ cooking, good looking?” 
 
    “Oh, just my signature dish.” He smiles.  
 
    “Spaghetti and sauce?” 
 
    “It’s a delicacy.”  
 
    “For a three year old. Be right back, gotta get out of these clothes.” 
 
    I kiss his cheek and then head towards our bedroom. As I walk, I notice that there are petals down the hallway that lead to the bed. In the middle of the bed, is a circle of petals and in the middle of that circle is a box. My hands rush to my mouth, and tears spring to my eyes. My vision goes blurry and my heart is pounding out of my chest as I walk closer to the bed in slow motion.  
 
    “It’s not going to bite you.” he says from behind.  
 
    “What… what is this?” 
 
    “You know what this is.” he says, coming up behind me and leaning over with his hand on my hip to pick up the box. He hands it to me and smiles.  
 
    “Open it,” he instructs.  
 
    I open the box and inside it is another box, only a smidge smaller. I open that box, and again, another smaller box. I look up to him and he winks at me.  
 
    I open the box and inside is a Tiffany’s ring box and while I knew what this was, my breath is still taken away.  
 
    With shaking hands, I take the ring box out. From there, Jacob thankfully takes over. He licks his lips, looks at the box in his hand, then at me. He opens the box, yet keeps his eyes on my face.  
 
    “Beth, you gave me a second chance when I’m not sure I really deserved it. But I’m glad you did. You took me with my faults, you had extreme patience, and you stood by my side when shit hit the fan. My first marriage doesn’t count since it wasn’t real, so I want you to be my first, my one, and my only forever? Whaddya say?” 
 
    Tears were streaming down my face as I tried to find my voice. Instead I vigorously nod my head. He slips the ring on my finger and then pulls me into an embrace.  
 
    “You sure about this?” he asks.  
 
    “No doubt about it.” I say.  
 
    “Good. Now, how about we go have some dinner?” he says, kissing the tip of my nose as if he didn’t just propose to me. 
 
    He kisses me chastely on the lips and pulls me by the hand out of the bedroom into a room full of people that weren’t there before. 
 
    Clapping and happiness erupts in our living room. I look around and see a few people from work, Tyson with Allison, their mother, Luke with a date, and then off to the side are my parents, two people that I would have never expected to see. Tears spring to my eyes as I look at them, wondering how Jacob got them here. So many questions forming in my mind, I look to both of them, smiling proudly and clapping, my mother with tears in her eyes and my father fighting back his own the tears. My hand is clasped over my mouth as I look over to Jacob, he squeezes my other hand and leans into me with a kiss on my cheek.  
 
    “Go get rid of that fear, babe. I’ll be forever by your side.” he says, as he pushes me in their direction while holding my hand to follow me. Dragging my feet a little, I reluctantly start walking to my parents. With one look back at Jacob, he mouths I love you and I feel invincible.  
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Readers,  
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for your support. If you enjoyed this book, please sign up for my newsletters so you can be in the know when a new book comes out, or if you just want to hear me ramble about nonsense.  
 
    My newsletter has sneak peeks of upcoming books, giveaways, and fun stuff.  
 
    Please check out my website at: WWW.TARRAHANDERS.COM 
 
    I hope that in some shape or form you felt connected to my characters. I strive to have my stories be as relatable as possible, and not too outrageous. The sole purpose for me to bring my friends these stories is to feel like that too can be you.  
 
    That being said, I write to make you happy. I wouldn’t be able to do so without your feedback. Whether you leave a review on Goodreads & Amazon (Please do, that would be spectacular!) or if you feel like shooting me a message at: tarrah.anders@gmail.com, I would love to hear from you.  
 
      
 
    All my best with Smooches and Huggles, 
 
    TARRAH
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