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   CHAPTER ONE
 
   “I can’t get married.”
 
   It was Lana’s third bold proclamation of the day- her wedding day. The first one had startled her bridesmaids. It wasn’t exactly what you wanted to hear a bride say two hours before her wedding. The second declaration had drawn mild alarm. No one even looked in Lana’s direction after her third panicked cry.
 
   “Of course you’re getting married.” I didn’t put much effort into convincing her. Of all the bridesmaids, and there were seven of us, I was the one least likely to bestow the virtues of commitment. “I didn’t put on this dress for nothing. Besides, you love Trevor.”
 
   Lana mustered up a brave smile. Her perfectly straight, alarmingly white teeth, popped against her over-tanned skin. “You’re right.  I do love Trevor. And he loves me. Right?”
 
   “Right,” all seven bridesmaids answered together.
 
   I checked my reflection in the mirror and tucked away a stray strand of dark hair. There wasn’t much I could do about the distant look in my eyes, but I tried to force away the grimace on my face. Lana’s maid of honor, Valerie, caught my pained expression.
 
   “Weddings, huh?” she said with a sympathetic smile.
 
   “Yeah.” I didn’t know Lana’s other friends very well. They had all been in the same sorority in college, and I had only met them a few weeks earlier at the bachelorette party. Lana and I had known each other since we were three. We had been close for a few years, then grew apart in high school. After barely talking at all during college, Lana had tracked me down via email, and we had been playing on the outskirts of friendship ever since. When Lana had gotten engaged sixteen months ago, no one had been more surprised than me when I was called up to the big leagues, also known as the McCourt-Carlson wedding party.
 
   Valerie was still staring at me in the mirror and I knew what was coming next. “Don’t worry,” she said with a wink. “You’ll find someone soon.”
 
   It was my first consolation offering of the day. It would not be the last. Did I mention that all of the other bridesmaids were married or engaged? I, on the other hand, was happily single. But people in relationships didn’t seem to think that is possible. They were baffled by the idea of someone being happy on their own. Didn’t happiness only come in pairs?
 
   I returned her patronizing smile, all the while willing myself not to roll my eyes. Lana had been busy fussing with her long train but now her attention was on me. “Trevor has some hot friends, Livy. And a few of them are even single.”
 
   “Goodie,” I muttered. All of the bridesmaids were staring at me now. Suddenly, I was the freak show at the circus, also known as the single girl at a wedding.
 
   “Laney’s right,” Valerie said. She had slipped on her heels and now she hovered at least three inches above me. “What about that one guy? The rich one.”
 
   “Connor. William Connor, but the guys always call him by his last name.” Lana’s panicked look was long gone. It had been replaced by her scheming look. “That’s a brilliant idea, Val.”
 
   “No thanks. Not looking to be set up with one of Trevor’s rich friends. Thanks, though.” I didn’t want seem ungrateful but I had met some of Trevor’s friends at the rehearsal dinner and they weren’t exactly my type.
 
   “You’ll change your mind when you see him,” Valerie said with a knowing look. “If I thought I had a chance with Connor… let’s just say my husband would have some serious competition.”
 
   “Connor owns his own business,” Lana explained. “He’s 35, extremely smart. Disgustingly good-looking. You two would have beautiful babies.”
 
   “Even if I was looking to hook up with someone tonight, I’m definitely not looking to be having anyone’s babies.” I had enough problems in my life without throwing a fetus and a rich baby daddy into the mix.
 
   “Ladies!” The door to the bridal suite flew open with a loud bang. Lana’s wedding planner was a frazzled mess. “The time has come.”
 
   Showtime. Now the attention could return to its rightful place- Lana.
 
   As the ceremony began, it was clear that Lana’s true purpose in life was to be a bride. She looked stunning in her dress and she basked in the gawking stares of the attendees. Lana’s fairy tale was my worst nightmare. I was the first one down the aisle, and I managed to start things off right by tripping on the carpet that had been drawn over the sand, presumably to make it easier for us to walk. When Lana had first told me that she was having a beach wedding, I was excited by the prospect. A few days of beach and sun sounded like a great idea. But walking in the sand in three-inch heels was just about the worst idea anyone had ever had. Amid the loud gasps of the audience, one quick on-looker managed to grab my arm and prevent me from falling completely.
 
   I turned to thank my savior, but the words caught in my throat as I stared into the most amazing eyes I had ever seen. They were as blue as the ocean backdrop and unnervingly cool. 
 
   “You alright?” their owner asked, his voice smooth and deep. It was only then that I noticed the rest of him, and it was hard to look away. But I had an entire wedding waiting on me to make it down the aisle so I quickly pulled my shit together.
 
   “Yeah. Thanks.” I tossed my hair over my shoulder and lifted my chin, determined to play off my near fatal fall. Lana’s grandmother gave me an encouraging smile. When I got to the end of the aisle, I thought about continuing right into the ocean and swimming away. But I’m a pretty bad swimmer so I planted my feet in the sand and kept my eyes focused on the distance.
 
   None of the other bridesmaids had my carpet issues, and Lana was able to navigate it easily even in her puffy dress. Somewhere during the minister’s opening remarks, I noticed the videographer and realized my incident had been preserved for posterity. Swell.
 
   Needless to say, I was the first person at the open bar during cocktail hour. Lana’s creepy uncle let his eyes roam slowly over my body as he said, “So you don’t have a date either, huh?” I ordered another drink.
 
   I kept a low profile during dinner, snagging as many champagne refills as possible while avoiding eye contact and awkward conversation with the strangers seated at my table. The rest of the bridal party was seated strategically next to the bride and groom, but Lana had explained that my solo status would negatively affect the aesthetic look of the room by creating an odd number at the table. I suppose I should’ve been offended, but the table demotion suited me just fine.
 
   “Do you know if they have opened the bar up again?” I finally broke down and spoke to the man on my left. From the introductions everyone had made when we first sat down for dinner, I knew his name was Harry and he worked with Trevor. From sitting next to him for the last hour, I knew he was a loud breather and he liked to stare at my chest.
 
   “I could check for you,” he offered a little too eagerly. I was pretty sure Lana had deliberately placed us next to one another. One of us was an allegedly desperate single female, and the other one was a male that was attracted to females. It was a perfect match. “I think I saw some people walking by with fresh drinks.”
 
   “Perfect. But I’ll get it myself, thanks. I need to stretch my legs.” I made a big deal about flexing my legs and Harry’s eyes lingered a little too long on them. I could tell he was about to suggest that he accompany me so I skedaddled as fast as my heels would carry me in the direction of the bar. “Whiskey and diet,” I said, smiling politely at the cute bartender. He was probably five years younger than me, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t flirt a little. “Are you having a good night?”
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” he answered as he handed me my drink. I admit it- that stung.
 
   “You just aren’t having a good day.” 
 
   I recognized the silky voice and my hand tightened around the glass. “You have a knack for witnessing my finest moments,” I said. I didn’t look up as I took a long drink.
 
   “Do you have a name, or should I just call you ma’am?” He turned to the bartender. “Scotch neat, please.”
 
   “You can call me ma’am, but you’ll be wearing my drink if you do.” I turned to him with a sweet smile on my face. “If you’d prefer to stay dry, you can call me Livy.”
 
   “Connor.” 
 
   “Huh,” I said as I took his outstretched hand. The silver watch around his wrist probably cost more than my car.
 
   “Huh?” Connor cocked his attractive head and gave me a taunting smile.
 
   “Sorry. Nothing.” Internally I was thinking how surprising it was that Lana and Valerie had actually been right. Connor was disgustingly attractive, from his smoldering eyes to his come-hither smile. We would certainly have beautiful babies, assuming they were blessed with his genes. “Connor? Just one name? Like Cher or Madonna?”
 
   Connor’s smile tilted higher. “I’m more like Madonna than Cher, I’d say.” As he lifted his scotch to his lips, I tried not to think about what they would feel like against my skin. As if he could read my mind, one eyebrow raised ever so slightly. “Most people call me Connor. You can call me by my first name if you’d like. William.”
 
   “How about Will or Liam? I think I might prefer Willy actually.” As soon as the last one passed my lips I realized the double entendre. I couldn’t stop the flush from spreading across my cheeks.
 
   “Well that’s useful information.”
 
   “So you’re a friend of Trevor’s?” I tried to remember if the girls had told me anything else useful about William. Besides the fact that he was rich and attractive. Both of those things were blatantly obvious from one glance at his tailored suit and the toned body underneath.
 
   “We’re friendly.” William frowned. “I invested in his business.”
 
   “That technology startup that failed?”
 
   “I didn’t say it was a good investment.” William glanced toward the dance floor which was now beginning to fill with people. Trevor and Lana stood in the very center, staring dreamily into one another’s eyes. “We were in the same fraternity in college and I was trying to help him out.”
 
   “That was nice of you.” Somehow I felt there must be more to the story that William wasn’t tell me. On the other hand, it really wasn’t any of my business. “Are you just in Florida for the wedding or do you live down here?”
 
   “I have a place in the Keys. But my home is in Chicago.” William pointed to my now empty glass. “Another?”
 
   “Please.”
 
   He ordered us another round and then slipped the bartender a twenty dollar tip. “Lana mentioned that you live in Chicago as well.”
 
   “I do.” This was beginning to feel more and more like a setup. Not that I was complaining. “I moved there after college.”
 
   “And you’re a lawyer?”
 
   “Yes. You sure do know a lot about me.” I was beginning to feel self-conscious. I wondered just exactly how much Lana had told him about my past.
 
   “I asked Lana for information.” William wasn’t at all embarrassed by his confession. “You intrigued me.”
 
   “And what did she say?” Lana was hard to predict. One day I was her best friend and she did nothing but sing my praises; the next day she would lecture me about my selfish, immature ways and how I needed to get my act together and settle down. In many ways she was just like my mom.
 
   William’s eyes flicked away from my face as he answered. “Oldest friend. Lawyer. Smart. Available.” His eyes locked back onto mine. “Beautiful. But I already knew that the second I saw you.”
 
   I shrank a little under his intense stare. He had a way of saying more with his eyes than he said with his lips. “Is that all?”
 
   “Something about an ugly breakup and shitty boyfriend. I honestly stopped listening after she said available.” William swirled his drink. “You’re turn. What did she say about me?”
 
   “I didn’t ask her about you.” I tried not to look smug as I took a small sip from my glass. I was less interested in getting drunk now that I had some decent entertainment.
 
   “I’m sure that didn’t stop her. Lana always has something to say.” I could hear William’s phone vibrating in his suit jacket but he ignored it.
 
   Music began playing softly in the background but I barely noticed. “She said you own your own business. She said that you are also available.”  I tried to be coy as I added, “She said that we would have beautiful babies.”
 
   William’s eyes widened and I worried that I had misjudged our banter. I had been going for wry humor but it could’ve very easily come off as pathetically desperate. Fortunately, William was quick to recover from his surprise and he laughed. He had a wonderful laugh- deep and warm. “No offense, but I’m hoping we don’t find out if Lana is right anytime soon.”
 
   “I couldn’t agree more.” We clinked our glasses together in solidarity.
 
   “Alright, ladies and gentlemen.” The M.C.’s booming voice interrupted us before I could say something else I might regret. “We are going to start with the couples’ dance. We need all couples out on the dance floor.”
 
   “And so it begins,” I muttered subconsciously. I didn’t want to be the bitter single girl, but weddings had that effect on me.
 
   William gently took my drink away. “We are being summoned.”
 
   “What?” I stared at him stupidly for at least ten seconds before I realized what he meant. “Oh. You want to join them?”
 
   “I want us to join them,” he corrected me. He offered me his arm in the old fashioned way, and I uncertainly slipped my hand into the crook of his elbow.
 
   “We aren’t actually a couple,” I said as he led us into the middle of the dance floor.
 
   “Last I checked, a couple means two. We are two people, therefore we are a couple.” William held out his hand and I took it after only a brief hesitation. He pulled me closer and slipped on arm around my waist, resting his hand low on my back. I could feel his warmth through the thin fabric of my dress.
 
   “You all know how this works,” the M.C. said as he turned the music up louder. “Everyone starts dancing, and then I will start asking couples to leave based on how long they’ve been together. The couple that has been together the longest will be the last ones on the dance floor. Make sense?”
 
   “I can’t believe you are forcing me to participate in this,” I hissed in William’s ear as the dancing began. I normally tried to avoid all wedding clichés, and this was a big one. Right after the chicken dance.
 
   William pretended not to hear me as he guided us in a slow circle. “Could you just relax for a minute and try to enjoy the night?”
 
   “It’s obvious you don’t know me very well.” I tended to be wound tight at all times. “I do like this song, though.”
 
   “Well that’s something.” William smiled faintly. “A Sinatra fan?”
 
   “My grandfather loved Sinatra. He used to sing this song to me when I was little.” I don’t know why I told William that. It was pretty personal information to be sharing with a stranger.
 
   The M.C. was back to interrupt us. “If you’ve been together less than a year, please leave the dance floor.”
 
   I tried to walk away but William wouldn’t let me. “My grandfather was a Dean Martin guy.”
 
   “And you? What kind of guy are you?” I knew the music was still playing and the dancers were still moving around us, but none of that registered with me. I was completely focused on William. Our bodies had drifted closer as we danced and his face was just a few inches away.
 
   “That’s a good question. I’m not sure I know the answer.” William’s eyes grew darker and his playful smile was gone.
 
   “Two years. Less than two years, please move off the dance floor.”
 
   Again, William stood firm, and he pulled me even closer. A few of the bridesmaids left the floor with their husbands and I could feel their eyes watching us. “How long do you intend to keep us out here?”
 
   “As long as it takes.”
 
   “To do what?”
 
   William didn’t answer for a long time. His unblinking eyes stared into mine as he contemplated the answer. The M.C. chased away even more dancers. William leaned close until his lips were a breath away from my ear. “To convince you to come back to my room tonight.”
 
   His words were so bold that I was caught off guard. I sucked in a breath and my hand tightened on his shoulder. As surprised as I was that William Connor had invited me into his bed, I was even more surprised when I said, “Let’s go.”
 
   

 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER TWO
 
   I would like to start by saying that I am not a one-night stand type of girl. I wasn’t even that type in college when it was still at least mildly acceptable to be that type of girl. So when I agreed to follow William Connor to the eighth floor of the Pentmore Resort Hotel , it was completely against my nature. As I waited in the lobby while William chatted with the concierge and slipped him some cash, I felt anxious and self-conscious. But I also felt completely liberated.
 
   “What was that about?” I asked when he returned. He put his hand on my back and steered me toward the elevators.
 
   “You’ll see.” William led me past the main bank of elevators and turned the corner. I stared suspiciously at the single elevator door in front of me. He noticed my doubt as he used his room card to call the elevator. He said, “This elevator leads directly to my suite.”
 
   “Of course. You have the penthouse?” I turned away so he wouldn’t see me rolling my eyes. I really had no room to judge considering I was about to have sex with him in his penthouse.
 
   “My assistant booked it for me.” He didn’t sound particularly defensive. “It has a great view of the ocean.”
 
   “I’m sure it does.” The door slid open silently and William stepped inside. I tried to follow but my feet didn’t want to cooperate.
 
   “Cold feet?” he asked with a sly smile. “I thought that only happened to the bride at her wedding.”
 
   “It’s a good thing you are rich,” I said as I finally got my feet to move forward. “Your personality could use some work.”
 
   “Surprisingly, you’re not the first woman to tell me that.”
 
   The penthouse elevator was spacious, but somehow William and I ended up standing close enough that his arm brushed against mine. My inner bad girl thought about tackling him right then. He was rich, smug and overly confident- exactly the type of guy I usually couldn’t stand to look at, much less go home with. But when it came to William Connor, the rules didn’t seem to apply.
 
   “Your ego hasn’t seemed to suffer,” I commented as the doors opened and the penthouse suite was revealed. My first thought was that William was right- it did have an amazing view of the ocean.
 
   “Come inside.” William slipped off his suit jacket and tossed it on the nearest chair. “Take a look around. The balcony is through the bedroom.” He loosened his tie as he checked his phone. “I just need to make a quick call.”
 
   “Sure.” As impressive as the floor to ceiling windows were in the main room, the bedroom was even better. The over-sized bed in the middle of the room was beyond inviting. I imagined the thread count of the sheets to be somewhere in the high thousands. I ran my hand over the silk comforter and listened to William’s faint voice in the background.
 
   “Make sure I have the contract on my desk first thing Monday morning. If we’re going to work with Mr. Simpson, I want all of this in writing.” William sounded even more confident talking business than he did flirting with women. I was sure he had plenty of experience with both.
 
   The air was cool when I opened the sliding glass doors that led to the balcony. The smell of salt water instantly invaded my nose. I could see the dark waves of the ocean lapping against the beach and sounds of the party downstairs drifted up to me.
 
   “Beautiful,” William said. I hadn’t even heard him join me on the balcony, but now he was standing there holding two glasses of champagne.
 
   “Sorry?” William’s presence had instantly flustered me. His shirt was untucked and his tie hung loosely from his neck. I thought he looked even better slightly disheveled.
 
   “The view. It’s beautiful.” He handed me one of the glasses and our fingers grazed in the transfer. My fingers burned as if I had held them to a flame. William hadn’t looked at anything but me since he began talking.
 
   “The ocean? It’s not bad.” I took a sip and knew that this was probably the most expensive champagne I had ever had. This must have been what William had been discussing with the concierge.
 
   “Yes, the ocean. And other things.” William was still watching me.
 
   His staring was making me uncomfortable so I took another drink. I felt the need to explain myself to him. “I don’t usually do this.”
 
   “Do what?” A smile played at the corners of his lips.
 
   “This.” I gestured to the two of us and then the bedroom waiting for us on the other side of the doorway. “Guys like you.”
 
   “You don’t even know me, Livy,” he said, the playful smile fading.
 
   “Exactly. This isn’t me.” But even as I said it, I knew that it was. At least for tonight.
 
   William’s eyes narrowed as he said, “I didn’t make you come up here.”
 
   “I know.” I did know. Boy, did I know. “That’s not what I’m saying. I just don’t want you to have the wrong idea about me.”
 
   “Why do you care so much? We’re never going to see each other after tonight. Why does it bother you so much what I think about your character?’ 
 
   I thought it over and couldn’t come up with a good reason, so I shrugged. “I have no idea. But it does bother me.”
 
   “Well if it helps, I can tell you exactly what I think about you.” William waited until I nodded for him to continue. “Contrary to what you might think, this,” he gestured around us, “isn’t really me either. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying I’m a saint. I have a lot of money, and when I was younger I used that to my advantage. In business, and with women. But that was a long time ago. You might say, I’ve grown up.”
 
   Now it was William’s turn to drink. He looked out over the ocean as he continued. “I don’t do this type of thing anymore. One-night stands, hook-ups, whatever you want to call it. But there’s just something about you.
 
   “Like I said earlier, you intrigue me.” He turned back to me. “I don’t think you’re the type of woman I used to take home at the end of the night. I think you’re smart and witty. I think you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in a long time, maybe ever. I think I’m lucky that you agreed to come up here with me. And I want to have sex with you very badly, right now, and I think you want the same thing.” This time he didn’t offer me a smile. His bluntness made my heart flutter and I felt a warmth invade my body that had been missing for a long time. “Am I wrong?”
 
   He wasn’t wrong. 
 
   Maybe he was just a charmer. One of those guys that knows the exact right thing to say to get a woman to spread her legs. It was very possible. But I didn’t care. I wanted William Connor, and I wanted him right then.
 
   I willed my hand not to shake as I sat my glass on the balcony ledge. I took William’s glass and placed it next to mine. “You’re not wrong,” I said, staring directly into his eyes.
 
   He paused for a just a beat before pulling my body to his. William was tall- even with my three inch heels he was still a few inches taller than me. I lifted my head to meet his lips, reveling in their warmth and urgency. I could taste the champagne and a faint hint of salt water. My head was beginning to spin and it wasn’t from the alcohol. I was drunk on William after just one taste.
 
   I could feel his warm fingers slide across the back of my neck, and our kissing deepened in intensity. William’s other arm was around my midsection, and he lifted me off the ground. I wrapped both legs around him and he hoisted me until I was straddling him. I could feel him pressing against my most sensitive areas, even through the fabric of our clothes.
 
   He carried me into the bedroom with ease and set me back on the ground. My legs were a little shaky, but it didn’t matter because I was still desperately clutching him. I could feel the solid muscles moving beneath his white dress shirt as his hands explored my body. First the front, and then they moved to the zipper in the back.
 
   While he made himself busy undressing me, I tugged gently on his tie while my lips traveled to his ear. I nipped at his earlobe gently, and he let out a moan of pleasure. His hands moved up to my shoulders and he slipped the straps of my dress down, his mouth trailing kisses along my collarbone. Now it was my turn to moan.
 
   I felt the dress hit my feet and I stepped out of it and kicked it away. I was still wearing my heels and a pair of black lace panties. William didn’t seem to mind. His hands grazed lightly over my bare skin, exploring every inch of it. I yanked one last time on his tie, freeing it from his neck, and tossed it aside. I unbuttoned his dress shirt hastily and slid it off his shoulders. He was wearing a plain white t-shirt underneath and I tugged at it in frustration. William chuckled at my impetuousness, and slipped it easily over his head. His body was something to behold.
 
   I’ve seen the statute of David in Florence, with his perfectly chiseled physique. David is a sight to see, definitely, but William’s perfectly sculpted body was even more impressive. I touched him gently, letting my fingers tease at the faint hairs on his chest. When I found his nipples, they were hard beneath my touch. I lowered my head and let my mouth and tongue take over for my fingers. William ran his fingers into my hair and held my head against him, The sigh that slipped through his lips came out more like a growl and it vibrated through his body. 
 
   I pushed away from him abruptly and scooted back on the bed. William stood by the bed staring at me. From his rapid breathing and burning eyes, it was apparent that he liked what he saw. He took off his shoes and socks and then his pants, moving slowly but purposefully. I enjoyed watching the smooth movements of his body. He stepped out of his pants, revealing straining boxer briefs. In one quick movement he eased them off, too.
 
   He sat next to me on the bed at first, laying me down gently and his hand found my breast. I jerked slightly as his thumb caressed my nipple. He used his other arm to prop himself over me as his free hand slid from my breast down to my panties. He was all business as he hooked a thumb into them and yanked them down. Quickly, he slid them over my thighs and down my legs. When he got to my feet, he had a little trouble slipping them past the heels I still wore.
 
   I made to slip them off, but he stopped me. “Leave them,” he said, his voice deeper than I thought possible. Triumphantly he held up my freed panties and then dropped them to the floor. There was nothing stopping us now. Reflexively, my legs slid apart as I anticipated him sliding between them. I didn’t have to wait long.
 
   “Your body is even more beautiful than I expected,” he said with his mouth against my neck, our bodies pressed together at every possible point.
 
   “I’m glad you like what you see,” I replied, my hand moving between us until I was holding him in my hand. I gripped his penis firmly and waited for him to lift his head and look at me. One look in his eyes said I had him right on the edge. “Let’s go,” I said for the second time that night.
 
   I hadn’t even noticed, but in the process of undressing, William had tossed a condom onto the bed and now he reached for it. He tore open the wrapper and expertly rolled it on. “Remember when you asked me earlier what kind of guy I am?” he said, allowing himself to press against me but not actually penetrate. 
 
   “Yeah,” I gasped, feeling slightly desperate. William had me on the edge, too, and he knew it.
 
   “Well I’m about to show you.” And with that, he was inside me. All the way.
 
   The first thrust was powerful and mind-blowing. It had been a long time for me, and it took me a second to catch up to him. His rhythm was steady and unwavering, and I quickly found my pace. William’s hand never stopped exploring my body and his eyes never left mine. He was a passionate and attentive lover, and it was both unnerving and exhilarating. I found myself anxiously meeting every thrust of his body, and at just the right moment, the slightest shift of our bodies allowed him to press against me in just the right way and I climaxed just as he found his release. His body jerked and I shuddered beneath him, letting out a cry of pleasure.
 
   As the aftershocks rolled through our bodies, William stayed inside me. He brushed my sex hair away from my face and kissed me gently. When he finally pulled out, I could feel emptiness creeping back into my body. Fortunately, he didn’t go far. He laid next to me and pulled me against his body. As I tucked my head against his chest, I listened to his strong heartbeat as it slowed down to a more normal pace. After what was possibly the best sex of my life, I was exhausted and William seemed to feel the same way.
 
   “Stay with me tonight?” he murmured pleadingly.
 
   I pressed my lips to his chest, just over his heart, and then settled in more comfortably against him. “I don’t think I could stand right now even if I wanted to.”
 
   William laughed and stroked my hair. “Good night, Livy.”
 
   “Good night, William. Sweet dreams.”
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
   I lay with my eyes closed for several minutes after I woke up. Only when I was certain that William wasn’t lying next to me did I finally open them. The awkward thing about one-night stands isn’t so much about the night. It’s about the morning after. It’s much harder to face your impulsive choices in the stark light of day.
 
   The sheets next to me were rumpled but empty. I could hear William moving around in the other room, and his voice carried through the half-opened bedroom door. He was on the phone again, likely closing important deals. At some point I should’ve probably asked him exactly what he did for a living. I wrapped the sheet around my body and began searching for my clothes. I found them neatly folded on the dresser, with a note on top of them.
 
                               “Breakfast and coffee in the next room. Please join me.”
 
   It was such a typical William thing to do. Then again, I didn’t really know William so I wasn’t sure if it was typical or if William was just playing some idealized version of himself. I slipped on my underwear but thought better of putting on my wrinkled dress. William’s dress shirt hung on the back of the door, so I slipped it on and buttoned a couple of buttons. It was long enough that it came to mid-thigh on me. I rolled up the sleeves and took a quick look in the mirror. What I saw was less than impressive.
 
   I wiped away the raccoon eyes caused by sleeping in my wedding makeup and used my fingers to comb out my hair. The result was less than perfect, but it was good enough to get me through morning-after breakfast and coffee.
 
   William was still on the phone, standing in front of the windows and wearing nothing but his boxer briefs. The sun was still rising and it cast a warm glow on his body that made him look even better than I remembered. It didn’t seem fair that he could look so amazing this morning while I looked like I had been hit by a truck. A very weird part of me wanted to sneak up behind William and wrap my arms around him. I was positive that if I actually did that, William would call security and have me taken away. I reached for the coffee instead.
 
   I either hadn’t made enough noise to draw his attention, or William was pretending I wasn’t there. Either way, I enjoyed the freedom to watch him while I munched on a bagel. I could tell from the tense set of his shoulders that it was a serious conversation.
 
   “That’s not going to work for me. What about the next week?” William started to pace and his profile revealed that his jaw was clenched. He had a very nice profile, I decided. I poured another cup of coffee. “This is ridiculous. Why would you think I would agree to that?”
 
   William whirled on his heel and began pacing in the other direction. This time, his eyes found me and he stopped in mid-stride. “Hang on,” he said into the phone. He put the phone on mute and came over to me.
 
   “I’m sorry about this. It will just be a few more minutes.”
 
   “Don’t mind me,” I said with a gracious smile as I looked at the plentiful spread of food before us. “I’m good here.”
 
   William smiled tightly and he dropped a kiss onto my forehead. “I’ll make it quick,” he promised. He headed to the bedroom and didn’t begin talking again until the door was shut.
 
   After eating a couple of strawberries, I grew restless and decided to nose around the room a bit. William’s wallet lay on the coffee table and I couldn’t resist. I checked to make sure the bedroom door was still shut, and then I opened the wallet. His Illinois license confirmed that his name was William J. Connor. He was 6’2”, and 180lbs of pure muscle. His address was in the swanky part of Chicago, not surprisingly.
 
   “Hm. An organ donor.” It figured. Everything else about him was so perfect, it made sense he would be equally perfect in death.
 
   A couple of credit cards, a gym membership, and about five hundred dollars in cash completed everything William carried around with him on a daily basis. I was not exactly surprised by what I found, but I was glad I hadn’t found pictures of a wife and kids. I tossed the wallet down and resumed my snooping. I found a bag on the floor next to the couch and peeked inside.
 
   “I leave you alone for five minutes,” William scolded me. I hadn’t heard him return, but I didn’t apologize.
 
   “A stuffed alligator? Is there something you should tell me? Do you have a furry fetish?” I smiled sweetly at him and he returned my smile easily.
 
   “After last night, I think you would know if I had a fetish.” William gestured to the bag while I blushed. “My niece has a thing for alligators.”
 
   “Your niece?” I shook my head in disbelief. The man not only knew what his niece was into, but he also took the time to buy her a gift. “Figures.”
 
   William was lost. “I’m sorry?”
 
   “Never mind.” I waved away his confusion. “I just haven’t had enough coffee yet.”
 
   “You drank half a pot in about fifteen minutes.” William titled his head at me. “Is there something you should tell me? Are you an addict?”
 
   “I am, actually.” I frowned. “I tend to indulge in things that aren’t good for me.”
 
   “Is that what happened last night?” William moved closer to me and I responded in kind.
 
   I waited until we were only inches apart before answering. “That depends. Are you bad for me?” I placed a hand on his chest and felt his heart jump beneath my touch.
 
   William took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I could never be bad for you,” he said, closing his eyes. “But I think you could be very bad for me.”
 
   “Should I go then?” I asked, already knowing what his answer would be.
 
   William kept his eyes closed and shook his head slowly. He was attempting to restrain himself, but I could tell he was about to fail. When he finally opened his eyes, the defeat was obvious. “Stay,” he whispered.
 
   “I have some time before I have to catch my flight,” I said, letting my hand trail from William’s chest down his ripped abdominal muscles. “What did you have in mind for us?”
 
   William had recomposed himself and the familiar teasing smile had returned. “I thought maybe I could show you the shower.”
 
   “The shower? Sounds promising.”
 
   His smile grew. “I think you’ll be quite impressed.”
 
   Yet again, William was right. This wasn’t a normal shower.
 
   “This isn’t a shower,” I said, after taking it in. “This is a sex room.”
 
   “A what?” William laughed.
 
   “This is a room designed for sex. And it just happens to have water.” I pointed to the crisp, glass shower door that left nothing to the imagination, and the many different showerheads. It was big enough for at least six people to shower at the same time.
 
   William laughed again and stepped behind me, sliding one arm around my waist, not so differently from what I had pictured doing to him earlier. His chin nestled into the crook of my neck as he said, “There’s only one way to find out if you’re right.”
 
   I could feel his warm breath on my skin, and his hand had already slipped inside my- rather, his- shirt. He spun me around and pressed his lips to mine. “Get in. I’ll join you in a second.”
 
   His hands slipped away and I wanted to pull him back to me. “Where are you going?”
 
   “To gather essentials,” he said with a wink.
 
   “Oh. Good call.” William didn’t leave anything to chance, which I appreciated. I quickly removed my clothes. After stepping into the shower, it took several seconds to figure out how to turn on the water but when I did, it was glorious. Water poured from every conceivable corner of the shower. Some of it was gentle, while other areas of water pulsed with force. I moaned with pleasure. A girl could get used to a shower like this.
 
   William was gone longer than I had expected, so I helped myself to some shampoo and began to lather my hair. I had an old Led Zeppelin song stuck in my head for some reason, and I began to sing it softly as I rinsed the shampoo from my hair.
 
   “I wouldn’t have taken you for a Zeppelin girl,” William said. 
 
   My eyes had been closed to keep from getting shampoo in them but they flew open at the sound of his voice. He was standing before me in the shower in all his naked glory, and I drank it in.
 
   “I’m full of surprises,” I said. I turned my back to him to adjust the water temperature. It had gotten significantly hotter in the shower since William’s arrival. “You were gone a while. You didn’t run into any problems gathering essentials, did you?”
 
   William pressed behind me again, and this time when his arm circled me, his hand moved lower. “No problems. I just had to take another quick call.”
 
   “You’re very popular. People can’t get enough of you.” I clenched in surprise as William’s hand slid between my legs. I could feel him responding in return as he pushed against my back.
 
   “I hope that’s the case,” he said with his lips pressed to my shoulder. His other hand found my left breast and he caressed it gently. I began to relax against him and that’s when he pushed his finger inside of me. I gasped with pleasure. He began to move it slowly, sliding it in and out. Soon he slipped another finger inside as well and picked up speed. I reached behind me and groped until I found his penis, already hard and ready.
 
   As William continued to pulse in and out of me with his fingers, I matched his rhythm with my hands. It was a bit of a contortionist act on my part, but based on his groans of pleasure, it was working. Just as I was about to reach climax, William’s hand dropped away.
 
   It took me by surprise and I let go of him as well. For a second, I couldn’t feel him against me anymore and then he spun me around so that I was facing him. “I want to see you,” he said. In those brief seconds he had retrieved a condom and put it in place.
 
   I nodded to let him know that I was ready, more than ready, and he lifted me off the ground, pinning me to the shower wall. The walls were made of granite, and were slippery when wet. But then again, so were we. It took a second for us to find our balance but once we did, William didn’t waste any time. I cried out as he entered me, relishing the feeling of him deep inside my body. Last night we had gone slow, taking time to enjoy the feeling of our bodies working together. This morning was different.
 
   Not only were we facing a  precarious slippery situation that could ruin the moment at any second, we had also had a taste of what we were in for and now we wanted it again, as quickly as possible.
 
   William struggled to find his footing while holding me to the wall. I felt helpless until I realized there was a small ledge, about ten inches off the ground, running the length of the shower. It was likely there to keep the water from cascading onto the bathroom floor, but it served a dual purpose of being a perfect shower-sex perch. My feet found it and held firm, allowing William to concentrate on more important things than keeping me in place.
 
   We dispensed with the foreplay and titillation and concentrated only on the grand finale. We were both more urgent this time, William in his powerful thrusting and me clutching him desperately close to my body. I came first this time, letting out a startled yell of delight and William came just seconds later, moaning my name as he finished.
 
   We stood rooted in place for a long time, panting and waiting for our hearts to stop racing. I let my hands graze the hair on the back of William’s neck and I brushed it gently with the tips of my fingers. He sighed against my neck. “You were right, Livy,” he said after a few minutes had passed.
 
   “Hm? Right about what?” At that moment it was a miracle I even remembered my name, let alone what I might be right about.
 
   “This was definitely designed for sex,” he said.
 
   I laughed loudly and hugged him close. “There’s one thing you should know about me, William. I’m always right.”
 
   “I have no doubt about that,” he said, right before his lips found mine.
 
   The shower-sex took longer than I had expected. I was barely going to have enough time to grab my luggage from my room and make it to the airport in time for my flight. William tried more than once to convince me to stay longer.
 
   “You can catch a different flight,” he said for the third time as I stooped to put on my heels. I was going to have to do the walk of shame in my bridesmaid’s ensemble but I didn’t care. 
 
   “I can’t. I have to be back in time for my friend’s birthday dinner tonight.” Thomas and I had been best friends since we were fourteen and he would never forgive me if I missed his thirtieth birthday dinner. “I really do have to go.”
 
   William didn’t seem to hear me. He was busy nuzzling my neck and trying to unzip my dress. “What’s that?”
 
   “William. I’m serious.” I pushed him away. It was hard to stick to my convictions with him looking at me so sweetly. “One-night stand, remember? This ends here.”
 
   William winced. “It doesn’t have to. We both live in Chicago.”
 
   “It does have to.” I couldn’t explain it to William, but I had made a deal with myself that I was starting fresh with my life when I got home. I had a new job starting tomorrow, and I was determined to leave my past behind me, where it belonged. Including William.
 
   “I like you, Livy.  And I think you like me, too.” William’s eyes dropped from my face. “We didn’t plan for that, but I’m not going to ignore it just because it wasn’t part of the plan.”
 
   “You have to, William. Because it’s what I want.” I let myself step closer so that I could kiss him on the cheek. “I had a great night. And morning. But now it’s over. Let’s go back to our lives, and let this just be a great memory. Nothing more.”
 
   “I don’t know if I can do that.” William placed a soft hand against my cheek. “I don’t want to do that.”
 
   “I’m sorry.” I couldn’t look at him as I said it. I really was sorry. If circumstances had been different, maybe I would have said yes. But I didn’t. “I have to go.”
 
   I didn’t look back after I stepped into the elevator. I didn’t want to see William’s face because if I did, I know I would’ve changed my mind. It may have only been one night, but it had been an amazing night. I waited until I heard the elevator door click closed and then I sagged against the wall. William Connor had gotten to me, and he was going to be hard to forget.
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
   “Don’t forget, we have a company meeting in ten minutes,” my new colleague, Tara Potter, said as she was about to leave my office.
 
   “I’ll be there.”
 
   It was Friday, and I had made it through my first week at my new job with Gravity, Inc. Gravity was a crisis management firm, and I had accepted a job in their legal department. In five days, I had already helped put out three different fires for our clients.
 
   Tara tossed a wave as she walked away and my phone vibrated on my desk. I didn’t have to look at it to know it would be another text from William. He had gotten my number from Lana, and had been calling and texting me every day since the wedding. I checked the message he had sent.
 
   “Eventually you will relent and respond to me. My charms can’t be resisted forever. You’ll see.”
 
   I shook my head and closed the message without responding. I didn’t want to lead him on, and I had no intention of seeking a relationship with anyone at this point in my life. I wanted to focus on my career. I liked my new job, and I wanted to enjoy it for awhile before adding drama to my life.
 
   Once a month, Gravity’s CEO held a company meeting in the large cafeteria. All 107 employees would gather and listen to a presentation about the company’s status. Or so I had been told. This being my first week, it was also my first company meeting. I hadn’t met the CEO or any of the other executives yet. I was supposed to meet with them a couple days ago, but the CEO’s flight had been delayed so the meeting got pushed.
 
   The cafeteria was nearly full when I arrived but Tara had saved me a seat two rows from the front. “Are you nervous?” she asked.
 
   “Nervous? Why would I be nervous?”
 
   “Our CEO likes to introduce the new people. Don’t worry, it’s no big deal.”
 
   Easy for Tara to say. I was about to be pointed out in front of 100 strangers. Good thing I had at least dressed up today, and even curled my hair.
 
   Everyone around us had been talking amongst themselves but they all stopped abruptly. Apparently some unseen signal had told them the meeting was about to start. 
 
   “Have you met him yet?” Tara asked quietly.
 
   “Who? The CEO? Not yet.”
 
   Tara smiled. “You are in for a treat. Connor is awesome. Smart, funny and totally hot.”
 
   “Wait, Connor?” A lump began to build in my throat.
 
   “Yeah. William Connor. The CEO. You knew that, right?” Tara looked at me in surprise. “Everyone knows him.”
 
   My heart began to race and my hands were shaking. This couldn’t be possible. But when I turned back to the front of the room, there he was. William Connor, the star of my weekend sexcapade, was standing at the front of the room wearing a dashing gray suit and smiling enigmatically at his employees.
 
   “Welcome, everyone. It’s good to see you.” His eyes roamed the room and I sank lower in my chair, trying to hide behind the tall guy in front of me.
 
   “We have a lot to talk about today, including some amazing new clients we just signed, but let’s start with our traditional hazing.” He clicked the remote in his hand and a presentation appeared on the white wall behind him. “Let’s pick on our new employees for a bit.”
 
   Everyone laughed, including William. I felt my face flush and tried to decide if I had time to run from the room. Unfortunately, it was so crowded I wouldn’t be able to leave even if I thought I could get away with it.
 
   “We have three new people since our last meeting.” William clicked again and the slide changed to a picture of someone I recognized from my new hire meetings. “James Lewis. Where are you, James?”
 
   James raised his hand a few seats away from me. “Right here.”
 
   “Close to the front. Excellent.” William waved to somebody standing off to the side. “James, I hear you know how to play the accordion.”
 
   “I do.” James laughed nervously.
 
   “Excellent.” William waved for him to stand up. “It just so happens, we have an accordion right here. Come join me on the stage and play us something.”
 
   Everyone laughed as someone brought an accordion to William. He handed it to James, whose face was bright red, and stepped back. James adjusted the strap and began to play. The next several minutes blurred together for me. A girl named Stephanie proved that she was fluent in four languages while I continued to die a little inside.
 
   When my picture popped up on the screen, I groaned audibly.
 
   William’s tone of voice was unreadable as he announced me. “Olivia Harris?”
 
   I didn’t move. Tara raised an arm and pointed at me. “She’s right here.”
 
   “Ah, yes. There she is.” William’s voice dropped an octave. I slowly lifted myself in my seat until I could see his face. Our eyes locked and I wondered if Tara could hear my heart thumping in my chest.
 
   “Olivia. Someone told me that you have an interesting taste in music,” William said. I recognized the playful smile on his face but I had no idea where he was going with this. “Is that true?”
 
   “Maybe?” I replied, very quietly. Only the people closest to me could hear, but they all laughed.
 
   “Someone mentioned that you perform a great rendition of Led Zeppelin’s All My Love.” William was still smiling but I could tell from the flash of his eyes that he was remembering our time in the sex shower. “I also have it on good authority that you like Willy.” He paused long enough for me to remember what I had said at the wedding, and understand his double meaning. My face turned bright red and I silently cursed him. “Willie Nelson, I mean.”
 
   “Yes, that’s true,” I said quickly, hoping to move things along as quickly as possible.
 
   “I thought I might have you come up and sing a few lines,” he continued, smiling broader at the panicked look on my face. “But unfortunately, we have a lot more to discuss and we don’t have a lot of time left.”
 
   William clicked his remote and my picture was replaced by the company logo. “Anyway, welcome to our new employees. I hope you enjoy your time here, whether it be two years or twenty.”
 
   I didn’t hear anything else William said for the duration of the meeting. I’m sure he covered some important ground, but I was too busy fuming inside.
 
   I sat up quickly as William reached the end of his presentation. “Don’t forget, tonight we are having a happy hour at Clark’s Pub downstairs. Come ready to drink.”
 
   William hadn’t even finished talking when I stood up. I hurried toward the exit, which unfortunately meant I had to walk right past William. I kept my eyes away from him, but he still spotted my escape and called out to me.
 
   “Livy. I mean, Olivia. Hold up, please.”
 
   I was busted. We both knew it. I couldn’t exactly ignore my company’s CEO the first week on the job. Especially when he was speaking to me so publicly.
 
   “Yes?” I turned around slowly and bit my lip to keep from saying something I would regret.
 
   “I haven’t had a chance to meet with you yet,” William said, choosing his words carefully since the entire company could overhear us. “I have some things I would like to discuss. Do you have time now?”
 
   I wanted to say no. I wished more than anything that I had a meeting to rush off to, but I didn’t. My calendar was wide open the rest of the day, and the people in my department knew it, so I relented. “Sure.”
 
   As I followed William to his office, my anger grew. He clearly had known I was his employee well before that meeting. The question was, exactly how long had he known?
 
   He held open his office door and I marched inside with my head held high. I wasn’t going to let him see how much this bothered me. But I was going to call him out on his bullshit. I waited until he closed the door before speaking.
 
   “How could you?” I spat.
 
   William’s head snapped. “What?” It was clearly not what he had been expecting me to say.
 
   “You knew I was your employee, and you slept with me anyway. And then you made fun of me in front of the entire company. You’re a pig.” I crossed my arms over my chest to keep from punching something. Or William.
 
   “Jesus, Olivia, no. That’s not what happened.” He made to reach for me, but when he saw the fury in my eyes, he thought better of it. “I didn’t know. Not then.”
 
   “Then when? When did you find out?” I wasn’t sure I believed him, but I began to soften just a little.
 
   “This morning. I swear.” William held out his hands helplessly. “I knew I had a new employee named Olivia Harris, but I had no idea it was you until my assistant sent me the presentation with your picture in it.”
 
   “I find that highly unlikely. You knew my name long before today.”
 
   William shook his head. “No. Lana told me your name was Livy. You introduced yourself as Livy. You never told me your last name, and I never asked. It was just supposed to be one night, remember? Just a memory?”
 
   Now he was using my words against me and it infuriated me all over again. “Do you have to be such an ass? Is that a requirement to being the CEO of your own company?”
 
   His eyes flashed at my name calling. “It’s pretty bold of you to call your boss an ass your fifth day on the job.”
 
   “It’s pretty bold of you to screw your employee. Twice.” I wasn’t about to back down. “Did you have to humiliate me like that out there? Didn’t you already get what you wanted?”
 
   William’s face fell. “I am sorry about that, Livy. I wasn’t trying to throw it in your face. I thought you would find it funny.”
 
   “Funny? That’s what you thought? You caught me completely off guard out there, William. It was bad enough I had just found out I slept with my boss, but then you basically told everyone in the company. Maybe they didn’t understand the joke, but I did. I was mortified.” I really wanted to continue being mad but being with William again was distracting on so many levels.
 
   “I never meant to do that. I thought you had found out, and that’s why you ignored my calls and emails. I just assumed once you started working here you must have learned who I was.” What William said made sense. I should’ve known who the CEO of Gravity was even before I started, but if not then, definitely on the first day. It was practically a miracle that it had taken so long for me to find out.
 
   “That doesn’t make this okay,” I said, but my arms dropped to my side. William could tell he had a way in and he took it. He took three steps toward me and I didn’t back away.
 
   “You have no idea how good it is to see you again,” he said. He reached for me again, and I almost let him succeed at his attempt. At the last second, I stepped away.
 
   “No, William. We can’t do this.” I stepped around him, keeping a wide berth. “You’re my boss.”
 
   “We were lovers first,” he reminded me. “Doesn’t that change things?”
 
   “Maybe it does,” I confessed. “But we still can’t do this.”
 
   He wanted to protest, to debate it more, but I didn’t let him. I yanked open the door quickly to cut off any further discussion on the topic.
 
   I didn’t get much done the rest of the day. Fortunately, because I was so new, I didn’t have a lot on my plate yet. I was relieved when Tara stopped by and interrupted my thoughts but then she mentioned the happy hour.
 
   “You’re going tonight, right?” she said.
 
   I didn’t want to go. I didn’t want to see William again. But I knew that even though it was an optional activity, I was expected to make an appearance. “For a little while,” I said reluctantly.
 
   So at 5:00 sharp, Tara and I headed down to Clark’s Pub. William was nowhere to be seen and I began to hope that he might not show up. After an hour passed, I finally began to relax. A few drinks and another hour later, I was actually enjoying myself. And then I saw him.
 
   William was standing near the bar, talking to one of the female attorneys from my department. She was laughing at something he said, and her hand grazed his arm. I was over twenty feet away but I could still recognize the flirtation behind her touch. She was pretty, but William didn’t seem very interested. He was looking around the room, searching for someone. I had a pretty strong feeling that he was looking for me.
 
   “Excuse me,” I said to the group around me. “I need to use the ladies’ room.”
 
   I took a guess that the restrooms would be at the back of the bar, but I must’ve made a wrong turn. Somehow I ended up outside, on a small fire escape.
 
   “Shit,” I said, hoping the door hadn’t locked behind me.
 
   I reached for the handle but it was jerked out from under my hand. Before I could react in any way, William stepped onto the fire escape and grabbed me.
 
   “William-” I tried to protest but his lips stopped me. He pressed them against mine with longing desire. I gave into him, parting my lips so that his tongue could enter. He tasted like scotch, and I wondered briefly if he was drunk.
 
   His hands skimmed my body, all the way down to the hem of my dress. He slipped his hands underneath the fabric and lifted my leg so that he could follow its curve up my thigh. “I’ve missed you,” he said, after pulling away slightly so that he could look into my eyes.
 
   “We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said. My mouth was saying one thing, but my body was saying another. I wanted William. He knew it, and I knew it. My body was already throbbing with anticipation. With a very great effort, I pushed him away.
 
   “What do you want from me? Whatever you want, I’ll do it.” William sounded desperate and confused. I knew that I wasn’t handling things right. I needed to be firm.
 
   “As long as I’m working for you, I can’t be with you,” I said, wishing that my voice would stop shaking.
 
   William took my hand and threaded his fingers through mine. “I could fire you,” he said with a soft smile that let me know he was only kidding.
 
   “You could.” I lifted our entwined hands and kissed his knuckles. “But that probably wouldn’t bode well for us having any kind of relationship afterward.”
 
   “Probably not,” he admitted. “You could quit.”
 
   “Do you want me to quit?” Not that I was willing to do so. I liked my new job a lot, and I wasn’t willing to quit a job simply because of a guy.
 
   “No. Don’t quit.” He sighed in defeat. “I think we’re out of options.”
 
   “Yeah.” Yet somehow my body was closing in on his again. “I should go back inside.”
 
   “Just stay a few more minutes,” William said. He pulled me to him and put both arms around me. “We could be together just one more time, then put this behind us.”
 
   “I don’t think that’s a very good idea, William.” We both knew that one more time was likely to lead to two, then three, and so forth. Self-control was not our strong point around each other. “I’m going back inside. You should wait a few minutes before following me so we don’t draw suspicion.”
 
   Walking away from William was almost impossible, but somehow I managed. My legs shook as I walked back to the table where I had left my coat.
 
   “Are you leaving already?” Tara asked.
 
   “Yeah. I’m not feeling so good.” I spotted William returning to the bar but he didn’t look in my direction. “I’m going to make it an early night. I’ll see you on Monday.”
 
   “Have a good weekend,” Tara said. “Oh! Don’t forget the holiday party is next week. You should probably line up a date.”
 
   I had completely forgotten about the holiday party. There was no way I could go to that if William would be there. We couldn’t be in the same room together and especially not when we would both be dressed up with unlimited booze floating around. It would be way too similar to the circumstances that had put us together in the first place. In the past twenty-four hours my life had gotten very complicated. So much for leaving the past in the past.
 
   

 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
   I spent the following week at work trying to avoid William as much as possible. We had a few meetings together, but always with other people in the room. It wasn’t until Thursday that I found myself alone with him in my office. He had stopped by spontaneously to discuss a situation with one of Gravity’s newest clients.
 
   “Legally, we aren’t allowed to do that,” I told him, after he sarcastically suggested we destroy evidence of a Senator’s affair. “He was doing this using his government email.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah. I know.” William was leaned back in the chair across from my desk, looking a little too comfortable for my liking. It was already after seven, and I was pretty sure everyone else had gone home for the day.
 
   “Surely this is something we can discuss in the morning,” I said, not being at all subtle. 
 
   William ignored the hint. He sat forward abruptly. “Why do you hate this guy so much?”
 
   “Senator Wilkinson? Oh, how about because he was having an affair with his 22 year old intern for starters. Did you want me to continue?”
 
   “He’s a creep, sure. But I think something else is bothering you.” William stood up and placed his hands on my desk, leaning forward. “What is it?”
 
   I really didn’t want to go down this road with William. Not tonight. “You read his file. You should know exactly why I don’t like our client.”
 
   “I know why I don’t like him. I want to know why you don’t like him.” William didn’t seem ready to back down anytime soon.
 
   “He hits his wife.” I closed the file on my desk and stood up. “He’s a wife beater. And a cheater.”
 
   William flinched, and straightened his posture abruptly. My words had rattled him. “There’s nothing in his file about him being abusive.”
 
   “It’s not spelled out in his file. But that doesn’t make it any less true.” I explained to William that I had done my own research once we had agreed to take Senator Wilkinson on as our client. The medical records for his wife had been plentiful, and completely consistent with having an abusive husband.
 
   “You’re sure about this?” William’s jaw clenched and unclenched fitfully.
 
   “I’m sure.”
 
   “Why are you so sure?” William held up a hand to stop the bitter tirade I was about to unleash. “Look, I believe you. But if he is an abusive prick, there’s no way we are keeping him as a client. I won’t represent someone like that. So when I tear up our agreement, I need to know we’re right about this.”
 
   I took a deep breath, wondering if what I was about to confess to William would be better left unsaid. People looked at you differently when you told them you had been on the receiving end of a Senator Wilkinson. “You know I had a shitty ex-boyfriend. Paul? Lana told you that, right?”
 
   William nodded stiffly, as if he could sense what I was about to say.
 
   “We were together four years. I never saw it coming. You think there will be signs, you know? I always did anyway. I would hear these stories about women in these horrible relationships and I would think, you had to know he was like that. People don’t just change suddenly. But I was wrong. Sometimes they do change. Paul had never been violent. Never. But then one day, he got pissed and he beat the shit out of me. I left him immediately, but I couldn’t move on.” It had taken me six months to be able to walk down the street without looking over my shoulder. I stepped around the desk and moved closer to William, wanting him to feel what I felt.
 
   “I started seeing this counselor. It helped. Just talking about it helped. And she recommended that I begin volunteering at this shelter for women and kids that are escaping abusive relationships. I’ve been helping out there on weekends ever since, so I know what a battered wife looks like. I know how they act, and how they try to hide it. I’ve watched footage of the Senator’s wife and I’ve seen her medical files. He beats the shit out of her. And apparently he also cheats on her. So yeah, I hate him.”
 
   I had never seen anger like I saw in William’s eyes right then. “I’ll kill him.”
 
   “The Senator?”
 
   “Paul. If I ever see him, if he ever comes around you again, I will kill him.” William’s hands were clenched into tight fists.
 
   I had promised myself I would stay away from William. We would work together, and that would be it. Nothing else. But we were both worked up now, and I didn’t want to see that anger in William’s eyes anymore. I let my hands rest on his fists until he relaxed them, and then I slipped my hands inside. “Don’t say that, William. Don’t be like him. You’re a better man than him.”
 
   William pulled his hands away. “I’m wouldn’t be too sure of that. You barely know me, Livy.”
 
   “I know you well enough.” But the words rang false even to my ears. I had known William less than two weeks. I had known Paul for four years and had still missed such a huge part of his character. Maybe William really wasn’t the man I thought he was. But some part of me just couldn’t believe that could be true. I wanted to believe in William because I needed to be able to trust someone again. That’s when I finally admitted to myself that I needed William.
 
   “We can finish this in the morning,” William said. He opened the door to my office. “You should go home. It’s late.”
 
   “Yeah.” I couldn’t move. I could barely speak. I had finally admitted to myself that I wanted to be with William, and he was finally letting me go.
 
   “Will you be attending the holiday party tomorrow night?” William asked, very formally.
 
   “I’ll be there.” The words came out strained.
 
   “Good.” William nodded. “I will see you tomorrow.”
 
   As hard as it was to sit in the same room with William the next day, it was even more impossible for me to imagine not seeing him at all. William Connor had gotten under my skin.
 
   He looked strong and confident when he told Senator Wilkinson that, sadly, Gravity, Inc. would not be able to help him with his current situation. The other members of Gravity’s executive board were not happy with the decision and made their feelings known the minute the Senator was gone. In addition to paying well, Senator Wilkinson’s name was likely to draw a lot of attention to the company. They didn’t care that Wilkinson was a philanderer; it was par for the course in this line of work. William hadn’t told them what I had said the night before about the Senator’s wife. He was keeping that information between us.
 
   “Steve, I get that you are mad. But this is my company. My decision is the final decision.” William didn’t raise his voice or pound his fists on the conference room table. He had a way of exerting the power of his position without making other people feel small. “You’ll just have to trust me on this one.”
 
   “This is a big mistake,” Steve Anderson, the Chief Operating Officer, said one last time. “But it’s your call.”
 
   “Cheer up, Steve,” William said. “I’ll buy you a drink tonight at the party.”
 
   Steve smiled reluctantly. “You’ll be buying all the drinks tonight, Connor.”
 
   As the others left the room, I hung back. “William?”
 
   He looked up at me with tired eyes. His decision today had been more taxing than he let on. “Yeah, Livy?”
 
   “Last night you said I barely know you. That I couldn’t know you were a better man than Paul.” I looked directly into his eyes. “You were wrong. What you did today, turning down Wilkinson, that’s my proof. The way you treat your employees, that’s my proof, too. You’re a good man, William Connor. Accept it.”
 
   He smiled sadly. “Thank you, Olivia Harris.”
 
   “Anytime.” I turned to leave but William stopped me.
 
   “About tonight…” He thought twice about what he was about to say. “See you at the party?”
 
   “Absolutely.”
 
   Changing into my party dress in the bathroom stall was a bigger challenge than I anticipated. Keeping my feet from touching the sketchy floor was a lot of work and I nearly stepped into the toilet bowl two separate times. So it was surprising that I somehow managed to look presentable when I surveyed the results in the mirror.
 
   “Good enough,” I said, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear.
 
   “Downright gorgeous, I’d say,” Tara disagreed. She wagged a finger at me. “You are so getting laid tonight.”
 
   “Ha! I don’t even have a date tonight.” In typical fashion, I had forgotten to remind Thomas that he was supposed to be my date for the party. He had made other plans, and now I would be attending the party solo.
 
   “I’m sure that won’t be a problem.” Tara nudged me with her elbow. “You could always go after Connor.”
 
   I choked out a laugh and walked away before she could see the flush spreading across my cheeks.
 
   One thing about William couldn’t be denied- the man knew how to throw a party. He had rented out an entire club for the company holiday party. Tara and I checked our coats at the door and headed directly to the first bar we could find. We had worked late and missed the dinner, so we had a lot of catching up to do. I made a complete lap of the first floor, introducing myself to both co-workers and significant others. I was still new enough that I didn’t know at least 70% of the people at the party. After I lost Tara in the crowd and was on my own, I began to feel out of place. With a few hours of drinking under their belts, many people were already drunk, and some of them were bordering on inappropriateness.
 
   I was relieved when I found the stairs leading to the second floor. The music started playing just as I began to ascend the stairs. I had a feeling I was leaving at the perfect time. The second floor was much quieter, and only a few people lingered about. I headed for the back, where I would be able to watch what was happening on the floor below.
 
   “Hiding?”
 
   I jumped as someone stepped out of the shadows. “Shit, William. You scared the crap out of me.”
 
   “Sorry,” he said, but I was close enough to him now that I could see his smile.
 
   “This is your party. Shouldn’t you be downstairs mingling with the minions?” I hadn’t meant to sound judgmental but it came out that way. I stepped closer to the railing so I could observe what was happening below us.
 
   William shrugged and moved next to me. “In my experience, people tend to have more fun when their boss isn’t sneaking up on them.”
 
   I knew that he was probably right. William was probably the best boss most of these people had ever had, but he was still their boss and that meant they would act differently around him. “This isn’t such a bad place to be,” I commented, pointing out the great overhead view we had.
 
   “I would have to concur,” William said, but he wasn’t looking at the view. “In fact, if it was up to me, this is exactly how I would spend the entire evening.”
 
   “Hiding in the shadows?” I teased, nudging his arm.
 
   “No. Alone with you.”
 
   Very slowly, William reached over and took my hand. The shadows upstairs were dark enough that no one would be able to see unless they were within a few feet of us. I squeezed his hand and leaned into him slightly.
 
   “I miss you, William,” I said, betraying my feelings for him for the first time.
 
   “I’m right here, Livy.”
 
   It did seem strange that I had seen him every day in the past week and yet somehow I still missed him. “It’s not enough.”
 
   “It’s not,” he agreed. “Nothing has changed, though. I’m still your boss.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “That was never my issue. You are the one that couldn’t handle it.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   William’s thumb traced a slow circle over my hand. “I want you, Livy. I’ve never tried to hide that from you.”
 
   “I want you, too, William. I think,” I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I think I need you, as well.”
 
   Now it was William’s turn to let out a deep breath. “Are you sure about this?”
 
   “No. But let’s do it anyway.” I smiled up at William, and when I saw his perfect lips curl up into the familiar playful smile, I wanted to have him right there.
 
   “There’s something I need to take care of first,” he said. “Will you follow me?”
 
   “Anywhere.” William squeezed my hand one last time and then let go. We were headed out into enemy territory.
 
   I followed him downstairs and to the edge of the stage. He jumped smoothly onto the stage and grabbed the microphone from the D.J.
 
   “Hey, everyone.” His voice boomed through the speakers and the music stopped. Everyone in attendance was staring expectantly at William.
 
   “I hope everyone is having a nice time. I just wanted to thank everyone for their hard work this year. Gravity’s success is completely a reflection of the people who work here, so you should all be very proud. As a thank you, everyone will be getting their bonus checks on Monday. Spend it wisely.” William paused while everyone laughed. “This party is supposed to wrap up in twenty minutes, but I took the liberty of asking management to extend it for two more hours, in case any of you aren’t interested in going home yet.”
 
   The crowd cheered loudly, but my heart sank. I really didn’t want to stick around the party for two more hours.
 
   “Have a great time. Happy holidays.” William tossed the microphone to the D.J. and jumped down from the stage.
 
   “Two more hours?” I asked, yelling over the music that had resumed its thumping rhythm.
 
   “Meet me out front in ten minutes,” he said, sliding me a wink before disappearing into the crowd.
 
   It took fifteen minutes for the coat check girl to find my coat and I hoped William hadn’t given up on me. When I stepped outside, he was nowhere to be found.
 
   “Livy.” I turned at the sound of my name. William was waiting for me on the corner, holding open the door to a cab. I looked around quickly to make sure no one from Gravity was around. 
 
   “You’re sure about this?” I asked him.
 
   He kissed me quickly. “Let’s go.”
 
   “Hey, that’s my line.”
 
   When we got closer to William’s place, he began to fidget anxiously. I hoped he wasn’t having second thoughts.
 
   “Calm down, jumpy,” I said, putting a hand on his shaking leg.
 
   “You touching me really isn’t going to help the situation,” he said with a wry smile. I slid my hand further up his leg and he laughed. Three minutes later, we were in front of his place. I climbed out of the cab and stared in awe.
 
   “This is your place?” I tilted my head back to take in the full view. “Which floor?”
 
   William finished paying the fare and then took my arm. “All of it.”
 
   “All of it? You own all three floors?” I was dumbfounded. Given the cost of housing in Chicago, it had probably cost over five million dollars for this piece of real estate.
 
   “What can I say, I don’t like living close to strangers.” William opened the door to his house and stepped back to let me in. 
 
   I walked carefully over the hardwood floors and wondered if I should take off my shoes. My heels made a loud clanking noise as I walked. William locked the door behind us and watched my hesitant steps into the living room.
 
   “Why are you walking like a chicken?” he asked.
 
   “I don’t know. This place scares me.” 
 
   “My home scares you?” William placed a hand over his heart, feigning offense. He looked utterly adorable. 
 
   “You are so rich,” I said, with a laugh. “I keep forgetting that. But this place makes it hard to forget.”
 
   William shrugged. “I have money, yes. But it’s not who I am.”
 
   “I know that.” I took off my coat and tossed it on the floor. “There. It’s less scary now.”
 
   William took off his own coat and threw it down next to mine. “Better?”
 
   “Yep. Not scared at all anymore.” I nuzzled up to him and kissed his chin. “How many bedrooms does this place have?”
 
   “Six.”
 
   “Yikes.”
 
   “Why yikes?” William put his arms around me. “Are you scared again?”
 
   “Nope. Not scared. Curious.” I began untying his tie.
 
   “What are you curious about, Miss Harris?”
 
   “I’m curious how I’m going to decide which one of those beds to violate you in, Mr. Connor.” I used the tie to pull his head down to mine and kissed his lips softly.
 
   “Why limit it to just one bed?” he said, and then quite smoothly picked me up and tossed me over his shoulder. “Let’s start with the closest one, hm?”
 
   “Sounds like a plan.” At this vantage point, I had a wonderful view of William’s rear end. “Faster, please.”
 
   The bed in the first room was deliciously soft, I discovered when William placed me on it. He reached into his pocket and tossed a condom next to me and then he wasted no time getting undressed. When he climbed on top of me, his eyes were burning with desire. I could get lost in those eyes.
 
   His hands went under my dress and up my thigh, searching for the panties he was dying to remove from my body. At first his face registered confusion when his hands found nothing but bare skin, but then he saw the smile on my face.
 
   “You planned for this?” he shook his head. “You knew you were going to seduce me.”
 
   “I hoped for it.” I kissed him long and hard. “Just in case I was able to seduce the amazing William Connor, I wanted to make sure he had easy access.”
 
   “Well played.” William shifted his position over me. “I take it this isn’t your first time being a temptress.”
 
   “Don’t play innocent. You’re the one that had a condom at the ready.” I closed my hand around it and held it up. “Not that I’m complaining.”
 
   “Of course not.” As William worked to get the condom in place, I sat up. He looked at me in alarm. “What’s wrong?”
 
   “It just occurred to me.” I moved quickly out from under him. “It’s my turn to be in charge.”
 
   William laughed and let me push him back on the bed. I lifted my dress up and over my head and threw it across the room. I straddled him, letting his hardness meet my softness and then pulling away. I did this several times, teasing William until he finally growled, “You are evil.”
 
   I finally steered him into me and he let out a pleasured moan. As I lowered myself on him, my body vibrated with delight. I leaned over his body, my breasts full and tempting. William lifted his head and his lips moved over my breast, his tongue flicking over my nipple. I gasped and began to rock slowly on top of him. As our bodies got used to the rhythm, our pace picked up. We moved in unison and at one point, William sat up. I shifted over him and wrapped my legs around him. The shift of his body inside me, and mine on top of him, reached new areas of pleasure and my body shook as the orgasm ripped through me. William was right there with me, his body tightening against me as he reached his own completion.
 
   Our bodies were still pressed together, our breathing irregular and labored, when William said, “I would like to say that I enjoy it thoroughly when you are in charge.”
 
   “Then you might consider giving me a promotion at work, boss,” I replied. Our bodies shook together as we laughed. William fell back on the bed, the picture of exhaustion.
 
   “No you don’t,” I said, tugging him up.
 
   “You wore me out,” he complained.
 
   “You promised me six beds. This is only the first.”
 
   William kissed me hard and said, “That better be a promise. I intend to hold you to that.”
 
   “You don’t have any plans this weekend, do you?” I rubbed my hands over his chest.
 
   “I’m all yours,” he said, and I knew that he was. “But that means you’ll have to stay longer than one night.”
 
   Looking into his eyes, I answered confidently, “I’m okay with that.”
 
    
 
   TO BE CONTINUED…
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