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            Lovely Neighbor

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Erin needs a place to hide out for a few days after her apartment gets broken into. But when she shows up at her grandmother's and the spare room is under construction, she’s sent across the hall to the mysterious billionaire neighbor's apartment. One night in luxury and she doesn’t want to leave. 

      Devin works like crazy and that takes him away from home far more than he likes. But after one business trip too many, he discovers someone has been in his house…in his bed. His sheets have never smelled so good and suddenly the empty space feels like home. Is there such a thing as love at first sight…without the sight? 

      Warning: This hot hero with a heart of gold is ready to rescue his damsel in distress.  A knight in shining armor? You bet your happily ever after he is! 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “This is so stupid,” I tell myself as I grab my purse and put it on my shoulder. 

      I should be able to leave my apartment whenever I want because that’s the point of having my own place. I should be able to come and go as I please and not have to worry about answering to anyone. Instead I keep having to face someone who is looking for a reason to complain. 

      Gah, he’s making this so awkward. Why can’t I be a jerk and tell him to leave me alone and that he’s making me uncomfortable? 

      I walk over to my peephole and look out, hoping he’s not home. I bite my thumbnail as I stare across the hall at my new neighbor’s door. I thought I could be a little strange, but he takes it to another level. I curse my politeness with taking him cookies that first day he moved in. Now this weird dance has started and anytime I open my front door he’s opening his. How is that even possible? Is he doing the same thing I am and staring out his peephole waiting for me to leave? 

      I lean back from the door and sigh. I need my sugar fix and he’s standing in the way of that. Forget it. I’m leaving. I will not be held prisoner in my own home. 

      I grab the door handle and pull it open, and for once his door doesn't open. I turn around and lock my door as fast as I can so I can get out of here. 

      “Ahh!” I scream as I almost run right into Peter. He’s right in my space when I turn around and my heart jumps into my throat. “You scared the crap out of me.” 

      “Where are you off to tonight?”

      Peter is in his usual polo and khaki shorts with his short blond hair perfectly in place. Everything about him is always so put together. He works from home for some kind of internet security company or something, and he’s got the vibe of someone who thinks he knows it all. 

      He doesn't say sorry for almost giving me a heart attack and just stands there waiting for me to answer him. 

      “Coffee.” And maybe also to see if the coffee shop has any treats left because my sweet tooth is killer. 

      “I’ll come with you,” he says, inviting himself. 

      “Okay,” I agree, because what else can I say? No, you’re not allowed to go to the coffee shop? 

      He places his hand on the small of my back and I walk faster, trying to get away from his touch. He only walks faster to keep up with me and I wonder why this man who seems so smart can’t read body language. 

      “How is your grandma?” 

      Some of my resolve fades because I always enjoy talking about my grandma. I miss her something fierce. 

      “She's good. That woman has more energy than I do.” 

      She’s always planning some new group or having a party. Even her dating card stays full. At least that’s what she calls it.

      Peter reaches for the door of the coffee shop and opens it for me. “You should work out.” I stop walking and look over at him. “It gives you energy. You can come running with me in the mornings.” 

      I make a mental note that mornings would be a good time to sneak out of my place unnoticed. 

      “I’ll think about it,” I say, but it’s a total lie. I hate running and I’ve tried it more than once. I have two left feet and the last time I only made it a block before I tripped over my shoelaces and sprained my ankle. I took it as a sign that I should never run again.  

      “Erin!” Jenna waves and calls to me from behind the counter. “The regular?” 

      “Yes please.” I walk up to the counter and keep my eyes on the cake pops. “This is always the hard part,” I sigh, unsure what flavor I should get.

      “I think you should get one of each. I mean, there are only four types,” Jenna laughs, and I nod. 

      “I have to say I like your style. Hit me with all of them and I can save whatever I don’t eat.” We both burst out laughing knowing that’s not going to happen. There will be nothing left to save. 

      “What’s so funny?” Peter asks, looking back and forth between Jenna and me. 

      “Is this your cousin?” Jenna asks, nodding at Peter. 

      Thankfully I’m still laughing about the cake pops, so Peter doesn’t realize I’m now laughing at her question. She knows he’s not my cousin.

      “No,” he scoffs and tries to put his hand on the small of my back again. 

      Luckily I’m quicker as I step sideways and pretend to be really interested in the coffee mug display and hand Jenna my card. 

      “I’ve got it.” He tries to take my card from Jenna’s hand, but she pulls it back, not letting him. I really don’t want him buying me anything because then I’d feel like I owed him something. 

      “I’ve got it,” I tell him as I pay for the two of us. 

      “That’s not right.” He shakes his head, looking confused. 

      “We’re friends.” I emphasize the word. “Friends buy each other coffee and I got my card out first and ordered more,” I try to reason. 

      “I guess.” He finally relents before he spouts off one of the longest coffee orders I’ve ever heard in my life. Jenna gives me a look when Peter turns to face me. 

      “I haven't seen you in a while. I thought you might have gone to visit your grandmother.” 

      “Work has been keeping me busy,” I tell her, and it’s not a lie. 

      There’s always more work to be done and it’s just a matter of how much I can do. I retouch pictures and some can take me a few minutes while others can take hours. It depends on each project. 

      Jenna puts my bag of cake pops down on the counter and I have to step around Peter to get them. 

      “You know those are really unhealthy.” 

      “Okaaay.” I drag out the word while I pick my bag up. What else am I supposed to say? I thought cake was the best thing for me? I get agitated and wish I could tell him to mind his own business. That’s what I want to say but then things would be more awkward than they already are. 

      “Erin,” Jenna calls, handing me my caramel-filled drink. Peter turns his nose up at my drink before taking his own. 

      “You want to sit?” 

      “No, they close soon and I need to get back to work.” That’s another lie. There’s a new Housewives starting in a few minutes. Plus, I’d rather watch paint dry than hang out with Peter a second longer. How does he get worse and worse each time I see him? 

      “Fine.” He grabs my arm and pulls me toward the door. I’m so surprised it takes me a moment to realize what he’s just done and I jerk from his hold. 

      “You’re hurting me.” I rub the spot he grabbed as I keep walking down the sidewalk back toward my place. I want to get away from him as fast as I can. 

      “Sorry about that.” He takes a sip from his coffee, not looking sorry at all. “Since you’re busy tonight we could go out this weekend.” 

      I’m so irritated now, I try to cut this off. “I have a date this weekend.” 

      “Wait?” He stops walking but I don’t. When he realizes I’m still going, he runs to catch up to me. “A date?” 

      “Yeah, I’ve been seeing someone.” I head up the stairs to our floor, cursing myself because I know I can’t break my lease. I still have a few months left, but maybe I could move units. The complex is pretty big.

      He follows me to my door and I try to end it there. “I’ll see you around.” 

      “I've never seen anyone come to your place. How are you dating someone?” he says to my back as I try to unlock my door. 

      “It’s kinda new.” When I get the key to work, I open the door and he steps closer to me. 

      I back up into my place with my hand on the door so he can’t enter. He glares at me for a moment before he smiles like he’s trying to hide his own irritation. 

      “We’ll get coffee after your date.” He says it like I don’t have a choice and takes a step back. 

      “I’m not—” 

      “See you later.” He cuts me off before I can respond. 

      I want to tell him we won’t be having coffee but I didn't agree either. I don’t want to have more back and forth when he’s walking away from me. I decide to just leave it be for now and shut my door. I triple check the locks, though, just to be sure. 

      My phone rings in my purse and I pull it out to see my grandma is calling. I smile and forget all about Peter and the lies I’ve gotten myself into. 

      I’ll deal with that later because it’s not as though it can get any worse.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      “I’ve got the plane ready and waiting,” Renee says, and I can hear her clicking on the other end of the phone. 

      “I’m almost finished packing. I don’t plan on this taking long, but the last time we tried to negotiate with them, I was in Paris for a week.” I go into my walk-in closet and see my dry-cleaning hanging up in the corner. “Thanks for getting my shirts.” 

      “You’re welcome, and fingers crossed for a quick trip. Danielle and I will be in the Hamptons with her parents all weekend if you need me.” 

      “Are you going to finally propose?” 

      There’s a long sigh and I smile. My sister Renee and I have worked together for years and we’re both chained to our jobs. The problem is, she went and fell in love. She’s been dating Danielle for the past year and I know things are serious—more serious than she’s willing to admit. 

      “Danielle is great, Nee. Don’t stress about being able to have a life and work.” 

      “Says the man who works a hundred hours a week.” I can hear her eyeroll. 

      “Which one am I going to be today? The pot or the kettle?” 

      “It should be special. Maybe I’ll take her to Tokyo in the spring when we have the Bennington case.” 

      “You’re going to propose on a work trip? Now you do sound like me.” 

      She barks laughter into the phone so loud I have to pull it away from my ear. “Definitely, only minus the proposal.” 

      “You want some big brother advice?” I zip up my bag and carry it to the front door of my penthouse. 

      “No.” 

      “Tough shit, it’s just you and me, kiddo, so I’m gonna give it to you.” 

      There’s a pause and an image of our parents the last time we saw them flashes in my mind. 

      “Don’t let fear make your decisions.” I say the words tattooed on my ribcage and put my hand over the spot. 

      “The last time you told me that I knocked out my two front teeth.” 

      “Eh. They were baby teeth.” I hear her laugh, and I grab my keys, knowing she’ll make the right choice. 

      “Thanks, Devin. Be safe.” 

      “Later.” 

      On the way out I see my extra key hanging next to the door and I grab that too. I never know how long some of these negotiations will take so I usually ask my neighbor Betty to keep an eye on things for me. 

      When I moved into the building a few years ago, I was told the penthouse floor was split in two. One door on one side and one on the other, and the opposite side was occupied by an elderly woman. 

      In my mind I’d pictured my neighbor as this frail Miss Havisham type that remained behind her locked door until her death. I couldn’t have been more wrong about Mrs. Betty. 

      She might be older, but nothing about her is old. She’s constantly coming and going all day long with stuff to do and friends to see. The day I moved in she brought me a bottle of Scotch and told me if her music was too loud not to call the cops. She’s never met a stranger, and although I do worry about her being alone sometimes, for the most part she’s the one always looking out for me. 

      I knock on her door and a moment later she swings it open and smiles brightly at me. 

      “Hey, Betty, do you mind keeping an eye on the place for me? I’ve got to make a quick trip to Paris but will hopefully be back by Monday.” 

      “A quick trip to Paris, doesn't that sound fancy.” She pretends to look off in the distance wistfully and I shake my head. 

      “You know you’re always welcome to come with me.” I hand her my key and she’s already shaking her head. 

      “Who would call the Friday night bingo numbers? Do you have any idea how long it took me to get that job?” She waves a hand away at me like I’m ridiculous. “Besides, I’m having my guest room redone this weekend, so I’ll need to be here to boss around those sweaty construction workers.” 

      “I don’t want to know.” I shake my head as I grab my bag and hit the button for the elevator. “But I’m going to have security checking to make sure you don’t get into trouble.” 

      The elevator opens and I step inside. She laughs and calls out to me right before they close. “You should be the one worrying about trouble.” 

      I take the elevator down and my driver is waiting for me by the curb. I can feel my smile leave my face as soon as I exit my building. It’s not that I’m unhappy, I’m just not generally cheerful when it comes to my line of work. 

      After I became an attorney, I decided to specialize in international law. Renee is two years younger than me and it didn’t take much convincing for me to talk her into doing the same. Our parents worked for the United Nations and traveled all over the world. They made a lot of connections that helped Renee and me get started and grow our business into what it is. I take what I do very seriously and I’m lucky that I have little glimpses of happiness in my life that give me some sense of normalcy.

      Our parents died at sea when Renee and I were in high school. It changed our lives irrevocably and after that I always carried a sense of responsibility to make sure Renee was taken care of. We were raised by our aunt, and although she was kind, she wasn’t invested in the two of us like our parents were. The moment we were able to leave, we did. 

      Today Renee and I own one of the largest global law firms in the world, and we’re damn good at what we do. We have a team of attorneys working for us, but sometimes on jobs as important as this one, I have to be there in person. 

      I work on my laptop until I feel the car come to a stop and look out to see we’re on the tarmac. 

      “Are you ready, Mr. Woods?” the driver asks, and I nod as I grab my bag. 

      “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “Here is fine,” I tell the taxi driver as he pulls up outside of my gram’s building. I pass him the cash as I open the door. “Keep it.”

      It’s been a long day and I’m exhausted. After my flight got canceled I got the bright idea to take a bus. It was a longer trip than it was supposed to be because we got a flat tire and they had to call for a second bus. Then my phone died. All I want to do is fall into bed and sleep for fifteen hours straight. Grams doesn't even know I’m coming, but hopefully it’ll be a happy surprise when she sees me. 

      I pull my bag over my shoulder and the doorman opens the door for me and nods. “Miss.” 

      “Thanks.” I fight a yawn as I hit the elevator button. I can feel a headache beginning to form and I need to lie down. If I let it get out of hand, it will quickly turn into a migraine, which is the last thing I need right now. I’m here to relax and to get away from Peter. He’s getting weirder by the day, and it’s making me uneasy. I started having crazy thoughts that he would break into my apartment or something. I need to lay off the murder podcasts I listen to, because it’s all going to my head. 

      I step onto the elevator and before long I hit the top floor. I’ve only been here once since Grams always came out to me when I was in college. We’d stay at some fancy hotel and live it up like a vacation. 

      I really should just move out here. I stayed after graduating because I debated getting my master’s and knew it would be easier to do it there. Now that I’ve finished my degree I haven’t made any steps to get it and I wonder if I really want it, or if I’m bored and looking for something to do.

      When I step off the elevator, I hear music and voices coming from my gram’s place and smile. I guess I won’t be getting any sleep tonight. I knock on the door and no one answers. I can hear laughing over the music, so I knock harder this time. 

      “Raul, you’re late,” Grams says as she pulls open the door and then is shocked to see it’s me standing there. “Sugar!” 

      Grams grabs me and pulls me in for a giant bear hug. “I didn’t know you were coming.” She kisses me all over my face, which is something she’s done my whole life. It doesn't matter how old I am or where we are.

      “Who’s Raul?”

      She waves her hand dismissively at the question. “He’s just someone coming over to try and get in my pants.” But she leans in and winks. “I might let him.” 

      My grandma has a more active sex life than I do. Hell, she has a more active life than me altogether. It’s hard to believe we're from the same family. She’s an extrovert and I’m a complete introvert. 

      “Everyone, my granddaughter is here!” she announces to the group as she pulls me into her place. 

      “Hi.” There are at least twenty people here and I wave my hand nervously. Grams points everyone out, telling me their names like I could possibly remember them all. “It’s nice to meet you.” 

      “You need a bingo card?” an older lady with pink hair asks. 

      “No, thanks.” I look at Grams. “I kind of want to lie down, my head hurts.” Maybe I can sneak off to the guest room. 

      “Migraine?” She touches my forehead with the back of her hand. 

      “Not yet.” 

      “Well, shit. The spare room is a mess. I’m having it redone.” 

      “Oh. I’m sorry. I should have called and not popped in on you.” 

      “Oh please. You know I want you here anytime you’re able to come.” She turns to the crowd and waves a finger. “Don’t have any fun without me. I’ll be right back.”

      She grabs a key off the entryway table and we walk out. 

      “Where are we going?” 

      “Next door. You can stay at Devin’s.” 

      I stop walking and shake my head. “No way.” 

      She’s been talking about Devin for months and how she wants me to meet him. She goes on and on about how handsome he is and that he needs to find a nice girl to settle down with because he works too much. 

      “I’m not meeting him right now. I’m a hot mess.” 

      “What are you talking about? You’re always adorable.” 

      I roll my eyes because that’s how she sees me, and adorable is not what I want a man to think when he looks at me. 

      “He’s not home anyway,” she says as she pulls on me with her freaky strength. 

      “Oh.” I’m surprised when I feel a small amount of disappointment. “Then what are we doing?” 

      “I’ve got the keys to his place.” She holds them up. 

      “Do you have to feed the dog or something?” 

      “No.” She lets out a laugh. “He’s not home enough to have pets.” 

      “Then what are we doing?” 

      “You’re staying here.” She says it like it’s obvious and unlocks the door. 

      “I can’t stay here.” She pulls me inside and shuts the door behind us. “Have you been hitting the gym or something?” I pull my wrist out of her hold and shake it. 

      “Water aerobics,” she answers casually as she flips on the lights. 

      “Whoa.” I glance around the massive space that looks like a museum. “No wonder he doesn't have pets.” I look down at the spotless hardwood floors. Are they black? This whole place is so shiny and new, I should take my shoes off. “I really can’t stay here. I’ll get something dirty or break it.” 

      “It’s fine.” She takes my bag from off my shoulder. “You rest up here. They are going to be going all night and you need to sleep off your headache. We know how bad your migraines can get. Oh, you should take a dip in the tub,” she says before kissing my cheek and putting my bag down on an oversized chair. 

      “What if he comes home?” 

      “He won't, he's in Paris.” 

      That sounds glamorous and exciting. 

      She gives me another quick kiss and a hug. “I’ll see you in the morning. Lock the door behind me.” 

      I follow her out, knowing this isn't a fight I’m going to win. Plus this place is looking so peaceful compared to the party next door. I wave to Grams and lock the door before turning to face the beautiful home. 

      Yeah, maybe I should go check out that tub she was talking about.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      It’s the middle of the night when I get home and I’m exhausted. It took three days longer than I expected it to, but I’m glad to have the case closed. I didn’t want to chance having to go back for another mediation, so although it was longer, it’s finished. 

      I toss my keys on the table in the foyer and don’t bother turning on a light. All I want to do is face plant on my bed for a few precious hours until I have to go into the office. The time change is the worst part even though I wasn’t there for very long. 

      When I see my perfectly made bed, I nearly groan with relief and need. I quickly strip naked and toss my phone on the nightstand before I peel back the covers and pour myself in. The cool sheets, the soft mattress, and the silk pillowcase Renee got me for Christmas are like aloe on a burn. The comfort is instant and I breathe deep, settling my body into place. 

      As I lie there I have this feeling that something is off. It’s not the sheets or the mattress but there’s something different. I inhale again and there’s a soft scent I can’t place. I bury my face in my pillow and it’s strongest there. Is it lavender? It’s something floral but not pungent. I inhale once more and there’s a calming scent to it. 

      I put one arm under the pillow and one over the top as I hug it to me. My cleaning crew must have used a new detergent and I need to tell them to keep using it. The fragrance is so comforting, and it’s like I can’t get close enough. 

      I rest my cheek against the cool silk and close my eyes once more. Without another thought, I’m falling fast asleep. 
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      The sound of my bedroom door opening has me jolting out of bed. Everything is blurry as the sun pours into my room and I see my sister come into focus. 

      “Thank god,” she says as she glares at me. “I’ve been trying to call you for the past hour. Jesus, Devin, I thought you were dead in the Atlantic Ocean!” 

      “I missed you too.” I use the heel of my hand to rub the sleep out of my eyes as I try and figure out what time it is. I grab my phone off my nightstand and then I’m wide awake. “Fuck, how is it lunchtime? I only meant to sleep for an hour or two.” 

      “Yeah, I know. I kept thinking you were just catching up after the time change, but then you didn’t answer your phone and I got worried.” 

      “I’m sorry, Nee, I forgot to set my alarm.” I unlock my phone and see ten missed calls and nearly three dozen missed texts. 

      She lets out a long sigh and visibly relaxes. “It’s okay. I just freaked out and got my heart rate up for no reason. Guess I don’t have to do my cardio later at least.” 

      “You’re welcome.” She rolls her eyes and then sets a coffee down on my nightstand, along with a note. 

      “Get up, asshole, we've got a meeting in an hour.” She starts to walk out of the room but calls over her shoulder. “Your neighbor left you that note. What’s her name again?” 

      “Betty,” I say as I sit up and grab the coffee. 

      “That’s right. I like her.” She closes my bedroom door and I throw the comforter off of me, thankful I wasn’t uncovered when she barged in here. 

      I walk naked into my bathroom, carrying my coffee with me. I’m already mentally rearranging my day and thinking about what I’ve got to push back because I overslept. How the hell did I do that? I never have a full night's sleep no matter how tired I am. Even if I didn’t set an alarm, my body should have gotten me up. 

      The glass shower door is open, which is weird, and the toilet seat is down. I need to check and see if the cleaning crew is on a new schedule this month, because they don’t normally come so close together. 

      I take a quick shower, and when I get out I grab my towel. Once again I smell that fragrance they used on the sheets and I bury my face in it. Damn, that must have been what conked me out last night. I’m going to have to buy a hundred bottles of the stuff because I can’t get enough of it. 

      Once I shave and put my suit on, I grab my phone and meet my sister in the kitchen. She’s finishing what looks like a sandwich and talks to me with her mouth full. 

      “You ready?” I think she says, and I nod. 

      “You engaged?” I ask. She pauses with her dish halfway in the sink and then shrugs as she finishes chewing. “Couldn’t find the perfect moment?” She shrugs again even though she’s swallowed the food in her mouth. “You’ll get there.” 

      I don’t want to push her too much on the subject. I know she loves Danielle and she wants to be with her forever. Renee just second-guesses every decision in her life. 

      She made more coffee for me so I can fill up my cup again with much-needed caffeine. When I’m pouring the coffee, something orange catches the corner of my eye and I look over to see a hair tie lying on the counter next to the refrigerator. Renee has a short pixie cut so there’s no way it’s hers. Shit, did the cleaning crew leave this behind too? 

      “Let’s go,” Renee says as she dries her hands. 

      Without another thought about it, I grab my keys off the table and we walk out into the hallway. Just as I close the door, my neighbor comes out at the same time. 

      “Hi, Mrs. Betty,” Renee says brightly and Betty beams at the two of us. 

      She’s got on a lime green jumpsuit with white sunglasses Elton John would be jealous of. “Well, hello to you too. Getting a late start to the day?” she says, looking at my coffee cup. 

      “Jet lag is awful.” I smile at her as I push the elevator button. “Where are you off to?” 

      “I’ve got a salsa class I’m late for, and then I’m having margaritas at the pier with some girlfriends.” 

      “I’m so jealous right now,” Renee groans, and I can’t say I disagree. 

      “You both are too young to be working so hard.” She tips down her glasses and gives me a pointed look. “Speaking of working hard, did you get my note?” 

      Shit, I forgot to read it, but I don’t want to be rude. “Yes, and thanks again for looking after things for me while I was gone.” 

      “Great, I'm glad it wasn’t a problem.” She puts her glasses back in place and smiles. “I’m hoping one day you two can meet.” 

      I curse myself again for not reading the note, but I don’t have time to go look right now. I’ll have to check it when I get home, and that’s going to be late tonight.

      “Me too,” I say as I get on the elevator and we ride down together. 

      As much as I’d love to know what she’s talking about, I’ve got far too much else to focus on with work.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “Get a dog, they said. It will be fun, they said.” Moose lies in the middle of the sidewalk, not moving. “You’re making this adoption thing really easy on me.” I put my hand on my hip, glaring down at him and trying to show authority, but all he does is flop his tongue out in the most adorably annoying way. 

      “I’m sorry. That was mean.” I drop down onto my knees in the middle of the sidewalk and people have to walk around us. I hear some of their choked laughter and I can’t help but chuckle myself. “We both know I’m going to keep you.”

      I got to take Moose for a trial visit to see if we were compatible. I’d gone to the animal shelter looking for a mean fierce dog, but now I have a giant fluff ball who might weigh more than me. He also hates walks, so we have a lot in common. 

      “You gotta get up.” He rolls over onto his back and I scratch his belly. “You’re supposed to be my fierce guard dog.” He rolls back over, finally getting up onto all fours, then licks me right across my face. “Well, then. I was going to see if Jenna could make you one of those puppuccino drinks everyone has been talking about, but I’ve changed my mind.” He gives me another lick, calling my bluff. 

      “Then let's go.” I push up off the ground, wiping my knees off. “You gonna walk now?” I step aside, giving him plenty of space, and he actually gets up. I had no idea some dogs hate walks—Moose just wants to lie on the sofa watching reality TV. He’s really living the dream. 

      “This way.” I gently tug on his leash when we get to the end of the street and he looks both ways and agrees with me. The leash is pointless because Moose only goes where he wants to. I’m going to have to look into doggie school or something. 

      When I get to the coffee shop, I see a no dogs sign on the window which I’d never noticed before. Moose barks and I nod. “I hear you. Looks like neither of us are getting anything.” But just as I’m about to leave, Jenna sees us and waves me in. I point down to Moose and her eyes widen at the massive dog at my side. She comes around the counter and opens the door with a gasp. 

      “What the hell is that?” 

      “Moose.” 

      “He’s going to need three puppuccinos.” 

      “He’s been a bad dog, he shouldn’t even get one.” Moose looks up at me with the saddest eyes. “Okay, he can have four,” I say, and Jenna bursts into laughter. 

      “He’s already working you over, I see. Get in here. I just pulled fresh cookies out.” 

      “The sign.” I point to it. 

      “What’s Reed going to do? Fire me?” She rolls her eyes and she’s probably right. 

      They have this weird dance they do around each other, and to be honest, she runs the place. I guess that’s good because Reed is not someone I would ever picture owning a bakery and coffee shop. When I first met him, he was in a fancy suit which was definitely not a mom and pop coffee shop vibe. Then he took the suit jacket off and tattoos peeked out everywhere. The man was an enigma, which I think Jenna is in love with, but would die before ever admitting it.

      “Where is Reid?” I look around the shop and it’s empty, but it’s late. 

      “I don’t know, maybe at a biker club.” 

      “A what?” 

      “I don’t know. He was on a bike yesterday.” She holds her hands out like she’s revving up a motorcycle. 

      “Can you show me that again?” I fight a smirk. 

      “Shut up.” She throws a napkin at me and Moose catches it. He chews on it for a second before spitting it back out, clearly not pleased with the taste. “When did you get this adorable pup?” 

      Pup? He’s massive. “I thought I could use some company.” Why talk to myself all day when I could talk to a dog instead? 

      “He’s awfully big. Don’t you think you should have gotten a smaller one?” 

      “He’s just fluffy.” I cover his ears and she gives me a suspicious look. “He was supposed to be mean and fierce.” 

      “And why do you need a mean and fierce dog?” She hands me a fresh cookie before she starts making me a drink. 

      “I’m a single girl all alone.” I take a bite and groan. No one makes sweets like Jenna.

      “Is this about Creepy Peter?” 

      “He is creepy, isn't he?” It makes me feel marginally better knowing I’m not the only one who saw it.

      “I didn't think much of him before, but he is weird around you. He asked me about you while you were gone at your grandma's.” 

      “Did he really?” I cringe because that’s so weird. Or maybe it’s the neighborly thing to do? My Grams watches her neighbor’s place. 

      “More like interrogated me. He got angry about it when I wouldn’t tell him shit and he stormed out of here.” 

      “He’s making me uncomfortable.” 

      “You should report him or something.” 

      “Can I report someone for making me uncomfortable? He hasn't done anything and I’m pretty sure being creepy isn't against the law.” 

      If it is, I'm in trouble because I spent entirely too much time smelling Devin’s pillow the other night. Along with a little snooping around. I couldn't find one picture of him and I was disappointed. I did find quite a few pictures of a beautiful leggy brunette. She was stunning and polished, which would definitely fit Devin’s posh apartment. 

      “No, but you can tell him to fuck off.” 

      “I don’t think I’ve ever told anyone that before. Isn’t my mean dog supposed to do that?” Moose barks and I swear sometimes I think he can understand me. “Thankfully I haven't seen him since I got back, so maybe he’s done being creepy.” 

      “He’ll never not be creepy.” She hands me my drink before leaning over the counter to give Moose his. 

      He eats the whole thing in one giant lick. “I’m thinking about moving apartments.” 

      “It’s so messed up that he gets to be a creep and you have to move.” 

      “I agree and I’ve been giving it a lot of thought. If I’m going to move, I might as well really move and not just switch places.” 

      “Oh man.” Jenna’s shoulders drop. “You’re going to go be with Grams, aren’t you?” 

      “Maybe.” I shrug. “I mean, why not? I can work from anywhere and she’s my only family. With as much as I visit her, I should be closer too.” 

      “I know, I’ll just miss seeing you around and talking shit on people. Okay, maybe I’m the one who talks shit, but you don’t give me judgmental looks as I do it.” 

      I laugh because I’ll miss that too. Jenna says what we’re all thinking. She reaches out, giving me a side hug. 

      “I’ll miss you too, but I’m not leaving today. It’s just an idea right now, but I don’t have any solid plans.” 

      “All right, let me know if you need anything. I’m going to close this place up.” We both look toward the front door when we hear it open and Reed comes in. 

      “Where is your bicycle today?” Jenna asks him. 

      “I’ll see you later,” I whisper as I wink at Jenna and sneak out of the place. 

      Luckily Moose doesn't give me any problems on our walk home and I’m able to finish my drink. When I get to the top of the stairs, Moose stops walking and I hear a low growl coming from him. I look down in surprise because he’s never done that before. 

      “Moose?” He growls deeper and longer this time, and my heart starts to race. I follow his line of sight and see he’s staring right at our front door that’s hanging open.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      It’s been a long and grueling day at the office and I’m glad to be on my way home. Renee came in first thing and dropped a new case on my desk and I spent hours going over documents to determine if we could take it on or not. 

      I love my job, but I wonder sometimes if I work too much. Although it’s not like I have much else going on. Maybe I should get a dog? I immediately throw that thought away because I’m never home and even though I own our office building, I remember all my international travel. It’s usually not planned and sometimes I don’t know how long I’ll be gone. Maybe I could get a fish?

      I wonder if Erin has any pets. The thought irritates me as soon as I have it and I stare out the window. Why is she always the thing I keep going back to? Ever since I got back to my place and read the note Betty left for me, I’ve been silently obsessed with her. Betty told me that her granddaughter Erin had a migraine and needed a quiet place to sleep while her guest room was being renovated. She said in the note it was an unexpected visit and I started wondering when it would happen again. 

      That explained the scent on the sheets that drove me crazy and the toilet seat being down. It also explained the orange hair tie that I now keep on my wrist. It still has the faint scent of her, and I told myself I was only wearing it so that I wouldn’t forget to give it to Betty. But I’ve seen her enough times now that I’m clearly keeping it because I’ve got an unhealthy obsession. I’m more agitated by the fact that my sheets don’t smell like her anymore. I went to the market and smelled about a hundred detergents and none of them were quite right. I haven’t slept soundly since that first night, so part of my irritation could stem from that. 

      I don’t even know this woman and yet I can’t stop thinking about her. 

      The driver pulls up to the building and I get out of the car. I’m starving and I’m trying to remember if I’ve got any actual edible food in my refrigerator. I wonder if Erin is eating dinner with her boyfriend, and I grumble a hello to my doorman as I get on the elevator. I actually don't know if she has a boyfriend, but in my mind I’ve created this whole life for her that doesn’t include me. I wonder if that makes me a masochist. 

      When I get to the top floor, I go to put my key in the door and I hear Betty’s open up behind me. I turn around to say hello, but the words die in my mouth when I see her. 

      “Are you okay?” 

      She’s frazzled and drops her keys as she tries to lock her door. “Hello Devin, I’m okay, just a little shook up. Erin called me and I’m going to meet her. She couldn’t fly this time and had a friend drive her part of the way.” 

      My blood pressure spikes and I go over to help steady her. “What happened?” My words are more of an order than a question, but if she notices she doesn’t show it. 

      “I don’t know, really. She said someone broke into her apartment and she’s safe but she’s on her way to me. Oh goodness, this is all a mess. Those guys still aren’t done with my guest room and I know she’s probably all shaken up. Maybe I’ll get us a hotel room and we can both make a weekend of it.” I think she’s mostly talking to herself at this point, but I have to do something to help. 

      “First, take a deep breath,” I say, and she finally looks in my eyes. “I’m going to handle this.” Betty nods and she goes from trying to figure this out to letting me take charge. “I’ve got my driver downstairs and he will take you straight to Erin. Then you bring Erin back here and she can stay in my place again. I’m leaving tonight for a trip anyway.” 

      I’m not leaving for a trip, but I don’t want Betty to worry about having to take care of Erin while at a hotel. If she’s upset, she’s going to need at least something familiar and comforting. I know I’d want to be close to Renee if she was shaken up. 

      “Okay,” Betty says, a little more firm this time. “Thank you, Devin, I can’t thank—”

      I shake my head, cutting her off. “Just go get her and bring her back. We’ll make sure she’s safe.” 

      The elevator opens and I text my driver that Betty is on the way down. Then I place an order with my delivery service to bring in food and some extra stuff I think she might like. After that I text my sister and tell her I’m going to be staying at her place for a few days. When she asks me why, I tell her I’ll explain later. 

      I pack quickly even though I have no idea how long it will take Betty to pick her up. How far is halfway? If she usually flies, is it several hours? I’ve flown short trips plenty of times when I could have driven instead, but I wonder why this time is different than before? She said she was okay, but what if she was injured? 

      Every horrible thought I can come up with plays out as a possibility and all it does is ratchet up my anxiety. I end up calling one of our detectives and giving him all the information I have on Erin and Betty, and I ask him to check in on things for me. I don’t know what else I can do, but I want to make sure the police are doing what they can and if they aren’t, to have someone else on top of it. 

      After I’ve packed a few things, I look around and see a case file on my dining room table. It’s a simple case that I brought home only to sign off on, but when I walk over to take it, I end up leaving it instead.

      Maybe I’ll come back for that later and check on Erin.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “I can’t leave you here.” 

      “You can and you will.” I grab Jenna’s hand. “You have to get back to your brother. I’ll be fine here.” 

      We’re standing outside of some run-down diner that has seen better days. I’m happy Jenna could take me this far to begin with because I had to get out of there. The cops came and took a report, but that was it. There wasn't much else they could do since there were no signs of forced entry. Whoever came in did it with a key and that was the creepiest part of all. 

      “Shit. Shit. Shit.” She’s stuck between a rock and a hard place. 

      I’m still trying to hold it together because I know if I crack now there’s no way she’ll leave when she really doesn't have much of a choice. She’s got to get back to her little brother because she’s all he has. Everything Jenna does is for that little boy. He’s been her whole world since their mom up and left in the middle of the night. Not that it really changed much for them since Jenna was already taking care of everything and raising him. Only now she makes sure she dots every I and crosses every T because she doesn’t want to give the state a reason to rip them apart. 

      “I’m going to go eat greasy eggs and hash browns then drink some stale coffee until my Grams gets here.” I look down at my phone. “She’s twenty minutes away. I’ll be fine.” 

      “Okay. But text me the second she gets here or I’m turning back in thirty minutes.” 

      “Deal,” I agree. 

      “And you keep her safe.” She points down at Moose, who’s been glued to me since everything went down. At one point he wouldn't even let the cops near me. I guess under all that fluff there’s a fierce protector. 

      I hug Jenna before grabbing my bags out of the back of her car. “Later.” I wave with a forced smile as I watch her pull out of the parking lot.

      “No dogs,” an older man behind the counter barks when I walk in the diner. There’s a cigarette hanging out of his mouth and I could almost laugh at the irony. Instead I heave a sigh and walk right back out. 

      “No greasy eggs for us,” I say to Moose as I plop down on the curb. 

      Moose presses into my side, alert as ever and scanning the parking lot. My stomach growls, but thankfully it’s not too long before I see Grams pulling in with some fancy town car. I send Jenna a quick text so she doesn’t worry. 

      I stand up as she pulls in and the car is barely in park before she’s rushing over toward me. “Sugar! Are you okay?” She checks me over, putting her hands everywhere. 

      “I’m okay. I wasn't there when they broke in.” 

      She closes her eyes and sighs with relief. “Come on, let's get out of here. I’m sure you’re tired.” I nod in agreement because it’s almost one in the morning now. “What the hell is that?” 

      “Moose.” 

      “I like it.” She opens the door for him. “Come on, Moose.” He follows her order and jumps in. 

      “He never does what I tell him to do,” I grumble. 

      “It’s all in the tone, sugar.” She grabs my bags and puts them next to Moose. “You wanna talk about it?” she asks when we hit the highway. “Or do you want to try and sleep?” 

      “There’s nothing really to talk about. Someone ransacked my place. I don’t think they took anything, so what is the point of doing it?” 

      “There are a lot of crazies in the world. You’ll go crazy yourself if you try to understand why people do anything.”

      I nod in agreement. “The cops said whoever came in must have had a key or I didn't lock the door.” 

      “That doesn't sound like you.” 

      “No, I never forget to lock the door. My Grams would kill me if I did,” I tease. Before I’d gone to college, she gave me a whole rundown on safety. We even did a few of those self-defense classes. “It’s creepy someone got into my place so easily. I don’t know if I can sleep there again.” 

      “You don’t have to.” She pats my leg, giving it a squeeze. “I think it's time you move out here with me. Unless you’ve got someone you’re holding on to back there.” 

      “Fishing for dirt on my dating life?” She never misses a moment for that.

      “I’ll be a kickass grandma.”

      “You already are a kickass grandma,” I remind her, but the truth is she’s always been like a mom to me, so I get what she means. “And I’ve been thinking about moving out here, but I didn't want to cramp your style.” 

      “Sugar, you could never cramp my style. I’ve wanted you to move out here since you graduated, but I didn't say anything because it’s your life. I want you to live it however you want, but the truth is, I always want you close for my own selfish reasons.” 

      “I’ll look into it.” The words fill me with some relief. 

      “Good. For now you can crash next door since Devin is out of town again. I’m going to see if I can whip those contractors into shape to get that spare room done.” 

      I have no idea what Devin looks like, but I’ve come up with so many fantasies. My favorite one so far is him slipping into bed with me in the middle of the night and then making love to me until the sun comes up. Which is crazy because who wants a man they don’t know slipping into their bed in the middle of the night? I guess that’s why they call them fantasies. 

      “He really doesn't mind?” 

      “Nope. Someone should get some use out of the fancy place. Maybe now I’ll get to finally introduce you two.” 

      “Here we go.” I smile, knowing some things never change. And that’s not always a bad thing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      “So she’s at your place right now and you’ve never met her?” Danielle smiles over her coffee mug as she leans across the kitchen counter. “Please tell me you’re going over there to surprise her and tell her you love the way she smells.” 

      I put my face in my hands and groan as my sister comes in the kitchen. “Dani, leave him alone.” 

      “What? I think it’s romantic.” She sighs dreamily. 

      “What if this is less like one of your stories and more like one of mine?” Renee says as she pulls Danielle in close and kisses her neck. 

      “You mean instead of them falling in love and having lots of dirty sex, he murders her and then goes on the lam until a badass female detective finds him?” 

      “Badass British female detective,” Renee corrects. 

      “Right,” Danielle agrees as they both turn and face me then pretend to scrutinize me like I could really be either of these options. “He does have the jawline of a serial killer.” 

      “You know, I didn’t come here to suffer this kind of abuse.” 

      “Oh, but you did.” Renee fills my coffee mug up and then her own. “But we really don’t have time to decide for certain. We’re meeting with Garret Global in an hour and I need to call the staffing agency today to replace Oscar in IT.” 

      “He moved, right?” 

      “Yeah, his wife had the baby and they wanted to be closer to family. Now we’ve got this vacant spot and I want it filled quickly.” 

      “I need to go pick up the file.” I wipe away some nonexistent crumbs off the counter and then stand up. 

      “Why don’t you just sign it digitally and we’ll print it at the office?” Renee comes around the counter and grabs her bag. 

      It takes me a second before I come up with a good excuse. “I made a few notes.” 

      She sighs because it’s not unlike me to tinker with a contract until the final second. “Fine. Meet me there. I’m not going downtown at this hour.” She grabs Danielle and I look away as I walk to the entrance of their apartment. 

      I hear the two of them whisper and Danielle giggle before my sister comes to the front door to meet me. 

      “Ready?” she asks me, and I nod. 

      We get downstairs and just before we get in separate cars, I call out to her, “You gonna drop that ring on her finger or am I?” 

      She scowls at me and I shrug. “She’s the one, Nee. Stop messing around.” 

      Renee gets in the back of the car without the help of her driver and I hear the door slam. I laugh as I get in my own car and then tell my driver to go to my place. 

      I’ve been trying not to think about Erin being in my place, and what it’s going to be like to meet her for the first time. I’m also trying not to get my hopes up, but I think it’s too late. 

      I talked to security last night and told them to call me the second they arrived. It was so late that I know going over now will probably wake her up, but I can’t wait. If I don’t do it now, I might not get the chance. What if she doesn’t need to stay there another night? What if she goes back to her place and that’s it? It’s my only chance and I’m not going to miss it even though it could be nothing at all. Maybe the way I feel when I think of her is my own desperate desire for companionship. I can’t help but envy Renee and Danielle when I see how happy they are. I shouldn’t put stock into meeting a complete stranger and it meaning anything, but somehow this feels different. 

      “Sir?” 

      I realize we’ve been sitting at the curb for a long moment and I was sitting here trying to prolong the moment before my imminent disappointment. 

      “Thanks,” I call to him as I exit the car and go into my building. When I go inside, the doorman is different than the one on night shift, so talking to him won’t yield any results. Not the ones I’m really looking for. Was she shaken up? Was anyone else with her? Why does she smell like heaven on earth? 

      When I get to my floor I’m nervous as I take out my key and unlock the door. I’m not exactly quiet about it because I want her to know someone is here. I shut the door a little too loud, hoping she’ll wake up if she hasn’t already. 

      I walk into my place and see the file sitting on the table right where I left it. I walk over and grab it then glance around. There are two bags by the front door that don’t appear to have been opened. Both are pretty big and I wonder how long she’s planning on staying with her grandmother. 

      When I walk into the kitchen there aren’t any dishes lying around but I see another hair tie on the counter. This time it’s baby blue and I pick it up and put it on my wrist with the orange one. I don’t know why I have this urge to collect little pieces of her, but it feels like Hansel and Gretel leaving me breadcrumbs. 

      “Oh god.” 

      I turn around to see Erin standing in my kitchen wearing what has to be one of my button-up shirts and I’m pretty sure nothing else. Her dirty-blond hair is a tangled mess and her mascara is smudged like she slept with it on. Her bare feet begin to take a step back and I hold my hand out to stop her. 

      “You Erin.” Why do I sound like I’m a fucking caveman? Use a complete sentence, dumbass. God, she’s fucking beautiful. She looks soft and warm and I ache to take her back to bed and find out how those curves would feel against me. “Sorry, you must be Erin. I’m Devin.” 

      Her cheeks flush as she puts her arms across her chest and looks down at what she’s wearing. “I’m sorry, it was so late I didn’t want to dig through my bags for pajamas.” 

      “I get it. I usually sleep naked.” Her eyes snap up to me and I curse myself for putting my foot in my mouth. “I mean that when I travel and I get to places, I don’t want to dig in my suitcase either.” Shut up, Devin, just stop talking. “So I sleep naked.” So we’re just going to talk about this on the first meeting. Great. 

      Her eyes run down my body and I have this feeling she’s picturing me naked. I quickly move the file in front of my crotch so she can’t see the embarrassing bulge I’m getting from just her perusal. I move next to the island so I can hide behind it and then hold up the folder. “I forgot my file. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you up, but I didn’t want you to not hear me and be even more scared. But I can see now that no matter what it was probably startling to find someone here when you thought you were alone.” Why can’t I stop rambling? 

      “I thought you were out of town.” She nibbles on her lip as her eyebrows pull together in concentration. 

      “I was, I am. I mean, I’m not out of town, I'm staying with my sister in the city. We’ve got a case we needed to go over.” 

      “Oh.” She looks around for a second before her green eyes come back to mine. “If you give me a second I can be out of your hair.” 

      “No!” I bark a little too loud and fast. “I mean no, of course not. I’m crashing with her for a few days, so this place will be empty.” My body moves a step closer to her without me telling it to. “Please stay.” 

      “I really appreciate it. You have no idea.” She fidgets with her fingers and tugs at the end of the dress shirt. “And sorry again about the PJs.” 

      “I think it looks better on you than it ever did on me.” The words tumble out of me before I can think them through, but she doesn’t say anything, she just looks down at her bare feet. “I’ll have to come back again tonight to drop off some files. I like to keep some of my open cases here.” Now I really have no idea where that came from, but I appreciate some part of me planning ahead. “Do you have plans for dinner?” 

      “Umm.” She looks at my front door as if trying to see through to her grandmother. “I don’t think so.” 

      “I have to go,” I say, waving the folder. “But I’ll bring something to eat when I come home and we can officially meet.” She nods and I see a smile tug at the corner of her lips. Meanwhile I’m smiling like an idiot who just rode their first roller coaster. “Get some sleep.” 

      I walk out of the apartment quickly like I’ve somehow broken into someone else's place and stolen the file. Maybe I’m trying to get away from the whole scene that just happened in there or maybe, and more accurately, I’m trying to hurry the day to be over. 

      One thing is for certain, and it’s that I have to see Erin again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “Aren’t all these little shops cute?” Grams asks. She’s been working hard on selling the idea of me moving here all afternoon. 

      “It’s nice that they’re all so close,” I admit. The street outside her building is filled with all kinds of stores and most everything you could need is within walking distance. 

      “Here, this place has the best pie.” She holds the door open to a little bakery. 

      “Betty! How are you, sweetness?” the older man behind the counter shouts. 

      “I’m good. I brought my—”

      “Sister?” he chimes in, and I hide my laugh behind my hand. 

      “Granddaughter, Erin.” She shakes her head at him, smiling. 

      “Yes, Erin. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.” He holds his hand out over the display case. “I’m Johnny.” 

      “It’s nice to meet you too. I hear you have the best pies around.” 

      “You've been talking about me, sweetness?” Johnny winks at Grams and I’ve never met anyone that’s a bigger flirt than her. I wish I had a little bit of that in me. Instead I stand in shock whenever I see a handsome man. Exhibit A was this very morning. 

      “I’m trying to talk my granddaughter into moving here. What better way than with pie?”

      “All right. How about you two take a seat and I’ll bring you some samples out.” 

      “That would be perfect.” Grams smiles at him. I notice her cheeks are a little pinker than normal. Grams is a flirt but no one ever turns her eye and it’s always in good fun. I keep thinking one day she’s going to fall face first into a man before she knows what’s happening. 

      We take a seat in the back corner and Johnny comes out a moment later with iced teas. Clearly he knows what Grams wants, because when I take a sip it’s as sweet as she likes it. 

      “So how are you feeling today?” 

      “Okay, actually. The building here makes me feel safe. I mean, it’s only us on that floor and there’s a doorman.” It’s not like my apartment, where people can come and go, and I never thought about how dangerous that could be for a single woman. “I think what keeps getting to me is what if I’d been home.” I try not to cry thinking about it because it kept me up most of the night. Grams reaches out and squeezes my hand. “How long would it have taken for someone to realize I was missing or to come looking for me?” 

      “Oh Erin.” Grams stands up and wraps her arms around me in a tight hug. “I never want you to think like that. If you don’t move out here then I’m going to have to move out there.” I shake my head no because that’s silly. She has a whole life here and there’s no way I’d ask her to give that up. 

      “I’m going to move here,” I reassure her. 

      “Pie!” Johnny calls as he carries a tray filled with more pie than we’ll ever be able to eat. Those don’t look like samples. They are full-on slices of every kind of pie you can think of. 

      “You’re so good.” Grams sits back down as Johnny places the tray on the table then hands us both a fork. 

      “Can I get you ladies anything else?” 

      “I think we’re good.” Grams pushes the tray closer to me. 

      “Thank you.” I smile up at Johnny, who is looking down at Grams, quite smitten. 

      “Anytime.” He walks back behind the counter and goes back to work. 

      “Try this one. It’s coconut,” Grams says, holding it out.

      “Oh god, that’s good.” Coconut is my absolute favorite. 

      “See, you can come get this anytime you want.” 

      “That sounds dangerous,” I laugh while taking another bite. “You know Johnny seems sweet on you.” I wiggle my eyebrows at her. 

      “I can’t blame him, I’m a catch.” Grams shrugs, taking a bite of the apple cobbler. “What about your love life? Let's talk about that.” Always back to that. 

      “Well, since I’m moving I don’t have one.” 

      “So it’s official?” Grams’ eyes light up with excitement. 

      “Yes, I should have done it forever ago. I just have to find a place first.” 

      “We should see if there is something in my building.” 

      “I’m not sure I can afford your building. It’s really nice and Devin’s place is crazy fancy. I’m scared I’m going to break something in there.” 

      “Good, maybe it will look like someone actually lives there and liven the place up.” 

      I bite my lip wondering if I can get away with asking some questions without Grams realizing what I’m doing. I didn’t tell her about Devin popping in this morning or his talk about us having dinner tonight. It’s all still a little shocking. There really was a crazy-hot man asking me to have dinner with him as I stood there practically naked. 

      “Is he really never there? Seems like such a waste.” The place is beautiful. I’d never want to leave it. 

      “He’s a workaholic.” 

      “A lawyer, right?” He looked like one in his suit that screamed power and authority. Then he opened his mouth and was adorable as can be. Not to mention sexy. It took everything in me not to laugh when he was going on about sleeping naked then tried to backtrack. Let's not forget that one dimple either. It made me weak in the knees. He has a lot going on, all of which work for me. 

      “Yep, a fancy one too. You know he owns the building so he could easily get you a place. He might even give you a deal.” She pushes another piece of pie over to me. I’m not sure how much more I can eat. 

      “I’m not going to try and negotiate the price of an apartment,” I laugh. Plus, we kind of have a date tonight and that would make it extra weird. Or maybe it’s not a date at all. We both have to eat and maybe he was just being nice. 

      “Fine, we can look at other places if you want.” She gives in, but I can tell she’s disappointed. 

      “I still need to see about breaking my lease. I’m hoping I can get out of it with everything that happened, but who knows if I’ll get that lucky.” 

      “Have Devin call for you. He’s a lawyer.” Do all things lead back to Devin? According to Grams, yes. 

      “I don’t know him. I can’t ask for favors. He’s already letting me stay at his place.” I push the pie away from me because if I eat another bite I might explode. 

      “I’ll talk to him.” 

      “Grams,” I groan. 

      “What? I’m on the board in the building. I talk to him about everyone that moves in.” I know there is no stopping her at this point now that she’s already back on me moving in there. 

      “I’m going to look around and check some places out.” 

      “Fine, but try and be close. I know you hate to drive.” That’s really a fear I should try and get over. 

      “How was everything?” Johnny sets some to-go boxes down on the table for us. 

      “Wonderful, thank you so much.” My phone starts to ring and I dig it out of my bag. “Landlord,” I whisper to Grams and she nods as I stand. I give Johnny a wave as I head outside to take the call. 

      “Hello,” I say as I hold the phone to my ear.

      “Hey Erin. I wanted to let you know we got the locks changed in your place. They really did a number in there. Do you have renter’s insurance?” 

      “Yes.” I haven't called them yet, but I’m going to have to go back and clean everything up and assess the damage at some point. I need to pack up whatever is salvageable and I wonder if I can hire someone to do that. Then I wouldn't have to worry about going back at all, but I need to be smart and that would probably cost a small fortune. 

      “That’s good. I know a few security places if you want to see about getting an alarm or something,” he suggests. 

      “I’m not really sure I’ll be coming back there to live,” I admit. 

      “Oh.” He sounds surprised. “Okay, we can talk about that the next time you're here. You still have some time left on your lease.” 

      “I know. I’ll worry about it when I get back.” Maybe he could keep my security deposit and we can call it even? 

      “All right. I went ahead and took some pictures. I’ll email them over to you. Your insurance company might want them.” 

      “Thanks. I’d appreciate that.” I really don't want to see them, but it has to be done. “Oh, and Peter is worried about you. He wanted to call you, but I didn't feel comfortable giving your number out even if he is your neighbor.” 

      My stomach turns at the mention of his name. “Yeah, please don’t.” The last thing I need is him calling me. 

      “All right. I’ll send those pictures over tonight. If you need anything else, let me know.” 

      “Thanks.” I end the call as Grams comes outside. 

      “Late night sweets.” She hands me the bag. “Where to now?” I look down at my watch and it’s almost four. 

      “I think I want to lie down.” Really I need to do something with my hair and find something to wear. Do I dress up or will I look like I’m trying too hard? What if I think it’s a date when it might not be one? 

      “A nap sounds good. I need to freshen up before I go out tonight. It’s ladies’ night over at the Alamo. Do you want to come?” Gram shakes her shoulders like she’s dancing. 

      “I think I’ll spend the night in.” I yawn, playing it up. 

      “All right. If you change your mind you’re more than welcome to join us.” 

      “Thanks.” 

      Now I just pray Grams leaves before Devin gets back tonight. I’ll never hear the end of it if she catches us together. I don’t want to get Grams’ hopes up about the two of us. Devin is in a whole other league than me and I don’t only mean looks. His whole life is in another world and I’m not sure I could ever fit in.
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          Devin

        

      

    

    
      It feels weird to knock on the door to my own place, but I decide this might be better than just walking in like this morning. It doesn’t take Erin long before she peeks out a little and sees me standing there. 

      “Would it be strange if I said ‘please come in’?” She laughs as she opens the door and I walk in with bags of food. 

      “Not as strange as me ordering everything on the menu.” I walk over to the dining room table and set all the bags of Chinese food down. 

      “Did you invite people to come with you?” She looks up at me and then quickly away and I wonder if that was the sound of disappointment I heard in her voice. 

      “No, I just wanted you to have a lot of choices.” 

      “I’m really just in it for the fortune cookies,” she laughs, but I grab a bag and hold it up. 

      “Good thing I got extra.” 

      “How many is that?” 

      “Twenty?” I shrug, and she puts her hand on her mouth as she keeps laughing. “I think it’s probably a fair number with all the food I got.” 

      A silence follows as she smiles at me, and I like it. It’s comfortable and although I was anxious all day for this moment to be here, I’m once again in her presence and feeling damn good about it. 

      “I’ll grab some dishes,” I say as I go into the kitchen and get the silverware and plates. 

      I watch her out of the corner of my eye as she opens a few of the Chinese food containers. She smells them before she places them on the table and I can decipher which ones she likes based on her expression at the scent. It’s cute watching her put the ones she wants on the left and the ones she doesn't on the right. It’s also cute as hell seeing her in my dining room looking comfortable as fuck. 

      She’s got on a white V-neck shirt that’s snug against her body and cut-off jean shorts. She’s also barefoot, which makes it look like she belongs here and for whatever reason that makes me hard. Her tits strain against the thin white material that hugs her chest when she leans over and for a second I get a long look down the front of it. Fuck, her tits are hot, and I have to force myself to turn around and take a breath. The image of her dirty-blond hair draped to one side of them is burned in my brain and I’m going to be thinking about that later tonight when I’m alone. 

      “Later,” I whisper to myself before I go back into the dining room. “What would you like to drink? I’ve got beer, wine, and water.” 

      “Wine, please.” She takes the dishes from me and sets the table. 

      She puts me sitting across from her and I wonder why I ever got a table so big. I grab our drinks and bring them back into the dining room but move my plate next to her so we’re both at the corner. 

      “Oh, sorry, I didn’t know where you liked to sit.” 

      “This just makes it easier to share,” I say and move my chair a little closer to her too. “Which one are you going for first?” 

      “My favorite is sesame chicken, but this one smells really good and I don’t know what it is.” 

      I look at the box and poke around a little with my chopstick. “Yeah, I don’t either. I think I just told them to get me one of everything.” 

      “That explains all the boxes.” She smiles as she takes a container of rice and spoons some out on her plate. 

      “So, I just want to get the awkwardness out of the way first.” Her eyes widen and she puts her food down and waits with a serious expression. “What kind of shampoo do you use because I need it.” 

      A smile tugs at her lips as she picks up her chopsticks. “It’s Midnight Garden. Grams got it for me for Christmas last year and I loved it so much I kept getting it.” She laughs as she shakes her head. “Why are you asking me that?” 

      “The scent of it on my sheets drove me crazy.” 

      She blushes as she looks down at her food and tucks her chin. “Is that a good crazy or a bad one?” 

      “Depends.” I take a drink of water and stare at her while she glances up at me. 

      “Are those my hair ties on your wrist?” She points to the orange and baby blue elastics and I look down at where I’ve rolled my sleeves up. 

      “Yes,” I answer and don’t offer them back to her. 

      She flips her hair over to her other shoulder. “I’ve been looking for them. My hair is driving me crazy.” 

      “I think it’s beautiful. But you’re not getting them back.” 

      She thins out her lips to try and hide her smile while her green eyes scrutinize me. “And why not?” 

      “Well, they’re in my house so technically they’re my property.” 

      “I’m in your house too.” 

      “I know.” 

      The two words hang between us for a second before she shrugs. “Fine. I’ll consider it payment for letting me stay here.” 

      God, she’s fucking cute when she’s teasing me. Why do I like flirting with her so much? I never spend more than a few moments with a woman before I’m ready to run. But thoughts of how I can get Erin to stay are churning. 

      “Oh, it’s gonna cost you more than two hair ties.” 

      “I’ve already agreed to dinner.” She waves her hands around as she takes another bite. 

      “You think that’s what this place is worth? Some lousy rubber bands and Chinese food?” 

      “If they’re so lousy I’ll take them back.” 

      “Not a chance.” I wink at her before I take a drink. “Can you tell me what happened the other night?”

      She lets out a sigh and I hate that I’ve taken the mood down. “I’m not really sure yet, but someone broke into my apartment and ransacked the place. My landlord emailed me some photos and they’re pretty bad. It doesn’t look like anything is stolen, but I didn’t keep any valuables there so I don’t know what they would have taken. I don’t even have a nice TV and I had my laptop at the shop when it happened.” 

      “When do you have to go back?” 

      “I can leave any time.” She sits up straighter and looks around. “Do you need me to go?” 

      “No!” I say, too loudly and too quickly. “No, sorry, that’s not what I meant. I’m working on a case with my sister and staying at her place.” 

      “She’s a lawyer too?” 

      “Yeah, we have a firm together.” She asks me a bunch of questions about work and I wonder if it’s because she doesn’t want to discuss what happened at her place. I get it, but I need to follow up with the detective I put on this and see what he was able to find out. 

      “Thanks for stocking up the refrigerator for me,” she says as she leans back in her chair and picks at a few half-empty boxes. 

      “How do you know I did that for you?” I smile as I use my chopsticks to dig into a vegetable lo mein. 

      “Because the first time I was here there was only coffee and an old jar of pickles in the back of the fridge. I assumed you did that for me, but maybe I was on the end of your yearly grocery store visit?” 

      “Are you teasing me, Erin?” When I say her name her cheeks flush, and she looks away. 

      “Maybe.” 

      “What do you do?” I want to know everything about her. 

      “That’s a mystery to myself right now too.” She shrugs and I sit back and wait. “I finished college with a degree in graphic design last semester and now I either need to get a master’s in it or find a job.” 

      “And have you decided?” 

      “I know that I’m not going to do my masters there. Grams is here and I have nothing left for me where I was. I want to be close to her, so for right now I’m going to move this way and hopefully figure out my next step.” 

      I don’t realize I’m holding my breath until I let it go. “So you’re moving here?” 

      “Yeah, I guess that’s the plan. I have to see about breaking my lease and what that’s going to cost me. I also have to look at places here and find one that’s comparable in price to what I had before.” 

      “There’s a vacant apartment in this building,” I offer as I pick at the label on my beer bottle. 

      “I think this place is out of my price range.” 

      “It’s not,” I blurt out, and then she laughs at me. 

      “You don’t even know what my price range is.” 

      “Let me show you the place first and then we can talk about the price.” 

      “I’m not sure I want to fall in love with something and then not be able to have it.” 

      Her words have a direct hit on my chest and they hang heavy between us. Does it feel that way to her now? 

      “How long do you have until you have to go back to your place?” 

      She shrugs. “I don’t think I can put it off too long. I need to get my things and talk to my landlord. It’s going to be a pain in the ass, but I can’t avoid it forever.” 

      “You’re welcome to stay here as long as you need.” 

      “This place is pretty incredible, you know that, right?” 

      I smile and nod. “I bought it for the bathtub.” 

      “You’re joking.” She sits up and looks at me with wide eyes. “Tell me you’re not serious.” 

      “Oh, I am. I’m a man who loves a good soak at the end of the workday.” 

      “For some reason I can’t picture you in a bathtub.” Her eyes travel down my body and then she quickly blushes again. Is it always so easy to tell when she’s turned on? 

      “Oh, picture it, baby. Candles lit, soft music, bubbles everywhere.” 

      “Bubbles?” She’s laughing and I love the sound of it. 

      “Hey, I like to treat myself.” I watch her for a second and just enjoy that she’s happy. “It’s not like I’ve got much else in my life besides work.” 

      “My grams said you work too much.” 

      “I do,” I agree and lean forward on my elbows. “I love what I do, but I’m building something I want to last. Security for those I love is important to me.” 

      “I like that.” 

      She stretches her legs out beside her and my eyes travel up the length of her bare skin. I clench my hands together to keep from reaching out and touching her, but the urge won’t go away. 

      “I like this,” I finally say as I force myself to sit back, desperate to put distance between us. “Dinner with you has been nice, and I’d like to do it again.” 

      She nods and for a second she doesn’t answer as she takes a sip of wine. “But only if you give me a hair tie back.” 

      “Never.” I smile and she does the same. 

      “I guess I’m just going to shed all over your perfect pristine home.” 

      “I wish you would. It will remind me you’re here.” 

      “You mean long after I’m gone?” 

      I shrug, unwilling to think of a time when she won’t be in my space. “What’s your favorite movie?” 

      “I don’t know.” She looks caught off-guard but I need to change the subject. “I have so many. Maybe I could pick based on a genre, like favorite comedy or favorite scary movie.” 

      “Okay, start with that.” 

      We talk for a long time about movies and then move to music. At some point we clean up dinner while we’re discussing the benefits of live concerts versus seeing them on screen and eventually we make it to the living room. We talk for a long time and one subject leads us to the next and we never run out of things to say. We both get more and more relaxed the longer we talk and by the time I realize it’s really late and going into early morning, I’m on the couch facing her while she’s leaned back with her feet stretched out toward me. 

      Her cheeks are rosy, possibly from the wine, as she tells me about all the pets she’s had. She’s telling me about a dog she recently adopted named Moose that’s next door at her grandmother's place and I graze my thumb over the top of her toes. 

      “Why didn’t you bring him over here?” 

      She stops talking and watches me touch her toes before she swallows and then smiles. “This doesn’t look like a pet friendly place to me.” 

      “It is,” I say simply and keep rubbing her toes. 

      I want to rub all of her, but I’ve just been enjoying the sound of her voice and her adorable stories. 

      “Maybe I’ll let you meet him.” 

      “Are you playing hard to get?” I look up at her and grin and that’s all it takes to send her cheeks into overdrive. “I should go.”

      Suddenly her smile falls and she looks around as if realizing what time it is. “Already?” 

      “It’s almost one.” Saying the time really has nothing to do with how I feel, but I have to leave now or I might not be able to control myself. 

      With one last touch down the side of her bare foot, I place my beer on the coffee table and stand up. When she starts to move, I hold my hand out to stop her. 

      “No, don’t get up. You look perfect just like this.” I move in closer and place one hand on the back of the couch as I hover over her. “I’d like to see you tomorrow.” 

      She nods as she licks her lips. “I’d like that too.” 

      “Then it’s a date.” 

      I lean down and before I can stop myself I place a kiss on her cheek. I linger there and inhale her sweet scent, the one I can’t get enough of. I close my eyes and enjoy the feel of her warm cheek against mine and take my time. It’s not enough and I crave more, but this will do for tonight. I will sleep with her inside my lungs and that’s more than I had last night. 

      “Goodnight, Erin,” I whisper, and then I’m moving to the door before I can change my mind. 

      Leaving her might be the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do.
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      “No one makes breakfast better than you, Grams.” I take another bite of my omelet as I sneak Moose a sausage link under the table. Grams tops off my coffee and then hers before joining me at the table. 

      “It’s nice to have someone to cook for.” She takes a sip of her coffee as she watches me. I look down at my plate and keep eating, trying not to fidget in my seat. Why does it suddenly feel like I’m back in high school? 

      “So,” she says, and I look back up at her. She’s staring at me with an expectant expression. 

      “So?” 

      “I had a good time last night,” she finally says. 

      “Maybe next time I’ll come. Although I’m not sure I can keep up with your dance moves.” 

      “Have you ever gone dancing?” She gives me a skeptical look. 

      “No,” I laugh. “I went to a few campus parties, but they were so packed no one could dance in there. They sway while everyone is crammed up against each other.” I shiver thinking about it. 

      “And you went to this party.” 

      “By ‘went’ I mean I went and promptly changed my mind. I’m claustrophobic.” Or I am after seeing that. 

      “Right.” She sets her cup down. “I didn't get home until one in the morning.” She lets out a fake yawn. Crap. There it is. 

      “And up so early making breakfast?” I take another bite of my eggs. “A really good one too. The best.” She narrows her eyes on me, but I keep eating. 

      “Spill it,” she orders when I don’t break under her stare. 

      “Of course I can take you on a walk, Moose.” I start to get up from my chair, but she stops me with a look. 

      “You sit that ass back down in the chair, sugar.” I do as she says and take my seat. “I saw him leaving. He was all smiles as he headed out of his place at the exact time I was coming home.” 

      “It is his place,” I point out. “He had to get some files.” 

      “That’s funny because he wasn't carrying anything when he left.” 

      “I guess he forgot them?” He said he was coming by for them and it’s possible he really had forgotten them. It was late and I hope it’s not something he might need.

      “So he popped in to grab some files really quick and then didn't grab them?” 

      “Are you a cop or something?” 

      Grams chuckles. “I would have made a damn fine one.” 

      “I have no doubt about that.” I pick up my now empty plate and carry it over to the dishwasher. 

      “Fine. If you don’t want to talk about it I can wait.” She lets out the longest sigh in history, letting me know she doesn't really want to wait. 

      “How's the spare room coming along?” I change the subject, unsure if I want to talk about Devin to anyone. It’s so new and I don’t know what’s happening. I just know I don’t want to get ahead of myself. 

      “A work in progress.” Sounds a lot like my life. 

      “What are you doing in there? It’s a bedroom, don’t you throw some paint up and add an area rug?” 

      “You know me.” She shrugs as she stands to put her cup in the dishwasher. 

      “Yeah, I know you. You like to get things done and get them done yesterday.” I look toward the hallway. 

      “Greatness can’t be rushed.” 

      “So you’re not going to show me?” 

      “Nope. It’s a mess in there with dust everywhere. Nails and whatnot thrown around. These workers are a hot mess.” She wiggles her eyebrows, making me laugh. 

      “Fine.” I grab my cup and finish off my coffee. “I’m taking Moose for another walk. It’s nice out.” 

      “Have fun. Those workers should be here soon and I’m going to whip them into shape.” 

      “Are they always this late?” I put Moose's leash on him. 

      “Are you a cop now?” 

      I look back to the hallway and wonder what the hell is going on in that guest room. “Maybe it’s better I don’t know what’s going on in there.” I kiss Grams on the cheek before taking Moose out. 

      I take my jacket off when I get outside because it’s so nice out. I walk toward the park but don’t venture too far, knowing Moose is only here to do his business and get back home to his doggie bed. I moved it over to Devin’s this morning while Grams made us breakfast. 

      “Are you ready to see your new home?” I pet his head. “We need to brush you.” I know Devin said Moose could come over, but I’m not sure he knows what he’s getting into. Moose isn't a lap dog, even if he thinks he is. He’s not too far from outweighing me and he sheds more hair in one day than I could in my whole life. Maybe I should have told Devin those things too. 

      The doorman holds the door open for me as we enter the building. “I’m Erin.” I introduce myself and then point to my dog. “And this big guy is Moose.” 

      “Carol.” He takes my hand and shakes it. “You’re Betty’s granddaughter.” He gives Moose a pet on top of his head and smiles. 

      “The one and only.” His eyes wrinkle around the sides and I like how kind he looks.

      “She’s a gem. She brings this building to life.” 

      “I have no doubt,” I laugh, stepping inside so he can let go of the door. “I was meaning to ask, I heard there’s an empty apartment here available for rental? Is there a chance I can steal a peek?” I know Devin said he’d show me, but he’s a busy man. I’m not going to ask Grams because it might get her hopes up. 

      Carol gives me a confused look. “No, not that I’m aware of. When a spot opens up the next person on the waitlist is contacted.”

      “Waitlist? This place is that popular?” Damn. It is breathtaking and in a great location, so I get it. 

      “Yeah, it can be anywhere from a year to three.” 

      “Wow.” Disappointment wells in me and it sucks. Maybe it’s for the best because if there’s a waitlist, there’s no way I can afford this place. “Thanks for the information.” I wave my hand a little as I walk toward the elevator. 

      “I guess we’ll have to find somewhere else to live,” I tell Moose as I open the door to Devin’s. “At least I know you don’t need a yard since you hate the outside.” Moose pokes his head into Devin’s place tentatively at first, then he takes off running. The leash slips free of my hand and I chase after him down the hallway into the master suite. 

      “Moose!” I shout after him and then come to a sliding halt in the bedroom. Moose’s legs are sticking up in the air and his tongue is hanging out of his mouth as he lies in the center of the bed. “You have a dog bed,” I remind him. “A big nice one too.” He doesn't move. “You’re a brat.” He rolls back over, looking up at me, and I swear he’s smiling. “A cute brat but still a brat.” 

      I fall back onto the bed next to him and he places his head on my stomach. “Don’t get comfortable.” 

      I don’t know if I’m talking to Moose or myself. 
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      Moose lies on the sofa and watches me pace in the living room. It’s a little before noon and I’m still debating what I should do. Moose is having the time of his life like he was made to live like this. 

      “You think I should go?” I ask him, and he tilts his head to the side, making his ears flop. “You’re not being helpful.” He barks then lays his head back down. “So you think I should go.” I pick up the folders I found by the front door and wonder if Devin meant to take them with him but forgot. 

      “I should go. I can leave them at the front desk of his office. I’m sure there’s someone that works the front desk.”

      I found one of his business cards and it had the address to his firm on it. I tried calling the number on the card, but it went straight to voicemail. That’s because he’s in a very important meeting and needs these files. This is the nice neighborly thing to do. Or crazy, but I push that thought down. 

      I drag my last bag into the master bedroom to find something to wear. I pull out my silver flats and then my favorite petal-pink dress. It’s finally warm enough that I can wear it, so I get dressed and brush my hair. I decide to put a little makeup on just in case I run into him when I’m dropping it off. I want to look nice because God knows he always does. 

      I grab my purse and the files and leave Moose snoring away on the sofa, oblivious to the fact that I’m leaving.

      “You look nice.” I let out a small scream as I pull the key out of the door. “Grams, you scared the crap out of me.”

      “I can see that.” She walks over toward me. “You sure you’re okay? You’re a little jumpy.”

      I let out a breath and smile. “I think I am. I guess I’m a little on edge and didn’t realize it.” 

      “You’ll feel back to normal in a few days, I’m sure.” She kisses my cheek and then goes back to her place. “Where are you off to?” she asks, unlocking her door. 

      “Umm.” She turns back to look at me as she pushes her door open. 

      “Did you forget?” I hit the button on the elevator and it opens. 

      “Just running some errands.” I hop on to the elevator and push the button for the bottom floor. 

      “Forgetfulness happens when you're crushing after someone,” Grams throws out as the elevator doors close, making me laugh. I think she might be right. 

      Carol gets a cab for me and gives the driver Devin’s address. I think he knows whose it is because he tries to hide his knowing smirk. I hold the folders, wondering if this is a bad idea. Devin is going to think I’m a stalker, or he could think I’m super sweet and helpful. 

      The taxi rolls to a stop in front of a giant building, and I know Grams said he owns their building, but does he own this one too? Devin doesn't come off like some stuffy millionaire, but what do I know?

      I step out of the cab, look up at the building, and decide he might be a billionaire. “Here goes nothing,” I mumble to myself as I make my way inside. Three security guards stand behind an expansive desk, watching me. 

      “Can we help you?” one asks. 

      “I’m looking for Devin?” It comes out like a question. 

      “Devin?” he asks right back, and my mind blanks on his last name.

      “Meade!” That was the name of the firm on the card. “Sorry,” I say, realizing I shouted it and now I want to die. 

      “Do you have an appointment, miss?” He reaches for the radio on his belt. 

      “No, I’m only dropping something off.” I hold up the folders. “He forgot these and I thought he might need them.” 

      “I can’t let you upstairs for security reasons, but I can take the folders for you.” He holds his hand out and I start to hand them over but change my mind. 

      “Never mind.” I tuck them close to me. 

      “I didn't get your name.” 

      “Right.” Thank god, I think to myself before I turn to leave. Now no one will ever know I was here. I hear the security guard call after me, but I keep on going. 

      There’s no way I could give him the files when I thought about it. Devin is a lawyer, so who knows what's inside of them? There’s a strong possibility that some of it is private and he might not even like that I touched them. 

      I grab another cab and go back to the apartment building. I can put the files back and no one will ever be the wiser. I feel like a nut case by the time I make it there and as I’m getting out of the cab I’m not paying attention to where I’m going and I run right into someone. They try and grab me, but it’s too late and I hit the ground. The files spill out next to me and I’m reaching for the papers before they can blow away. 

      “I’m so sorry, Erin. Are you okay?” 

      No. There is no way. I turn my head slowly to look up and see Peter standing there above me.

      “Let me help you.” He starts to reach for me, and I jerk back. 

      “I got it.” I hurriedly get the files together, but when I try to stand on my own my knees buckle. Peter grabs me by the arm before I can fall again, and when I get my footing I jerk away from his hold. “I said I got it.” 

      “Sorry,” he mumbles, holding his hands up. 

      “Miss Erin, are you okay?” Carol rushes out of the building and over to me. “Your knee is bleeding.” 

      I look down to see that he’s right and my favorite dress is ruined on top of it. “It doesn't really hurt.” I think it’s only a small scratch. 

      “What are you doing here?” Peter asks me. 

      “I was going to ask you the same thing,” I say, unable to hide the accusation in my voice. 

      “The company I work for has their corporate office here. I come here once a month.” He points down the street. “Are you sure you're okay? I heard about your place and I’ve been worried about you.” He looks genuine as his eyes soften. 

      “Yeah, I gotta go, Peter. I’ll see you around.” Before he can say anything else, Carol is guiding me into the building. 

      “Ex?” Carol asks when we get inside. 

      “What?” 

      “Was he an ex-boyfriend or something? You look like you saw a ghost.” 

      “No.” I shake my head, glancing back at the glass doors, but Peter is gone. 

      “I think we have a first-aid kit behind my desk.”

      “Thanks, Carol, but I think I’ll just take a shower and patch it up afterwards.” 

      “All right.” He nods. “If you change your mind, I can send something up.” 

      “Thanks again.” I get on the elevator and all I want to do is go back to Devin’s place and put the folders back where I found them. 

      I look down at them and cringe. I never should have left to begin with. I’ve not only made a mess out of myself but out of Devin’s work too. 

      I’ve gone from being excited for Devin to come back tonight to dreading it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      “We’ve got to meet with the judge tomorrow morning, but it could mean that we have to go to Milan. It’s your turn.” 

      I groan as I lean back in my chair and scowl at my sister. “I just went to Paris.” 

      “Yes, but I was in Italy for a month last year.” She scowls back. “And do I need to remind you it was on Danielle’s birthday?”

      I lean forward and dig deeper. “And if I recall, I flew her out to you as a surprise and you fucked her in a gondola.” 

      She goes from looking like she ate a lemon to blissful peace in a flash. “God, that was fun.” She closes her eyes as if remembering it and I’m done. 

      “I’m not going.” I stand up and stack my papers, but she doesn’t move. 

      “Yes you are.” 

      “Nee.” 

      “Don’t you Nee me.” She crosses her arms and cocks her head to the side. 

      “Why don’t you take her there and propose?” 

      “What’s wrong with you going?” 

      “Are we just going to ask questions back and forth now?” 

      “Are we?” 

      “I hate arguing with a lawyer,” I grumble, and she laughs. 

      “If it comes down to it, we can talk about it. But I don’t want the assumption it’s my turn.” She gives a little, so I do too.

      “Deal.” I sit back down and sort through the rest of the mess on my desk. 

      “Let’s do housekeeping, shall we?” Renee opens her briefcase and pulls out a notepad. 

      It’s the end of the day and I don’t really want to go over this stuff, but it’s part of the job. We’re both ready to go home, but neither of us likes stuff hanging over to the next day. Her shoes are off and she’s curled up in my oversized office chair. We usually do our meetings here because her office only has furniture that looks nice but isn’t practical. 

      “I have a few prospects for partners,” I say, and Renee snaps her head up. 

      “You really want to go through with it?” 

      “We either stop taking on cases or we have to add a person. Those are the facts.” 

      She grumbles as she flips some papers in her notebook. “I’ve talked to human resources and they’ve got Oscar’s position in IT filled.” 

      “We’re just going to ignore my statement?” 

      “Samantha in marketing is going out on maternity leave early due to her blood pressure. So we’ll need to hire a temp for that position now too.” 

      “Do you think this is the best use of our time?”

      This time she snaps her notebook up and sighs. “I agree with you, but I don’t know the best solution.” 

      “I’m thinking about the two of us, Nee. Why are we building this if this is how we’re spending our time?” 

      She narrows her eyes on me and looks me over as if for the first time. “What’s gotten into you? Normally you’re the one I’m having to chase out of here and make sure you’ve slept more than two hours a night. Now suddenly you’re bringing up a partner or lightening our workload. This isn’t like you.” She pauses for a moment, then gasps and scoots to the edge of her seat. “Who is she?” 

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I don’t look at her as I say it, and I hear her squeal. 

      “I knew it!” Now she’s standing up and bouncing on her feet. “Tell me everything.”

      “There’s nothing to tell. Yet.” 

      “Devin Michael Meade, if you don’t tell me every single detail of the woman you’ve fallen for, I’m going to come across this desk and strangle you with my bare hands.” 

      “That sounds dramatic.” I smirk as I lean back in my chair and she is practically giddy. 

      “Tell. Me.” 

      “I don’t know what it is yet. She’s staying at my apartment.” 

      “You lied to me!” She pretends to be offended but leans closer. “So it’s not being fumigated. I knew that building was too fancy to have bugs.” 

      I end up explaining everything to her and I don’t think she even blinks the whole time. It’s fun telling her because I realize I’m actually really excited about Erin and what I’m feeling for her. Of course I think about her non-stop and I can’t wait to go home, but saying the words out loud kind of makes them real and I like it. 

      “I just have one question,” Renee says after a long pause. 

      “Just the one?” 

      “Why are you sitting here?” 

      “What?” 

      “Get the fuck out of here and go home!” she shouts, banging on my desk. “Don’t screw this up, Devin! This could be my chance to finally be an aunt. Don’t fuck this up for me.” 

      I laugh as I shake my head and bury it in my hands. 

      “I’m dead serious. You know how important that is to me. Please please please have unprotected sex.” 

      “Get out,” I bark, and she laughs. “I’m done.” 

      I stand up and gather my things, and she claps before she takes out her phone. “I can’t wait to tell Dani. She’s going to be so excited.” 

      “I’ll see you in the morning.” I grab my bag and walk out of my office, leaving my sister screaming into the phone to Danielle. 

      I sigh as I get on the elevator, but deep down it feels good to have someone else as excited as I am about this possibility. I don’t think anything can wipe the smile off my face as I get off the elevator and walk through the lobby. 

      “Mr. Woods.” The security guard Gerrard waves me over and I nod. 

      “How are you guys doing today? Did you get the donuts I left this morning?” 

      “Yes, sir.” Gerrard pats his belly in answer and I laugh. “I just wanted to let you know a young woman came by for you today with some files but ended up not leaving them. It wasn’t too suspicious, but it stuck out to me.”

      “Really? Hmm.” I try to think of a courier we sent for, but I don’t recall needing any documents today. 

      “She was about this tall with blond hair.” He holds up his hand around his shoulder, and when I hear “blond” I think of Erin. 

      “You say she had files for me?” 

      He nods. “She couldn’t recall your last name right away and got really flustered and darted out. We tried to get her to come back, but she hopped in a cab. There wasn’t a problem, I just wanted to let you know in case it was important and you didn’t have what you needed.” 

      I’m picturing Erin in my mind trying to make the exchange and for some reason it’s adorable. “Yeah, I appreciate that. Thanks for letting me know.” I push away from the counter and nod to him. “Take the rest of those donuts home to Sharon and I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

      “Will do, boss,” he calls as I go outside and get in my waiting car. 

      On the way to my apartment I’m fighting back a smile as I imagine Erin coming into the building with an armful of folders and no idea on how to get in touch with me. I laugh and shake my head, thinking I need to give her my number. I can’t believe I haven’t done it yet, but I’ve been a little preoccupied with just being with her every time we’re close. Somehow the rest of the world fades away and it’s only her that matters. 

      I wave to the night doorman as I enter my building and take the elevator up to my floor. My heart is never this light and excited about coming home, but knowing Erin is there and waiting makes it so much sweeter. 

      When I push open the door, I stop as I stare at Erin sitting with a giant fluffy dog on the couch surrounded by crumpled and dirty paper. She looks up at me with tears in her eyes and squares her shoulders like she’s about to deliver the worst news of her life. 

      “There appears to have been a struggle,” I say, and she bursts into tears.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      Devin stands in front of me with a look of panic on his face. “I'm sorry I ruined them,” I sniffle, trying to get myself under control. He’s some high-powered attorney and I’m a blubbering mess. “I…I…I…” I’m trying to explain myself but the words won’t come out and now Moose is whimpering next to me, joining in on the tear-fest. 

      “Erin. It’s fine.” Devin rushes over to the sofa and pulls me into his lap, which only makes me cry harder. His hands rub up and down my back as he makes soothing noises. “You have got to stop crying. You’re killing me here.” 

      “Okay,” I hiccup, but don’t stop. “I’m trying, I swear,” I mumble into his neck. 

      “If you want to cry, I’ll just hold you.” 

      I suck in a deep breath and lift my face out of his neck. Now I went and ruined his super-fancy suit too. “Does anyone actually want to cry?”

      His lips twitch. I don’t know what he finds so amusing. 

      “I didn't want to stop you if you are bound and determined to have a good cry. I’ve seen it do my sister some good a few times. Plus, you crawled into my lap. At this point I’ll let you do anything you want. Any request? The deed to the building? A trip to Paris? More Chinese food?” 

      I laugh around my emotional recovery and shake my head. “I don’t need the whole building. Maybe just the bathroom. I think I could live there just fine.” 

      “It’s all yours.” He brushes his thumb along my cheek and catches a tear. “It might be hard living in the bathroom since part of this deal is you have to stay in my lap. It’s okay, we’ll figure it out.”

      “Don’t make me laugh. This isn't supposed to be funny.” 

      “I apologize.” He leans back, putting his hands behind his head. It’s then I realize that I'm straddling him. “Carry on.” 

      My eyes drop to his mouth. Here I am a mess and he’s as handsome as ever, making me forget what I was crying about. His hands cup my cheeks as he slowly leans in. I close my eyes and feel his lips gently brush against mine. They’re so soft at first, and while he lingers there it’s a good way to keep me from crying. 

      “Open for me,” he breathes against my mouth, and I part my lips before giving him what he asks for. 

      When his tongue touches mine, I get lost in the kiss and all my worries melt away in the moment. It’s only the two of us and I’m having my first kiss. Our first kiss. I don’t know how any others will ever live up to this one. 

      I pull back when something bumps my side hard enough to make me break the kiss. I look down to see Moose shove his head between us, wanting attention. 

      “I think someone felt left out.” Devin scratches him behind the ear. “Or maybe jealous I’m kissing his girl. I’d be mad too, big guy.” 

      “He can be a little bit of a brat.” Moose keeps on looking adorable, trying to make a liar out of me. “Remember when you made me carry you three blocks because you gave up walking?” 

      “You carried him?” He points to Moose. “Three blocks?” 

      “And up a flight of stairs.” 

      “Is that true, Moose?”

      He rubs his head into Devin’s chest, getting hair all over his suit. Yeah, between Moose and me, we’ve ruined it. 

      “Don’t let those puppy eyes fool you.” I give in and pet him too. 

      “Are you hungry?” 

      “I can always eat, but maybe I should order for us. After the Chinese, I know I’ll only order half the menu instead of the whole thing.” 

      When I get up, Moose jumps down from the sofa and checks his bowl for random treats I sometimes drop into it. 

      “Hey.” Devin grabs my hand and looks down at my knee. He pushes my dress up a little and looks it over. “Don’t move.” He’s up and running from the living room before I can stop him, and when he comes back he’s got a small first-aid kit. “I’ll never hear the end of it if Renee finds out I used this thing.” He gets on the floor in front of me and places the kit beside him on the sofa. “When she brought it over I told her I didn't need it and shoved it in the back of my bathroom closet.” 

      “I won’t tell.” He looks up at me. “Unless you steal the last crab rangoon again.”

      “I’ll make a note to order extra next time.” He opens the first-aid kit. 

      “It’s really not that bad.” 

      “Indulge me.” He goes to work cleaning my knee but keeps talking. “Why don’t you tell me what happened today.” 

      “Isn't it clear?” My eyes drift back to the ruined folders. 

      “You might need to break it down for me.”

      I let out a long sigh. “Are all lawyers so concerned with the details and facts?”

      “Yes, the facts.” He cleans my knee with some alcohol, and I wince. He lets out a curse. “Sorry.” I feel cool air on my knee and look down to see him blowing on it. “Keep talking.” 

      “Right, so this is going to sound crazy.” He fights a smile. “Your folders attacked me.” Devin looks over at the folders then back to me. “I might need a lawyer.” 

      “You might.” He opens a big Band-Aid and puts it over my knee. Then he knocks all the air out of my lungs when he kisses it. “I’ll get you a good one. I know a few, but I think I’ll need the whole story first and then we can work out the timeline.” 

      He sits down on the sofa again, and I take a seat next to him. Thankfully he’s not mad about the folders, so I spill and tell him everything. 

      “That was sweet of you. I didn't actually need the folders, so no harm done.” 

      “Oh.” I look back over to the ruined documents. 

      “In fact I could have printed them at my office but—” He shrugs. 

      “But what?” I think I know the answer, but I want to hear him say it. 

      “I needed a reason to see you.” 

      I bite my lip as I look at him. “I wanted to see you too.” He’s so damn handsome and I can see his dimple again. “I’ve been wondering about you since that first night I stayed here.” 

      “I hope I lived up to what you pictured.” 

      “So far you exceeded anything I could have dreamed up,” I admit. 

      “So far?” He reaches out and touches the ends of my hair. “Are there other things you’ve been dreaming about that we haven't done yet?” I swallow.

      “You have no idea.” 

      His hand slides up the outside of my thighs and to my hip. “Let’s see if I can guess,” he says before he comes closer. 

      I can feel my heartbeat in my throat as he closes the distance between us and kisses me again. This time the kiss isn't soft and tentative. Instead it's filled with a promise of what’s to come.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      I can’t remember the last time I kissed someone, and it was never like this. I want to feel her everywhere and touch every inch of her body, but yet I could keep only kissing her and that would be enough. 

      Somehow, we ended up lying on the couch on our sides, facing each other. Her leg is up and over my waist while I’ve got my arms around her and I’m holding her close to me. It’s innocent, yet what we’re doing is anything but that. There’s so much heat between us and passion like I’ve never felt. Who is this woman and how is she doing this to me? 

      Erin came out of nowhere but it’s like I’ve known her for much longer. Something about her calls to me and I can’t stop thinking about her. All day my only thought was seeing her again, and the second I see her all I want to do is kiss her. 

      Her lips are so soft and she tastes like vanilla. Her hair smells like sweet lavender, and I’m surrounded by her essence. There’s nothing on her I don’t want to explore, and as I move her hand over her hip I cup her breast. 

      “Is this okay?” My voice is low and even I can hear the desperate need. 

      She hums and nods as she arches her back, pushing her breast more into my hand. 

      I don’t want to go too fast, but fuck, I want more. I trace the edge of the neckline on her dress and slowly pull it down. The swell of her breast pushes against the soft pink material, and I watch to see if her nipples match. 

      When one peeks out, I graze my fingertip across the little nub of her nipple and she makes the sweetest sound. “Look at how pretty you are.” I brush her nipple again and it tightens under my touch. 

      “Devin,” she whines and grabs my wrist. 

      “Do you want me to stop?” I look in her eyes, and she shakes her head. 

      “I don’t know what I want.” 

      “Close your eyes,” I whisper, and for a second, she hesitates. “Let me take care of you.” 

      When she does it, I lean in and kiss her closed eyes, then her cheek and down her neck. I move lower so when my finger grazes her nipple again, my mouth is right there. Her breath catches in her throat as I gently glide my tongue over the tight bud to taste her. I feel her thigh move higher and I use my other hand to push her dress up so I can feel her bare skin. 

      She’s breathy as I suck on her nipple and trace the curve of her hip. When I feel the edge of her panties, I don’t try and move them out of the way but rub my knuckle over her mound where she’s already damp. 

      Her heat has me sucking harder, and she cries out at the same time she pushes her hips forward. This time I use the pads of my fingers to rub her cotton-covered pussy. The material is so wet now that I can feel her clit though it, but I don’t move it aside. I’m only so strong right now and my needs aren’t the most pressing. What I want more than anything right now is to give her body what it’s craving. 

      I pull my fingers away and she whines. “Shhh,” I soothe as I put the fingers in my mouth and suck on them. I can taste her pussy and smell her desire, and fuck, it’s sweeter than I thought possible. 

      When I put my wet fingers back on her, she grinds against them and I smile around the breast in my mouth. 

      “Devin,” she moans, and before I can stop myself, I flip her on her back. 

      Hearing my name on her lips as her body gets closer to climax makes me a fucking animal. It’s as if she’s just given me permission to take what I want, and I have no choice but to follow my instincts. In one smooth motion I pull the panties aside, shove two fingers in her wet pussy, and use my thumb to rub her clit. 

      She surprises the both of us when she cums instantly and I lean back to watch her fall apart. The flush of her cheeks goes all the way down to her rosy nipples that have spilled out of the top of her dress. The bottom half is rucked up around her waist, and I can see the pink of her pussy lips sucking in my fingers as she cums all over them. 

      Her panties are shoved to the side, revealing all of her secrets to me, and I lick my lips, hungry to taste her. I’m not strong enough to stop myself, so I lean down and ever so gently flatten my tongue over her clit and lick. 

      She cries out again, and I can feel her pulse around my fingers as I lap at her cream. She’s fresh as new-fallen snow and I don’t know if I’m going to be able to stop. I lick and lick while I move my fingers inside of her, feeling her tight heat surround me. 

      Her hands play with my hair as I keep tasting her pussy, and now there’s no rush to stop. I’m enjoying her like I would a fine meal and lazily sucking on her lips. Is this what heaven is like?

      A knock on the door startles Erin, and she tries to sit up. Without thinking, I hold her down and nearly growl at her attempt to take her pussy away from me. I blink a few times, realizing I was in some kind of pussy-induced trance and decide I need to stop before this goes any further. 

      “Devin, are you home?” 

      “Shit,” I curse as I sit up and help Erin fix her dress. 

      I can’t help myself as I suck on her nipple one last time before putting the neckline of her dress back in place. 

      “Who is it?” Erin whispers as she fixes her panties and pushes her dress down. 

      I lick my fingers clean and then tuck my cock in my underwear to hide how hard I am. 

      “My sister.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “What?” This is not how I want to meet his sister. 

      “Hello?” She taps on the door a few more times. 

      “She’s not going to leave until I answer the door.” He must know I’m panicked, because he kisses me. “It will be fine.” He walks to the door, but I grab his hand to stop him. “I promise,” he tries to reassure me. 

      “I have to change.” I jump up from the sofa and I try to smooth down my hair. Moose is already at the front door ready to introduce himself. 

      “You don’t need to change. You look beautiful.” 

      “That’s sweet.” I let his hand go. “But I do.” I motion to my dress that still has a stain on the bottom from when I fell down. This is the first time I’m going to meet his sister and I can’t look like a hot mess. What if she doesn't like me or something? I can tell they’re close and I have no doubt whatever she thinks about me will go a long way with him. 

      “Guess I’ll use my key,” she says from the other side of the door. 

      “Shit.” I take off running down the hallway to the bedroom. 

      I ditch the dress in haste and grab a pair of jeans to cover up my busted knee. I pull on an oversized sweater because even in my panic, my nipples are still hard from Devin’s wonderful mouth. 

      I stop in the mirror to check my hair, and it’s not as bad as I thought it might be. It’s my face that’s the real problem. My lips are swollen and my cheeks are a little too pink. There’s no hiding what was going on when she knocked on the door because it’s written all over my face. 

      It’s not as though I can hide in the bedroom all night, and I know Moose will give me away. It would be rude to not come back out, so I take a deep breath. We’re all adults, so it’s no big deal. I can do this.

      When I walk back into the living room, both Devin and Renee turn to look my way. 

      “Hi.” I wave, feeling awkward. I've never dated someone and met their family before. This is all moving at light speed. 

      His sister is dressed in a beautiful suit and I remember Devin mentioning that she’s a lawyer and that they work side by side. Like this condo, she looks expensive, but not in a showy over-the-top way. 

      “Well, look at you. I never thought my brother would catch a woman so gorgeous.” Renee’s whole face lights up with a smile that instantly puts me at ease. 

      “That makes two of us.” Devin walks over to me and puts his hand on my back. “Erin, this is my sister, Renee.”

      I walk forward and take the hand she’s holding out for me. “It’s nice to meet you.” 

      “It’s more than nice to meet you.” Her smile grows bigger. 

      “Nee.” Devin shakes his head and gives her a look that clearly does nothing. 

      “What? You’re always all up in my love life.” 

      “Speaking of, isn’t that where you should be right now? At home making an honest woman out of Danielle before she finds someone that will?” 

      “Shut up.” She glares at her brother. 

      “Just saying.” He shrugs. 

      “What’s for dinner around here?” Renee changes the subject. “God knows he can’t cook.” In an attempt to hide my laughter, I snort.

      “And you can?” he tosses back at her. 

      “No one can order takeout better than me. I know all the best places and have their numbers saved in my phone.” 

      “Who calls restaurants anymore? The skill is ordering online.” 

      I bite my lip to keep from laughing more as I watch them fight over who is better at ordering food. If I didn't know they were lawyers before, I would now. After ten minutes of fighting, Devin finally breaks and lets Renee order dinner for all of us. Then she makes herself right at home with Moose on the sofa. She doesn't seem to care that he's getting dog hair all over her clothes either. 

      “There is a great building around the corner from where Danielle and I live. I know they have a ton of spots open for rental,” Renee says later as we eat our food. 

      She dips her cheeseburger into a giant pile of ketchup and somehow manages not to get any on her face.

      “I’m going to show her one here,” Devin cuts in. 

      “A girl needs her options.” My eyes ping pong between them. 

      “Just like Danielle probably needs to check them out too since she’s still single.” 

      “She’s not single,” Renee grits out. 

      “Answer me this, when she has to fill out a form, does she check married or single?” 

      Renee’s lips purse at his question. 

      “There actually aren't any available units in this building.” They both look at me before I pop another shrimp in my mouth. “In fact, there’s a wait list.” 

      “I’ll look into it,” Devin responds, and Renee hides a smirk behind her burger. “There’s no rush though. You can keep staying here.” 

      “That’s an idea too.” Renee nods. “Devin has all this extra space.” 

      Well, that changed fast. First I felt like they were fighting over me and now it feels like they’re suddenly on the same team against me finding somewhere else to live. 

      Renee’s phone chimes and she checks the screen. “Dani is on her way home, so I’m heading out.” She pops up from the table. 

      “So you were just bored and decided to pop in and see what was going on over here?” Devin cocks his head to the side and glares at her. 

      “Sorry about that. I didn't know you’d be going at it when I got here.” She gives me an apologetic look. “Then it was too late to turn back so I thought I’d meet the woman driving you crazy. I can see why.” She winks at me as she grabs her bag.

      “It was nice meeting you.” I stand up and she gives me a hug. 

      “It was nice meeting you too.” She hugs Devin next before picking up her burger to take it with her. 

      “Oh, Erin, before I go. Have you ever been to Milan?” 

      “Oh my god,” Devin mutters. 

      “No. I’ve never left the country.” 

      “Hmm. You should see it sometime. I think you’d love it.” With that, she’s out the door and shoving the rest of her burger into her mouth. 

      “She’s nice,” I say when the door closes behind her. 

      “She’s a lot of things,” he laughs. “And I think she won that round.” 

      I have no idea what he’s talking about, but as he slowly walks towards me all I can do is stare at his mouth. Everything that happened before his sister got here plays in my mind and I feel hot. 

      “Devin. I want—” He cuts me off when he grabs me and lifts me off my feet. I wrap my legs around him as he kisses me and walks me back to the bedroom. 

      “You want what?” he asks between kisses, laying me down on the bed. 

      “I wanted to see if we could pick up where we left off.” 

      He pauses to look in my eyes and nods. “I’m not going anywhere.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      When I wake up it’s still dark outside, but one look at my watch tells me it’s almost sunrise. Most days my body automatically gets me up whether I set my alarm or not, but that’s not the case today. 

      It’s the warm body laid across mine that has me achingly aware of how we spent our night. After I’d tasted every inch of Erin, I held her until she fell asleep. I’m still somehow fully dressed and she’s completely nude, but it was safer that way. 

      “You talk in your sleep,” she says as she leans up and looks at me. 

      “Did I say anything good?” I push the hair out of her face and kiss her forehead as she lies back down and cuddles against me. 

      “Something about a moving truck and then chocolate.” 

      I laugh, rolling us over so she’s under me. “Oh, that’s easy. I was dreaming about moving you in with me.” 

      Her eyes widen, but before she can respond I kiss her while I grind against her pussy. We dry hump for a long time before I finally pull back and smile. 

      “I think the chocolate was something else entirely though.” 

      I kiss my way down her stomach and then move between her legs. They fall open automatically and I groan when I see how wet she is for me. She’s already anticipating what I’m going to do to her, and my mouth is watering with the same need. 

      “How am I still needy after last night?” she moans and raises her hips. 

      “How am I still so hungry?” I lick between her soft folds and along her clit. I push two fingers inside of her and pretend it’s my cock when my cock knows damn well it isn’t. 

      I take my time and savor the taste and feel of her on my tongue. She’s so fucking warm and sweet first thing in the morning, and I’m making plans to start every day exactly like this. 

      “I need more.” She tugs at my shirt and I use one of my hands to pin her wrists to the bed. 

      “We talked about this,” I tell her before I nip the inside of her thigh. 

      “I believe you did the talking and then made me orgasm until I couldn’t argue.” 

      “What an evil plan.” I bite her other thigh and she moans. “I’m such a monster.”

      “A sexy one.” 

      “Give me what I want and I’ll take a shower with you.” I look up at her from between her legs and she stares down at me. 

      “What do you want?” 

      “Everything.” I smile before I open my mouth over her pussy and love her with it. 

      “Devin!” she cries out, her legs tensing and her back arching. I have to use my body to hold her steady, but a few swift licks of my tongue and her climax hits. 

      I take my time pulling every ripple of pleasure from her that I can until she’s boneless in my bed. She’s everywhere around me, and I don’t want it to go away. She’s everything I never knew to ask for fallen from the sky and directly into my arms. How can I keep her from leaving? 

      I stand up and strip off my clothes before I scoop her up in my arms and carry her into the bathroom. 

      “Where are you taking me?” she groans, half asleep. 

      “I promised you a shower.” 

      “I changed my mind.” 

      I smile against her and kiss her cheek as I turn on the water in the shower and step into the warm spray. She nuzzles against me while I hold her close and kiss her everywhere I can reach. 

      “Why are we up so early?” 

      “I’ve got court.” 

      “But I don’t,” she complains. I set her on the seat of my shower and grab the body wash. 

      “I wanted to spend as much time with you as I could before I left.” 

      She opens one eye and looks up at me. “If I wasn’t so sleepy that would be really romantic.” 

      As if finally realizing I’m naked, both of her eyes pop open and travel down the length of my body as I soap up. 

      “See anything you like?” I tease as she licks her lips and nods. 

      I use the soapy washcloth to scrub down my stomach and between my legs. My cock is hard and thick, hanging between my thighs, and I’m really enjoying the way she’s looking at it. 

      “Later,” I tell her, and her eyes snap up to mine. 

      “You’re so bossy.” 

      “You didn’t seem to mind last night.” She pretends to scowl at me, and I reach out and make her stand up. “Let me clean you up since it’s my fault you’re so dirty.” 

      I take my time washing her, and I have to keep reminding her to keep her hands above the waist. It’s not that I don’t want her attention or that I’m not ready to go further, I’m just nervous about going too far too fast. She’s already more than I could have ever hoped for, and I don’t want to chance losing it. 

      “Are you going to pour me back into bed?” she asks when I finish drying her off. 

      “Yes.” I kiss my way up her legs and then stand in front of her. “Unless you have things you need to do today.” 

      “Not before six am.” She yawns and it’s so damn cute. 

      “I’m going to have breakfast sent up for you.” I kiss her cheeks and then her lips. God, I can’t keep my mouth off of her. “Can you come have lunch with me?” 

      “I’m supposed to meet Grams for lunch.” 

      “Why don’t you bring her along?” Her eyes snap to mine, and I shrug. “Betty is a smart lady and one of my favorite people. I’d love it if you brought her.” 

      She bites her lip to hide her smile and nods. “Okay.” 

      “Perfect.” 

      She squeals in surprise when I pick her up and toss her back in the bed. I place a kiss on her forehead and tuck her in before I go get dressed. By the time I’m ready to leave she’s fast asleep. I spend far too long standing over her just watching how peaceful she is, and I yearn to get back into bed. 

      “Soon,” I whisper to the both of us as I leave the apartment and begin my day.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eighteen

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “What are you thinking for lunch?” Grams asks as she gets her purse. 

      “I think we should pick something up,” I suggest. I’m easing into this because I’m pretty sure I already know what her reaction is going to be. 

      “You don’t want to go somewhere and eat? You know I like going out and it’s such a nice day. We shouldn't stay cooped up inside.” 

      “I thought we could take it to Devin’s office to eat.” Grams stares at me for a moment, looking like she’s at a loss for words. “Or not.” 

      “Are you and Devin sleeping together?” she finally says in a voice that is eerily calm. 

      “Not in the way you’re thinking,” I laugh, because although we technically slept together, we haven’t slept together. 

      “I knew it!” There it is. “You two are a perfect match and I’m taking full credit for it.” She walks quickly to the door. “Come on, sugar. I want to see this for myself.” I follow her out, wondering how this lunch is going to go. Grams can be a wild card and I’m not sure what she’ll say in front of Devin. 

      We walk to the parking garage, and as we get in Grams’ car, I get a text.

      “Devin said he’s ordered food for us so we don’t need to pick anything up.” I should have seen that coming. I wonder if his sister will be joining us. I really liked her, and watching her and Devin together is endearing. 

      “Of course he did. That man is always thinking five steps ahead.” Grams winks at me, making me wonder if she played a part in Devin and me coming together. Then a thought occurs to me and I narrow my eyes. 

      “Your spare room isn't under construction, is it?” I ask as she pulls out of the parking garage. 

      “You got me,” she laughs, clearly smug about it. 

      “You’ve been planning this from day one?” I can’t with her. She saw an opening to get me closer to Devin and she took it. 

      “I knew I just had to get you together, but it was like pulling teeth and I couldn’t manage to make it happen. He’s always working and I never know when you’re going to pop in for a visit until a few days before.” 

      “Why did you think we’d be good together?” Devin and I clicked from the very start, and it feels like I’ve known him longer than I really have. Everything comes so naturally between us. 

      “He’s a good man. He just needed a woman that could snag his attention and I had no doubt you could do it.” 

      “I wish I had as much confidence as you have in me.” She truly believes that I can get any man I want. 

      “That’s what makes you special, sugar. You don’t realize how beautiful you are inside and out.” 

      “That’s sweet, but I think you have to say those things.” 

      “I never say anything I don’t want to.” She has me there. “I also know he could get you to come out of your shell.” 

      I don’t know what it is about Devin, but I just feel comfortable around him. There are small moments when I’m shy, but nothing big that keeps me from being with him. 

      “Sometimes it’s hard to believe we’re related,” I say as she pulls up to Devin’s building a few moments later. 

      I inwardly groan when we walk in and I see the same security guard from the last time I was here standing behind the desk. 

      “Erin.” He says my name before I can say anything at all. Oh god, Devin must have told him who I am. 

      “That’s me,” I say, and Grams looks like she’s about to burst with excitement. 

      “You’ll want to take the elevator to the twenty-second floor.” 

      “Thanks.” I smile, thankful he didn't bring up the other day. I’m still embarrassed about how I ran out of here. 

      “They know you already. That man is always barreling right into what he wants,” Grams laughs as the elevator opens and we step on together. She hits the button before I can and smirks. “You didn't have a chance once he saw you.” 

      She’s right and that warms me all over. Devin has gone full force into making us something more. 

      “You do know this is all a bit crazy, right?” 

      I wouldn’t change a thing because the past few days have been the best of my life. Before now I felt like I was drifting and unsure about what I was going to do with my life. With Devin I feel grounded and I’m thinking about the future. I know for certain I want him, and when he jokes about living together, it’s all too tempting. I worry that it’s too soon and we might ruin what we have. 

      “Love makes people do crazy things.” The doors to the elevator open and Devin is standing there waiting for us. 

      “Erin.” He pulls me into his arms and kisses me. 

      “Devin.” I grab his shirt and pull him close. How can he always leave me breathless?

      “Sorry, Betty,” he says when he ends the kiss. 

      “Don’t mind me.” She waves her hand. “I’m all for this. I’m not getting any younger and I want grandbabies.” 

      My face heats and I feel embarrassed that Grams is talking about my sex life. Not only that, but she’s throwing out that we should have kids. She’s going to scare the man away. 

      “I’m working on it.” 

      Devin takes my hand and I’m shocked at how easily he agreed. People turn to look at us in surprise as we pass. I’m sure I look a little flustered after the kiss and the baby comment. I have no doubt these two are going to have me agreeing to move in with Devin by the end of lunch. 

      Not that I’m going to put up much of a fight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nineteen

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      “That was delicious, Devin. Thank you again for inviting me.” Betty nudges Erin, and I hide my smile behind my napkin.

      “Thank you for coming, it made my afternoon.” 

      We’ve spent the last hour talking and I’ve learned a lot about Erin as a child. Mostly I’ve gotten to sit back and listen to Betty tell me all the things she loves about her granddaughter, and seeing her light up has been wonderful. Erin cringed a time or two, but I could see how much she loves her grandmother and how special their bond is. 

      “What plans do you ladies have for the rest of the day?” I place my napkin on the table and take Erin’s hand in mine. 

      “I’m in charge of bringing the liquor to our Bunko game tonight.” She winks at Erin. “I hear there’s going to be a stripper.” 

      “Grams!” Erin calls, and I have to smother my laugh. 

      “I keep trying to get you to come, but if that won’t do it, nothing will.” 

      Erin hangs her head and shakes it, and I lean over and kiss her cheek. “Good, that means I get dinner with you tonight all to myself.” 

      She looks up and there’s worry in her eyes as she bites her lip. “About that.” 

      There’s a sinking feeling in my stomach while I wait for what feels like bad news. 

      “I’ve got to fly back to my apartment tonight.” She looks to Betty, who is as surprised as I am. “If you don’t mind watching Moose for me. I can’t take him on the plane and it’s just going to be a quick trip.” 

      “Why do you have to go so fast?” I think about my cases and travel I have coming up and I know there’s not much time in my calendar, but I can make it. “If you give me until the weekend I can go with you.” 

      “That’s so sweet, I really appreciate that, Devin, but I called my landlord this morning and he said he could only do tomorrow.” 

      “I can watch Moose, sugar, but are you sure you don’t want one of us to go with you?” 

      The thought of her going back to the place that was broken into makes me uneasy. 

      “Yeah, I think it will be fine. I’m going to stay the night with my friend Jenna and come back the next day. I called a moving company too and they’re going to meet me there tomorrow so I can get out of there quickly.” 

      “It seems like you’ve got this handled by yourself.” I don’t mean for my words to come out harsh, but I can’t help it. 

      “I tried to make it so that no one would be inconvenienced.”

      “Sugar, I would have been more than happy to go with you.” 

      “Why don’t I go?” I offer quickly, trying to insert myself in a situation that she didn’t ask me to be in. If this makes me pathetic, I don’t care.

      “You just got finished telling us about your big case tomorrow.” Erin smiles softly at me like I don’t understand what’s going on.

      “I can get Renee to cover for me.” 

      She shakes her head and squeezes my hand. “You guys, I will be fine. I’ve got this under control. I’m going with my friend to the apartment and I’m meeting my landlord and the movers there in the daylight. I’ll be back before you know I’m gone.” 

      “That’s not likely,” Betty says, and I grunt in agreement. 

      “The sooner I can get this finished, the sooner I can come back.” This time she’s looking at me with pleading eyes that are begging me to understand her. 

      “Fine,” I say, and she sits up hopefully. “But under one condition.” 

      “Anything,” she blurts out. 

      “Come with me to Milan when you get back.” 

      Her blank expression almost makes me laugh. I probably would if it wasn’t for being irritated about her going back to her old place. 

      “Are you serious?” 

      “If she doesn’t, I will,” Betty whispers, and I smile. 

      “Yes, I’ve got to go there for a couple of days for work. Come with me and keep me company. We can leave whenever you get back.” 

      “Yes!” She leans over to hug me, and I end up pulling her into my lap. 

      “Good. Now hurry up and get your place cleared out so we can make this real.” 

      “It feels like a dream,” she whispers, and I agree. 

      “I’ve got to go before those ladies start calling and asking where I am,” Betty says as she grabs her purse. “What time is your flight, sugar?” 

      “At ten tonight. Jenna is meeting me at the airport.” 

      “I’ll make sure Erin gets there safe. Are you sure you have to run off so soon?” 

      “You’ve obviously never met a group of old ladies low on alcohol.” She winks as she leans down and kisses Erin on the cheek. “Call me when you land. I love you.” 

      “I love you too.” She stands up and hugs her grandmother. 

      Just as Betty leaves, Renee comes into my office. She talks to Betty for a quick second before she comes in and says hello to Erin. 

      “Has my brother given you the grand tour of the place?” she asks, and Erin shakes her head. “Come on, I’ll show you my office. It's way nicer than this dump.” 

      Erin looks around my office and laughs as we follow Renee out into the hallway. 

      “We’ve got the whole floor up here and the one below it for human resources and marketing. Devin mentioned to me you’ve got a degree in graphic design. If you’re in need of a job we’ve got an opening.” 

      “Actually—”

      “Renee,” I warn, cutting Erin off. 

      Renee shrugs as she keeps walking and Erin looks at me. It’s not that I don’t want Erin to work, and her working here might be amazing. I just don’t want her to feel like we’re giving her a handout. Erin is so smart and could have any job she wanted. We’d be lucky to hire her, but the selfish part of me likes knowing she’s home waiting for me while I’m working. Does that make me an asshole? What if those fantasies include giving her everything she’s ever wanted? 

      “Down this way we’ve got our junior attorneys’ offices. We allow college students to do their required hours here and shadow cases. We take on a lot of high-profile clients, so it's a good experience for them.” Renee stops and shows off a few of the offices, and I squeeze Erin’s hand. 

      “It’s so big up here.” Erin looks down another hallway that leads to the tech department. 

      “We’ve got a lot of square footage.” Renee pretends to whisper as we walk past the room with all the computers in it. “This is where we keep IT and our breakroom if you ever need any refreshments.” 

      Renee jokes as we pass by the doors, and I see several people working. For a moment Erin falters in her steps and I glance over at her. 

      “You okay?” I look down at the floor to see if she tripped over something, but there’s nothing there. 

      “Y-yeah.” She looks past me and to the open door behind us. “I thought I saw something.” 

      A second later, Garry, the head of IT, comes out of the room and waves at us as he goes into the breakroom. 

      Erin blinks a few times and looks away.

      “You look like you saw a ghost.” I pull her close, but she smiles and tries again to shake it off. 

      “I’m fine, I think I’m just tired.” She leans in and places her hand on my chest. “Someone woke me up at the crack of dawn.” 

      “I can’t imagine who would do such a thing.” 

      “Eww,” Renee says as she grabs Erin by the hand and takes her down the hallway to her office. “Now this is a view.” Renee holds out her arms and spins when we walk into her office, and Erin laughs as she looks at me. 

      “How?” she asks, and I shake my head. 

      “I lost the coin toss.” 

      “Always bet on tails,” Renee says and holds her hand up for a high five. I ignore it, but Erin slaps her hand and as much as my sister is trying to torment me, I love seeing the two of them becoming friends.

      “I’m taking Erin to Italy.” 

      Renee gasps and then beams at Erin. “You are going to have the best time. Let me give you the name of my gondola guy.” 

      “Later,” I say, pulling Erin close to me and kissing the top of her head. “We’ve got to go.” 

      “Fine, but I want details.” She puts her hand to her ear like a telephone and whispers “call me” to Erin. 

      “I guess I should be going home and getting packed,” she says as we go back into my office. 

      “You’ve got a little time, right?” I close my office door and lock it behind us. 

      Erin looks around me and then into my eyes. “Yeah, I’ve got a few minutes to spare.” 

      “Good. Lose the panties.” 

      Her eyes widen as I take my jacket off and slowly drape it on the chair beside me. 

      “Right here?” She looks around and I shrug as I unbutton my sleeves and start to roll them up. 

      “Take them off, Erin.” 

      She nervously fidgets with her fingers before she finally reaches under her dress and I see the pink cotton come down her legs. 

      “Give them to me.” I hold out my hand with my palm up, then take a step toward her and wait. 

      She blushes and tucks her chin as she picks them up and brings them over to me. My hand closes around the warm material and I bring them to my nose. They smell so fucking sweet and her mouth hangs open as she watches me. I do it once again and then tuck them in my pocket before I back her up against the sofa along the far side of my office. 

      “Devin,” she whispers when I make her sit down and I kneel in front of her. 

      “I need something to hold me over until you get back,” I say, jerking her ass to the edge of the couch, and she falls back against it. “It won’t be enough, but it will do the job until I can have the rest of you.” 

      I throw her legs over my shoulders and then push her dress up the rest of the way. Her naked pussy is so fucking pretty and waiting for me to eat it. She’s ripe like a little peach and I growl as I lean down and suck her juices. 

      She’s so goddamn tight like this, I can hardly get my fingers inside her. But she tastes like home and all I want to do is live right here between her thick thighs. 

      “I’m going to miss this,” she moans, threading her fingers in my hair. 

      “Hurry back,” I growl and suck on her pussy. 

      She cries out again, and I have to put my hand over her mouth. I shouldn’t give a fuck who hears me loving my woman, but I don’t want her embarrassed. 

      Thoughts of her leaving me and not coming back make me lick her faster, suck her harder and slide my fingers in and out like I’m fucking her. I should have fucked her last night and this morning so I could have her every way possible. I was waiting for the right moment, but knowing that she might slip through my hands makes me want to hold tighter. 

      If I got her pregnant, she’d be mine in every way and tied to me forever. 

      That thought makes me hard as fuck and angrier that I haven’t done it yet. “Mine,” I say against her pussy, and she rocks against my mouth. Thoughts of breeding her and having her on my cock flood my mind as she cums on my face. Her orgasm is hard and fast, but it’s not enough. 

      When I keep going and make her have another, this time when she cries out, I don’t get my hand to her mouth fast enough. The whole floor probably heard her cries, but that doesn’t stop me. I’m too far gone in her pleasure to think beyond making her feel good. 

      “Devin.” Her legs fall limp around me and she pulls me to her. 

      We kiss and I ache for more, but I know this isn’t where I want our first time to be. She deserves better than the couch in my office, and although I don’t want to wait, I will. She’s worth waiting for. 

      “I’ll be back really, really fast.” She smiles against my lips and I nod. 

      “You better be or I’m coming for you.”

      “Promise?” She looks up at me and I nod. 

      “Forever.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “Is she dead?” I hear Lucas whisper loudly to Jenna as I hold in a laugh and he pokes my cheek. 

      “Leave her alone.” When I open my eyes, I see Lucas standing over me. 

      “She’s alive!” he shouts when I pull him down onto the sofa with me and kiss his cheek.

      “Go get dressed, you little troublemaker,” Jenna tells him, and he jumps up. 

      “Froot Loops!” he shouts as he runs out of the living room. 

      I sit up on the sofa I crashed on late last night and smile at him. 

      “Sorry.” Jenna shakes her head, laughing. “You want a bowl of Froot Loops too?” She pulls a bowl out from the cabinet and makes Lucas one. 

      “Coffee?” I let out a yawn as I stretch out. 

      “I know that sofa isn't the most comfortable.” 

      “It’s fine.” I wave her off as she hits the coffee machine for both of us. 

      “I can’t believe you’re leaving me for good. Not that I can blame you after all you’ve told me about Devin.” I smile just hearing his name. “Look at you. You’re totally in love.” 

      We stayed up way too late last night talking about him. I’m going to miss her and our slumber parties. When Lucas comes running back into the kitchen, he hops up in the chair and starts playing with his iPad, shoving a giant bite of cereal in his mouth. 

      “You’ve got ten minutes,” Jenna tells him as she pours the coffee and we walk into the living room. 

      “How are you doing?” The coffee is perfect and it’s another thing I’m going to miss. No one makes coffee like Jenna. 

      “Same old same old.” She rubs her eyes and I can tell she’s exhausted. If she’s not at work she’s here with Lucas trying to be the best mom she can, and she would never admit she was worn out. “Let’s not talk about my boring life. Tell me more about Devin.” 

      “I already told you everything,” I laugh and sip my coffee. “You could tell me about Reed,” I suggest, earning an eyeroll. She looks over at Lucas, who is watching his iPad with his headphones on while inhales his cereal. 

      “There is nothing to tell about Reed,” she says and then won’t look at me.

      “Come on, with the way that man looks at you? There’s something there.”

      “He’s crazy hot, crazy rich, and crazy dangerous.” 

      “Dangerous?” He’s always in all black and has a ton of tattoos, but I don’t think that makes him dangerous. 

      “Yeah, to my sanity.” She grabs Lucas’ backpack then brings it over to the sofa. “This is my life.” She unzips the backpack and pulls out a folder. “I don’t have time for hookups and he’s my boss. I’m not risking my job.” She pulls some papers out before signing them and putting them back in the folder. I get what she’s saying, but she has to live a little. 

      “But what if he’s looking for something serious?” 

      She snorts. “He thinks I’m the cute and snarky coffee girl who lives a carefree life. He thinks he knows who I am, but he doesn't. If anything, he makes my life harder when he’s barking orders at me about how I close the shop. Somehow I don't lock things right, or says we should close earlier, or that I shouldn't work alone.” She stares at me. “I could go on.” 

      “I get it.” I hold my hands up. 

      I’m not going to point out that all those things are about her safety. It sounds to me like he cares about her and not necessarily the shop. But I can tell this is a touchy subject and I’m going to leave it be. Anyone who wants to be with Jenna has to know she comes as a package deal with Lucas. I bet Reed has no idea about Lucas and Jenna wants to keep it that way. 

      “We are going to drop him off at school and then I can help until about noon. Kindergarten is only half a day here.” 

      “Let me get dressed.” I go to the bathroom to change and keep it simple with yoga pants and a sweater. I don’t know how much I’ll have to help the movers, but I want to be comfortable. I pull my hair up into a ponytail as I come out and Lucas is standing there waiting on me. 

      “Are you staying over again?” Lucas asks, looking hopeful. 

      “I’m sorry, little man, I fly out tonight.” I barely got to see him. “Next time I’ll make sure I stay longer, I promise.” I give him a hug because I’m going to miss the hell out of them. 

      We drop Lucas off first then go to my place. “You okay?” Jenna asks, looking over at me. 

      “Yeah, I’m a little anxious.” A knot has formed in my stomach with the anticipation of seeing the apartment. 

      “I get it. Someone was in your space and that shit would freak anyone out.” 

      I nod in agreement. “I just want to get it over with and put it behind me.” 

      Jenna pulls into the parking lot of my apartment building and I can see the moving truck is already here. I get out of the car as my phone chimes and I see a text from Devin telling me he misses me. I miss him too. 

      I should have let him come with me, but I also felt like this is something I should handle myself. He has his own stuff to worry about and I don't need to drop my crap on his lap too. 

      I meet the movers and talk to them about what I’ve got and about how long we have. I motion for them to follow me up to my floor as they grab their gear and Jenna is right beside me. I unlock the door with the new key the landlord sent me and I stand there shocked. 

      “Wow.” Jenna looks around the room. “Whoever did this was angry, Erin.” 

      I was thinking the same thing, but I don’t understand why. I didn't give anyone a reason to be angry with me. I keep to myself and it’s not like I have crazy ex-boyfriends. I rub my eyes, unsure of where I should begin 

      “Let’s get the big stuff first.” Jenna points to the sofa. 

      “On it,” one of the movers says as they get to work. 

      “If it’s destroyed, just throw it out,” I tell them, reaching down and picking up a shattered picture frame. “Just make sure you pull the pictures out please,” I say as I take the one of Grams and me out of this one. 

       “Let's do your room.” I follow Jenna into my bedroom. 

      “I don’t even want any of this stuff. It feels tainted.” I stare at my bed, seeing the sheets are a mess and I know it wasn't from me. I make my bed every morning. There’s no point in destroying my place and not taking anything. None of this makes sense and I need to stop trying to understand why. It doesn't matter because I’m getting out of here. 

      “You don’t have to keep any of it. You can put it all in storage or throw it out. You don’t have to decide today.” 

      “You’re right. Let's get to work. The sooner we get this over with, the sooner I can get out of this apartment.” 

      We work for the next few hours, packing up the few things I want to take back to Devin’s. There’s only a couple of things I’m not sure what to do with and I label them for Grams’ storage unit in her building.

      A little later my phone chimes again with another text from Devin. 

      “Your whole face lights up when he texts. It’s adorable,” Jenna says, and I bite my lip, trying not to blush. 

      I’m an excited schoolgirl and he's my first crush. Although this is a whole lot bigger than a crush because he’s going to be my first everything.

      “I’m in love with him,” I admit. 

      “Trust me, I already know without you having to say it.” 

      “Crap.” I see the time, realizing I’m late. “I have to go to the front office. I’m meeting the landlord.” 

      “Go, I’ve got this.” She waves me off. 

      “Thanks.”

      I jog over to the main building and knock on the closed door. 

      “Come in,” Charles calls from the other side of the door. I push it open to see him sitting behind his desk smoking a cigar with his feet kicked up. 

      “Hi Charles.” I step into his office, trying not to cough because of the smoke. He drops his feet down from his desk and puts out his cigar before motioning for me to sit down in the chair. 

      “So the damage on your place.” He looks irritated. 

      “The insurance is going to pay for it.” 

      “Oh, well, that’s good.” 

      “I sent them the pictures and everything else they asked for. They said they’d be in touch with you soon.” 

      “Good.” He starts to pick his cigar back up, but I hold up my hand with more to say. 

      “I need to see about my lease too. I’m moving out.” 

      “You want to break it?” He knows I do because he brought it up once before. 

      “I don’t feel safe here. Someone got into my place with a key.” 

      The only other person who has a key is the landlord and I don’t think he did this. What’s the point of destroying your own property? I do think he might be responsible for someone having access to his keys, but I have no way of proving that. 

      “I gave you a list of alarm companies.” He opens up a drawer, pulling out a bunch of pamphlets. 

      “Whoever broke into my place had a key,” I remind him. 

      “You should be more careful with your keys then.” 

      Anger flares inside of me, but I get it under control. Getting mad isn’t going to get me anywhere. 

      “I’ve had the same key since I moved in.” 

      “Clearly not.” He shrugs dismissively. 

      “I’m not going to fight with you about this. I want to break my lease.” I stand up from my chair because this isn’t a debate. 

      “There’s a fee.” 

      Of course there is. “How much?” 

      “Three months’ rent and you lose your deposit.” 

      I gape at him. “I might as well keep the apartment until the lease is up.” 

      “You can do whatever you want.” He’s got a smug look on his face like he knows he’s won. 

      “But you could rent it to someone else right after I move out.” He would end up making double off my apartment. 

      “I already have to find someone for the place across from yours. Who knows how long it will take me?” 

      “Peter moved out?” 

      “A few days ago. Something about a new job.” 

      I could have sworn I saw him at Devin’s office. I told myself that was impossible, but maybe it wasn't. It’s a small world, but not that small. 

      “Break the lease,” I say, because what else can I do? I’m not staying here, and even though it’s going to take the rest of my savings, it has to be done. 

      “Don’t give me that sad look. I’m not running a charity here.” I didn't give him any look; I think that’s his own guilt. 

      “Email me the details. I want a copy of the lease I signed and all paperwork you have on breaking the lease,” I say before getting up and opening the door. 

      “Why do you need all that?”

      “I’m going to have my lawyer look it over.” I give him the biggest smile I can muster before I walk out and the door closes behind me. That felt good to say even though Devin might not find anything that can get me out of it. 

      When I get back to my apartment, the movers are carrying out the last of the boxes. “Wow.” I look around the empty space that I’m not going to miss. I never got attached to it and it never felt like home. It’s crazy how quickly Devin’s has become that for me. 

      “We knocked it out in no time.” Jenna looks proud of herself as she holds her hand up for a high-five. 

      “You know what that means?” I smile over at her. 

      “What?”

      “We get to pick up Little Man and spend the rest of the day together.” 

      “I like this plan.” She locks her arm with mine as we leave the apartment for the final time. 

      I’m going home tonight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-One

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      I tried to make the time away from Erin as productive as possible, but it was no use. I was so distracted by thoughts of her I couldn’t concentrate. When she sent me an email with her lease attached and asked me to look it over, I took to the task like a dog on a hunt. 

      She explained to me what happened with her landlord and said there probably wasn’t much I could do. I smiled to myself as I read it because tearing into contracts was my most favorite thing in the world besides her. 

      I spent hours going line by line and constructing my document to return to her landlord. The entire contract was ridiculous and I’m glad I had my own team look into what happened. I called the detective after Erin left and asked for a report. He told me the local police didn’t have much, but he was running down a lead with her former neighbor. I asked him to keep an eye on her while she was there, just to make sure things went off without a hitch, and he told me he’d send me what he has in the next day or so. 

      Erin and I will be on our way to Milan tomorrow for a few days. She’ll have one night back in my bed before I take her to see the world and I couldn’t be more excited. I know it will feel good to have all of this behind us before we go, so I work quickly on the lease and my final case notes for Italy. 

      As soon as I finish the lease notes, I send everything directly to her landlord from my work email so he takes it seriously. He has no grounds to keep her locked in when her safety is at stake, nor is it legal for him to sublet her apartment without her consent. 

      We spent very little time texting today because I knew she would be busy, but she did send me a few pictures of her playing in the park with her friend Jenna and her son. I was happy she was able to enjoy some of her trip back, because who knows when she’ll go that way again. If she wants to go back to her old place, I’ll make sure to take her, but I think we’ve both made the decision to give this a go here. 

      It’s late when I get a text from Erin saying her flight is delayed and instead of texting back, I call. 

      “Hey.” Her soft voice is a soothing balm that I didn’t know I needed. 

      “Hey baby, are you okay?” 

      “Yeah, just really ready to be home.” I hear the terminal noise behind her, and I curse myself for not going with her. 

      “How much longer are they saying it’s going to be?” I look at the clock and think even if she left now she wouldn’t be home until the middle of the night. 

      “We’re waiting for a new flight crew to get here from Nashville. They are on the way, but their plane was delayed because of bad weather.” She lets out a long sigh and I wish I could hug her. “As soon as they get here we can go. They said our plane is ready and we’re just waiting.” 

      “I hope you won’t be too tired to travel when you get back. I can see about delaying our trip for a few more days.” 

      “Are you kidding me? I’m using the trip to Italy as my reward for all of this.” 

      I smile into the phone as I lie back on the couch where I ate her pussy yesterday before she left. “Is it annoying how much I miss you?” 

      “Only a little,” she teases, and I hear her laugh. 

      We end up talking for over an hour while she waits for the crew to show up. I stay on the phone with her until she’s safely on the plane and I tell her my driver will be waiting for her at the airport as soon as she lands. 

      I would have gone with him, but I sent him while I was still at the office and I didn’t want to chance telling him to come get me while she was on the way. It’s a short flight, so instead I take a cab home and plan to meet her there. 

      After a hot shower I get into bed and leave my phone on the nightstand. I don’t plan on falling asleep, but my eyes are heavy after getting only an hour or two of sleep last night and I can’t fight it. 

      I wake up to the feel of someone in the room and I look up to see the shadow of Erin getting into bed. I smell her before I feel her, and it immediately calms me. That’s what I was missing last night and why I couldn’t find any peace. 

      Without hesitation I pull her to me and realize she’s completely naked just like I am. “We’re not doing that again,” I say, my voice rough from sleep. 

      “I didn’t sleep without you.” Her arms and legs wrap around me as I roll over on top of her. 

      “Me either.” I kiss her like we’ve been separated for weeks instead of hours, but damn does it feel like it. She tastes like mint and chocolate and I groan as her legs widen under me. “Careful,” I warn, but she doesn’t stop as she wraps her legs around my waist. 

      “This is all I could think about last night.” The slide of her warm, wet center over my cock is enough to make me grunt. “I don’t want to wait anymore, Devin.” 

      I grab her hips and still her movements as I slide my cock over her clit. It’s swollen and needy as I stroke up and down, the ridge of my dick getting her wetter by the second. 

      “You’re not on the pill, are you?” I kiss my way down her neck and to her tits. I suck on one and then the other as she shakes her head no. The tip of my cock slides over her opening and I have the hot urge to push into her bare. “Do you want me to stop?” 

      Testing how tight and ready she is, I push into her just a little. It’s pitch black in the bedroom but I feel her everywhere. Her hands are all over my chest and then I feel her nails score down my back. Her hard nipples are rubbing against me and I can’t stop kissing her. 

      “No,” she whines and wiggles on my cock to try and take more. 

      “I won’t want to pull out,” I whisper, inching my way farther inside her. “When I’m all the way in, I won’t be able to.” Her fingers dig into my arms as she tries to scoot lower on me. “I can stop right now and just cum on your lips.” But my words fall empty as I push in a little more. 

      The truth is I want to cum inside her. I want her pussy creamy with my seed and I want to breed her. If she’s pregnant then I don’t have to worry about her ever getting too far from me. I’ll write up a contract so tight no lawyer in the world could get her out of it. I want her to be mine in every way, and this is one way to make damn sure of it. 

      “You want to do it in me?” Her breath is hot on my neck as I thrust a little more. 

      “Don’t make me pull out.” I grab the base of my cock as cum starts to leak from it. “God, I’m already so close.” 

      “Maybe a little more then? It’s my first time.” Fuck, those words almost unman me. 

      With one final push she’s all the way down on my cock and she hisses for a quick second. I fall onto her, my full weight holding her in place as I bury myself to the hilt. 

      “Erin,” I groan, trying and failing to hold still. She’s so fucking hot and tight, I have to thrust just a little. 

      Her nails pinch as I move, but it’s nothing compared to the sweet torture of her pussy. I reach between us and pet her pretty little cunt until I feel her relax. She’s so fucking wet and I’m so fucking hard that this won’t take but a second. 

      I rock in and out of her three times and that’s all it takes for me to cum. I’m hard and thick as I push in deep and I can feel my cock straining against her grip. Her pussy squeezes me and then she goes into her own orgasm. It’s so fucking smooth as she slides on me, sticky and warm. I want to taste her just like this with my baby syrup and her cum mixed together. But there’s time for that later. Right now, I want to enjoy the feeling of her cunt broken in and made me for me. 

      “I love you,” I whisper, holding her close. I didn’t plan on saying the words, but in this moment it’s what I feel and I won't deny her it. “I know it’s probably too soon—”

      She cuts me off by placing a finger over my lips. “I love you too, Devin.” 

      No words could express what hearing that means to me, so instead I kiss her and show her with my body what it makes me feel. We’ve got the whole world ahead of us, but we’ll start with tonight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Two

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “Devin.” I pull him down for a kiss as he keeps thrusting in and out of me. These past few days have been the best of my life. I don’t know how I lived so long without him. 

      “You gotta cum for me,” he groans against my mouth. 

      I moan as the orgasm hits me and I wrap my legs around him tighter as it rocks through my body. I feel his warm release spill deep inside of me before he rolls us. I end up on his chest trying to catch my breath and I can still feel him finishing. I don’t know why I’m out of breath when Devin did all the work and he didn't even break a sweat. 

      I turn my head and kiss his chest, and his fingers drift up and down my back. I close my eyes, enjoying the feel of being together and connected in such an intimate way. 

      “We have to get up soon,” Devin reminds me, and I yawn. I didn't want to go anywhere but we have a life to get back to. Devin has a few more things he needs to wrap up with the case, but then we’re going home. 

      “I know.” I rest my chin on his chest as I look at him. 

      “We didn't see as much of the country as we should have.” 

      I laugh, but I’m not complaining since we spent a big chunk of our time in this bedroom. 

      “We’ll come back,” I hum as I close my eyes and smile. 

      He grabs my hand, and when I lean up to steal a kiss he rolls us again so I’m pinned under him. 

      “I’ve been looking for the right time to do this,” he says, gazing into my eyes. 

      “Do what?” My hands drift up his chest and then I see it. “Devin!” A pear-shaped diamond with a platinum band is on my finger and it’s glittering in the light. It’s simple but breathtaking. “Devin,” I say again, but softer, as my eyes fill with tears.

      “Don’t cry.” He leans down and touches his lips to mine. 

      “I can’t help it. I’m just so happy.” 

      “Good, I thought we were going to have our first fight.” He kisses me again before getting up from the bed in all his naked glory. I still can’t believe how hot he is, even when I’m staring right at him. 

      “Do you want the shower first? If we go in together we'll never make it to the airport on time.” 

      This is true because we’ve missed a few reservations for that very reason. I sit up and hold the sheet to my chest, and Devin glares at it like he’s trying to look through it. 

      “I can’t talk to you if my boobs are out,” I laugh. 

      “We’re getting married. There’s no going back.” 

      “I don’t remember you asking.”

      “I didn't.” He shrugs, walking over to his luggage. 

      “That wasn't what I was going to say.” I scoot to the side of the bed. “Why would we have our first fight?” 

      “I thought you might say we’re rushing into this.” 

      I drop the sheet and walk over to him then place my hands on his chest. The light hits my ring, making it sparkle. 

      “I think we flew past rushing things with all the unprotected sex we’ve had,” I say. 

      “We did.” He lifts me off my feet and kisses me hard. “Go get ready.” He puts me back down, and when I turn towards the bathroom he smacks my ass. 

      “Devin,” I hiss at him, and we both smile. 

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      All too soon we’re back in the States and in the car on the way home. I rest my head on Devin’s shoulder as the driver takes us from the airport to the penthouse. I can’t wait to get some rest and see Grams and Moose. 

      “We can go back.” He kisses the top of my head. 

      “I don’t care where I am, as long as it’s with you.” I look up at him. “I love you.” 

      “I love you.” His hands slips up my neck into my hair as he kisses me, and I sigh, feeling so content and happy. 

      “We’re here, sir.” The town car rolls to a stop in front of the building and I notice a few cop cars are double parked outside. 

      “What’s going on?” I ask Devin as we step out of the car. 

      “Handle our bags,” Devin tells the driver, then takes my hand. “What’s going on?” he asks the doorman behind the desk, but I don’t recognize him. It’s late, though, and I’ve never been down here at this time. 

      “There was a break-in,” he says, and my stomach drops. 

      “A break-in?” Devin repeats like he doesn't believe it. 

      “Yes, I’m trying to pull up the footage now for the cops, but everything is gone.” 

      Devin rounds the desk but he’s still got a tight grip on my hand so he pulls me with him. He taps a few keys before cursing and taking out his phone. 

      “Jarico, I need you to come down to my building. Someone has hacked my surveillance system.” There’s a quick pause and then he nods. “See you soon.” 

      “Jarico will be here in fifteen minutes and he has free rein.” 

      “Of course,” the doorman says. 

      “Whose place was broken into? Was it Devin’s?” Could my bad luck have followed me? 

      “No, ma'am, it was Mrs. Betty’s.” 

      I gasp and run towards the elevators with Devin right behind me. 

      “She’s fine, she wasn't home!” the doorman shouts as the elevator arrives. 

      I feel some relief when Devin pulls me close. “It’s okay.” 

      The elevator is moving at a snail's pace and I angrily wonder if it’s always been so slow.

      “How could someone get in here? This place is supposed to be safe.” 

      “I’ll figure it out, I can promise you that.” When the doors slide open, there are a few police officers standing there. 

      “We’re sorry, no one is allowed on this floor right now.” 

      Devin steps in front of me. “I live here and own the building.” 

      “Where is my grandma?” I ask, looking toward her door. 

      Devin lets go of my hand and I dart off before the cop can respond to my question. When I rush into her condo, I come to a halt when I see her serving everyone coffee and cookies. She’s got a full spread laid out and there are a few cops even picking up stuff off the ground and putting it back. My eyes widen in shock when I see one with a feather duster. 

      “Sugar, I’m okay.” She comes over to me and I wrap her in a hug. “I’m fine,” she keeps reassuring me as she rubs her hand up and down my back. 

      “What happened?”

      “Someone broke in and turned the place over.” I look around the condo, but it doesn't look as bad as my place did. Though she might have gotten them to clean a bunch of it up before I got here. 

      “Aren't they supposed to take pictures and stuff? They can’t clean yet.” 

      “Sugar, they already did all that.” She kisses me on the cheek and I wonder how she's so calm. 

      I sense Devin come up behind me and then see him give Grams a hug. “Are you okay, Betty?” 

      “I’m fine.” She waves a dismissive hand at him. 

      “I’ll get this all worked out.” 

      “I know you will.” She smiles and leans in close to him. “Did you do it?” Grams looks down at my hand and her face lights up like Christmas morning. “You did!” 

      She pulls me in for another hug and I shouldn’t be the least bit shocked she already knew about this. Devin is the kind of man that would have asked for her permission and I’m glad he did.

      “I’ve already started planning.” She looks between the two of us and I laugh. 

      “Grams, I think we have more pressing issues at the moment.” Just then Moose comes bounding from Grams’s guest room and he almost knocks me over with cuddles. It’s clear he missed me, but as soon as he’s gotten his love, he goes straight to Devin. 

      “Why don’t you have a seat, sugar.” She tells Moose to sit, and I’m shocked when he does. A few days with Grams and he’s minding his manners. 

      I sit in the dining room chair and pet Moose as I listen to Devin talk to the cops. He quickly tells them about my place being broken into too and how they didn’t take anything. Which is exactly what happened here. 

      “Can you think of anyone who doesn't like you? An ex-boyfriend?” I shake my head. 

      “Everyone loves her,” Devin says quickly, but the cop ignores him. Of course Devin thinks everyone loves me. 

      “No one comes to mind?” 

      “No,” I tell him. “I didn't date before Devin and I work alone from home. My life is simple and a little bit boring.” I truly can’t think of anyone who would want to do me harm, but the cops ask a few more questions.

      After they’re finished I start to help clean up because I need to keep busy. 

      “You can’t stay here,” I say to Grams, who told the cops she didn't need a place to stay tonight. “You can come and stay with Devin and me.” 

      “I’ll be fine here,” she says, and I know that tone. 

      She’s not going to back down and I look to Devin for some kind of help here. 

      “I’m putting two extra guards on our floor and a couple in the lobby.” 

      “If you want to do that, it’s your building, Devin, but I think I’ll be fine.” Grams smiles softly like we’re both overreacting. 

      “I have someone on the way to change your locks.” I give Grams a hug, feeling better that Devin is all over it. It’s nice to have someone handle things in a situation like this. 

      “Go home and get some rest. You both look exhausted.” 

      I fight a yawn, but in the end it wins. 

      “It’s fine, Erin. I’ve got this place locked up tight,” Devin says when we’re across the hall in his place. “No one is getting in or out of here without my team knowing it.” I sit down on the bed and Devin takes my shoes off for me. 

      “It has to be the same person. They’re following me.” That’s the only thing that makes sense, as much as I don’t want it to be true. 

      “Lie down, sweetheart. Let me handle this.” I scoot back onto the bed and he pulls the blanket over me. “I’ve got to make a few calls. I’ll be down the hall, but I’ll be back in a few minutes.” He looks at me with concern etched in his eyes. “Unless you want me to stay,” 

      “No, do what you need to. I just want this to end.” 

      “It will end. I can promise you that,” he vows, and I believe him. 

      That must be why sleep comes so easy as soon as I close my eyes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Three

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      “This time change is going to kill me,” Erin moans as she leans her head back in the spray of the shower. 

      “The best thing for it is to get up early and try to acclimate.” I run my soapy hands over her breasts and pinch her nipples. 

      “I think that’s your excuse for making me take a shower with you.” Her moan is louder this time when I suck on one and then the other before I rub my day-old shave over them. “God, that feels good.” 

      I kneel down in front of her and look up at the rivulets of water cascading down her body. I swear I’ve never seen anything more beautiful. “When do you want to get married?” 

      “Oh, now you’re asking?” She smiles down at me as she threads wet fingers through my hair. 

      “I’m just trying to figure out how long I have before I can start complaining that it’s taking too long.” I smile up at her as I kiss her stomach. “Which I think is right about now.” 

      “I know you’d be happy to take me to the courthouse, but I think I’d like a wedding.” She nibbles on her lip nervously as she leans back against the shower wall and I put her leg over my shoulder. 

      “Are you worried I won’t wait long enough to plan a wedding?” I kiss my way up the silk of her thigh and she doesn’t answer. “I would wait an eternity for you, Erin.” I look up and see her smiling at me. “It feels like I already have, which is why I don't want to wait. But I want you to have the day of your dreams.” I kiss higher until I’m right at her perfect mound. “As long as you end up in my arms, you can have whatever you heart desires.” 

      I drag my lips over her soft curls and between her pink folds. I slide my tongue between them and over her warm center. She’s slippery and smells like sweet heaven as I taste every inch of her. My hands grip her ass and I pull her closer, feasting on her pussy like a ripe peach. I idly wonder if I could survive on her alone as my sustenance. She fills up my heart and my belly, so what more could I possibly need? 

      Her orgasm is quick, and it makes me feel like a king. She’s always so eager to get off for me, and I love getting her there. 

      Standing up, I grab her hips and lift her onto my cock in one long stroke. I can feel her pussy still squeezing from the pleasure, and I groan as I pump in and out of her. I’ve got her pinned to the wall with my feet planted and the spray of the water on my back. It’s nothing but steam in here and I can hardly see anything, but it feels like we’re in a cloud. It’s intoxicating and as she clings to me, I can’t help but think no one has ever had a love like this. 

      “Mine,” I growl, grabbing her hips tighter and pumping faster. 

      “I love you,” she calls out, and it echoes off the tiles. 

      My cock responds in kind and swells impossibly bigger inside of her. Her pussy is some kind of magician, because she has my dick doing tricks. 

      “Fuck,” I curse as I try with all my might to hold on a little longer. I grab the base of my cock and squeeze, but even that doesn’t stop the flow of cum from slowly leaking into her. 

      “I want it,” she whispers, and that’s all it takes. 

      I growl my release as I pin her to the wall and thrust as far inside as I can go. She cries out and I feel her nails score my back as her own orgasm takes over. It’s quick but fierce for the both of us, and it takes a long time before I’m stable enough to lean back and look at her. 

      “I love you,” I say, kissing her gently. It’s the complete opposite of what I just did to her, but I like that we have it both ways. Fast and dirty or slow and soft. She gives me every side of her and that’s what I crave. All of it and all of her. 

      “You’re going to fuck me back to sleep.” Her eyes are heavy and she’s kissing me lazily. 

      “You’re allowed a small nap,” I tease, kissing my way down her neck and then turning off the water. 

      My cock slips out of her and hangs thick and wet between us. She licks her lips and I shake my head. “If you start that, I’ll never go to work.” 

      “Would that be such a bad thing?” 

      “No. But the sooner I leave, the sooner I can get back. I’ve got a few open cases I need to finish and then I think we’re due for a few days of vacation.” 

      “Didn’t we just get back from Milan?” she teases, and I shake my head. 

      “It doesn’t count, and even if it did, I want more time with you.” 

      Lately I’ve been considering my workload and how much I actually want to keep up with the pace I was going before I met Erin. There’s got to be a better balance of working while still being able to have the time I want with her. I’m planning on bringing this up to Renee when I get to work today and go over the brief from Italy. Maybe this is something she needs for her own relationship. I never thought about the time she and Danielle had together until I met Erin, and now I see how unfair our hours may have been to that. 

      “I’m going to send a wedding planner here today to talk to you and Betty.”

      She perks up at this and smiles at me. “Seriously?” 

      I carry her out of the shower and dry her off. “Anything you want, the sky's the limit.” 

      “I need to check on Grams.” Her eyebrows pull together and I lean forward, kissing her. 

      “I made a few calls last night and this morning. She’s totally safe and I’m going to get to the bottom of this.” I hold her face and look into her eyes. “Do you trust me?” 

      She nods without hesitation. “Of course I do. I think that’s why I know this will all be okay.” 
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      “Shit, that’s awful,” Renee says after I recount what happened last night. 

      “I know. I can’t figure out how they tapped into our building’s security system.” I shake my head. There’s been no new update from Jarico. “It’s so similar to what happened to Erin that it makes me sick to my stomach. I think someone might be trying to harass her.” 

      “Yeah, this feels like some sort of crime of passion.” Renee crosses her arms like she’s chilled. “Hopefully they’ll get in touch with an update soon.” She’s trying to be positive and I appreciate that. “Let’s talk about the proposal.” 

      I’m immediately thrown back to that moment in bed together when I put the ring on her finger. “Umm, I’m not sure we’d call that a proposal as much as a demand.” 

      “That makes perfect sense,” she chuckles, looking out the window. “Maybe that’s what I should have done with Dani a long time ago.” Her laughter turns into a sigh as she looks down at her lap. “She’s going to leave me when she finds out you proposed to Erin.” 

      “Why do you say that?” 

      “Because it’s been too long and she probably thinks I don’t want to go through with it.” 

      “Do you?” 

      Her head snaps up and she scowls at me. “You know I do.” 

      I lean forward on my desk and prop my elbows on it. “Then stop thinking about every reason she shouldn’t be with you and make it so that she can’t leave.” 

      She looks away and after a long moment she nods. “Okay, so back to business.” She changes the subject as we discuss the case in Milan and then what else we’ve got on the board. 

      We talk a long time about who is taking what and how many new cases we’re going to take on. We also talk again about hiring a partner to help out with the workload and we agree it’s finally time. 

      “I’m going to call Mateo and see if he’s interested,” Renee says, making notes. 

      “Do you think he’d leave the island?” She shrugs. “He’d be the perfect fit. 

      “I know.” She’s smug as she flips the page and looks at her notes. “Now, up next on the agenda is staffing.” 

      I groan because I hate that we’re still dealing with this shit. I swear when we hire this new partner I’m letting them handle all of it. “Have we still not found someone to cover for Samantha while she’s on maternity leave?”

      “No, we’ve got that. It’s the guy the staffing agency sent us for Oscar's position in IT. He quit while you were gone.”

      “What happened?” 

      “I don’t know. The supervisor Garry called me from home last week and said something about catching him looking at files he wasn’t supposed to be in.”

      “Why would he do that?” He’s in IT but he shouldn’t have had access to everything right away.

      “He said when he talked to him about it he said it was a mistake.” She shrugs as she looks at her notes. “I’ve got down here that he reported an incident to HR last week as well when he saw the guy go into some kind of emotional rage.” She reads a little more and makes a hmm sound. 

      “What?” The hairs on the back of my neck stand up. 

      “It’s just weird because we were both in the office that day and I don’t remember it. I think it was the day Erin and Betty came to have lunch with you.” 

      I lean back in my chair as I try to connect the dots. Something is definitely off, and when it comes to things like this I trust my gut. 

      “Send me the information on him. I want to pass it on to Jarico just in case.” 

      “Sure, no problem,” Renee agrees, making a note. “I don’t ever recall meeting him in person, but I can ask Garry for anything he might remember.” 

      I nod as I stand up and send a quick text to Erin. My hackles are rising and I have this urge to make sure she’s okay. 

      “Do you, Devin? His name was Peter. Peter Green.” 

      “No.” I shake my head as another chill goes across my back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Four

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      “This is a lot to take in.” The dining room table is covered in books, fabrics, dishes, and things I don't recognize. 

      “It is, but just remember it’s one thing at a time. How many people are you thinking?” I look to Grams for her answer because I only have her, Jenna, and Lucas. There’s no one else in my life and I didn't realize how small my circle was until now. 

      “I’m going to guess around fifty. We’ll want to keep it intimate, but Devin and I will be inviting several people. I want to show my granddaughter off.” Grams beams at me. 

      “Perfect.” The woman writes in her notebook before moving on to the next item. “Okay, the next thing is colors. We’ll need to know so we can have a theme.” I look to Grams again, who laughs at my panicked face. 

      “Sugar, it’s a wedding and this is supposed to be fun. Don’t take it too seriously.” 

      “A wedding feels serious.” 

      “It is but it isn't. You’re madly in love and getting married. This day should be fun and filled with romance. Nothing you pick will be wrong.” 

      She’s right. I let out a breath knowing Devin will be happy with anything I pick because he wants me to have the wedding of my dreams. 

      “If I say pink is everyone going to cringe?”

      The wedding planner, Sasha, laughs. “No, lots of brides use pink. What shades are you thinking?”

      “Pastels, I think. I want it sweet and light.”

      She nods with a smile as she writes it down. “Now on to the date. I spoke to Devin this morning and he wants this yesterday. I bargained for two weeks since I’ll do most of the heavy lifting, but I’m going to need you to be ready for lots of random questions I’ll send you.” 

      Excitement bubbles inside of me because this is all happening so fast. I’m going to be Erin Meade two weeks from now. 

      “I can do that.” 

      “Of course she can.” Grams pats my hand. “We can’t wait much longer than that or she’ll have a baby bump.” I snap my head over to look at her and she shrugs. 

      “I’m not pregnant.” I put my hand on my stomach. I guess I could be, but it would be too soon to tell. 

      The wedding planner laughs. “Now the one big thing I need you and Devin to start working on is your prenup. These things can take months to negotiate, but with Devin being a lawyer, I’m sure he can fast track you guys. I just want to put it out there now so we can get ahead of it. We don’t want it to be the day of the wedding and we can’t proceed.” 

      I hadn't thought about that. Devin has so much, so I could see why he’d want one. I would never take what belongs to him and it hurts a little that he thinks I would. It’s the right thing to do so no one will ever have to worry over it. 

      “Ha! Like Devin is going to sign a prenuptial agreement. This wedding is happening,” Grams chuckles. “They will handle all that, so let’s not worry about it.” She waves her off. 

      Sasha goes to the next item, but I can’t stop thinking about what she said. It’s going to be awkward to bring it up, but I don’t bring anything to the table so there isn't anything on my end to protect.

      “Sugar, are you with us?” I snap my head up, not hearing what they asked me. “I think we’re done for today. Leave all this here and she and Devin can look at it tonight.” 

      “Sounds good.” Sasha closes her notepad and puts it into her bag. 

      After I walk her out, I turn to Grams. “That was a lot to take in. I had no idea how many things went into a wedding.” 

      “But it’s fun.”

      “I’m happy I get to do this with you.” I walk over and kiss her on the cheek. 

      “Don’t you worry about that other legal stuff,” she says, knowing exactly where my head is at. 

      “I get it. I mean, Devin is a lawyer so he’s going to want one.”

      Grams rolls her eyes. “If you say so.”

      I follow her out and wave to the guard at the elevator. When I see Grams is safely inside, I close my door and lock it. 

      I walk toward the bedroom in search of Moose and find him sprawled out on our bed. He jumped right in Devin’s spot this morning after he left for work. 

      “Hey big guy, you want to go for a walk?” He opens one eye to look at me before he closes it again. “Come on. You need to go out for a little bit.” He sticks his head under the blanket, making me laugh and I pull it back. “I’ll get you bacon.” At those words he’s up running down the hallway. That magic word always does the trick.

      I walk into the bathroom, pull my hair up into a ponytail, and ditch my jeans. I jump when I hear the bedroom door slam shut. 

      “Devin?” I call out, but I don’t hear anything. I step out of the bathroom, thinking maybe it closed behind Moose, but my heart drops when I see Peter standing there. When I notice the gun in his hand, I jump back into the bathroom and slam the door shut. I try to hold it but he’s banging on it hard and I can hear Moose going nuts outside the bedroom. 

      “You’re making this harder than it has to be.” He slams into the door and throws me back as it explodes open. I land on the tile and hurry to scramble back, but there’s nowhere to go. 

      “Peter, please stop.” I hold my hands out in front of me. 

      “I didn't know you were such a whore! I thought you were playing hard to get. Then you go and fuck the first rich guy you see.” He stalks closer, his eyes scanning up my bare legs and then to my panties. He leans over me and I try not to shake, but I’ve never been more terrified in my life. “Is that what it takes? Money?” he yells in my face. 

      Every time before now when I’ve seen him he was always so put together and clean. But now he’s dirty and smells strongly of urine and body odor. I hold my breath as I try to turn away. 

      “Please, Peter, don’t do this.” My words come out choked. 

      “What was wrong with me?” He’s so close I can feel his breath on my face and it’s rotten. He doesn’t move an inch while he waits for an answer. 

      “I didn’t know you were into me.” I lie because I’m sure as hell not going to tell him he gave me the creeps. My intuition was right about him all along and the only thing I can do now is play dumb. “I thought you only wanted to be friends.” 

      He stares at me, not saying anything for a long time, and I try not to look at the gun he has down at his side. 

      “It’s too late for all that now,” he says through gritted teeth as his hand tightens around the weapon. 

      “How did you get in here?” I have to keep him talking. There’s a guard right outside the front door and he’s going to hear Moose eventually. I just have to buy time until then. “You must have been really good to get past the guards.” 

      If I know anything about Peter, it’s that he’s got an ego and thinks he’s the greatest thing to ever live. If I can keep him distracted by talking to me, maybe I can make it out of this alive. 

      “I’ve been here since yesterday.” He laughs like I’m stupid. “After I broke into the security cameras through the IT department, I had plenty of time. I had so much fun tearing up your grandmother's place.” He fidgets as he paces the bathroom. “When I was finished over there I snuck in here and waited. I wanted you alone, but I had to suffer through hours of wedding shit, and let’s not forget the morning fuck you got right there!” he yells and points to the shower. “Do you think I wanted to hear that, Erin? From the woman I love?” 

      My stomach churns and for a second I think I might throw up. I swallow hard and shake my head because he’s standing there waiting for an answer while Moose is still going nuts. 

      “How did you get a job there?” I am careful not to say Devin’s name. 

      “You think I don’t know everything about you?” He looks at me like I’m a small child and shakes his head. “Silly little girl.” He paces again and I can sense his hostility rising. “It was easy once I overheard that dumb bitch Jenna tell that big guy you were with your grandmother. Then it was a matter of getting as close to you as possible and that part was easy too.” He’s talking now like I’m not in the room, and I just keep praying it’s enough time. “I thought for sure you saw me that day when you were at the office, but you’re so stupid.” 

      His laugh sends chills all over me and I wrap my arms around myself. 

      “I’m sorry for what I did to your apartment. I really am, but I did it so you would run into my arms. I wanted you to come to me for safety and I was going to take care of you.” He kneels down in front of me, getting close again. “I love you, Erin, and it was the only way we could be together. But now here we are and I have no other choice. You won’t stop running from me.” 

      “You don’t have to do this, Peter. You can leave and I won’t tell anyone about this.” 

      “No. I’ve come too far now and there’s no going back. There’s another way we can be together forever. If we can’t do it in this life, then I’ll have you in the next.” 

      My heart drops. He’s going to kill us both. 

      I have to get out of here or die trying. I’m not as strong as him, but if I can surprise him then maybe I have a chance. 

      He’s so close I do the only thing I can think of and I throw myself into him. It catches him off guard and sends him tumbling backwards with me on top of him. I throw a punch to get off of him as fast as I can, but his hands are quick and he snatches my ankle before I can get away. Adrenaline and fear rush through me as I kick one last time as hard as I can. I make contact with something and hear a crack just as he screams. The grip on my ankle loosens and I use the bathroom door to help me stand up and get out. 

      A wave of dizziness hits me and I see black spots dance in my eyes. I grip the doorframe hard to keep myself from falling, but the world starts to spin. 

      “You bitch.” A hand grabs me by the back of the head and I feel a burn at my scalp as he pulls my hair. I scream as loud as I can and he shoves me hard into the doorframe. “You’re going to pay for that.” 

      I stumble forward and lose my balance but manage to fall on the bed. I roll over and see blood running down his face and his nose looks broken. 

      “You’ll never get away from me again.” He raises the gun and I close my eyes, thinking about how much I love Devin.

      There’s a loud crash and the gun goes off. I scream as I open my eyes and see Devin has Peter pinned to the floor. The gun is lying next to them on the floor and Devin keeps hitting Peter. I jump off the bed and grab the gun because I don’t know what else to do. 

      “Devin,” I call, but he doesn't stop. “Devin!” I shout it this time and his fist stops before it makes contact again. “I think he’s out.” There is so much blood everywhere, but I can see the rise and fall of Peter’s chest. “Don’t kill him. It’s not worth it.” He nods before he lands one last hard punch. 

      He’s breathing hard as he stands up and faces me. I burst into tears and throw myself into his waiting arms.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Five

          

          Devin

        

      

    

    
      “A lot has happened in two weeks,” Erin says as I rub her feet. 

      “You okay?” She looks up from the stack of papers in her lap and raises an eyebrow. “I know, I’m just checking.” 

      She sighs and puts the wedding schedule on the coffee table and then moves to my lap. “When are you going to believe that I’m totally fine?”

      “When you say I do.” I smile and she shakes her head. 

      “Less than twenty-four hours to go.” 

      After the break-in at our old place, I decided it was time to move. I didn’t want memories of what happened in our bedroom to haunt Erin and I don’t know if I could have stomached it either. Our private space was violated and that night we left for good. We decided that our new place would need a few amenities, but at the top of the list was a place for Betty. 

      When I found this house just a block away I thought it was perfect. One look at the smaller house connected to it and the deal was sealed that day. It’s amazing how fast paperwork can be pushed with an agreeable seller and a cash closing. 

      We moved in last week and brought Betty with us. She and Moose have settled into a routine with Erin and me, and I’ve had some much-needed time away from the office. 

      Peter’s in a mental health facility on the other side of the country and from what we’ve been told he’s never getting out. I would have been happy to end his life that day, but I try not to think about it. I’ve never thought of myself as violent before, but seeing Erin like that will haunt me for the rest of my life. 

      But I’ve promised myself to move forward and to not let what happened define us. Erin is the love of my life and if anything, all of that reminded me just how precious our time together is. 

      “You mean less than twenty hours to go.” I pull her close and kiss her neck. “But it’s not like I’m counting down the seconds or anything.” 

      “I can’t wait to marry you. Even if you won't sign a prenup,” she teases. 

      “There’s nothing I have that’s not yours, and you and I are forever. Sorry, but you’re not getting out of this so easily.” She laughs as I slide off the straps of her nightgown. 

      “What do you think you’re doing?”

      “I’m going to make love to my fiancée one last time before I make her my wife.” I kiss down her collar bone and push the material up around her waist. “I won’t ever be able to do this again, so just let me enjoy it.” 

      “You’ve been saying that every day since we set the date.” She moves her hips closer to me in anticipation. 

      “I wonder if you have any idea how much I’m going to love having sex with my wife.” 

      Her laughter turns into a moan as I brush my knuckle over her clit. Her hands move down to my pants and she frees my cock quickly. These past two weeks we’ve been ravenous for one another and I don’t see an end in sight. As of this morning her period is late, and when she told me, I fucked her right there on the kitchen floor. 

      In one swift move I’m fully seated inside her and she’s rocking her hips while I suckle her nipples. I can’t seem to be sated and neither can she. She’s always wet and eager to take me no matter what time it is. 

      “Slow down or I won’t last,” I hiss, but she only works harder on my cock. I growl and grab her hips, but she’s still wiggling. “I swear you love making me cum fast.” 

      “You know it gets me off when you do it inside me,” she whines, and I let her hips go. 

      “Fuck.” I lean my head back and watch her ride my cock. 

      She’s so fucking beautiful with her tits bouncing and her wet pussy rubbing all over me. Tomorrow she becomes my bride for the rest of our lives and the thought has me harder and bigger than ever. 

      “Devin.” She closes her eyes as she grinds her clit on me and I thrust up, giving her what she’s asking for. 

      I cum fast in thick waves of pleasure just where she wants it. The heat of my seed spreads between us and her hot little pussy welcomes it. The barest touch across her nipples sends her over the edge and she squeezes my cock. She falls against me and I hold her as the orgasm washes over her body. 

      “I love you,” I say softly, kissing everywhere I can reach. 

      “I love you too,” she says as she looks up at me and smiles with heavy eyes. 

      “I think my soon-to-be wife needs her rest.” 

      “Mmm,” she mumbles as I carry her from the couch into our bedroom. “Beauty sleep.” 

      “You couldn't possibly wake up more beautiful.” I kiss her and lay her on the bed then strip off our clothes. 

      I crawl in behind her and breathe her in as I hold her close. The scent of her is still just as lovely as the first time and I don’t think I’ll ever be able to sleep without it. Good thing I’m not going to find out. In a few short hours she’ll be mine in all ways, and then we’re setting out on our honeymoon. I can’t wait to see the world with her and then come back to have our family. 

      She sighs dreamily as she cuddles closer in my arms and I kiss the top of her head. I can’t wait to see the beautiful life that awaits us.
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            Epilogue

          

          Erin

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Six months later…

      

      

      “Are you sure you got this?” Jenna gives me a skeptical look. 

      “I’m good. Devin will get it home for me.” I give her a kiss on the cheek. “Thanks for helping me feed my addiction.” 

      “It was fun. Plus, that lunch was amazing.” We both let out moans thinking about it. One of my favorite things about living in a big city is how many places there are to eat. This works great for all the random cravings I have. 

      “I’m not sure I’ll ever eat again.” I still can't believe we had three entrees and three desserts.

      “Right,” Jenna laughs. 

      I laugh with her because I know it’s a bunch of crap and I’ll be hungry in a few hours. Devin might even want to order lunch when I get up to his office. It would be rude not to eat with my husband. It’s the wifely thing to do. 

      “I’ll see you later.” I carry all my bags toward Devin’s office building, but MJ beats me to the door and opens it for me. 

      “Thanks.” I don’t know how she’s so fast. Sometimes I don’t even see her. 

      “You sure I can’t help you with those?” 

      “I’ve got it.” She follows me into the building. “You didn't tell him I was coming, did you? I wanted to surprise him.” 

      “Nope.” She hits the button on the elevator for me and I step on. After that she walks back to the front desk to hang out with the security guards like she usually does when I come to see Devin. 

      Devin’s a little edgy after everything that happened. He said a bodyguard would make him feel better, at least for a while. I didn't really mind either way and then MJ grew on me. It’s nice having her around and it makes my husband feel better when I’m running around the city. 

      When the elevator opens, Nicole pops up from the receptionist desk. “Mrs. Meade, let me help you with that.” 

      “I promise, I’ve got it.” No one thinks a pregnant woman can carry anything. 

      “Okay, he’s in his office.” 

      “In a meeting?” 

      “Yeah, but it should have wrapped up ten minutes ago so I’m sure they'll be done any second.”

      “Thanks.” 

      “Oh, by the way, there’s cupcakes in the breakroom. You can grab some while you wait.” 

      I let out a long sigh. I can never say no to a cupcake. It doesn't matter how full I already am. 

      “Did you make them?”

      “Yep. The purple ones are buttercream.” 

      “God, I love you.” She laughs as she sits back down at her desk. 

      I walk into Devin’s office, which happens to be the same way the breakroom is. When I walk into the small kitchen, it’s empty, which means no one will have to witness this cupcake murder. I put my bags down on the floor next to me then pick one up and take a huge bite. 

      “Hi there.” I turn to look towards the door and there’s a man in a suit standing there. His hair is slicked back, and I know he doesn't work here, unless he’s new. “You work here?” he asks me, and I shake my head no as I swallow the food in my mouth. 

      “No, I don’t work here.” I’m in overalls, a small tee, and sneakers. There’s no mistaking that I don’t work here. I shove the rest of the cupcake into my mouth and the man laughs as he comes into the break room. 

      “You ate that in two bites. I’m impressed.” 

      “You can have one if you want. The pink ones up front are the best.” It’s a lie, but I’m pregnant and we’re talking about cupcakes here. 

      “That’s sweet of you, but I think there’s something else I’d like to eat.” 

      I glance over at the table but don’t see any other food. It’s not like me to miss something like that. I wonder if Devin got takeout from that Indian restaurant next door and my stomach rumbles.

      “You’ve got some icing here.” He reaches up to touch my face, but before he can make contact a hand snatches his wrist. 

      “Did you just say you wanted to eat my pregnant wife?” Devin growls. 

      “Me?” I point to myself and look around. Oh, that’s what he meant. 

      “I didn't know she was yours.” He tries to free his hand from Devin’s grip, but I see the white in my husband's knuckles. 

      “It doesn't fucking matter whose wife she is with the way you were leering at her breasts.” 

      I look down and realize if you’re taller than me you have a pretty good view down my shirt. They really have already gotten bigger and can be a fight to control. 

      “I’m sorry,” the man rushes to say as his eyes widen. I should probably step in here. 

      “Don't apologize to me, apologize to my wife.” He starts to look my way, but Devin snaps. “Don’t look at her, you keep your eyes on me.” 

      I bite my lip so I don’t laugh. 

      “I’m sorry, ma’am,” he says to Devin, and after a moment he lets him go. 

      Devin flings the man’s arm so hard he almost falls over. “Get out, and don’t bother coming back,” he adds as the guy rushes from the room. 

      “Fucking asshole was here to try and sell us insurance. I thought he went to the bathroom.” 

      “I love you.” I smile up at him as he bends down and grabs my bags. His other arm wraps around me, but I duck under it and grab another cupcake. “Okay. Do the caveman thing now.” I let out a scream when he picks me up into his arms and stomps toward his office. “I didn’t see that one coming.” 

      “Hi Ree!” I wave to his sister as we pass her in the hallway. 

      “Hey,” she laughs, but doesn't say anything else.

      I take a bite of my cupcake as Devin walks into his office and kicks the door shut behind him. He deposits me on the sofa and I lick the icing off my lips. 

      “You didn't say ‘I love you’ back,” I scold as I take another bite. 

      “You know I love you.” He drops to his knees in front of me. 

      “I’m not sharing my cupcake, but you can eat me if you want,” I tease him, although it’s not really a tease because he's going to do it. 

      “Finish your cupcake.” I shove the rest into my mouth as Devin takes my overalls off me. “This outfit is too fucking cute.” He pulls them down my legs and takes my shoes with them. His hands rub over my small baby bump before he gives it a kiss. 

      I wiggle because I’m already turned on. I don’t know why that stompy-caveman thing does it for me, but I can’t help it. 

      I grab his tie and pull him towards me. “Kiss me.” 

      He does as I demand and kisses me with a possessive need he can’t ever control. I don’t think my husband could be any more perfect, and he’s all mine.
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        Three years later… 

      

      

      “What do you think is going to happen next?” Betty asks our daughter as she points to the kitten in the book. 

      “He’s gonna eat his food,” she says, and Betty lights up. 

      “That’s right! He’s going to have a great big fat belly.” She tickles Elizabeth’s belly and pretends to eat it. “Look how scrumptious yours is.” 

      Elizabeth giggles so hard she snorts as she tries to catch her breath, and the sound makes me laugh. 

      We named our baby girl after Betty but kept it a surprise until the delivery room. Betty was there holding on to Erin’s hand as I worried over the doctors and nurses. When our little Elizabeth came out, she changed all three of our lives forever. When Erin looked up at her grandmother and told her the name, they both burst into tears while Elizabeth slept exhausted between them. 

      One of the amazing nurses happened to take a picture of the moment and I had it put in a frame above our fireplace. 

      Renee was outside the delivery room with Danielle, and although Dani was excited, Renee looked as white as a sheet. I think they figured out at that moment which one was going to give birth when they decided to have kids. 

      “Eat Daddy’s belly,” Elizabeth giggles and Betty laughs. 

      “I don't know. I think Daddy might be hungry too.” She looks up and I walk in Elizabeth’s room and sit on the other side of the bed. 

      I pretend to eat her belly too and she falls into another fit of giggles and squeals. 

      “She’s never going to go to sleep,” Erin says from the doorway as she smiles at us. 

      “You don’t worry about bedtime. I’ll handle this and you go have fun,” Betty says as she pulls Elizabeth into her side. “You won’t have the chance much longer.” 

      I kiss Elizabeth goodnight and walk over to Erin. I put my hands on her belly and then around to her back to massage it. 

      “God, I’m so pregnant,” she groans as she leans into my rubbing. 

      “And you’ve never looked more beautiful,” I tell her as I kiss her neck. 

      She opens one eye to glare at me. “You have to say that.” 

      “He’s right,” Betty agrees. “And I’m not required to say that either.” 

      “Yes you are,” Erin chides, but I see a smile tug at the corner of her lips. 

      “Mommy has a big fat belly too,” Elizabeth chimes in and I open my mouth to tell her not to tell Mommy that, but Erin begins to laugh. 

      “At least someone is honest with me.” She shakes her head as she walks over to Elizabeth and kisses her goodnight. “Sleep well, little angel.” 

      When we get to the car, Erin sighs as I help her in the seat. “I know I’m supposed to be enjoying these last few days before our baby boy gets here, but I swear I just want to lie around in a bathrobe eating ribs like Chrissy Teigen.” 

      I laugh as I scoot in beside her and kiss her forehead. “We can do that if you want. But I’d like to remind you that this date night was your idea.” 

      “That’s before I got sleepy.” She cuddles next to me and I love the feeling of her warm body on mine. 

      “Well then you’ll love what I have planned.” She looks up at me and waits for me to explain, but I only smile at her. 

      The drive takes a little while, but when we go through the drive-thru she gasps. “Donuts?” 

      “Order whatever you want.” 

      She leans across my lap and shouts into the speaker all kinds of donuts and I laugh. This is her favorite place, but it’s a county over and we haven’t made this trip in a while. 

      After the donut shop, we hit four more drive-thrus at her favorite places until we have a feast fit for a pregnant queen. 

      “Where are we going now?” Her eyes are wide with excitement as she looks at all the food. 

      “Home.” I take her hand and kiss the back of it. 

      When we get to the house, she sees that I had the back yard set up with an outdoor bed and a movie screen. Nee and Dani came over earlier and helped by stringing up lights overhead. 

      “Oh god, this is so beautiful and exactly what I wanted.” Erin begins to cry and I hold her close. She’s not sad, it’s just the hormones. 

      “And your robe is right inside if you want to take your pants off.” 

      “I swear if I wasn’t so pregnant I would do some nasty sex stuff to you right now.”

      I laugh and pull her to me. “I think that’s how we got in this situation.” 

      “I would even get pregnant on purpose so I could tie you down. That’s how much I love this.” 

      “I’m pretty sure I was the one that got you pregnant on purpose so you wouldn't leave me.” 

      “Six one way, half a dozen the other and all that.” She shrugs as she pulls me down for a kiss. “I love you, Devin. So damn much.” 

      “I love you too.” 

      It was the most perfect date night ever. Until her water broke.

      

      
        
        THE END!
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      Find out what happens when Renee finally pops the question to Danielle…
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            Lovely Baker

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Jenna has been running the bakery for a while now and she doesn’t need her grouchy boss telling her what to do. No matter how big his muscles are or how dark those eyes can be when he’s staring into her soul. Wait, what were we talking about? Oh yeah, she’s busy taking care of her little brother whom she’s raised since he was a baby and she doesn’t have time for men. No matter how sexy they are.

      Reed has been playing the long game with Jenna because he knows she has a responsibility to her son. But from the first time he saw her, he’s been counting down the seconds until he can make her his. Her time of playing games is over, and a weekend away at a friend's wedding is just the opportunity he needs.

      Warning: He’s pressing his luck and she likes the way it feels against her. Hot and dirty at the speed of happily ever after. What more could you want? Epilogues? Good thing the ebook has plenty!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Jenna

        

      

    

    
      “I can’t believe this.” I stare at the beautiful ornate box. When I lift the lid I see the invitation inside and I shake my head. “This is so extra, girl.” I laugh and she joins me. “I love it!”

      “I thought it was a little much, but Devin’s sister Ree talked me into it.” 

      I move the phone to my other ear and I can’t help but think Erin sounds so freaking happy. I was a bit worried when she fell so fast for this Devin guy and I haven’t gotten a chance to meet him yet. It’s not like I can pop over to her place anymore, and she’s not showing up to the coffee shop to eat all my sweets. We live hundreds of miles apart now, but she’s the happiest I’ve ever seen her. 

      “I’m really happy for you. You deserve this.” She really does after that crazy stalker came at her. Anytime I think about it, I start to get choked up that I could have lost her. 

      “You’ll come, right?” 

      “This isn’t a lot of notice.” 

      I’m not shocked she and Devin are rushing down the aisle. I think a brush with death will make everyone open their eyes and grab whatever it is they want most. For them it was each other. 

      “I know. That’s why I’m handling everything. I already got your dress and the seamstress will come by and do alterations right there. I also am handling your flights and hotels.” Gah, she’s so sweet. 

      “I can’t ask you to do all that.” Even if I really want to go, that’s too much. Neither Lucas nor I have been on a plane. He’ll be so excited because he’s obsessed with them. He keeps saying he’s going to grow up and be a pilot. Then he can take us anywhere in the world. 

      “Well, my soon-to-be husband is loaded.” I hear Devin laugh in the background. “And I want you there. You, Lucas and Grams are my family. I want you to come and have a great time and not worry about all the odds and ends. Relax for a few days.” 

      God, that sounds really nice. When was the last time I relaxed? 

      “You’re making it hard to say no.” 

      “That’s the point,” she laughs. 

      “Okay, I’ll come,” I blurt out before I have a chance to talk myself out of it. 

      “Yes!” she shouts, almost killing my eardrum. “Okay. I’m going to text you some stuff so we can pick dates and everything.” I hear the back door to the shop open and I know it can only be one person. One I don't want to deal with tonight. 

      “Sounds like a plan. I’ll be out of work in a little while,” I tell her, so she knows it will be a few minutes before I can respond. 

      “Awesome. Love you.” 

      “Love you too,” I say before hanging up. When I turn around I run right into a wall of muscle. “Reed.” 

      I lean my head back to look up at him and he’s glaring at me. I think most are scared of his glare, but I’m used to it. He’s the boy who cried wolf; he glares and nothing happens. I inwardly laugh at calling him a boy because I bet he hasn't been called one since he was twelve. 

      “Where is Mandy?” He looks over my head to the tables in the shop. 

      “She got sick about an hour ago so I sent her home.” 

      I duck past him, needing to put distance between us. He always smells a little too good. Men aren't supposed to smell good, are they? I pull off my apron and grab the hand towel. 

      “You know the rules. No one works alone at night,” he says to my retreating back. 

      A moment later I hear his steps behind me and I toss the towel and apron into the laundry bag outside the small office. 

      “She was throwing up. What do you want me to do?” I sit down in my chair and put in the totals from my drawer.

      “You call me and I show up.” 

      “It was only an hour. I don’t need help, I’ve got it.” He grabs my chair and spins it around to face him. I try so hard to keep eye contact but fail miserably. 

      Along with smelling too good, he is one of the hottest men I’ve ever seen. It doesn't matter if he’s in an expensive suit or wearing boots, jeans and a shirt that lets me see all those glorious tattoos. He always looks good, but he’s in a suit tonight and it’s bittersweet that I can’t see his ink. 

      “That’s your problem. You don’t let anyone help.” 

      He’s not wrong. It’s a hard habit to break when I’ve spent my whole life taking care of myself. It’s not as if I had a choice. I took care of my mom and then Lucas came along so I had to take care of him too. Not that I would change that for anything in the world. He might be my little brother, but it’s been me that’s raised him since the day he was born. He’s mine.

      “I’ll call next time. I thought I was doing you a solid. It’s Saturday night, go have a life,” I throw out as I power off the computer. 

      Since Reed bought the shop a few months ago from Bob and Martha he’s been all over my ass. I’ve been here for three years now and I know what I’m doing. He’s the one who knows nothing about coffee shops. 

      I don’t actually know what he does, to be honest, because I don’t ask. That said, he shows up here with a variety of cars that cost more than some homes. That’s not coming from owning this place. His clothes scream money too, even if he doesn’t say a word. 

      I reach down under the desk to grab my purse then get my keys. 

      “Who do you love?” he asks, and I blink up at him in confusion. 

      He heard me on the phone with Erin? I try not to fidget with my hair as he stares at me, waiting for an answer. It’s been a long day and I know I’m a hot mess. I’m guessing my makeup isn’t far behind. I wouldn't bother putting it on but it can hide the dark circles under my eyes when I don’t get enough sleep. Last night was one of those nights. 

      “Are you going to answer me?” 

      “Why do you care?” I snap as I stand up. 

      Reed knows absolutely nothing about me. A few times I thought he might be into me with all the staring, but he’s never made a move. I think he stares at me because he doesn't like me and is annoyed that I don’t fawn all over him. We don’t run in the same world and that shit would never work between us. He also doesn't know I have a kid because I don’t tell anyone about Lucas. 

      I grab a pen off my desk and walk over to the calendar. I write in the days I know I’ll need time off for the wedding without saying a word. 

      “I care, that’s why.” I can feel him come up behind me. “Why do you need all those days off?” 

      “I haven't taken a day off in forever.” I would always switch with people if I could so that I could have the hours. “I’ve got a ton saved up and I want to use them.” I’ve been stockpiling them in case of an emergency. 

      “I didn’t say you couldn't. I asked why.” 

      “I need some time off, okay?” I slip past him but I can’t help when my boobs graze his arm. He’s the one who stood so close up my ass. I go back to the front and grab the ridiculous invitation from Erin while Reed is hot on my heels. “I’m leaving. You got the door?” 

      “Yeah,” I hear him murmur as I push it open and keep on walking toward my car. I need to get home and get Lucas. During the day he stays with Mary, who lives across the hall from me.

      I unlock my car and put the invitation on the passenger seat. When I turn around I once again run right into Reed. It’s dark in the back alley at night and we’re alone. I should probably be scared since Reed is three times my size, but my body is anything but. 

      “Jenna.” 

      “What are you doing?” 

      “When it comes to you I never know what I’m doing.” He lifts his hand and his thumb traces my bottom lip. I’m so shocked by the contact I don’t say anything. “Drive home safe.” 

      He looks pained as he takes his hand away from me and takes a step back. 

      “Good night,” I mumble as I get in the front seat and start up my car. 

      Reed stands there watching me the whole time as I pull out. My heart doesn't stop racing until I’m almost home, but it’s not from fear. 

      I guess we’re more alike than I realized, because when it comes to Reed I never know what I’m doing either.
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