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   Chapter 1


  

  



  My head hurts!


  I hear muffled voices and beeping machines around me, but what really catches my attention is the distinct sound of Alex yelling and barking orders at people. He sounds furious which is odd because Alex does not normally lose his cool. He gets mad often, but he always stays in control. I can tell by how strained his voice is, as he continues yelling at someone, telling them they need to do their job better that he is not in control. It sets my body on alarm.


  Why is he so upset?


  My eyes try to flutter open, but I quickly close them against the assaulting bright lights. Everything hurts. I hear a door slam and fear grips me. I have to see what is going on and why Alex is upset. Alex needs me.


  My body aches like no other but hearing more muffled voices around me and consistent curses spilling from Alex's lips, gives me the courage I need to pry open my eyes and find out what is going on. I blink a few times while taking in my surroundings. I first notice the dripping IV bag attached to my arm, the strong smell of antiseptic, and finally the machines lit up on each side of my bed. I am in a hospital.


  I rack my brain retracing my last events. A wave of nausea overwhelms me, as the memories from the club and my attacker come flooding back. My throat is dry and my lips feel cracked and rough as I run my tongue across them. I glance to my right and there in all his beautiful disheveled glory is my Alex huddled together with Jane and Jax talking to a man in a white coat. When did Alex and Jax arrive in Florida?


  I try and speak but it comes out more like a squeak. "Alex, How long have I been here?"


  Everyone turns and stares at me wide eyed before rushing over and gathering around my bed. The worry evident on Alex's features scares me. He looks like he hasn't slept in days. His clothes are wrinkled, and he has more than a day old stubble shadowing his face. The fatherly type man in the white coat who is obviously a doctor does a good job of pushing everyone out of his way as he comes to stand beside me to begin checking all the monitors around me.


  "Hello, Ms. Grayson. I am Dr. Richards. How are you feeling?" He asks while shining a tiny a small light in my eyes. Enough with all the lights!


  "My throat hurts," I croak pulling my hand up and rubbing it. "Can I have some water?"


  "Yes, of course," he says lifting a blue picture of cool water on a table beside my bed and pouring it into a small plastic cup and adding a bendy straw. He tries handing it to me, but Alex grabs it out of his hands and proceeds to hold it up to my lips while I take small sips. The cool water feels amazing on my throat.


  "Drink slowly," the doctor warns. "A sore throat is to be expected and should improve within a day or two. We had to pump your stomach and you took quite a hit to the head young lady. Do you remember what happened?"


  I nervously nod my head yes not wanting to try and talk again, unless needed. I try and push myself up into a sitting position and wince at the pain invading my body and head once again. I feel like I went a few rounds with a prize fighter and lost every single round. If I feel this bad, I hate to even think about how I must look.


  "Don't move. You shouldn't try sitting up yet," Alex growls through clenched teeth as he pushes back on my shoulders keeping me immobile. His voice sounds angry but his eyes are clouded with concern. He pushes a button on the side of my bed, which moves my back upright, allowing me a chance to look at everyone easier and get into a more comfortable position without exerting myself.


  The doctor begins a rundown of my ailments. "You had a quite a significant concussion which gave us some worry. Your brain had some swelling, but it has gone down significantly. You were also drugged which was why we had to pump your stomach. If you notice your right ankle is wrapped up to protect it since it has a slight sprain. We can give you some crutches to use until it feels better. I must say you are one lucky young lady and I have no doubt that you will heal completely in no time," the doctor says while noting something in my charts.


  I stare at him in disbelief with thousands of questions rolling through my head. I start with the most obvious one. "How long have I been here?"


  The doctor gives me a half smile and says," You have been unconscious for two days. It is not at all uncommon," he says noticing my wide eyes. "Your brain needed time to heal."


  I glance back over to Alex who is holding my hand and keeps squeezing the life out of it everything the doctor speaks. I cannot even imagine what he and my friends have been going through. Alex must have been out of his mind with worry. I give him a small smile trying to ease his mood and let him see that I am ok.


  "Did they catch the man who did this to me?" I ask hesitantly. The memories of having his hands on me and not being able to get away, sends a sickly feeling over my body. Alex climbs in bed next to me and pulls me against his chest. I notice him flicker an odd glance towards Jane, but before I have a chance to question it he is already speaking.


  "The police need to speak with you baby," Alex says softly. "When Jane and Antonio realized you were gone they went searching for you and heard you screaming. By the time they made it to the back room your attacker, was already gone and they found you on the floor barely breathing. Jane called the paramedics and Antonio went in search of your attacker but he was long gone. We are not yet sure who he is."


  I can feel the tears falling down my face, but they aren't for me and what I went through. They are for my Alex and the fear shining in his eyes. I have never seen him look so helpless before and it is all because of me. "I never saw his face," I whisper. "I am not sure how much help I am going to be."


  "Did Travis do this to you? Are you protecting that fucker because if he had anything to do with this I will find out Jessica." He asks with such force and venom that I wince.


  I am shaking my head no before the words ever leave my lips. "No. No, Alex there is no way Travis did this. Travis is many things, but he would never try and hurt me this way. Besides, the man was much heavier than Travis and I heard his voice. I know for a fact it was not him."


  Alex drops it but I can tell he does not completely agree with me. I don't bring up the fact that he actually thinks I would protect Travis because we are in front of others. What the hell is going through that gorgeous head of his? The doctor speaks again bringing me out of my own thoughts and asks me if I would be up to speaking with the police yet.


  "Yes, that is fine." As the doctor is leaving, I call out to him before he can reach the door, remembering the other important question I wanted to ask him." When can I go home?"


  He turns and smiles saying, "We will need to run a few more tests and as long as those come back normal then we should be able to have you out of here within two days." I groan wishing it was sooner and he just laughs and walks out the door.



  As the door closes behind him Jane and Jax who have been uncharacteristically silent this whole time finally come to life and give me a big hug telling me that they are glad that I am safe and not to ever scare them like that again. As if I had a choice in the matter.


  "Jax, thank you for coming but you really did not have to fly all the way here to check on me. I am sorry if I messed up any of your plans."


  "Seriously, baby doll how could you even think that I would stay behind, hours away, while you are hurt in the hospital?" He scowls at me for a moment before a huge smile breaks out across his handsome face. "Alex let me tag along with him on his jet and it was amazing. I am ruined and will never be able to enjoy coach seating ever again. "


  I turn and stare at Alex shocked not only by the fact that he was considerate enough to bring Jax with him but, that he has his own jet. He just smirks back at me. His wealth overwhelms me at times. Why the hell would he need his own jet? He has not traveled once since the day I met him. Men and their need to own extravagant toys.


  "Jane, would you mind finding me a brush and some chap stick? Just because I feel like hell does not mean I want to look like it." I glance down at my ugly hospital gown, realizing it will take more than some lipgloss and a brush to make me look anywhere near presentable.


  She goes and searches in her overly large bag, bringing back all the necessaries I need, while proceeding to sit down beside me and give me a hand. She is being so quiet that she is beginning to worry me. I don't ever remember a time when she has said so few words.


  While Jax and Alex talk at the end of my bed I ask her softly," What is wrong?"


  "Nothing." She is a horrible liar.


  "You can't lie to me. I know you too well Jane. What is going on?"


  Her voice cracks when she says," I am so sorry Jess. I should never have left you and given that idiot a chance to get his hands on you. I am a horrible friend. I wouldn't blame me if you hated me forever."


  I turn around and my heart breaks seeing the unshed tears pooled in her eyes. How could she think this is her fault? "Jane you cannot blame yourself for this. I don't know why the guy attacked me or wanted to hurt me but even if you had been beside me it does not mean that he would have stopped. Please don't beat yourself up for something you had no control over," I plead.


  "I'll try," she says between sniffles. Her eyes dart to Alex as she whispers," Your man went ape shit on everyone when he found out you were hurt." I look at her with a raised eyebrow and she continues. "When the fight was brought under control and we realized you were gone, Antonio and I both went searching for you. When we got down to the main dance floor we heard you screaming towards the back near bathrooms and we tore down the hall trying to reach you in time. You were alone when we found you, but you were already unconscious. I called 911 and while I waited for them to arrive, I called and told Alex him what had happened."


  She takes a long breath and I can see more tears gathering in her eyes. I nudge her needing her to continue. "He was beside himself. I mean he literally lost it on the phone when I told him about your condition. He hung up on me and called Antonio and the next thing I know Derrick is beside me and the paramedics have arrived and began working on you. I was so scared Jess. You looked pale and for the first time since I was a little girl, I prayed. I prayed that you would make it through this and be safe."


  I cover my hands over her own knowing I would feel the same way if anything like that ever happened to her. We have been each other's rock for so long. Wiping away tears she rolls her eyes and says," Alex almost got kicked out of the hospital when he first got here. He contacted Jax for me and they took Alex's jet and managed to arrive here three hours after you were admitted. He came in here barking orders and threatening everyone. It took a handful of people to calm him down. He might be an overbearing ass at times, but I saw firsthand how much he cares for you."


  "I know he does," I say quietly looking over at Alex and wish I had the nerve to tell him how I really feel. Maybe when we get back home I will finally bite the bullet and just say it. Maybe


  A soft knock on the door brings all of our heads around, as two police officers enter the room. Alex moves to my side protectively as they stroll in showing their badges while introducing themselves as Detective Burns and Harris. Detective Harris, the shorter of the two, cuts straight through pleasantries and the polite bullshit and starts right into asking all the hard questions.


  "What do you remember before you were attacked Ms. Grayson?"


  Closing my eyes, I ignore the pounding in my head and think back to before I left our VIP Section. "I remember dancing to the loud music with Jane and ordering drinks from our waitress. I had started to feel sick and disoriented so I sat down for a while. A fight broke out and Antonio moved us around while he was trying to help break it. I felt really ill so I ran to the bathroom needing to throw up." I never stop talking even when I can feel Alex tensing beside me. His eyes are hard and cold as I retell all the details of what happened. I can't imagine what he is going through.


  The detective interrupts my thoughts asking me what I had been drinking. I glance at Jane trying to remember the name of what we had that night and she responds for me," Watermelon Cosmopolitans. We had our own bar and waitress in the VIP section. I drank the same thing as Jane." He makes some notes in his binder before looking back at us.


  "What happened after you ran off Ms. Grayson? Please try and remember any small detail you can no matter how insignificant it may seem."


  "I ran down a long hallway thinking the bathroom was down it. It was hard to figure out what door was what because I was dizzy and my stomach hurt really bad, making it hard for me to walk. Sometime during that time a man came up and grabbed me by my hair. He dragged me down to the end of the hall and into another room. He was cursing at me and calling me names. I tried to get away but he was much stronger than I was." Regret tugs at my stomach thinking of all the things I could have done differently. The what ifs are endless.


  "Do you remember any significant clothing he was wearing or a certain smell you could associate with him? Anything to give us a clue as to who we are looking for?


  Fear knots in my stomach as the realization that whoever hurt me is still out there free to do whatever he wants. He could be standing beside me on the street and I would never know it was him. How do you protect yourself against that?


  "Besides his large body stature, not really. I remember getting one good hit on him somewhere near his chest area, but I doubt it was enough to cause any damage. If I heard his voice again I would definitely remember it. He had a deep raspy voice. The kind a person gets when they have smoked too many cigarettes in their life," I murmur wiping at the tears streaming down my cheeks.


  Alex grips my hand reassuringly and reaches for a tissue beside my bed. I smile at him sweetly as he begins wiping my face. "I hate seeing you go through this baby. I don't want you to overexert yourself. Do you feel strong enough to continue?"


  I nod yes dropping a kiss on the palm of his hand before turning back to the officers. Jane moves to the reception area outside my room to answer some of questions that Detective Harris has for her while the other taller quieter Detective called Burns takes over questioning me.


  "Do you know of anyone that would want to harm you or Mr. Harlow?" He asks gruffly.


  I shoot a look at Alex realizing that Burns thinks this could be Alex's fault. Alex's eyes have gone completely hard but the change in his posture makes me realize he too is afraid of the same thing. Does he know something I don't? All of a sudden his need to security over me seems a bit off. I never questioned it before now.


  "No one has ever threatened me. I don't know of anyone that has a large enough problem with me that they would consider hurting me in this manner," I say shaking my head. I am nobody. Why would anyone go after me? "I cannot answer for Alex. He will have to answer the rest of that question himself." I give Alex a knowing look, eager to hear his answer as much as the detective is.


  "I get the normal death threats as most people with a certain sizable wealth do, but nothing serious and nothing that has ever been aimed at Jess." He turns his head refusing to meet my eyes and adds," I would appreciate it if you would look into her ex-fiancé Travis Younger. He was harassing her not long ago at a club we were at. He might be someone of interest."


  I know he can feel the daggers I am shooting his way, but he refuses to acknowledge my icy stare. I cannot believe he is bringing Travis into this again. I quickly tell the detective that I don't believe it is Travis and my reasons why, but he says he will check into him nonetheless.


  With my headache gaining momentum, the detectives finish their questions and thank us for our time saying they will be in touch. Alex walks them out which is way of getting them alone so he can speak to them without my hearing. I have this horrible feeling there is a lot that I am being kept in the dark about.


  With him out of the room, Jane and Jax each pull up a chair beside my bed and turn on the TV in search for something we can all watch and enjoy together. Surprisingly my room actually has decent cable and after much debate and arguing, we agree on You've Got Mail. I have seen this move over a dozen times and never get tired of it. I still get teary eyed at the end when Tom Hanks and Meg Ryan find each other amongst the flowers. I wish real life worked out that easily.


  Sometime around the middle of the movie I must have fallen asleep. I wake with a start not remembering where I am until I look down and see Alex lying next to me in the bed with his arms wrapped around me protectively. For once, he looks peaceful and less troubled as he sleeps. I lightly brush my fingers on the outline of his face memorizing every line and indention. He is so handsome it is hard to believe he is all mine. Well, technically at least. When the time is right, we need to discuss Lexy.


  Chasing the negative thoughts out of my head, I carefully remove his arm from around mine and climb out of bed. The cool tile beneath my feet pulls a small yelp out of my mouth as I tip toe to the bathroom.


  As I am finish up and wash my hands I hear Alex frantically calling out my name from the other room. His voice is strained and loud as I make my way back into my room. I find him in a state of panic with sweat running down his face, while he looks around searching for me and yelling out my name.


  "Alex, baby I am right here," I call out while running to him so he can see that I am fine. I have never seen him so unraveled and scared before. My poor beautiful man.


  He grabs at me, enveloping me in a tight embrace. I stand motionless not sure what to say while he breathes hard into my neck. I try and pull away so I can look into his face but he won't allow me to separate from him.


  "Alex you are scaring me. Are you ok?"


  He does not say anything right away but continues to hold me. After several minutes his body visibly relaxes and he murmurs," Sorry love. I am fine. I woke and you were gone and I was afraid something happened to you." He pulls me back and kisses me softly. The frown lines are gone from his face but I can tell he is still a bit rattled. "Let's get you back in bed."


  I allow him to tuck me back in and sigh as he lies behind me pulling me against his chest and entwining his fingers with mine. "I am sorry I scared you Alex," I whisper softly." I turn my face around and allow myself to get lost in his emerald eyes. I want to tell him I love him. After the attack I realize how easily life can be taken from you in a moment and no matter what happens from this day on, I want him to know how I feel.


  "Alex," I say hesitantly willing the words to come. "I want to tell..."


  Alex places his finger over my lips stopping me from speaking. "Hush, my love, you need sleep. Your body has been through a lot and needs to rest. Whatever you need to say it can wait until tomorrow."


  I nod and turn back around, snuggling closer against him and realizing I am the biggest chicken. I resolve that no matter what, I will tell him tomorrow. I fall fast asleep promising that tomorrow I will confess my feelings and hope to hell he feels the same.


   Chapter 2


  

  



  I do a silent happy dance at the sound of Jane and Jax's voice as they enter my hospital room. I need all the help and support I can get right now. Alex has been on a bossy tirade all morning and I am at my wits end. After making a dozen phone calls and pulling strings, he managed to get all my tests scheduled before noon. Thankfully all of them came back normal, which means I am on the road to going home. The doctor wanted to keep me another night as a precaution, but Alex would not hear of it. He was able to have me schedule for discharge this afternoon. He made a few more calls and has planned for all of us to travel back home together on his jet.


  I am relieved to be going home, but I hate the way he made it happen. Everyone here is just trying to do their jobs and he is mowing them over left and right. Focusing on my friends, I relax and am curious as to what they have been doing while I am holed up in here. The two of them left alone in another city is a recipe for disaster.


  "So fill me in. What fabulous places have you two visited while I remain on lock down?"


  "We had the most divine breakfast this morning then spent some time shopping and checking out the beach," Jane gushes while pulling items out of the many shopping bags scattering the floor.


  "What is all that?"


  "A little of this and that," she says throwing several items of clothing on top of my bed. "Those, my sweets, are for you."


  This is why I love my friends. When things are bleak they know just how to cheer me up. I sort through the many shirts and sun dresses, loving them all and praising them for their thoughtfulness. Poor Jax already looks tired. Knowing Jane she dragged him out of bed at the crack of dawn.


  "Jane, have you spoken to Derrick? Is he upset that his grand opening night got ruined?"


  My attack could not have been good press for Derrick's club grand opening. I would not blame him for being upset over it. It's definitely not a great way to start a working relationship with someone.


  "Are you crazy?" He felt awful and already has a reward out for any information on who attacked you. He was beside himself screaming at his staff and security for dropping the ball. He has tried to visit you several times but Alex won't let him see you." She says while rolling her eyes.


  "Why won't he let him in?" I ask confused.


  "He is being protective and not letting anyone but us visit you," Jax says with a laugh. "I never thought I would meet anyone more protective over you than me, but Alex acts like a cave man where you are concerned. I find it entertaining."


  Overprotective bastard.


  "That is stupid," I say heatedly. 'From what I can gather, he and Derrick have some bad history between them or something like that. He has never said much about it, but whenever they get in the same room together they deliberately push each other's buttons. I swear Alex would have pissed on my leg at the gala to claim me as his if he thought it would have worked."


  "Men are stupid," Jane laughs.


  Jax and Jane continue to pick at each other and I watch their exchange feeling so lighthearted. Hearing Jax asking me a question snaps me out of my own thoughts.


  "So baby doll, I hear you are breaking out of this joint today. You must be happy to be going home. No more hospital food or bed pans for you," he jokes.


  "I am," I say smiling. "I cannot wait to curl up in my own bed," I say on a sigh. I glance up at Jane and see her face drain of color. What is that about?


  "About that," Jane begins glancing nervously towards Alex who has been on a work phone call for the past thirty minutes. "Alex and I have been talking and we have agreed that you will be going home and staying with him for a while. He has hired help to stay with you until you are completely healed. With me working during the day sometimes at night no one will be home with you and we all agree that you would be safer at his place."


  What? I am speechless and not in a good way. Scrapping my jaw off the floor, I turn to Alex who is still talking on his cell phone and snatch it out of his hands. Speaking into the phone I say," Alex is needed in a very important meeting right now. He will have to call you back," and hang up on whoever was on the other end before throwing the phone onto the bed out of his reach.


  Ignoring the fire in his eyes I shout," What the hell do you think you are doing making life alternating choices on my behalf? You had no right deciding where I will be living without speaking to me first."


  He stalks towards me leaning over so are faces are mere inches apart and braces his hands on both sides of my body trapping me from escape. "The doctor said you needed to rest for a week and Jane will be busy working and having a life of her own. I promised I would always take care of you and that is what I am doing." The rough clipped tone of his voice sends a delicious shiver down my spine. "Once you are fully healed, my love, you will be punished for ending my phone call and hanging up on Kelly," he breathes against my ear so only I can hear him.


  I swallow hard trying to ignore the blossoming warmth in the pit of my stomach his promise brings me. Finding my voice I turn back to Jane and ask," How do you suggest we handle work? There is no way you can do it all by yourself for a whole week. We have over seven shoots already scheduled that I know of off the top of my head."


  Jane raises her hands to stop my panicked rambling. "All of it has been taken care of. Alex made a few calls and was able to find of a temp make-up artist that has worked at his magazine in the past to fill in you for you while you are gone. I have already scanned over her past work and she is really good, so we should be able to send her out on jobs without us missing a beat."


  I know I should be thankful, but I am mad. In the course of a few hours Alex has wormed his way into all aspects of my life and rearranged things without ever consulting me. I glare up at him ready to tell him off when he speaks causing me to still.


  "Before you start bickering, let me go on and tell you what else has changed so you can yell about it all at once and get it out of your system." His amused voice does nothing to ease the tension in the room. I raise an eyebrow at him daring him to continue.


  Moving to the door, he opens it and motions at someone on the other side. Walking back in towards my bed I watch curiously as a tall muscular bald man in a suit and stocky, short red haired woman in similar clothing follow him in and stand before me.


  "Jess, my love, I would like to introduce you to your two new bodyguards," he says waving an arm towards them. I blink rapidly trying to sort out what he just said.


  "What happened to Antonio?" I ask holding my eyes on his and refusing to back down.


  "He was fired after he let his guard down and allowed for you to get hurt." He hisses though clinched teeth.


  Even though Antonio would never have been my first choice in security, I feel sorry that he lost his job. I doubt that Alex was easy on him when was fired. That being said, I am not ok with trading him in for two bodyguards. One is bad enough. This is insane.


  "Not having it," I say sternly. "I do not need one let alone two people following me around. Whoever attacked me probably just grabbed the first person they encountered. I doubt they were solely after me."


  Alex and Jax are both shaking their heads before I can finish my sentence. "You will be guarded so get used to it my love. Now use your manners and say hello to George and Alice. I have already set them up in the spare bedrooms of our penthouse and they will shadow you anytime you go anywhere until the sick bastard responsible for hurting you is found."


  Out of all the things he has just said my mind keeps repeating the part where he said 'our penthouse.' Without even thinking I actually mutter the words out loud while staring up into his beautiful green eyes. Alex tips my chin up and places a warm kiss on my lips.


  "Yes my love, our penthouse."


  My mind is a whirlwind of questions but I don't want to get into the lot of them with my friends present. I say a polite hello to George and Alice, not wanting to be rude but still feeling irked from being railroaded into doing things I would not normally agree too.


  The rest of the day goes by easier with less drama. Alex spends most of his time on his laptop and cell phone conducting business while Jane, Jax and I play a few games of Gold Fish and Monopoly thanks to the nurses who have a slew of games hidden away.


  During our second game of Monopoly, Jane nonchalantly mentions that she spoke to my stepbrother Daniel while I was still unconscious. Laying my cards down beside me, I stare up her wide- eyed and curious. "Why are you just now telling me this?"


  She shrugs her shoulders. "I did not want to overwhelm you. You have so much to deal with already. I wanted to wait but last night over dinner Jax convinced me you needed to know." With another shrug she adds, "So now you know."


  Glancing at Jax I mouth," thank you," then stare back at Jane openmouthed urging her to tell me more. "What did you two talk about?" I frown feeling a pang of jealously that Jane got to talk to him before I did.


  "He called your cell phone wanting to set up a time and place to meet. I am not sure if you Roger said anything but unless my radar is way off, I am pretty sure he is batting for the other team. I didn't ask, but if he is there is, a friend of mine from the gym that I would like to try and set him up with." Seriously?


  "No, Roger never went that in-depth about him. Could you please let me get to know him a bit before you try and play match maker?" I muse. "I need details. What else did you learn about him and what did you tell him about me?"


  "He seems nice. He grew up with your dad and his mom until he was eight, then she left your dad and ran off with a friend of his. Karma had a hand in that if you ask me," she says wagging her eyebrows. "He seems really curious about you and wants to meet you. I hope you don't mind but I told him what happened to you and he seemed genuinely worried and actually wanted to come visit you here. I talked him out of it and promised to get you two together once you got back home and recovered."


  I sit on the bed gripping the scratchy white sheets underneath me while staring at the board game not knowing what to say. I am excited at the chance to meet him, yet terrified to learn more about my dad. My mom always had such great things to say about him and over the years I built up this large image of him that I am afraid might turn out to be false. A small voice in the back of my mind keeps telling me that I need to call my mom and let her know about Daniel, but I push it back down. I promise myself that I will visit with her and let her know everything after I meet with him and have more to tell.


  Jax taps me on the arm giving me a sympathetic look and asking me if I would like help packing up for our trip back. Catching the time on the clock above my bed, I graciously accept and thank him for being such a good friend.


  

  



  ********


  

  



  I am thankful we are not going home on a commercial flight considering how much luggage we have in tow. I would hate to see how much extra I would have to pay to claim this many bags. The limo deposits us right next to the plane and I feel excitement course through me as I board Alex's personal jet. I have never been lucky enough to fly anything other than coach so this is an experience I will remember forever.


  Walking into the main cabin behind Alex I stop for a moment letting Jax and Jane bypass me so I can take in my surroundings. I have never been in a jet before and the idea of flying home in one excites me. I glance around in awe at the swank lounge seats, mini bar, and decadent dark chocolate and caramel colored decor. I am not sure what I expected but everything I am seeing far passes my expectations. Alex nuzzles against my ear murmuring," The door in the back is my own personal bedroom in case you feel up to joining the mile high club."


  His lips twitch with a naughty smile as I clamp my thighs together trying to shut out the heat traveling through them. Ever since the accident, Alex has treated me tenderly acting as if I might break. I appreciate his thoughtfulness but I miss and crave his rough demanding nature.


  A small petite brown hair doe eyed flight attendant greets us and takes our in flight bags before disappearing with them towards the front of the plane. We all span out taking a seat and order a drink. Not wanting to take a chance on mixing my medication with alcohol, I order water and take out my tablet needing something to distract me from the flight. To say I am scared of flying would be a total exaggeration but the takeoff and landing always make me nervous.


  I turn and look out of the window watching the sun as it sets against the cloudy blue sky. My thoughts feel scattered and a million miles away as I feel Alex graze his fingers against my cheek. I turn and smile at him feeling the heat of embarrassment fill my face realizing I never noticed him move into the seat beside me.


  "Thank you," I say softly.


  His brows pull together. "For what?"


  "For everything. For taking care of me. For including my crazy friends in your life and for being you." I blink back my unshed tears refusing to ruin the moment by crying.


  "I told you before and I will tell you again," he says his voice now stern and commanding. "You are all mine, my love and I will always do whatever is necessary to take care of you. You might not always agree with my methods but always know that I am doing what I feel is needed to keep you safe."


  I don't know what to say. It feels like our conversation has just deterred into a darker territory and we are no longer just talking about simple plane rides and hiring temporary bodyguards. Feeling uncomfortable and not trusting myself to say the right thing I remain quiet and lean my head against his shoulder enjoying the warmth seeping through his thin shirt.


  The pilot announces that we are about to take off and I check my lap once again making sure my safety strap is on and secured. Gripping Alex's arm hard enough to leave indentions I watch out the window as the plane ascends into the air.


  "Jess you are cutting off my circulation," Alex chuckles under his breath.


  Ignoring his remark I move my hand to cup his jean clad cock and hear him take a sharp intake of breath. "Would you rather me hang on to you here dear?" I ask in my sweetest voice as my eyes dance with laugher.


  He makes a coughing noise as he covers my hand with his and whispers in my ear," Do that and I will blister that sweet ass of yours leaving my mark and a sweet sting that will remind you each and every time you sit down who you belong to."


  "Mmmm...," I say feeling a pool of desire build between my legs. It has been too long since I have made love to Alex and my dry spell is beginning to bring out the worst in me. We need to rectify this situation soon or I might be begging for things I never even thought I was capable of wanting."


  Thirty minutes into the flight, Alex disappears into his bedroom cabin in the back to make some phone calls. I ease out of my seat and carefully scoot past George and Alice to take a seat on the lounge beside Jax. Poor Jane has already taken her flight required Benadryl and is out snoring lightly.


  "She should be out the remainder of the flight," I say glancing at our friend.


  "Yeah poor thing loves to travel but can't handle the flights," he says giving her a once over before turning his attention to me. "Not to be a downer but you scared the shit out of us baby doll. Don't ever scare us like that again."


  "I will try and keep my impromptu attacks down to a minimum," I say with a small smile tugging at my lips.


  He smiles back but I notice it does not reach his eyes. "In all seriousness, I thought Alex was going to have a nervous breakdown before we even made it to you. He was a mess the whole way to Florida barking at everyone and firing anyone who dared told him no." Squeezing my hand he says," I might not always be his top supporter but just know that he really does care deeply for you. More so than any of those other shmucks you have dated in the past."


  "Thanks, Jax. Sometimes it is hard to see things for what they are and not through the rose colored glasses I prefer to wear. I appreciate you sharing that with me."


  Glancing back towards the door Alex went into earlier, I excuse myself and go in search for some one on one time with my man. I think it is about time to show him how much I appreciate all he has done. They always say actions speak louder than words. Time to take action


  I knock gently on the door and enter quietly when I hear his firm, "Come In."


  "You busy?" I ask watching as he sits at a table in the corner of the room typing away on his laptop. He looks sexy dressed down in a pair of well worn jeans that hug his hips and a dark red polo shirt that clings to his broad shoulders while showing off his toned biceps.


  "Yes, but I always have time for you," he says pushing away from the desk and striding towards me. "Everything ok? Is your head hurting again?" His voice is filled with concern as his eyes roam over my body causing my stomach to clench.


  "Yes, I'm fine," I say grabbing his waist and pulling him against me. "I was missing you and thought I could come back here and keep you company."


  His eyebrows shoot up as I grasp the bottom of my shirt and pull it over my head slowly before dropping it to the floor. Keeping my brown eyes glued to green ones, I kick off my shoes and shimmy out of my jeans, leaving me in nothing but my red lace bra and matching lace boy shorts. If it wasn't for his heavy breathing and prominent hard erection pushing against the zipper of his jeans you wouldn't be able to tell he was fazed at all by my amateur striptease.


  "What are you doing Jessica?" His glassy hooded eyes and rough voice spur my heartbeat and increase my desire for him to take me.


  "If you have to ask than it has definitely been too long since we made love," I chide. "I need you Alex. I miss feeling your hands on my body and the connection we share when you come inside me. Please make love to me," I plead not caring how needy I must sound. I do need him and if it means I have to beg to get him fuck me then so be it.


  A low growl rumbles from his chest as he leans down licking a path from my jaw down to the juncture between my breasts. "I am afraid of hurting you baby," he admits nipping the soft skin careening out of the top of my bra.


  "You won't." I close my eyes marveling at how amazing it feels to have his hands on me again.


  Reaching behind me he unclasps my bra pulling it down my arms and allowing my breasts to spill out. I arch forward thrusting them against his chest begging to feel his naked skin against mine. My nipples pebble as they come in contact with his hard chest and a small moan escapes my lips.


  Reaching down he takes my heavy breasts in his hands kneading them while lightly tracing his fingers around my nipples but never actually touching them. I whimper my disappointment needing more contact.


  "So impatient, Ms. Grayson," he says brushing his fingers lightly over my aching nipples. I bite down hard on my bottom lip to stop myself from downright begging for him to stop teasing me and take me right now. I've learned his games and I intend to be a good participant as long as I can before throwing in the towel.


  Dragging his right hand down between my thighs he run his fingers up and down the soaked crotch of my panties before tightening his hand around them and ripping them from me. I glare up at him letting him know how unpleased I am at that he once again ruined a good pair of my panties.


  His knowing smirk does nothing to cool my mood. "You keep doing that I won't have any left to wear. You are overdressed Mr. Harlow. I am in impatient and it has been far too long since we have had sex. I need you naked."


  "Good point my love," he growls out sending a delicious shiver down my spine. I watch as he strips out of his clothing appreciating every dip and contour he uncovers. He really is a fine specimen.


  I don't understand why but I can feel Alex holding back. As much as he wants to be easy with me I need him to let loose. With a plan in mind I push him back onto the bed crawling slowly up on top of him and straddle his calves. I reach out lightly caressing his upper and inner thighs. I take my time touching him all over except the one place I can visibly see he wants me to touch. Leaning down I lightly blow against his cock enjoying the way it jumps and twitches every time my breath hits it.


  Alex reaches for my head but I bat his hands away not allowing him the chance to control my movements. I slowly pull him into my mouth sucking on him hard and enjoying the way his breath catches in his throat from my assault. I continue to work him in and out taking my time and enjoying moans of appreciation. Pulling him out of my mouth I swirl my tongue around his cock being sure to pay extra attention to the crown while roughly fondling his balls.


  "Fuck," he hisses through gritted teeth. "You are killing me baby."


  I grip his balls in one hand pulling and kneading them as I take him to the back of my throat and swallow. His control snaps.


  "Enough!" he growls reaching down and pulling me up by the shoulders and tossing me onto my back. I smile with anticipation knowing my dominating lover is back.


  "You're beautiful," he murmurs. As his eyes graze over my body a smile curls at my lips. He makes me feel so beautiful.


  I ache to pull him against me and nip on his pouty lips but I don't move. There is a familiar tension in the air that I understand. His darkened eyes tell me I am no longer in control of this show so I follow his lead. He bends over me kissing a line down my body starting at my chin and ending at the apex of my thighs. A shiver skims over my skin the closer he gets to my honey pot.


  "Alex, please."


  "Please what?" he asks nipping my belly button


  "I need you inside of me." I groan.


  "I love hearing you beg."


  My eyes flicker down to his and my breathing hitches at the desire shining back at me. He slips two fingers inside of me and languidly moves them in and out, keeping me on the edge but not giving me enough to slip over.


  "This is mine," he says with a smirk. "Say it baby. I need to hear you confirm who owns this beautiful pussy."


  I blush at his crude words but don't hesitate in answering him. "It is yours Alex. All yours baby."


  I hear him audibly sigh at my confirmation. His fingers feel so good stroking me into a frenzy. He picks up his pace once again taking to right back to the brink of orgasm than stills his fingers denying me what I need. I groan from frustration and lack of release which he answers with a devious grin and chuckle.


  Gripping my legs, he throws them over his shoulders digging his fingers into my fleshy ass and plunges himself into me. I cry out at the sudden intrusion and mixture of pain and pleasure. He stills himself giving my body a chance to acclimate to his size before lifting my hips up and rocking back into me. Holding me right he takes on a slow rhythm easing in and out of me, letting my pleasure build slowly.


  This is where I belong. This is where we make sense and everything else around us evaporates. I can feel every inch of him as he enters me, sliding through my wet folds and hitting all the right spots as he takes me higher.


  "You are amazing my love," Alex whispers against my ear.


  My lips crash against his, my tongue sliding in and claiming him as mine. He groans low and deep as my body clenches around him. A blissful pressure is growing deep inside of me and for the first time I am no longer afraid of my feelings for this beautiful man. I feel light and happy and complete as he works me over knowing my body almost better than I know it myself.


  "Alex...," I scream out in frustration needing to climax.


  He smirks as his eyes wash over me. Leaning down he buries his face into my neck, licking and nibbling the sensitive spot behind my ear. His mouth moves up and down neck driving me crazy and keeping my body in limbo. His mouth traces down to my breasts latching onto a nipple and pulling it greedily into his warm mouth. He sucks it harshly nipping the tight bud while slamming his cock back into me.


  The heady combination sends my body over. I clutch him tightly as my body tightens and I come hot and fast. Wrapping his arms around me Alex screams out finding his own release. As we lay holding each other sweaty and catching our breaths I feel completely content and sated. The connection between us is stronger and more intense than it has ever been.


  Throwing caution to the wind I close my eyes determined not to look into his face for fear of rejection and breath," I love you."


  I feel his body still and tighten against mine. Worry and doubt eat away at me for what seems like forever as I lie against him waiting for him to say something. I have never felt this vulnerable and scared. Please say something.


  "Open your eyes Jessica," he commands softly. I don't want to open my eyes for fear of what I will see in his. Disgust? Rejection? Pity? Why the fuck did I have to go and ruin everything with my stupid confession? The last person I said I love you to was Travis and that didn't exactly work out very well. When will I ever learn?


  "Open your eyes," he says forcefully. Taking my chin in his hand he tilts my face up to his and I reluctantly pry my eyes open glancing up at him through my lashes.


  The warm smile on his beautiful face takes me by surprise and eases the butterflies taking flight in my belly. Burying his face into my neck he breathes in my scent.


  "You don't have to say anything," I whisper fighting away tears. "I am sorry. Just ignore what I said and we can act like it never happened." I silently plead while cursing myself for being so stupid. He still has not said anything and I am alarmed by his reaction and embarrassed by mine.


  Stirring he lifts his head from my neck and I am dumbstruck to see tears prickling his green eyes. "You are so stubborn," he sighs. "I thought you would never admit it out loud much less to yourself." His voice is rough and edgy as he speaks. I am confused. How did he already know and why isn't he pushing me away yet?


  "Stop that pretty mind of yours. You are over thinking again," he huffs. Sliding his lips against mine he breathes," I love you."


  Scattering light kisses down my face, neck and across my stomach he whispers," You complete me. You challenge me and you make me want things I never thought was possible. I love everything about you."


  I silently wipe away tears as they run down my face and take deep breaths trying to calm my scattered thoughts and feelings. He just said he loves me! Holy shit.


  An errand laugh bubbles up and out and before I can stop it. The laugh multiplies until I am lying beneath Alex laughing like a crazed lunatic. He looks down at me with a half smile and raised brow trying to figure me out.


  "I confess my love to you and you laugh?" Care to explain yourself Ms. Grayson?"


  "I am sorry," I say getting myself under control. "I am not laughing at you. I love everything you said. I didn't mean to laugh," I confess covering my face from shear embarrassment. Steadying my voice I sigh," I have worried myself sick over how you would react. I expected you to run screaming from me when I told you I loved you. I laughed because I am happy and relieved."


  Pushing a stray hair behind my ear, he kisses me lightly sucking on my bottom lip while I squirm under him. "I would never run from you Jess and if you ever try and run from me I will follow you and use every resource I have to bring you back to me."


  Snuggling into the crook of his arm I close my eyes needing some rest and loving the peace I feel surrounded by his warmth and fresh water scent. For once I feel like we are on the same path and headed in the right direction. Maybe there can be a happy ending for us after all.


   Chapter 3


  

  



  It might not be my home but being back in Alex's penthouse is the next best thing. Placing my bags down near the front entryway, I walk into the kitchen and proceed to get a glass of water so I can take my medication. I hear Alex speaking to our two new bodyguards, George and Alice and decide to go and ahead and put my bags away while he gives them a tour of the place. I'm uncomfortable with the thought of strangers living with us but understand Alex's fears and reasons. As I place my things on the floor beside his bed, I notice a few new photos decorating his walls and beside the bed. Two of them are of us from the night at the gala and one is a candid shot of me laughing with Jane from the night we went out to the club with her and Jax.


  Alex strolls in quietly behind me causing me to startle and fumble as I put down the last frame back on the nightstand. "When did you do all this?" I ask in complete awe at his sweet gesture.


  "Right after you left for Florida. I wanted to surprise you when you came home." Whispering close to my ear he says," Surprise."


  "It is the best surprise ever," I say honestly. I love sappy sweet Alex.


  He glances over at me with a sneaky smile plastered on his face that makes me nervous and on full alert. He looks like the cat that ate the canary.


  "What else did you do or what have you planned?" I ask uneasily knowing he has obviously been up to more than just erecting a few photos around the room.


  A lazy smile crosses his mouth, as he looks me over making my whole body heat and my face flush. "Close your eyes and put out your arms in front of you."


  Apprehension dances through my veins but I don't hesitate and do as he commands; curious as to what he is up to. I feel him move beside me and take my hands in his. My hands feel so small engulfed in his larger ones. Pulling me behind him he walks across the room. I am thankful he is going slowly or my shaky legs would probably end up stumbling on themselves and I would find myself face first on the floor.


  My breathing increases not knowing what to expect and hoping for the love of all that is holy that whatever he has up his sleeve is a good surprise and not something that will make me regret agreeing to stay at his place. Not that I had much of a choice.


  He stops pulling my arms and turns me so that my back is against his front. He wraps his strong arms around my waist and whispers in my ear. "Open your eyes my love."


  My eyes flutter open and my mouth drops to the floor. I am speechless as I take in the sight before me. What the hell? One whole side of Alex's super-sized walk-in closet has been transformed. Racks upon racks of new clothing, shoes, and accessories fill in the new space and everything is in my size, taste and favorite colors. There is enough clothing in here to fill a small department store. As I walk through eyeing it all I notice that all has been organized from casual to formal and by color. All pieces include a high end label with fabrics ranging from silk to leather to cashmere and a few others I have never even heard of. I can feel Alex's heated stare on me as he studies my face intently trying to read my reaction. I stay silent not trusting myself to speak just yet.


  "You also have three drawers that are now yours in our bedroom filled with new bras, panties and some sexy lingerie that I cannot wait to see you in."


  Our bedroom? I nod my head taking in his words and trying to decipher how I feel about all of this. I appreciate his thoughtfulness and the fact that he feels comfortable enough about us to take this big step, but the other half of me is pissed because he did it all without speaking with me first. This is all starting to move really fast for me and I can't help but feel a bit hesitant.


  Picking my words carefully I ask," Why did you do all this?"


  A look of hurt flashes over his face before he quickly covers it. "If you don't like it, I can have Kelly remove it all and give it to charity. I thought you would enjoy having your own clothes here and not having to pack a bag every time you stay over. Since you will be staying here until you heal, and I thought this would make it easier on you."


  Shit! I am handling this all wrong. "I appreciate it all Alex. I just all seems fast and I wish you would have spoken to me first about it. I feel like there is still so much I don't know about you. I don't even know your favorite color," I say pressing my hand against his chest needing to feel some form of contact with him. His heart is beating so fast and I smile realizing how nervous he is right now. "I love you more than anything but we have a lot to learn about each other and until you get your divorce settled and out of the way this," I say motioning to the clothing," feels wrong."


  Alex's stormy eyes narrow on me and I move my hand back down to my side realizing I have just poked the beast and he is not happy. Alex pushes past me walking back into the bedroom. I hear the bedroom door slam shut and I a shiver of fear rolls through my body. I don't know what to do. Did he leave or is he waiting for me in the bedroom? Should I leave the closet and see what he is doing or do I stay where I am and hope he forgets I am here and takes a moment to calm down?


  Curiosity gets the better of me and I cautiously walk out of the closet not knowing what I will find. Alex is pacing the bedroom liked a caged animal. I can tell he is stressed by the way his hand keeps pushing through his hair. He looks completely lost and forlorn.


  "Alex, how can you expect me to move forward with you when I know so little about you?" Our whole relationship has moved at warp speed and I feel lost." I pick up a pillow off the bed hugging it against my chest drawing what little comfort I can from it as I sit down on the bed propping myself up against the headboard.


  "You're being ridiculous," he huffs. "You know me better than anyone I have ever been with," he shouts angrily.


  "Then that is really sad because besides the everyday facts I don't know anything in depth or personal about you." I feel a knot building in the pit of my stomach and I hate it. We just got back home and we are already fighting.


  Alex looks down at me and furrows his eyebrows. "Fine. You get five questions. Ask me any five questions and I promise to answer them truthfully. After that I don't want to hear anymore of this bullshit about you not knowing me and for future reference my favorite color is dark grey. The clothes stay and until you are fully healed and out of harms way you live here with me. End of story," he growls out loudly leaving no room for negotiation.


  Hmm...Interesting. Five questions are not a lot but if I choose the right questions I have a decent chance at uncovering something of value. Oh Lord where to begin? I nervously tap my fingers against the pillow in my lap while trying to think up the perfect assortment of personal questions. This is not easy.


  "Ok, first question," I drawl out making my voice sound serious. "What was life like for you growing up?"


  He sighs loudly while sitting down next to me, pulling me onto his lap. I nestle against his chest and get comfortable. "Good question my love. My childhood was complicated to say the least. You already know the basics that my dad died in a plane crash when I was a toddler. I was raised by my mom along with a handful of nannies, cooks, and other household help. What you won't find in any magazine or on the internet is that my mom was as frigid as they come. In public she was doting and motherly but in private she was detached and freakishly controlled. She cared more about appearances and what strangers thought of her than the loved ones in her life."


  I watch as Alex's face fills with a combination of sadness and remorse as he speaks about his mother. I hate that he had to endure such loneliness growing up and it makes me love him all the more. We have more in common than I realized. I rub his arm and he continues. " I know she loved me but I don't think she knew how to show love. I had a few close friends and I was the normal defiant teenager looking for love in all the wrong places which is one of the reasons why my mom made that ridiculous stipulation in her will forcing me into marriage," he hisses.


  Shaking his head as though trying to erase the bad memories he says," On to question number two please, Ms. Grayson."


  "Oh...umm," I stutter trying to recall my next question. "What is your history with Derrick? Every time you two get together I can tell that there is a secret or unspoken resentment between the two of you."


  "Damn you really are not going to go light with the questions are you?" I bite back my smile as I watch him push his hands through his too long hair with frustration.


  "You only gave me five questions so I have to make them count. Now stop stalling for time and spill it Mr. Harlow."


  'Fine," he grumbles. "Derrick and I have known each other since elementary school. We both had a mutual friend who was smaller than most the guys we knew and the bigger bullies around school loved torturing him so it just seemed only natural that Derrick and I would come together to protect him. We were crazy competitive in everything we did but it was always friendly. He was my best friend and we stayed inseparable all the way through high school until one night at a home football game I found him drunk off his ass mixed up in a threesome with my longtime girlfriend and her best friend. Our friendship ended that night. I forgave him because he was drunk but I won't forget.


  Holy Shit. I stare at him slacked jaw and speechless. I knew their issues had to do with something from their past but I was not expecting that. The competition between them does not surprise me at all. Both men ooze dominance and a competitive edge but I never would have guessed that they would have let a girl come between them. A ping of jealously slices through me knowing she must have been pretty special to drive them both to end a long time friendship.


  "I am not making light of the situation but don't you think you have punished him long enough over his mistake?"


  "I understand it was a mistake but that does not excuse what he did. He betrayed my trust and that I do not forgive." His clipped tone and rising voice make me regret delving into this line of questioning and I quickly shoot out question number three to try and lighten the mood.


  "Question three, Mr. Harlow. What is your favorite cartoon character?"


  A wave of confusion then surprise drifts over his face and I breathe a sigh of relief. "I admit to finding an interesting assortment of cartoon covered boxers hidden in the bottom of your drawer a while back," I giggle. "I never pegged you for a cartoon man."


  "I never pegged you for a snoop, Ms. Grayson," he says with a smirk.


  "I wasn't. I was looking for a shirt of yours to throw on and dug a bit too far down trying to find one that would fit me better." I say shifting my body so I can stretch out my legs. "You haven't answered my question yet," I remind him.


  He rolls his eyes and looks down at the floor. For a quick moment he looks so much younger than he really is. I wish I could see him more like this every day. More carefree and less like a man with the weight of the world sitting on his shoulders.


  "Growing up, my mom refused to let me watch any kid type of television shows. She said they were immature and beneath me. My days were spent learning various instruments, sports, and languages. It was beyond boring and whenever I was able to go to a friend's home I would spend hours soaking up all the cartoons and silly shows I could before having to go home and endure more adult topics. I loved cartoons and to answer your question my favorite cartoon character is The Roadrunner.


  "Why?" I ask surprised and curious by his answer. I really thought he would have chosen Super Man or Batman, some heroic super hero before an everyday cartoon character.


  "Is that your fourth question, Ms. Grayson?" He asks with an arched brow.


  "No, never mind. Don't answer that. I am sure it has to do something with how cunning he was or maybe you're envious of how fast he ran." I concede shaking my head and laughing at the face he makes at my assumptions.


  Back to business. Narrowing my eyes on him I say," Fourth question. Why me? You are insanely handsome and successful and could have your pick of any girl so why me?" I hide my face in his chest and await the truth he promised me. I bite my bottom lip refusing to show any emotion but inside I am shaken and nervous.


  Roughly gripping my shoulders he pulls me away from him laying me down on my back and pinning me in place by straddling my hips. I look up at him expecting to see him angry but instead his face is lined with worry.


  "Why do you always think so little of yourself?" he asks softly searching my eyes while stroking my cheek. I naturally lean into his touch and place a light kiss on the palm of his hand instead of answering him. I can feel the tears building up behind my eyes and I concentrate on my breathing as I fight to keep them at bay.


  I have never thought highly of myself as a person. I know I am great at my profession and I am a pretty good friend to others but I don't understand what others see in me. It is hard to see yourself as something special after growing up your entire life hearing from the one person that is suppose to love you unconditionally that you are worthless and the reason your own father ran away.


  I know I am a bit damaged but isn't everyone in some way or another?


  Stoking his hands down my body he breathes, "You fit me. You are beautiful, smart, and unbelievably sexy, Ms. Grayson. No one challenges me or understands me the way you do. I feel a pull between us that I have never experienced with another person. You are amazing and I don't ever want to hear of you questioning your worth again. Understood?" he growls.


  I am so turned on right now. I will never tire of his dominant demanding nature. Wrong or right, I find it very sexy. I glance up at him with apologetic eyes. Not being able to find my voice, I nod a simple yes.


  His hands grip the bottom of my shirt and pull it over my head. I watch his eyes darken as he looks over my body. His fingers expertly unclasp my bra slowly pulling it away from my body leaving me naked from the waist up. I suck in a sharp intake of air as Alex's fingers tweak and roll my beaded nipples sending a charge through my body that leads straight down to my throbbing clit.


  I am fighting between giving in and surrendering to the pleasure he is giving me or stopping him long enough to ask my final question. I am afraid that after I ask it he won't want to continue what he has started.


  I manage to find the courage to lift my hands and place them over his own, stilling his fingers as they work at removing my jeans. He gives me a heated warning look but I ignore it and continue with a shaky voice. "Question five, Mr. Harlow. What is the current status of your divorce with Lexy Brill?"


  My eyes hold onto his determined to catch any glint of emotion they bestow. He might promise to tell me the truth but I am not stupid enough to think he won't try to sugar coat or play word games with me when it comes to the subject of his divorce. I know Lexy loves him and I don't think for a minute that she will leave Alex without a fight. The question on my mind is how far he is planning to go to be free of her.


  "Smart to end with that question," he hisses pinning me a heated stare that scares me as much as it excites me. "Lexy is making a few demands and doing her best to draw out the divorce proceedings but my attorneys are handling her. We had an iron clad prenuptial agreement set in place before we got married and she can try and bargain as much as she likes but in the end she will only get what I agree to give her and nothing more."


  "Don't be naive, Alex. She does not want what you have. She wants you and as long as she can delay this divorce she gets just that."


  He snorts cocking his head to one side giving me a snarky smile. "She can try but she will not win. My lawyers have been advised to do all that is necessary to make my divorce speedy and quiet. If Lexy wants a fight than she will get more than she bargained for and end up not only lonely but broke as well." Returning to my clothing he unzips my jeans peeling them along with my panties down my legs to join my other clothing already on the floor. "You, my love are the only thing I want and need and I promise you I will strip her from our lives."


  "Ok," I sigh not knowing how else to respond.


  "Less talk more action," he smirks pushing my legs apart and gazing down hungrily at my naked quivering sex. "Question time is over, Ms. Grayson."


  I nervously glace at the closed door remembering that we are no longer alone thanks to my two new bodyguards that will be living with us for a while. "Alex what about our new guests? What if they hear us?"


  He chuckles. "They are paid very well to be discreet. This is our home and you will not hold out on me. I love to hear the sounds you make during sex."


  Holy hell. I swallow hard feeling my sex clench as my body warms and my pussy waters waiting for him to touch me. "You are a bit overdressed Mr. Harlow." I tease running my finger down his chest.


  Smiling he shucks out of his clothes and crawls onto the bed positioning himself between my spread legs. Placing his hands on either side of my head, he cages me in and kisses me deeply. Stroking the inside of my mouth with languid trusts of his tongue, he takes what he wants and sets my body on fire.


  I feel his hard erection bump against my belly as he leans over me kissing me, possessing me. I reach for his cock and stroke him up and down loving the way his velvet soft skin easily glides up and down in my small hand.


  He groans in my mouth as I tighten my grip him and rake my nails down his length.


  On a sharp intake of breath he hisses against my mouth, "I am going to fuck you so hard Ms. Grayson."


  Pulling my mouth from his I repeat to him what he said earlier. "Less talk more action, Mr. Harlow."


  His hooded eyes glaze over with desire as he rises off of me grasps my waist and flips me over onto my hands and knees. Without warning he thrusts hard and embeds himself fully into my dripping cunt before I have a chance to realize what is happening. It is so unexpected I cry out from a mixture of pain and pleasure as he stills himself allowing my body a chance to acclimate to his size.


  My breath comes in short pants as he deliberately moves in and out of me in a slow steady rhythm allowing me to feel every inch of him as he consumes me. A roaring ache builds fast within me and I whimper out with frustration at his consistent slow pace. I push back against him with my hips trying to cause him to lose control and take me harder but he stills my efforts digging his fingers into my hips and refusing to lose control of his delicate movements.


  Bending over my body he rains kisses up my back, shoulders, and neck. Nipping my ear lobe he murmurs," Stop being a naughty girl and take what I give you my love. Concentrate on the feel my cock making love to you. Do you even realize what you do to me baby? What you mean to me?"


  I try to speak but only garbled sounds came out of my mouth. I would have done better playing a game of charades to get my message across instead of trying to talk. I regress to shaking my head again and praying to God he understands that I feel the same way about him.


  "Open your legs wider," he growls and I happily comply.


  Our slow tempo picks up to the point of him slamming into me with everything he's got hitting my g-spot with every delicious thrust. My legs quiver with the impending orgasm building within me as I push back meeting him thrust for thrust. Wrapping a hand in my hair he pulls me back hard against him grinding his erection against my clit and sending us both over the edge and leaving us a mass of tangled limbs spent and breathless.


  Reaching behind me, I pull Alex's face down to mine kissing him lightly on the lips. "You are amazing baby," I murmur totally sated. For once in my life I am reserved to try and live my life for today and have faith that the future, our future will work its way out. Carpe Diem and all that.


   Chapter 4


  

  



  I don't know how long we have laid entwined, both us refusing to move, but the moment I hear my cell phone ringing over and over I know it is time to face all the missed calls and emails I have been putting off since the attack. According to Jane, my little night of horror at the club has made the headlines of several national gossip magazines. I am now not only being romantically linked to the handsome millionaire bachelor, Alex Harlow, but now as a good friend to the famous football star, Derrick Johnson, as well.


  The publicity has managed to bring out every crazy and nut job around. We have received calls from many people interested in us doing make-up on everything from a ladies birth of her first child to a group fetish party. I love getting a new client as much as any new business starting out does, but I draw the line at seeing a stranger's vagina while she is giving birth. I didn't want to see that back in high school during sex ed class, and I definitely don't want to see it now that I am an adult. When I have a child I hope I am more concerned about the health and love of my child and less about my mascara being smeared. People amaze me.


  Pulling myself out of bed, I head towards the living room but only make as far as the bedroom before Alex jumps out of bed grips my arm and spins me around with a scowl etched across his face.


  "What the hell is wrong with you?" I lash out. "You heard my phone ringing. I can't ignore everyone forever."


  Letting go he throws his hands up in surrender and backs off. "You are right. I just thought you might want to cover up before going out of our room considering we now have live in guests. I never took you for the exhibition type but whatever makes you happy love."


  I don't know what pisses me off more the smirk on his face or the fact that I almost strolled through the main part of his house naked. This is going to take getting used to. I totally forgot that George and Alice are somewhere lurking about.


  "Asshat," I spit out as I walk around him and grab a long, thick robe out of my new set of clothing in the closet. His chuckles do not go unnoticed as I walk into the living room retrieving my phone from my purse. Staring down at the small screen in my hand I want to literally crawl back in bed and not come out for another week. I have missed two calls and neither of them are ones I am dying to return anytime soon. The first call was from my ex Travis of all people and the other is from my stepbrother Daniel.


  Before I change my mind and go climb back in bed I press the button on my phone and listen to the voice messages each of them left.


  Travis: Hey Ladybug, I just read about what happened to you and needed to hear first hand that you are really okay and safe. The thought of losing you forever is too much to handle. The police actually paid me a visit asking about my wear abouts when you were attacked. Surely you know I would never physically hurt you. You might never believe me but I will always love you, ladybug. Call me please. I need to hear your voice.


  Daniel: Umm...Hi Jessica. This is your stepbrother Daniel. Daniel Grayson. I spoke to your friend and business partner Jane Tillson while you were in the hospital and she said you should be coming home today. I am glad to hear that you are doing better and would like to set up a time and place where we could meet if that is fine with you. I would like to show you some things of our fathers and get to know you. I look forward to hearing from you.


  Letting out an audible sigh I throw my phone back into my purse promising myself I will call my stepbrother back tomorrow and swearing to never speak to Travis again. I am being a coward but I need more time. Daniel does sound sweet. I doubt it was easy for him to reach out to me and yet here I am hiding by ignoring his calls.


  "Tomorrow," I say forcefully. I silently promise myself that tomorrow I will jump back into my old routine and face everything head on and damn anyone who dares to step in my way.


  Feeling warm hands on my shoulders, I startle not realizing anyone was behind me. Jumping, I curse as my heart leaps into my throat and my legs turn to jelly. I am instantly back in the dark hallway of Derrick's club with my attacker. I can feel his hands on my body and his breath on my face as he forcefully pulls me down the hall. I kick and scream but it is of no use against his strength.


  Hearing Alex calling out my name pulls me out of my nightmare. I look around surprised to find him holding me tightly against his chest. I can feel his eyes on me as I look down ashamed that I freaked out on him. A wide eyed, concerned Alice is standing in front of me rigid and alert as though she is afraid I might try and flee. When did she join us?


  "You are safe, baby. I won't let anything happen to you," Alex soothingly whispers repeatedly into my ear as he strokes my hair. I visibly relax into his arms knowing he means every word.


  "Looks like you have everything under control sir. I am going to leave you alone and will be in my room if you need me," Alice says to Alex.


  "Thank you, Alice," he replies.


  I feel my cheeks blush red with embarrassment. Taking steady breaths I try and calm my rapid heartbeat as my heart hammers a fast temp in my chest. I have not felt this helpless since I was a child. I refuse to be a victim. That asshole does not have the right to continue to torment me now that I am safe and back home. I did not get where I am in this world by lying down and letting others walk over me and I refuse to start now.


  Turning in Alex's arms I burrow my head against his shoulder breathing him in and inhaling his unique smell. "Thank you. I am sorry I freaked out on you." I murmur against his shirt.


  "Don't you dare apologize," he hisses sweeping a kiss against my temple. "I should not have snuck up on you like that. I am sorry baby and I promise I won't do it again." Racking a shaky hand through his hair he looks down at me through thick, black lashes cursing under his breath. "I hate that that motherfucker scared and hurt you. I swear I will hunt him and anyone connected to him down and make them all pay."


  "I know you will and I love you for wanting to protect me," I say kissing him softly on his cheek. We stand there in the living room holding each other in silence for what seems like hours but is honestly more like ten minutes when my stomach interrupts our snuggling time by rumbling loudly.


  "It sounds like I am slacking on my duties and need to feed you," Alex laughs pulling on my hand so I follow him to the kitchen.


  Gazing out of the large wall of windows in the dining room, I am surprised to see the sun already setting. Since we got home we have been so consumed in our own little world making up on lost time together that I totally lost track of how late it is. When we returned I had planned on getting updated on emails and upcoming jobs hoping to help out Jane as much possible from here but I guess I will need to add those things to my rising list of things to do tomorrow.


  "I took the liberty of having some meals made up for us for the coming week. How does parmesan chicken and rice sound to you?"


  "Sounds yummy," I say pulling myself up onto a bar stool so I can watch him as he works at warming up the food and pouring us two glasses of white wine.


  "The doctor said you are allowed one glass of wine a day while you are taking your medicine. No more than that." His warning and harsh tone does not go unnoticed but is totally unnecessary. I have decided to slow down on the alcohol intake. Recreational or not this last weekend scared me and I can't help but wonder if things would have been different if I had not been drinking.


  "Don't we need to make a plate for Alice and George? I am sure they are just as hungry as we are."


  "Good idea love. It is going to take some time getting used to having company I suppose. They have been instructed to where everything in the house is located and to treat this place as their own while they are staying with us," he says thoughtfully. "Why don't you invite them to join us while I finish up in here?"


  "Sure. Be right back." Hopping off my stool, I quickly walk towards the set of spare bedrooms in the back of the penthouse. Knocking lightly on each of their doors I invite them both to join us for dinner while secretly hoping they accept so I have a chance to try and get to know them better.


  If we are all going to be confined to the same space for however long than I would feel more conformable if we could break the ice and get to know each other. Anything to try and make our time together less formal and more friendly. To my delight, they both agree and my overzealous mind instantly begins thinking up questions to ask them.


  My timing is perfect as I return to find Alex already finished with plating our food and placing the last glass of wine on the table. Being back home and in our old routine is exactly what I need to heal. Our eyes lock and the heat that transmits between us melts me all over again. Alex helps me to feel whole when normally I feel like nothing more than a bunch of odd puzzle pieces that quite don't fit together.


  George and Alice walk into the room breaking our connection and I accept the interruption and play hostess and get everyone seated and settled. The food smells delicious as we all dig in. I forgot what it was like to have real food and not that fake stuff the hospitals serve claiming that it is good for you. For the past few days I have managed to live off nothing but chocolate pudding and strawberry Jell-O. It was the only thing they served tasted halfway decent.


  I refill everyone's drinks then sit down and play with the remainder of my food on my plate while silently observing my two new hired friends. "Alice tell me a little about yourself," I ask nonchalantly.


  She glances over at Alex before speaking, "I was previously in the Army for four years and did two tours in Iraq during that time. I have been working as a specialized bodyguard for over five years now and have worked with George on three jobs before this."


  "That is amazing. What about you personally? Have any brothers or sisters, married or single, kids or no kids?" I ask wanting to know more about who she is and not a list of her resume requirements.


  I smile noticing that my questions seem to have surprised her. She actually seems a bit nervous as she glances around the table taking a moment before answering. "I have two older brothers; I am recently divorced and never had any children. Don't want any to be honest."


  I was hoping for a little more in-depth answers than that but I will take what I can get for now. Ignoring Alex's reprimanding stare I turn my attention to George. "So George what about you? If you two are going to be shackled to me for a while I would like to know a little more about you."


  His answers are more relaxed than stuffy Alice's. Out of the two of them I can tell he is going to be easier and more fun to be around. I quickly learn that George is an only child and from the stories he tells he seems to be a momma's boy. He also was in the Army and did one tour in Iraq but not at the same time as Alice. He has never been married, loves kids but does not want any of his own either. He is infatuated with ice cream, enjoys country music, his favorite color is blue, and he has never broken a bone. Yes, I definitely think George and I will get along perfectly.


  After dinner the goon squad retreats back to their rooms while I help Alex clean the table and put away the dishes. While filling the dishwasher, I feel Alex move behind me. His hands begin kneading my tense shoulder muscles and I close my eyes as my whole body relents to his touch and my body relaxes.


  "Oh God, that feels good," I moan as he continues his heavenly assault on my shoulders and arms.


  Batting my hands away from the dishwasher he tries pulling me behind him towards the bedroom. "I will finish this in the morning, baby. You have had a full day and need your rest. Doctors orders," he adds with a chuckle.


  I happily relent, not needing to be told twice. Drying off my hands I follow him wondering if he really has sleep on his mind or something more interesting. No matter how much he pushes I don't feel right calling it our bedroom. I have my own place and my own bedroom and until we are free of Lexy the Wicked Witch of the West, I don't think it is right to go push our relationship any further than we already have. I might hate this decision later on but deep down I know it is the right choice.


  Standing me in front of the bed he carefully peels off my clothing before taking off his own and laying me down on the bed. To my utter disappointment, he really only has sleep on his mind. He climbs in be beside me pulling me against him while tucking me into the crook of his arm. I reach for the covers and tuck them tightly around us.


  My body is wired and the last thing I want is sleep. I lay still, silently pouting like a petulant child before taking matters into my own hands. Stretching my body out beside his, I move my hand to his chest making sure to graze his nipples as my hand lightly rubs large circles over his tight abs. He stiffens beside me and makes an odd coughing sound but does not say or do anything to encourage me on or to stop me for that matter.


  Irritated, I move my hand further down his body hoping to excite a response out of him. I ruffle the sparse hairs on his chest, outline his belly button with my fingers and then allow my hand to drift on down to his engorged cock, which jumps and pulses in my hand. That did it. Just the response I was hoping for.


  "Stop trying to push me into taking you or I will tie your hands to this bed and make you stay that way the remainder of the night," he growls in frustration. "You need to rest baby. You have been through so much in the past week your body needs time to heal."


  Turning over onto his side he rearranges us, pulling me back against his chest and wrapping his arms around me tightly like a vise. With a kiss to my temple and a sweet "I love you" the discussion is ended. He falls fast asleep while I lay in his arms listening to the beat of his heart and steady breathing. I try and stay mad but I have never been very good at holding grudges. I reluctantly cave and fall asleep.


  

  



   Chapter 5


  

  



  My hand repeatedly slams down on the side table trying to shut up the stupid alarm that is not there. Annoyed I sit up rubbing at my tired eyes as I try and figure out where the hell my alarm has gone. It dawns on me that I am not at my condo. The blaring noise is from Alex's alarm, which he strategically placed across the room leaving him no choice but get out of bed to turn it off.


  I not so gently nudge him in the stomach a few times urging him to get up and take care of it. When he is not looking I plan on moving that damn thing to a much easier to reach location, preferably on my side of the bed. He must have missed the memo that alarm clocks are to be hit and thrown in the mornings. Cursing under his breath, he takes my not so subtle hint and staggers out of bed silencing the beast on his way to the bathroom.


  "Why are you getting up so early?" I mumble, noticing the sun is not even out yet.


  "I have a big meeting this morning with some advertisers and I need some time to prep for it." Kissing my cheek he breathes," I will be back by lunch to check on you. Be good!"


  I don't have the energy to respond so I do the next best thing and pull the warm covers over my head as I cuddle back into the warmth of the bed and fall soundly back to sleep.


  I will never openly admit that Alex was right but unfortunately he was. I am not sure exactly when he left for work, but it was long before I am finally climb out of bed right before noon. I never sleep this late but my body obviously needed the extra down time.


  Right or wrong I am still sour on the fact that he blatantly turned me down last night. I laugh silently, promising sweet revenge. The next time I have Alex hard and ready, he won't know what hit him as I plan on returning the favor to see how he likes me denying him what he longs for.


  Running my fingers through my matted hair, I decide a shower is a must before anything else. The powerful spray of the hot water feels amazing and does the trick to fully wake me up. Climbing out I wrap a fluffy white towel around myself and search around until I find my hairbrush and other toiletries packed away in my bag.


  As I brush out my tangles, my mind drifts back to my stepbrother Daniel and the promise I made to contact him today. The thought of meeting him makes me feel excited yet scared at the same time. What if he hates me? It is not that I need his approval but with my mom and I doing our best to ignore each other, I can't deny liking the idea of have a close connection to someone who is family. Oh my, I really sound pathetic.


  My hand absently traces the fading bruises around my arms and collarbone from my attacker. A few more days and they should be nothing more than horrible memory, a memory that I need to find a way to get past and move forward from.


  Throwing on my favorite pair of jeans and a light sweater, I wander out of the bedroom towards the kitchen to find me something to eat. I am a bit surprised to find Alice and George gathered at the breakfast bar with an array of newspapers spread around them while working on their respective laptops.


  "Good morning," I say hesitantly. I have to find a way to get over my shyness around them. They have not done anything to warrant me feeling uncomfortable but for some odd reason I have a hard time relaxing in their presence.


  Alice waves her hand at me not bothering to look up from the screen in front of her and George, being his cheerful self, jumps up and begins making me a cup of coffee. "You are looking well and rested today, Ms. Grayson," he says while adding my usual amounts of sugar and milk in my coffee before sliding it over the bar towards me.


  "Thank you, George. I am feeling much better." I take a tentative taste of my coffee then give him a reassuring smile letting him know he succeeded in making it to my liking. Seems as though my sneaky man has been updating my two new friends on my likes and dislikes. Speaking of which. "George have you spoken with Alex this morning? He said something about checking in around noon, but I was really tired and did not pay much attention to his exact words."


  "Yes, he called earlier and said for you to take it easy today. Once his meetings end, he would sneak back up here to check on you." Taking a seat beside me he gives me an apologetic look then adds," I am instructed to also tell you that your car has been returned to your condo. You are not allowed to leave unless you have spoken with Mr. Harlow before hand and gotten his permission."


  "Permission? You have got to be joking!"


  Poor George. He looks as though he would rather be anywhere else than having to stand here having this conversation with me. Alex has lost his mind if he thinks he has total control of my comings and goings while I stay here. I heard the doctor's orders myself and yes they cautioned me to take it easy and give myself at least a full week to heal, but they never said I needed to be handled like a child or that I might break if left unattended.


  I thank George, grab a few pieces of toast and head back into the bedroom needing a few minutes to think and gather myself before I do or say something I might regret. Alex's heart is in the right place but his way of thinking is way off. There is no way I will be able to last a full week locked up in his place. I will surely go postal. Finishing off my breakfast I brush off the crumbs that have accumulated on my shirt and go change into some work-out clothes with the plan on hitting up Alex's home gym and working out some of my frustrations before he returns and gets the brunt of it.


  I feel around my sprained ankle making sure it is well enough to withstand some running. The swelling has gone completely down and it is only a bit tender so as long as I wear my supportive ankle brace, I should be fine. Grabbing my Ipod I head towards the gym excited about doing something productive for a change.


  The days of lying around have made my muscles tight. It does not take long running on the treadmill before I am cursing under my breath and sweating puddles. The long warm-up I did before did very little to help with enduring the pain and strain I feel flooding my joints and muscles. Switching to a more upbeat tune on my IPod I switch gears and push through the pain determined to finish the course I am on and not give up.


  I am only ten minutes into my newly found gate when I feel strong arms wrap around my waist hauling me off the machine and pinning me up against the back wall. A loud scream breaks from my throat as panic grips me. I quickly calm as I take in my surroundings and the seething gorgeous man in front of me. I am thankful he is still holding me up because my tired legs have no more strength left in them.


  "What the hell is wrong with you? You scared me." I shout confused and ticked off.


  "What the hell is wrong with me? I am wondering the same question about you," he growls. "Alice informed me that you have been in here running hard and heavy for the past two hours. One day back home and you are already overdoing it. What part of take it easy did you not understand, Jessica?" He asks while plowing a frustrated hand through his beautifully thick black hair. My fingers tingle wanting to help him out and feel the silky strands glide through them. "Keep it up baby and I will delight in tying you to our bed and leaving you there each day while I work."


  Despite my growing irritation I shutter inside thinking about the many ways he could take me while being tied up and at his disposal. Shaking off the flutter of arousal dampening my panties I try and push his hands off me but my feeble attempt is useless against his strength.


  I open my mouth ready to defend myself- then close it realizing yelling back at Alex will not win any points with him. "I am sorry Alex." I mutter, running my tongue suggestively over my bottom lip. "I was not trying to hurt myself. I just needed to work off some extra energy and since you were not around to help me with the task I thought running was the next best option."


  He blinks back at me and I can tell he is processing my words. His eyes drop down taking in my tight, pink sports bra barely concealing my perky, hard nipples to my short, clingy black bike shorts. Leaning down he grasps my head between his hands and kisses me hard. This is not a sweet kiss but one with passion and longing for more.


  My thighs rub together in anticipation of what is to come. The air around us changes as we both rid ourselves of our restricting clothing while our lips continue to crash together. I run my hand down his chest to his jetting hard cock. My finger wipes away the pebble of juice leaking out of the top of him and uses it to help my hand easily glide up and down as I stroke the length with my hand.


  "Fuck," Alex shouts panting hard. "You are killing me baby." His body is hard and taunt as I continue my assault enjoying watching him fall apart in my hands. For a brief moment I feel powerful watching this Adonis of a man come undone at the seams for me. I swipe my finger back over his weeping cock then pull my wet finger up to my mouth and lick it clean. His eyes widen and he shudders through clenched teeth.


  "You taste good," I breathe against his ear. He lifts me up digging his hands into my ass and I respond wrapping my legs around his waist. Bracing me between him and the wall, I whimper as his cock rubs fluidly against my swollen clit.


  "Hold on love this is going to be hard and fast."


  My fingers grip his shoulders as he lines our bodies up and pushes his hips forward. I cry out as he fills me completely with a hard thrust. He captures my hard nipple between his fingers kneading and rolling it around while continuing his fast rhythmic thrusts, slamming back into me again and again. I moan in response, my body soaring higher and higher towards an epic release. My insides begin to quiver and I hear Alex moan low in his throat in response.


  "Wait for me love," he murmurs into my ear. I cry out with frustration not knowing if I can but also knowing I don't have a choice.


  I shutter as my body stays on the edge needing to release but not daring to let go without permission. "Please Alex," I cry out panting with need.


  "Almost baby just hold on a little longer. You are mine love. All mine and I am all yours," he groans against my throat. "


  I feel like his. In this moment I feel loved-cherished- and connected to Alex. His thrusts become ragged and uncontrolled as he loses himself in me. I lean forward and bite his shoulder hard throwing him over the edge and I let go falling with him as we both find our release together.


  

  



  ********


  

  



  "What was that all about earlier?" I ask as I climb out of the shower and wrap a warm towel around myself. Not giving him a chance to answer I continue. "You can't honestly be mad at me for exercising even if I did overdo it a bit today. You have got to stop acting like I am going to break Alex." I huff trying to stay calm.


  I can feel his scowl aimed at me as he finishes dressing. "I told you to take it easy and you completely ignored me." He rants while no longer holding in his rolling anger. "I need to know that when I leave you alone you are safe and taken care of. When you constantly put yourself in danger of getting hurt, I never get the peace I need."


  I inhale a sharp breath suddenly fuming and ready for a fight. "So this is more about you and your needs?" I ask irritated by his words. "I was exercising down the hall Alex, not outside running in and out of traffic."


  "Jessica don't push me," he warns through clenched teeth.


  I throw up my hands in the air frustrated and stomp out of the room slamming the door behind me. Not my classiest moment but it is either that or strangle him. The man is incorrigible. Someone should make a manual on how to handle stubborn men.


  Thankfully Alice and George are back in their rooms and not around to witness our argument. Grabbing the remote, I snuggle down on the couch and flick through channels. I'm determined not to let him ruin the rest of my day. I hate fighting with him but I refuse to bend to all his crazy rules.


  I am halfway through an episode of Three and a Half Men before he emerges with an apologetic look plastered across his face. Sinking down beside me he entwines his fingers within mine brushing soft kisses across my knuckles. Even mad he manages to make my heart beat faster. Stupid heart.


  "I have to get back to work. If you need anything tell Alice or George or you call downstairs to Kelly. I already programmed her number in your phone and she knows to get you whatever you need."


  "Whatever I need?" I ask challenging him.


  His raised eyebrow and exasperated look is cute and thaws my irritation a bit. "Within reason of course."


  "Ok thanks," I say softly. "I think I am going to use the rest of the day to finish getting up to date on calls and emails I have missed while being out of commission." He kisses my hand again before placing it back on my lap. I want to prolong our time together but know I can't expect him to keep missing work on my account. Fixing a smile on my face, I wave a small good-bye as he enters the elevator. I walk over to my bag and retrieve my laptop and phone.


  I set up all my belongings on the dining room table so I can enjoy the beautiful Dallas landscape while I work. I wish my office had this kind of view. The winter clouds make everything look cold and frigid despite the mid level temperatures. While my computer warms up I take a deep breath to steady my nerves and dial Daniel's phone number.


  He must have programmed my number into his phone because he picks on the third ring and answers enthusiastically saying, "Wow you actually called," instead of a simple "Hello." Jane was correct. His voice is sweet and smooth and I can't help but wonder if my dad's voice sounded the same. I push all thoughts of him to the back of my mind wanting to keep myself focused on Daniel and not dear old dad at the moment.


  "Hi," I answer. My own voice is higher than normal and I curse my nerves for getting the better of me. "Sorry I didn't call you back yesterday. I was really tired and wanted some more rest before calling."


  "I totally understand. How are you feeling?"


  "Oh... umm fine. Thanks for asking." I cringe knowing I must sound like an idiot who can't string more than a few words together. "Sorry this is really strange for me. I don't even know where to begin," I confess.


  "I'm the same way," he says letting out a nervous laugh. "I wanted to see if you would be opposed to meeting for coffee? I think getting to know each other might be easier in person than on the phone. I also have some photos I thought you might like to look over."


  "That would be great," I say without hesitation. "You live near Dallas now correct?" I try and recall exactly what was said on the report Roger gave me but so much has happened since then I can't remember everything it said.


  "Yes, I moved here a little over a year ago because of work. The town is called Mesquite. It is not that far from you so I am sure you have heard of it."


  "Yeah, I have driven through there a few times on my way back home," I say surprised that in all the places that he could have moved he ended up living near me. "Let's see today is Thursday and I should be released back to work and normal activities by next Wednesday. I am not sure exactly what my schedule will be by then but do you think you would be able to get away from work an hour or two to meet next Friday for lunch? I can drive to you so you don't have to come into the city," I add nervous about the thought of meeting him so soon.


  "Sure...of course. Why don't you give me a call next week closer to Friday and we can set it all up."


  "Sounds like a plan," I respond before thanking him again for checking up on me while I was in the hospital in Florida and end the call with another promise to call him next week to set up a place to meet.


  If everything goes well after we meet then I am going to have to go and visit my mother and let her know about Daniel and the truth about my father. I dread seeing her again. I don't expect her to take any of my new found knowledge well and knowing her she will twist the truths to fit into her perfect made up world where nothing is her fault and everyone else is to blame.


  Rubbing my temples I try and ease away the tension headache that is growing by the second. I just wish for once that life would stop being so complicated. I miss the days when my life consisted of getting up and going to work and the occasional drink and dancing on the weekends. I refuse to acknowledge that all the crazy shit started happening after Alex came into my life because doing so would open a flood gate of more questions and problems that I keep pushing away to the back of my mind. I have enough to deal with in front of me without adding more to the plate.


  I am halfway through my long list of unanswered emails when I come across an interesting one from Derrick Johnson. Jane mentioned in the hospital that he had tried a few times to come and visit me and Alex turned him away each time. I guess the smart man decided to email me instead. I can see why he and Alex used to be such good friends. They are both incredibly smart, persistent and sneaky at finding alternative ways to achieve what they want. His email reads:


  Jessica:


  I hope this email finds you ok and Alex does not destroy it before it ever reaches you. Since the attack I have tried many times to apologize to you for allowing you to get hurt. I feel solely responsible since my security should have been better equipped at preventing such a horrible thing to happen in my place of business. I know Alex well enough to know he has already hired the best investigators to look for whoever is responsible and I promise you I will do whatever I can to help him and the police in their hunt for the guilty involved. You and Jane did such an amazing job on my grand opening and I cannot thank you enough. I wish you a fast recovery and please let me know if there is anything I can do to help.


  Derrick Johnson


  I reread the email several times astounded by his sincere apology and offer to help. This does not sound like the same egotistical selfish man Alex described to me the other night. With a click of the mouse I hit respond and begin typing.


  Mr. Johnson:


  I appreciate your candid email and accept your apology, although there is nothing to apologize for. What happened to me was unfortunate and is on the hands of someone with a sick mind, not you or anyone else that night. You had no way of knowing that something tragic was unfolding. Alex and the police are doing their best to find out who is responsible and I am healing and should be back to normal by next week. It was a pleasure working with you on your grand opening at the club and hope our paths cross again in the future. Thanks again for your kind words.


  Jessica Grayson


  Stretching my arms out I reread the email happy with the way I worded it and hit send. I think Derrick has changed a lot from the high school playboy Alex remembers. If Alex could find a way to over look the past I truly believe they could be good friends again. Before I have a chance to put a lot of thought into it my phone starts singing and Jane's pretty face pops up onto my screen.


  I quickly hit accept eager to hear her voice and get caught up on what is happening in her world and updates on work.


  "Hey Janey girl how are you?"


  "I am good but the real question is how are you?"


  "I am much better. Alex is driving me a bit crazy but I should have expected that. He won't let me lift a finger for anything and is determined to keep me locked up in this tower of his but besides that I can't complain." Flipping through a few emails in front of me I go over some work details with her that were sent to me and re-check the list of new inventory that needs to be ordered before several shoots the following week. I am glad to hear that the new temp she hired is doing a great job and everything is running smoothly.


  "Have you heard anything new from the detectives?" Jane asks.


  "No, nothing yet," I reply letting out an audible sigh. "It is so frustrating knowing that whoever did this is out running free the streets while I remain locked up with two body guards shadowing my every move. I don't like living like this Jane," I confess.


  "I know you don't baby girl but until the crazy man is caught, I have to agree with Alex that this is the best option we have." Hearing her agree with Alex is a shock to my system and doesn't sit right with me for some reason. She is my best friend and should be on my side not my overprotective caveman acting boyfriend.


  


  Needing to change the subject before I get too bent out of shape, I opt on telling her about my meeting next week with Daniel. "So I am setting up a small meet and greet over lunch next week with Daniel in Mesquite. Would you be interested in going with me? You know, as a buffer and friend."


  "Oh my gosh! Of course I will go. Are you nervous to meet him?"


  "Yes, but also excited," I say feeling the butterflies flitter in my stomach over the thought of it. "I have so many questions and hope he can put to rest some of the fears that I have always had about why my dad left us. I doubt he will, but it is worth a shot."


  "What does Alex think about you meeting him?" Wow, she is scoring big today on crappy questions. I worry my bottom lip thinking about his reaction. I don't for a minute think it will be a good one.


  "I have not told him yet," I say softly.


  "Oh," she says obviously thinking on the same lines as me. "You are going to tell him aren't you?"


  "I would prefer not to but since I have the goon squad with me at all times I don't see how I will manage him not knowing. I have a week before the meeting so I will work something out by then."


  "You are right. There's no reason to worry over it now. Sorry to cut the conversation short, but I need to run. I am meeting up with Jax at the gym in an hour, so I will call you tomorrow sweetie and we can finish catching up then. I love you Jess and am so damn glad you are safe and well." I can almost hear her smile over the phone and it makes me miss her all the more.


  "Love you too, Janey girl and please tell Jax hi for me."I say before reluctantly ending the call.


  I work a bit more on my laptop before making my way back to Alex's room exhausted and needing a nap before I begin dinner. All in all I accomplished more than I thought I would today, which leaves me less to do tomorrow and hopefully a chance to have some fun. I plan on surprising Alex tonight with my famous baked macaroni and cheese with a side of sautéed zucchini. Slipping under the cool sheets, I wrap the comforter around me, close my eyes and instantly drift off.


   Chapter 6 - Alex


  

  



  "I don't care what you have to do or what it costs me. I want this divorce done and over."


  I take a moment to rein in my temper. Lexy is pulling out every stop she can to delay our divorce and from our recent talks I know Jessica is getting fed up. I don't understand why Lexy would want to delay the inevitable especially when she knows I don't want her.


  "James, I refuse to play Lexy's games so do your job and find a loop hole to make the bitch go away."


  "Yes sir, I will keep working on it," James says sounding as frustrated as I do. I can tell by his red- rimmed eyes and mused salt and pepper hair that he is clearly overworked and tired. "Right now her main defense is that the marriage was real not staged and using the fact that is was consummated as her proof. We know she has had other men since marrying you but no proof to show of it. She has been very discreet and careful to stay out of the spotlight all these years. I have my detectives working to find the proof we need but it would go along faster if we could use Roger."


  "No." I say strongly leaving no room for discussion. "Roger is working to help find Jess's attacker and adding to his work load will only cause him to lose focus on that. If you need to hire more man power than do so, but Roger is out of the question for now."


  "Fine. I will keep you updated," he huffs exiting my office in a hurry.


  James has been my lawyer since I was a teenager and has seen me though my worst and my best. He has always managed to make the most fucked up deals work in my favor but damn Lexy is not making anything easy for us. Hiring her to work at Glimmer was a shot in the dark, but it does seem to be paying off. Kelly has been able to keep an eye on her and whom she interacts with. I enjoy knowing where she is most of the time and being able to stop her from running around causing more trouble has been helpful.


  I pour myself another finger of scotch before sitting back down at my desk. Taking a sip I enjoy the burn as it slides down my throat. Between Lexy's bullshit and Jess's attack, I constantly feel on edge and out of control these days. Knowing Jessica is staying with me and that Alice and George are with her at all times helps but it is not enough.


  Jessica has no idea what seeing her laying in that hospital bed did to me. It was hell not being able to fix her. I felt completely helpless and for once in my life money could not fix it. Those two days were the longest of my life while I sat beside holding her hand and praying to a God that I have not talked to in years to please help her.


  Grabbing up the phone I dial the Destin police station and ask to speak with Detective Harris or Burns. I don't trust the police to put much effort into this case, which is why I hired Roger to help out. He is the best at what he does and if anyone can find the bastard responsible than it will be him.


  "Detective Harris speaking."


  "Harris, this is Alex Harlow in Dallas, Texas. I need an update on what is going on with Jessica Grayson's case."


  "Mr. Harlow, as I have already told you, Mr. Johnson and your investigator before, we don't have much to go on. We found a few prints but none of them matched anything in our system. The wires to the entire camera system were cut and we have no eyewitnesses as to what the guy looks like. The only thing we have been able to identify was the drug used in Ms. Grayson's drink. The drug is extremely common on the street so there is no easy way to identify who the dealer is."


  I hate this shit. I hate not having the answers I need and not being able to do a damn thing about it. I scream out obscenities though the phone demanding the police force to try harder before slamming down the phone and placing my head in my hands. The silence deafening my office is interrupted with the sound of my glass shattering against the wall.


  I need out of here. I can't concentrate on work and sitting around doing nothing makes me feel like a caged animal. I send a quick text to Kelly asking her to have housekeeping come clean up the broken glass in my office and inform her that I will be gone for the rest of the day. Being the good assistant that she is she knows better to ask any questions.


  The only place I want to be right now is curled up in bed with Jessica. I need to feel her skin beneath me and her legs wrapped around me. I have not spoken to her since I upset her then left her after lunch earlier today. I have learned that when she gets mad, the best thing to do is give her space and let her calm down. She really has no clue how much I love her. My dick throbs with the thought of being buried deep inside of her. No matter how many times I take her, it is never enough.


  I make a quick call and reserve a table at a restaurant close by for Alice and George. I need a few hours alone with Jess tonight without her worrying the whole time that they will hear her while she screams out my name. Just thinking about it makes me have to rearrange my raging hard-on.


  Grabbing my jacket off the back of my chair I lock up my office and head towards my private elevator. While waiting for the elevator car I send another text to George and Alice letting them know about the change in plans for tonight and asking them to be out of the penthouse within thirty minutes. It might not seem like a lot of time to them but for me thirty minutes is going to feel like forever.


  As I walk into our apartment I am greeted with the most delicious smells wafting from the kitchen. I am usually the one who cooks so seeing Jess standing by the stove in an apron takes me by surprise. If nothing else the woman never ceases to amaze me.


  "Smells amazing love," I say looking over her shoulder trying to get a glimpse of what she is putting together. I can make out what looks like zucchini and some other vegetables but she won't move away from the oven for me to check out what she has hiding in it.


  "Alex, I swear if you don't get out of this kitchen I will make you regret it," she warns while shaking a wooden spoon in my face. I glance down at the spoon smiling and noting that I will be sure to use that same spoon later on that gorgeous creamy white ass of hers.


  "I don't like that look you have," she says nervously.


  I chuckle not saying anything else and letting that active imagination of hers run rampant. The more worked up she gets the better her orgasm will be later.


  "You didn't have to cook babe, although I love that you did," I say grabbing her waist and giving her a kiss on the neck. My cock throbs feeling her body shiver against mine. She turns her face towards mine kissing my mouth softly. I groan deepening the kiss and giving her a sample of what is yet to come.


  I pull away from her before things get too far. "George and Alice will be not be joining us tonight," I say giving her a wink as I head to the bedroom so I can change out of my work attire.


  "Oh really," she responds already breathless. "Dinner is ready when you are. I am going to go on and set the table so come and join me when you finish in there."


  I quickly shuck out of my clothing and change into a pair of old jeans and a light t-shirt since I don't plan on wearing any of it for very long. Alice and George are making their getaway when I return to the living room and I thank them for the day, handing them my credit card and instructing them to enjoy their dinner and not to return back for several hours.


  I can feel Jess eyeing me as she sets the table but she has yet to say anything about my sudden change in plans. She knows me well enough to know that I would not send security away unless I had a good reason.


  The food tastes just as good as it smells. I am proud of my baby and praise her throughout dinner on her culinary skills. Growing up I got so accustomed to having all my meals made by cooks and the help that out of frustration I taught myself how to whip up a few of my favorite dishes. I have never had a woman I cared for cook for me. Hell, most women I meet expect me to take care of them and would never think of trying to do the same for me. I love that she wanted to do this for me.


  I notice her nibbling her bottom lip a few times during dinner. Time has taught me her tell signs and this one says she wants to talk to me about something but is worried that I am not going to approve. I am determined to get all the negative shit out of the way so we can enjoy the rest of the evening I have planned. After the day I have had it can't get much worse.


  "Spill it Jessica," I say narrowing my eyes on her. "You obviously have something you need to say so say it already."


  Her eyes meet mine and for a moment I am worried it might be much worse than I thought. Taking a breath she says," I spoke with my stepbrother today. Jane and I are going to meet him next Friday for lunch."


  What the fuck? I swear she is trying to kill me. I understand her reasons for wanting to meet with Daniel but with all the shit going on I don't think right now is a good time. Running a hand along the back of my neck, I grasp for the right words.


  "I know you don't want to hear this, but it is easier to keep you safe when you are here in the penthouse. When you are out in the open, even with George and Alice with you, there are no guarantees that they will be able to keep that psycho from getting his hands on you again."


  I can see the fight building behind her eyes and I cringe knowing this is about to get ugly. "You are crazy to think you can keep me locked up here Alex. Once the doctor signs off on my health next week I plan on getting back to work," she says pushing away from the table and taking our plates back into the kitchen. "I will stay with you until they find the man. Your two goons can follow me around as much as they like but I will not stop living my life. Deal with it or I will go home now so we can spare each other anymore heartache," she yells throwing her plate into the sink.


  Oh hell no! This shit ends now!


  


   Chapter 7


  

  



  I immediately regret my outburst as I watch Alex jump out of his chair and stalk towards me jaw clinched and eyes set afire. I look around willing a way to escape his wrath, but the only way out of this kitchen is currently being filled by my gorgeous irate man. Shit


  He stalks me as his prey knowing I have nowhere to go. I try and dart around him but it is no use. He loops an arm around my waist stopping my retreat and spinning me around. Before I have a chance to protest he already has me bent over the top of the counter with a strong hand pressed against my shoulder blades holding me in place. My body betrays me letting out an involuntary moan as his hardness grinds against my ass.


  "Alex, I am sorry for my outburst," I say between heavy pants. I am not sorry for how I feel, but I should have handled it better. Threatening to leave was not the answer.


  "I know you are my love," he whispers against my ear. "Strip Jessica," he commands.


  I crank my face to the side seeking his own not sure if he is serious or not. His face is filled with a mixture of determination and lust. "Do it Jessica. If you make me wait your punishment will be far worse than what I already have in mind." He releases his hand off my back allowing me enough room to move.


  This should not be turning me on and yet my panties are drenched.


  Slowly I pull at the hem of my top letting it drift up my stomach and over my head before dropping to the floor. I keep my eyes trained on his beautiful green ones loving the emotion that drifts over them despite his stoic face. My thumbs unbutton my pants pulling them down my legs along with my wet panties and leaving me in nothing but my white lace bra. I watch as his eyes dart to my breasts silently telling me to discard of it which I do.


  I stand before him naked. My sex clenches in anticipation as I wait for my punishment. Grabbing my upper arms he turns me around pushing down on the middle of my back and forcing me to bend over the marble counter once again. I suck in a sharp breath as the cool marble meets with my warm skin causing my nipples to pebble.


  "Stretch your arms above your head and grip the edge of the counter," he commands with a rough voice. I obey moving up on my tip toes so I can reach across the long counter. Still a bit sore from my previous workout I feel the stretch in my arm muscles as I grip the counters edge curling my fingers around it.


  I hear him moving around behind me opening and shutting drawers but from this angle I can't see exactly what he is doing and don't dare move to find out. I feel him move behind me and every nerve in my body goes on alert. He places a warm hand on my naked ass, stroking me with his palm. I tense expecting him to strike me but he doesn't, instead he murmurs against my neck," You look so beautiful love."


  I relax pushing my bottom against his palm seeking more contact. The longer he makes me wait the wetter I become. He dips a finger against my folds fondling me and I squirm against his palm wanting more. Smirking he removes his hand and before I have a chance to miss the contact I feel the first hard swat. I grit my teeth as the pain spreads than turns to a delicious warmth as he slowly caresses it away.


  I am not sure he is using to hit me with but I know for a fact that it is not his hand. Without warning he hits me again repeating the previous caresses after each swat and continues on with a rhythmic pattern for a total of ten swats. Keeping my head down against the cool counter I bite down on my bottom lip until I taste blood. My arms ache and my ass is on fire as I continue to grip the edge of the marble not daring to let go without permission. I am surprised and pleased at my self control and ability to not cry out.


  "Your ass is a beautiful shade of red and your pussy is dripping for me," Alex rasps against my back while stroking two fingers in and out of my wanton heat. He places a wooden spoon I used earlier down beside my head and my eyes widen at the realization that he used it to dole out my punishment. No wonder my behind hurts so much.


  "Alex...," I whimper out pleading with him to stop teasing me and fuck me already. The fire roaring inside my body is becoming out of control as his fingers continue lazily stroking in and out of me.


  "Patience baby." He growls. "Spread your legs wider for me. I want to watch your pussy devour my cock every time I thrust into you."


  Fuck! His words are almost enough on their own to throw me over. He has got to be joking about me having patience. He can try and act unaffected all he wants but the strain in his voice tells me he is as turned on and as needy as I am. As I spread my legs wider he slams into me milking a startled cry from my lips.


  I push back against him wanting this. Wanting to be taken hard and fast. My swollen lips clasp around him greedily determined to take as much as he is willing to give. He thrusts hard into me each time causing my body to move further up on top of the counter. The cold marble brushes against my sensitive clit with each thrust and I moan out feeling my body coil tightly in preparation for a mighty orgasm that I know will tear me apart.


  "Say it," Alex yells out desperately digging his fingers into the flesh at my waist. "I need to hear you say it."


  With a rough hand he grips my breast tweaking and twisting my nipple harshly. "I love your beautiful tits," he says nipping the skin on my shoulder hard enough to mark me. His words and the sensations swirling through my body are too much. I struggle not to come but it is no use. Hearing him call me beautiful is my undoing and I cry out as my orgasm crashes through me. I scream my release as my body shakes and trembles beneath him and tell him what he yearns to hear.


  "Yours Alex," I whimper. "I am all yours baby."


  He buries his face in the crook of my neck slamming back into me twice more before I feel his cock pulsate as he spills his seed deep inside of me while screaming out my name.


  We are both breathing hard together as we come back down from our sex induced state. He pulls out of me and my knees buckle without the weight of his body holding me up. He catches me as I crumble to the floor scooping me up into his arms and carrying me to the bedroom and laying me on the bed.


  I shift myself around on the bed pulling a pillow under my head as he goes to the bathroom and comes back with a wet towel and lotion. After cleaning us both up he rubs the lotion into my sore bottom with extra care. Once he is finished he slides into bed beside me pulling me against his broad chest and begins stroking my hair. Smiling I squirm closer against him bathing in his love.


  "Are you okay? I didn't hurt you did I?" He asks, his voice filled with concern.


  "No baby, you didn't hurt me. Quite the opposite in fact." I purr.


  I try and keep my eyes open but my exhaustion takes over and I slip into a deep sleep.


   Chapter 8


  

  



  I cower near the edge of the bed not daring to fall asleep or say a word in fear that she will come back into my room and start yelling at me again. I hate it when she drinks and lately that is all she seems to do. I know why she does it. I also know why she takes all her frustration out on me.


  It is all my fault.


  He left because of me and because of that she hates me. She never lets me forget it. I wish I could make him come back, make him love us again. I hear her crying in the living room and it takes everything in me not to go and check on her. No matter what she does she is still my mom. The last time I tried to make it better she left and did not come back for three days.


  I crawl off the bed towards the door so I can listen better. As I near the door I stumble over my shoe I took off earlier and forgot to put away. I try and bite back the yelp that escapes my lips but it is too late. I freeze where I am. My whole body shakes as I wait to see if she will come and check on me. I silently count, 1...2...3... And then I hear it, the sound of her footsteps coming down the hall. I know I should hide but my body is shaking so bad I cannot move. The door creaks open and she just stares down at me as though I am some pathetic creature instead of her daughter.


  "He loved me," she slurs. "He loved me and if you had not made everything so hard on us he would still love me." Her make-up is smeared across her once beautiful face. Looking back at old pictures of her when she was young you would never guess that she is the same person staring back at me through empty hollow eyes.


  "I am sorry momma," I squeak hiding my face in my hands as tears flow down my face.


  My eyes open as I spring up from the bed. The familiar sight of Alex's bedroom helps ease the anxiety still flowing in my chest.


  "Shit. Another damn dream," I whisper to myself.


  I have not had nightmares in years and for the past several nights they have started back up again. They are not always the same dream but the events are all very similar. My mom is always in them blaming me for his choices. I don't need a shrink to know there is most likely a link between them starting back up and my meeting with Daniel today.


  It took several days of sulking, bribing, and then flat out begging but Alex is finally okay with me going to Mesquite to meet Daniel. I would have gone regardless of his consent but it makes it easier to do this knowing he is behind me and not against me. The less drama the better.


  The past week has luckily flown by and for once everything seems to be going smoothly in our lives. I spend last weekend curled up watching an assortment of movies with Alex, Jane, Jax and the goon squad. I am still trying to get used to Alice and George following me around everywhere I go but I must say they are starting to grow on me. George has the quirkiest humor that is contagious. Once or twice he even broke through Alice's tough exterior. Jax tried for two hours straight to coax a smile from her but got nowhere and finally gave up.


  Alex's local doctor came by and checked on me Wednesday and after answering an array of ridiculous questions that Alex deemed necessary I was released to go back to work and normal activities. I have continued to work from the penthouse for now but come next Monday there is nothing or no one that is going to keep me from making an appearance back at my office. I miss Clive and his silly jokes and my own office although I will miss the view from Alex's place. The penthouse is beautiful and relaxing but I feel like it is beginning to suffocate me.


  Rubbing my tired bloodshot eyes I try and rid the sinking feeling I always get after having a nightmare. I hate those damn dreams. They always leave me dazed and out of it for a few hours. I have tried my best to hide them from Alex but I have a sneaky suspicion that he knows. He has not said anything but he has been holding me tighter at night and a few times I wake up to find him curled around me awake and watching me. After leaving home it took years and several sessions of therapy to make the dreams stop.


  This is why I never call or visit my mom. I have fought hard to rid myself of all the negativity and self insecurities that come with knowing her. No matter how hard I try it never seems to go away forever.


  Climbing out of bed I check the clock to make sure I have enough time for a quick shower before I need to go and pick up Jane. Turning the water as hot as I can stand it I lean against the cool tiles of the shower and let the water pound away my stress and worries.


  As I rinse out my hair I try and refrain from worrying. No matter what outcome comes from my meeting today, whether good or bad, I will have no choice but visit with my mom in the coming weeks and tell her the truth about it all. It is time she knows my dad is gone and never coming back. She needs to understand that he moved on and hopefully one day she can do the same.


  Climbing out of the shower I wrap myself in Alex's thick robe and turn towards the mirror to brush the tangles out of my hair. How did I not see all this? Attached to the bathroom mirror are dozens of colorful post it notes all carrying the same written message from my sweet beautiful man, 'I love you. Your stronger than you know'.


  Sniffling back tears of love and joy I peel off each message so I can place them in my jewelry box for safe keeping. I wish he knew the power he has over me. Whether he is being dominant, stubborn or just plain sweet he always finds the path straight to my heart.


  With strong coffee in hand and dressed in a light red boat neck sweater and blue jeans for comfort I head towards the private elevator with Alice and George in tow. Today they are all business and have yet to say more than a few words to me. Alex still has not returned my car to me but was considerate enough to let us borrow his large black Escalade so we could all ride together in comfort. I am so used to us always traveling in his personal limo I was a bit surprised to find out he even owned his own vehicle. I would prefer to travel in an Escalade than a limo any day.


  I follow George once we exit the elevator since I am not at all familiar with the layout of Glimmer Magazine and have no idea where the underground parking garage is or even how to access it. As we are winding down a long hallway I hear my name called out and a shiver of apprehension travels down my spine.


  Slapping on a fake smile I turn around and watch as Lexy glides towards me on legs that seem to go on forever incased in a dress that is extremely short and leaves very little to the imagination. Anger flashes through me knowing Alex sees her dressed like this all the time. I really hate her working here with him.


  "Lexy what can I do for you?" I ask with a hint of annoyance in my tone.


  "Nothing that Alex isn't already doing," she sneers running her tongue over her bottom lip. "I heard about your horrific accident and just wanted to see how you were doing?"


  Digging my nails into the palm of my hand to hold back the hateful retort teetering on my tongue I smile and answer," Fine thanks for your concern. If you will excuse me Lexy I have a meeting that I must get to."


  I try and turn to go but the horrid woman gets one more nasty comment in before I am able to make a quick departure."Great to hear it. It really sweet of my Alex to take pity on you and let you stay with him until you are feeling better. His sweet nature if one of the main things that drew us together all those many years ago."


  My Alex?


  I wince. If she had smacked me across the face she could have not hurt me any deeper than her words just did. The thought of Alex or anyone taking pity on me is the one thing I will never accept. I know she is just goading me on and trying to get under my skin and damn it she is doing a great job. I feel Alice's hand on my arm trying to force me to continue to keep walking but I am fed up with Lexy and she deserves a dose of her own medicine.


  Swiveling back towards her I call out her name and wait until I have her undivided attention. "Yes I have enjoyed him taking care of my every need. Licking all my wounds and fucking me until I can't see straight. He really is a sweet man. So attentive and amazing in bed."


  I wish I had a camera to capture the look on her face. The hate shining back in her eyes only heightens my victory. Her face blooms red and a few veins protrude out of her forehead as she scuttles away cursing under her breath.


  I hear Alice on the phone behind me and I laugh imagining the conversation she is having with Alex. I am sure he is livid that I took her bait and bit back but he will have to get over it. The skank deserved what she got.


  

  



  ********


  

  



  "I am going to take that napkin away from you if you do not stop twisting it around your fingers," Jane grits out placing a hand over mine to still it.


  "I'm sorry," I say softly. "No one should be this nervous. My stomach aches from churning around so much. I am starting to feel ill," I say trying to take steady breathes to calm my spastic nerves. Every time the door chimes announcing a new customer I jump a mile.


  She wrinkles up her noise giving me a sympathetic look. "Oh sweetie I am sorry but I really don't think you have anything to worry about. He seemed really nice when I spoke to him on the phone in Florida. If he turns out to be a complete creep than we will leave."


  I glance around the restaurant and nod my head in agreement. "I am so glad you are here with me."


  Alex has texted me over ten times since we left Glimmer checking up on me. I am pretty sure he is as nervous as I am if not more. I am determined to prove to myself and him that I am strong enough to handle this and face my past. I need to put all the negative behind me and focus on the future and a small part of me believes meeting Daniel is the first step in doing just that.


  I am so enamored in twiddling with the napkin in my lap I don't notice him standing next to our table until he is already slipping into seat across from us. A kaleidoscope of emotions flow through me as I stare up into his face. I don't remember my father but all the pictures that I have seen look so much like the man sitting across from me right now. They even have the same piercing steel colored eyes and solid tall frame.


  "Wow, you really do look just like him," I blurt out before my mind has a chance to sensor my reaction.


  He lets out a nervous laugh and I relax a bit knowing he is just as shaken up as I am. "Yes I have heard that before. It is nice to finally meet you Jessica."


  "You too Daniel." I answer honestly. Remembering my manners I motion towards Jane and introduce the two of them to each other.


  Before I have a chance to say more our waitress walks up and takes everyone's drink order. Jane and I arrived early due to George's crazy ass fast driving skills and I have already had one glass of wine. I would love some more liquid courage but common sense takes over and I opt for a glass of iced tea instead. Last thing I need is to get tipsy and lose out on my chance to get the answers I crave.


  "I am not sure where to begin," I confess.


  I watch as he reaches into the pocket of his jacket to retrieve something. To my utter horror George and Alice jump out of their seats from behind us and tackle Daniel, dragging him out of his seat and restraining him against the floor. It was like watching a scene from one of my favorite action flicks.


  Jane and I each jump out of seats screaming, waving our arms in the air and doing our best to stop my goon squad from hurting poor Daniel. Alice ignores me thrusting her hand into his inside suite pocket in search for what I assume she thinks is a gun or some other type of weapon. When she pulls out a set of old pictures and a couple of letters I want to bang her over the head myself for being so stupid.


  "What the hell is wrong with you two?" I scream beyond mad and embarrassed. She ignores me and continues to pat him down while George keeps him down on the ground arms clasped tightly behind his back.


  "Umm...Jessica what is going on?" Daniel asks wearily while trying to turn his head to look up at me. If he did not think I was a freak before he most defiantly will now.


  "I am so sorry Daniel," I say pleading for him to forgive me and yet not blaming him if he wanted to leave now and never contact me again. "These two crazy nuts are my bodyguards. Alex hired them to protect me until my attacker is found."


  



  Once satisfied that Daniel is no threat George releases him and helps him back up to his feet. They each say a quick apology than return to their seats as though nothing crazy just transpired. I rub my head trying to tamper down the headache blooming and glance back at Daniel awaiting the retreat I expect is about to come at any moment but never does. To my utter astonishment he actually laughs off the whole thing. He is a much better sport than I am because it will take a whole lot more than an apology before I forgive those two. Paybacks a bitch.


  "Shall we try this again?" he asks as we settle back down at the table. He gently pushes the contents he brought with him across the table towards me.


  My hands shake as I pick up old photos of my dad and me when I was a baby. The ones that stand out are of him holding me, giving me a piggy back ride, and playing with me at the playground near our home in Tyler. I have never seen these before and am shocked that he took them with him when he left. He is actually smiling in them all and seems happy. I don't understand this.


  "What is wrong?" Jane asks noticing my perplexed expression as I keep looking over the photos trying to seek answers in them that are not there.


  "She said he was not happy with us. He is smiling in these," I say pushing the photos towards her. I need her to look at them and help me understand why he would be smiling if he was so unhappy.


  "My dad always said having you and I was his best accomplishments in life. I know he did a shitty cowardly thing by leaving you with your mom but he regretted it every day of his life. He would have come back and got you but she refused to let him see you."


  I think I need that other drink now.


  "None of this makes since," I exclaim running my hands through my hair.


  I watch Jane as she looks over the pictures in her hand extensively frowning at each one. She knows my whole messed up history and has even had the unpleasant opportunity to witness my mom at her worst on more than one occasion.


  "Am I missing something here?" Daniel asks. I blush realizing for a brief moment I forgot he was even here with us.


  "Sorry it is just that I was told a completely different story my whole life. I am trying to piece this together and figure out what is truth and what is fiction." Remembering he had some letters with him also I ask about them.


  "Dad wrote to you several times but the letters were always returned unopened." he says pushing them towards me. "I never read them but I thought you might want to."


  This is too much. I don't know what is real anymore. Did my dad really want me? If what Daniel said is true than why did he leave my mom and I? This meeting was meant to bring me closure and answer my questions not create more complicated ones.


  Our waitress arrives with our drinks and a snappy comment about George and Alice behaving themselves and not causing any more outbursts. Rolling my eyes I promise that we will all be good girls and boys and wait until she is out of earshot before continuing with our conversation.


  I stare wide eyed at the letters as though they might detonate if I dare touch them. I know I am being ridiculous but I am not sure if I want to know what is written in them. I feel like my whole past is crumbling down around me and it is unnerving to say the least. Noticing my reaction Jane takes the letters and pockets them in her purse.


  "When she is ready I will make sure she reads them," she promises Daniel.


  Finally finding my voice again I ask the million dollar question that has been burning in my mind since we sat down for this little meet and greet. "Did he ever tell you why he left us? I mean I know what my mom has always told me but I need to know if he really left us because of me."


  Daniel's head snaps up and he gives me the most baffled look. "He never left because of you," he says sternly and for a moment I really want to believe him. I really want to believe him everything he has told me so far.


  "You don't have to worry about hurting my feeling. I have known that truth for a long time now I just need to hear it confirmed by someone besides my mom."


  He places a large hand over mine and looks into my eyes as though he is searching for something but I am not sure what. "Jessica I don't lie and our father never left because of you. If anything he stayed longer than he should have just so he didn't have to leave you."


  "What?" I gasp. My voice sounds muffled with emotion.


  Taking a long sip of his drink he clears his voice and continues," Our father owned up to his faults and the fact that he walked out on his previous family. He loved you and stayed with your mother for years longer than he could bear hoping things would improve. He said your mother tried on more than one occasion to break the person he was and her lies and consistent adultery was the final straw for him. He could not take it anymore so he finally left with the intention to come back and get you once he was settled. Your mother refused to share you and after fighting with her for a few years he gave up."


  I silently wipe the tears falling from my face as I try and wrap my mind around all this new information. How can my entire life be one big lie?


  "If he really wanted me why didn't he fight harder? Why would he leave me with a woman who hated me?" I croak out between silent sobs.


  I hate crying and yet it seems to be something I have been doing a lot of lately. Jane places her arm around me giving me a reassuring hug that I welcome. I am so thankful she came with me today.


  "I can assure you dad never knew what you were going through or he would have done more. I don't have all the answers but I think if you read the letters you might get a better perspective of what was going on in his mind." His earnest eyes tell me he believes everything he is saying but I am still weary. His story and the one I have been told all my life do not add up.


  "I hate to leave you like this but I really need to get back to work. I loved meeting you and hope we have the chance to get to know each other better."


  I stand giving him a big hug and assuring him I want the same thing. George steps up behind me apologizing to Daniel for the earlier commotion and throws a handful of bills on the table to cover all of our drinks.


  Looping my arm through Jane's I stroll outside with her glad that she rescheduled all her appointments today so we could spend the rest of the day together. I definitely need some girl time after the emotional rollercoaster I just went on. I feel like my life has turned into its own form of soap opera. I never did like soap operas growing up.


  The cool air whipping around us as we exit the restaurant is a welcome distraction. I need all the distractions I can get from all the thoughts and emotions spinning around in my head. Climbing back into the Escalade I send a quick text to Alex letting him know that I need some girl time with Jane and will be home later. I am sure my goon squad has already enlightened him on today's events so hopefully he will understand and not ask too many questions.


  My phone pings back before we even leave the parking lot with a quick message.


  Alex: Love you. Take all the time you need but make sure security goes with you. We will talk later. Stay strong my love.


  I lean my head back against the cool buttery leather seats and take in a deep breath. Stay strong? I feel anything but strong right now.


  "Jess what can I do to make it all better?" Jane asks softly.


  "Just stay with me for a while and help me to forget how fucked up my life is."


  "You got it babe," she says laying her head on my shoulder. "How about we pick up Jax and all of us go make a day of it at Six Flags. We can ride all the roller coasters and make Jax play all the games until he wins us each a large stuffed animal."


  I giggle loving the idea of a carefree day acting silly with my friends. "Your ideas rock babe," I say feeling like the weight of the world is already lifting off of me and I can breathe easily once again. "You can invite Hunter also is you like," I add realizing what a shitty self-centered friend I have been for not even asking about him since we got back.


  "Umm... No I don't think he will be joining us ever again," she says with a grimace.


  Shit! "What happened?" I ask the curiosity evident in my voice.


  "While we were in Florida he was competing in a body building contest down South and ran into an old flame from back in the day. I guess things were not as dead between them as they thought because after the competition he admitted to sleeping with her."


  "Asshole," I snap irritably. "I am sorry Jane I never would have thought Hunter had it in him to be such a douche."


  "Yeah me neither," she breathes. "At least I found out early on. I just need to kiss a few more frogs I guess before I finally find my prince charming."


  "You deserve a prince charming."


  "I agree," she says with a giggle. Pulling out her phone she sends a quick text to Jax and I lean forward to inform George and Alice about our change of afternoon plans. I can't wait to see the two of them on a roller coaster. This should be fun!


   Chapter 9 - Alex


  

  



  I reread Jessica's text frowning. I have a bad feeling things did not go as she planned.


  "You seem distracted," Kelly says eyeing me over the stack of papers in her hand.


  I laugh out loud embarrassed to be caught staring mindlessly at my phone's screen for well over ten minutes. "I know. I am sorry just a lot on my mind," I reply sitting down my phone and reaching over to retrieve the spreadsheets she brought in for me to approve.


  I glance over them making sure that all the numbers add up before signing my name at the bottom of each one and handing them back to her. "Looks like we are doing much better this quarter," I comment knowing she will be pleased that I noticed.


  "Yes, our new marketing strategies seem to be paying off," she says smiling like a proud momma. She should be happy she had done an amazing job at keeping everyone in-line and productive. I really need to speak to Human Resources about giving her a raise.


  Waving some papers towards me she adds, "I am going to drop off these contracts downstairs before I head out to lunch. Would you like me to order you anything before I leave?"


  The mention of lunch makes my stomach knot up thinking about Jess meeting with Daniel. It took everything I had in me to leave her today and not force her to take me with her but deep down I know she would resent me for it and needs to do this on her own. Knowing that Jane and security team is with her helps take the edge off.


  "That would be great Kelly. You know my favorites. Please order me something from the sandwich shop downstairs and ask them to deliver it up here."


  "Will do boss," she says exiting my office. I listen until I can no longer hear the soft click of her high heels on the floor before picking up my phone and calling George for an update on Jessica's lunch meeting.


  Anger grips every fiber of my body as George gives me details of their lunch conversation. I hate to even think about what must be going through her mind right now. On several occasions she has let down her barriers and I have be able to learn a bit more about her childhood but I never comprehended just how fucked up it was. My poor precious girl.


  "Thanks George. Use the money I gave you earlier to purchase anything she wants. She deserves some time off from everything. Send me a text once you are headed back this way."


  

  



  As I am finishing up my call I hear a small knock on my office door. "Come in," I call out heading towards my in suite bathroom to wash my hands and remove my silk tie. Yanking on the knot of my tie from around my neck I hear the door open and close indicating my lunch has already arrived.


  "Be right out," I answer loud enough for the delivery person to hear me. I carefully hang my tie on the small hook attacked at the back of the bathroom door and quickly wash my hands. Reentering my office I reach into my pocket so I can pay for my lunch and come up short at the site of Lexy casually sitting in one of the seats in front of my desk with my lunch already spread out in front of her.


  "Hi hubby," she coos smiling up at me as she tosses her long blonde hair over her shoulder.


  "What the hell are you doing here Lexy?" I ask annoyed and level my gaze on her.


  "I miss you," she pouts. I move past her toward the other side of my desk and get a whiff of her strong sweet perfume which makes me want to gag. I was stupid for ever trying to make something real out of our fake marriage. I sit down and concentrate on my food while trying to ignore her but she doesn't take the hint and keeps talking.


  "Kelly has kept me so busy I never get a chance to visit with you."


  "You are here to work Lexy not bug me and you better learn to stay the hell away from Jessica," I snap back at her. "Don't think I don't know all about your little conversation this morning."


  She leans in and begins picking at my lunch ignoring the death glares I keep throwing her way. I refuse to play her games and pull my lunch from her grasp causing her to stop and look up at me. "I will ask you one more time than I am calling security to kick your ass out. What do you want Lexy?"


  "I want you to make Jessica apologize to me," she casually states.


  I laugh loudly at her stupidity while refusing to hide my amusement from her. "And why the hell would I do that? If anything you should be kissing the ground she walks on. She is twice the woman you could ever be." I scowl across at her letting her know just how little she means to me.


  She glares back at me her fact smile faltering and I can tell I finally struck a nerve. "Believe what you will Alex but what do you think would happen if word ever got out that you and I were married? Think how ruthless the paparazzi and media would be on your precious Jessica if they found out she is nothing more than a cheating mistress."


  I stare back at her dumbfounded. She has lost her damn mind coming into my office and threatening me. "If you try and leak that shit I will have your ass tangled up in so many lawsuits it will make your head spin. Not to mention it will violate our prenup and I will have everything I need to end our marriage immediately and you won't be able to stop me.


  "Who said I would dare leak that kind of information baby? I am just stating that some secrets have a way of coming out and I would hate to see your precious Jess get hurt, that's all.


  I stand up and point towards the door needing her to leave before I physically remove her myself. "Get the hell out you spineless bitch and don't you dare try coming back here. You can consider yourself terminated and if I hear of you so much as breathing in the same vicinity as Jessica I will end you," I scream back at her as my adrenaline spikes.


  Gaping at me Lexy finally stands and walks towards the door. She tries to act cool and unbothered by my threats but I can see the tremor in her hand as she grips the door knob.


  I need to calm down. I close my eyes and count to ten trying to rein in my temper and get it back under control. I should have listened to Jessica instead of my lawyers and never hired that twit. Grabbing my phone I call my lawyer James and give him a quick rundown of my latest conversation with Lexy. He does not say much which is never a good sign. I would rather hear him yell or curse than be silent.


  "Do you think she will follow through and go to the media?" James asks obviously sharing the same thoughts as me.


  I visibly cringe at the thought of those animals stalking my sweetness for a comment and my blood begins boiling all over again.


  Fuck! "I really don't know. She is jealous and wants Jessica to hurt like she does. I wouldn't put anything past her."


  "I don't want to put Jessica through any more pain than she has to endure but if Lexy did run her mouth we would be in the clear to precede with your divorce and she wouldn't be able to do a damn thing to stop it."


  "Find another way and while you are at it hire someone to keep tabs on Lexy around the clock. Without her being employed at Glimmer I am no longer have access to her daily activities. I need to make sure she doesn't follow through with her threats."


  "I am on it," he says before hanging up.


  


   Chapter 10


  

  



  I bolt up out of bed wide eyed and exhausted. A full nights rest is becoming a delicacy I am afraid I might never get to indulge in again. Every night I am bombarded by horrifying memories from my childhood. Each dream seems so real it sucks me back into the depths of despair and recklessness that swore I would never have to endure again when I left my mom's home all those years ago.


  As unstable as my relationship with Tyler was back then, he was at least an escape from her. The moment we became serious I stayed either at his place or Jane's so I never had to go back there. Even Jax let me crash with him once or twice when things got too intense. I don't think I would have made it out of there if it had not been for the three of them looking out for me.


  I am so lost in my thoughts of the past that I don't notice Alex enter the room until he is standing before me stroking my hair. I lean my cheek into his hand loving the way his touch grounds me.


  "Bad dream again babe?" He asks softly drawing my gaze up to his. I swear I could get lost in the depths of those beautiful green globes of his.


  "You know?"I ask surprised.


  I don't know why I am surprised not much ever seems to get past him. Some days I swear he knows me better than I know myself. I turn my head not wanting him to see me as weak.


  "You have been talking in your sleep lately," he says concerned. "I can't always make out what you are saying but I have been able to put enough pieces together to know that they all include your mom." He moves to sit down behind me, and pulls me down to lie on his chest. I lay there listening to the steady beat of his heart and it soothes me like no other.


  "She was so mean and horrible," I say softly. Besides Jane, Jax, and Tyler I have never admitted this to another person before. "I could never do anything right so I did my best to stay out of her way. I understood her pain at losing my father and took the blame she doled out without question. I ruined her life so I deserved whatever I got." I keep my head down and eyes his chest not daring to look up at his expression. Drawing small circles across his chest with my finger I continue.


  "Hearing what Daniel said yesterday about my father and the fact that everything thing I thought I knew might all be a lie is tearing me apart inside. I don't know how to deal with this," I confess. "I am barely sleeping and when I do my past and the things she said and did haunt me."


  I try and bury my face deeper into his chest so he won't see the tears pooling in my eyes but he won't let me. Placing his fingers on my chin he pulls my face up to his and kisses me tenderly. I open my eyes and look up at him and all I see is love. Breathing a sigh of relief I kiss him back with all I have wanting him to feel what my words can't express.


  Our tongues tangle and dance with long languid strokes. Deepening the kiss I rake my fingers through the silky strands of his hair and pull him closer against me. No matter how much he gives, I want more. Alex breaks the kiss tearing his lips from mine, and I whimper at the loss.


  "I love you Jessica. When you are sad, hurt or scared I need you to turn to me. I can't fix it or make it better if you hide from me."


  "You can't fix everything Alex. Some things are just broken. My past is broken." I love that he thinks he can correct all my flaws and problems, but the past is what it is and why I am who I am.


  "There is absolutely nothing broken about you my love and I don't ever want to hear you speaking about yourself that way again." His stern voice and tense posture makes me regret upsetting him. I really do not deserve this wonderful complicated man.


  "Sorry baby," I say leaning up and brushing my lips against his resolved to not spoil our day any more with my sullen mood. "Please tell me you have coffee made. I need caffeine."


  He pauses to give me another kiss than grips my hand and pulls me out of bed. "Coffee and breakfast await you my dear. Follow me."


  My eyes feast on the array of eggs, pancakes, bacon, fruit, and breads that take up the entire breakfast bar. He really outdid himself this time. George and Alice are seated at the dining room table in deep conversation with plates of food already surrounding them.


  Remembering the fun they each had with us yesterday while at Six Flags brings a smile to my face. Alice had never been on a roller coaster before, and after screaming her head off the whole time she couldn't get enough. Who knew there was a daredevil hiding beneath all that rigidness?


  Filling my plate with some scrambled eggs and bacon I go and join everybody. "Good morning Alice and George."


  "Morning," they chime back in unison.


  I take a seat next to Alex and tell him all about our big field trip yesterday. He seems extremely pleased that we had a good time and laughs when I tell him about Jax and George competing to see who could ride the most rides within an hour. Jax won in the end, but he cheated and rode a few kiddie rides that had no lines to get his number up.


  "Do we have anything planned today?" I ask reaching for the last strawberry on Alex's plate. He playfully slaps my hand away, but I still manage to grab it before he can stop me. I lock my eyes to his while rubbing the juicy berry around my lips. I take my time and lick all of the sugar off the tip before biting into it. I eat it slowly while darting my tongue out to lick the juice off my fingers. Luckily George and Alice are in their own conversation and don't have a clue what we are up to on our end of the table.


  "You are playing with fire love," Alex growls low so only I can hear. His dark hooded eyes send flares of lust straight to my clenched sex.


  "Am I?" I ask innocently? "I am going to go take a shower Mr. Harlow. I would love it if you would join me?"


  "I can think of nothing better," he mutters. "Go get the water ready and I will join you once I clean up in here."


  "Okay," I say sprinting back towards the bedroom. I cannot think of a better way to spend my Saturday morning than making love to my man. All mornings and nights should start and end this way. I start the shower and work at getting the water the perfect heated temperature before climbing in. I don't have to wait long before I hear the shower door open and close.


  My mouth waters as I take in the sight of him. My eyes follow the water as it travels down his hard abs, dances across that delicious V between his hips, and slides on down to his sinfully sexy cock. He really is too beautiful for words.


  Alex smiles a wicked grin as he bends and kisses my shoulder pulling me roughly against him. His erection pushes at my belly and a small moan escapes my lips in anticipation. I need to feel him inside me. Filling and stretching me to my limit.


  "Open your legs and turn around," he murmurs against my neck. I turn around and open my legs positioning my hands on the tile wall in front of me and pressing my ass against his heated cock. My breath comes in short heavy pants as I wait for his next move.


  His hands run up and down my skin leaving goose bumps in their wake. "You are so damn beautiful," he says, his voice strained and laced with lust.


  I whimper not sure I can take much more and yet not having near enough. "Please Alex..." I say desperate for him to take me. He groans low in his throat and thrusts into me slow and easy. My fingers press hard into the tile as he pulls out and repeats the delectable move filing me to capacity, and causing me to moan loudly.


  Oh my... He picks up his rhythm and continues slamming into me over and over driving us both to the brink of no return. My pussy muscles tighten around him, and he increases his strokes sending me higher until I can hold on no more. My body explodes around him with a fierce mind blowing orgasm that grips him, and drags him over the edge with me leaving us both spent and exhausted.


  "You're amazing," he whispers, burying his face in the crook of my neck. Eventually he pulls out of me and turns me so that the water cascades down both our bodies. Reaching for the wash cloth and soap he turns placing them both in my hand.


  "You clean me and I will clean you Ms. Grayson."


  "Sounds like a heavenly plan Mr. Harlow," I answer turning around and dropping to my knees. My eyes dart to his as I reach for his softening cock and begin licking and sucking it back to full attention.


  Alex smirks at me with a raised brow. "Always so eager my love."


  "Only for you baby," I respond softly.


  

  



  ********


  

  



  The rest of the day and most of Sunday is spent in a daze of sex, ordering out, and cuddling up on the couch watching old movies. Alex gave George and Alice the weekend off so we could have the penthouse mostly to ourselves. Sunday night we decide to peel ourselves off the couch, and go out and meet Jane and Jax for a late dinner at a new restaurant that opened up downtown.


  Halfway through dinner I decide since everyone is in a good mood and in the same room together now is as good a time as any to tell them all my plans. I have rehearsed what I want to say a million times in my head, but as I stare into the faces of my friends and lover all thought goes out the window and I end up just blurting it out. "I am leaving next Friday to go visit my mom over the weekend."


  You can practically hear a pin drop as all conversation stops and all eyes turn on me. I fidget nervously with the napkin in my lap awaiting someone to say something. I expected Alex to be the first to speak but to my amazement Jax is the first to respond.


  "Don't do it baby doll," he says rigidly. "I know you want answers, but that place is toxic and it will only bring up bad memories for you."


  As Jax speaks my eyes stay trained on Alex trying to gauge his feelings. His face remains stoic and emotionless not giving me an inkling as too how he feels about my decision.


  "I have to do this Jax. Too many questions have been unturned and I need to try and find the answers to them. My dreams are getting worse and I don't think they will go away until I can put all this behind me."


  "What happens if you get there and never find the answers?" Jane asks obviously worried.


  "Then I can at least know that I tried. I have to try."


  "Do something," Jane yells at Alex annoyed with his lack of dialogue. "Tell her she is being crazy. Forbid her, lock her up, tie her down if you must, but don't let her go back to that damn place."


  He frowns at Jane not enjoying her antics. Turning his attention back to me he begins to open his mouth to speak and my stomach drops. I am not sure what I expect for him to say but," I will go with you," was not in the running.


  I am know who is more surprised by his statement, me or my friends. We all stare back at him slack jawed and motionless. "If Jessica needs to do this for closure, than I will go with her and make sure she is safe."


  "You two are both insane and totally meant for each other," Jax states shaking his head in defeat. "Would you like Jane and I to go also?" He asks finally accepting that this is indeed happening.


  "No, but I appreciate the offer. I don't plan on staying any longer than is necessary. I just want to speak with my mom and try and figure out some things."


  Wrapping me up in a fortifying hug that takes my breath away Jane says," You are one crazy nut and I would love to kick your ass for even thinking of doing this, but I love you. Please be safe and don't let that wretched woman upset you."


  "Never again," I mouth wiping tears away from my eyes before they fall and ruin my make-up. "


  Sensing the need to clear the heavy air Jax begins telling everyone about his newest conquest and about how her sister ended up being his college crush. I nod and laugh when prompted but my real attention is nestled on Alex and his devious hand that keeps brushing higher and higher up the inside of my thigh. Half of me wants to swat him away and the other more prominent wicked half wants to open my legs and let me take me right here in front of everyone.


  I clench my thighs tightly together causing his hand to falter before it can reach its intended target. I squirm in my seat trying to drown out the emotions swirling through my body.


  Alex leans over and whispers sternly in ear. "Don't ever close yourself off from me."


  Oh no. I know that tone. That is the steely tone that says I am in trouble.


  I watch my friends praying they cannot tell from my flushed face what is going on right across from them under the table. They are laughing loudly and speaking about Jane's latest client and oblivious to the fact that Alex has once again pushed my legs apart and has his hand up my skirt and in my panties. I take deep steadying breaths as his fingers push through my sensitive folds teasing me relentlessly and causing an embarrassing amount of wetness to gather between my thighs.


  I bite my bottom lip savoring the delicious pressure building and fighting to let go. He abruptly withdraws his fingers leaving me aching and unsatisfied. I glare over at him with an arched brow and he glances back at me blankly as though he did not just have his fingers knuckle deep inside me.


  "What the hell?" I mouth silently at him.


  Leaning into my neck he whispers," That is your punishment for dropping that damn bomb on me in front of your friends instead of speaking with me in private beforehand. I want you frustrated and craving me by the time we get home. Don't ever deny me your thoughts and that beautiful body of your is all mine."


  Hot Damn!


  He sounds hurt and I hate myself for doubting his reaction for one second. I never intended to hurt his feelings I just figured he would try and talk me out of it like my friends did, so I took the cowards way out. This man never ceases to amaze me.


  "I am sorry baby. I didn't mean to disappoint or upset you," I pout. "I love you."


  "I love you too Ms. Grayson."


   Chapter 11 - Alex


  

  



  "When?" I bark into the phone at Roger surprised by his news.


  "Late last night. The idiot tried to rob a local liquor store and got caught. They ran his prints and it came back to the ones we lifted at the club."


  Finally! I am elated to know that the scum in off the streets and Jessica is finally safe from him. I cannot wait to tell her the good news.


  "Have they had a chance to question him yet? We need to find out why he attacked her and if she was intentionally his targeted or if it was random." My thoughts are running a mile a minute as I begin to pace my office.


  "The guy is a smock. The moment he was brought in to the station he starting singing like a canary saying he was hired by some woman to kidnap and kill Ms. Grayson. He is originally from around the Dallas area and followed her and her friend out to Florida."


  "What woman?" I ask half crazed at hearing that he had indeed planned on killing Jess. I always thought that was probably the case but hearing Roger affirming my assumptions make me sick at my stomach.


  "That is the problem. He claims to have never met with her personally. She contacted him claiming she got his number from someone else. They did the whole transaction through scheduled drops at varying locations and used burn phones. We have nothing to trace her with."


  "Damn it," I shout hitting the top of my desk. "I am tired of running into dead ends Roger. We need to find who hired him otherwise she could try it again."


  "Calm down Alex. At least we now have more to go on. We know we are dealing with a woman with enough money to hire a hit. It is not much but it is a start," he says sounding tired but hopeful.


  "Yeah a woman," I repeat, my mind drifting into dark territory. "Okay, keep me updated on anything else you find out and I am going to speak with Jessica when she gets home from work and get a list of her female clients and anyone else knows who could fit into that category. I will email you the list later today."


  "Will do. Later man," Roger says hanging up. My head is spinning. Picking up the phone I call James hoping he is not in court right now. Luckily he picks up on the second ring.


  "James here," he answers curtly.


  Knowing he has already looked at the caller ID, and knows it is me on the phone, I delve right into my reason for calling. "Roger found the jackass that attacked Jessica. Asshole is in jail and claiming he was hired to kidnap and kill Jess by a woman who he never actually met. Whoever hired him had to have a sizeable amount of cash and personally knew and hated Jess," I say taking a moment to let what I just said sink in. "I hate to think this but I need you to check Lexy's financial records and see if there is any way she was behind this."


  "Wow Alex. That is a bit of a leap don't you think?"


  "I would like to say yes but I don't know anymore. I don't know of two many other people with that kind of cash who would have a reason to harm Jessica," I answer with an edge to my voice. "Just look into it please."


  "You got it. Give me a day or two and I will get back with you."


  "Thanks James," I say ending the call.


  Sitting back down in my leather chair I rake a frustrated hand through my hair. I wish like hell Jessica had not gone back to work. I know I can't keep her locked up in my place forever but I don't like the idea of her being a walking target either.


  I know she has a big meeting today with a new client and I don't want to freak her out by calling her right now. In fact I think it would be best to tell her everything in person. Maybe I should wait until she is tied up to my bed, that way she can't run away from me or do anything stupid. At least she agreed without protest to have my security shadow her every day.


  Reaching for my phone I call Alice and George and let them know the new details to the case and ask that they not let Lexy anywhere near Jessica until she is cleared. I swear if Lexy had anything to do with this I will never forgive myself for putting her in Jessica's path.


  "What about this weekend boss?" George asks.


  Shit! I totally forgot we were planning on going to her mom's house in two days.


  "I will talk about it tonight with Jessica when she gets home and let you know. I would prefer to reschedule the trip but knowing Jess she is not going to let that happen." She is so darn stubborn it is maddening.


  Shutting down my office I call it an early day and head up to the penthouse. Kelly can handle anything urgent that arises. My mind is too troubled to stay focused on business any longer. Checking the clock I smile realizing Jessica should be receiving the box of donuts I ordered to be delivered to her office in about thirty minutes.


  If anyone told me I would romance my girlfriend with boxes of donuts instead of flowers or expensive jewelry I would have called them a liar. She is by far the best thing that has ever happened to me and I plan on spending the entire night showing her how much I love her.


  

  



   Chapter 12


  

  



  Something is definitely going on, but I can't figure out what. Since I came out of my meeting this afternoon George and Alice have refused to leave my side and every time I try and ask them if anything is wrong they talk me into circles never admitting or denying anything. Over the past few weeks I have been able to penetrate their hard shells a bit more and have gotten them to loosen up and joke around with me, but today all that is gone and they are back to being professional and stand-offish. I hate it.


  I lean back in my chair so I can glance into Jane's office and make sure she is not busy .I laugh catching her leaning over her desk with her feet propped up. I don't think painting your fingernails qualifies as busy. Picking up my cell phone I tap out a text message to her knowing if I try and go in there one of the goon squad members will follow me and listen in to our conversation.


  Me: Do you have any idea what is going on with the goon squad?


  Jane: No why?


  Me: They are super protective today. I have a feeling they got a call today from my Master of the Universe?


  Jane: Where do you come up with these names? Goon squad and Master of the Universe, really?


  Me: Focus Jane!! I have a feeling something has happened. Any idea what?


  Jane: No and he would never tell me. He knows I would tell you. Sorry girl


  Me: Thanks. I will pull it out of him tonight. I have my ways, lol


  Jane: Yuck!! Too much info. Call me when you find out.


  I clean off my desk and grab my purse determined to get home and make my man talk. I hate being kept in the dark, especially when the subject matter is me.


  Thankfully the ride home is quick and if I didn't already think something was off than I definitely do now. Walking through the entry way the first thing I notice is that the table is already set with all of my favorite food dishes. The whole penthouse is been decorated with fresh flowers, and post it notes are stuck on every nook and wall containing special messages written on them from Alex telling me how much he loves me. All very sweet. Too sweet!


  I place my purse and brief case on the floor near the kitchen wondering where the guilty man is hiding. I hide a giggle watching the goon squad scuttle off to their rooms. That is the smartest thing they have done all day.


  "Alex, honey I am home. Where are you?"


  I hear him talking on the phone in his office so I go ahead and make myself a plate determined not to let all this good food go to waste. Surely he ordered this and did not cook it himself. Noticing the strawberry cheesecake in the kitchen confirms my suspicions that he did indeed order most if not all of the food. Now the only question remaining is what on earth could be so bad that he thought I would need strawberry cheesecake to make it better?


  I am halfway through my first plate of chicken fried steak smothered in gravy with mash potatoes when I hear Alex's office door open. As he enters the dining room I point to my plate in front of me and give him an apologetic smile.


  "Sorry I did not wait for you. I was starving and it all looked delicious. The flower and notes were a nice touch also. "


  "No apologies love. I ordered it for you and would not want you to wait and let it get cold. You did say white lilies were your favorite, correct?"


  "Yes I did. In fact all the food was my favorite also. You have outdone yourself babe." I stare at him waiting for him to say more but instead he walks into the kitchen and grabs the bottle of wine before joining me at the table and pouring himself a glass, while refilling mine in the process. I eye him wearily waiting once again for the bad news to be revealed. We continue with small talk over dinner and dessert all the time I am on high alert, and still he says nothing.


  While we put away the dishes and leftover food I finally snap and blurt out. "Alex, just grow some balls already and tell me what the hell is going on."


  He slowly puts down the plate in his hands and turns to face me. He looks genuinely upset and nervous which does nothing to ease my nerves. "Sorry love." Grabbing my hand he leads me out of the kitchen and towards our bedroom." Let's take a nice soak in the bath and I will tell you everything."


  My feet halt refusing to take another step as fear creeps over me. "Alex you are scaring me. I am a big girl so just tell me what is so bad you feel the need to surround me with all my favorite things."


  Grabbing my arm he half drags me into the bedroom shutting the door loudly behind us and pointing towards the bed. I take a tentative seat refusing to get comfortable in case I need to make a quick exit.


  "Would you prefer the good news, the bad news, or the utterly horrible news?" He asks with nervous eyes.


  "Well when you put it that way why don't we start with the good and work our way towards the worst." I feel nauseous. I hate it when he drags things out. I prefer to handle bad news like I do a band-aid. Just rip it off and get it over with.


  He begins pacing and I can practically see the wheels turning in his head. "The good news is that today I got a call from Roger and they found the man that attacked you. He was caught trying to rob a liquor store and his prints match those recovered at the club."


  He stops and eyes me and I feel amazing even knowing I have a whole lot of bad headed my way. "That is great," I beam. "Did he say why he attacked me?"


  "Well," he draws out. "That is part of the bad news. He was hired by some nameless woman to attack you. Not just attack but kidnap and kill you."


  If he had slapped me he could not have shocked me more than he just did saying those few words. Who in the hell could I have pissed off enough to want me dead?


  "They don't know who she is?"


  "No," he says shaking his head while studying my face. I am sure he is waiting for me to break down but I am too much in shock for that to happen. Maybe later when I am alone and I've had time for all of this to sink in. Hearing him speaking again breaks me out of my thoughts. "Whoever she is has enough money to hire a hit and seems to be from around this area. This sort of thing is personal, so it would also need to be someone who has something against you."


  "I don't know anyone who fits into all of those categories," I answer numbly. If this is the bad news I really don't know if I want to know what the utterly horrible news is.


  "I asked James to check into Lexy's accounts and make sure she hasn't had any large amounts of money going out of it.


  "Really Alex?" I look up at him wide-eyed and disbelieving. Lexy is many things, but a killer is not one of them.


  "I know, but she fit the category so I needed to make sure." Sitting down next to me he takes my hand in his and gently rubs it. I guess we must be getting close to the utterly horrible part.


  "When we checked her accounts James came across two large sums of money that have been recently deposited to her from a couple of tabloid magazines." Our eyes lock and all the tears I refused to let loose earlier come rushing to the surface. What in the hell did I ever do to deserve all this bullshit?


  "The stupid cunt actually sold the story?" I yell. "You mean any day now not only will I be looking over my shoulder hoping some crazy faceless lady does not succeed in having me killed, but now I will have the media hounding me calling me every name imaginable? They are going to call me your mistress!"


  "Look at me Jessica," he says sternly taking my face in his hands. "I love you more than the air I breathe. The media will be ruthless but we can handle it. You have never been my mistress and we will do what is necessary to prove it." The hurtful expression breaks my heart. I hate that once again Lexy has managed to cause a rift between us. Taking a deep breath I pull him against me and bury my face in his neck inhaling his unique scent. I refuse to let her win and tear us apart again.


  "I'm sorry," I respond not knowing what else to say. "Maybe it is a good thing we are leaving this weekend." As much as I dread this weekend it might actually turn out to be a good thing for us. We can escape the media circus and take a few days for everything to calm down.


  "You might be right about that," he says smiling down at me but it does quite not meet his eyes. "Now I still would like to enjoy a nice soak with you Ms. Grayson," he growls pulling me up and throwing me over his shoulder. I squeak in protest but the site of his tight ass staring back at me is nothing short of spectacular.


  "I like your cave man tendencies," I tease as he strips us both out of our clothing while filling up the water. I wish my condo had a bathtub as large as this one. I wouldn't be surprised if it could hold at least three adults if not more, although I am not inclined in proving that theory any time soon.


  The warm water has turned me into a wet noodle. I didn't realize how stressed and tense I was until Alex began massaging my muscles. Between the warm water and his magic hands I am not sure I will have enough strength to get myself out of the tub without assistance. We take turns washing each other and kissing like teenagers. It is exactly what I needed after being railroaded with one bad situation after another. We are still planning on slipping away Friday afternoon and staying at a local hotel that night and then going to meet my mom on Saturday. I refuse to stay in her home. After everything that happened there I know it will be hard enough visiting let alone trying to sleep.


  Washing all the conditioner out of our hair we drain the water and wrap ourselves in thick robes and cuddle down in the bed together. I love spending cuddle time with Alex. Tonight he is surprised me by sporting a pair of his famous cartoon boxers. I think he is trying to solicit a laugh out of me and to my dismay it is working. My thoughts of dirty sex and long orgasms go out the window and instead are replaced with tender kisses and long talks. My last thoughts before closing my eyes and surrendering to sleep, is that for the first time in my life I have the best of both worlds. A best friend and an amazing lover.


   Chapter 13


  

  



  "Stop arguing with me Alex. You staying here is the only option we have," I yell back stressed and tired of fighting.


  Friday morning we work up to hordes of media networks and paparazzi crowding all the doors of Glimmer Magazine, and according to Jane my condo and our office. Lexy's articles hit the stands and she has painted me out as being a home wrecker. Alex's lawyers have been calling all day with legal strategies, and although he wants to go out of town with me he really needs to stay here and take care of this shit storm.


  Glancing down at the clock I wince realizing that I need to on the road towards home if I plan on making it there before dark.


  "I don't feel right letting you go there by yourself."


  "I will have your security team with me. We will be fine and I will be back before you know it," I say giving him a tender kiss. "I really need to go Alex. Stop being a pain in the butt."


  Growling he smacks his hand against my ass hard causing me to stifle a yelp. I can tell he does not want to give in to me but I already know he will. He has too much on his plate here to leave and I don't see it getting better before the weekend.


  "Fine," he concedes unhappily."But you have to promise me not to go anywhere without security with you. Not even your moms."


  "Scouts promise," I say holding up three fingers.


  "Where you a girl scout?" he ask all animated and excited.


  "You really think my mom would have signed me up for that?" I ask shaking my head.


  "No I guess not," he says pulling me into a tight embrace. "Please call me when you get there and let me know you are safe."


  "I will," I promise kissing him tenderly. "Love you babe."


  "Love you too," he says handing me the keys to the escalade. "Let George drive. The underground parking should be empty and free of media."


  We kiss some more before I pull away follow George and Alice down the elevator and towards the parking garage. I am so thankful we do not have to go near the front of Glimmer. Knowing they are saying horrible things about me if bad enough, but I think hearing it out of their mouths would push me over the edge. Alex's legal team promised to have the whole thing straightened up by the time I return. Since Lexy already broke the prenup agreement Alex has the right to tell the truth for a change and she can't stop him. It is poetic justice if you ask me.


  

  



  ********


  

  



  I am not sure why I thought coming back here was a good idea. We drove into Tyler late last night and stayed at a nice new hotel. I slept like shit with one nightmare after another terrorizing me. My mom's house looks the same from the outside. You would think after all these years she would try and fix up the place, but no. The same rundown shutters frame the cracked windows and the exterior paint is still chipped and weary as the day I left.


  Walking up the pebbled drive I knock on the front door and take deep breathes to calm my nerves while I wait on her. I made sure and told her I was coming in fear of her being gone or refusing to see me. She actually seemed a bit happy to hear from me.


  Last night I broke down and read my dad's letter:


  Jessica:


  Today you turn eight years old. Happy Birthday sweetie. I wanted to come visit you but your mom said you were still upset with me for leaving, and don't want to see me. I am sorry baby. I had to leave but knowing how upset you are about it makes me rethink my decision every day. I remember the day you were born. It was the happiest day of my life. You were a perfect bundle of cuteness and I was the proudest papa. I hope one day you can find it in your heart to forgive me and we can work at getting to know each other. I love you pumpkin.


  Dad


  I cried like a baby for hours after reading it. I brought it with me today along with the pictures Daniel gave me. Today, no matter what I will leave here with answers. I deserve answers!


  Hearing my mom's footsteps makes my breath hitch. Old habits are hard to break. I step back as she opens the door and I am astonished at how old and sickly she looks. Time definitely has not been kind to her.


  "Hi mom," I say softly finding it hard to keep eye contact with her.


  "Hi Jessica," she replies dryly. "Don't just stand there come on in and stop letting all the cold air out."


  I quickly open the screen door and follow her inside to the living room. After much begging and deliberation I was able to talk George and Alice into waiting for me on the porch. My issues with my mom are person and I don't feel comfortable sharing it in front of them.


  The stench of cigarettes fills my nostrils the closer we get to the main room. I glance around surprised to see the same old thread bare furniture spread about. Moving some magazines off a corner of the sofa I take a seat and wait for her to do the same.


  "It is good to see you again mom," I say trying to be polite and start the conversation off right.


  "Stop lying child and tell me why you are here."


  Huffing I dive right in. "I thought it was time you knew the truth. When dad left us he moved to another state and started another family. The woman left him, but not before having a child with him. A boy named Daniel who is five years younger than me," I pause trying to gauge her reaction, but she never flinches or shows emotion so I continue. "Dad died several years ago in a car accident. He was hit by a drunk driver and died several days later in the hospital."


  I stop again and wait for her to at least acknowledge me. Why is she not saying anything?


  "Mom, did you hear anything I just said?"


  "Yes, I heard it all. I thought you were coming here to tell me something new. I already know all of this."


  "What?" I ask confused. "How and when did you find this out?"


  "Years ago. Your dad sent me money every month after he left. He said it was in case you needed anything, but I know he was really sending it for me. He loved me and that was his way of showing it. I never spent any of it knowing one day he would come back and we could use it to buy a nicer home. A new place where we could start over together."


  I am speechless. She is crazier than I remembered.


  "Once the money stopped coming I tried finding him and that is when I found out about the accident and that other boy he had. I think that lady lied to your poor father and trapped him into staying with her by using the boy."


  "You can't really believe that?" I ask beginning to lose my temper. Throwing the letter and pictures on the table in front of her I ask," You blamed me for him leaving. You lied. He never left because of me."


  "Of course he did," she spats back. "You ruined him and he did what he had to do and because of it he is dead. You not only made him run away you are the reason he is dead."


  I stand immobile not knowing what to say. I refuse to cower to her like I used to. I am no longer that small child she used to beat down to nothing.


  "He loved me," I stand and shout at her. "He loved me not you. You made him leave. You drove him away not me."


  Coming here was useless. I know see how warped and sick my mom really is. Turning I start to head towards the front door when I hear the click. Turning slowly I immediately notice the gun in my mom's hands pointed straight at me.


  Oh shit. I panic not knowing what to do. If I try and run or scream for George or Alice she could shoot me. I opt to try and talk her down instead.


  "Mom, why don't you put the gun down and let's talk."


  "You stupid girl. I have nothing to say to you. You can't do anything right. You couldn't even die in Florida like you were supposed to," she hisses through clenched teeth.


  "What?" My mind scrambles trying to keep up and put the missing pieces together. "You are the woman who hired the hit?"


  "Of course I am. I didn't need all that money for a home anymore after your father died so I used it to hire a hit on you, but you ruined that also."


  My eyes say riveted on the gun in her hands while tears pour from my eyes. "Mom, please don't shoot me." I beg no longer caring about staying strong. My whole life is crashing down around me and yet all I can think about is Alex. I need Alex.


  "On your knees child. I prefer not to see your face when I pull the trigger."


  I contemplate fighting her for the gun. She is so small and frail I am sure I could get it away before she can take a shot. As these thoughts drift through my mind I hear a loud crackle pierce the air and I fall to my knees screaming and crying afraid my time is up. I am not sure how long I stay like that before two strong arms lift me up and carry me out of there.


  The bright sun hits my eyes and the clean air assaults my nose as I inhale it deeply trying to clear away the smoke smell. Glancing up through tear streaked eyes I lock mine onto his green ones and sigh with relief.


  "You saved me," I say weakly.


  "I told you I would protect you didn't I," he says lightly. "Are you okay love? Did she hurt you?"


  Placing me down on the ground I suddenly notice all the police and paramedics surrounding the house. Alex absently begins looking me over checking to see if I have any injuries even though I Keep telling him I have none. He is so sweet.


  "When did all this get here?"


  "After you left yesterday James kept digging into financial records of all the women you are either related to or connected to personally. By a shear miracle he found the money your mom had been hiding. With a little more probing, he was able to trace it back to the hit placed on you." Placing a kiss on my hair he breaths me in. "I was so afraid we would not make it in time. The reception out here is sketchy and I was not able to reach George and Alice on their cell phones to give them a heads up."


  Curling my body against his I watch as the police take my mother away. Luckily she got scared when they entered the house and dropped the gun so no one got hurt. Alex thinks she will most likely spend the rest of her years in an institute for the insane instead of jail time which makes me happy for some reason. She truly believes all her crazy lies and needs help.


  Wrapping my arm around Alex's neck I pull him close to me and look up into those beautiful green eyes of his. "Take me home baby, please."


  "Your home or mine," he asks with a cocked brow.


  I shake my head no and lean in brushing my lips against his. "Our home Mr. Harlow. Take back me to our home."


  With a smile as large as Texas itself he swings me over his shoulder laughing. "It is about damn time you said our home. Now that I have finally gotten you to agree to move in with me, we need to discuss changing that last name of yours. Don't you think Mrs. Jessica Harlow sounds better than Grayson?"


  Oh sweet Jesus. I swat his beautiful ass as hard as I can. This man is incorrigible. "One thing at a time baby...one thing at a time."


   Epilogue... 2 Years Later


  

  



  "Do we really have to go to this event tonight?" I whine for the umpteenth time tonight. I know I am driving Alex crazy, but I would rather stay home and cuddle up in bed than get dressed up for this event.


  "I know you don't like these things but it is for a good cause. And besides Derrick says he has a surprise for us and we can't miss it."


  "That does not make me feel any better. In fact now I am almost certain I really don't want to go."


  I step back and watch as Alex finishes getting dressed and marvel at how much he has changed over the last two years. After my mom was locked away we came back home to deal with the LexyGate fiasco. Alex's lawyers did an amazing job at revealing her for what she really was to the press. The scam marriage came to light and Alex's divorce was fast tacked and over before we knew it. Looking back now it all seems like a bad dream. Last I heard Lexy moved to Europe and was trying her hand in modeling.


  Alex and Derrick even made up. They aren't as close as they once were, but they are working towards it. I had to plan some sneaky dinners and lunches to get the two of them together, but over time they both thawed and realized neither man was who he once was. Men can be so stubborn.


  Thumbing my finger over my wedding ring I smile. Alex kept his word and relentlessly romanced me until I finally caved and agreed to marry him. I would have always said yes but it was fun watching him work for it. Six months ago we snuck off and had a private intimate ceremony in Hawaii. It was beautiful and exactly what I had always dreamed my wedding would be.


  Sliding on my black high heels I grab my clutch and follow my man out to our private elevator. Glancing over at him I ask," Penny for your thoughts."


  He laughs and entwines his fingers in mine bringing them up to his mouth and brushing light kisses over my knuckles. "I was thinking of all the naughty things I want to do to you when we get back home tonight."


  My body warms and my sex tingles loving the way his mind thinks. This damn charity event really needs to go by quickly. Exiting the elevator we meet Carson out by the limo and I climb in saying a quick hello and asking him to step on it and get us there quickly. Alex gives me a quizzical look.


  "The fastest we get there the sooner we can get back home," I answer with a shrug. "I have a few things I would like to do to you also Mr. Harlow."


  I stroke his cock through his pants the entire ride and by the time we arrive at the event we are both worked up and needy. Alex gives me a wicked grin and whispers against my ear," Go say hello to those you know then find Derrick so we can get the hell out of here."


  "Sure thing baby."


  Taking my hand in his Alex leads us around the main floor. These events are all about money. They are all alike and very tiresome but in the end they raise a lot of money for good causes, which is why I agreed to come tonight. I spend a few hours mingling and networking until I finally spot Derrick on the dance floor. Tugging at Alex's arm I point out Derrick and as he turns around our mouths both drop in unison.


  Standing on the side of the dance floor we wait until the music has died down and he is making his way to the side before making ourselves know. "What the hell is going on?" I ask glancing between a confused Derrick and embarrassed Jane. "Is she your big surprise?"


  "Umm...Yes," he says smiling big. Oh hell.


  I glance over at Jane and my anger dissipates when I see how happy she is. I would never have thought that she and Derrick would make a good couple. They are both opposites in every way but seeing the smile on her face makes me drop all negative thoughts and instead wrap them both up in a large hug.


  We spend the next few hours dancing, mingling and drinking. Perched near the bar Alex slides up behind me wrapping is arms around my waist and pulls me against his chest. I moan feeling his erection against my backside. "Penny for your thoughts," he murmurs against my ear.


  "I'm happy." I say smiling up at him. "I mean I am truly one hundred percent happy. I have the sexiest husband in the world, great friends, and a thriving business that I love. For once in my life I have it all and I am happy. Oh and I love you more than life itself," I say nipping his bottom lip with my teeth.


  His eyes darken and his breath catches in his throat. "That was beautiful, my love. I think it is time we made our departure Mrs. Harlow."


  "Yes, Mr. Harlow I agree. Take me home please."
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