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 BOOK DESCRIPTION 
 
      
 
    Why the hell did I ask my boss to pop my cherry!? 
 
    Somebody do me a favor, kill me right here, right now.  
 
    Because it seems like my nerdy brain with an IQ of 140 must have short-circuited briefly while I was all alone with him in his office. 
 
      
 
    And truth be told, everyone knew just how “skilled” he was … in and outside the bedroom. 
 
    I mean his other name is Mr. Sex-on-two-legs after all. 
 
    So, I’ll be honest … I might have wondered a teeny tiny little bit what it would be like to take said skills on a small test drive. 
 
      
 
    STILL, how could I have wanted him to be my first … the one I’m going to have to remember for the rest of my life! 
 
    And all this after having spent all of the past two years hating and ignoring his smart sexy ass. 
 
    If I could have kicked his godly buns for every single word I heard out of his dirty mouth without getting fired, I totally have done that already, like six trillion times over. 
 
      
 
    So, why the hell did I have to go and offer him my V-Card? 
 
    What was I thinking?!! Seriously, someone please put me out of my misery and embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    BUT you know what’s even worse, he actually accepted - with a big fat evil smirk. 
 
    And he stipulated, no turning back. 
 
    I was now his to de-flower. 
 
    I know …  I’m so screwed - like literally. 
 
      
 
    Hey Loves, come meet those sexy men loaded with more than just that cash package and so ready to claim their not-so-reluctant heroine. 
 
    The Alphalicious Billionaires series: 
 
    - Married by Mistake 
 
    - Faking It 
 
    - Baby Mistake 
 
    - Seducing My Best Friend 
 
    - The Dating Game 
 
    - Claiming Her V-Card 
 
    Can be read in any order.


 
   
  
 

 COPYRIGHT 
 
      
 
    All characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination of the author and have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the same name or names.  They are not even distantly inspired by any individual known to the author, and all the incidents are pure invention.  No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, mechanical or electronic, including photocopying or recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, or transmitted by email without permission in writing from the publisher.  While all attempts and efforts have been made to verify the information held within this publication, neither the author nor the publisher assumes any responsibility for errors, omissions, or opposing interpretations of the content herein.  The book is for entertainment purposes only.  The views expressed are those of the author alone and should not be taken as expert instruction or commands. 
 
    Copyright © Passion House Publishing Ltd 2019 
 
    All rights reserved. 
 
    You can contact the team at team@passionhousepublishing.com.
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 Colette 
 
      
 
    If there was a dick of the year award, Blaze Hanson would win it. First of all, who the hell names their kid Blaze. It has to be fake. Everyone in the office knew it was fake, but so far, no one had been able to prove it. Second, Blaze would win the award because he probably did have the dick of the year. There were enough rumors swirling around the office about one-night stands, random girls showing up in the boss’ office and strange noises issuing out, angry arguments and those thumps sure as heck weren’t stacks of paper or binders being dropped on the floor.  
 
    Then there was the fact that his secretary, Betty-Anne, wouldn’t confirm the details, but walked around with a strange blush on her face for a week after she’d disappeared inside said office for a few hours one afternoon.  
 
    Blaze Hanson would also win ass of the year award.  
 
    Because he had a nice one of those too.  
 
    Unfortunately.  
 
    He also had a business partner who detested the fact that Blaze was basically a walking, talking sexual harassment suit waiting to happen. How the company hadn’t actually been sued yet was a mystery. Or maybe it had, and Blaze and Matt kept it on the DL. Big time.  
 
    While rumors swirled around the office, most of them pertaining to Blaze’s groin region, the size, the layout, and the debated fabulousness of said area, there was no hard proof that the boss every single female and a few of the male employees had a crush on, actually was a man-whore.  
 
    He was like a unicorn. Or at least, his sexuality was.  
 
    If he’d messed around with any of his staff, he’d either paid them to keep their mouths shut or they spent so much time pining after a man that was clearly a one night stand, or more like a few hours stand, that they couldn’t quite put their heartbreak into words. Maybe they didn’t want to betray him.  
 
    Either way.  
 
    When Blaze dropped the bomb on the office, a challenge to the entire place to pick up flagging sales and come up with new, innovative ideas, a challenge that offered the mysterious prize of anything the winner wanted, within reason- though that reason was far from defined or specifically laid out and fell into a huge grey area- Colette got to work.  
 
    It was bad enough that she was considered the office baby, a term that Blaze effing Hanson had actually dubbed her, and it stuck.  
 
    It was extra shitty that she was still a virgin, and everyone seemed to know it.  
 
    Which was why she put every single ounce of her energy, every molecule, every cell, every neuron, every muscle, every minute and every hour of every single day, for three sleepless weeks, into finishing her app. She did the artwork herself. All the graphics. The coding. Everything from start to finish.  
 
    The idea wasn’t exactly revolutionary. It was a game where the main character traveled around planting trees. Through it, the user was able to identify all sorts of different trees, learn their growing time, how many years it would take for them to reach maturity, what habitat they grew best in, temperature, climate, what threats they faced- disease, insects, predators- the whole deal. The best part about the game, in Colette’s humble opinion, which she’d been told was not at all humble, was that the little characters in the game were all animals that depended on those trees for life. You could pick your choice of northern animals, like beavers, squirrels, or owls, or to something more tropical and exotic, like monkeys or koalas.  
 
    The game itself was fun enough. It was a do-good, warm and fuzzies kind of thing while addressing very real issues about climate change and deforestation and also taught the end-user a ton about plant life. It was a sneaky kind of learning, though. Fun and educational.  
 
    Colette knew that if she’d pitched the idea at one of the staff meetings, Will, the head of development and Phil, head of marketing, would have shut her down. Will would have said the idea was boring, Phil would have called it pretentious.  
 
    They would have said it wouldn’t have sold. That it would be hard to market. Farfetched. That no one gave a shit about trees and that she was a granola hippie who missed the boat on what they were trying to do as a company, which was design fun apps that people actually wanted to buy. Education wasn’t exactly high up on the priorities list.  
 
    Her colleague Del’s game, with his big breasted, skimpily clad characters who got to engage in mud fights in twelve different stunning locations, was far more up Hanson and Blakley Apps & Development’s alley.  
 
    After weeks of development, the apps were launched, and it turned out, a bit of healthy competition never really did hurt anyone. At least anyone at HBAD, because apparently, Anna in sales, let it slip the week before that the company was doing better than it had in months.  
 
    Turned out that the vague prize of almost anything within reason lit a real fire under everyone’s smoldering, burned out, bored ass.  
 
    Moment of truth day dawned bright and clear. And hot as well. Which wasn’t exactly a surprise for Orlando, Florida. It was pretty much always sunny, bright, and hot. Or at least, hot only.  
 
    Colette made sure she wasn’t the first one into the board room because she didn’t want to be labeled a keener, if people still used that term. She also didn’t want to be last because that wasn’t the kind of thing she wanted to put out into the world. She didn’t want anyone to think that she was lazy or that she dragged her ass. As the youngest employee at HBAD, she’d worked hard to prove herself over the past two years and she didn’t want it all to go to shit by rolling in nearly late to every meeting.  
 
    She made sure she was always the third or fourth one into the boardroom, out of fifteen. Nick and Lance were already there, as were Sue and Amy. Pretty soon, the rest of the staff from marketing and development crept in.  
 
    As usual, Blaze entered last. He presided over most of the meetings himself, always at the head of the table, looking like the classy, silver spoon, asshole douchebag that he was.  
 
    Honestly. Who wore thousand-dollar suits and still managed not to be able to get a good haircut? He’d worn his hair the same way for two years. Shaved short at the sides, long on top, gelled back stylishly, like a magazine model.  
 
    Colette was just sure that the upcut or whatever it was called, was getting old. It reminded her of bowl cuts that were popular when her mom was a kid. In short. Horrible.  
 
    She stacked her hands on top of each other in her lap and tried not to look at Blaze as he took his seat. Mr. King Hot Shit looked as good as usual, and for some reason, it always rubbed her the wrong way. Like it should be illegal to look that good. She was pretty sure that just by existing with his perfect bronze complexion, square angular jaw, high slashed cheekbones, pretty blue eyes, full lips made just for sin, and a body that women would happily bow down and worship as the next new religion, that it was doing women all around the world an injustice.  
 
    Because men like Blaze just weren’t fair.  
 
    They had natural power, in that they were men and born rich. Rich enough to start their own company and head it and make millions, which was then in turn invested into other organizations to make billions. It wasn’t fair that just by walking by, panties either started soaking or smoking.  
 
    It wasn’t fair that Colette had to rub her thighs together against the ache gnawing up her thighs or that she was thankful that she’d worn panties. The ugly, thick, unimpressive, granny-style cotton panties that were probably boner proof because every guy would instantly lose their arousal when they stripped off her pants and found a set of those waiting. At least they were thick. Thick enough to soak up the pooling wetness between her legs.  
 
    Effing Blaze Handsome Hanson. Mr. Sex. Whatever.  
 
    A buzz of electricity filled the air in the room, and everyone shut up with the whispers when Blaze’s far too perfect, toned, gorgeous male ass hit the chair.  
 
    He surveyed everyone in attendance with his cool blue-eyed gaze.  
 
    It never failed to make Colette shiver. Those eyes were like the ocean. Calm. Cool. Inviting. Tranquil on a hot day. At least the ocean at a nice beach. She knew from experience that anything related to Blaze could be mercurial and dangerous. Without warning, those eyes could change, could sweep a person out and drown them in storm-tossed, angry gray waves.  
 
    She’d seen Blaze rage a time or two, and no, it wasn’t pretty.  
 
    Hot as sin. Yes. Pretty. Well- maybe it was a little pretty as long as you weren’t on the receiving end of his wrath, which always, always, led to being fired.  
 
    Beside Colette, Ashley, a blue-eyed, stacked blonde in her flirty, sexual prime, let out a little sigh as her eyes flicked to Blaze. Oh yeah. Ashley’s panties were definitely smoking and soaking, in that order. The smoking first, the soaking to put out the flames so no garments combusted in the office setting off enough sprinklers and crap to douse and ruin hundreds and thousands of dollars of equipment.  
 
    “So…” Blaze slowly surveyed the room with his placid blue eyes. His gorgeous lips curled into a self-satisfied smirk. The kind of thing that said he was exceptionally proud of himself for pitting fifteen of his employees against each other for the past month and reaping all the benefits in the form of mega profit.  
 
    Nice.  
 
    Bastard.  
 
    Ashley let out another sigh and nearly died beside Colette. It made her want to barf, seeing how women turned into wilted flowers the second Blaze walked by.  
 
    It wasn’t like he filled up the room with his spicy, manly scent, even though it was a scent-free zone. No. That didn’t have anything to do with it at all. His expensive designer suits, tailored to fit his god-like body- nope. That wasn’t it either.  
 
    Because Colette had definitely not noticed.  
 
    Blaze’s jaw ticks for a second when the room remained absolutely quiet. Nearly everyone leaned forward in their seats, awaiting the results, which had been kept secret in the accounting and marketing department. 
 
    Anyone who had an app in the running had to surrender control to Susan, an eighty-year-old accountant, who tallied up the results. She was the equivalent of the mean old granny who would rather shoot you than serve you cookies, so it was a good choice.  
 
    “This is it. The results. I’m sure you’ve all been waiting anxiously to find out which one of you takes the prize. I must say, before we get to that, that we should do this every single year. Maybe twice a year. It’s been very good for business.” 
 
    Colette bit down on her tongue. She wanted to snipe that it was good for his business maybe, but none of them, well- maybe the winner, were likely to see a raise anytime soon.  
 
    Not that they weren’t well paid. HBAD was generous. And it wasn’t like it was New York. At twenty, she really couldn’t complain about her salary or her apartment. Still though. She wasn’t any billionaire, like Mr. Hot Shot at the table. She didn’t own like six million cars and a penthouse. Not that she knew that’s where he lived. She just imagined. Or tried not to. Because thinking about Blaze’s penthouse made her think about what his bedroom looked like, which made her think about his reputation as being a man slut, and she didn’t want to think about that.  
 
    Nope, she didn’t even notice him. Ever. Not one bit. Only as a boss who was an asshole at worst, sub-tolerable at best.  
 
    The entire room was so quiet that you could have heard a fart. The tiny, squeaky kind. And it was pretty much a guarantee that first thing in the morning, they wouldn’t get by without someone squeezing one off. They were generally silent, though, and so far, the culprit had yet to be identified even after multiple meetings with silent but violent offenders filling up the room.  
 
    “Let me first say that you all did very well. You came up with some exceptionally unique apps and as a company, we are very proud that our name is on all the work. I know that these past few weeks haven’t been easy, so we’re planning a staff party outside work hours to help you all unwind, as our little reward for everyone’s hard work.” 
 
    A chorus of exclamations and hard releases of breath echoed through the room.  
 
    Asshole. Even at twenty, Colette could smell bribery a mile away. The staff party was just a bullshit excuse to get them all to bust their asses without a bonus while assholes at the top raked in all the rewards.  
 
    #corporatebullshit and all that.  
 
    “Does it involve free drinks?” Del pipes up. Of course he’d wonder about drinks, free or otherwise.  
 
    If there was a position for an office perv, Del definitely would take the prize. He loved to draw big breasted women with almost no clothes, nipples sticking out through tight-fitting tops, girls with teeny tiny waists, massive hips and big butts. Essentially, shit that was basically cartoon porn without being actual cartoon porn. He developed adult apps and it was obvious to see why. Cover your eyes kids. He was also single, surprise, surprise, and was constantly yammering on about his smoking hot social life, while everyone knew he sat at home on Friday nights, downed a case of beer, and probably jacked it to his own drawings.  
 
    #Epicgrossness. 
 
    “That’s to be decided. We might be convinced to offer a toonie bar, so things don’t get out of control.” 
 
    Another buzz ripped through the room, and when Blaze’s eyes sweep around, the electricity that snapped and crackled raised the hairs on the back of Colette’s arms for absolutely no reason other than that it was completely contagious. She was just in the path of that current. What could she do to avoid it? It wasn’t like it meant anything.  
 
    Because it didn’t.  
 
    So, when that electric blue gaze landed on her, Colette convinced herself real fast that she wasn’t indeed having a heart attack. That it was just minor indigestion from the fact that she’d been too nervous to eat that morning and her stomach acids were crawling up her throat.  
 
    Not because Blaze effing Hanson was looking at her.  
 
    His eyes narrowed and her heart slammed against her ribcage hard enough to bruise, if bones could be bruised. Tha-thump. Tha-thump. Tha-thump.  
 
    She gave herself a mental shake to keep from losing herself in those flat blue eyes with the little grey flecks. It didn’t hurt to remind herself, that if the rumors were true, Blaze probably would win dick of the year award, until his dick fell off. Gross.  
 
    “Well, here you have it. The app that made the most money over the past two weeks stretch- and this really was a blow away and a surprise, considering how mundane and bland the idea was- is…” 
 
    Asshole.  
 
    Despite her uncharitable feelings for the man that ran all of their lives, the devil they all ultimately served at the end of the day, Colette shifted nervously, as did the rest of the staff assembled. She swore she could smell smoke, and no, it sure as shit wasn’t her panties on fire. And no, that wasn’t because they were so wet, they were completely drenched, either.  
 
    Those blue orbs swept around the room, wilting females in their tracks, and making men squirm under their scrutiny. They did a full once over before they came to rest, shockingly, back on her.  
 
    “Congrats, Office Baby. Looks like your boring trees won you this round. Come to my office at the end of the day to discuss your prize.”
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 Blaze 
 
      
 
    Corporate life could be boring as shit. Ask anyone. They’ll tell you the same thing.  
 
    Blaze knew he didn’t really have to be at the office, day in and day out, but he wanted to be. He never wanted to be that entitled prick that didn’t even know what was going on in his own company. And with Matt being a silent partner, or at least, silent enough most days, things were pretty much left up to him to run. Matt didn’t give a shit about apps. What he gave as shit about was having money to invest to make more money. If the apps weren’t selling, it was lights out for HBAD and despite what the world at large actually thought, Blaze did have a conscience.  
 
    Letting people go and pay cuts weren’t exactly on his list.  
 
    It wasn’t that the company was struggling. They were actually doing fine, leading the market, as usual, in app sales and ratings.  
 
    If he was pressed to admit it, and he would have to be really pressed because he’d never admit a thing like that to another living soul, he’d created the office competition because he wanted to have a little fun. Spark up the boring, mundane, nine to five shit.  
 
    Sure apps were great.  
 
    The ideas that his staff came up with, the coding, programming, drawing, all of it was high quality shit. It wasn’t that. He just…  
 
    Was. Bored.  
 
    He wanted to see what everyone in the office could come up with if pressed. Truth be told, he might have wanted to pit them against each other to see who would rise to the challenge and who would founder like a sinking ship beneath the pressure.  
 
    As it turned out, he’d been genuinely surprised. No one had sputtered and gone under. Sure, a few of the ideas had been generally shit, but even they had enough redeeming qualities to sell well enough.  
 
    The real shocker had been Office Baby. Colette. Whatever.  
 
    God, Blaze hated her.  
 
    Rather, he hated what she stood for.  
 
    Temptation. Raw, unadulterated temptation. Temptation that was so thick and sensual, it was like a smack to the face every time he had to be in the same room with her. She wore her beauty and charms like a mantle about her. Not that she would have known, but then again, there was nothing sexier than a woman who didn’t know she was sexy. Or beautiful. And Office Baby seemed to be blissfully unaware of both.  
 
    Office Baby.  
 
    He’d termed her that when she’d started at HBAD two years ago. She’d been eighteen, fresh from high school and could code and draw like someone twice her age, with twenty years of experience under their belt.  
 
    He wouldn’t have hired her. He would have taken one look at her and selfishly turned her ass out the door, just so he could run after her and offer to buy her lunch, pursue her relentlessly, and screw her out for a week straight.  
 
    HR, on the other hand, being operated by senile nitwits who seemed to do a good job hiring but didn’t actually have eyes didn’t give two shits about the sensual temptation they were inviting into their midst. Case in point, Ashley Hedingly. She was gorgeous. Twenty-five, stacked, and blonde. She was like a delicious popsicle just waiting for the entire office to lick her.  
 
    He was pretty damn sure at least half of the office already had.  
 
    Another HR nightmare.  
 
    Unfortunately, they hired based on smarts and capabilities and not on looks- case in point, Del, although maybe that was a bad example because he was definitely not all that smart. Creepy yes. Artistic, yes. Smart, no.  
 
    Unfortunately, HR hired Colette without any other job experience, based on her crazy stellar portfolio. Colette Howard. God. Even her name was exotic. Blaze refused to use it on the basis of the way it rolled off his tongue like a caress. He loved the taste of her name on his tongue, just like he was pretty sure he’d love the taste of her. Instead of using her real name, he preferred to call her, Office Baby, rudely and like a wise ass, pointing out that she wasn’t just young and inexperienced, she was seriously young and inexperienced, and he made sure everyone knew it. 
 
    Because yeah, he was a dick like that.  
 
    She was also the only woman that he’d ever met who seemed completely immune to his considerable charms. Sure, it got annoying being panted at and fawned over, even pawed, pretty much wherever he went, but he had to admit it was a nice stroke to the ego to turn heads and melt panties in his wake. He could usually smell the lust on women in the same room with him.  
 
    Not on Office Baby. She’d never so much as given him a second glance. She barely looked at him unless she was speaking to him and she always kept it professional. She never went anywhere near his office, which was a damn good thing.  
 
    Matt told him to cut it out with the screwing chicks who worked for them. He didn’t want to get sued over and over. Blaze had taken that to heart. Employees might be off the table, but anyone else was definitely on. On his desk. Fucked up against the door. The walls. The floor.  
 
    His dates liked to take their lunch breaks and come for a little stress reliever. He never complained.  
 
    Okay, so he’d broken the rules once, with his secretary. He wanted to see what it felt like to be the ultimate cliché. The fact that Sue was six feet tall with double D’s, curvy hips, a tight ass, and legs that wrapped around his waist nearly twice- well, he wasn’t going to complain about that.  
 
    It was a big F you to Office Baby, if he was being honest. Because the whole office knew what he’d done, even if Sue hadn’t said a thing. The ten thousand dollars he’d paid her to keep her mouth shut assured that. He’d also made sure that enough noise came from his closed-in office to warrant suspicion.  
 
    He never said he was a nice guy.  
 
    Actually, he knew he wasn’t.  
 
    And no, he wasn’t big into being honest with himself either, so no, he preferred not to think about his deplorable behavior and temper tantrum over the fact that the one woman he couldn’t purge from his mind didn’t give two shits about him.  
 
    And no, he didn’t screw with the system so that her shitty tree planting (what kind of ridiculously boring idea was that anyway) had won. No, he definitely hadn’t done any such thing. He had not hired someone to hack in and fudge the sales so that her app, which surprisingly, had many downloads already, really smoked everyone. Astoundingly, she might have won even without his help, but he wasn’t going to let up on that chance.  
 
    He would have half an hour alone with her in his office.  
 
    Pathetic? Yes. Desperate. Definitely. Some payback’s a bitch? All the way, Office Baby.  
 
    Calm, cool, collected Colette was about to meet her match. Big time. And if he didn’t have her in his bed within the next twenty-four hours, he’d admit defeat and go back to charm school or hit the gym even harder, because no, he’d never failed before. Hell, he might even consider some kind of surgical enhancement. Not really. But it wasn’t entirely off the table.  
 
    Blaze gave up a long time ago trying to figure out what was wrong with him where Colette was concerned. He had no idea what his obsession was with her. Why he thought about her at night. When he was screwing other chicks. He’d fucked up and called two of his one night-stands Colette by mistake, when he was picturing driving into her and not whatever his nameless flavor of the night was. Yeah. To say they weren’t happy about it was the understatement of the century.  
 
    He was a self-admitted dick. A rick dick. With a nice dick. His reputation preceded him, and he was fine with that. 
 
    What he wasn’t fine with, was that Colette, no matter how many hints he’d dropped, no matter how many outright comments, no matter fucking what, didn’t seem to get the memo.  
 
    Either she was trying her damnest to ignore him, or he wasn’t being obvious enough. And he’d been pretty damn obvious at times.  
 
    Over the years, the challenge had grown. The mystery that was Colette needed to be solved. He wasn’t the kind of person who gave up. When he wanted something, he either took it or worked his ass off until he earned it.  
 
    Maybe that’s why all the women who threw themselves at him meant less than nothing. They were forgotten before they even left his penthouse condo. Because he’d done nothing to get them. They were no challenge and no game. There was no skill involved with obtaining them. They were, in essence, as boring as his day job was most days.  
 
    And none of them had raven black hair that reached their waists, huge grey eyes, thick dark lashes, and lips that were red enough and plush enough to look best wrapped around his cock.  
 
    Okay, so his thoughts hadn’t been professional in a long time. He’d given up so long ago, trying to force them to be. 
 
    Colette’s perky tits, her round hips, tight ass, and shapely legs, were constantly on his mind. She had a strange sense of fashion and dressed, most of the time, in retro clothing. Real retro, not that knock off shit. It was cute. Fuck, it was more than cute. She was petite and curvy, barely five five, and she knew how to dress her curves with sweet little polka dot dresses and cutesy cardigans. Skirts that defined her narrow waist and hugged her lush ass.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Even before Colette strode into his office, smelling like fresh air, vanilla, and sugar- which ironically enough, was exactly how he’d thought she’d smell between her legs- he was hard.  
 
    Hard didn’t even begin to cover it.  
 
    Blaze had a raging boner that he used his desk to shield as he sat behind the massive modern monstrosity and stared down the woman who had just sauntered into his office. Yes. Sauntered. Or sashayed. Whatever she’d done, her yellow sixties style dress made her hips and rear look good doing it. The way it defined her breasts wasn’t half bad either.  
 
    She sunk into one of the teak MCM chairs in front of the desk and eyed him like he was the equivalent of a surprise floating turd at an adults only pool party, or a viper about to latch onto her ankle right above the red pump she’d paired with her yellow dress.  
 
    Her hair was swept back off her creamy forehead with a red headband and tied back at the nape of her neck, where the scarf thing she’d used, trailed down her back along with those impossible dark curls.  
 
    Blaze steepled his fingers on his desktop and tried to think about anything but how that hair would feel wrapped around his knuckles as he plowed into her behind.  
 
    He was seriously depraved.  
 
    Judging from the way Colette eyeballed him, she knew it too.  
 
    “I’m here,” she stated, and wasn’t that just capital fucking obvious since she was sitting right in front of him.  
 
    One dark brow arched and her full lips painted scarlet, parted lusciously. He nearly groaned as her tongue darted out nervously. Or maybe her lips were just dry. It was often dry in the office. Her slate-grey eyes took him in, appraising his expensive suit, his expansive office, and finally, a face that most women would happily pay him so they could lick.  
 
    She was completely nonplussed, and fuck, if that didn’t turn him on more. It didn’t matter that Office Baby was hard to get.  
 
    He liked a merry chase.  
 
    Made him feel like an Alpha wolf and all that nonsense.  
 
    “You’re here,” he echoed, like the annoying bastard he knew he was.  
 
    She got right to the point. “You said that I could have anything. Well, almost anything. I don’t know what the heck kind of parameters those are, and in the future, you should be more careful about what you put out there, because there are people here who would ask for like, one hundred percent shares in this company and then call you unfair and a liar when you say no.” 
 
    “Which is why I said almost anything.” 
 
    “That could be anything.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed like she wanted to crush him under the heel of that inexpensive retro shoe. He nearly wished she would. It might be a new turn-on and he was always up for a little bit of kink.  
 
    “I- well- I was going to ask for a raise.” 
 
    This time he arched a brow. He kept his hands folded, his fingers intertwined, his back straight, like a real asshole. Like the rich boss who was so rich, he could look down on her from where he sat. Maybe that was her kink. Did she ever use him for spank bank material, secretly, in the dark of her room? God, he wanted to know.  
 
    “You were? As in, you aren’t going to now?” 
 
    Those blood-red lips pursed, and it was all he could do not to leap across his desk and brutalize them with his own. Give them a reason to pout, to be so red, so bruised and plush looking.  
 
    God, she was gorgeous.  
 
    She stared back at him like he was a filthy gnat that she was half afraid of, half hell-bent on destroying.  
 
    “No.”  
 
    He waited. He figured she’d follow up that word with something. A request. Whatever it was she wanted. When she said nothing, he nearly growled low in his throat. A minute later, she fidgeted in the seat. Actually fidgeted. He’d never seen her do anything like it before. The idea that his intense scrutiny made her squirm actually made him want to yell out a victory cry. Hell, he might even jump up on the desk and do a little dance.  
 
    “Well- you won. What can I do for you then? There must be something you want. You name it and I’ll tell you if I’ll grand it.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed further. She blinked those long lashes hard. Twice. “Don’t you mean if the company will grant it?”  
 
    “Yes. Of course. But we all know that I’m the company. Matt is a silent partner. He has no say in this.” 
 
    Her white, pearl teeth came out to worry at her bottom lip and her eyes darted around the office. The door was still bloody well open. He wasn’t sure what she was so worried about. Her nostrils flared like she was trying to scent the place to determine if the place really lived up to the office rumors as his personal fucking grounds.  
 
    Yes, Office Baby, I can assure you it does.  
 
    His eyes narrowed in on her lips as they opened and closed. Opened and closed. Just when he thought she wasn’t actually going to be able to say a thing, as nerves or her discomfort or whatever was going on in her head, actually got the better of her, she blurted out the last thing he ever expected her to say.  
 
    “I want you to take my virginity.”
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    Did she really just say that? The very last thing that she’d ever wanted to say? Did she really just spew that verbal word poison out into the air? Into the air that belonged to her boss’ office, with him sitting right there, presiding over her like a smug judge, jury, and executioner?  
 
    She was pretty damn sure she had just spoken out loud the very words she’d rather die than utter.  
 
    What the hell was wrong with her?  
 
    And why the hell was Blaze Hanson looking at her like she hadn’t just spouted the most ridiculously inappropriate request in the history of ridiculously inappropriate requests? Why were his devastatingly blue eyes narrowing and his tongue sweeping out over his bottom lip, leaving it shiny and glistening? Why was he looking at her like he wanted her to be his next meal and not like he was about to tell her to go pack her things and get the hell out? Why the hell wasn’t he asking her why the ever-living hell she was still a virgin at twenty? 
 
    Why wasn’t he saying anything?  
 
    Colette had the oddest compulsion to lift her arms up and check how badly she was sweating at the moment. Was she staining her dress? The thing was one of the most expensive ones she owned and sweat stains were a real bitch to get out.  
 
    She knew she was sweating between her legs. Or maybe that wasn’t sweat. Because her thighs were also strangely hot and achy and there was a whole lot of weird pulsing going on just above that. Thanks to Blaze’s brutal stare.  
 
    He was looking right through her. Not at her.  
 
    She was just about to jump up and run, run back to her cubicle and start gathering her things, when he shoved back his office chair and strode to the door, his crazy expensive shoes eating up the floor in long strides.  
 
    He slammed the door closed with an audible bang and turned to face her.  
 
    One brow arched and his lips nearly turned up his two corners and she realized he was amused by her request. God, he was laughing at her, silently. So, she couldn’t hear it. And that was somehow worse than anything he could have done.  
 
    Even if he’d fired her.  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    She nearly dropped out of the expensive Danish teak chair she was perched on. Why. Not… pack your things. Not… you disgust me. Not… I’m your boss, you twit. Not… are you out of your ever-loving mind asking something like that? 
 
    No. Just that one loaded word. Why.  
 
    “W-why?” she stammered, her face flushed a bright cherry red. It had to be because it felt like it was on eight shades of fire. Her cheeks flamed so hotly she had to wonder if it was possible to give herself second or third-degree burns.  
 
    “Yes. Why.” Blaze crossed his arms over his stacked chest.  
 
    His broad shoulders came alive with the movement, muscle rippling and writhing below the expensive charcoal dress shirt. The thing only emphasized the bastard’s triangle like build. Huge shoulders. Powerful chest. Narrow waist. He had the stature of a born athlete, and if the rumors were true, and why the hell wouldn’t they be, he was pretty enough to lick under that clothing.  
 
    They had to be true because he was pretty enough to lick in his shirt and black slacks that practically oozed money. The grey also brought out the blue in his eyes.  
 
    And the throb between her legs, pounding like a second pulse point.  
 
    Damn it.  
 
    Colette swallowed hard. She felt her neck and throat bob with the movement. The simple act of swallowing had never been so hard in her life. It felt like she’d just stuffed her own fist in there. Or her foot. That was probably far more apt.  
 
    “You- you have a reputation. I thought…” 
 
    He crossed his arms again and there were all sorts of rippling going on under his shirt as the fabric strained to accommodate his ripped chest and bulging arms.  
 
    “You thought that because people say that I like to have a good time and enjoy the finer company of a woman that you could just walk in here and command that I take your v-card.” 
 
    “I- er…” 
 
    “Without even wining and dining me first. I must say, Office Baby, you have a lot to learn about charm. No wonder you’re still a virgin if that’s how you proposition people. Tell me, do most guys run screaming down the street when you come at them like that?” 
 
    His droll tone filled up the office and Colette cringed. Yeah. Okay. She deserved that.  
 
    “I- I’m…” 
 
    “Sorry? No. Don’t say you’re sorry. Because we both know you’re truly not.” Blaze’s lips thinned into a hard line and his eyes glowed absolutely predatory. “I never said I wouldn’t help you out. I don’t want it to get out that I’m anything less than a gentleman.” 
 
    “You’re- you’re toying with me now.” 
 
    His grin revealed a line of perfectly even, white teeth, but the gleam in his eyes made Colette shiver. He was staring at her like he wanted to devour her.  
 
    “Always, Office Baby.” 
 
    Drawing on whatever dignity she had left, she sucked in a breath. “Can you not call me that? I find it offensive and humiliating. It’s like constantly pointing out that I’m the youngest one here and that’s all that matters, that you see me as a child, no matter my skill set and the asset I’ve been to this place over the past two years.” 
 
    Annoyingly enough, he just shrugged. “If that’s how you choose to see it…” 
 
    “It’s not how I choose to see anything. It’s degrading. I want it to stop.” 
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    “Alright?”  
 
    “Yes, alright. You could have simply asked me before. I wasn’t aware that it was degrading in any form.” 
 
    “It singles me out.” 
 
    “As you think you should be, based on what you’ve just said that you bring to the table.” 
 
    “Stop twisting my words.” 
 
    Blaze held out his hands in front of him in a gesture of mock innocence. It was hardly believable, given that his eyes gleamed pure evil. “I’m not twisting anything. Just ceding to your wishes.” 
 
    “And what about my other request? Are you going to cede to that too?” Since she’d already put it out there, she might as well see her heinous request through to the end, even though regret was already creeping up, strangling the life out of her. 
 
    Why did Blaze Hanson have to be so hot and so purely wickedly, evil? Crimes against humanity. Against all womankind. That was pretty much him in a nutshell, with that devastatingly handsome face, that ripped, god-like body, and those cold blue eyes. Underneath that gorgeous surface, she was pretty sure there lurked a monster.  
 
    One she’d just offered herself up to on a silver platter.  
 
    “Before I agree to anything, I want to lay down a few ground rules. First, you will sign a contract stating that this is in no way sexual harassment. You will indemnify me against any and all charges that may arise from a scenario like this, and I in turn, promise not to hurt you in any way that you don’t ask for.” 
 
    Colette’s mouth fell open. “That I don’t ask for?” she echoed.  
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes on cue. “I didn’t realize you were such a gentleman.” 
 
    “Yes, well, now you know. My second condition is that this can’t just happen cold turkey. It’s not at all appropriate for you to offer yourself up like a piece of meat. I’d much rather break you in slowly. Take you out for dinner, get you warmed up to me. So that we’re not strangers.” 
 
    “Why are you even considering my request?”  
 
    He pointedly ignored her question and continued like she hadn’t even spoken. “Third, I have a reputation for a reason. Most women would give an ovary to spend a night with me.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “No, not wow. Yes, wow. But not how you just said it. After a night with me, you’ll pretty much be ruined for all other men, and seeing as it would be your first, I’m giving you a chance to rethink that, as it’s hardly fair to you.” 
 
    “You have a really inflated opinion of yourself, you know that?”  
 
    Blaze shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not. I guess you’ll have to wait and see.”
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    Blaze had to wonder, briefly, because, surprise, surprise, self-doubt was second nature to most people- even the obscenely rich, if Colette would be so eager to sleep with him if she knew where he’d truly come from. It didn’t matter how much power, respect, wealth, gold watches or designer suits, a man had. Life never boiled down to the size of his mansion. Not that he had one, exactly.  
 
    It was funny, how money could change everything. How it could erase the more undesirable details of his childhood and gloss that shit over with a smooth coat of shiny paint, awe-inspiring and so distracting that no one ever asked any questions.  
 
    Money could do that.  
 
    It could also rent a very nice limo in an attempt to impress a woman who had so far been completely nonplussed and totally oblivious to him. For two goddamn years.  
 
    It didn’t matter that he could have any member of the female population.  
 
    All he wanted was her.  
 
    Blaze checked his watch for the thousandth time. He’d pulled up in front of an apartment complex that no doubt cost less than the timepiece on his wrist. It was dumpy looking, old and worn down. The neighborhood wasn’t bad, though it was mostly rentals and transitional housing, but the complex looked like it was about to cave in on itself. 
 
    He made a mental note, while inwardly freaking out about Colette deciding to ditch his ass last minute, to make a few calls to some friends who would deal with building violations and get the city on whatever slumlord owned the place to fix shit up and make it habitable.  
 
    Blaze’s cock twitched when he again checked his watch and tried to imagine what kind of retro inspired getup Colette would have picked out for their ‘date.’ His balls told him that he was a pussy for going to all the trouble to rent a damn lim, get flowers, candles, all the typical bullshit that he always scorned.  
 
    Colette wasn’t just one of his lays, though.  
 
    No. She was the woman he’d spent two years obsessing about. The woman he imagined when he was with other women. The only woman who ever had a face and a name for him. The one woman he thought he’d never have.  
 
    Until she sauntered into his office and demanded, actually fucking demanded, that he take her v-card.  
 
    He let out a groan into the silent space of the limo, glad the partition was up between him and the rental’s driver. Glad that the guy didn’t know who the hell he was and probably didn’t give two flying fucks. To the guy, he was probably just another rich, annoying, hard to please bastard in a long line of rich, annoying, hard to please bastards, that he had to deal with in his line of work.  
 
    He’d be right.  
 
    Because Blaze knew he was definitely rich. Most assuredly annoying, and incredibly hard to please.  
 
    Except where Colette was concerned. He was pretty damn sure he’d be pathetically easy to please. Just imagining stripping her out of those strange old-school clothes, caressing her petal soft skin, spreading her legs to discover his prize, had him hard and aching.  
 
    This time he couldn’t contain a groan and he shifted, arranging himself in his black dress pants so that it wasn’t obvious that his cock was saluting the entire idea the second she slid into the limo.  
 
    He’d purposely timed the winner of their competition for a Friday morning. While he had no idea that Colette would freaking come right out and ask him to take her virginity- he had no damn idea she was a virgin, and that alone made him want to blow his load on the spot- he’d hoped that her request would be less than innocent. Or that at least she’d have the weekend to think on it and come up with something worthy of the goddess she no doubt was.  
 
    This though… this was a surprise. He didn’t think he’d be sitting at her curb on a Saturday night, ready to whisk her away and deflower her.  
 
    His mouth nearly watered at the thought, which pretty much sealed the deal on the fact that he was a true bastard.  
 
    He didn’t have any more time to consider it, because the front door of the dumpy complex opened and there she was, looking every bit the serene, beautiful goddess.  
 
    Her hair was loose, pouring down in back in a rushing tide of dark curls. She’d picked a red dress, something straight out of the fifties, tight on the top, flaring out at the hips, and paired it with a black cardigan and a set of red pumps. He’d been hoping she’d wear a dress.  
 
    Because total bastard and all that.  
 
    Blaze scrambled out of the car so fast he nearly fell over himself, though he managed to make the moment look graceful, thanks to his natural athleticism- the only thing his parents ever gifted him with- and the fact that he worked out five times a week.  
 
    When Colette spotted him, her eyes changed. He hated that those otherworldly, steely orbs grew wary. She blinked hard though, eyelashes that were thick and impossibly long without any mascara, and it was obvious that she wasn’t backing down or changing her mind.  
 
    Thank god for that.  
 
    She might not have opted for much makeup, but her scarlet red lipstick and the slight amount of blush she’d applied to her high cheekbones only magnified the creamy flawlessness of her skin.  
 
    Her eyes flicked over his clothing, appraising him openly and unafraid, which wasn’t her usual style, as though their conversation in his office the day before had opened up a thousand different doors for them and they were now on a new, far less formal, level.  
 
    “Do you like what you see, or should I run home and change?” He grinned wickedly at her before he winked. He knew how to disarm most of the female population with a single gesture, but big surprise, Office Baby didn’t budge.  
 
    “It’s fine,” she said, tight lipped. “I hope that dinner is better.” 
 
    “Better than me? I’m wounded.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I’m sorry. Expensive clothing isn’t exactly my jam, in case you haven’t noticed.” 
 
    Oh, he’d noticed. He also noticed how her eyes swept over him, head to toe, lingering on a few select places before they flicked away, and a tender heat flared up beneath her blush. She thought he wasn’t looking. That he wouldn’t notice her once-over, or how her unaffected air was just an act.  
 
    She was nervous.  
 
    He could scent it on her, and that scent drove him fucking wild.  
 
    “You rented a limo,” she stated flatly when she raised her head. “Why am I not surprised? I figured you’d take corniness to a new level.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. If you’d like we can ditch it and I’ll take you to dinner on my bike so that your hair is ruined and you’re hoarse from screaming.” 
 
    Despite herself, one brow arched daintily. “You don’t really have a bike.” 
 
    He didn’t, but she didn’t have to know that. “Or maybe you’d prefer one of the many sports cars I own, just so that your teeth are ground down from all the hairpin turns by the time we make it to dinner.” 
 
    “Nope.” She shook her head. “Still not impressed.” 
 
    He shot her a wicked glance under lowered eyes and literally heard the intake of breath she no doubt didn’t want him to notice. “You will be when you find out why I chose the limo. It wasn’t just to try and steal your breath or woo you. I realize that you’re too… modern and advanced for the idea of courtship to be appealing. I do have my reasons, for wanting to go hands-free.” 
 
    As impossible as it was to believe, Colette really was a virgin. She blushed at his words, but she obviously didn’t get their full meaning, which meant that not only was she a virgin, she was also incredibly naïve.  
 
    Blaze stood back and watched while Colette held her head high and walked past him like he was the gunk she’d just scraped off the bottom of her shoe. It was rich, considering she’d blatantly asked him to do this for her.  
 
    Her spirit though… it was one of the things he found most attractive about her. That and apparently, she didn’t give a damn about him. She’d never even let on that she’d noticed him other than a cursory glance in his direction at meetings, which was always professional. She always appeared unaffected, and god, if that didn’t drive him nuts.  
 
    He whipped his head around and followed just in time to see Colette bend, one hand holding her skirt down to the backs of her thighs, as she got into the limo. It didn’t matter. He still got a nice view of her beautiful ass. His cock agreed with his brain one hundred percent that she had the best ass he’d ever seen and gave her a salute from his pants before he slammed his hands in his pocket and joined her.  
 
    Once they were seated in the back, the door closed, the driver slowly steered away from the curb. He had his instructions. The restaurant he’d booked for their dinner- an expensive place that required you either know the owner or make reservations a month in advance- was located on the other side of the city, so the drive would be just long enough for what he had in mind.  
 
    It just so happened, he’d gone to college with the guy who bought the place, so reservation was a word that wasn’t in his vocabulary and he didn’t even have to grease a single palm with a few extra thousand.  
 
    It was nice, having friends in deliciously high places.  
 
    Because he was a real bastard- though that had never been up for discussion- he found the stack of carefully arranged pages on the seat beside him and passed it across to Colette. She took it with a hand she wanted to pretend wasn’t trembling, but he caught the shiver. His nostrils flared at the vanilla, honeyed scent of her in close confines, but he quickly looked away, so she wouldn’t notice him appraising her like a wild animal.  
 
    He only wanted to scare her a little at first.  
 
    Not terrify her into jumping out of the goddamn moving car.  
 
    “What’s this?” She flipped through the pages absently, reading nothing.  
 
    “The contract.” 
 
    Her brows shot up. “It’s like, two hundred pages.” 
 
    “Yes, well, harassment is a serious thing nowadays. I also took the liberty of stating that because there is an age gap between us and I’m obviously more experienced, that I’ll inform you of everything I plan to do ahead of time and if you don’t explicitly agree, I’ll find an option more to your liking. Basically, the contract states this is consensual and neither party was in any way coerced. There is also a non-disclosure agreement that you’ll have to sign, at the very end. If all of that meets your approval, flip to page two hundred and eight, it’s marked with the yellow tab there, and sign. And then the page after, sign again.” 
 
    Her lips pursed into a delicious pout that he wanted to kiss off of them. “Are you freaking crazy?”  
 
    He shrugged. “Jury’s out on that one, but I’d lean towards, absolutely. Would you like a pen?”  
 
    She finally nodded and he passed one over, an expensive, useless thing, that he’d bought just because he could, and it was a waste of money. She signed her name with a flourish on both pages, then passed back the document.  
 
    He tsked and shook his head and her eyes blazed with fury at his apparent willingness to mock her. “You shouldn’t ever sign something without reading it first.” 
 
    “If you expected me to read that, we’d be here all damn night.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have any objections.” 
 
    Her lips buttoned into a thin line. He didn’t like it, so he decided to fill her in on exactly why a limo was an excellent choice of transportation. He had to admit, he’d spent a sleepless night contemplating just what it meant, exactly, when she said she was a virgin. How virgin was she? There were a thousand different shades of virgin. Just how inexperienced was the woman he’d been lusting after for the better part of two long fucking years?
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    To say the situation was uncomfortable was an understatement by far. The longer Colette sat in the back of the most luxurious limo she’d ever been in- okay, the only limo she’d ever been in- the more she felt it. The very air in the confined space seemed to be charged, like there was a short circuit in the wiring and it was sending all sorts of strange waves through the cab.  
 
    Blaze, dressed in an impeccable dark blue dress shirt and black dress pants, looking as gorgeous and as lethal as ever, leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. It was an unassuming position, more casual than she’d ever seen him before, but then again, she’d only ever really seen him leading meetings and sitting behind stuffy desks.  
 
    He was just as commanding in a more relaxed posture, if not more so. He looked every inch the hunter that she was starting to understand he was.  
 
    “You failed to see the point of a limo,” Blaze said with a smirk, shattering the velvet silence blanketing their plush surroundings.  
 
    Two black, plush leather benches faced each other, various cubbies and compartments tucked all around, stocked with things she could only dream about. The limo had a sunroof, but it was currently closed, and the partition was up, separating them from the driver she hadn’t even seen.  
 
    ‘I’m going to instruct you on its finer points.” His words dripped with some kind of emotion she didn’t fully understand, but a shiver ripped up her back as they swirled around her. “Open your legs.” 
 
    “W-what?” she gasped, completely taken off guard.  
 
    “I said, open your legs. Let me see my prize.” 
 
    “Your- prize? You make it sound like I’m some kind of horse or something you’ve won.” 
 
    “I believe it was you who asked me for this,” he stated flatly, not at all ashamed of what he’d just asked her to do. He might as well have told her to unroll the window, he was so casual about it. 
 
    “I- I did, but- you- you don’t have to be so crass about it.” 
 
    Blaze actually rolled his eyes. “Look, Office Baby, I know you’re a virgin and all- if you just want me to take your v-card, my cock in your pussy, I can do that for you. Happily. I’m sure I’ll enjoy it. You might too. You’re a beautiful woman and even if a scared virgin isn’t exactly my choice of companion, you should do nicely anyway, just because the strangeness of the request is exciting enough to make up for a less than stellar performance. If you’d like to actually enjoy this encounter to the fullest, to put my considerable skills to use, then I suggest you relax, take a deep breath, and open. Your. Legs.”  
 
    Colette sucked in a breath at his commanding tone. Although he softened his words with a self-satisfied smirk, it didn’t make them any less harsh. Or domineering.  
 
    “You know, you’re a real bastard. I’m starting to consider that this whole thing was a really bad idea and even though I don’t want to die a virgin and I work too much to make any kind of social life possible, I think I’ll just ask you to take me back home and call the whole thing off.” 
 
    He stared at her flatly, giving nothing away. “If that’s what you want.”  
 
    Honestly, she didn’t know what she wanted. Was it the man in front of her, so gorgeous that it wasn’t fair? That he didn’t even seem real? That he was committing some kind of crime just by looking that fucking amazing? Or to go back home and pretend that it never happened.  
 
    Of course, if she did that, she might have to change jobs. Going on the hunt wasn’t something she wanted to do at the moment. She’d already put the stupid request out there. She couldn’t just keep showing up at work, pretending like it never happened.  
 
    Crazy as it was, she’d opened her big mouth and jumped in with both feet and now that she was totally submerged in the icy waters that were Blake Hanson, she couldn’t just jump out dry and unscathed.  
 
    He leaned forward, fist balled to knock on the partition, but she shocked herself by slamming her hand into his chest and pushing him back into the seat across from her.  
 
    “No,” she panted. “No, I mean- I- no… I- we’re doing this. Okay. I’m just… nervous.” 
 
    His smirk told her just how satisfied he was with himself. He might have won whatever battle of wills they were playing at, but she sure as hell wasn’t going to let him win the war, even if going up against him was one hell of a daunting task.  
 
    “I don’t know just how inexperienced you are, Office Baby, but I promise you that opening your legs isn’t going to make you any less of a virgin.” 
 
    “I thought you were going to stop calling me that.”  
 
    “I never agreed on it.” 
 
    “It’s degrading.” 
 
    “Not to me.” 
 
    Her nostrils flared as she fought back the outrage blooming in her chest. Why the heck had she ever thought that this was the man she wanted to give her v-card to? Sure, she wanted to get rid of it. At twenty, it was embarrassing as hell to still realize that she’d never actually done the deed.  
 
    “I’m not going to spread my legs for you to stare at me lewdly like some kind of creep.” 
 
    “I didn’t think there was anything creepy about it.” His eyes sparkled and his face changed. He looked more like a little boy than he did a man in control of everything, and it was completely disarming. “But if you’d rather not enjoy what I had planned, and I promise you would enjoy it, then that’s fine. I’m not going to force you to do anything. We can move onto option B, which is to sit here staring at each other like lumps in uncomfortable silence until we get to dinner, which will likely take a good forty-five minutes.”  
 
    His words curled around her like a dark, filthy shadow, rich and dripping with promise.  
 
    She’d asked him for this. She wanted it. God, she’d wanted it for a long time, but not just with anyone. With him. She just wasn’t going to admit it, especially not to Blaze.  
 
    Despite herself, she did want to know what he had planned. She’d spent her entire high school life getting mocked for being a nerd and spending her time locked in her room coding. She’d been so busy developing apps and games and programs that she didn’t have time to go out with anyone. Not that anyone would have asked her. She didn’t even go to her own prom or grad, since there didn’t seem to be any point. No one had realized she wasn’t there anyway. She’d set her sights on a job right after high school and got a good one. One that most people would kill for. Between working her ass off trying to prove she belonged there, and undertaking her own personal projects, learning as much as she could along the way, dating hadn’t exactly been high on the priority list.  
 
    She was sitting across from Blaze Hanson and he was hers for the night. Was she really going to throw that away?  
 
    She’d worked so hard on that damn app just for this.  
 
    She was ashamed to admit it, even to herself, but she was never going to ask for a raise.  
 
    She was always going to ask for him.  
 
    So no, she wasn’t going to waste this night, no matter how embarrassed she might be to follow Mr. Asshole’s orders.  
 
    With a huff designed to tell him just what she thought about him sitting there presiding over her, ordering her, she slowly parted her legs.  
 
    And no, she didn’t wear her best set of underwear just for him. She’d worn them for her. To make herself feel pretty and special and desirable. Yes, they were black lace. Yes, they were a little sheer, with roses twining all over them. Yes, they were damp, despite her annoyance with the bastard across from her.  
 
    His eyes danced between her legs and smoldered.  
 
    Her body was clearly a traitor because she felt the rush of wetness soak her lace panties. There was nothing there to absorb all that moisture and she could literally feel the beads of her arousal trickling down, probably soaking her dress.  
 
    “Tell me, Office Baby,” Blaze ground out. “Do you find me attractive?”  
 
    Good lord. Did he really need her to stroke his already massive ego? 
 
    “I- if I didn’t, why would I have asked you to do this?”  
 
    “Beggars can’t be choosers?”  
 
    “Thanks. Thanks a lot.” 
 
    He winked at her before he tumbled to his knees in front of her, his hands splayed out on the seat at either side of her thighs. Another shiver ripped up her spine at the feral gleam in his eyes.  
 
    “I wanted to know if you found me attractive before. Because I promise you, there is nothing like seeing a man prostrate on his knees before you, knowing that you have all the power.”
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    Oh yeah. She wants me. She doesn’t want to, but she can’t help herself. This is fucking happening.  
 
    Blaze thought for a second that she was going to refuse. To make her job that much harder and the chase that much merrier, by asking him to take her home. Game. On. Instead, she changed her mind and god, seeing her sitting there, her dress riding up her creamy thighs, her black lace panties peeking out, nearly slayed him. He wasn’t the hunter at the moment. He was the damn prey.  
 
    Not that she knew it.  
 
    Which made it all that much hotter.  
 
    There wasn’t anything like a woman who didn’t understand her own beauty.  
 
    Blaze admitted that he was pretty damn shocked at the fact she wasn’t wearing granny panties. He’d always pegged her as a cotton underwear type of person and if she wasn’t, that she would have gone out and purchased a set just to taunt him.  
 
    But no. She was sitting there in her black lace number and his heart proceeded to tear out of his chest. Which was nothing compared to what his dick was currently doing. His balls felt like they’d just been kicked up into his stomach with a steel toed boot. In a good way. If something like that could be good because fisting- booting- that kind of thing wasn’t exactly his kink. 
 
    “I planned to take us to dinner, but I’m going to feast on you like you’re my last meal,” he growled. Nothing like breaking her in gently. 
 
    Colette made an astonished noise in the back of her throat. “W-why?” she gasped.  
 
    “Are you kidding me? You’re going to ask me, a man, why I’d like to taste your pussy?”  
 
    “I- I mean- thank god I showered.” 
 
    He didn’t look up at her. He figured if he did and she saw the naked lust in his eyes, she’d get up and bolt, high speeds or not. She was so fucking adorable. And he could already see beneath those panties he wanted to tear off her and shove in his pocket for safekeeping, that she was totally shaved. 
 
    Lord, never mind the boot, it felt like he’d just been shot in the nuts.  
 
    Because yeah. They hurt that bad.  
 
    “If you hadn’t, I’m sure you’d taste just as sweet.” He brought his face closer, swept his hands to her thighs, and inhaled deeply, scenting her beautiful feminine musk. It was barely there, honeyed and as sweet as the rest of her. She obviously wasn’t lying about just having showered.  
 
    She made a strangled noise in the back of her throat before he spread her thighs and kissed his way over them. She gasped and went rigid under his hands, the muscles of her thighs straining and vibrating. When he nipped the tender flesh of her inner thigh, she nearly shot through the roof.  
 
    “Jesus, god,” she muttered, her hands sweeping down automatically to grip at his hair.  
 
    And yeah. He didn’t give a fuck that it was going to be completely messed up in a five-star restaurant where a meal cost more than what most people made in a month. Or that he’d undoubtedly smell like her pussy.  
 
    “Not Jesus and not God,” he muttered darkly, a hint of self-deprecating humor in his tone. “Just Blaze. Or, Office Master. Or if you must, Sex God. Because I suppose I definitely am that.” 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” she ground out, but her lips wavered, a direct giveaway that she’d thought about him with some kind of title that wasn’t his name.  
 
    “I have no doubt about that, but tonight, I’m your idiot.” 
 
    He’d warmed her up enough with gentle kisses and caresses. He wanted the real thing. He was going to take her, lick her, tempt her, tantalize her, make her come all over his face, all while she still had her panties on.  
 
    It might be more of a challenge but challenge motherfucking accepted.  
 
    “You’re quite rude,” she panted as he brought his face in close and inhaled her sweet crisp scent. It made saliva jet at the back of his mouth. “We don’t even know each other and you’re commanding me to spread my legs like some kind of hussy. Or your usual date.” 
 
    “Now who’s being rude?” 
 
    “You’re an asshole. If I’m going to call you anything, it’s going to be Captain Ass or Man-whore Extraordinaire.”  
 
    “That’s quite inventive. You seem to be in the right business, wrong department. I can talk to marketing for you, if you’d like. Get you over on their side. As to Captain Ass, I like the ring of it. It means that you’ve obviously spent some time studying my rear, and it’s completely flattering to know you care so much.” 
 
    “Did I ever tell you that you’re arrogant and that I can’t stand to be in the same room with you?”  
 
    His fingers dug into her thighs, making her gasp. If it was odd that they were having the longest conversation they’d ever had in two years while he was staring down her most intimate, lace covered lady bits, it never crossed his mind. By the way she was panting though, it had obviously crossed hers.  
 
    “Careful,” he warned, right before he brought his mouth to her panty covered sex. He swirled his tongue out and licked her through the lace, and god, she was sweet. So fucking sweet it threw off his equilibrium. “There’s a fine line between hate and love.” 
 
    “I could never love you, so don’t worry about that. That’s not what this is about.” Her voice was breathy as she struggled to maintain her sanity with his face pressed right up against her heated core.  
 
    “Right. This is about this.”  
 
    He swept his tongue more slowly over her heated folds and there was no way Colette could blame the bump in the road for the way she lurched forward and her hips jacked into his face.  
 
    He tasted her, pressing his tongue flat to her panties and licking her from front to back. He swirled over her folds, exploring his prize- and it was his prize, even if she didn’t know it yet- before his lips latched onto the hard little bud of her clit. She was throbbing, straining right through the fabric, absolutely soaked.  
 
    She was also a liar because she was wet before he even touched her.  
 
    He swirled his hand through her juices, coating his fingers off the sticky lace and reached up. He pulled back just enough to see the look on Colette’s face, which was a mix of disgust, shock, and twisted lust.  
 
    She might be a good liar. She might be good at pretending he didn’t damn well exist most days, but she couldn’t lie about this. Her body was a traitor and she liked what he was doing.  
 
    “Taste yourself. Taste what I make you feel. How much you enjoy it.” 
 
    She shook her head hard, strands of dark hair whipping all over the place, her eyes round like he’d just jumped into the car dripping seaweed and slime and announced he was a lake monster come to eat her soul.  
 
    “Why? Are you afraid that you’ll enjoy it?”  
 
    “I- I’m not going to- I- I don’t enjoy it. Not like how you think. This is just a natural biological function.” 
 
    Blaze retracted his hand. He leaned away from her and pushed off the seat, shoving back into his, until he was sitting across from her. Slowly, so that she could watch every single moment and savor every filthy second of it, he brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked her juices clean. When he popped them back out, he made sure to make an exaggerated humming sound in the back of his throat.  
 
    “You disgust me,” she panted, arousal staining her cheeks a pretty pink.  
 
    He shrugged. “Yes, well. The feeling isn’t mutual. In fact, I think you’re rather delicious. You taste like honey and vanilla. And something deep, dark, spicier. Cinnamon maybe? Cloves? I don’t know. I just know that I like it.  That I want more.” 
 
    Her lips parted a little further as the red-stained her cheeks darker. She finally realized she was still sitting there in a rather un-lady like position and slammed her legs closed. Her eyes swept to his and despite the anger in those steely depths, desire burned there too.  
 
    “You- you can’t- this wasn’t in the contract.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize we wrote up a contract about exactly how you wanted this night to go. I didn’t think just ramming my cock into you and puncturing a barrier was very romantic.” 
 
    “You’re very crass,” she snapped. Her jaw ticked with her annoyance, but that flush betrayed her the same way her body did.  
 
    “Oh, sweetheart, you have no idea. And I promise, you’ll like it, if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Doubtful.” 
 
    “Hardly. You know, I was going to give you an orgasm, maybe two or three, before we got to dinner, but I guess you don’t want those.” He winked at her. “They would have been the best of your life, because I doubt your fingers or any vibrator would do the job half as well as my tongue.” 
 
    Colette blew out a hard breath. “Yeah, well, I don’t need one. And for your information, I think your skills are highly overrated.” 
 
    “Based on the ten seconds you just allowed me between your legs?” 
 
    “No!” Her eyes shot to the window. “Based on the fact that my fingers and my vibrator do a more than satisfactory job.” 
 
    “Oh. I see.” He nodded slowly, like he was deep in thought. He kept his eyes trained on her, even though she refused to look at him and found the window and the passing scenery vastly more fascinating. “Not only are you a virgin, virgin, you’re also a good orgasm virgin. When you make yourself come, do you settle for just once? Or do you go back for round two and three?”  
 
    She bit down on her bottom lip, refusing to dignify that with an answer, and he knew he was right.  
 
    “I hope dinner is good at least,” he muttered. He waited until her head slowly swiveled back to him, like some comical version of a pissed off horned owl. All that was missing was the burning yellow eyes, but those greys were doing a pretty good job of glowing feral all on their own. “Because I am. Absolutely. Starved.”
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 Colette 
 
      
 
    It was pretty clear, by the time their dessert, arrived, that she’d made a deal with the devil.  
 
    Hell, it was clear far before they even arrived at the restaurant.  
 
    She was uncomfortably wet and uncharacteristically hot. It felt like she was boiling alive in her own skin. She’d never felt that way before and of course, it was all because of the demon sitting across from her. He was no less imposing at the table than he had been in the confined space of the car. No less composed either, even after what he’d done.  
 
    If she’d learned one thing, it was that Blaze Hanson had no shame.  
 
    And a wickedly talented tongue.  
 
    Which she, of course, wouldn’t truly admit to herself. She’d just sampled it. She didn’t really know that for a fact. And if she was more experienced, she probably wouldn’t have been impressed. In the car. Or by the way he was slowly licking cheesecake off his fork like with every bite he was imagining tasting her instead.  
 
    Don’t forget that he’s an asshole. That he’s a smug, stuck up bastard who is far too confident in his reputation and his so-called talents.  
 
    Don’t be taken in by a pretty face.  
 
    A really pretty face. 
 
    Or an expensive suit. Or the rock-hard abs and huge broad shoulder below. Or the way he rolled up his sleeves so that his forearms are sticking out.  
 
    Damn it.  
 
    She couldn’t not be flattered by the way he kept looking at her all throughout their expensive meal. He’d ordered for her. Not because she’d told him to, but because he was a dick like that. He somehow picked the exact thing she would have ordered for herself and that just pissed her off further. It was some chicken and seafood dish with a white wine cream sauce that she was pretty sure was made out of pure gold because it certainly tasted that way.  
 
    Colette had never felt sultry in her life. She knew that her curves were just so-so. That her breasts were on the small side, that her waist might be narrow, and her hips didn’t flare out enough and that her ass was definitely not lush or supple. She was average height. Average built. Average all around. She wasn’t a blonde. She didn’t have blue eyes. Her face wasn’t shaped like the kind that was splashed all over magazines.  
 
    So why then, did Blaze keep studying her as if she was all of those things? Tall? Blonde? Stacked. A model worthy of magazines and billboards alike.  
 
    “So…” Blaze swirled his fork through his cheesecake and somehow made sticking it between his lips the most sexual thing on the planet.  
 
    Colette hated that the heat shimmering under her skin turned up a thousand notches, reaching near furnace levels. She squirmed a little in her chair as his eyes landed directly on her, scalding her with a heat all of their own.  
 
    “Tell me how you managed to wind up the youngest employee at HBAD. How did you manage to get your pretty, little, tight ass hired at eighteen?”  
 
    “I’m pretty sure that referring to my ass that way is grounds for sexual harassment, contract or not.”  
 
    He rolled his eyes. Actually rolled his eyes, like a normal human being experiencing humor and sarcasm at its finest. She didn’t think that Blaze Hanson actually had real emotions. That underneath that flawless skin, toned muscle, and beautiful exterior, he might just be a series of circuits and wires.  
 
    “Tell me how you managed to become one of the richest people in Florida by the time you turned thirty.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes again, and god, why was it sexy when he did that? “Richest? Please. There are so many rich people in Florida that to count them all would be like to number the rain. I’m hardly the richest. Just rich enough.” 
 
    Colette pushed her fork through her own cheesecake, which was absolutely divine. Even though she was nervous and her body was being plucked at like she was an instrument and Blaze the one to stroke her with his talented hands, even from across the table, she’d managed to taste most of her meal, not just pick at it. The cheesecake was even better, but she’d pretty much lost her appetite for being at the restaurant. She hated to admit that she just wanted to go back to his place and get it done already.  
 
    And not because she was eager.  
 
    Because the anxiety crawling up her throat and the inferno brewing under her skin were next to unbearable. The idea was a horrible one and the sooner it was over, the better.  
 
    “Well, how did you get rich enough then?”  
 
    He chuckled, a dark, spicy sound that no, she most certainly did not enjoy.  
 
    “I worked my ass off.” 
 
    “You mean you were born with a trust fund and did minimal work to get by while you partied and acted like a spoiled brat and screwed your way through school?”  
 
    His perfect lips quirked up at the corners, and no, it also wasn’t distracting that he’d had those lips on her intimate places right before dinner. Not distracting at all.  
 
    “I suppose you could say that. And after- you know. Everyone knows. I developed a few apps. They took off. Did a few more. I was always good at that.” 
 
    “Coding?”  
 
    “Giving people what they want.” 
 
    Holy. Shit. Those words and his pointed, predatory glare did not hit her right between the legs. No, her panties were not smoking or soaking. Okay, fucking shit, hell yes, they were. She squirmed uncomfortably, cursing her body for being so damn easy when it came to Blaze. For falling for his charms like everyone else with ovaries did.  
 
    She wanted to be better than that.  
 
    Though if she was, she wouldn’t be sitting there at the moment after just having signed a cherry popping contract.  
 
    Yeah. The whole thing pretty much shot her dignity to shit.  
 
    “And- you…” 
 
    “Made some good investments with that money? Developed and sold more apps? Absolutely. Got richer? Yes. Money makes more money. Did it until I could get some investors to back me so that I could make my own company? Yes. That would be right. Became a powerhouse and a force to be reckoned with because we hire the best? Yes. Right, right and right.” 
 
    “Make your employees slave for you? Barely compensate them for their work while you reap all the rewards?”  
 
    His brows pulled together and his fork paused in mid-air. He slowly set it back down on his plate. The way he looked at her was absolutely terrifying, with the burning eyes of a wolf.  
 
    “I didn’t realize there was a problem with compensation. It hasn’t been brought to our attention that paying double what the average salary is for the most part, was a problem.” 
 
    “I- uh- I mean…” 
 
    “No. By all means.” He picked up his fork and dropped his gaze, but she couldn’t breathe a sigh of relief. “Tell me how you got hired at eighteen when people twice that age apply over and over and never even get called for an interview.” 
 
    Colette gave up all pretenses of eating and pushed her plate away. She met his gaze head-on, though it made her stomach cramp. Staring at Blaze’s far too handsome face was like banking another log on the blaze inside of her.  
 
    Blaze. How apt. She’d never thought of his name that way before.  
 
    Was it really his? Or maybe that was just a nickname he’d earned, judging from what he did to women, turned them to liquid, molten fire inside, and it stuck.  
 
    “I- I actually did work hard. I wasn’t born to rich parents. I never really fit in at school. I was a girl and I was interested in techy things, so people thought I was a nerd. Naturally, I was uncool and didn’t have much of a social life, so I spent it working on my own projects. My parents worked hard so that I could have a new computer, a new laptop, blah, blah, blah, all that stuff I needed. They sent me to camps so that I could learn new things, and they sure as heck weren’t cheap. I’m an only child, so I guess you can say maybe I was spoiled. Or at least, they invested their time to give me the things I needed and wanted. I got good at it. Spent all my time on it, so yeah. I guess I had a pretty impressive portfolio even when I was in high school. I made my first app when I was fifteen and it made just over five thousand dollars. That’s pretty thrilling, so I guess it inspired me to get better, work harder, all that. So yeah. Uh- I guess that’s that. I saw the ad and I applied. Got hired. End of story.” 
 
    “Except it’s not the end of the story,” Blaze said thickly.  
 
    She watched his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed and somehow even his throat was sexual. “What- uh- what do you mean?”  
 
    “Getting hired was just the start. Tell me…” He ran his tongue over his bottom lip, making it glisten in lighting the expensive crystal gilded chandeliers overhead threw off. “Why did you really ask me for this? You could have had anyone.”  
 
    “No. I- well- I have no idea what you mean by anyone. I work too much. I have no social life. Never had. Probably never will. I don’t have the necessary skills to get guys to like me on dates, so I learned a long time ago not to bother.” 
 
    “Impossible.” 
 
    “Oh, it was possible, believe me. I’ve been on so many bad dates that I just stopped trying. Online dating sucks. Getting hooked up sucks. Meeting people at work sucks. It all sucks. So, yeah. Unless I wanted to die a virgin, which I don’t, I thought this was my best shot.” 
 
    “And if I’d said no and fired you?”  
 
    She shrugged, though it wasn’t as casual as she wanted it to appear. “I guess I would have lived with it. With myself. Got another job somewhere.” 
 
    “It was really worth the risk?”  
 
    “Honestly, I weighed the risk and I didn’t think you’d actually say no. Being that you banged your own secretary and the whole office knows it.” 
 
    “I never pegged you as one to listen to rumors.” 
 
    “The screams and the noises spoke for themselves.” 
 
    Blaze scraped the rest of his cheesecake off his plate and took his time savoring it. When Colette watched his tongue sweep out over his bottom lip like it had in the car after he’d tasted her, she very nearly spontaneously ovulated. She cursed herself for wearing lace and not her thick, absorbent, ugly as hell cotton panties.  
 
    She shifted, rubbing her legs together to try and ease the ache, but Blaze’s eyes landed on her and with a knowing light that made her face heat up and she stopped what she was doing.  
 
    “Are you going to eat that?” He indicated her barely touched cheesecake. 
 
    “No. I don’t think so. I was honestly too full for dessert, but since you ordered for me and didn’t ask…” 
 
    “I’ll eat it for you. Pass it over.” 
 
    She did, a little amazed that a guy like him could eat like that and still look like a bronzed Adonis.  
 
    “How many times a week do you work out?”  
 
    He shrugged as he started in on her dessert. “A few. Why? Do you like what you see?”  
 
    “Can you possibly say one thing that isn’t totally conceited?”  
 
    “It was just a question. Not at all conceited, unless you took it that way, since you like what you see, and you think I must know it.”  
 
    “You’re a dick.” 
 
    “What was that? You’re going to like my dick? I really have no doubt about that.” 
 
    Colette strangled a frustrated groan.  
 
    “I have a really nice penthouse. The whole top floor of a high rise downtown. I also own a king-sized bed, but I think that’s a little boring. Too vanilla, when the glass table, the quartz countertops, the massive leather sectional- bought because it easily wipes clean- or the floor, on top of the sheep skin rug in the living room, could all work well.” 
 
    Colette glanced around frantically to see if anyone near them at the other tables had heard. The other diners, who looked very well off indeed, if the amount of jewelry and fur was any indication- yes, fur, in Florida, but they went about what they were doing, eating, laughing, talking, and paid them no attention. Thank god.  
 
    “Wh-why- how… we’re having dinner!” She hissed anyway. “Have some care.”  
 
    “Why? I’m rich enough to do and say what I want, when I want.” 
 
    Ire spiked in her chest, cutting off her breath and the hair on the back of her neck stood up in pure outrage.  
 
    Colette leaned in, fisting her hands on the tabletop. “No. That is not how things work. Just because you have money, you don’t get a pass on being rude or being an asshole.” 
 
    “Asshole? I’m surprised you swear. You seem like the good girl, mousy type. The kind that goes to church every single Sunday, maybe on Wednesdays too. The kind that still has her twenty year old cherry intact.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” she hissed, leaning even further forward.  
 
    She knew she probably looked like a crazed banshee or a raging bull with one of those straps tied over its junk for sport, but she didn’t actually care at the moment. The urge to throttle the smug bastard overrode any of her concerns for decorum or common sense. She might have just lectured him about causing a scene, but at the moment, the rules didn’t apply to her. And she didn’t have a cent to her name. Go figure.  
 
    “Here’s another one for you. Fuck you. Fuck you and this whole fucking thing. Fuck my lapse of judgment. Fuck the contract. Fuck the stupid competition. The only thing not getting fucked tonight is you.”  
 
    She shoved back her chair so quickly that it scraped noisily across the expensive tiled floor. At the moment, seeing a coating of hatred induced black, she couldn’t actually care. Everything seemed to slow down, including all the other people around them. Colette could feel the weight of their stares burning into her. She’d never been an object of scorn or ridicule before. She’d never actually asked for any kind of attention ever.  Wearing a retro dress that cost twenty dollars, hardly any makeup, no plastic surgery, sans jewelry, and with only a couple grand to her name, she definitely stood out and not in a good way.  
 
    Blaze watched her every move, but even after she stormed away from the table and picked her way through the maze of tables, to the front of the extravagant restaurant with the fountain complete with koi fish and the chandelier that looked like it was probably thirty feet long. She rushed past the startled hostess and out into the night air.  
 
    It wasn’t cool and the humidity rose up to give her a wet slap to the face. She could almost instantly feel her hair straightening out and frizzing up top. A sticky sheen of sweat blanketed her skin as she walked, huffing, a few feet down the sidewalk.  
 
    Blaze still didn’t come after her.  
 
    Not that she wanted him to.  
 
    She meant what she said about the whole thing being a ridiculous mistake. Not that she’d said it like that. She could have been nice, but really, what was the need when Blaze so clearly loved being crass instead?  
 
    Her parents would have been ashamed of her. Her granny would have wept. And the fact that she thought about those two things made her want to scream. And scream and scream and scream. It didn’t matter if she walked down the sidewalk looking like a deranged psycho.  
 
    She made it down the block and Blaze never came out to see where she’d gone. He probably didn’t care. Probably wanted to finish that cheesecake. God, he probably had six other girls on speed-dial, if that was still even a thing, and was burning up his phone at the moment, ordering them to his house to fuck them in his huge bed, on the glass table, on his expensive furniture and in his kitchen.  
 
    Fuck Blaze Hanson.  
 
    Not literally.  
 
    Just figuratively.  
 
    Because she was so done with that. With guys who thought that being an ass was the only way to treat a woman. That all women were just pieces of meat and- and holes to stick their wieners in.  
 
    Colette managed to hold her head high as she marched down the street. She may have caved and looked behind her once but Blaze still wasn’t there. She was glad she had her purse and her phone and enough cash to call for a cab.  
 
    By the time she reached her apartment, an hour later, she’d decided that it didn’t matter if she stayed a virgin until she was fifty. If all that was out there were guys like Blaze Hanson, shiny and pretty on the surface, rotting on the inside, a wormy apple with in all actuality, a small dick- since he seemed to be compensating for so much by being rich and a huge jerk- she was just fine with staying single.  
 
    Maybe by the time she was fifty they would have invented robots and she could marry one of those. A robot that never talked back and answered politely, let her finish first in their strange (and likely very kinky) machine sex and actually helped around the house.  
 
    Yeah. Not likely. But she could always hope.  
 
    Until then, she was just fine with the fingers and the vibrator that Blaze had scorned. Screw him. He knew. Absolutely. Less. Than. Nothing. She’d given herself far more satisfaction in the past than he did with his stupid dinner and his stupid limo.  
 
    And no, no she wasn’t a liar.
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 Colette 
 
      
 
    The shitty thing about messing up an already complicated date with a man-whore boss, was that the complications were tenfold. Colette spent the entire weekend worrying, sweating, anxiety and nerves gnawing away at her insides. She had all of Saturday and all of Sunday to think about how the date had gone wrong.  
 
    Correction. It went wrong from the second she walked into Blaze’s office and opened her big mouth. It just went downhill from there.  
 
    By the time Monday morning rolled around, Colette was such a mess that she was afraid she’d barf up the breakfast she hadn’t been able to eat, all over the elevator floor.  
 
    Somehow, she managed to make it up to her department without spewing, though bile flooded the back of her throat and her stomach felt like a tiny little boat trapped in the middle of a storm-tossed sea. Or maybe like she was on that boat. Maybe she could make an app about that. The user was the boat. Trying to navigate stormy, tossing waters before it sank.  
 
    Yeah. It could fly.  
 
    Because thinking shitty thoughts about even shittier app ideas was still better than thinking about Blaze Hanson.  
 
    And how he’d had his mouth all over her sex. Even if her panties were in the way. And no, she didn’t think about his mouth all weekend. No, she didn’t have to tuck herself into bed after her failed date and ease the frustration with her fingers. The only reason she thought about the incident at all, was because she was trying to work out how she was going to look Blaze in the eye ever again.  
 
    Or any of her fellow employees.  
 
    She was still worrying about it, her pulse point nearly jumping out of her skin, her heart rattling around in her chest, her stomach sloshing all over the place, when Margo spotted her and made a break down the hall to trap Colette in the break room where she was tucking her lunch bag into the fridge.  
 
    Margo, who was normally fairly composed, given that she worked in accounting and had the world’s most boring job- her very words- looked like she’d just been entrusted with one hell of a secret and was dying to blurt it. Her palm hovered near her lips, as though she could keep the secret jammed inside.  
 
    Margo was one of those people that never seemed to age. She was in her early thirties, no boyfriend, no kids, two cats at home, but she looks like a cross between a teenager- with her vibrant yellow sweater and red plaid skirt, paired with canvas flats, and an 1800’s spinster, due to her hair and her old school glasses.  
 
    She had mousy brown hair that was naturally curly and never quite tamed. It usually puffed out around her head like an ominous, unruly cloud of dust kicked up on a dry back road. Her big brown eyes were wide and luminous behind her cat eyeglasses. She literally looked like a cat who just ate its owner’s favorite bird and was bursting at the seams.  
 
    “What?” Colette spun around to face Margo after she jammed her lunch bag into the already bursting fridge.  
 
    She’d timed everything perfectly to make sure she didn’t show up early to work. She was right on time, but that meant that everyone else was already there and the one fridge in the break room really wasn’t enough for everyone. It was lucky she could even get the door closed.  
 
    Margo made a muffled sound behind her jammed up lips.  
 
    Colette nearly fisted her hands and slammed them to her hips in impatience. “What? Come on, Margo? What’s going on? You look like you’ve seen a cross between a ghost and something gross. I don’t even know what that is at the moment, but seriously, you’re scaring me. Were you watching those videos about animals giving birth again? Because I told you to stop that. They’re scary. I can’t believe people post those things online. Barf.” 
 
    “No!” Margo’s thick eyebrows swiveled together underneath the thick frame of her glasses.  
 
    Her forehead wrinkled up like a prune. She stalked over and grabbed Colette by the upper arm so hard that she let out a squeak of surprise. She was too stunned not to let Margo drag her over to the coffee maker, like they were going to get a cup of early morning java to kick start their butts into creative gear for the day, not like they were bending their heads to whisper about some illicit secret.  
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” Margo hissed under her breath. “I thought we were friends. You should have told me. Now everyone knows. It’s definitely out. You’re probably going to get bombarded today.” 
 
    “What?” Colette asked as she shook Margo’s hand off her arm.  
 
    She stared down at her friend, the one real friend that she had at HBAD. Everyone else was okay, decent even, but she knew that deep down, a lot of people were jealous of her getting a good position when she was barely out of high school and had no real experience, at least in their books. People were civil, but it never really ran any deeper than that. Margo was the one person who’d always been kind to Colette, probably because she didn’t have many friends of her own, in or out of work.  
 
    The whole crazy cat lady, bookish nerdy accountant thing Margo had going on likely deterred a lot of people who couldn’t see past her boring exterior to the heart of gold that lay within. Colette wasn’t one of those people. Margo befriended her on her first day of work and made her feel at home. They’d eaten lunch together every single day for years. Sometimes they even hung out outside of work.  
 
    Truthfully, Margo’s cats were pretty cool. And she had a wicked green thumb. Her apartment was overflowing with plants, all contained in little garden type structures so that her cats couldn’t eat them. She also had a killer collection of vinyl, was a mean bowler, and knew of the best comedy spots and used bookstores in the city. She loved to thrift and antique, and all of that was right up Colette’s alley.  
 
    Despite her eclectic taste, Margo didn’t consider herself at all creative. Colette hated logic and the boring, mundane side of numbers. She didn’t have the patience to sit down and make everything add up and balance perfectly. In essence, she and Margo made a good team.  
 
    “Mr. Sex,” Margo whisper-yelled back at Colette.  
 
    Oh no. Oh my god, please no.  
 
    “We agreed we weren’t going to call him that anymore,” she whisper-yelled back. She did a quick double take to make sure no one was walking past the break room. “Chad came close to overhearing us and we put the brakes on that before anyone found out we’d given him that nickname. And he doesn’t deserve it. He might be hot, but he’s also an asshole. He’s a danger to women all over the world. Mr. Gross is more like it.”  
 
    Margo rolled her eyes again. Her lips wobbled with the effort of holding her excitement in. Colette’s stomach cramped up. She had a feeling she really wasn’t going to like whatever Margo had to tell her.  
 
    “What? What about him?” she prompted, when Margo started stammering something, a garbled up jumble of language that didn’t even make sense.  
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me? I thought you would have trusted me with something like that.” Margo’s lips wobbled again, but this time, hurt sparked in her eyes.  
 
    Colette’s throat closed up. She felt like she’d just been picked up by a giant and plunked into a pot of boiling water. “What do you mean I didn’t tell you? What’s going on? Margo!” She stopped just short of gripping her friend’s arms and shaking her.  
 
    Margo blinked back at her, confused and still a little betrayed. “You and- and Mr. Sex. I mean- you always said you didn’t like him. We agreed he was hot, but like all insanely beautiful men who walk around like they’re sex incarnate, he was a huge asshole. We agreed to not like him. So- I- I never thought you’d- I mean- you’re dating? How? When? You have to tell me everything!” 
 
    “D-dating?”  
 
    Colette tried to draw in a few breaths, but her lungs felt like they’d been sealed shut. She tried to grip Margo’s arms, to use her like a lifeline when the room began to tilt and spin, but she missed and as the black spots danced in front of her vision, closing in around her like someone had just snuck into her head and turned off the lights, she wobbled. She swayed towards the counter where the coffeepot sat, percolating away, its pleasant aroma and happy little sounds so at odds with the violent quaking going on in the room.                
 
    The floor seemed to be shifting and rolling, like an internal earthquake was happening and the kitchen was the epicenter of it all. It felt like a giant pit was opening up, yawning ahead of her as she stumbled. Suddenly, the counter seemed very far away, and the earth was rolling and everything was black.  
 
    Colette went down hard, a shriek and a muffled curse echoed in the background, doing nothing to break her fall. She hit hard, groping in the dark as she tried to find her way, right herself, clear her head and somehow get vertical again.  
 
    Except getting vertical seemed like a very daunting task.  
 
    While her fingers scrabbled at something abrasive, the break room carpet with its industrial low pill, she struggled to draw in a few labored breaths. Her lungs were more than just on fire. They felt like they’d been doused in gas and set ablaze. Her head rung, the shrill chimes sounding right between her ears in a splitting cacophony that she couldn’t shut off or tune out.  
 
    While she was trying to convince her lungs to do what they were supposed to do and save her freaking life by inhaling just a little bit of oxygen around all that fire, something changed. She inhaled and she smelled… something sharp. Crisp. Biting and fresh, like the ocean in the morning with all its spicy trees gathered around its shore to bathe in the early morning dew.  
 
    Which was both impossible and ridiculous, because she’d never been to the ocean and she’d smelled pine trees only a few times. She’d hardly ever even been out of the city. And she was pretty sure that she was still in the lunchroom in an executive high rise building that was two stories away from being completely corporate and soulless.  
 
    Something hard and strong, firm and unyielding, wrapped around her. All of a sudden, she was being lifted, carried. She swung out wildly, flailing her arms, wondering why the hell she still couldn’t see anything. A muffled oomph sounded right next to her ear when her fist connected with someone squishy, soft, and warm. Skin.  
 
    Oh no.  
 
    The scent. The spicy sharpness flooding her lungs. The hard, unyielding planes, the warmth seeping through her…  
 
    The lunchroom never smelled that good. Most of the time it stank of a combination of something close to rancid tuna and old coffee. The floor certainly was never that warm.  
 
    Her hand flailed and she caught the edge of something soft and smooth. Her fingers curled around it before she could think better of it, and she realized that it was the crease of fabric. Warm fabric. Warm, because it was heated by the body below it.  
 
    “Put me down!” Colette protested. She shook her head violently, and what do you know, the stars gave way and the darkness parted way. Her head cleared and the ringing stopped.  
 
    A rich, deep laugh filled up her ears. Worse, she could feel that laughter bubbling up from the body pressed so intimately against hers. From the unyielding chest that it belonged to. She felt it right from his diaphragm, which was embarrassingly close to her side, felt his lung expand near her own chest. The rush of warm, minty scented air hit her in the face like a devastating blast, tickling her cheek.  
 
    “No way. You fainted in the lunchroom. It’s my job as your boss, to make sure you’re okay. Health and safety standards and all.” 
 
    “Put me down!” Colette protested again. She planted her palm smack dab in the middle of the warm rock pressed up against her, but it was like trying to push away real rock. He didn’t budge.  
 
    She blinked hard and when the last of the stars cleared, she realized she wasn’t in the lunchroom anymore. She was in an office. Blaze’s office. The door was closed, and it was just them, and he was holding her in his freaking arms.  
 
    Holding her, like she weighed nothing at all. He was staring down at her, his gaze transfixed on her face. No, not just on her face. On her mouth. He was watching her mouth, watching her with that sheen in his eyes and that predatory look he’d had when he stared at her in the back of the limo. Like he wanted to devour her.  
 
    What was wrong with her that her stomach cramped up and her mouth went dry and an uncomfortable zing of lust induced electricity shot straight between her legs?  
 
    “You- you bastard,” she stammered. She hated that her voice wobbled, just like her legs surely would if the brute holding her ever bothered to listen to her and set her back down on her feet. “You told everyone that we were dating?” The word came out like it was poisonous.  
 
    Blaze blinked down at her. God. From that angle, his dark lashes looked like they were a thousand miles long. His lips were even more devastating, pouty and firm in turns, but perfectly shaped. His cheekbones appeared severe, but his glowing eyes softened the harshness of his features. He was almost too beautiful to be real. Colette wasn’t sure if it was the overhead lighting that was shining too bright in her sensitive eyes or if Blaze was really so gorgeous it hurt to look at him.  
 
    In essence, he was every woman’s fantasy, ripped straight from the pages of the smuttiest of smutty novels, come to life.  
 
    “Not everyone,” he drawled, like the whole thing was a joke to him. “I just made sure that I had a rather large, rather grand looking bouquet of flowers delivered to your desk this morning. It was my way of making up for acting less than chivalrous at our date the other night. It wasn’t exactly my fault that the rest of the office is nosy and can’t keep their hands to themselves. Or that the florist might have mistakenly labeled the card, All my love, Blaze.” 
 
    “Mistakenly?” Colette spat. “You- you Neanderthal! You’re a scheming, lying, beastly, terrible troll of a man. Put me down! You did that on purpose! You want everyone to think we’re dating. Though I have no idea why. You never- er… you never…” 
 
    “What?” Blaze’s brow cocked upward in amusement. “I never what?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Colette muttered, her face on fire. “Just put me down before everyone thinks we’re doing something inappropriate in here.” 
 
    Blaze leaned down, tucking his face against her ear so that his lips brushed the sensitive skin right below her lobe and his breath tickled the heated column of her neck.  
 
    “Oh, I’m counting on it.” He took two steps and unceremoniously did as she asked, opening up his arms and releasing her so quickly that she didn’t have a hope in hell of catching herself.  
 
    Colette stared up at the asshat from the tangle of her own limbs. She was thankful she’d opted for leggings and a tunic, since a dress would have only made the entire situation a thousand times more embarrassing. Even so, she pulled down the hem of her tunic and swept a hand over her wild hair.  
 
    Fuming, she stumbled to her feet. She was beyond repairing her dignity, but she slammed a finger at Blaze anyway. He just stared back at her, his too perfect lips quirked into a smile she was ashamed to admit that she wanted to eat off his face. Not just kiss. No, she wanted to devour him. She wanted to bite him. Claw at him. Do things that she never would have dreamed of doing.  
 
    And she hated that he had the power to affect her like that. To make her freaking pass out on the lunchroom floor. That he could disarm her completely and send her into a tailspin just by wrapping his far too muscular arms around her and pressing her up against his sinful body. Sinful. Yes, it was well known that he used that body for sin.  
 
    He confirmed it when he inclined his head and smirked at her knowingly. “I think what you wanted to say was that I’m never with the same woman twice. That’s how you would have worded it, so I’ll put it nicely, just for you. I know how much you hate it when I say crass things. You’re a good girl, aren’t you, Colette. A sweet, prim, proper, good little girl. Who storms into her boss’ office and demands that he take her virginity.”  
 
    “You- you….” Colette couldn’t come up with a word vile enough for Blaze, so she pressed her lips into a hard line. “That was a lapse in judgment. I told you to rip up that contract.” 
 
    “No can do,” Blaze drawled, as he sauntered over to his office chair. He pulled the thing out and plopped down, looking sinful as the devil himself when he sprawled out and kicked his expensive leather shoes up on the desk. He winked at her. “I have a reputation to keep. So, sweetheart, I’m afraid you’re stuck with me, at least until I fulfill the obligations set out on those pages.” 
 
    “Rip. It. Up.” 
 
    “No.” He yawned, like the whole conversation actually bored him. “You need to live a little, Colette. Get out and experience new things. Life isn’t all about work and coding. It’s about fun. It’s about pleasure.” He let the word roll off his tongue as his gaze swept over her, so hot it was like a brand.  
 
    Despite her best efforts not to, Colette shivered. “Go to hell, Mr. Hanson. It’s never going to happen.” 
 
    “Okay, sweetheart. Enjoy your day. Try not to let the rumor mill bother you too much. If it’s getting out of hand, you can always come to me for help. I’d be happy to clarify whatever misunderstandings arise from the flowers. Oh, and Colette… I’ll pick you up at seven tonight. Wear a dress again.” 
 
    With that, he dropped his feet, swiveled around, gave her his side and started typing something furiously into his open laptop.  
 
    She stood there stunned, in disbelief at how easily he’d dismissed her. She let out an undignified huff of rage before she stormed to the door. She was about to rip it open, when stupidly, she looked back.  
 
    Blaze blew her a kiss without looking up from his work.
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 Blaze 
 
      
 
    Blaze had once told himself he wasn’t going to be that kind of boss. The kind who fucked his employees. For the most part, he’d managed to keep that promise to himself. He’d had only one small mishap. Okay, maybe two. No one got fired. There was no lawsuit. The world kept turning.  
 
    How the hell Colette was still single, let alone a virgin, was beyond him.  
 
    She was the kind of beautiful that literally was like the sun. It hurt to look at. If you stared directly into the surface, it would probably blind you.  
 
    She was incredible. A woman worthy of a thousand one night stands. Of an infinite amount of lawsuits. Of countless sleepless nights.  
 
    Which is exactly what he’d spent thinking about her.  
 
     For longer than he cared to admit.  
 
    There was something about Colette that wasn’t like other women. It wasn’t her huge eyes or her pouty mouth, her perky tits or her tight ass. It wasn’t her body at all. It was what was inside of it. Namely, her head.  
 
    Which shocked the hell out of him because he wasn’t one of those guys who usually gave a shit if a woman had a brain or not. He was just as likely to tell them to bend over his desk- because yes, he might not have made a habit of pooching his employees, but he had made a habit of letting every single person in the office know that he wasn’t above fucking someone who didn’t work for him, in his office- as he was to ask their opinion about something.  
 
    It wasn’t that he didn’t care. Oh wait. Yes, it was. He didn’t care. Because he’d never met a woman who he actually wanted to know anything about other than if they wanted to sleep with him or not. And where they’d like to commence said sleeping, minus the sleeping. Okay, maybe he sometimes asked if they wanted to suck his dick. And if he could eat their pussy. Because he was generous like that. Beyond sex, though, the questions were limited. He’d never had so much as a work conversation with any member of the opposite sex in as long as he could remember.  
 
    So why the hell was he currently sitting at his desk trying to come up with one appropriate question that Colette wouldn’t throw back in his face. A question that had meaning. A question he actually wanted to know the answer to. It wasn’t that he couldn’t come up with anything. Because he could. He could think of a thousand things he wanted to know about her. It was that he didn’t think she’d answer anything he asked. At least not honestly.  
 
    Because she hated him.  
 
    Instead of trying to brainstorm questions, it was probably a better idea to come up with a list of ways to make Colette believe he wasn’t the devil himself.  
 
    It had been a very long time since he’d had to be smooth enough to wine and dine a woman and make her feel special. Usually, he just looked at them and they fell all over him. Not Colette. He knew she wouldn’t be easy to tame.  
 
    That stunt she pulled at the restaurant, leaving him high and dry, nearly made him panic.  
 
    Until he thought of the flowers.  
 
    It would cause quite a stir in the office, letting his staff know that they were dating. Which they weren’t. But no one had to know that. The rumor mill was a powerful thing and people’s lips were probably flapping so hard out there they were on the verge of catching fire.  
 
    He’d never dated.  
 
    Because he didn’t date.  
 
    It was just that simple.  
 
    Except with Colette, it wasn’t that simple. Nothing about her was simple.  
 
    She was the reason he was banging other chicks instead of banging her. She was the only woman he’d ever known that wouldn’t give him the time of day. She wouldn’t even look his way most times, like he didn’t exist. Even though he was her damn boss. In a way, it was her fault. All of it. He was a man with needs and he had to take out his frustrations on more than just his hand.  
 
    Okay, so it wasn’t her fault.  
 
    He’d been screwing random women for a long time. Since high school, which was likely before Colette was even born. Not quite, but the thought still made him wince. He knew he was what other people called damaged goods when it came to the good old emotional, mental well-being. His family life at home had been shittier than shit. Just like everyone else, he had things he didn’t want to deal with. So he made sure that instead of using his brain, he was using other appendages. It worked out alright for him.  
 
    Until it didn’t.  
 
    The one woman he wanted to go on a date with, finally, after years of waiting and not asking her out, giving her a chance to find someone else, anyone else, giving himself a chance to try and get his shit together, waiting for the right time- the time when she was actually of legal age to drink, so he wouldn’t look so much like a perv- and he’d blown it.  
 
    By being, surprise, surprise, a huge fucking asshole.  
 
    Blaze gave his head a shake. He wished he could shake thoughts of Colette right out of it, but that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. He’d been trying to banish her apparition from his head for a long time. Unsuccessfully.  
 
    He found himself opening up his laptop, which he truly only ever did use for work, since he wasn’t a piece of shit, at least he liked to pretend he wasn’t, and he was above anyone ever finding anything inappropriate on his machine should they ever happen to randomly break into his office and check his browsing history, which, by force of habit, he cleared every single night before he left. It could happen, and he always liked to be prepared. Life taught him that when someone hands you lemons, they’re usually an asshole about to squirt one in your eye. The point being, you can never really trust anyone, since most people have only bad intentions at the heart of them. Human nature and all that. He didn’t believe it was inherently good.  
 
    He had himself as proof.  
 
    After browsing through a couple of sites, trying to get an idea of how to make it up to Colette, he slammed his laptop down and sighed in disgust. He ran a hand through his hair, trying not to think about how she was out there, probably sitting tucked in her cubicle, warding off a thousand questions from her co-workers. She was probably pissed off. Scratch that. She was most definitely pissed off.  
 
    He had all the money in the world and still, he was a useless shit.  
 
    He couldn’t think of one single thing she’d like to do. He had no idea what she liked or didn’t like, other than the obvious, and getting her a new computer so she could do more coding was not going to cut it.  
 
    He couldn’t even think of a single thing that would come close to serving as an apology. Short of flying her to somewhere like Vegas or LA or even New York, for a weekend of incredible shopping, dining, and maybe even a little fabulous sex- or a lot of it- hell he could hope- he came up with nothing. 
 
    So much for being ultra-rich. What good was money when it couldn’t do a damn thing for you?  
 
    Blaze rifled his hands through his hair again, mussing it all over the place. Normally, he liked to be put together. Immaculate. He liked to give his critics zero room for criticism. At the moment, he didn’t care. He didn’t care that his clothing was rumpled from where Colette grabbed onto it. All he saw when he looked down at his creased shirt was her hands, digging in, holding on, her huge, luminous eyes staring up at him. Her pouty lips parting in shock, her hair like a cascade around her shoulders. He’d wanted to bend his head and bruise her lips with a searing kiss. He wouldn’t have even minded if she’d bitten him back.  
 
    That could wait.  
 
    He’d make himself wait.  
 
    He’d waited years. What were a few more days. Torture. That’s what they were. Sheer torture. He was on the verge of desperation and he didn’t do desperate. Ever.  
 
    Thinking about Colette made him think about her sitting out there at her cubicle. How close she was, how easy it would be to go to her, throw her over his shoulder and cart her off to the privacy of some dark room. He’d rip her clothes off and take his time eating her.  
 
    God. He could still taste her from the shortest sample in the back of the limo. He’d thought about nothing else all weekend. Her taste. Her scent. How amazing her virgin cunt would feel wrapped around his dick.  
 
    Yeah. He never said he was a class act. People just thought he was, since he had ridiculous amounts of money. Like dollars in the bank equaled morals. Usually, in his experience at least, it was the opposite. He wasn’t an exception to the rule.  
 
    After a few more minutes of thinking, he flipped open his laptop and did a quick search for unusual date ideas. He was definitely going to clear his browser. Now that everyone thought he was breaking his own code and dating, they wouldn’t be surprised, but Jesus, he had standards. Even putting the word, date, into the search bar nearly killed him.  
 
    He touched on a few shitty ideas- god, he thought he was terrible at coming up with ways to help a woman have a good time, other than riding his dick. It turned out there was a hell of a lot worse out there. Which gave him an idea for an app. A date idea for every single day of the year. It would ping in the morning with the idea, and with two reminders throughout the day. He made a mental note to give the idea to the weakest links on the team. They’d either shit the bed or surprise him. Either way, it didn’t really matter. Dating wasn’t doing humanity any sort of favor. It was just a way to spend obscene amounts of money and waste time when all people truly needed ninety-nine percent of the time was a good screw.  
 
    Ten minutes later, he had his email open and was trying to think of something only halfway obnoxious to put in the body of it. The title itself was bad enough.  
 
    CANCEL THE DRESS 
 
    All caps. Because he had a point to make. He sent Colette the instructions on what he wanted to do for tomorrow, and yes, she was totally calling in sick to work and so was he. He was taking her out. And by out, he really meant out. None of the halfway shit she expected.  
 
    He was going to show her that he had a heart after all.  
 
    Or at least, he had a brain. And for at least a small fraction of the day, he didn’t do all his thinking with his dick.  
 
    She responded back. He hesitated a second before opening the email, since he didn’t want to appear desperate.  
 
    The first thing he saw was an angry face emoji. The one with the swear bar across its face. Then, right underneath, she’d typed two lines.  
 
    I don’t know what the hell quaffing is, but I’m not doing it. Come take your flowers back. They’re stinking up the department. I think Pam is allergic. She keeps sneezing.  
 
    Quaffing?  
 
    Blaze scrolled up and nearly punched himself in the face. What the hell was wrong with his auto-correct that it had changed quadding to quaffing? 
 
    Jesus. He didn’t know what it was, and for once, he probably didn’t want to do it either. Okay. Maybe he’d give it a try. Never rule out trying new things. You don’t know when you just might find a new kink that’s halfway enjoyable.  
 
    It was a motto he’d lived by.  
 
    He fired off a reply before he could help himself.  
 
    Honest to god, that was a mistake. Quadding. I’m going to take you quadding. I bet you’ve never been. You probably haven’t been out of the city. Ever. You’re stuck with the flowers just like you’re stuck with me. Sorry. Clause 89b of the contract.  
 
    In less than a minute, her response came through.  
 
    Tear up that stupid contract. It’s never going to happen. I was suffering from momentary insanity. It’s something I’ve since rectified. And I’m not going quadding. I have a job to do. Not calling in sick. My boss is a real prick. He’ll probably give me hell. Just saying.  
 
    His response was less than savory, but he couldn’t help himself.  
 
    I agree. Your boss can be an asshole. He wasn’t raised right. His parents set terrible examples. His mother thought he was hopeless. As for being a prick, I don’t know about that, but he definitely has a nice one. You’ll find out soon. Picking you up tomorrow morning at eight. Don’t wear a dress.  
 
    This time, Colette’s email contained the vomit emoji and the emoji of the hand flipping him off. Nice. He’d come closer to confessing the truth to her than he ever had to anyone else. That was the thing about money. It could buy a person anything, including a fresh start. If only she knew. He’d disguised the truth in jest, the asshole kind of jest that he knew she’d never think about hard enough to get the underlying meaning.  
 
    Don’t make me come over there and drag you out of that cubicle. I’m torn, at the moment, between punishing you and making good on what you asked me to do. And no, those things aren’t likely to be exclusive, just so we’re clear. Also, I get it. I’m a jerk. This is my attempt to not be a jerk. The only way I know how. Can I please pick you up tomorrow morning? I promise it will be the most fun you’ve ever had. You know. Because you haven’t slept with me yet.  
 
    She responded quickly. Too quickly. Like she didn’t need time to think about it. He grinned when his eyes scanned over her response.  
 
    Just to be clear, it’s never going to happen. If I go quadding with you tomorrow, and trust you not to kill me getting me there, and if it involves a certified instructor and separate quads, you have to promise me you’ll burn that contract and leave me alone. Make it clear that we are not dating. That it was some kind of stupid joke because you’re the world’s biggest narcissistic asswipe. BTW, I threw the flowers in the trash.  
 
    Blaze leaned back in his chair and grinned like a motherfucker. He didn’t care that he wasn’t going to follow through on his end of the deal. By the end of the day, she’d be begging him to pop her cherry. Or something along those lines. Getting intimately acquainted with each other’s private areas using their mouths would be alright too. The cherry could wait.  
 
    His fingers flew over the keys and he sent a response, half hoping she could picture his satisfied smirk and the dirty glean in his eyes.  
 
    Deal.  
 
    After all, he lived for the hunt.
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    In her thoughts about Mr. Sex, which she hated to admit she’d actually dubbed him, though it wasn’t a friendly kind of term and certainly wasn’t an endearment or any type of wishful thinking, she often pictured him gliding through the skies in his private jet.  
 
    Because every billionaire had a private jet, right?  
 
    Wrong.  
 
    It turned out this billionaire didn’t. Or, if he did, he hadn’t chosen to impress her by flying her to Arizona into the middle of the desert. At least not in any kind of jet. He had instead flown her. Himself. In a little rickety antique looking plane that she very much doubted would even fly when it was sitting on the runway.  
 
    It had taken Blaze a good twenty minutes to talk her into getting in it. When she realized he was the one flying it, she nearly bailed again. If she hadn’t been strapped in, she really would have. Unfortunately, she was as good as tied up and had to squeeze her eyes shut tight- like that would save her- and bear it.  
 
    For a good few hours.  
 
    Once they got up in the air, it wasn’t so bad. Not really. The plane bumped and bounced like it might fall out of the sky and by the time they touched down, she was nearly deaf from the roar of it, but they were still alive. That had to count for something.  
 
    Colette inhaled a breath of relief when Blaze led them to the rental car agency and rented a shitty sedan, like everyone else. It was new, but Colette termed it shitty because it wasn’t some foreign make or model that had eight hundred horsepower and cost more than a mansion.  
 
    Blaze navigated them out to the freeway, and after consulting his phone for a minute, they were moving in the right direction.  
 
    At least, she thought they were.  
 
    “You’re going to have to trust me on this one,” Blaze deadpanned, staring straight ahead. He pushed the sedan faster than it should go, considering it was a four door, not at all sporty model, and the engine screamed in protest.  
 
    Colette moved her hand to the holy shit handle without even noticing she’d done it. Blaze noticed though. Because he turned to her with a shit-eating grin lighting up his far too handsome face.  
 
    “What choice do I have? You put me on the plane and took off before I could get myself out. You trapped me in the air because I wasn’t going to bail at two thousand feet or whatever. Last time I checked, I’m not well versed on how to use a parachute. Now I’m stuck in the middle of the desert, in another state, in a moving vehicle. So, unless I’m going to jump from it at sixty miles an hour, which I’m not, what other option is there?”  
 
    “Just checking. I wanted to hear you say it.” 
 
    “Say what? That I trust you? I totally don’t.” 
 
    Colette pressed her lips together in a firm line and stared straight ahead. The miles rolled by, the car eating up the road. She had to admit, she liked the scenery. It was different. The desert terrain was so barren it was the exact opposite of the high-rise buildings and bustle of the city. The red dirt hills, the strange plants, the occasional cactus- she had to admit it was pretty in a way she never considered that it would be.  
 
    Arizona wasn’t exactly on her bucket list of places to visit.  
 
    “I’m hurt, Office Baby.” There was a smirk in his voice and when her gaze swiveled to the side, there was one on his face to match.  
 
    Colette tried really hard not to sit there and study Blaze, but she had no other choice. It was the first time she’d ever seen him in anything other than his immaculate, expensive office attire. No suit today. No dress shirt and dress pants. No. He wore a faded pair of jeans that were clearly well loved, given the way they cupped an ass that had clearly been carved of rock by someone who hated women. An ass like that just wasn’t fair. The denim looked soft to the touch and her fingertips practically vibrated with the need to touch it to see if it actually was.  
 
    He had a tight t-shirt on, a plain black thing that shouldn’t have been so appealing. As it was, her mouth may have watered slightly when her eyes got a load of the way his biceps kept bulging and the way his forearms were all striated and veiny.  
 
    No, she was not sitting there contemplating licking him. She didn’t want to know if his skin would be sweet or salty or maybe some strange, heady, spicy mixture like the scent of him currently filling up the car and making her head swim stupidly.  
 
    Without thinking, Colette reached over and jacked up the button on the AC. Blaze turned to look at her, that evil smirk still in place and a knowing glint in his eyes.  
 
    “Why the heck do you have one of those puddle jumping planes anyway?” she snapped, annoyed with her body’s response.  
 
    She felt like she was burning up from the inside out, and Blaze was the bastard holding the gas can over the flames, banking the spark eating up her stomach into a full-on roaring bonfire. Not the good hotdog, marshmallow roasting kind either. The get away from here, burn down your house, shitty kind.  
 
    “I wasn’t aware that there was anything wrong with it.”  
 
    “There is. First of all, it looks like it’s a hundred years old. Secondly, it’s a death trap. For real. It kept rattling and knocking and sputtering like it was going to fall apart and die out at the same time. I was scared for my life. What’s wrong with having something new and nice and letting someone else pilot you around? Or are you not really that rich?” 
 
    Blaze laughed, a good-humored chuckle that did things to her belly. Maybe to her panties as well. “I’m really that rich, but I fly enough for business on that kind of thing. Anyone can let someone else fly them around. Flying yourself, now that’s a different experience. And I happen to like classics. I have a few classic cars as well. Okay, maybe more than a few. I actually have a pretty good collection going. Old trucks. Cars. Wagons. All that kind of stuff.” 
 
    “Wagons?”  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Like the horse and buggy kind?”  
 
    “You bet.” 
 
    “But why? It’s not like you’re going to use that anytime soon. Or were you planning on getting a horse for your mansion and driving your buggy to work? I think you’d need a special parking stall for that. And some oats or something.” 
 
    Blaze laughed and she hated to admit how much she liked the sound of it. It was rich and full and real. He was so different from how he was at work, even how he was on their so called dinner the other night, that she found it hard to believe it was the same man. Out of his suit, he looked relaxed. Casual. A little vulnerable. His hair wasn’t slicked back like it normally was. It hung loose and free and he hadn’t shaved that morning. A dark line of stubble shadowed his sharp jawline. It wasn’t fair how devastating the effect was. Nothing about him was fair. He had the kind of body that looked like he was a professional athlete and a face that said he was born to be on billboards. He was. Sometimes. Only, he wasn’t a model.  
 
    Colette barely kept herself from telling him that if his company and investments ever tanked, he could definitely be a lifestyle influencer.  
 
    Yup. Ridiculous things like that existed, thanks to the internet.  
 
    “I don’t know. I like old things. Antiques were- I guess they always were a passion. When I was growing up, we had this old gramophone stand in my room. I don’t know where it came from. I’m pretty sure it wasn’t in my mom or dad’s family. It was, more likely, left at the house when we moved into it. Anyway, I used to hide my stuff in there. I’d pretend that it was a safe. I’d play all sorts of games. Once I…” Blaze’s hands tightened on the wheel. “Never mind.”  
 
    The words were casual, but there was something underneath it that got her attention. No, it wasn’t just the words or his tone. It was the fact that, for a moment, Blaze was actually human. He thought. He felt. He liked freaking antiques.  
 
    “I- I never thought you would like stuff like that. It seems a little old lady.” 
 
    He turned and winked at her. And her heart stopped beating. Actually, stopped and restarted a second later, slamming painfully in her chest. Colette nearly hiccupped with the motion but managed to swallow the strange air bubble blocking her throat back down.  
 
    “You never know. Maybe in a past life… or in this one. Maybe I just unzip my skin when I get home and I’m really a ninety-year-old lady underneath this façade.” 
 
    “That would be a hell of a hair and makeup job. I don’t think even the amount of money you have could buy that.” 
 
    “Don’t put it past me. There are some talented people out there.” 
 
    “That would take hours. Every single day? I’m not buying it.” 
 
    Blaze chuckled again, the sound filling up the car. Filling up her chest. Filling up… filling up all the empty spots in her heart that she didn’t even really know existed before she heard that deep, low laugh.  
 
    “Alright, you got me. I’m not really an old lady. I did book us a tea date after the quad tour, though. Just for you, at a tea house nearby.” 
 
    Colette blinked. Blaze turned to her and blinked back. His face was so serious, that for a second she believed him, until his sinful grin gave way. She shook her head and grudgingly let herself laugh.  
 
    “So, quads?”  
 
    “Yeah. Quads.” 
 
    “Why? Do you like riding? Do you come out to the middle of nowhere quite often and try and kill yourself with dangerous machinery?”  
 
    “If I did, I’d rather try a tractor pull. I’ve always wanted to do one of those.” 
 
    “What on earth is that?”  
 
    “A tractor pull? Oh, Office Baby, I have so much to show you.” 
 
    Colette pressed her legs together to still the strange sensation creeping up her thighs. Her tightly clamped legs did little to quell the ache building in all the wrong places. She didn’t want Blaze to show her anything. At least, that’s what she kept telling herself. She’d got herself ready that morning, donned a tight zip up that was wind and rain proof, a pair of jeans, and her canvas runners. She had her instructions from Blaze. Wear something comfortable. Something she could ride in. Something she didn’t mind getting dirty and something that was wind-proof. She’d swept her hair into a tight ponytail at the base of her neck to keep it out of her face for later.  
 
    All the while she told herself that she just wanted to get through the date. A date which wasn’t a real date. And then it would be over. Her moment of weakness and terrible stupidity would be over. That contract would be ripped up and Blaze would leave her alone.  
 
    She could go back to pretending he didn’t exist.  
 
    He could go back to screwing everything that was female and breathed.  
 
    And no, no that wouldn’t hurt one single bit. Not. One. Single. Bit. And yes. Yes, she was suddenly okay with dying a virgin. The trouble was, she’d always been the world’s worst liar.
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    Despite his prowess at piloting a plane, Blaze had never actually driven a quad.  
 
    A fact that became glaringly obvious after five minutes. The trail was rough and bumpy and kept tea-bagging him in the ugliest of ways, not to mention that he rode behind their private instructor and Colette, bringing up the rear. He’d paid extra to have their own private tour along the desert trails, past old gold mines, cactuses, and rolling red dirt hills. It was quite pretty, if the sand in the eyes, the grit between his teeth, and the sore nuts didn’t count.  
 
    They were just passing a narrow section of trail, flying along, when the dust from the first two quads went down his throat, choking him. His eyes were already gritty, dust grinding in behind the sunglasses he had on, when a vicious wind whipped up, and combined with the dust from the other quads, blinded him. It was shitty timing, given that as he was blinded, the quad’s rear tire hit a rock sticking out of the trail and bucked up, sacking him viciously. He let out a yelp and gripped the handlebars, his thumb hammering down on the throttle. The quad took off, bucking and twisting beneath him like a wild horse. The back kicked out and skidded and he leaned to the wrong side.  
 
    If he’d been a light man, it might have been alright. He could have just corrected and got on with it. As it was, the quad went roaring one way and he went flying the other. One second he was riding, the next the dirt was rising up to meet him.                
 
    Blaze hit hard. His first instinct was to tuck and roll, thanks to years of sports training. He’d played football in high school. Still. He’d never hit the ground so hard. He’d been overconfident in wearing a t-shirt, and the rocks bit into his skin as he skidded hard along the ground. He had a helmet on, so at least, his head was protected.  
 
    It only took a few seconds for his body to come to a stop, but it felt like hours.  
 
    Blaze landed facing the sky. He blinked up at the sea of blue and the puffy white clouds overhead. It was all he could do, as tears streamed out of the corners of his abused eyes, trying to clear the dust. His head ached, even with the helmet on, and his lungs felt pulverized, like an angry herd of elephants had just trampled him. To top it all off, like the icing on the shit cake, his skin felt like it had been flayed off his back and arms.  
 
    “Blaze!”  
 
    Someone was calling his name through the ringing in his ears. It got louder, presumably as the one doing the screaming got closer.  
 
    He waited for a few minutes. The roar of the other quads died away and the muffled stomp clomp stamp of boots shuffling towards him filled up his ears. His hearing felt foggy with the helmet on.  
 
    “Blaze!”  
 
    When he blinked and opened his eyes again, Colette was leaning over him. Her face was a mess of worry and horror and he managed to pass a grin on his face, even though it hurt like a bitch.  
 
    “That bad, huh? Geez. If I’d known that nearly dying was all it would take to get you this close, I would have given it a try years ago.” 
 
    She blinked at him, obviously too distraught to realize his slip up. He ground his teeth, disgusted at the grit between them. It felt like he’d just consumed half the desert floor.  
 
    “Are you hurt? Don’t try and move,” Colette instructed. She chewed her lower lip while their instructor, a grizzled sixty-odd year-old man who looked like he’d been picked by the sun’s harsh rays, dipped into view.  
 
    “Anything broken, son? Or did you just manage to wind yourself?” The instructor, John, turned to the side and spat a stream of brown tobacco spittle into the sand.  
 
    Blaze did a mental once over on his body. He wiggled his fingers and his toes. Moved his legs and flexed his arms. Everything seemed to be accounted for and in working order.  
 
    “Nothing broken. At least not that I can feel. Not too sure about my internal organs.” 
 
    “Oh god. Oh my god.” Colette started chewing on her lip so hard it was a miracle she didn’t eat it right off her face.  
 
    John grinned back down. He reached into his back pocket and packed a little more tobacco into his mouth.  
 
    “Never seen anyone take a spill like that. Usually, we have bigger groups and that slows us down. Always a first for everything, I suppose.”  
 
    “Jesus. The quad okay?” He had to ask because his pride was taking a serious beating.  
 
    Of all the people to dump a bike, he had to be the one. He was just glad that the guy didn’t know who he really was. Since no ID was required, he’d booked under a different name and used a company credit card that didn’t have his name on it either.  
 
    “The quad’s fine. You ejected and it didn’t turn over. We can keep riding if you want.” 
 
    Blaze swiveled his gaze to Colette’s face. She looked worried. Upset. Her forehead was creased into a nasty frown and her eyes were luminous and swimming with tears. Her nostrils flared with each rapid breath she took. It was funny, looking at her with her helmet on. All he could see was her nose, eyes and lips, but that was enough.  
 
    “You up for more riding, Colette?” he asked as he started to pick himself off the ground, one bone at a time. 
 
     He felt fine, other than the bleeding gashes all over his arms, packed with rocks and grit. At least he hadn’t landed on one of the giant cactuses edging the trail. Life hadn’t exactly taught him to look for the silver lining in shit, but this was one of those times… 
 
    “Oh my god! Your arms!” Colette gasped. She forgot all about hating him and edged forward. Her cool palms landed on his upper arm, right below a particularly nasty gash. “Oh god. Oh shit. I- ugh. I’m not good with blood.” Colette’s chest heaved double time and as much as he liked her hands on his arms, he didn’t want her to pass out again or worse, puke all over him. And probably herself, with that helmet on.  
 
    “I’m good,” he assured her. “If you want to keep riding, we can keep riding. If not- maybe John here has a first aid kit. I can get this washed up, stick a few bandages on it and I’ll be fine. Then we can see about finding that tea room.” 
 
    John cleared his throat, his version of not laughing in Blaze’s face. Yeah, he’d pretty much handed over his man-card big time by spilling off his bike and talking about tea, but hell, seeing the slow smile blossoming over Colette’s sweet bow lips was worth it a thousand times over.  
 
    “You can’t ride like that! You’re bleeding all over! You need more than just a first aid kit. Those cuts should be disinfected and- and- I don’t know- stitched up?”  
 
    “Don’t need stitches, but I can patch you up. Lucky for you, I spent a lot of time overseas. That kind of thing makes you tough.” John spat again. He left it at that, purposely, or not so purposely, vague.  
 
    Blaze stared at Colette. She stared back.  
 
    “You okay with going back?” he finally asked. “Sorry. This wasn’t much of a date. We were just starting out. You didn’t even get to see the river at the end.” 
 
    “I don’t care,” she offered quickly, but not too quickly. She sounded like she meant it. “That looks like it hurts. I wouldn’t want to ride like that, no matter what’s at the end of the trail. We should go get it cleaned up before you get some weird infection and your arms drop off.” 
 
    “Would you still find me attractive?” he deadpanned and shot her a wicked grin. Being that it was smothered by his helmet, he doubted she got the full effect.  
 
    She rolled her eyes and sighed. Okay, so maybe she did.  
 
    “I don’t find you attractive now,” she ground out. “I doubt that armless would be much of an improvement. If you’d happen to fall on your face and your tongue gets ripped out, maybe I’d find you palatable then.” 
 
    “I thought you liked my tongue,” he shot back.  
 
    He forced himself off the ground and brushed dust off his jeans, wincing as the movement stung the gaping cuts on his arms. That fall was going to leave one hell of a bruise. He could practically feel the yellows and greens, blues and blacks forming all down his side, over his hips, and up his back. He’d have to check his chest for road rash but his arm seemed to have taken the worst of it. His jeans, worn as they were, prevented the skin on his legs from suffering the same ill fate as his arms.  
 
    Fucking t-shirts.  
 
    He shouldn’t have wanted to show off for Colette. If he’d used common sense and put on a jacket, maybe he’d have some of his dermis left.  
 
    John stalked off, not waiting to hear any more of the tongue comments between them. Colette stalked after their instructor, but not before she flipped him the bird.  
 
    So much for getting some TLC from the woman who was going to be his. And not just in the bent over his desk or one-night stand kind of way.  
 
    Maybe he had hit his head. Blaze took a tentative step, which was hard to do, given that the wind felt like it had been punched out of his lungs for the second time in less than ten minutes. He watched Colette’s hips as she walked away. Watched her mount up effortlessly and sit down on her quad, proud and straight. She started it and steered it around like a pro.  
 
    God. He didn’t want to just fuck her. He didn’t want to do any of the things he normally did with other women. Well, he did, but not like that. He wanted to know about her. About how she grew up. About her family. The things she liked and disliked. All those little things that made people close. A couple.  
 
    He never thought he’d date. He hardly even did things on a first name basis.  
 
    He’d actually wanted to make Colette scream his name and maybe add a few scratches to his back at a point in time.  Well, it happened, just not in the way he would have wanted it to. 
 
    There he was now, bleeding all over the sand, after failed date number two, now wanting to get close to her. Talk about something with her. Anything – to get to know her better. 
 
    Thinking of taking that chance, of actually sitting down and letting someone close, of getting close, hurt a hell of a lot more than the road rash, so he gave his head a shake, snapping his neck uncomfortably under the weight of the helmet and forced himself to get back up on the old horse that bucked him off. Except it was a quad. A quad that Colette, as a tiny woman, had handled just fine.  
 
    He was pretty sure that if Colette had her way, he was never going to hear the end of it. The office was going to have something to talk about other than those flowers from the day before.  
 
    Blaze started his quad so that the loud hum of the engine would cover up his groan.
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    After John dropped the first aid box onto the picnic table in a huge metal shop where rows and rows of quads were kept lined up, he left them alone, saying he’d be in his office if they needed him, wherever that was.  
 
    He was probably going over the waiver they’d signed before they started riding, just to make sure it was airtight. Of course he didn’t want to get sued.  
 
    Colette flipped the lid on the old white box. It had definitely seen better days. There was a huge dent on the left side and rust all around. She practically needed a Tetanus shot just to look at the thing and that was supposed to be what she used to fix up the gaping, bleeding wounds all over Blaze’s arms.  
 
    “I’m fine. Really. Just put that thing away,” he insisted.  
 
    Colette shook her head as she pulled out a roll of gauze and inspected it. The kit looked like it had never been used, at least on the inside. She pulled out a few adhesive bandages and kept the roll of gauze in her other hand. There was a small bottle of iodine that was still full. She figured that it would sting, but she couldn’t just throw clean bandages over filthy cuts.  
 
    “Just- just roll some gauze over it. It’s good enough to get us home.” 
 
    She ignored him as she splashed iodine onto a cotton pad. “I don’t know why you’d suggest doing this if you didn’t know how to ride.” 
 
    “I thought I’d try something new.” 
 
    “How I managed to stay on it and you didn’t is beyond me. I hope John writes it down, just to tell his other groups. It’s a funny story.” 
 
    “You think people laughing at me is funny?” Blaze’s lips tugged at the corners though, belying his annoyed tone.  
 
    “Absolutely. Your employees likely do it behind your back, so what would it matter?”  
 
    “Behind my back?” Blaze huffed. “What would they have to laugh at me about? I’m a fair boss.” 
 
    Colette shot him a scathing look. “Seriously? You really can’t think of a single thing? Mr. I’ll Bring Women To My Office To Shamelessly Bang Them All Day Long.” 
 
    “All day long?” Blaze scoffed. “I knew I had a reputation, but I don’t think even I could keep that up. Unless you were involved.” 
 
    Colette made a choked noise at the back of her throat and approached him with her iodine soaked cotton balls. She half wanted to stick them straight onto the worst parts of the road rash just to watch him squirm.  
 
    “Do you always have to be such an asshole?”  
 
    “What? I’m just saying. You were the one who propositioned me if I recall.” 
 
    “We’re here right now because it was the worst mistake I’ve ever done, and this date was just because you promised to leave me alone and correct the misunderstanding about us around the office.” 
 
    Blaze swiveled on the wooden seat so that his left arm was facing her. It was the worst by far, with deep, ugly gashes all over the back and down the side. It looked like someone had taken a cheese grater to his skin and scrubbed until there was nothing left but red, pulpy mush. Then added a sprinkling of rocks and dirt just because they were feeling generous.  
 
    “Well, look at it this way. At least no one will still think that you’re a virgin.” 
 
    Colette gulped as she took in the bleeding mess that she was supposed to clean up. The sight of all that blood and ruined skin turned her stomach. Bile splashed up into her throat and a shiver chased its way up her spine.  
 
    “Stop it,” she hissed. “Jesus, Blaze, there are rocks in here. I don’t know what you want me to do with this. You need to go to the hospital.” 
 
    “Nah. Just wrap it up and I’ll find a pharmacy with some real bandages and get us a hotel room.” 
 
    “You’re impossible!” Colette ground out. “Why the hell would a hotel room help?”  
 
    Blaze turned, eyes twinkling even though his face was a mask of seriousness. “Because then I could have a shower and wash it out properly. Why? What were you thinking? If you’re open to more, I can always make that work.” 
 
    “You’re a dick.” Colette pressed the soaked cotton ball to Blaze’s mushy skin.  
 
    He let out a hiss of breath and his arm jerked beneath her fingertips. She thought it would be satisfying, teaching him a lesson, but it wasn’t at all. Hearing his low grunt of pain only twisted up her stomach into a mass of knots.  
 
    “I have a nice dick,” Blaze rasped, chest heaving. “If that’s what you meant?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t know. I don’t want to know. Now hold still. Let me clean you up a little.” 
 
    “Just bandage it. Unless you get some sick satisfaction out of torturing me. It’s not every day you meet a virgin who is also a masochist, but I’ll take it.” 
 
    “Ugh.” It wasn’t a very dignified response, but she couldn’t come up with much better.  
 
    “Fine. Have it your way. I’ll throw the bandages on so you don’t bleed all over the rental and we’ll find you someplace to shower. I’ll wait in the car.” 
 
    “No. You can’t do that. It’s hot as hell out.” 
 
    “Last time I checked, it had AC. Or drop me off at the mall and come back for me later. I might as well salvage something out of the day.” 
 
    “The mall?” Blaze stared at her like she was a fourteen-year-old girl demanding that her dad drive her and all her friends so she could blow her allowance.  
 
    “Okay, what I really meant was some cool vintage or antique store, but I’d settle for anything, just as long as it’s away from you.” 
 
    Blaze let out a pained grunt as she grabbed the roll of bandages and began to wrap them tightly around his arm. He was right. The iodine wasn’t going to do anything other than sting. He needed to wash the grime out of there. She didn’t envy him the job at all. He might be a douchebag who thought about sex constantly, was probably an egomaniac too, but she wasn’t the kind of person who wished pain on other people.  
 
    Even those she couldn’t stand at the best of times.  
 
    Honestly, she must have been out of her mind to have blurted out that she wanted him to take her v-card. Just because he had a reputation for being good in bed didn’t mean she’d just be able to jump in there with him, no matter how good looking he was. Or how much she might want to. Because yeah, he might be some kind of god when it came to sex, but she wanted it to at least mean something. Or at least, less than nothing. It was a terrible idea as an abstract notion, but now that she’d spent a little bit of time with Blaze, it was even worse.  
 
    “You know, that hurts” he muttered as she wrapped the gauze around his other arm. “You’re a little rough, nurse. Are you frustrated with something? Anything I can do to ease that for you?”  
 
    “No. Not ever. Especially not now. You’re in no shape to even think about anything like that, though it seems like you have a one-track mind.” 
 
    “Don’t doubt my prowess. I’ve been through a hell of a lot worse than this.” 
 
    “When?” She tied off the bandage and stalked around so she could face Blaze.  
 
    He blinked at her then dropped his eyes to his hands. Her jaw nearly hit the floor. It was the first time she’d seen him fazed. He clearly hadn’t wanted to share that bit of information with her. She could have let it go, but now that she’d seen a crack in Blaze’s perfect armor, she couldn’t help herself.  
 
    “Blaze?”  
 
    “Nothing.” His head whipped up and he was grinning at her, but it seemed forced. She didn’t know him well enough to say for sure, though. “I was snowboarding when I was fifteen. Biffed right into a tree at full speed. I broke my arm. That hurt much worse. And it was a pain in the ass. This- this is nothing.”  
 
    “Right. Nothing. It looks like it hurts.” 
 
    “Nah.” He jumped to his feet as if to prove her wrong. “I’ll tell John we’re good to go.” 
 
    “Thank him for the five minutes of riding.” 
 
    He winked at her. “Don’t worry. I’ll apologize for the heart attack I just about gave him.” 
 
    “You should give him a good tip. Like a couple of grand should do it. Maybe that will entice him not to tell others about your little mishap. The great Blaze Hanson fell off his quad. I’d suggest that we get something to eat after all of this, but I assume you’re already full. I never thought sand was appealing but did it taste good? Maybe I could be persuaded to give it a try.” 
 
    Blaze swung his long leg over the picnic table and when he stood, his ass was just about right in line with her face. She immediately slammed her eyes shut so that she couldn’t see the way his jeans rode up and defined his rock-hard ass cheeks. God. He had an ass that could inspire even the saintliest of saints to sin. Or maybe just lead them into temptation. Because she was definitely tempted to put her hand out and squeeze just to see if it was even real.  
 
    “Could you be persuaded to give other things a try? I have a long list for you…” 
 
    “You’re disgusting.”  
 
    “I’ve been told that I’m dirty, but never disgusting.”  
 
    “Well, there’s a first time for everything.” 
 
    “Apparently not for you. That’s why you’re still a virgin. Because you have a stick up your ass.” 
 
    “I don’t have a-” 
 
    Blaze sauntered off, whistling, his head high after he dropped the last word on her. She wanted to chase after him and stick him with that cotton ball again. God. She wanted to stick that cotton ball right in his eye. Or maybe jam a bunch into his dirty, smirking, pouty, sinful mouth.  
 
    Colette slumped down at the picnic table while she waited for Blaze to get back. She reassembled the items back into the first aid kit and shut it, trying to tell her uncooperative body that it needed to calm the hell down.  
 
    Unfortunately, her heart wasn’t getting the memo. It was working double-time, making her pulse jump and her palms sweat. An electric tickle zapped her thighs and she was uncomfortably damp a little higher up.  
 
    Which was of course due to the heat of the quad and the sweltering metal building with a severe lack of air conditioning. Of course. Because Blaze Hanson wasn’t getting to her at all. Not in this lifetime. Not in the next. Not in any damn lifetime.  
 
    Even if his ass really was made of pure gold granite.
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    Somehow, Blaze managed to drag her to a five-star looking, fancy-ass hotel. She wasn’t sure how much he paid to get a room at one in the afternoon, but it couldn’t have been cheap. It wasn’t cheap regular. The fact that they looked like a scruffy pair of vagrants, him with his messed up arms and blood-stained shirt and jeans, and her- well- she never did look like she had any money, made it half a miracle that the girl working the front desk took them seriously.  
 
    The room was huge. It wasn’t anything fancy, just something regular with a queen bed, huge TV mounted on the wall, two end tables, a mini-fridge, counter, table and sofas on the far side. Still. It was large enough to fit her entire apartment inside and was so new that the air smelled dry.  
 
    “You know,” she snapped after she did a perusal of the room. “If you just wanted a shower, we could have gone down to some gym or like a pool or something. Any rec center would probably have had public showers for a hell of a lot cheaper.” 
 
    “Do I look like someone who would enjoy showering with a group of sweaty dudes in a public place?” Blaze stripped his wallet and the keys to the rental out of the back of his sinful jeans and set them down on the nightstand.  
 
    Colette shrugged. “You never know.” 
 
    Blaze ignored her and tried to tug his t-shirt over his head. He didn’t get far. Which was a damn good thing, because even the one-inch flash of his muscled, bronzed abs nearly gave her a coronary. Colette whirled, heart pounding wickedly, the air suddenly thick and charged like there was about to be a storm in the room between them.  
 
    “Come on, Office Baby. It’s just a chest. You see male chests all the time. It’s not going to strike you dead right where you stand.” 
 
    Says you. She counted to ten before she turned back around, praying like hell that her face wasn’t as flushed on the outside as her entire body was on the inside. She was sweltering, drowning in internal sweat. Was that even a thing? She swore it was a thing.  
 
    “Does the big, bad wolf need help shedding his t-shirt?” she taunted, just to make up for the fact that her hands were damp, and her panties were damper.  
 
    Fucking Blaze Hanson. How could he slay her just by existing? And why the heck had she ever agreed to this disaster date in the first place? Right. So he’d leave her alone after she was the one who propositioned him.  
 
    “If you wouldn’t mind. My arms are currently going through ten shades of hell.” 
 
    “So, it does hurt then? I thought you said it wasn’t bad.” 
 
    “It wasn’t bad before I bled all over these bandages and everything is crispy and stuck together now. I’m going to have to soak them off just so they don’t take an extra layer of skin off with them.” 
 
    Gross. Colette’s stomach sloshed like she’d been cast back into the middle of a violently churning ocean.  
 
    “Alright,” she breathed. She had to admit defeat because she wasn’t going to stand there and let him suffer. Or worse, rip skin off like he said and bleed all over the floor right in front of her.  
 
    Even if it meant getting close to Blaze. Feeling his body heat seep into her. Inhaling the scent of his body up close. Touching his skin.  
 
    Her stomach rocked and lurched again, but this time, it felt like the ocean had come to her and was lashing away at her. The sensation wasn’t entirely unpleasant, and she hated herself for it. For being affected. For falling under Blaze’s spell just like every other person with a uterus out there.  
 
    “Alright?” His mouth nearly dropped open.  
 
    “Yes, alright, but make it quick. And don’t try anything funny. This is for medical purposes only.” 
 
    Blaze kept a straight face, though she could tell it cost him. He looked like he was going to burst at the seams, trying not to mock her. His lips were practically thinned out into non-existence with the effort it took not to spew more of his verbal poison.  
 
    “I’ll lift my arms and you pull.” 
 
    She shook her head quickly. “No. I’m the one who gives the orders here.” 
 
    “Do you have a better idea?”  
 
    “No.” She didn’t look up at his face. His mocking tone told her everything she needed to know. “I guess, put your arms up and I’ll work the shirt off. Can you get them up?” 
 
    “I never had a problem getting anything up.” 
 
    Just because he was an asshole, she tugged at his shirt before he was ready. He let out a muffled grunt, and lifted his arms, even though his breathing changed cadence and she could tell that it was painful for him, whether he wanted her to know it or not. All the crusted over wounds were probably breaking open. She didn’t envy him the job of having to scrub his arms clean.  
 
    Maybe if he wasn’t so cocky, he wouldn’t have crashed his quad. Maybe he wouldn’t have wrecked his arms. Maybe if he’d worn something sensible instead of trying to drive her mad with his veiny forearms, sleek muscle, and bronzed skin, his arms wouldn’t look like ground beef.  
 
    “You okay?” She was glad the cover of the shirt shielded her from Blaze’s face.  
 
    It did nothing to shield her from his body heat. She knew he’d be warm, but the heat of his skin shocked her. He wasn’t just warm. He was like an inferno. Of course, he smelled good. Spicy and dusty and sweaty and somehow none of those things were gross on him the way they’d be pretty nasty on another guy.  
 
    “Yeah,” he grunted.  
 
    Colette worked the shirt up another few inches, exposing granite muscle and more bronzed skin, a sprinkling of dark, crisp hairs. She was careful to keep herself a good few inches from Blaze’s chest and his bare skin. If she touched him, accidentally of course, she had no idea what would happen. Something would happen. She’d probably erupt like a volcano, just boom, and there would be magma and lady bits everywhere and the nice new hotel room would be completely ruined. Rich or not, she very much doubted that Blaze had enough room on his credit card to pay for the damages of an entire hotel. Or maybe he would. No, she would not go there. There was not going to be any hotel destruction going on here or anywhere else ever. 
 
    She purposely cast her eyes down to the floor, but to look there, she had to skim down those tight abs, down, past the front of his jeans. There was a bulge there, but she couldn’t tell if it was a normal bulge or not and since she was mortified that she was thinking about Blaze’s package at all, she flicked her gaze back up to the shirt, which was nearly off.  
 
    Blaze fumbled with his hands and caught the fabric in his grip. He tugged it out of her hands and pulled it the rest of the way off, sparing her.  
 
    Which was good. It was a mercy she definitely needed since the room was suddenly too hot and the air was snapping and sizzling again, and it felt like a lot of that snap and sizzle was going on south of the belt she wasn’t wearing. A jolt of straight lust zinged to her stomach until her muscles felt as tight as Blaze’s looked.  
 
    He stepped back, letting the t-shirt drop onto the floor. There was no way he was flexing, not with his arms the way they were. Was it possible to flex a chest? She had to wonder, because god, he looked good. No, not just good. Mouth-watering. As in, she literally had to suck the drool that was pooling in the front of her mouth to the back of her throat so she could swallow. Loudly.  
 
    “You should- go try out that shower,” she said breathlessly. God, she wished she wasn’t breathless. She was just like all those bimbos that Blaze told to bend over his desk.  
 
    “I should.”  
 
    He didn’t move.  
 
    She couldn’t breathe.  
 
    “Should I call you if I need help?”  
 
    Oh. My. God. Before her ovaries could combust, she forced out a coherent answer. “Only if you plan to leave your jeans on.”  
 
    “Then I’d have to drive us home and pilot us soaking wet.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I can think of worse things.” 
 
    “I can think of better.” 
 
    “Can you please just shut your trap and get in the shower already? I really want to get home.” 
 
    “So many things to do with your evening when you’re single and a virgin.” Blaze yawned like he was bored. He made no move to walk in the direction of the bathroom.  
 
    “Shut up. I have friends. I go out and do things. I have hobbies. I have a life, you know. Things aren’t just about- about trying to get laid and bang everything that walks.” 
 
    “Bang,” Blaze chuckled. God, he was so infuriating. “I can’t believe you just said bang. The girl who knows nothing about banging or getting laid.” 
 
    “I know enough to know that too much of it is a bad thing. You should see the way people view you, Blaze Hanson. You’re disgusting. You think you’re a stud or whatever. You think you’re hot shit because you can get any girl you want, screw her and spit her out like a bite of bad, grizzly old steak? You think that people should find that attractive in a person? Your below-the-belt organ might work perfectly fine but the other one in your chest that should be working isn’t. You have no heart and no soul. You’re cold and unfeeling and rude and arrogant.” 
 
    Blaze studied his hand like he was checking to see if he’d broken a nail, clearly bored with her tantrum. “Tell me how you really feel.”  
 
    He winked at her as he took a step in her direction. He grinned when she faltered backward on instinct. She didn’t like the burning look in his eyes. He moved like sex and looked like depravity, and god help her, she knew he’d be her next favorite sin if she let him.  
 
    “And by the way…” he took another step and another and she kept backing up until she was pressed up against the dresser counter thing with the fridge in it. “I never tried a steak I didn’t like.” 
 
    All the breath left her lungs at the predatory gleam in Blaze’s eyes, but then he skirted past her and sauntered into the bathroom. He shut the door gently behind him, just because she half expected him to slam it, just for emphasis.  
 
    She should have known better. Blaze didn’t do anything she thought he’d do. He wasn’t really anything like the man she thought he was. The man everyone thought he was. He was annoying and rude, cocky as hell, egotistical, an asshole to the core.  
 
    So why couldn’t she stop feeling like she was melting in all the wrong spots and mushy in all the others? It didn’t matter that Blaze had a body that literally made her drool. Those granite abs couldn’t make up for the fact that he wasn’t a nice person. None of him could. Not the body that looked like he was a professional athlete. Like he spent most of the day working out. It didn’t matter that most women would sell their soul for five seconds alone with Blaze. It didn’t even matter that during the day, she’d caught fleeting glimpses of something else- a Blaze that no one knew and saw. Melting mush was not what she wanted to be.  
 
    She’d just about succeeded in calming the burning riot of protest going on inside of her, just about convinced herself that it was never, ever, ever going to happen with Blaze, ever, when the gentle hum of the shower was interrupted with a hoarse yell and a dull, wicked sounding thud.  
 
    Colette was off the bed like someone had lit a firecracker under her ass. She was running to the bathroom, unthinking. All she thought about was Blaze lying in the tub with a cracked skull, bleeding out slowly while she sat there and did nothing to help.  
 
    It never even occurred to her that he was naked- duh, of course he was naked- until it was hell of way too late to turn back.
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 Blaze 
 
      
 
    After undressing, hopping in a shower that was so hot it scalded him, reaching for the soap dispenser mounted to the stupid wall only to shoot himself directly in the eyes, stumbling blindly cursing, battling the shower curtain to reach for a towel, missing, and taking down the rod, curtain, and towel all while fire ate away at his eyes, Blaze had to admit he’d had finer days.  
 
    The door burst opened with a loud smack while he was still fighting with the curtain, which was wrapped around him like a second skin. He needed to get it out of the way so he could get back to the water, which had gone from a normal temperature to so hot it just about burned his skin off approximately ten seconds after stepping into the shower.  But he really needed water to splash into his soap filled eyeballs before long lasting damage was done. 
 
    “Blaze? Oh my god!” Colette’s shriek of horror just about did him in.  
 
    He couldn’t remember a time when he’d been more humiliated. And why the fuck had he suddenly turned into the world’s biggest klutz?  
 
    Since he couldn’t see a damn thing, he actually sensed the shadow looming over him. The water switched off abruptly and then the pole with the shower curtain was peeled away.  
 
    “Oh my god, turn the water back on,” he begged. “Or fill up the ice bucket or something. My eyes… I can’t see anything.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I squirted soap in my eyes.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Colette cursed and the way she said it made him feel like she didn’t curse out loud all that often.  
 
    Her feet slapped against the bathroom tile and the tap switched on and a few seconds later something was shoved into his hands.  
 
    He didn’t waste time upending the bucket of freezing water right onto his face. He shuddered as the cold water hit him like a second slap, jarring him half out of his skin.  
 
    “You couldn’t have bothered with making it not frigid?” he snarled as he groped blindly for the towel that landed in the tub with him. His eyes were pouring tears, trying to cleanse themselves of the wretched shit that the hotel tried to pass off as soap. They might as well have filled the fucking thing up with bleach.  
 
    “I’m sorry! I didn’t think there was time.”  
 
    There was a rush of air and something soft hit him at the waist. He groped around with his hand, felt terrycloth, and brought it up to his face.  
 
    “Oh my god.” Colette’s horrified tone drifted over to him two seconds before he reached out blindly, searching for her to help him- even though he would normally have rather died than admit he needed it, but half blind, with his arms mangled, he could use a hand getting out of the forsaken slippery tub.  
 
    For four hundred fucking dollars, he actually expected a separate shower, not some stupid tub with a shower curtain.  
 
    His fingers brushed something sleek and when Colette gasped and her hand closed around his, he thought she actually meant to try and get him back to being vertical. Obviously, he thought wrong, because when he pulled, she let out a bark of surprise and as he tried to force his weight up, something heavy and warm came crashing down on top of him.  
 
    This time it wasn’t the shower curtain.  
 
    “You asshole!” A small fist was planted right in the center of his chest, and another caught him under the jawline for good measure.  
 
    He might have been having one hell of an off day, but his athletic instincts kicked in and he managed to get his hand up in time to block the blow that followed.  
 
    “Stop hitting me!” He ground out, trying to unglue his eyelids, which felt like they’d been crazy glued shut, so that he could see what the hell was going on.  
 
    “You did that on purpose! You- you beast!”  
 
    “I didn’t do anything on purpose,” he pleaded, scrubbing at his face with one hand while he held her tiny, warm fist in the other. 
 
    “You did!” Colette panted, right above him. “You hauled me in here on purpose and you’re a pervert and you’re naked and your- ugh- it’s pressing right into me!” She wriggled, trying to get away.  
 
    He hadn’t been hard before. At least not all the way hard, but feeling her warm little hips grind down on him blinded him far worse than the soap had, and what do you know, despite his bad luck and the fact that his eyes and arms felt like they’d been on the wrong end of a battle with a chainsaw, his happy stick got real happy real fast.  
 
    “Oh my god! You’re doing that on purpose now!” Colette struggled against him, tearing her hand free.  
 
    But she didn’t climb out of the tub.  
 
    Blaze froze, waiting for her to scramble off of him and get clear. He wouldn’t stop her. He would never have forced her to be anywhere near him if she didn’t truly want to be. At least, if she was being honest with him. And with herself. He certainly hadn’t meant for her to literally fall into his lap. He gave her time to get away.  
 
    But she didn’t.  
 
    She just sat there, frozen.  
 
    He cracked a lid and through the painful haze, he made out her face, swimming closer as she leaned forward. He inhaled sharply when her hands wrapped around his neck like he was a magnet. Her hands twisted around his neck like they belonged there, so hot, hotter than the water that burned him in the shower a few minutes earlier. Hotter than the pain racing through his arms and his eyes and his cock and his blue fucking balls, because god, he wanted her.  
 
    He forced himself to be still, to let her come to him, if that’s what she wanted.  
 
    He couldn’t remember a time when he’d ever let a woman make the first move. Or ever actually let anyone touch him for any other reason other than to fuck him. He rarely ever kissed. He rarely wanted to. He didn’t do cuddling or intimacy or sweet little gestures. He fucked. Hard and fast, sometimes dirty, sometimes not. Whatever they wanted, he made sure they got it. He always left his partner in crime satisfied. Generally, three or four big O’s satisfied. But touching? That was pretty much off limits.  
 
    Colette’s face hovered near his for a second. He wished he could see her clearly, but all he could make out was a grainy shadow before her hot breath burst over his lips and her mouth was smashed up against his.  
 
    He met her halfway, driving her face back with the force of it, but she hung on, her nails biting into his shoulders as their tongues mashed and tangled. She melted against him, soft and warm, pliable and lush, even with her clothes still on. She kissed him like she wasn’t a damn virgin and it was her last kiss on earth. She kissed him like she wanted to drown him and kill him and ruin him.  
 
    Blaze couldn’t help it. He reached up and gripped her face with both his hands, curling his fingertips into her sweet little jawline and whisper soft cheeks. He crushed her mouth beneath his, eating at her lips, the animal in him ten seconds away from being fully unleashed. He’d waited for her. For this. For so fucking long. He’d imagined doing this, doing so much worse, to her for years. He bruised her lips, nipped them between his teeth, drew his tongue over the wounded spots, then went back for more. It shocked the hell out of him that she gave as good as she got.  
 
    When she ripped her face away to take a shuddering, raspy, desperate breath, he found that his tongue had a use other than for sticking it down her throat. “Clothes off,” he commanded. “Get those damn clothes off now.” 
 
    “But- but I…” 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetheart,” he chuckled darkly. “I’m not planning on stealing your v-card in a gross hotel room. I doubt that would be up to your romantic standards and even I have a conscience.” 
 
    “You don’t know what my standards are,” Colette panted.  
 
    He blinked, trying to get his eyes to freakin’ focus and finally more than just a shadowy blur swam into view. Colette was kneeling in the tub, straddling his hips, and her hands were working her clothes. She deftly unzipped the jacket she had on and flung it onto the bathroom floor. The t-shirt she had on underneath followed suit and then so did her bra.  
 
    Between squirting soap in his eyes and nearly killing himself slipping in the shower and now, something strange had happened. Something that was nothing short of a damn miracle because Colette was actually undressing for him. Willingly.  
 
    Either he’d finally worn her down or after seeing him naked, maybe she’d changed her mind. Or maybe acting like a klutzy clown and being accidentally vulnerable for two seconds actually made him more human to her.  
 
    He dismissed that thought. Women didn’t like vulnerabilities. They didn’t want a guy who was going to cry at sappy movies with them. Or even turn that shit on in the first place. That wanted a guy who could give them that screw that they’d remember for the rest of their lives. They didn’t want all the other bullshit. The relationships. The complications. The fighting. The bullshit. Blah, blah, blah. He gave them what he wanted. What he himself wanted. No strings attached pleasure.  
 
    So why didn’t he want to give that to Colette? Why had he never imagined her like the rest? What was so different about her? And no. Her intact cherry wasn’t it.  
 
    His brain shut off right around the time Colette stood up, literally jumped out of the tub, and peeled her jeans off herself. Considering that they were slightly damp, skintight, and skinny jeans, she did get the hell out of them in record time.  
 
    She stood facing him. In red panties. Red lace panties.  
 
    Okay, there was no way she wasn’t into him and wore those panties on the off chance that they’d accidentally get a showing. No. Fucking. Way. She wanted this. She wanted him. She was just too prim and proper and high and mighty to accept it.  
 
    Or maybe she wasn’t, given that she was standing there naked.  
 
    Completely naked, because as he gaped at her through his still burning, abused eyes, she peeled those panties off her shapely hips and rolled them down a set of legs that belonged on a goddess. She stepped from them and stood there, half shy, half brazen, knowing full well that she was sexy as hell. Ultra-fuckable. The kind of sexy that destroys a man.  
 
    Perfect breasts. More than a handful, but not too much, with the perkiest dark raspberry nipples. A tight stomach that flared out to sweet curvy hips, legs that went on forever, and her delicate prize between them. So ripe. Already swollen and soaking wet. He could see her arousal glistening on her thighs, and her legs weren’t even fully parted.  
 
    His mouth watered and his stomach cramped violently. He got the hell out of the bathtub in record time, half blind, sore arms, blue balls and all.  
 
    What he wanted to do was take Colette by the hips, lift her onto the sink, wrap those long legs around his neck and fuck her into oblivion. Instead, he fell to his knees before her, because she was the one with the power. She was the queen. She was everything and god, he’d always known it. He didn’t want to scar her or ruin her. He didn’t want to break her. He wanted to teach her what it meant to fly. Teach her the meaning of her own power and sensuality in ways she had no idea were possible.  
 
    “Turn around,” he rasped hoarsely, blinking furiously because he wanted to enjoy as much of the show as possible.  
 
    She hesitated, casting him a scalding look that said if he was up to his normal asshattery, she was out of there.  
 
    He put up his hands in surrender. “I’m not going to hurt you, Colette. Never. No tricks. No games. I promise to keep my mouth shut. No, that’s not right. I promise not to say anything stupid. I just want to make you feel good. If you’ll let me. I promise that it will be the best thing you’ve ever done.” 
 
    One brow shot up nearly to her hairline. “I’ve done some pretty good things in my life. That’s a tall order you’ve given yourself.” She turned though, pivoting slowly, to rest her hands on the vanity.  
 
    He wanted so badly to command her that the words scalded the back of his throat, but he bit them back. Instead, he’d show her. He’d touch her reverently, gently, take his time, go as slow as she needed him to, even if it killed him. Given that his balls already felt like they were going to explode, there was a good chance that it might.  
 
    She slowly, reluctantly turned around, giving him a full view of her perfect ass. He took two steps, stopping right in front of her, and his knees hit the tile floor and it didn’t matter that it was hard or that they let out a crack of protest. Even on his knees, he was nearly taller than her. He was so much bigger and she was so small, so tiny in comparison. He loved the contrast between them, the silk of her skin against his hands as he gripped her thighs, the muted whimpers of pleasure torn from her and the low, feral grunts that were his.  
 
    “Blaze- I- this is…” 
 
    Her words died a hard death when his mouth hit her core. She was on fire, and so sweet that he wanted to weep and not just because the soap was still burning the hell out of his eyes. Her thighs quivered in his hands and her hips bucked back as she let out a throaty moan that echoed through the bathroom.  
 
    He parted the folds of the sweetest pussy he’d ever tasted and licked her slowly, exploring her with broad sweeps of his tongue. Colette wasn’t exactly the shy type of virgin, or maybe she just couldn’t help herself, because her protesting was done. Her hating him was over, at least for the moment. Instead, her hips rocked back into his face as he ate her noisily and she didn’t protest. She danced with him.  
 
    He wanted to command that she watch her face in the mirror, but he didn’t. He’d promised not to say anything stupid and to her, the dirty talk would probably just ruin whatever they were experiencing, so, for the moment, he shut the hell up and just focused on what he was doing.  
 
    Which was exploring, licking, pleasuring, while she thrashed back into his face.  
 
    She didn’t protest or pull away when he found her entrance and thrust his tongue up inside of her. He ate her like that, her juices like honey flowing down his throat. God. She wasn’t just honey. She was sunshine and rainbows and fucking fairy farts too.  
 
    She was delicious. Incredibly. So tight around his tongue that if they had to make a trip to the ER because he got stuck inside of her, it wouldn’t be surprising.  
 
    Blaze’s fingers grasped her thighs hard enough to bruise her, but she let him hold her open while he lashed her with his tongue. He ate her, plunging his tongue up into her tight heat until her legs were trembling, and her hips were grinding and her walls were clenching around his tongue. He ate her until she shattered, falling apart all around him. She threw back her head and screamed something incoherent, but it was proof enough that she didn’t hate him.  
 
    He pulled away when she was coming down because he had a few other tricks up his arsenal that he wouldn’t mind trying, but they involved her facing him so that he could watch the play of emotion flicker over her face as he gave her another climax and another.  
 
    Colette turned around slowly, her legs still visibly trembling, her fingers curled around the sink’s edge as if she needed it to hold herself upright.  
 
    Her eyes were wide, the pupils big, her lips swollen from his kisses earlier. She was beautiful. Glorious. Her hair had escaped its confines and swirled around her face, bracketing her delicate, flushed features.  
 
    “Is that all you’ve got,” she taunted him, still panting. “Honestly, I expected more from you, Blaze Hanson, so called sex god.” 
 
    Oh, that’s it. Game fucking is on.  
 
    He was about to open his mouth and start listing off all the things he wanted to do with her, for her, to her, and let her take her pick. Hell, she could even pick multiple items off the list if she wanted to, when she sauntered over, her hips swaying with her walk, her eyes glistening like she knew that he was watching, taking it all in, and that he was hopelessly affected.  
 
    That he felt her more than skin deep. That for him, this wasn’t just about pleasure and the slight upturn of her lips into an almost smirk, told him that she knew it.  
 
    He got to his feet right as she dropped to her knees. Right in front of him.  
 
    Blaze watched in stunned amazement as Colette reached out. Her tiny hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. He was so hard that hard was an understatement. He could probably split concrete with a single karate style chop of his cock.  
 
    Watching her tiny fist try, and not even come close, to wrapping around his girth, watching her eyes widen in amazement and listening to her breath hitch- it was pretty hard to keep his shit together. He’d never had a problem with premature shit before, but he was in serious danger of exploding all over Colette’s perky tits and her perfect raspberry hued nipples. God. He wanted to latch his mouth around those nipples and suck on them until she climaxed just from that.  
 
    “It looks like, Mr. Hanson, that I have you by the balls here.” Her other hand came up and she gripped him, literally, while she pumped his cock with her other hand.  
 
    “Fuck,” he ground out uselessly. For once, his smart mouth deserted him. He wanted to make fun of her for her snarky pun, ask her if that was the best she could do, but for some reason, his tongue was wrapped up in knots and language was a battle he wasn’t going to win. “You don’t have to-” 
 
    “I want to,” she breathed.  
 
    Her eyes swiveled upwards and his cock jerked in her hand. She let out a husky breath as a droplet of pre-cum formed at the tip and dribbled lower, onto her fingers. It glistened there in the overhead lighting. Despite himself, his hand came down to tangle in her hair, pulling the rest free from the elastic at her nape.  
 
    “You have no idea what you’re asking for,” he tried again to warn her. “You get that pretty, pouty, fuckable little mouth anywhere near my cock and it’s game over. For both of us. I’m not going to be able to control myself.”  
 
    Her eyes flicked back up to him. “Duly noted,” she said coyly. “Thanks for the warning.” 
 
    And then, Colette, little, sweet, virgin Colette, wrapped her swollen, pouty lips around his cock and sucked him hard, right to the back of her throat.
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 Colette 
 
      
 
    “Christ,” Blaze swore above her head, as she sucked his cock into her mouth until she could feel him at the back of her throat.  
 
    She nearly gagged and pulled back just enough so that she wouldn’t embarrass herself. She rolled her tongue around his cock instead, tasting every single inch of his impressive length. He was salty and musky and dark tasting and she savored every single second of having him in her mouth. Every single second was new and frightening, astounding and amazing.  
 
    “Are you trying to kill me over here? You can’t go straight to deep throating without any warning.” 
 
    Colette proved him wrong by leaning forward, guiding him deeper into her mouth with the fist she had wrapped around his shaft. He jerked hard, his hips pushing forward involuntarily while he let out a groan that was half curse, half a sigh of pleasure he couldn’t keep inside.  
 
    She’d always thought that blow jobs were degrading for a woman. That being on her knees, sucking a man’s cock while he rammed in and out of her mouth, was vulgar. She might be a virgin but that didn’t mean she hadn’t seen her share of movies, read magazines, or enjoyed smutty romances. She did all of those regularly. She’d just never seen the attraction.  
 
    She had to admit, with Blaze’s cock halfway down her throat, throbbing and pulsing in her mouth, then pulling back, smearing salty droplets all down her tongue, she finally got it. She got what all the fuss was about.  
 
    Because on her knees, she didn’t feel at all degraded. She didn’t feel dirty or used. She felt powerful. She felt a hell of a lot more than that. Sensations that she didn’t understand. She was on fire, the flames spreading over her skin, devouring every single inch of her. Her thighs trembled and it was more than just the aftershocks of the most insane climax she’d ever experienced. She knew that if she looked down between her legs, she’d find herself soaked. She could feel the droplets of her own arousal snaking down her thighs, running all the way to her knees.  
 
    All because she had him in her mouth. She liked it. She liked pleasuring him. She liked the gruff, husky sounds he made above her and the way his fingers curled into her hair and he began to guide her face, gently, back and forth.  
 
    More salt spilled onto her tongue with every long, slow thrust, and she lapped at him eagerly, craving the taste. Craving the unique, seductive, rawness of him. The intimacy that they shared and the knowledge that she hadn’t done this for anyone else before.  
 
    What she didn’t like was the strange possessive light flaring to life inside of her chest. It sparked and unfurled there, right in the center of her. She didn’t like to think about Blaze doing this with anyone else. About him ever having done it or ever doing it again with another woman. She didn’t want him to. 
 
    He was an asshole. He was insufferable. He was cold and hard and closed off. This was just sex for him, even though for her, it was a hell of a lot more. It was something transformative and unique. Something she was sure she wouldn’t experience again with anyone else. She couldn’t even think of another man, even though she wanted to. She wanted to conjure up hundreds of potential lovers, just to get back at Blaze for being who he was, but the undeniable fact remained that he would always be her first.  
 
    Blaze’s hand tangled in her hair, fisting the strands, pulling so hard that her eyes watered, and pain bloomed over her scalp. He thrust into her mouth harder, and she took all of him. She wasn’t trying to prove a point. She did it because she wanted to. Because, despite everything, she loved it.  
 
    “Jesus- Colette- I’m…”  
 
    Blaze tried to pull away after his strained words, but she wouldn’t let him. She kept a firm hold on the base of his cock and drove her mouth forward, taking him to the back of her throat again. This time, she gagged, but she refused to pull away or to stop. Her other hand curled around his granite thigh, and her fingers dug into the striated, veiny muscle and smooth, surprisingly soft skin. She shocked herself by trailing her hand up higher and gripping his ass to hold him in place.  
 
    God. He had a really, really nice ass. Like, the ass to end all asses. The kind of ass that should be put on a pedestal and worshipped. She hadn’t even got a good look at it, but she felt it, the swell and the roundness and the tight, rock hard muscle below.  
 
    Her mouth salivated as she thought about sinking her teeth into that ass later.  
 
    “Colette,” Blaze ground out again, warning her.  
 
    She didn’t listen. And she didn’t let him pull out.  
 
    She had no idea what was going to happen. She knew, obviously, biologically, but she had no idea what to expect. She half thought it would be gross, but the warm rush that flooded her throat wasn’t disgusting. It was blissful. She swallowed on instinct, but then Blaze pulled back a little and she tasted him on her tongue. He wasn’t just salty, he was bitter and deep, spicy and musky. She swallowed that too and was shocked when he pulled her up to standing.  
 
    His arms wrapped around her waist, caging her against him as his lips crashed over hers. He ate her mouth, sweeping his tongue in to taste himself on her. She could still taste herself too, all over his lips, and it was a powerful, heady combination.  
 
    Why had she ever thought this would be gross?  
 
    She’d just experienced the best orgasm of her life, given her first BJ and thoroughly enjoyed it, but she was so far from satisfied. She wanted something else. Something she didn’t quite understand. She wanted it from Blaze, though. She knew that much. She wanted him, wanted him to touch and fill and possess every single part of her.  
 
    But this was Blaze Hanson. Notorious sex god, player, man-whore, and her boss.  
 
    With an agonized sound, Colette broke the kiss. She stepped back, wrecking the strong, protective, safe circle of Blaze’s arms. They weren’t really safe, she told herself. It was just an illusion. Everything they were doing here- it meant less than nothing to him. To him, she was just another girl, one of the many that came and went. She was a game. A conquest. Because he was Blaze Hanson, he hadn’t fired her on the spot when she’d marched into his office and brazenly told him she wanted him to take her v-card. He probably thought it was hilarious and she had the right anatomy, so why the hell not?  
 
    She didn’t want to just be used and discarded. Even if she thought she didn’t have time for anything else. Didn’t want a relationship with a man like Blaze. Ever. Period. She wasn’t ready for that and even if she was, even if she didn’t make her job her life and even if she wasn’t fulfilled by her family and friends and the few hobbies she had, Blaze wasn’t her type.  
 
    “You’re- you’re my boss,” she panted stupidly, by way of explanation when Blaze frowned. He looked at her, his eyes shimmering with confusion and something very close to hurt.  
 
    Hurt. She blinked. She never expected to see a real, honest emotion in those gorgeous, cold eyes. Except they weren’t cold. The pupils were huge, nearly devouring his irises and they brimmed over with warmth. They shimmered and danced, fully alive and unfettered. For a brief second, she had access to a Blaze that no one else ever saw. That no one knew existed.  
 
    Then she stepped away, just one step back, and it was gone.  
 
    His mask slammed back up and she realized what she’d just done.  
 
    How she’d changed her life forever.  
 
    He was her boss, and this was supposed to be about getting him to leave her alone. It wasn’t supposed to end in them both naked, in a hotel bathroom.  
 
    Her eyes flicked to Blaze’s wounded arms. They weren’t bleeding, but they were terribly raw and horribly painful looking. God, she was thoughtless. He needed a freaking hospital, not to be there with her at the moment.  
 
    “Yeah. Duly noted.” He cleared his throat, covering up whatever he might have felt with a rough cough.  
 
    She’d almost forgotten that she’d said anything at all.  
 
    This was the thing that no one told you about. The stupid walk of shame, the gathering of discarded, balled up clothes, the terrible aftermath of thoughtless, uncontrolled passion.  
 
    This. This was why she was still a virgin. All of it, the feeling, the joining, the need, the craziness, the out of control stupidity that made people do things they’d regret. The hurt and the pain and the regret. She’d be lucky if she got to keep her job. She might have to quit anyway. How could she ever look Blaze in the face again after this?  
 
    “Colette…” 
 
    She didn’t give Blaze time to try and talk her down. She was having an internal meltdown and there was nothing he could do or say to fix that for her. He couldn’t undo what they’d done. She couldn’t either. She wasn’t even sure she wanted to, and that pissed her off even more.  
 
    Instead of talking to him, she ducked her head, grabbed up her clothes, and hightailed it out of the bathroom. She hoped that he’d take the hint and get his clothes back on. She wanted to be strong. She wanted to keep him at a safe distance. She wanted to be the one who was rational and in control.  
 
    She knew though, that if Blaze walked through that door, picked her up and tossed her on the bed, she’d gladly do whatever the hell he wanted her to, consequences be damned. She’d live with the regrets for the rest of her life. She’d lose her damn job. It would all be worth it.  
 
    Thankfully, he didn’t.  
 
    Thankfully, he left her alone to get dressed in silence.  
 
    Thankfully, when he did emerge from the bathroom, ten minutes later, he was wearing his jeans, his face was composed into a granite mask, and he looked every inch the asshole boss she saw every single day in the office. The guy used to barking commands and being obeyed. The kind of guy who would never be interested in her beyond what they’d just done.  
 
    Thankfully.  
 
    Except… she wasn’t thankful at all.
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    Blaze piloted them home because he had to or they wouldn’t get there anytime soon. He was sure Colette saw it as a necessary evil because she sat in her seat, her back ramrod straight, staring out at the scenery, even though he knew she didn’t like being up in the plane.  
 
    The turbulence was worse than it was on the flight that morning, though not anything out of the ordinary. He was used to flying. He’d had his own plane for nearly a decade. Right around the time he’d needed an escape. From everything.  
 
    For Colette though, it was a different experience. A new one, not to be trusted. Kind of like him.  
 
    After he’d dressed his ass and thrown some fresh bandages over his arms, they’d left the hotel in silence. They’d stayed that way as he returned the keys for the rental and led them back out to the hanger where he’d stashed his plane for the day.  
 
    Taking off was no different.  
 
    An hour into their flight time and she still hadn’t said a thing, as if ignoring him was her favorite pastime. She was really good at it, too. She should try out for the Ignore Your Boss Olympics Team. If there was such a thing, she’d be sure to win gold.  
 
    A bump jostled the plane and while it did absolutely nothing to alarm him, he glanced over and found Colette biting down hard on her plush bottom lip. He wanted to take that lip between his teeth and bite down for her. He wanted to taste her again. Wanted to do so much more than what they’d done. He’d just had the best BJ of his life, seriously, hands down, and he couldn’t stop thinking about getting her horizontal and fucking up into her until they were both a writhing, screaming mess.  
 
    Or the time after that, when he’d put his cock in her mouth after being inside of her and let her taste herself.  
 
    Or the next time, when he’d press his thumb between her tight, sweet ass cheeks and make her scream by playing with her rosebud as he hit every single nerve ending inside her tight, soaking wet heat.  
 
    Or the time after that, when he’d make sure that she didn’t leave until his sheets were soaked and she was a hot mess, flushed and spent on top of them.  
 
    Or maybe even the time after that, when she agreed to let him tie her to the bed.  
 
    Fuck. He was so seriously fucked.  
 
    There had always been something about Colette. Always. She’d tortured him right from the day she’d been hired, so young and fresh and ridiculously enthusiastic. Her beauty was easy, effortless, breathtaking, extraordinary, but that still didn’t explain why he’d been captivated by her. He wanted to tell her to release him from her spell, and in the next breath, he wanted to inform her that she was his and she better get used to the idea, but both those statements seemed overly aggressive, bordering on creep territory, so he bit down hard on the inside of his cheek until it ached like his arms did.  
 
    The plane rocked harder when they hit the next turbulent area and Colette barely managed to stifle a gasp. He heard her worried little intake of air and right after he’d steadied the plane, he reached over to her hands, which were locked in a death grip on her lap and set his on top.  
 
    She didn’t jerk away.  
 
    Which just proved how scared she was.  
 
    “We’ll be down on the ground soon enough.”  
 
    “Yeah. In a mangled heap, dead,” she shot back.  
 
    He flashed her a confident smile she didn’t turn to see. “Never. I’ve flown lots of times. Never crashed once.” 
 
    “Obviously. You’re still here alive, to tell the tale. Unfortunately for me, since you dragged me into this.” 
 
    “Harsh. I’m wounded, Colette. Really. After all the opportunity I’ve given you? You have your name out there. You have a portfolio. A good salary. Benefits. All without even lifting a finger to go and get some formal training.” 
 
    “Would it make it better if I did? Have more training?” 
 
    “Not one bit. I’m just saying. If I’d crashed and burned before I had a chance to start the company, you’d probably be SOL.” 
 
    “Nope. I would have found somewhere to hire me. And if they wouldn’t have, then I would have gone to school. Got a scholarship or something because I’m smart and I’m talented.” 
 
    “And you know it too.” 
 
    She turned to him, her brows knitted into a frown, but her eyes were shining with a teasing glint she tried to blink away before he saw it. “Of course, I know it. I know that I’m good. I know that I’m worth it. I’ve worked my ass off for you and your company, so that HBAD could take all the credit.” 
 
    “Your name appears in the app credits.” 
 
    “Right. Because anyone ever bothers with reading those.” 
 
    “Yes, well, I’m just saying. I’ve done a lot for you. Like this date for example. I came up with the idea all on my own.” Lies. “Flew you out to the middle of nowhere. Treated you to a quad ride, which is something you’ll never get the opportunity to do in the city, and to top it all off, I booked us a hotel room, and made sure you came.” 
 
    “You came too,” she ground out. Her stare had changed to a murderous look of death.  
 
    He found it absolutely charming.  
 
    “I did. I’d like to repeat it sometime soon. Your mouth is very, very talented. I’d make it my home, if I could, but there are other places I’d like to live.” 
 
    “Yeah. Inside someone else,” she snapped. Her head swiveled around to stare straight ahead again.  
 
    Blaze’s stomach dropped out and not from any turbulence. The sky was perfectly smooth, the plane chugging along. It should have been peaceful. Flying was his time away from the rest of his life. His happy place, if that kind of corny, cheesy shit could be used. He left his problems on the ground when he was up in the air. It annoyed him that he felt like shit now while he was flying. 
 
    “You know, I’ve never brought anyone up here with me. Ever,” he said slowly. “I wanted to make an exception. For you.” 
 
    “Why? Because you thought I’d be impressed?” Colette scoffed.  
 
    “No. Because I thought you’d enjoy it.” He winced, wishing he could cram the vulnerability in his voice back into the dark recess of his chest, back into the cave he wanted that shit to stay in, not start crawling out of like starved bears and ferocious demons.  
 
    Colette’s head cranked around. Her eyes widened and her nostrils flared. “This was the worst date I’ve ever been on. And I have no doubt that tomorrow you’ll find a new flavor- and yes, I mean that in every sense of the word, so you’ll excuse me if I just sit here and throw up in my mouth a little while you have a tantrum and pretend to be butt-hurt about any of this.” 
 
    “Butt-hurt? Did you really just say that?”  
 
    “Yeah,” she hissed. “Yeah, I said it. And I meant it. Get that poor-me stick out of your ass, Blaze. I can’t imagine how many hearts you’ve broken so carelessly.” 
 
    This time it was his nostrils he felt flaring. “I haven’t broken any hearts. Every single woman I’ve ever been with understands that I’m a busy man and that I’m completely unavailable on every level other than a physical one. We take what we need from each other and we move on. Some people like no strings attached. For some people, it’s what they need.” 
 
    “Well, you’ll excuse me if I’m not into the emotionally unavailable, no strings attached, type of deal.” She turned to him, a look of defiance on her face, her features so tight and severe he wanted to fuck her even worse than he did before.  
 
    Just to see her fire blazing at full force. To see her spirit.  
 
    Christ. He had no idea what was going on with him. He wanted to tell her that he didn’t want those things with her, but he had no idea what that meant. He doubted he was capable of loving anyone properly. Loving.  
 
    Love. 
 
    That word was a foreign one. A completely laughable concept.  
 
    A few days ago, he would have said it wasn’t in the cards. For anyone. That people who said they were in love were faking it. That it wasn’t real. That it was never real.  
 
    Now, when he stole a glance over at Colette’s angry face with her glaring eyes and her thinned out lips and her flushed cheeks, he wanted to know. He wanted to know if it was possible. Not just for him but for his company as well. He wanted to know if it wasn’t just a farce or an invention by big corporations to sell more shit. Love was big business. Just ask anyone who cranked out apps. That shit sold.  
 
    “Good. I was just checking.” His eyes swiveled over to Colette’s face again and he couldn’t imagine enjoying any other flavor but her now. 
 
    She was a wrecking ball, except instead of wrecking his life or his company, she’d come in and wrecked him, in ways so subtle, he didn’t realize it was even happening over the years.  
 
    She wrecked him just by existing.  
 
    “Checking?” Her tone was beyond exasperation. It bordered on pissed the fuck off.  
 
    “Yeah.” He forced a grin.  
 
    He’d found that the best way to deal with his pain over the years was to shove it down and pretend it didn’t exist. He didn’t like to feel sadness. He didn’t like to feel much of anything. The yawning gulf inside of his chest would have torn him clean in half if he’d given it even a foothold. So, he didn’t. He rammed that shit down into the point of no return and closed the lid so that it couldn’t escape.  
 
    “Checking?”  
 
    “Yeah. Because I was thinking about inviting you over to my place for that cup of tea when we touch down. Seeing as I fucked up the rest of the date. I thought I could make it up to you.” 
 
    “T-tea?” Colette stammered. She glared at him like he was trying to trick her. Like what he really wanted to do was slip cyanide or some kind of horrible drug into her drink and have his evil way with her.  
 
    “Yes. Tea.” 
 
    Her brows knitted together in confusion as the anger bled out of her face. “You have tea?”  
 
    “Yes, I have tea. If I didn’t, I’d stop on the way and buy some. I promise not to do anything horrible to you and be on my best tea toting granny behavior.” 
 
    “I’ve heard that line before.” 
 
    “Seriously? I didn’t realize that was the kind of thing guys said to a lady when they’re trying to pick her up.” 
 
    “It’s not,” Colette said while she did her best to skewer him with the glower of all glowers. “Just you. You promised you’d be on your best behavior, then you staged getting soap in your eyes just because you knew I’m a sucker.” 
 
    “That was not staged. That burned like hell. I promise you, sweetheart, the soap had nothing to do with it. If I would have walked out of that bathroom naked, you would have-” 
 
    “See! This is exactly what I mean! You ruin everything, Blaze. Everything.” Colette swiveled forward again, her arms tucked around her like she could ward him off with her pouty anger.  
 
    Fat chance. That just made her hotter. His cock stood to attention like she was whispering sweet nothings to it. If only she knew how hot she was when she was being petulant. When she was trying not to look at him because she knew that he’d see how badly she wanted him.  
 
    “I wasn’t trying to ruin anything,” he admitted, letting the honestly bleed into his voice, turning it soft. Softer than he’d ever been with anyone. He could tell that she was listening by the way her spine stiffened. “Seriously. I wanted this to be a nice, fun getaway. I tried to think of something you wouldn’t have ever done before. I didn’t mean to ruin it. All of it. And as for what happened at the hotel- if you never want it to happen again, I’m not going to pretend that I’m okay with that, because I’d very much like it to happen. Regularly. I didn’t send those flowers as some kind of joke. I know I’m an asshole. That I’m cold and impossible and you hate me. But maybe, under all the layers of perversion and evil, maybe I’m just a person too. Maybe I have a heart. Maybe it’s lonely.” 
 
    Colette snorted. “I doubt it. Any of it. As for the tea, you can take it and shove it up your-” 
 
    The plane hit a pocket of turbulence before she could finish her sentence. Colette screamed and gripped onto anything she could find, which just happened to be his arm. He didn’t try to make his muscles bulge under her hand. They did that all on their own, while he rode out the wind pocket and piloted them out of the turbulence safely.  
 
    “What the hell,” Colette panted. “This was the worst date I’ve ever been on.” 
 
    “Let me make it up to you. One cup of tea. Just one. Then I’ll burn the contract right in front of you. I swear it.” 
 
    “And you’ll give me a promotion,” Colette huffed.  
 
    “Resorting to blackmail now? I like it.” 
 
    “Go to hell.” 
 
    He felt his lips twitch. “You did promise me today. I promised you the contract. Maybe we can talk about a promotion later.” 
 
    “Not if it means doing what you think I’m going to do for it.” 
 
    “The whole office probably thinks you’re doing it anyway, ever since I sent those flowers.” 
 
    “That’s part of the bargain. I gave you today. You said you’d tear up the contact and clear up any misunderstandings about that. Tell them it was meant for someone else. They’ll get the idea. I passed out from shock. It’s believable.” 
 
    I don’t want it to be. He nodded, though, and Colette went back to studying the window and gripping her knees like the ground was going to rush up to meet them at any second. He’d negotiated a few more hours out of her. He was going to have to make the most of them to convince her that there was no way in hell she should want him to let her go.  
 
    For the first time ever, he found that he didn’t want to.  
 
    He wasn’t sure which was a more terrifying prospect. Giving up on her or being worthy of her giving them a chance.
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    Colette knew she shouldn’t have agreed to go to Blaze’s house. Not for tea. Not for anything. It was a terrible idea and she wished she could have refused, but like with everything else, Blaze wore her down with his charm and animal magnetism and he got his way.  
 
    She expected the high rise he’d mentioned. A penthouse condo at the very top floor. Something new and luxurious and ultra-modern. Soulless and cold, like its owner, decorated impersonally, barely lived in, a colossal waste of money and a huge fuck you, with its excess, to everyone out there struggling to afford just the basic necessities of living.  
 
    Instead, she was shocked to find that Blaze was just trying to get a rise out of her with the penthouse bullshit.  
 
    When he pulled up outside a warehouse in the area of the city where many of the old buildings, ancient factories and brick monoliths from another time, had been converted into expensive, fashionable living, she was more than a little confused.  
 
    She cast a glance at him from beneath her eyelashes. “What are we doing here? I thought you lived in a ritzy neighborhood with a doorman who makes a quarter mil a year protecting the lives of the rich and famous.” 
 
    Blaze’s hands tightened on the wheel, like he was actually nervous. He’d picked her up in something she hadn’t expected. An antique truck. Even fully restored it was rustic and basically uncomfortable. It rumbled down the road and was overly loud for her taste, but even she had to admit, it was beautiful. Almost like a work of art, too pretty to actually drive.  
 
    “Yeah, well, I don’t like the entire world knowing my business. It’s bad enough that if you search my name on the internet, you can find out whatever you want. I’d like to keep a few aspects private. My address is one of them, so I actually have the house under a different name.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    Blaze turned to study her as he pulled up beside a huge brick building. It towered, four stories high, with strange juts and build-outs all over what should have been a square roofline.  
 
    He studied her intently, not even bothering to hide the fact that he was staring at her. She squirmed in her seat, disgusted with herself for actually enjoying his attention.  
 
    “I have it under a different name.” 
 
    “Don’t people recognize you?”  
 
    “No. Not really. Most people here are pretty normal. They work hard and they’re busy with their lives. They don’t pay any attention to the single guy coming and going first thing in the morning and getting home late at night.” 
 
    “But the truck. It probably draws some attention?” 
 
    “I might be rich, but a lot of people around here also have money. Owning classic cars gets some interest, but people are more interested in the vehicle than in me. It’s a good distraction. I’m no celebrity either. People don’t really give a shit that I might be on billboards or own a business. If they know who I am, they don’t really give a shit. I live here, just like the rest of them. Eat, sleep and breathe, just like everyone else.” 
 
    “Except I’m sure you do it in much nicer surroundings.” 
 
    Blaze ejected himself out of the truck and walked around to her side. He actually held her door open for her and waited until she got out. “I guess that remains to be seen.” 
 
    Colette braced herself. She no longer had any idea what to expect with Blaze Hanson. The fact that she could still feel his lips on her body unnerved her. Whenever he looked her way, her body went into a state of something that could only be described as complete organ failure- or maybe that was just her brain. She couldn’t stop her lady bits from shivering, her nipples from puckering under her bra, and her panties never really dried out after she’d slipped into them back at the hotel.  
 
    Hours ago.  
 
    Blaze led the way. He didn’t touch her, but she felt his commanding presence keenly, like a physical caress, even though he was at least six feet in front of her. He stopped down a long hall and after turning a corner and climbing a set of industrial metal looking stairs, he pushed open another door and rounded yet another corner.  
 
    She was dizzy and disoriented by the time he stopped in front of a red metal door. He inserted a key into the lock- no new school punch codes or retina scanning for him- and held the door open.  
 
    Colette realized he wasn’t going to let her back out so she walked past him, into the place that was distinctly his.  
 
    It might not have been a high-rise penthouse overlooking the city, but the condo was still huge. Open, with massive, raw wood beams overhead spanning the length of the ceiling, the walls bare red brick. The floors were ancient hardwood, beat up and left the way it probably always had been. Little touches here and there spoke to the newness of the remodel- industrial looking lights hanging from the ceiling by long black chains, stainless steel countertops in the kitchen, sleek, edgy black furniture in the area that was obviously the living room, since it boasted floor to ceiling windows that were probably fourteen feet tall at least, and overlooked a huge deck complete with blossoming greenery and overflowing planter boxes.  
 
    “Wow,” she exhaled under her breath.  
 
    She spun around, taking it all in, wishing she could hate it. Her eyes landed on the metal stairs that gave way to a wrought iron railing that overlooked half of the main floor. It was obviously the loft and thinking about Blaze sleeping up there brought back the shivery heat she’d been fighting all day in a hard rush.  
 
    “Do you like it?” Blaze’s deep, commanding voice came from behind her, and she whirled.  
 
    The heat crawled up her neckline and rushed into her cheeks before she could stop it. He should look ridiculous, in his blood and dirt stained t-shirt, his arms bandaged like that, his jeans dirty and worn. He didn’t. He didn’t look ridiculous at all. She thought about how good he’d tasted earlier, in her mouth, how her fingers felt exploring his body, the silk of his muscle and the crisp edges of his hairs, the striated veins that ran just below the surface, a life-giving river. She thought about sinking her nails into his delicious bottom while she was on her knees and how she’d wanted to turn him around and lick him there too. Something innocent, along his rock-hard cheek, before she bit him, just to see if her teeth would actually sink into his flesh or if he truly was a living, breathing statue.  
 
    God, she was pathetic.  
 
    Completely inappropriate. Blaze was her boss for eff sakes.  
 
    “I- it’s alright,” she rasped breathlessly, when Blaze cocked a brow. He studied her intently, like he could read her thoughts, and that only made the heat in her face that much worse. “I mean, yeah, it’s nice.” 
 
    “Thanks for the backward compliment. I think.” Blaze’s voice rattled around in her chest, the flames of his tone devouring and curling around all her sensitive organs.  
 
    Like her heart, for one.  
 
    “You chose the place. You obviously thought it was alright. You don’t need my approval.” 
 
    “Right.” Blaze nodded solemnly, and she had the impression he was mocking her, even though his face was back to being shuttered off, giving nothing away and his voice was completely flat. “How about that tea I promised you?”  
 
    “Do you really have tea? Here I thought that was a ploy just to get me here so that you could try and serve up something else?”  
 
    Blaze stiffened. “Oh? What would that be?”  
 
    You. And she was stupid enough to let him drag her there. Okay, he hadn’t dragged her at all. It was the promise that he’d made, about burning that contract, that got her in the front door. Liar, liar, pants on fire. Her pants were definitely not on fire. Soaked, maybe, but fire- well, maybe. It did feel an awful lot like there were flames licking up her legs.  
 
    “Nothing,” she hissed. “I want to watch you make this tea. Make sure that you’re doing it right.” 
 
    “Make sure I don’t slip anything nefarious into your drink?”  
 
    “Something like that,” she snorted.  
 
    Blaze stalked off towards the kitchen. All she had to do was pivot from her spot in the middle of the huge living room, since the place was all wide open, to watch him walk behind the clean lines of the industrial looking countertops. The cupboards were a flat black construction along the bottom, with huge, raw wooden shelves lining the walls. It was industrial looking and was a perfect match for the rest of the place.  
 
    Blaze moved deftly in the kitchen, getting down two mugs and taking a kettle out from the bottom cupboard. He filled it at the huge stainless sink and plugged it into the wall. He surprised her by getting out a box of tea, the kind of thing that he probably got for Christmas from his mom or something. It looked like one of those expensive, gifty type samplers.  
 
    He looked at home in his own place, comfortable and unguarded. It was strange seeing him there like that, in an intimate setting, when all she’d known was the Blaze from the office who was completely untouchable. Someone she'd never be able to relate to.  
 
    His arms had to be killing him, but if they hurt, he didn’t show it. The kettle boiled and he poured two cups of hot water and pushed the sampler box onto the counter, towards the edge where four metal bar stools, the square, hard, unsuitable looking type, sat tucked.  
 
    “Go ahead. Pick what you want.” 
 
    “Do you actually drink this stuff?” she asked bitingly, to cover the fact that her lungs currently felt two sizes too small for her body. “Or did some girl you were dating leave it at your place by accident?”  
 
    He turned, giving her his back as he picked out his own teabag. He tore the packet open and tucked it into his mug. “That would be to imply that I date. Which I don’t. So no. Sorry. No bad tea voodoo here. It’s safe for consumption, though I’d let that water cool down before I gave it a try.” 
 
    Colette barely refrained from sticking her tongue out at him like a child. She wanted to provoke him to bite, to spar with her, and when he didn’t, she felt strangely disappointed. Like he’d given her that crack of an opening, that tiny fissure in his armor, but she’d chosen instead to stitch it back up instead of edging underneath, where she truly wanted to be.  
 
    She leaned up against the hard steel counter while she slid the box in her direction. There was quite an assortment, everything from green tea to white to black to chai. She chose a chai tea vanilla blend, ripped open the package, and nearly sighed at the sweet and spicy aroma before she tucked it into the plain white mug. Her stomach nearly growled, reminding her that she hadn’t eaten lunch and it was past dinner.  
 
    “I have some leftover pizza in the fridge,” Blaze said from behind her, reading her mind. Or maybe her stomach had actually growled out loud.  
 
    Either way, she didn’t like that he anticipated what she needed.  
 
    “You actually eat pizza?” she scoffed. “You don’t look like you’ve touched a carb in your life.”  
 
    “I’ll take that as a compliment.” Blaze chuckled as he cracked the door of a massive side by side stainless steel industrial looking fridge. A minute later he produced a cardboard takeout box and set it on the counter in front of her. “Help yourself.” 
 
    He was close. Too close. She could almost feel the heat of his body leaching into her and she gulped noisily. She cracked the lid, just to have something to do with her hands.  
 
    “Pineapple? And- and basil and jalapenos and BBQ sauce?” She did a double take, just to make sure she was seeing, and smelling, correctly.  
 
    “Yup. Love it. Don’t diss it ‘til you try it.” 
 
    “Gross. Pineapple is a sin on pizza.” 
 
    “So pick it off, princess. It’s not like I have much else to offer.” 
 
    She could think of a few things he had to offer, but of course she bit that comment back. She really was starved, so she dipped in and took a piece. It was easy to grab, since it was cold. She brought it to her mouth and took a tentative bite.  
 
    Jesus, it was good. The sauce hit her taste buds and the spice of the jalapenos, the tang of the basil, and the sweetness of the pineapple all combined into perfection. It made her despise Blaze that much more for being right.  
 
    As she chewed, he helped himself to a piece and nearly shoved it all into his mouth. He devoured it in a few bites and took another, chewing while he watched her.  
 
    “You have some cream for that tea?” she bit out, unnerved to have his gaze roaming over her. He felt too close, and not just because of their proximity.  
 
    Blaze stalked over to the fridge wordlessly. He produced a carton, set it down in front of her, and actually walked back over and shut the fridge with his foot.  
 
    He seemed very casual at home. Very un-rich. Very… very normal.  
 
    And incredibly sexy.  
 
    Colette helped herself to another piece of pizza. She grabbed the cream and angled away so that she couldn’t see Blaze, but she swore she could still smell him, the scent of his skin, his musky, dark, spicy scent clung to every inch of the house. Tantalizing her. Tormenting her.  
 
    She sat her ass down on the stool, finished her pizza, and poured cream in her tea and brought the mug to her nose, just so she could inhale that instead.  
 
    Unfortunately, Blaze didn’t get the memo about her wanting some personal space. He pulled out the stool next to her and sat down, sipping at his own tea. Which was strange, too. Watching him drink tea. Like he actually enjoyed it.  
 
    “Tell me something,” she found herself saying. “Tell me something I’d never guess about you in a million years.” 
 
    His brows pulled together so slowly, it was almost comical. “Why?” He took another long sip of his tea. “For more blackmail? I already told you I’d burn the contract and fix the dating disaster at the office. You don’t need any more ammo.”  
 
    “It’s for the promotion you didn’t agree to yet.” 
 
    He studied her, his eyes burning right through her. He shifted uneasily in his chair and when he opened his mouth, he shocked the hell out of her. She never expected him to say something personal. On any level. His words didn’t just cross that line, they obliterated it completely.  
 
    “My name isn’t really Blaze Hanson. I grew up in Chicago to parents who hated each other. My mom left when I was nine. Couldn’t take it anymore. My dad was a drunk. He was a good-looking fucker so he screwed around with anyone stupid enough to listen to his tale of woe. He liked to pretend I didn’t exist. Those were the good nights. The other nights, when he suddenly remembered he had a kid, he liked to blame me for all his troubles and knock me around. I always swore to myself that I’d kill him. That I’d get back at him for hating me and hurting me. He was the one who broke my wrist. It didn’t happen snowboarding like I told everyone. And then, one night, he called me to pick his drunk ass up from the bar. I was seventeen. Just got my license a few months before and suddenly he wanted to try and be a pal and ask me for rides. Do the right thing and shit. I liked driving. Always did. He bought me this old muscle car. Said we’d restore it, like he actually gave a shit. I was driving sober. The bastard who hit us was drunk. Go fucking figure. My father didn’t have a seatbelt on, and he ejected through the windshield. He died instantly. So, I guess, I made good on my promise. I killed my father.”
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    Silence. Stone. Cold. Silence.  
 
    Colette’s eyes widened with shock and then brimmed with tears. What could she do except sit there with a stunned, horrified look on her face?  
 
    Why the hell had he just felt the need to blurt the longest, most terrible, verbal shit he could think of? It was like he’d attacked her with an onslaught of truth. Like it burst out of him, from that dark place he kept buttoned down. Except the barriers had finally burst and it came spilling over, filling up the kitchen and space between them, soaking through their souls and drowning them both in the flash flood.  
 
    He gave his head a shake before Colette could slide from her stool and do anything as wretched as attempt to comfort him. “I don’t know why I said that.”  
 
    “Why? Wasn’t it true?” Her hand twitched on her mug, but she refused to look at him. Probably because she was blinking so hard that it looked like her eyelashes would fly off. She didn’t want him to see her cry. Which was a good thing, because he didn’t want to make her cry.  
 
    “Yes. All of it.”  
 
    “That’s not- it’s… you didn’t kill him,” she said softly. Her hand curled around the mug a little harder, her knuckles turning white. “That other driver did. Which is why you aren’t in jail. You didn’t do anything wrong. You were sober.” 
 
    “Oh, I know I was sober.” His voice came out like it was on auto-pilot. Stiff. Emotionless. “I didn’t actually choose to make it happen, but I wanted it to, and after it, I was fucking glad.” 
 
    Colette’s quick intake of breath said it all. She was disgusted with him. Good. That made two of them. He hadn’t told another living soul about the shit that happened to him. No one knew about his life before he was Blaze Hanson, billionaire. That was the thing with money. It could literally buy you anything, even a fresh start.  
 
    “He had life insurance, if you can believe that. My mother actually took out the policy long before she left, and he kept it up. Which was fucking hilarious, because there were so many nights he didn’t bother to put food on the table. Always had a bottle though, or a fucking lady friend on the side that he could spoil. I got a hundred grand. Spent nothing on the funeral. Literally. I had him cremated, since he deserved to fucking burn for how he lived. Hell isn’t guaranteed, so I wanted to make sure it happened for him in some form. I was eighteen a few weeks later and got the money pretty much right away. I had a friend who got a job at a bank and he helped me make a few investments with half of it. A year later, they’d paid off. I went to a shit college and got a computer science degree. All the while I was dabbling in the stock market, making hand over fist, because I was pretty good at that shit. Street smarts, I guess. I started developing apps as a project in college and got fucking good at it. Like you, I guess, but I had some training. The rest, you probably know, because when I graduated, that’s when I disappeared. The old me. I had enough money to reinvent myself. Go into business. Get a different name. A different ID. Even a different degree and a different background. I had a few people working on that and it’s all fucking fake. All traces of me were erased the day Blaze Hanson was born.” 
 
    More. Silence.  
 
    Silence so thick it chokes the breath out of the room.  
 
    Finally, Blaze cleared his throat. “I’ve never told anyone that. Any of it. You’re the only person who knows. I guess you can do with that what you will, but I’d appreciate if you wouldn’t spread it around.” 
 
    Her head whipped around and her eyes were dark pools of sorrow. He wished he could take it back. The stupidity of the fissures and all those hairline cracks busting wide open. He should have shut his mouth and glued himself back together, not busted wide open. He’d known Colette for all of two and a half seconds and she didn’t even like him. Why the hell had he blurted out the one truth he’d vowed never to share with anyone?  
 
    He’d never met anyone that he wanted to be open and vulnerable with and then- then it just kind of happened.  
 
    “Blaze….” The way she said his name, so very sad, broke the already shattered pieces of him into something close to pulverized dust. “Why would I tell anyone? I would never- I- someone hurt you. Someone who should have loved you and cared for you. I- that’s not- it’s not okay. Wishing he would stop, wishing for someone to be dead in abstract- which was probably something you didn’t even mean- you were young and- well- it doesn’t make you a murderer. You need to let go of that guilt. Giving yourself a new name and trying to bury it doesn’t make it any better. It just lets it fester until it poisons all of you.” 
 
    “It’s a little late for that. I’m already ruined.”  
 
    “That’s why- you never want to get close to anyone.” 
 
    Fucking bingo. He gave his head a shake. “Right, well, I’ll get that contract and we can light it on fire in the trashcan and then you can leave.” 
 
    Tears glistened in Colette’s eyes and he hated himself more when he saw them. She finally blinked and they trickled down her cheeks. When she slid from the stool, he didn’t move. His fingers curled on the countertop near his untouched mug.  
 
    She touched his hand first. She was warm. So blissfully warm and alive and why the hell had he ever thought that he was good enough to so much as lick dirt off her boots?  
 
    Her hand continued up his arm, skirting the gauze, up to his jaw. She cupped his face, gently before she unfurled her hand and slowly traced his bottom lip with her index finger. Her heat bled into him and it was all he could do not to lean into her touch.  
 
    “You don’t deserve this,” she whispered sadly. “What you’re doing to yourself. You don’t have to be lonely. You’re not broken. You- you’re worth so much more than how you treat yourself.” 
 
    She leaned in, her sweet, lush body pressed up against his, but for once, he didn’t have a raging hard on. This wasn’t about sex. It was about the one thing he never did. Connection. His chest felt like it was going to cave in, which made sense, given that his heart was a vortex and his stomach was a cramped-up mess of painful knots.  
 
    He froze when she kissed him gently, her lips hovering over his so that her warm breath tickled his chin. She looked at him. Looked at him and really saw him, and she didn’t flinch away.  
 
    He let out a low, mirthless chuckle and watched as confusion flickered over her beautiful features. “Stop. This wouldn’t be anything but a pity fuck and I don’t need that and you deserve something better for your first time.” 
 
    Colette backed away, her lips trembling. “You’re being cruel,” she shot back at him, and she wasn’t wrong. “You’re being an asshole, just because you finally decided to let someone in, and you’re scared and it hurts and you can’t deal with any of that shit.” 
 
    “Says the girl with absolutely zero experience.” 
 
    “I might not have any real sexual experience, but that doesn’t mean I don’t know how to feel things. How to love. That I don’t know what pain feels like.” 
 
    “No? Well, if that doesn’t want to make you leave, maybe this will. Your app didn’t get the most sales. I fudged the sheets. Gave someone in accounting a big fucking bonus to keep their mouth shut about it and let me handle the competition. I saw you and I wanted you. I wanted to fuck you and I was willing to do anything to get to you.” 
 
    Colette sucked in a harsh breath and wobbled back a step. Her hand flew to her mouth like her lips were burning from that kiss she’d just given him. Yes, she was finding out the hard way that he truly was toxic. He was a soulless bastard through and fucking through.  
 
    “Why- why would you say that? You’re lying!”  
 
    “You’re so naïve,” Blaze shot back. He took a step towards her and she edged back, breathing hard. “You were loved your whole life by your parents. Protected. Sheltered. You got a job fresh out of high school. You’ve known nothing but success and love. You have this fire. It’s not just your beauty, though you are fucking beautiful, it’s your spirit. I wanted it. I saw it and I wanted it and I get what I want. Even if it took years. I wanted to own that fire in you. To fuck you and take it from you and fill up all the bleeding holes inside myself and after I was done, you’d be just a shell.” 
 
    “S-stop it!” Colette commanded, her eyes filling up with tears again.  
 
    But he couldn’t stop. She had to know who and what he was. All of it. She had to know, because there was no way she could protect herself from him otherwise.  
 
    “It’s true. All of it. So, leave. Run. Don’t ever get near me again or I promise, I’ll ruin you.” 
 
    That fire that he envied, the flames at the very soul of her, licked their way into her eyes until they were blazing, burning right through him when she blinked her tears away. She edged towards him and he froze, wondering what the hell she was doing. She reached out, her hand trembling, and set it flat against his chest. Right above his horrible, black heart. It slammed into his ribs, kicking hard. Stopping. Starting again. The pain was more than he could bear.  
 
    “I would have fought for you,” she said in her sad, lost little voice. “I would have fought so damn hard. I still would. So, when you’re ready, come find me.” 
 
    “Why?” he choked out, too stunned to continue driving her away. “I did nothing to deserve any of it. Your goodness is wasted on me.” 
 
    She blinked back at him before she lifted her hand and pressed it to her lips. Her eyes fluttered closed and it felt like someone had just shot him, straight to the heart, to see her lips move against her palm. The same palm that had just rested against the gaping hole that she’d never be able to see.  
 
    Except, she did. She did see it, and it was like she was kissing his pain away in the only way she could. The only way he’d ever allow, because he couldn’t control it. He couldn’t control her.  
 
    “Well, you once said that I was yours. I thought it was creepy and weird, but now… I don’t even get it, but I- I think you were right. We’re connected in some terrible way that I don’t want or understand, but I know it’s not going to go away and we’re just going to have to live with that. So, if you ever decide to get your head out of that nice ass of yours, look me up.” 
 
    She turned, like she was nothing more than the wind, powerful but fleeting, impossible to hold onto, and swept out of the room. Then, when he thought she was gone and he was ready to crumble back to the place he thought he’d never be again, a place of darkness and ash, her voice drifted back to him from the door.  
 
    “Don’t burn the contract. Keep it somewhere safe while you get your shit together.”  
 
    The door shut quietly behind her and then she was gone, her scent still lingering like a ghost behind her, her words wrapping him up, flooding through him, binding up the cracks and creating new ones with a force so painful it broke him. All. Over. Again.
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    Eight months.  
 
    After eight months, any sane, normal, rational person would have given up hope. She was tempted to, a couple of times, but the fact that she often scanned her inbox and her phone uselessly, hoping to find a message there, spoke to the fact that she may have lost her mind.  
 
    Colette didn’t just like her new job. She loved it. Leaving HBAD with a good reference from her peers and members of the HR department, as well as her robust portfolio, ensured that she could get a junior position at most companies. She’d picked one that developed apps strictly related to health and wellness. While she’d feared it would be boring, the pay was good, and she was always up for a challenge.  
 
    She’d been pleasantly surprised at how easily she fell into her new position and how much she loved it. Her co-workers were great, and she’d even made a few friends that she hung out outside of work with- a first for her. She loved waking up and trying to think of ways that could improve the lives of their users. Every single day was a new, fresh, exciting challenge.  
 
    Over the months, she’d even been asked out. Twice. Once by a co-worker, who she turned down, but helped hook up with one of her good friends from high school, and once by some random guy while she was out shopping antiques. He was hands down gorgeous, with a set of sparkling blue eyes and a nice smile. She was honestly floored that he’d even give her a second look, but she’d made a joke about the antiques she was busy trying to buy being the only room in her life she had for passion outside of work, and let him go on his way.  
 
    Was it possible to be wrecked by someone who she’d really only spent a few real days with?  
 
    She’d asked herself that question a million times over the past months. She might have known of Blaze for years at HBAD, but she didn’t actually know him until the whole contract deal.  
 
    Those few days, ridiculous, dark, wild, unorthodox, and completely screwed up as they were, were days that she stored up in her memory, a vault of treasure that she visited often. Sometimes it only made her feel worse. Lonelier. Sometimes, the memories soothed her. She drew on them for inspiration. Often. She’d taken the lead on developing an app that helped people deal with grief and trauma. It was a heavy, painful subject, and she was honored to have her idea received with so much support from her peers.  
 
    Friday afternoons were the same pretty much anywhere. At any workplace, people kind of slacked off a little in anticipation of the coming two days of freedom. They talked about their plans for the weekend instead of about the apps they were supposed to be working on. They laughed more, planned silly little things like office potlucks to extend the lunch hour, and took longer at their breaks.  
 
    She wished she could be like that. The truth was, though, that her plans included visiting a new secondhand bookstore and café she’d discovered, having a drink, and immersing herself in someone else’s world for a little while. Not as an escape, but as a way to live beyond the very limited experience she had.  
 
    When Julie, the receptionist, popped her very vibrant redhead into Colette’s office, she blinked in surprise. She quickly saved her work and turned back to the door, where Julie was standing expectantly.  
 
    “There’s someone here who wants to see you. Is that alright? Should I send them back?”  
 
    “Uh…” Colette hesitated, searching her brain frantically for anything she’d forgotten. As far as she knew, she hadn’t stood anyone up for a meeting. Friday afternoons were too casual for anyone to book anything in. Usually. “Is it my mom?”  
 
    Julie snorted. She was twenty, with more piercings on her face than Colette could count. She was vibrant and full of energy and a great receptionist. She kept the place together, the cogs greased, and everything running smoothly. Sometimes, though, Julie made her feel old, just being Julie.  
 
    “No, it’s not your mom. No, this guy- he’s… uh- well, he wouldn’t give his name, but he said you were an old friend. Said if I told you that he’d called you Office B, whatever that means, you’d know who he was.”  
 
    Colette nearly hit the floor. She jumped out of her chair so fast that it actually rocked back and forth and swayed a couple of times before she put out her hand to keep it from crashing to the floor. Julie stared at her like she’d just beamed herself down from outer space.  
 
    “Right. Uh… yes. I’ll- uh- I’m going to take my break now. I’ll be gone for twenty if that’s alright?”  
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” Julie hesitated like she wanted to add something, but when Colette went scrambling around, looking for her purse and smoothing down imaginary wrinkles in the cotton maxi dress she had on- which couldn’t wrinkle if its life depended on it- she shrugged and disappeared.  
 
    Colette swung her tote over her shoulder and took a steadying breath.  
 
    Blaze.  
 
    God, it had only taken him eight months. Eight long months where she’d pretty much given up hope that he’d ever want to change enough to come find her. She had no idea why he was there. She didn’t want to get her hopes up. Just because he was, didn’t mean anything.  
 
    By the time she made it out to their waiting area, Julie was flirting shamelessly with Blaze, who wasn’t exactly participating. He just raised a brow and offered her a half smile, clearly amused. He was no stranger to female attention, and he took it in stride.  
 
    Colette almost didn’t want to save him. The show was quite enjoyable. He was there, wearing a white dress shirt, the sleeves rolled up at the elbows, and black slacks. With his hair slicked back, his gold watch at his wrist, and his immaculate black shoes, he looked every inch the professional he was.  
 
    Except, there was something different about him. She noticed it right away.  
 
    Even that half smile that he gave Julie, probably because he felt he had to, actually reached his eyes.  
 
    Colette gripped her tote so tight that the straps bit into her hand, but she forced her feet into a straight line. As soon as she walked into Blaze’s periphery, he turned his head and the smile, a real, honest smile, that he bestowed on her was like looking straight into the sun. It was so bright and dazzling that her eyes teared up.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” she breathed, when she was standing in front of him.  
 
    She kept a few feet of space between them, just so she could actually process thought like a normal, rational person. Even so, his spicy, crisp scent reached her, filling up her nose as intoxicating as it always was. Her pulse hammered with that familiar hard beat and her heart knocked hard against her ribs.  
 
    “I was hoping…” Blaze reached into the expensive leather briefcase sitting by the chair, the one she hadn’t noticed when she’d walked in. “That you could help me with something.” 
 
    Her breath caught in her lungs and all she could do was stare as he opened the case and pulled out a worn, crumpled, dog eared stack of pages. She knew exactly what it was. The contract. It was significantly worse for wear. It looked old, worn in, like it was twenty years old, and not just shy of one. The pages were smoothed at the edges, worn like they’d been thumbed through repeatedly.  
 
    “W-what would that be?” she stammered. Her hand clutching her tote was so wet that she was surprised there wasn’t moisture dripping all over the floor.  
 
    “Someone once told me that if I ever pulled my head out of my ass, to come back and give this…” he indicated the contract with a sweep of his gorgeous eyes. “To give this a try. So- I was wondering- uh- my head- it’s where it should be now. Up on my shoulders. Not between my cheeks at all. Although, I might still be an asshole, on and off. I thought that maybe you’d be able to forgive me and give it a try.” 
 
    Colette sucked in a breath that her burning lungs desperately needed. “I- er- give what a try, exactly?” She hoped that her face didn’t give away how desperately she wanted to give anything a try with Blaze.  
 
    “I was wondering if you wanted to have dinner with me,” he purred in his deep, velvet voice that he probably saved just for occasions when he didn’t want his female company to tell him no. “I promise I would be on my best behavior. No dirty talk. No funny stuff. Just. Dinner.”  
 
    Colette had to give herself a bit of a mental shake. She’d heard that before. Heard all of those promises, but this time, his eyes were filled with light and his voice was filled with sincerity.  
 
    She couldn’t help her smile as she reached out with her free hand and closed it around his. Not the one gripping the contract. The one that hung by his side, clasping the edge of his pants, betraying the fact that he, Blaze Hanson, Mr. Sex, walking sex god himself, was actually nervous.  
 
    “You know,” she grinned as that slow, beautiful smile broke over his gorgeous face again. “I’d agree to dinner, but I was really hoping you’d give quadding another try.”
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    In the end, they gave quadding another try. This time, they made it to see the river. Their friend, John, was pretty damn surprised to see them. Of course, he printed off an extra intensive waver, just in case.  
 
    Blaze flew them home and this time, Colette actually enjoyed herself. She pointed out the scenery and talked animatedly about their next adventure.  
 
    She was so sure there’d be many more, that it nearly broke him all over again.  
 
    She even agreed to come back to his place for a cup of tea.  
 
    The do-over of all do-overs. And this time, he did his best not to fuck it all up.  
 
    “I was an asshole,” Blaze started to say as he set a steaming mug of peppermint tea down in front of Colette. She was curled on his couch and he placed it on the industrial looking metal and wood coffee table.  
 
    “Don’t,” she shook her head, her eyes never leaving his face as he crouched down on the edge of the couch beside her. She reached for his hand, wrapped it in her own, and squeezed. “Don’t say things like that.” 
 
    “It’s true. I was.” 
 
    A ghost of a smile played over her lush mouth. He’d refrained from kissing her all day and it was something he meant to rectify, and soon. He wanted to make sure that she was ready. That she’d truly forgiven him, but he hadn’t exactly had a chance to ask her while they were racing through the desert trails. In the plane, it just didn’t seem right. He didn’t want to trap her when, short of bailing out the side with a parachute strapped to her back, she couldn’t go anywhere.  
 
    “You were,” she agreed. “Jury’s out. You might be still.” 
 
    “I definitely still am,” he corrected. He squeezed her hand back and her smile was so bright it nearly made his eyes water. “But if you’ll have me, I’d like to be your asshole.” He got serious. “I was a mess. Honestly. I just- floated through life. Bounced around. I didn’t want to feel anything. Didn’t want to face who I was or where I came from. I’ve spent the past eight months trying to get my head on straight. I actually even went for professional help. Can you imagine?”  
 
    “Honestly, no,” she admitted, and managed to keep a straight face.  
 
    “I did. The first thing they told me was that I was an asshole who had a problem.” 
 
    “You paid money for that? I gave you that advice for free.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I guess I stuck around for what came after. They helped me talk about my past. About my dad. About my mom leaving. About everything. About the need I had to reinvent myself. They helped me deal with a lot of shit that I’d just buried and hoped that I could eventually forget about. I- I was serious about it. I haven’t been with anyone… I- I realize I was using people in the worst way. That I was using myself, too. Training myself not to feel. Not to hurt. Not to be human. I stopped all of that. I’ve stayed focused. The entire time- I- I thought about you.” 
 
    “And that contract?” 
 
    “No. Just you.” 
 
    He dared to meet her eyes and she met his and everything stopped. It felt like they were the only people in existence. Colette looked at him the same way she had that very first time he’d ever had her alone. Truly had her attention. Like she could see right through him, but this time, she didn’t glance away.  
 
    “So, tell me then,” she began, her tone lighting with every word. “How was it? Living in your ass for all those years?” 
 
    “Dark and smelly,” he shot back as he twisted their fingers together.  
 
    “Hmm. I imagine. I’d also think that it was a little bit nice. You have- you have the nicest ass I’ve ever seen. I used to think about what it would be like to bite you there.” 
 
    “Hmph.” He couldn’t hold back the stunned sound. “Seriously?” he managed. “The prim and proper Colette who hated the dirty talk?”  
 
    “I didn’t hate the dirty talk,” she admitted. “I just hated how you used it like a shield and a weapon at the same time. I- if you wanted to- if you wanted to try it again, maybe I’d be more open to listening.” 
 
    “And biting my ass?”  
 
    Her cheeks flushed adorably. “Maybe that too.”  
 
    “How hard are we talking?” 
 
    “Hard enough to leave a mark.” 
 
    “I like it. Keep going.” His eyes dropped to her mouth, to the fullest set of red lips that he’d ever encountered. The softest, most responsive lips. He’ll never be able to forget how those lips felt against his. “You have the most beautiful lips,” he murmured before she could say anything.  
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
    “Yeah. Can I kiss you there?”  
 
    “O-okay.” Her response was raspy and her breathing hitched. When he dipped his head, she let out a squeal and tugged on his hair. “You really are a lovely asshole, Blaze Hanson?”  
 
    “Blaze Hanson? Who the hell is that?” he deadpanned.  
 
    She smacked his hand and then twined both of hers around his neck, tugging him down to her. “I waited a long time for this,” she rasped right before his lips crushed hers.  
 
    He was hungry, but so was she, and they ate at each other’s mouths. The fire he felt spreading in his stomach, warming him, was exactly what he’d experienced with her before. Her and no other person. He’d kissed quite a few, and never, never felt a single thing. Until her.  
 
    Until the woman who pulled him up from the depths of his darkness and saved him. She pulled him to safety, and she let him fight for himself. She let him want to be better. She waited for him to, like she said, get his head out of his ass.  
 
    She’d waited.  
 
    She was here.  
 
    He wasn’t letting her go. Ever. Again.  
 
    He’d once said she was his and he made that true. He ate at her moans and swallowed her whimpers. When she shifted, grinding below him, he let her create the friction she needed. She was so hot she could dry hump him all night long. Well- maybe not all night.  
 
    When her hand strayed up his denim covered leg and gripped the bulge straining against his fly, he nearly jumped out of his skin. He nipped at her lips while she worked him through his jeans, while she ground her pelvis down against his knee. He thrust his tongue through the seam of her lips and she shamelessly battled with him, warring and moaning, writhing and bucking, biting back when she needed to.  
 
    He couldn’t take it. He stripped her sweater away and then her black tank and when he got to her bra, he ripped it away so enthusiastically that she let out a breathless moan that was half pain, half lust. She opened her mouth, probably to complain about the bra he’d just destroyed, but he silenced her by taking her dusky, raspberry sweet nipple into his mouth and sucking until all her scolding words evaporated. He reached over with his other hand and palmed her other breast, rolling the nipple roughly between his fingers, just so it wouldn’t feel left out.  
 
    She was warm and ready and so damn responsive that it nearly killed him. She thrust her breast into his hand while she arched her back, letting him suck her nipple into his mouth. He plied her with his tongue, rolling it over the arched peak until she was panting and straining below him.  
 
    He lifted his head and stared into Colette’s hazy, lust filled eyes. “Do you want to take this upstairs? And feel free to say no, because this is a no-pressure question. If you want to dry hump my leg all night, feel free. I’d be happy to act like a horny, hormone fueled teenager again.” 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” she panted. “Yes, I want you to take me upstairs. Yes. Just… yes.”  
 
    She latched her legs around his waist and while he carried her through the living room and up the stairs, his feet clanging on the metal steps, he vowed that he’d burn those damn jeans of hers for getting in his way.  
 
    He made quick work of them, almost before he even set her down on the floor. She tried to look around, to take in the loft, but he snapped her attention back to him when he shoved her jeans down her thighs and to the floor. Her panties followed suit and then it was his turn. Her hands scrabbled at his clothes frantically and he helped her, shedding everything in record time.  
 
    Colette’s hand strayed back down, finding his massive erection and stroking him from the shaft right to the tip. Christ, he couldn’t believe she was a virgin. She wasn’t shy. She wasn’t afraid.  
 
    She wanted him as badly as he wanted her.  
 
    He dropped to his knees in front of her, licking a hot path from her beautiful breasts, down her stomach, past her navel, down lower, to his perfect prize.  
 
    “It’s been eight months and I can still remember exactly the way you taste,” he purred against the set of lips he’d really wanted to kiss.  
 
    Her hands tangled in his hair, ramming his face up into her pelvis. “Then shut up and do it because I’ve been waiting a long time for this too.” 
 
    He didn’t need to be asked twice. He devoured her, flattening his tongue out and licking her in long, hot passes. He stopped, only to breathe in her sweet, musky scent. She groaned when he did, and spread her legs further, giving him complete access to the most intimate part of her.  
 
    “You’re mine now,” he couldn’t help but choke out, right before his tongue darted up into her entrance, filling her tight, beautiful heat. “This pussy. This ass…” he curled his hand into her bottom, grinding her harder into his face as he explored every single inch of her. He furled his tongue over her clit, and she let out a husky whimper different from all the rest. “This body. Your soul. Your heart. I’m going to be worthy of it this time. I fucking promise.” 
 
    “Is that- is that all you can do, Hanson? Is that really your A game? Here I thought you were going to bring the filthy talk.”  
 
    “Oh, I’ll bring it,” he promised as his tongue danced over her clit, denying her the pressure she really wanted. She whimpered and dug her nails into his scalp in frustration. “I’ll bring it. After I have you, I’m going to have you again. Maybe not right away, because you’ll be sore, but sometime during the night. In the morning I’m going to turn you over and feast on that pretty little ass. I’m going to get you used to it, because I own that too. One day, you’ll take my fingers there, my cock…” 
 
    “Oh god,” she moaned, throwing her head back.  
 
    “I’ll take you in the shower. On the stairs. On the couch. On the kitchen fucking counter as I make us breakfast, lunch, and dinner.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize you cooked,” she moaned.  
 
    “Oh, I  cook.”  
 
    “That’s why you got all stainless steel and leather?”  
 
    “You bethcha. Just for you. No one else has been here. Ever. This has always been my sanctuary and now it’s yours too.” 
 
    “I like that. I like that kind of talk the most,” she purred. Her hands guided him back to her swollen sex and he ate her, attacking and lashing her clit until she came, screaming out his name, panting and bucking and soaking his face.  
 
    After, he stood up, bracing her around the waist to keep her upright, since her legs were trembling. He kissed her hard, letting her taste herself in the most primal way.  
 
    “Now,” he whispered darkly when he pulled away. “Now I’m going to fulfill that contract.” 
 
    She looked up at him, her eyes a combination of anticipation and lust. Her pupils were blown wide, eating up the irises completely. She looked thoroughly pleasured and he hadn’t even really started.  
 
    She broke away slowly, stalking over to the bed and laying herself out against the black comforter. She never tore her eyes from his face, not even when she spread her legs and crooked a finger in invitation. Not even when she breathed the sexiest words he’d ever heard in his life.  
 
    “Fucking Finally.”


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 21 
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 Colette 
 
      
 
     Colette couldn’t believe this was her. That she was totally naked and boldly spread out on Blaze’s bed. She’d only thought about doing this a hundred thousand times. Some, okay, most, beneath her sheets late at night, when she couldn’t sleep, burning up, thinking about him. Sometimes she doubted that she’d ever see him again. It hurt, the doubt that assailed her in her weaker moments. She didn’t want to miss someone who wasn’t even available in the first place, but she did. She’d thought about him. All. The. Time.  
 
    And now he was here. She was in his bed and he was real.  
 
    And very, very rock hard.  
 
    He was so hard that his cock stood vertical, droplets of pre-cum leaking out of the tip and trickling down, making his shaft wet and shiny. She was scared. He was huge and she was pretty sure she was small, but nature also designed men and women to fit together, and she was pretty sure that she wanted him badly enough that no matter how much it hurt, she’d even be thankful for the pain.  
 
    “I swear, I’m clean,” he told her as his hand gripped his shaft and began to stroke in long, slow pulls.  
 
    “I believe you,” she breathed. Her whole body was a blaze of sensation watching him touch himself. God, it should really not be that sexy, but then again, Blaze was always hotter than sin. Mr. Sex. She hadn’t named him wrong, however rude it was. “I’m on the pill.”  
 
    “You’re what?”  
 
    “I’m on the pill. I- I wanted to- well- I knew I wasn’t going to stay a virgin forever. I was pretty sure that one day, you’d darken my doorstep again. I was going to give it a year then show back up at HBAD and demand to see you and chew you out if you hadn’t picked up the pieces and assembled yourself back together by then. Or at least tried.” 
 
    One dark brow nearly ended up in his hairline. “What exactly did you imagine chewing out in that scenario?” he asked dryly.  
 
    She flipped him off.  
 
    He grinned back at her.  
 
    “You know what I mean. I was going to wait for you for a year and then, if it wasn’t meant to be, I would have let it go. I would have let you go. Started fresh.” 
 
    “It looks like you already landed at a good spot. Though HBAD isn’t the same without you.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll consider coming back.” 
 
    “Never. You’re amazing at what you do. You’re making a difference there, and that, is hot as hell.” 
 
    “How do you know that?”  
 
    “I might have had someone track you down. A PI that I paid good money to in order to do some digging for me.” 
 
    “You’re insane.”  
 
    “Only for you.”  
 
    He was still tugging at his cock and she whimpered, wriggling her hips on the bed and opening her legs so far that her thighs trembled.  
 
    “I’m on the pill,” she stated again. “I have been for four months. So- if you- if you want to go in bare…” 
 
    Blaze groaned. The look on his face was nothing short of pained. “You’re going to kill me here, Office Baby. Talking like that. Here I thought I was the king of dirty and all along, you had it covered. I’ve never not wrapped up before. I want you to know that.” 
 
    She flushed, but this time the sensation was pleasant. “Then I’m glad to be your first. I can’t wait for you to be mine.”  
 
    Blaze’s eyes flicked to the ceiling. “Christ,” he muttered, before he was on her.  
 
    He was huge. Everywhere. Huge and warm and achingly hot. He covered her, stretching out their muscles flexed and melded together, until their skin stuck.  
 
    “Wrap your legs around me,” he commanded, his voice hot and velvet in her ear, and she did as he asked.  
 
    She dug her heels into his rock-solid ass for good measure and he groaned, the noise flooding her neck and ear and echoed lower, in the pit of her belly.  
 
    He moved his hips, fitting himself to her entrance, and she braced for it. Braced for the pain. It never came. It did hurt when Blaze locked their bodies together and slid in an inch. His cock was huge, and it stretched her uncomfortably, but all it felt was sore. Even as he slipped in deeper, inch by inch, letting her body get used to him, there wasn’t actually pain.  
 
    Even as he butted up against her barrier and she dug her nails into his shoulders and squeezed his hips unmercifully with her thighs. He waited, but she wriggled against him, silently begging him.  
 
    When he thrust, the pain was like white lightning, enveloping her, but a second later, it was already fading and she was gasping and writhing and bucking helplessly against him, a rhythm that her body dictated as her mind checked out. He moved inside of her, filling her with his scalding thickness and she was so full that she wanted to weep and scream and cry out all at once. She wanted to scratch his back to shreds until he bled with her, but instead, she clung to him.  
 
    He rocked with her, slow, hard, so hard and hot, like a wicked brand wrapped in velvet. She was so full, so achingly full, and it was better than anything she could have imagined. When Blaze changed the rhythm, thrusting harder, faster, so that the noise of their sex filled up the room and his balls slapped against her ass, she lost it.  
 
    She threw back her head and screamed as the climax took over. It was harder than the first, so intense that it was painful. She lost herself in the rough, deep thrust. In Blaze’s hard body above her, all that granite straining and groaning. He fucked her hard, his thrusts long and brutal, until his arms were trembling like a cage at either side of her face and his chest was heaving. Still, he thrust into her, his cock so hard that she could feel it throbbing as it hit all the undiscovered parts of her that she herself had never even touched or explored.  
 
    It was the hottest thing she’d ever known. The best thing. It was more amazing than she’d ever known it would be.  
 
    Blaze changed the rhythm suddenly, pulling out and filling her with luxurious strokes that made her want to black out from the pleasure. This time, when she came, the warmth of the climax washed over her. It was sharp and nearly violent like before, but hotter, sweeter, enveloping her entire body until she felt wrung out and mushy, like her body had liquefied and there was nothing of her left.  
 
    “I’m going to come now,” Blaze said, from somewhere deep in the fog.  
 
    She thought about him coming inside of her and nearly panicked. The pill wasn’t foolproof. She was about to open her mouth, but he read her mind before she could even draw a breath. He pulled out and came hard, in long, ropy strands, all over her stomach and her thighs. He shook and vibrated and groaned low in his throat, and it was such a thrill, realizing that she’d given him that pleasure, that it nearly sent her tumbling and flying all over again.  
 
    She’d thought her climaxes were good, but watching Blaze, his arms straining, his muscles bulging and the thread veins standing out against his golden skin, his hand pumping his cock in slow, rhythmic motions while it throbbed in his hand… it was just about the best thing she’d ever experienced in her life.  
 
    He’d once told her that he’d ruin her. Break her. Wreck her. Something like that. She couldn’t exactly remember what he’d said, but she knew it was true. But not in the way he meant. She wasn’t going to let him do that. He’d come back for her and she’d waited and that was it. They were sticking it out together from here on out. They might have wrecked each other, but it was the good kind of wrecking. The sweetest kind. The kind of shattering that needs to happen to be put back together the way they were always supposed to be.  
 
    Blaze grinned down at her, and as usual, his smile was like the sun. So damn bright it was entirely blinding. When her eyes met his, she was astounded at the softness in their depths. They were warm and honeyed and he was looking at her the way he’d looked at her all day.  
 
    Like she was the treasure he’d been searching for his entire life.  
 
    “Shower?” he asked, one brow arched comically. “You look a little dirty, Office Baby.  
 
    “You filthy bastard,” she ground out, but she accepted his hand. She let him tug her into his arms and she let him carry her into a massive bathroom with a glass shower and a huge jet tub. “No shower curtain to pull down,” she said dryly. “I still don’t think that was an accident, by the way.” 
 
    Blaze threw back his head and laughed and it was the sweetest sound she’d heard in a very long time.


 
   
  
 

 EPILOGUE 
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 Blaze 
 
      
 
    “Breakfast in bed, for the love of my life.”   
 
    Colette stirred sleepily as Blaze set the tray down in front of her. She blinked up at him as she pushed the covers away, exposing a peach satin nightgown that he was sure as hell going to rip off of her as soon as she’d eaten the omelet he’d made her.  
 
    She glanced at him and then her eyes tracked down to the plate. He’d even remembered to add salsa, sour cream, and a few olives on the side.  
 
    “Three cheese blend, just the way you like it. With peppers, mushrooms, and jalapenos.” She blinked like she couldn’t believe that he’d actually remembered. “Come on. After two years of marriage, you don’t think I can make your omelet right?”  
 
    The look she gave him made him want to laugh, but he held it back. “Did you remember pepper and salt?” 
 
    “Sure did.” 
 
    “Did you fry the peppers first, and the mushrooms, so that they’re not all hard inside?”  
 
    “I’ll give you something hard inside.” 
 
    Colette pushed back the covers and set a hand on the barely there swell of her stomach. “I think you managed that already.” She picked up her fork and took a bite of the omelet. She closed her eyes and chewed. “Wow,” she said after she’d swallowed. “I must say, I’m impressed.” 
 
    “Yeah. I could have woken you up and set you on the counter and had you for breakfast, but I let you get that half an hour of extra sleep in. Look what a good, selfless husband I am.” 
 
    “Right.” She rolled her eyes and took another bite. “Well, you are good in bed. I’ll give you that. And fairly selfless out of it too.”  
 
    “So, I get a passing grade?”  
 
    “I guess you do.” She swallowed down another bite.  
 
    “Good. Because once you finish that, I’m going to take you to the shower and show you just how generous I’m feeling this morning.” 
 
    “Oh really?” Her cheeks flushed despite the fact that she feigned boredom. “I can’t imagine what you have planned? Maybe a good back rub?”  
 
    “We can start with that.” 
 
    “If I let you take me into the shower, you’ll agree to have dinner with my parents tomorrow night? To tell them our news?”  
 
    He couldn’t even pretend that he didn’t want to go. He was probably the one person in the world who lucked out and got good in-laws. He loved them, and they loved him. His mother-in-law always had a kind word for him. She sent home doggy bags of food, freshly baked cookies and treats whenever Colette went over there, which was a few times a week at least, even if he was busy with work or couldn’t make it.  
 
    His father-in-law more than made up for his early years. They did father-son things together. Going to the range to shoot guns once in a while, having a beer now and then, kicking back to watch sports… Jim even managed to convince him to take up golf.  
 
    It didn’t matter one bit to Colette’s parents that their daughter had married a billionaire. They never saw him as a paycheck or a retirement fund. To them, he was just Blaze, the man who loved the heck out of their daughter and a part of their family that they welcomed with open arms.  
 
    He couldn’t wait until he and Colette finally reveal the home in Mexico that they’d purchased together. Just for Sharlene and Jim. Just to use whenever they wanted to get away. It was his idea and Colette had been so excited, she’d actually cried. Then he’d informed her that he’d purchased the other new construction right down the street.  
 
    He’d got the full-on water works for that.  
 
    Colette was a rock star at her job and Blaze knew that she wasn’t planning on giving it up. He supported her in that one hundred percent. He loved that she was happy. That it gave her purpose and that it let her use the incredible talent she’d been gifted with and spent so much time learning and honing.  
 
    They were basically two computer geeks, when it came down to it, and he absolutely loved it.  
 
    He absolutely loved her.  
 
    “They’re going to be thrilled,” he said, when Colette looked at him funny. He hadn’t meant to drift off. “Their first grandkid.” 
 
    “They’ll be even more excited to find out you’re going to be staying home with her after I go back to work.” 
 
    “Her? Her? What makes you think it’s a girl?”  
 
    “Oh, I just have a feeling.” Colette gave him one of those rare, private, sweet smiles, her whole heart glowing in her eyes and lighting up her entire face.  
 
    “I’m going to be doing more than just staying home with her if it’s a girl. You’re going to have to give her an entire house full of brothers so that I’m not alone in having to kick ass when she gets older and starts bringing boys to the house.” 
 
    “Hmm? A house full of brothers?” Colette smirked at him. “I bet you’d like to try and make that happen.” 
 
    “Honey, we both know that I enjoy trying, even after it’s already happened.” 
 
    She laughed and he joined her. “Seriously though. Brothers.”  
 
    “Okay, well let’s just get through this one first. Then we’ll talk brothers.”  
 
    “How soon? Like, immediately?”  
 
    “You’re lucky I love you,” she muttered under her breath. “Because you’re impossible and insane.”  
 
    “I know. I know, and I am damn lucky that you love me.” Blaze reached out and smoothed Colette’s hair. It was mussed from sleep and with sheet creases still on her cheek, she’d never looked more adorable. “I know that, every single minute of every single day.”  
 
    “And I’m lucky that you were a terrible boss and decided to scheme to sleep with his employee.”  
 
    “You were lucky, I guess, now that you mention it.”  
 
    She punched him in the arm, and he pulled her close, kissing her breathless. After, when he let her come up for a breath, he peppered her jaw, her nose, her forehead with kisses and scooped her up in his arms, ready to make good on that shower.  
 
    If there was a better way to start the day, he couldn’t think of it. If there was any better life out there, he knew he’d never find it. He already had the best of the best of the best. Colette had given him everything. She’d given him her entire heart. She’d waited for him. She’d given him that not so subtle kick in the ass he desperately needed.  
 
    She kept right on kicking his ass every single time he needed it.  
 
    And she kept right on loving him.  
 
    And he, he kept right on loving her back. 
 
    The End
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    She has no idea I’m just playing a game with her.
That everything I say is a lie.
She thinks I’m a nice guy struggling to make ends meet. If only she knew.

To win, I have to seduce her … and then leave.
But I’m so hooked.
Personality, beauty, curves, she has it all.
I always play to win. But this time if I win, I will lose Big Time.
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    What do you do when you wake up in bed next to an Adonis god with a wedding band on your finger and no recollections of the night before? 
 
    And, you sure as hell do not agree to stay married to the Greek God and be his wife! 
 
    I mean what if he had a crooked dick or something. There was bound to be a catch, right?
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