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    About The Book 
 
      
 
    Can one man show her they’re not all the same? 
 
      
 
    I don’t want her in my life. She’s bold, infuriating and out of control. Her father wants me to babysit her. I don’t have time for such nonsense but I owe him my career. My life. 
 
    I’m forty years old, rich as hell, a bit of a control freak, and content with being single. She’s twenty-two, a spoiled brat, and was practically left at the altar. She needs a therapist not a man who could never give her what she’s searching for. She doesn’t need me.  
 
    The problem is I just might need her. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Advertising executive Mateo Martel likes order and routines. He doesn’t deviate from his schedule or allow anyone to tell him what to do. Being single works to his advantage because he’s too busy for a personal life. Or so he thinks. 
 
    Spoiled, trust fund baby Giselle Diaz always gets what she wants. Thanks to her rich daddy she’s not used to hearing the word no. When she finds out her ex eloped with a stripper she spirals out of control and ends up at a strange bar taking a ride home from a hot, older man.  
 
    Once these opposites collide their lives will never be the same. Giselle’s impulsive behavior is more than Mateo can handle. She’s intrusive, stalkerish and knows exactly which buttons to push when it comes to him. The more she pushes the less he resists. Can this spontaneous woman capture the heart of a meticulous bachelor? 
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    Chapter One 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
     Twenty after five on a Tuesday evening and the majority of my staff was still here. A good portion of them would be for several more hours. My small graphic design business that I’d launched over sixteen years ago had turned into a multi-billion dollar advertising agency. I had been one of the first to offer web design when the internet first hit the scene. I’d explored unchartered territory and the payout was huge. 
 
    With success came sacrifice. My life was my company. I hadn’t meant to lose myself in my career but that was what had happened. I wasn’t disappointed in the way things ended up. I had money, friends, a beautiful home in the city and any material amenity I could wish for. The years had been good to me, but those years were now more than a few and before I knew it I was forty and alone.  
 
    Being single wasn’t so bad. I didn’t have to answer to anyone. Didn’t feel guilty when I worked nights and weekends. I could go out with my friends whenever I wanted although these days most of them were married with kids. Some of my friends were even on marriage number two. Casual seemed to work better for me. A few dates sometimes led to more but once a woman found out I was already married to my job it never went further than that. 
 
    I straightened my desk for the second time in an hour. Stacking the papers, making sure the pencils were sharpened and refilling the staples in the stapler. I required order in every aspect of my life. I didn’t do well with chaos. 
 
    “Mr. Martel,” Hope, my assistant buzzed me. “I have Mr. Diaz on the line for you. He says it’s urgent.” 
 
    “Put him through.” I hadn’t spoken to Juan in a couple months. He was a friend and mentor, and responsible for making me the man I was today. I didn’t like to think about what could have happened to my family if he hadn’t intervened. 
 
    “Mateo,” Juan’s raspy voice echoed through the phone. “How are you?” 
 
    “I’m well and you?” 
 
    “I could be better.”  
 
    He was always to the point. He didn’t believe in wasting time. I liked that about him. 
 
    “Is everything okay?” I asked.  
 
    “I’m great. Business is good. I can’t complain.” 
 
    “The new website is working out?”  
 
    “No problems at all. The overhaul you did last time really did the trick.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it.”  I leaned back in my chair, gazing out the window that overlooked a small back street in New York City. “What can I do for you?”  
 
    My own father had died from a drug overdose when I was thirteen. Juan had been a family friend and stepped in to help my mother with me and my two younger siblings. We owed him a great deal, but he rarely asked any of us for anything. 
 
    “It’s my daughter Giselle.” 
 
    “How is she?” I hadn’t seen her since she was a kid. When Juan divorced she had gone to live with her mother in Connecticut. I remembered when she was born. I had just been accepted to Princeton and was able to go thanks to Juan’s generosity. He put me, my brother and my sister through college. He had become a role model for all of us and we worked hard to make him proud. 
 
    “She’s a handful. She graduated from college last spring and has no idea what she wants to do with herself. She got engaged to a bum after dating him for three months. She and her mother planned this over-the-top wedding and the bum called it off a month before, leaving me with a hefty check.” 
 
    “That’s terrible.” How could she be old enough to get married? Where had the time gone? 
 
    “It was a blessing, trust me. Giselle is a woman scorned now though. She’s moved to the city which wasn’t the best decision. She’s out until all hours of the night and I can’t control her. Not that I ever could. I screwed up with her.” 
 
    “I’m sure it isn’t that bad.” 
 
    “She needs to grow up but won’t listen to me.” 
 
    “That sounds stressful.” 
 
    “You have no idea.” He sighed. “I’m hoping you can help.” 
 
    “Me?” His statement caught me off guard. “What can I do?” I had no experience with wild children. 
 
    “Well, now that she’s in the city I thought you could give her a job at your agency. Keep an eye on her for me so she doesn’t do anything stupid.” 
 
    “You want me to, ah, babysit her?” 
 
    “For lack of a better term.” 
 
    “Juan, I’m really busy. I’m not sure I’m the right man for this job.” I didn’t want to say no, but how could I be expected to watch his out of control daughter? 
 
    “You’re the right man. You’re the only man I’d trust to do this.” 
 
    Without Juan, I would never have gone to college. I might not have finished high school. We lived in a bad neighborhood and were barely above the poverty level when my father died. Juan moved us to a better area and looked after us. He got my mother a full-time job and made sure we had everything we needed. Why couldn’t he have asked me for another favor? Anything else. 
 
    “Mateo, I need you to do this for me. The guy just eloped and when Giselle finds out she’s going to really spiral out of control. She needs someone to reign her in.” 
 
    “You’re her father and if you can’t do it, how do you expect me to?” 
 
    “If you give her a job, a sense of purpose maybe she’ll move forward. Find a good guy this time and settle down.” 
 
    “Does she have agency experience?” 
 
    “She has a degree in psychology.” 
 
    Of course she does. This just keeps getting better. 
 
    “I’m not asking you to make her the CEO.” He laughed but I heard the impatience in his tone. “She can start at the bottom. She’s a trust fund baby. She doesn’t need the money. She just needs a place to go every day. A reason to behave. She needs a chance. We all need a chance and someone to give us one. You do understand that, don’t you?” 
 
    His meaning was not lost on me.  
 
    “I’m sure I can find something for her to do around here.” What choice did I have? 
 
    “I thought you would,” he said. “She’ll be in to meet with you tomorrow morning around ten. Does that work?” 
 
    I glanced at my planner. I’d have to move a few meetings around but it was doable. “That’ll be fine.” I shook my head knowing this had to be done. How could I complain? I did business the same way as Juan. When I wanted something I usually got it. 
 
    “Thank you, kid.” There was a relief in his tone. “I knew I could count on you.” 
 
    Staring out the window, I wondered just how much of a disruption Giselle Diaz was going to be to my daily routine. I guess I’d find out soon enough. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    Downing my third shot, the numbness started to kick in. I wanted to forget. How could he do that to me? Break off our engagement and then elope with someone else? And I find out on fucking social media. No one humiliated me that way. 
 
    I raised my hand and then pointed to my shot glass. “It’s empty,” I informed the bartender. “Another.” 
 
    He walked over with the bottle of tequila. “You’re taking a break after this, beautiful.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” I winked at him. “Whatever you say.” As long as I kept the cash flowing and I wasn’t driving what did he care? 
 
    This bar was new to me. I hadn’t meant to end up here. I had an appointment tomorrow morning at some agency my dad set up for me with one of his old friends. I took a ride on the subway to check out the building because I had nothing better to do. On my way in I got the alert that my ex had gotten married so instead of checking out the agency I landed at the bar next door. I thought maybe a drink or two would help me cope. 
 
     Glancing to the right, I stared into the sexiest gray eyes I’d ever seen. Where did he come from? Back to those eyes. They reminded me of a wolf. One that was about to pounce. Hell, this one could pounce on me all night long and make me forget... shit, my ex who left me to marry someone else. The hottie took a seat next to me and ordered an expensive scotch. Neat. One look at his suit and I knew this man was money. His shoes cost more than some people made in a month, and his watch didn’t come from a department store. It was custom. He was older than me. Maybe in his late thirties. Older than I was used to but that didn’t bother me. It wasn’t as if we were going to make a life together. I was drunk enough to go home with him. One night was all I needed. I didn’t see a ring on his finger so I kicked back the rest of my tequila and moved my bar stool closer to his. 
 
    He sipped his drink and then turned and smiled at me. 
 
    “Hey.” Should I play this shy and innocent or bold and raunchy? What would designer man like? “You buying?” 
 
    “Sure.” He motioned to the bartender and then pointed to my glass. 
 
    “You know what? She’s had enough,” the strict bartender said. “She hasn’t even been here that long.” 
 
    “Oh, come on buzz kill.” I wasn’t in the mood to be cut off. “I’m not driving.” 
 
    “Just one more,” the impeccable man, who was becoming more attractive by the second, said. There wasn’t one thing I could find out of place with this guy. He smelled like spice and my fingers trembled to rub his stubble-covered jaw. What would that feel like between my thighs? He had my undivided attention. “Just this one.” 
 
    “Whatever you say.”  
 
    “Good.” He took a sip of his drink. 
 
    Should I be submissive? He looked like he might enjoy that. Who was I kidding? I was no one’s submissive but for one night I could be anything he wanted. 
 
    When the bartender placed my shot in front of me he pointed and gave me a stern look. 
 
    “I’ll behave.” I lifted my glass and toasted my new friend. One I had hoped to know rather intimately by the time this evening was over. “To new acquaintances.” 
 
    He tapped his glass to mine before tossing his head back and finishing his scotch. I didn’t want to be rude so I finished mine too. That might have been a mistake. Three was fun but four shots of tequila may have been excessive. I took a deep breath and waited for the room to stop spinning. It didn’t. Maybe I should have listened to the bartender. 
 
    “Are you okay?” His voice was deep, authoritative. Judging from his appearance he looked like a man who got shit done. 
 
    “Yeah.” I rested my chin in my hand, trying to hold myself up. “I’m great. I’m Giselle, by the way.” 
 
    “Giselle?” The skin creased between his brow. 
 
    “I know, it’s a unique name. My mother liked the ballet.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen you here before. What brings you to this area of the city?” 
 
    “I have a meeting in the building next door so I thought I’d come check it out.” It wasn’t like I had anything better to do. 
 
    “Do you always find the nearest bar and do shots by yourself?” 
 
    “I’m not an alcoholic if that’s what you’re suggesting.” 
 
    “I’m not suggesting anything.” When he turned his stool to face me, all I wanted was his hands on me.  “Why don’t you tell me why you’re here?” 
 
    “My father is making me go work for one of his old friends. Do you really think I want to work at some stale ad agency for some old man?” 
 
    “Have you researched this stale agency?” He looked like he was trying to hold back a smirk but I detected the amusement in his eyes.  
 
    “What? No, but that’s beside the point.” I held onto the side of the bar, trying not to slip off my stool.  “You’re missing the point.” 
 
    “Am I?” 
 
    “The point is my dad is trying to control me by making me work for one of his friends. He wants to keep tabs on me.” 
 
    “It appears he might be right.” 
 
    “Whose side are you on, Meticulous?” 
 
    “Meticulous?” 
 
    “Oops.” I giggled. “Did I say that out loud?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “You’re perfect,” I said. “Look at you. You seem like you pay attention to all the details. You’re sharp, attentive.” 
 
    “We were talking about you.” 
 
    “What were we saying?” I placed my hand on top of his. “Oh, right. How did I end up here?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “On my way to check out the stale agency, which I never got to do, I found out that my ex eloped with some slut he met in a strip club.” 
 
    “He doesn’t exactly sound like he was worth your time.” 
 
    “That’s not the point either!” I yelled but then realized the alcohol may have affected my tone when I noticed several people staring at me. “Have you ever been in love?” I lowered my voice. 
 
    “We’re not talking about me, remember?” 
 
    “Did I hit a nerve?” 
 
    He gazed into his empty glass and I wondered what Mr. Meticulous was thinking. Did I care? I drank too much and let my ex ruin my night. Any chance I had of hooking up with the sexiest man alive was over considering I couldn’t even stand up. 
 
    “I think I better get a cab.” When I slipped off the stool, I lost my balance.  
 
    “Whoa.” He grabbed my arm and held me steady. When I gazed into his steel gray eyes, I forgot why my night had been so crappy. “Let me take you home.” 
 
    “What?” I shook my head. “I’m too drunk to...”  
 
    “I’ll just drop you off. Trust me. I like when a woman is alert and aware of what we’re doing.” 
 
    “I don’t even know your name.” I closed my eyes and leaned into him, inhaling his appealing scent. “Okay, you can take me home.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    I parked in front of her apartment thankful she was able to tell me where she lived before she passed out in my car. I unbuckled my seatbelt before reaching over to undo hers. I stared down at her, watching her breathe softly. She looked like her mother whom I hadn’t seen in years. She and Juan had divorced a while ago. I had no idea his daughter had morphed into such an astonishing young woman. Her long dark hair tumbled over her shoulders and covered her breasts. Her frame was tall and slender. The muscles in her arms and legs were defined. She clearly followed a strict gym regiment. When I first saw her in the bar I couldn’t help but look into her vibrant, wide, brown eyes and take in her full pink lips. Of course that was before I knew who she was. All bets were off now.  
 
    No wonder Juan needed to reign her in. If I’d found her sucking back shots of tequila alone in New York City what else was she doing? Who was she doing it with? Was this a problem I really wanted to get involved with? How could I tell Juan how I’d met his daughter? 
 
    Such a beautiful woman to be wasting her energy over the idiot who didn’t want to marry her. I had to stop staring at her. It wasn’t right. 
 
    “Giselle,” I whispered as I gently shook her. “You’re home.” 
 
    She stretched, slowly opening her eyes. “It’s you.” She acted as if she knew me. “You’re really sexy, you know that?” 
 
    This was a problem I didn’t need. 
 
    “You’re home.” 
 
    “Okay.” She looked up at the steps that led to her apartment. “Can you help me inside? I don’t think I can make it myself.” 
 
    Seriously? She wanted a stranger to help her into her place? She was completely reckless. 
 
    “Stay there. I’ll get the door for you.” 
 
    “Such a gentleman.” She closed her eyes and leaned her head against the seat. “I won’t go anywhere.” 
 
    Wonderful. I helped her out of the car but she didn’t want to walk. “Come on.” I nudged her but she collapsed against me. Lifting her, I carried her up the steps and to her porch, hoping the neighbors didn’t witness this debacle. Setting her down, I propped her by the door.  
 
    “Keys?” I held out my hand. 
 
    “In here.” She shoved her bag at me. 
 
    I fished around until I found them and opened the door, guiding her inside her trendy city apartment. Juan spared no expense in the restoration of this old brownstone. From the stunning hardwood floors to the bright and airy open concept the place looked like it could be featured on that home renovation network. 
 
    “Thanks for taking me home.” She rested her palm on my chest in an attempt to hold herself up. “Do you want to come in?” 
 
    “No.” I was annoyed by her question. “You need to get to bed.” 
 
    “Is that a line?” She smiled. “Cause I’d totally do you...oh.” When she placed her hand over her mouth all the color drained from her face. “I’m gonna...” 
 
     Before I had time to react, she managed to vomit all over my pants. She dropped to her knees and placed her face in her hands.  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she sobbed.  
 
    “It’s okay. It isn’t that bad.” I bent down and scooped her up in my arms. “Do you feel better?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I’m just going to put you on your couch.” I set her down on the sofa and slipped off her heels, admiring her petite feet and polished toenails.  
 
    “I want to take care of your dry cleaning.” 
 
    “It isn’t necessary.” I took the throw from the back of the chair and draped it over her. “I’m going to use your bathroom to clean up.” 
 
    “Okay.” She pointed. “It’s over there.” 
 
    I headed to the bathroom, attempting to wipe myself up a bit before I got back into my car. This was not how I saw my night going. I had stopped to get a drink so that I could clear my mind and decide how I was going to deal with Juan’s daughter. I never expected to meet her this evening. Now that I had I wasn’t sure I could honor his request. This girl didn’t need me. She needed plenty of things but a job at my agency wasn’t one of them. Perhaps when she officially met me tomorrow she would realize we weren’t going to be able to work with one another. I didn’t have to be the one to tell her father, not after everything he had done for my family. I was entirely too busy to look after someone as irresponsible as she was. 
 
    When I came back into the room she was sound asleep. I sat in the chair across from her for a few minutes wondering what tomorrow would bring. Would she even remember meeting me tonight? When she woke would she be alarmed that she had led me right to her home? Was this something she did often? Drank alone in unfamiliar bars, picked up men and took them home? Maybe Juan was right. Perhaps she did need looking after, but was that a project I could take on? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    I woke with a start. Shit! The neighbor’s dog was barking again. Damn was that little thing going to wake me every morning? Oh God! I sat up and looked around. I was home but how did I get here? I grabbed my bag from the floor next to me and found my phone at the bottom. I squinted to see the time. Almost eight. I checked my email but there was no receipt for the car app I usually used. Maybe I took a cab. This was bad. I’d never drank so much that I couldn’t remember how I’d gotten home. Not even in college. I was smarter than that. Maybe it was a good sign that I was home and still clothed. How did I get here? 
 
    I thought for a moment. I remembered tequila but not much else. I drank those shots so fast I couldn’t recall... wait, there was a guy. His eyes were unique. An icy blue, maybe? No they were gray I think. Was he the bartender? I didn’t know. My throat was dry and I had this horrible taste in my mouth. My head pounded hard and I wanted to vomit.  
 
    I needed to crawl into my bed and sleep the day away. I wanted to forget what had made me drink so much. Dante was married. Just not to me. We weren’t meant to be. I knew that. As mad as I was when he called the wedding off part of me was relieved that he had the balls to do it. We wouldn’t have lasted. I never expected him to turn around and marry someone else so quickly. I didn’t see that coming. 
 
    Just as I was making my way upstairs my phone buzzed in my hand. I glanced down at the screen. Hell. There was no use ignoring this. My father would just show up or send someone to bang on my door. 
 
    “Hello, Papa.” I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Good, you’re up.” 
 
    Barely. “Well, actually I was going back to sleep. I think I’m coming down with something.” 
 
    “Like what?” he asked, disbelief in his voice. 
 
    “Nothing serious. I have a headache and my stomach is upset.” 
 
    “Are you hungover?” 
 
    “No, I’m fine.” 
 
    “You’re not going back to bed. You need to be downtown in less than two hours. Should I send a car for you?” 
 
    “Oh, I forgot about that. Can you call your friend and tell him I need to reschedule?”  
 
    I wasn’t in the mood to deal with his friend. Some old guy who ran an ad agency. I never even had time to research what type of agency it was. All I knew was that this Martel guy managed my dad’s website for his real estate agency. He also did my dad’s mailers and took care of the billboards his face was splashed across all over the five boroughs. 
 
    “I will do no such thing. I cashed in a big favor from Mateo. He’s a busy man but he cleared his schedule to see you this morning.” 
 
    “I didn’t ask you to do that, Papa.” 
 
    “I did it and now you will have the decency to show up.” 
 
    “I don’t want to work in advertising.” 
 
    “You graduated college a year ago. I’ve given you enough time to find yourself. You don’t want to be a psychologist either.” 
 
    “I was thinking of going to Florida to visit mom.” My mother had moved south a few years back. She and my father had divorced when I was fourteen. He still supported her and they were pretty cool to one another for a divorced couple. “I thought I’d spend the summer there.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I just spent a lot of money to get that apartment of yours up to your standards. You’re meeting with Mateo today.” 
 
    “And if I don’t?” 
 
    “You’ll be waiting tables to support yourself like every other psychology major who doesn’t want to be a psychologist. You’re spiraling out of control, Giselle.” 
 
    “I’m not.” I didn’t want to think about how I had gotten home last night. “I’m just trying to get my life started.” 
 
    “Mateo will help you do that. He’s smart and can teach you a thing or two. Go meet with him. If you don’t I’ll stop this month’s check.” 
 
    I didn’t respond. He’d never threaten to cut me off before. 
 
    “I don’t mean to be harsh.” 
 
    “You could have fooled me.” Without that check I’d be screwed. 
 
    “You’ll thank me later.” His office phone rang in the background. “I need to take that.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    “Go see Mateo.” 
 
    “Okay.” I wasn’t going to win any arguments. He’d paid for my expensive college degree. I’d switched universities twice. He put out a ton of money on a wedding that didn’t happen. That may not have been my fault but it was a costly mistake. I’d lost count over how much money he’d shelled out on renovating my apartment but when it exceeded a million we weren’t even halfway finished.  
 
    “Call me when you’re home.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” I ended the call and sat on the top step. Maybe a hot shower and something for my headache would help me think better. I’d just go in there and tell this Mateo that I didn’t want to work for him. He could tell my dad he didn’t want to hire me. 
 
    Problem solved.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    Five after ten and my ten o’clock appointment wasn’t here. Was I surprised? Not after meeting her last night. When people were late my mood was foul. I moved around meetings for her. She could have had the decency to show up. 
 
    I didn’t know why I was so worked up. I was certain once she realized she was meeting me after what happened last night she’d probably tell me she couldn’t work here. At least that was what I had hoped. If she could be the one to tell her father my agency wasn’t right for her this whole thing could be over.  
 
    “Mr. Martel.” Hope buzzed me. “Ms. Diaz is here. Shall I show her in?” 
 
    “No.” I glanced at my watch. “She’s eight minutes late. Make her wait.” 
 
    “Uh, but that will push back the rest of your morning.” 
 
    “So be it.” I read a file on my computer. “I’ll let you know when you can send her in.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Ms. Diaz had already thrown off my morning. She could wait until I was ready to see her. I hadn’t even decided where I would place her. She looked as if she’d be a disruption anywhere I put her. Maybe I was being unfair by judging her without really knowing her. First impressions were lasting but everyone was entitled to have a bad day. Perhaps yesterday wasn’t her finest moment. I supposed I could forget the incident at the bar and we could start over. I wondered how awkward she would feel once she saw me and realized I was the guy who took her home?  
 
    I pressed the intercom button. “Hope?” 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Martel.” 
 
    “You may show Ms. Diaz in.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Poor, meek Hope. She’d been with me almost two years and I completely inundated her. She always looked like a deer caught in the headlights when I approached her. Bless her though. She never complained and somehow despite her timid personality she managed to do everything I asked of her. Being my assistant was not an easy job. My guess was the pay was too attractive for her to leave. How else could she put up with someone like me? All of my employees were well compensated. It was the least I could do for being so demanding. 
 
    Hope opened my door as I walked around and leaned against my desk. Ms. Diaz stepped into my office and glanced around before meeting my stern gaze. She didn’t seem deterred.  
 
    “Thanks, Hope,” I said. “Please let my eleven o’clock know I’ll be on time.” 
 
    “Of course.” Hope nodded as she closed the door behind her. 
 
    “Welcome, Ms. Diaz.” I took in her appearance. She dressed much more conservatively than she had last night. She wore a form fitting charcoal colored dress that stopped just above her knees. Her heels weren’t as high as the shoes she’d worn last night but they still did an adequate job of accentuating her long, fit legs. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Martel.” She extended her hand. “I appreciate you taking the time to meet with me.” 
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you as well.” Meet me? Did she not recall our encounter from the evening before? I shook her hand. “Please have a seat.” I motioned for her to sit on the chair across from my desk. 
 
    She hesitated for a moment as she gazed into my eyes. I cleared my throat, causing her to jump. “Is something wrong?” 
 
    “No, it’s just...” She sat down. “I didn’t expect you to be so young.” 
 
    “I’m not that young.” I smiled still a bit thrown off that she didn’t know who I was. “But thank you.” 
 
    “I assumed you were my father’s age.” She continued to gawk at me, meeting my stare as she spoke. “I didn’t realize you were much younger than him.” 
 
    “I met your father when I was a child. He mentored me and helped me get through college. He was very generous to my mother when my father passed away. My gratitude to him is why you’re here today.” 
 
    “Yeah, he kind of forced me to come here so I guess we’re both in the same boat.” 
 
    “Not necessarily.” She didn’t want to be here as much as I didn’t want her here. I could work with that. 
 
    She’d lost focus again. It was almost as if she had something else on her mind. She wasn’t into this interview at all. 
 
    “Is there a problem, Ms. Diaz?”  
 
    “I’m sorry but I feel like we’ve met.” She shook her head. “I’m sure I would remember meeting you, but you seem familiar. Maybe I remember you from when I was younger? You said you knew my dad for a long time.” 
 
    “You were born when I was getting ready to leave for college. I had seen you a few times when you were very young but you wouldn’t have remembered that.” 
 
    “Hmm... your eyes, I don’t know. They’re very unique. There’s something about you.” 
 
    “Is there?”  
 
    “Forgive me. I’m not usually this distracted. Are they gray? Your eyes?” 
 
    “We have met, just not formally.” I could have been a gentleman and spared her the embarrassment of her indiscretion last night, but she needed to know she had allowed a stranger to drive her home from a bar and had given him access to her home.  
 
    “When was that?” She fidgeted in her chair, her initial confidence fading. 
 
    “Last night when you threw up on me after I gave you a ride home.” 
 
    “Oh.” She pressed her fingers to her temple. “That was you?” 
 
    “The one and only.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    Shit! The bar. He bought me a drink and I didn’t remember much after that. Of all the freakin’ people who I could have met last night it would have to be him. How the hell did that happen? 
 
    “This is awkward.” I wanted to run out but my trust fund was on the line. “You didn’t seem surprised when I walked in here.” 
 
    “You told me your name last night and that you had an appointment here today. It didn’t take me long to figure out who you were.” 
 
    “Thank you for getting me home.” 
 
    “It was extremely reckless of you to drink like that.” 
 
    “I had a rough day.” 
 
    “Yes, the ex-fiancé who eloped with the stripper. You told me.” 
 
    “Oh.” I really needed to get out of here. “Listen, I can see you’re a busy man. I’m not really interested in working for you so I was thinking maybe you could tell my dad I wasn’t a fit and you didn’t have a position for me.” 
 
    “As I started to tell you before, you had your repressed memory of our meeting last night.”  
 
    He walked around to his desk and took a seat. I tried not to stare at him but for some reason I was totally infatuated by his presence. My skin heated and I found it difficult to concentrate on anything but his chiseled jaw and distinct cheekbones. There wasn’t an actor in Hollywood who could rival his looks. 
 
    “Your father has done a great deal for me over the years. He doesn’t ask me for much.  You’re right, you’re not a fit for this agency.” 
 
    Wait? What the hell does that mean? 
 
    “After our unfortunate meeting I don’t see why you’d even want to work here, so I think it’s best you tell your father this isn’t the place for you.” 
 
    “I can’t do that.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I really don’t want to get into those details with you.”  As attractive as he was, I got the impression he was a hard ass who could have any woman he wanted and he knew it. “So if you’ll just tell my father you don’t want to hire me that would be great.” 
 
    “It looks as if we’re at an impasse.” 
 
    “It is what it is.” Could we cut to the fucking chase?  
 
    “It appears that way.” He tapped his fingers on his desk. “I guess I have no choice but to hire you.” 
 
    “What?” Oh, no, I couldn’t possibly work for him. “What happened to I’m not a good fit for your agency?” 
 
    “I changed my mind. I have the perfect position for you.” 
 
    Would I be on the top or the bottom? Oh, my, God! Stop it! I don’t want to sleep with him. Right? 
 
    “You’ve met Hope. I overwork her. She needs an assistant.” 
 
    “You want me to be your personal assistant?” I laughed over the absurdity of that. “I don’t think so.”  
 
    “No, not my personal assistant.” He leaned back in his chair. “You can be my assistant’s assistant.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 
    “I don’t joke when it comes to my business.” 
 
    “You don’t look like you joke ever.” I studied his crisp shirt, straight tie and manicured hair. “When would you have time to joke? It must take hours to maintain your appearance.” 
 
    “You can insult me all you’d like. I’m not going to relent. You want out? You can tell your father you refused my generous offer.” 
 
    “I’m going to tell my father you insulted me with your ridiculous offer.” I stood and headed for the door. “Thank you for your time.” How dare he think I was going to be his assistant’s assistant. Seriously?  
 
    “Sit down.” When he raised his voice a shiver coursed down my spine. His tone was stern enough to make me stop but only long enough to formulate my response. 
 
     “I don’t need another father, Mr. Martel.” Turning to face him, I placed my hand on my hip. “I certainly don’t have to listen to you.” 
 
    “If you want to act like a petulant child, that’s how I’m going to treat you, Ms. Diaz.” He pointed to the chair. “Have a seat.” 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “I’ll call your father and tell him exactly how we met. I won’t leave out any detail. How do you suppose he’d feel if I told him that not only did I take you home but you had no recollection of how you got there? You were so drunk you allowed a stranger into your home. Do you even realize how dangerous that is? How stupid?” 
 
    “It was a one time thing.” 
 
     “It only takes one time for the wrong person to take advantage of you. You couldn’t even walk into your house. I had to carry you. Do you think your dad would be pleased with your behavior?” 
 
    I sat back in the chair wondering why he just didn’t let me leave. Why hold last night over me? Did my father mean that much to him? 
 
    “Did he threaten to cut you off financially if you didn’t come here today?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing he was right. 
 
    “It sounds like something Juan would do.” 
 
    I continued to stare into those icy eyes. How many people did he intimate with that stone cold glare? 
 
    “It looks as if we’re stuck with one another for the time being,” he continued. “So why don’t you make the most out of this opportunity?”  
 
    “I’ll stay but you may regret it.” I straightened my posture and held my head up. Sexy or not he wasn’t going to win this battle. 
 
    “I regret very little in my life. It won’t be me who breaks this deal.” 
 
    “Your challenge is accepted.” I got up from the chair. “I’ll be back around ten tomorrow,” I informed him. “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “That won’t work.” 
 
    Perfect. I have a mani/pedi tomorrow anyway. “You can just call my father and let him know my start date.” 
 
    “No, I meant my day starts at eight.” 
 
    “Like in the morning? I’d have to get up at five to be ready and here by then.” 
 
    “I suggest you set your alarm.” 
 
    Did he just smirk? 
 
    “You can meet with Hope now and she’ll go over some new hire paperwork. She’ll give you a tour of this stale agency and brief you on my demanding schedule.” 
 
    How had he known I called... shit! What else did I tell him last night? 
 
    “I didn’t mean to call your agency stale. I didn’t know it was going to be this trendy. I had a different impression.” My impression was off base and not just about his company. I had no idea Mateo Martel would be this fascinating. 
 
    “It takes a long time to gain my trust and respect.” He walked to the door and opened it. “I can assure you, your opinion of me and my agency, means very little.” 
 
    “I...” For the first time in my life I was speechless.  
 
    “I’ll see you tomorrow morning, Ms. Diaz.” He motioned for me to leave his office. “Unless you change your mind and tell your father you don’t want to work for me.” 
 
    I took a deep breath, taking my time to exit the office. He quickly shut the door behind me. My father may have sent me here to gain independence and learn responsibility but I’d show him the way I always had. Mateo may not be the one to break this deal, but I would be the one to break Mr. Meticulous.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    I’d arrived before my staff as I did most days. I’d been on conference calls all morning and had left Hope in charge of Giselle. Our meeting yesterday hadn’t gone as planned. I thought after she realized how we had met she would want to run in the opposite direction and forget she’d ever encountered me. Her blatant disrespect triggered something in me. I wasn’t used to people speaking to me the way she had. She was up for the challenge but it was me who wanted her around. I wasn’t sure why but when she got up to leave something inside me snapped and in that moment I knew I had to keep her around. 
 
    I stretched out my back and put my suit jacket on before making my way to the art department. I had a few issues that needed to be resolved before I could grab a quick lunch. 
 
    “Hope,” I said as I came out of my office. 
 
    “Yes.” She looked up from her screen. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “I’ll have my lunch in my office today.” I glanced around the work floor and in the foyer. “Where is Ms. Diaz?” 
 
    “Oh, she went to lunch.” 
 
    “At eleven thirty.” I glanced at my watch to make sure I was right. “When did she leave?” 
 
    “Around ten.” Hope gave me a small smile. “She said she had an appointment.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” She bit her bottom lip which usually indicated I made her nervous. “I assumed you knew.” 
 
    “Please assume nothing when it comes to me.” I shook my head not meaning to take my frustration out on her. “I’m sorry.” I took a moment to regroup. “Just send her into my office when she arrives.” 
 
    “Sir.” She called after me. “About your lunch?” 
 
    “Order from that deli down the street. Chicken salad on rye, please.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    I made a quick trip to the art department. An appointment? Where the hell would she go in the middle of the work day? Why didn’t she clear it with me? After researching Giselle through a private investigator last night, I learned she attended both NYU and Rutgers University. She obtained her degree from the latter. Her grades had been mediocre. Surprisingly her strongest attributes had been in graphic design and marketing. Perhaps Juan knew this when he suggested she work for me. Since graduating college, she got engaged and immersed herself in planning a wedding and renovating a brownstone. She traveled to Australia and Italy, and visited her mother in Florida five times. Did the woman ever plan to work? 
 
    Making my way back to my office, Hope intercepted me before I could enter. 
 
    “Your lunch is on the way,” she said. “And Giselle is in your office.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I softened my tone, trying to ease her nerves. “Why don’t you take a longer lunch today?” 
 
    “Won’t you need me? You have a hectic afternoon.” 
 
    “Giselle’s here.” Not that she would do me any good. “Take your time. I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “If you’re sure.” She hurried to her desk. “I could meet my mom for lunch. She doesn’t work far from here.” 
 
    “Expense it to me.” 
 
    “Oh, no, I couldn’t.” 
 
    “You can.” I nodded. “You put up with me. You should be rewarded.” She’d also be dealing with Giselle. That wasn’t going to be easy. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Enjoy.” When I entered my office I found Giselle in the far corner by my shelves looking at some of my logos and designs I’d had framed. 
 
    Her mahogany hair cascaded down her back and the caramel highlights shimmered in the sunlight that streamed in through the windows. The pale blue dress looked as if it was made for her curves. As she faced me, I noted how the lace material stretched over her breasts, leaving a classy hint of cleavage on display. I wondered how many of my male employees took in her beauty this morning. 
 
    “Mr. Martel.” When she faced me, I focused on her mouth. She had a slight overbite that was flawed enough to enhance her beauty “You wanted to see me?” 
 
    “Where were you?” I closed the door behind me. 
 
    “I had a manicure and pedicure appointment.” She wiggled her light purple fingernails in front of my face. “The appointment was made before you hired me so I went on my lunch break.” 
 
    “Lunch doesn’t typically begin at ten.” 
 
    “Mine did.”  
 
    “Don’t make it a habit.” 
 
    I opened my laptop and checked my emails as she continued to inspect my earlier work. I gazed up at her occasionally but I tried not to stare. Why was I allowing her to distract me?  
 
    “My tech guy is on his way to your desk with a new laptop. He’ll set you up and then I’ll email you some spreadsheets I need updated. Hope can show you how to do it.” 
 
    “You make her nervous.” She walked over to my side of the desk and rested on my windowsill.  
 
    “Has she said that?” I spun in my chair to face her surprised at how comfortable she looked. Apparently I didn’t make her nervous. 
 
    “I can just tell. She respects you and wants nothing more than to please you but when she speaks of you she’s very cautious. You intimidate her.” 
 
    Was that observation from the psychology courses she took? I wouldn’t have her analyzing me. “I’d say I intimidate about ninety percent of the employees around here.” I wasn’t mean to my staff but I wanted things done when I wanted them done. I demanded respect. 
 
    “I’m always in the minority.” 
 
    “We’re only on day one.”  
 
    Her lips curved into a smile and I couldn’t help but focus on the small mole just below her mouth on the right side of her face. Intriguing. 
 
    “What are you working on?” She slipped off the windowsill and leaned over my desk, arching her backside in the air. She placed her hand on my mouse, moving the cursor over a rough logo I’d been playing with. 
 
    Hell! What is she doing to me? I shifted in my seat, taking in the warm, subtle cinnamon scent that radiated from her. She reminded me of crisp autumn morning. Focus, you idiot! 
 
    “I like this one.” She circled the mouse over the third logo I’d worked on last night. I was leaning toward that one myself. “I didn’t realize you worked on designs.” 
 
    “That’s where I started before the company took off. Now I spend most of my days with clients and running this whole place. Occasionally I like to create something and then I have the art people perfect it. Sometimes I miss it.” 
 
    She stared at the screen, clicking and enlarging the images. At some point I stopped looking at the designs and brought my attention to her profile. Her olive skin practically glowed and her delicate facial features suited her full lips. What was it about her mouth that fascinated me so? As she studied my logos, she darted her tongue out to moisten her lips. Okay, enough! 
 
    “The spreadsheets.” I cleared my throat. “I’ll email them to you in a few minutes. While you’re waiting could you please take that file to accounting?” I pointed to the folder sitting on the conference table in the corner. “I need a signature. You can wait for it and bring it back when you’re finished.” 
 
    “I thought I was Hope’s assistant.”  
 
    “You can fill in for her while she’s at lunch.” 
 
    “Can I get you anything?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Coffee, tea or...” She chuckled.  
 
    “Don’t finish that statement, Ms. Diaz.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t dare.” She smoothly walked across the room, taking the file from the table. “I’ll be back.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Before she opened the door, she tossed her hair over her shoulder. “You might want to try using some of the color from logo two and adding it to logo three. It’ll make it pop.” 
 
    I watched as she exited my office, her scent still lingering around me. I looked at the screen as I rested my chin in my hand, visualizing what she had suggested. That might work but how did she know that? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    A week later and I was settling into my new job. Hope was adorable but she needed to loosen up. Mateo was harmless, just an uptight, high-strung, obsessive compulsive man. Luckily for him, he was cute. That was the only reason I put up with him. Well, that and the fact that he held the keys to my trust fund. My father checked in with me every night to make sure I was still reporting for work. I hoped he got this out of his system soon. Martel Advertising was a cool place to work but I didn’t see myself as a personal assistant for much longer. I didn’t have the temperament for it. 
 
    “Oh no!” Hope had that panic-stricken tone in her voice. The one she had when the boss wanted something five minutes ago. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “I need to set up three conference calls for tomorrow but Mr. Martel needs me in his office to go over his schedule. I don’t know where the morning went. I even have you helping and I still can’t keep up with his demands.” 
 
    “No normal person could.” I walked over to her desk and picked up Mateo’s planner. “I can help.” 
 
    “You want to schedule the calls?” 
 
    “No, I’ll take him.” I flipped through the planner. “You set up the calls.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” A worried look crossed her face. “He likes everything precise and he’s kind of particular about who knows his schedule.” 
 
    “He won’t mind.” I hadn’t seen much of him this past week. He was locked up in his office most of the day and when he did emerge, he barked something at Hope. He barely looked at me. “You make the calls and I’ll do what he needs.” 
 
    “Good luck.” 
 
    I tapped on his door. 
 
    “Come in,” he said. 
 
    I entered, shutting the door behind me and quietly making my way to the chair across from him. 
 
    “Have a seat.” He didn’t look up from his computer screen. He’d removed his jacket, something he must only do in his office because he always had it on when he was in the presence of his staff. He had a light gray shirt on with a black tie. Very chic. “Did you schedule the conference calls?” 
 
    “Hope is doing that right now,” I informed him. “She’s swamped this morning.” 
 
    He looked up, clearly surprised to see me sitting across from him. 
 
    “What are you doing in here?” 
 
    “You wanted to go over your schedule.” 
 
    “With Hope.” 
 
    “She’s overwhelmed with the amount of work you give her. Have you noticed how late she’s been staying? You hired me to help her. That’s what I’m doing.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’m very particular. I don’t have time to train you.” 
 
    “Give me a chance.” I winked. “I’m sure I can please you.” 
 
    “That book is used to help Hope keep me straight. It also helps her know exactly where I am and who I’m scheduled to meet with. Once it’s set there it gets imported into my digital calendar so I can have it on my phone, computer and tablet.” 
 
    “So then why does she have to sit in here and go over it step by step with you?” 
 
    “Because I want to make sure it’s correct.” 
 
    “If we’re putting it into your calendar, you can double check it and make any revisions.” 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “You need to let go of some of that control.” When I closed the planner he practically twitched. Classic OCD. “I’ll take care of this.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Relax.” 
 
    “If only.” He shook his head as he rubbed the back of his neck. “If you could get to work on that now I’d appreciate it.” 
 
    “No problem.” I came around his desk and stood behind him. “Let me help you with that tension.” 
 
    “That’s not necessary.” He sighed when I pressed my fingers into his shoulder blades.  
 
    “You’re so tense.” I continued to work out his stiff muscles. “Maybe you need to unwind a bit.” 
 
    “I don’t have time to unwind.” He relaxed into my touch. 
 
    “That might be your problem.” If his shoulders were this toned I wondered what the rest of him would feel like. Slipping my palms down the front of his arms, I smoothed them over his biceps. “You obviously have time to work out.” 
 
    “You should probably get back to work now.” He straightened his back. “I have a call in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Why don’t we go out for a drink tonight? Get to know one another better? I can finish this massage for you.” 
 
    “You do realize I’m your boss.” 
 
    “So?” The only reason that was true was because my father forced him into it. “We had a drink together the other night.” 
 
    “That was before I was your boss and it didn’t end well for me.” 
 
    “If I promise not to vomit all over you will you have a drink with me?” 
 
    “No.” He got up from his chair. “As I said, I’m entirely too busy to have a drink tonight. Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to look through a file before my client calls.” 
 
    “Maybe another night?” Why was I begging him to have a drink with me? I wasn’t sure I even liked him. He was hot but he had a dick of a personality. No sane woman would have time to work through his issues. Then again, I never claimed to be sane. 
 
    “I don’t think so, Ms. Diaz.” 
 
    We’ll see about that. 
 
    I sauntered out of his office, hoping he got an eyeful of my backside. That should give him something to think about. He wouldn’t be rejecting me for long. 
 
    “How did it go?” Hope chewed on her fingernail when I came out of Mr. Meticulous’ office. “Did he go over the schedule with you? I can import it if you want.” 
 
    “I told him I’d make any changes and get it to him for review.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah.” I sat down at my desk and flipped through the planner, making note of his plans for tonight. Too busy, my ass. “Who is he having dinner at Roberto’s with? A client?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. He goes there once a month. I make the reservation for two.” 
 
    “And you don’t know who he goes with?” That was interesting. Did he have a girlfriend? Who could put up with him? 
 
    “He’s very private. I wouldn’t ask.” 
 
    “That’s a pretty exclusive restaurant. I’ve eaten there a few times. It’s very upscale. He obviously wants to impress whoever he’s wining and dining.” 
 
    “You can afford to eat there?” Hope asked. “I heard it’s really expensive.” 
 
    “It’s one of my dad’s favorite places,” I said. “He sold the owner his house.” 
 
     Maybe I should give Roberto a call and see if he had a table for one this evening. I was suddenly in the mood for Italian.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    As hectic as my day had been, I looked forward to my evening at Roberto’s. No matter how crazy my business made me, I always made time for Maria. She grounded me. Made me remember why the small stuff in life was so important. 
 
    My focus was off. It had been most of the day. I could pinpoint the exact moment when I’d lost control. Giselle. I tried my hardest to avoid her at the office, leaving Hope to deal with her most of the week. But when she came into my office today, dressed in that flattering navy wrap dress, any ideas I had of keeping her out of my thoughts were abandoned. Then when she massaged my shoulders I’d lost all my ability to reason. How could I have let her invade my life, throw me off balance, and keep me from concentrating in such a short time? This had to stop. 
 
    “Mateo?” Maria’s gentle voice brought me back to reality. “You’re off tonight. What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Work, I suppose.” 
 
    “You can usually forget about that for two hours while we eat.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I sipped my wine. “It’s just this...” I gazed over her shoulder to find my newest employee heading right for me. “Unbelievable.” 
 
    “What?” She turned to see what I was so interested in. “Do you know her?” 
 
    “Sadly.” 
 
    “Mr. Martel.” Giselle bounced over to my table, dressed in a sexy black dress and heels that were too high for the average woman. There was nothing average about her. “What a surprise.” She glanced at Maria before returning her attention to me. “And here I thought you were too busy to enjoy the finer things in life.” 
 
    Would she challenge me at every corner? 
 
    “I’m never too busy for my sister.” 
 
    “Your sister?” She looked to Maria and back to me, a realization crossing her expression. “How lovely.” 
 
    “Giselle, meet Dr. Maria Martel-Baron.” I motioned to my sister. “Maria, this is Giselle Diaz.” 
 
    “Juan’s daughter?”  Maria extended her hand. “How nice to meet you. Your dad talks about you all the time. He’s a wonderful man.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Giselle glanced at our almost empty dinner plates. “I don’t want to interrupt. I just wanted to say hello.” 
 
    “Are you meeting someone?” Maria asked.  
 
    “No.”  
 
    Of course she isn’t. She’s here to spy on me. 
 
    “Roberto makes the best homemade pasta. He’s a family friend so I thought I’d have him make me something to go.” 
 
    “Well, don’t let us disrupt your evening.” I took my napkin from my lap and set it on the table. “Maria, if you’ll excuse me I need to speak with Giselle for a moment.” 
 
    “Take your time.” She took her phone from her bag. “I’ll check in with the office.” 
 
    “It was a pleasure meeting you,” Giselle said as I placed my hand on her back and led her away from the table, seeking a spot where if I lost my temper I’d be able to minimize how many people witnessed it. 
 
    “Over here.” I led her to the hall by the restrooms. 
 
    “Your sister is so pretty and a doctor. That’s great. What kind of doctor is she?” 
 
    “I don’t want to discuss my sister with you.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I keep my business life separate from my personal life.” 
 
    “So you do have a personal life?” She smirked, making that mouth of hers even more delectable. “I wasn’t sure.” 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I backed her against the wall in the dimly lit space. 
 
    “I told you I’m ordering dinner.” 
 
    “This place isn’t that close to your house.” I stared her down. “Do you want to tell me what you’re really doing here?” 
 
    “I’m sure I don’t know–” 
 
    “Cut the bullshit.”  I took a calming breath. “My planner is not for you to use to stalk me.” 
 
    “I did no such thing.” 
 
    “You’re a horrible liar.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you just tell me you were having dinner with your sister?” 
 
    “Why is that any of your business?” 
 
    “Because I thought you didn’t want to have a drink with me.”  
 
    “What?” Was she serious? This was because I rejected her request? “Ms. Diaz, you may not be familiar with the word no but you’ll be hearing it from me quite often.” 
 
    “You don’t have to be so rude,” she huffed. 
 
    God help me, I wanted to run my fingers along those pouty lips. I had to stop this. “Since you insist on insinuating yourself into my life, we’re going to set some rules.” 
 
    “Why because your meticulous, little life can’t handle me?” 
 
    “I can assure you that it’s you who can’t handle me, and there is nothing little in my vocabulary.” Why am I engaging in this nonsense? “You are my employee. That means massages in my office are inappropriate.” No matter how much I liked your touch. “Having drinks together is out of line. And my planner is confidential. Are we clear?” 
 
    “Whatever.” She rolled her eyes. “It’s not like I need to have a drink with you. I thought maybe we could be friends or something.” 
 
    Or something. That was the part that bothered me. 
 
    “Enjoy your dinner.”  She moved past me, but I grabbed her hand. She glanced down, waiting for me to say something. 
 
    Let her go. It would be better for both of us. When I released her from my hold, she walked away without another word. She took a seat at the bar, totally unaware of how many men stared at her as she made her way across the room. I was very aware. I didn’t like it. 
 
    I joined my sister, who was now drinking an espresso. 
 
    “You and Juan’s daughter?” she asked. 
 
    “What? No, of course not.” 
 
    “I saw the way you looked at her.” 
 
    “She’s my new employee. I’m doing Juan a favor.”  
 
    “That must be some favor. He never asks us for anything.” 
 
    “I couldn’t say no but it hasn’t been easy.” 
 
    “She’s cute and young and probably infatuated with the boss. I hear some women like you intimidating types.” 
 
    “I don’t have time for her infatuation.” 
 
    “Maybe you should make time.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” I loved my dinners with my sister but she always managed to bring up my love life or lack thereof. 
 
    “You know what it means. I tell you all the time you have to stop working so much and enjoy this amazing life you’ve built for yourself.”  
 
    “I do enjoy my life.” 
 
    “When do you have time?” She looked at me with pity in her eyes. “You’re alone most of the time. Don’t you want someone to share in your success? You should be traveling and doing the things we used to dream about when we were kids.” 
 
    “We were too poor to do anything but dream.” 
 
    “Now we have money. Who would have thought that underprivileged kids from the Bronx would have made it?” 
 
    “We beat the odds.” I shrugged. “We have much to be thankful for.” 
 
    “It’s been a long time since Eva.” She gave me a sincere smile because she knew I didn’t like when she brought her up. “I know you didn’t mean for the years to add up like they have but, Mateo, you deserve to be happy.” 
 
    “I know you’re trying to help but I don’t feel lonely. My life is very full.” I reached for the check, wanting to drop the subject. “I don’t want to discuss Giselle or Eva.”  
 
    “That’s unfortunate.” 
 
    “Why?” I sighed.  
 
    “Because the girl sitting at the bar looks as lonely as you do.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    I took a seat at the bar because I couldn’t leave now without looking like a complete fool. I acted on impulse and came to spy on him. When I saw him laughing and enjoying dinner with such a beautiful woman, jealousy took over. He didn’t want to have a drink with me but wasn’t too busy to meet her for dinner. How was I supposed to know she was his sister? If you didn’t always do the first thing that came to your impulsive head... 
 
    I sipped my pomegranate martini, letting the sweet flavor sink in. Just one and then I would leave. I’d forget about Mateo. In the morning I’d call my dad and tell him things didn’t work out at the agency. If I promised to actively look for a job maybe he would leave me and my monthly allowance alone for now. 
 
    “My sister is a cardiologist.” Mateo’s deep, smooth voice sent a shiver through me. “She always wanted to be a doctor but where we came from that didn’t look possible.” He moved to stand next to me. “My father died when we were young. He grew up with your dad. Juan made something of himself but my father couldn’t get his act together.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be.” He motioned for the bartender to come over. “Is your invitation to have a drink still open?”  
 
    “Where’s Maria?” I glanced over my shoulder but the table where they had been sitting was empty. “I hope she didn’t leave because of me.” 
 
    “We were finished. She doesn’t live in the city so she has a bit of a drive.” 
 
    “Hope said you have dinner here once a month.” 
 
    “Maria and I try to meet. Life gets hectic so we have a standing dinner date.” 
 
    “That’s nice.” I didn’t have any siblings so I wouldn’t know that connection. “Do you see your brother often?” 
 
    “Michael is in the Coast Guard. He’s based in San Diego. He’s married with three kids. I try to fly out every few months to visit.” 
 
    “Mateo, Maria and Michael. Your mom went with a theme.” 
 
    “It’s good to see you, Mr. Martel.” The bartender set a drink in front of him. “Where did your beautiful sister go?” 
 
    “Thank you, Scott.” Mateo picked up the glass. “She had to leave.” 
 
    “Sorry I didn’t get a chance to say hello. We were crazy when you first arrived.” 
 
    “I’m sure she wasn’t offended.” Mateo pointed to my martini. “I’ll take care of her tab.” 
 
    Scott smiled at him. “No problem.” 
 
    “Does everyone in the city know you?” I asked. “What you drink? Who you dine with?” 
 
    “I’m a bit ritualistic. I tend to frequent the same places.” 
 
    I know, I saw your planner. 
 
    “So, my father helped you and your family after your dad died?” 
 
    “Your father made it possible for us to make a better life. My mother was extremely appreciative.” 
 
    “And your mom? Does she still live in New York?” 
 
    “No, she remarried years ago and moved to San Diego after my brother had his first child.” 
 
    “My mom lives in Florida.”  
 
    “I remember when she relocated.” 
 
    “How come I don’t remember you? If my father was so close to your family, why didn’t you come around?” 
 
    “He spent a lot of time with us before you were born. Taking us to ball games and dinners. He stepped in when we needed a male figure. He had just married your mom when my dad died. You were born the summer I graduated high school. As life got hectic for everyone I guess we just grew apart but we always stayed in touch. I do all of his web designs and promos for his company. Maria is his cardiologist.” 
 
    “It’s funny to think you all had this life with my dad before I was even born.” I sipped my martini. “He was older when my mom had me. He worked so much and it was easier to throw cash at me. When they got divorced I bounced back and forth.” 
 
    “That must have been tough.” 
 
    “My father made up for it by spoiling me.” He wasn’t a bad father but I didn’t exactly have a traditional family. “Now I think he wishes he was more interactive with me.” 
 
    “I see.” When he grinned into his drink I had a flashback of that night I’d met him. For the first time I remembered a few details from our initial meeting. I squirmed in my seat thinking how attractive he was. I wanted him more than I ever wanted anyone else. 
 
    “I’m sorry I showed up here and interrupted your dinner.” I didn’t apologize for my behavior often but I’d violated his privacy. Something he obviously valued. 
 
    “Just don’t let it happen again.” 
 
    “Can I get you another round?” Scott asked. 
 
    “Are we having a second drink together?” I didn’t want this conversation to end. I needed to know more about him. 
 
    “I don’t know. The last time we did this you threw up on me.” 
 
    “That was the tequila. I can handle the flavored vodka much better. 
 
    “Just one more round.” He nodded to Scott. “I have an early morning.” 
 
    “How is it that an attractive guy with a successful business and tons of money is still single at your age?” 
 
    “Wow.” He shook his head. “You don’t have a filter, do you?” 
 
    “Did I ever give you the impression that I had one?” 
 
    “No, I suppose not.” He finished his drink just as Scott placed the second round in front of us. “Let’s talk about you for a bit.” 
 
    “Me?” I darted my tongue out and licked the sugar off the rim of my glass. When I looked back at him he was focused on my mouth. That’s right, think of the things I could do with my tongue. “What do you want to know?” 
 
    “You graduated a year ago. Why don’t you have a job?” 
 
    “I do have a job. I’m your assistant's assistant, remember?” 
 
    “That fact is hard to forget.” 
 
    “You’ll get used to me.” 
 
    “Let me rephrase.” He leaned against the bar, appearing more relaxed than I’d ever seen him. “Why don’t you have a job you want?” 
 
    “I’m not really sure what I want.” Other than a kick-ass night between the sheets with you. “I never really gave it much thought.” 
 
    “Maybe you should formulate a plan.”  
 
    “You sound like my dad.” 
 
    “He’s a smart man.” 
 
    “I have to agree.” I took another sip from my drink, the vodka loosening me up. “After all, he’s the one who sent me to you.” I circled my finger over the top of his hand.  
 
    “Ground rules, Ms. Diaz.” 
 
    “No touching?” I trailed my fingers to his wrist. “That’s not fair.” 
 
    He pulled his phone from his pocket. “How did you get here tonight?” 
 
    “Car service.” 
 
    “I’ll have my driver pick you up and take you home.” He quickly texted. “He’s on call and I can walk to my house from here.” 
 
    “You could come back to my place with me.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” He glanced at his phone. “Jeff will be here in a few minutes.” 
 
    “I can get my own ride home.” What was it with this guy? Most men would have already been in my bed by now. Not that I had been with that many men, but the few I did hint around with always wanted to have sex with me. 
 
    “He’s already outside.” He took the tab and scribbled his name across the check. “He can stop and get you something to eat too, considering you didn’t have dinner.” Sliding my chair out, he helped me off the stool. 
 
    “I’m leaving because you say I’m leaving?” 
 
    “Pretty much.” He straightened his tie. “We had two drinks. That’s one more than you requested. I have work to go over tonight.” 
 
    “You’re very driven.” But can’t you forget about your company for one night? “It’s impressive.” 
 
    “Thank you.” He guided me outside and to a waiting SUV. “Jeff is here.” 
 
    “Why don’t you let him drop you off?” 
 
    “I could use some air.” He opened the door for me. “The walk will do me some good.” 
 
    “You look as if you have a lot on your mind.” I rested my palms on his chest. “Tell me.” 
 
    He tightened his jaw and the look in his eyes displayed conflict, but why? Was it my touch? If he was fighting an inner battle over what to do about me, I’d help him ignore it. I leaned into him, running the tip of my tongue along my bottom lip before gently kissing the corner of his appetizing mouth. When I pulled back, I noticed his eyes were closed. He let out a slow breath before opening them. 
 
    “Good night, Ms. Diaz.” 
 
    “Good night, Mateo.” I slid into the backseat, keeping my gaze locked on his. Tonight I vowed that he was my number one mission. I wanted this man and I always got what I wanted.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    Slamming the phone down, I quickly got out of my chair and headed for the art department.  
 
    “Hope!” I yelled as I made my way toward the back of the building. “Hope?” Where is she? 
 
    “She left.” Giselle followed me up the stairs to the art department. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Get her back.” I glanced at my watch, noting it was only a little after five. “Holland made a last minute change,” I announced to my graphic designers. “It’s going to be a late night.” 
 
    I heard a few groans from my crew but for the most part I could count on them to get the job done. 
 
    “We all knew they were a tough client. Indecisive so the possibility for an eleventh hour change should not be a shock to anyone here. I won’t leave until you leave so get comfortable, ladies and gentlemen.” 
 
    “Where is Hope?” Giselle still stood by my side, not doing what I asked her. “I need her back here. She never leaves this early.” 
 
    “She’s going to see a show.” 
 
    “A show?” 
 
    “You gave her the tickets. Her parents are going with her, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, right.” I hurried down the hall to the advertising department. They were going to have to stay late too. I’d need them to swap out the new files once the art department was finished with them. I rubbed the back of neck. This was going to be a long night. 
 
    “What do you need me to do?” She followed me, somehow managing to keep up despite her high heels. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Hope is meeting her parents for dinner before the show. You can’t bother her now.” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “Whatever you needed Hope to do I’m sure I could do,” she offered. “I can stay late.” 
 
    “Can you order the staff dinner?” I asked. “They’ll be working through it. Pizza, salads, wraps. Hope uses a deli a few blocks away. They’ll deliver.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay? No snide remarks. No arguments.” 
 
    “Do you want me to argue or do you want me to feed your team because we both know I can fight with you?” 
 
    No one ever spoke to me that way especially not in this building. “Please.” I needed her help. “We’re looking at about thirty-five people.” 
 
    “I’ll go do it now.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “No problem, Mr. Martel.” I watched as she hustled back downstairs, momentarily distracted by her long legs and perfect backside.   
 
    “She’s something to look at, isn’t she?” Frank, my lead ad guy asked, diverting me from my ogling-fest. Why was she so distracting? 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Giselle.” He nodded in her direction. “She’s caught the eye of every guy in this place. She’s shot a few of them down too.” 
 
    “Really?” I wasn’t surprised some of the guys would ask her out even if I didn’t want to hear it. Why hadn’t she taken any of them up on a date? 
 
    “She’s a little young for me and I’m married, so there’s that, but I think she’s pretty,” Frank said. 
 
    “I hadn’t noticed.” I wished that were true for not only me but for the rest of my employees. I couldn’t worry about that now. I had a crisis to avert and I expected things to be resolved tonight. “Where are we with the Holland campaign? I have bad news.” 
 
    “He changed his mind?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “I need you to pull up all the spots we have booked and we need to put them on hold right now. The original design can’t go as booked.” 
 
    “Christ, Mateo.” He rubbed his temple. “This client better be worth it.” 
 
    “They’re going to exceed a million in the next three months on this agency’s profit. I’m going to say they’re worth it.” 
 
    “Let’s get started.” Frank rushed to his office. “My wife’s going to kill me.” 
 
    “Buy her something expensive,” I said. “I pay you plenty.” 
 
    “You can afford to pay me plenty.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Loosening my tie, I stared at my computer screen. My staff had managed to do what the client had asked for. As long as Holland didn’t change his mind again we’d make our deadline. Three hours ago I wouldn’t have thought that was possible no matter how optimistic I played in front the others. Stopping some of those booked spots was a nightmare but Frank did it. 
 
    A gentle knock took my attention away from my screen. My eyes were tired but the vision in front of me was rather sexy. Giselle had tossed her hair into a messy knot on top of her head and she’d removed her shoes. Barefoot? That was a first for one of my assistants. 
 
    “What are you still doing here?” I asked. 
 
    “I stayed in case you needed me.” She held up a box of pizza and a container of salad. “Can I come in?” 
 
    “Yes.” The pizza smelled delicious. I hadn’t eaten in hours.  
 
    “Are you hungry?” She set the food out on the conference table, placing a paper plate and a fork in front of my chair. “Do you want a bottle of water?” 
 
    “You don’t have to serve me.” I joined her by the food. “Thank you for this.” I motioned to the table. “You don’t have to stick around. The crisis is over.” 
 
    “I know. I’ve been hanging out in the art department. Feeding them like you asked. Running errands to and from the ad department.” 
 
    “Really?” I took a slice of hot pizza from the box. “How did you keep this so warm? You ordered it hours ago.” 
 
    “I ordered you a fresh one.” She pointed to the salad. “I got you a chicken caesar. I hope that’s okay.” 
 
    “It’s perfect.”  
 
    “Do you have water in your fridge?” 
 
    “I should.”  
 
    I followed her with my gaze as she made her way to the small refrigerator built into my shelves. When she bent over, God help me, I got hard. What the hell? I’d been in the presence of many beautiful women but none had me acting like a seventeen year old in heat. 
 
    “Here you go.” She leaned over, flashing her cleavage in my face as she opened the water and put it in front of me. “Can I do anything else for you?” 
 
    “No.” I tried not to let her body tempt me but it was too late. “I appreciate you doing this for me.” 
 
    “It’s my pleasure.” 
 
    “Have you eaten?” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    It disappointed me that she had eaten without me. I didn’t know why I would have expected her to wait for me. 
 
    “You rallied your troops here tonight and got them doing exactly what you needed them to do.” When she sat next to me, my heart rate increased. “Seeing you that way was impressive.” 
 
    “I’m sure my staff wasn’t pleased with me.” 
 
    “I didn’t hear any complaints.” She pulled her legs into her chest, her pink toenails resting on the edge of the chair. Her feet were delicate and small. Were they as soft as they looked? “They knew it wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    I sipped the water, trying to cool my rapidly heating flesh. Her makeup had faded away and she didn’t look as impeccable as she had over twelve hours ago. I liked her natural. There was a freshness to her that I’d missed under her well-maintained perfection. 
 
    “I didn’t understand your personality a few weeks ago,” she said. “But tonight I got it.” 
 
    “Did you?” Not many people would admit that they understood me and I wondered if she really did. 
 
    “You’re a very driven man. People respect you. Watching you in action, well, it was thrilling to see you get the job done.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I wiped my mouth with my napkin. “My main priority is always with the client.”  
 
    “That’s why you’re so successful.” 
 
    “You’re just full of compliments tonight.” 
 
    “I’m in a good mood.”  
 
    I realized I liked this light banter between us. It was a refreshing change from our normal push and pull.  
 
    “I got to see how your agency runs. I found it interesting.” 
 
    “I’m glad.” I bit into the pizza. “Perhaps you’d consider a career in advertising?” 
 
    “Maybe but right now I’m busy being your assistant’s assistant.” 
 
    “I’d say you’re getting the hang of that job.” I drank some more water. “Are you saying you’re here because you want to be and not because you have to be?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t go that far.” 
 
    “I admire your honesty.” 
 
    “I could ask you the same question.” 
 
    “What would that be?” I knew her question but was I willing to be honest with her? 
 
    “Am I here because you want me here or because my father is making you keep me here?” 
 
    “No one makes me do anything.” I leaned back in my chair. “I did your father a favor.” 
 
    “Was that favor worth it?” 
 
    If it allows me to stare at your mouth five days a week, it is most definitely worth it. 
 
    “I’m still trying to decide.” Apparently I wasn’t ready to be honest with her but she could handle it. “I have to get back to work. I need to call Holland and let him know all is well. I need his final approval.” 
 
    “Don’t let me keep you.” She stood. “I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    “I’ll be here.” 
 
    “Good night.” She headed for the door.  
 
    “Giselle,” I called after her. 
 
    “You used my name.” She turned and smiled at me.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You always call me Ms. Diaz.” 
 
    “Well, Ms. Diaz, I wanted to make a suggestion.” 
 
    “What is it?”  
 
    “You should wear your hair up more often.” I stretched out my legs. “It’s very becoming.” 
 
    “Thank you.” She touched the back of her neck, trailing her fingers along the side and to her throat. “I’ll keep that in mind.” She ran her fingers just above her chest. I couldn’t take my gaze away from her hand. “Have a good night, Mateo.” 
 
    I nodded as she stepped out of my office. It was going to be a long night and not just because my client had caused me hours of extra work. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to get her out of my head. Did I want her out of my thoughts? No, I didn’t. She belonged in them even if I still wanted to deny it. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    Placing the bouquet of purple roses on the elaborate stone that read her name, I sighed. Twelve years and it never got easier to visit her like this. I’d come to terms with her death a long time ago. It was a tragic accident. One that I never fully recovered from, but I’d learned to move on. Or at least I thought I had.  
 
    I sat down on the bench I’d added to her memorial a few years ago. I liked to have a place to sit when I talked to her. When I first started coming to her gravesite it was a way for me to fill the void she’d created when she left me. As the years went by, it became a ritual like so many other things in my life. The pain had eventually subsided but the hole in my heart remained. It just wasn’t as prominent. Today I found myself at her final resting place seeking some sort of approval.  
 
    “Oh, Eva,” I whispered. “I’m here because I’m always here on the third Thursday of the month.” 
 
    I laughed, knowing she’d laugh with me. My visits weren’t always long but I didn’t miss them. If I had to be out of town on that particular day, I’d get here when I could. 
 
    “I needed to come today more than I have in a long time. I’m sure you know why I’m here. Part of me wants to believe you would say I don’t need your approval. You’ve been gone for such a long time now and I often wonder where my life would be today if you hadn’t left me so soon.” 
 
    I looked up at the sky, watching as a bird flew into its nest in a nearby tree. 
 
    “Would we be married? Live in the suburbs with a houseful of kids? Would I have been capable of being a good husband and the kind of father I wished that I had? Michael is a wonderful family man. Maria is a beautiful wife. They both seem to juggle their careers and manage a home life. I don’t know that I could have done that for you. I’m as difficult and complicated as I was when we were together. Maybe even more now that I’m set in my ways. We were young then. I’m not sure you would have stuck it out all of these years with me while I was building my company. I wouldn’t have blamed you.” 
 
    I ran my fingers through my hair, sitting in silence for a few moments as I thought about what I was really doing here today. I could’ve left the flowers and said a silent prayer as I usually did, but this visit was different. I needed to say what I had been feeling out loud and Eva was a safe person to do it with. 
 
    “You know why I’m here,” I continued to speak to her. “I’ve been stuck for so long.  After you died I found solace in my company. I worked hard to make it what I needed it to be. I’m happy with my success but I’m lonely. It’s taken me a long time to admit that. I didn’t mean for my grief to make me the man I’ve become. I’m not blaming you. It’s my fault. I allowed myself to use you as a convenient excuse.” 
 
    I’d been with women over the years. I even tried a relationship or two but they didn’t last very long. I was too driven and for some, a man who devotes himself to his job is not the right one for them. I couldn’t blame them. But when given the choice I chose my work. I used to say it was because I would never love a woman the way I loved Eva. That may have been true when I was younger, but after a decade I realized I had used that as an excuse. My younger self could never love anyone the way I loved her. I was crazy about her. She was my first true love. When she died I closed myself off to the possibility of ever wanting anyone else. Now years later I see a possibility. One that I hadn’t expected. 
 
    “I’ve met someone. She’s bold, infuriating and drives me insane.” 
 
    Why had I allowed Giselle to occupy this much space inside my head?  
 
    “I’m not even sure why I’m telling you this. I know what the right thing to do is. She’s too young for me and could never handle the mess that I’ve become. If you hadn’t left me...” I took a breath. “It’s not your fault. I guess I just needed someone to listen. You were always so good at that. Maybe it’s one of the reasons I come here.” 
 
    When she first passed away, I came to her resting place as a way to comfort myself. Then I realized when anything big happened in my life I wanted to tell her. Time did heal the hole in my soul but I didn’t want to let go of the youthful love Eva represented. The man I wanted to be when I was with her. 
 
    “You would tell me to trust my gut, but for the first time in my life I’m afraid my gut might be wrong.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    I couldn’t help but notice Mateo’s empty office. He’d left the door open on his way out a few hours ago. Where had he gone? 
 
    “You have no idea where he is?” I asked Hope.  
 
    “I told you, he has a standing appointment on the third Thursday of the month. I order the purple roses from the florist per Mr. Martel’s instructions. He picks them up at noon and where he goes from there is his business.” 
 
    I flipped through the planner, checking out the third Thursday of the month. Mind your business. It was that voice that I should listen to that kept chanting inside my head, but when had I ever listened to that voice? 
 
    I picked up the phone and dialed the florist. The number was so prominently displayed right there in the planner. It was screaming for me to get to the bottom of this mystery. 
 
    “Hello, this is Mr. Martel’s assistant,” I said when the woman answered the phone. “I have a question about his order.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” Hope jumped out of her chair and hurried over to my desk. “He’ll be furious if he finds out you’re prying.” 
 
    I held up my hand and shook my head. 
 
    “Was there a problem with Eva’s roses?” the woman asked. “He seemed very pleased when he picked them up. I had to have them shipped from a different distributer because my usual one was out of the specific shade of purple he always requests.” 
 
    Eva, aren’t you a lucky girl? 
 
    “No, everything was fine.” I chewed on my lip, noting how stressed Hope appeared. “Mr. Martel wanted me to follow up and tell you how pleased he was with them.” I’m sure Eva was too. 
 
    “Oh, thank goodness,” the woman said. “I would never want to disappoint him.” 
 
    “Not many people do.” How did he command so much respect? “Have a lovely day.” 
 
    “You too.” She hung up the phone.  
 
    “What is wrong with you?” Hope snapped. “You’re going to get us both fired and unlike you I need this job.” 
 
    “Who is Eva?” I asked, ignoring her comment. “Why does she get roses every month?” I thumbed through the planner looking for any clues as to where he was. “Where does he go with her every month? What do you think they do?” Was he having an affair with a married woman? Did they meet at a hotel in the afternoon on the third Thursday?   
 
    “He’s a very private man.” She reminded me. “He doesn’t like people in his business. If he wanted us to know who Eva was he would have told us. I’ve been ordering those flowers for two years and I never asked who they were for.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s your problem. He wouldn’t be so intimidating if you spoke up.” 
 
    “I...” She stopped talking and headed back to her desk. “Here he comes,” she whispered. 
 
    “Good afternoon, ladies.” Mr. Meticulous strolled in with a smile on his face.  
 
    That was new.  
 
    “Anything pressing?” He stood there looking better than any man I’d ever seen. My infatuation with him grew stronger every day, but he didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    “No,” Hope answered. “It’s been quiet around here.” 
 
    “Perfect.” He nodded. “We could use a day like that.” 
 
    God, he was in a good mood. An affair. He was having an affair. 
 
    “You’re awfully quiet, Ms. Diaz.”  
 
    “How was your afternoon?” I should have minded my business. “You look refreshed.” 
 
    “Do I?”  
 
    “Did Eva enjoy the flowers?” 
 
    Hope gasped as the expression on Mateo’s face changed from pleasant to, well, not so pleasant. My question dangled between us and if I could take it back I would have. What was wrong with me? Why did I insist on provoking him? 
 
    “In my office now.” He pointed and waited for me to walk around my desk. Hope busied herself on her computer, looking away from me. I got myself into this mess and there was no way she was helping me get out of it. 
 
    After I stepped in, he slammed the door behind him. I jumped when he moved passed me.  
 
    “Perhaps I didn’t make myself clear enough when you interrupted my dinner with my sister.” He paced in front of his desk. “I don’t want you in my personal life. I don’t even want you in my office but I’m tolerating you because your father asked me to.” 
 
    “Tolerating me?” 
 
    “Yes.” He stopped pacing and glared at me. “If you were anyone else you’d be out of here.” 
 
    “I don’t have to be here.” I should be careful with my words but his lack of interest infuriated me. I thought we made a connection that night at Roberto’s. Why was he making me work so hard for his attention? 
 
    “You’re hardly doing me a favor.”  
 
    “You can tell me to go.” I wasn’t going to be the one to walk out. I had too much at stake. “I’m sure my father will understand.” 
 
    “You’d love for me to get you off the hook.” He shook his head. “It’s not going to happen, princess. You want your daddy’s money? You’ll have to go through me.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes but I was pissed that he was accurate. He held the keys to my future when my dad put him in charge of me.  
 
    “To answer your intrusive question, I’m not sure if Eva enjoyed the flowers,” he said. “She’s been dead for twelve years.” 
 
    Shit! “Mateo, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Purple was her favorite color so every month I leave them at her grave.” He went to his desk and picked up his briefcase. “A small part of me hopes she knows they’re there.” He snapped his laptop shut and grabbed it from the desk. Storming past me, he opened the door and left me standing there, wallowing in my stupidity. 
 
    “I’ll be working from home the rest of the day,” he told Hope. “Call my cell if you need me.” 
 
    “What about your conference calls scheduled for three and four?” Hope asked. 
 
    “Cancel them.” 
 
    “Sir?” Hope’s voice was laced with confusion. 
 
    “I said cancel them,” he shouted. 
 
    I slowly moved to the doorway just as he made his way to the foyer to the main doors of the building. He left abruptly and I wondered if I should too and never come back.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    Feeling off balance, I pushed my laptop aside. Working from home disrupted my schedule. I was too angry to stay at the office. I didn’t know why I had allowed Giselle to upset me. It might have been her invasion on my personal life. I didn’t open up to many people and those I did allow in, I chose. Her lack of respect for my privacy was alarming. 
 
    It was well after dinner. I should order some Thai and relax with a glass of wine. Maybe a soak in the hot tub would help me clear my mind. As I got up, the doorbell rang. Hope was supposed to send some logos by courier. That was fast. Making my way to the foyer, I glanced out the double windowpanes to find the last person I expected to see tonight. Her gazed locked with mine through the glass. I sighed before opening the door. 
 
    “What can I do for you, Ms. Diaz?” 
 
    “I brought the designs you needed and this.” She held up a bottle of one of my favorite wines. “A peace offering.” 
 
    “I’m afraid to ask how you know that is a wine I drink.” I leaned against the door frame. “I know you well enough to know it isn’t a coincidence.” 
 
    “I called Roberto.” She bit her lip, drawing my focus to her mouth. My weak spot. “I wanted to make sure I got something you liked.” 
 
    “Why are you here?” 
 
    “I feel bad about what happened today.” She peeked over my shoulder. “Your place is huge.” She stepped back and checked out the porch. “This was two houses. What a great idea.” 
 
    “I bought both and broke through.” I widened the door. “Do you want to come in?” I hoped I didn’t regret inviting her inside as I took the package from her. 
 
    “I’d like that.” She entered the house, looking around once she got into the foyer. “Wow. This is fantastic.” 
 
    “That’s flattering coming from you.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I saw your brownstone. Your father spared no expense.” 
 
    “Sometimes I forget you were there.” 
 
    “That could be because you don’t remember me being there at all.” I motioned for her to follow me down the hall and to the family room. I tossed the package on the coffee table by my laptop. “Would you like to have a glass of wine with me?” I held out my hand for the bottle. “Since you came all this way.” 
 
    “I came all this way to apologize.” 
 
    “I won’t stop you.”  
 
    “Always so polite.” She plopped down on the sofa, slipping off her heels and dropping them to the floor. I resisted the urge to pick them up and place them neatly in the foyer closet. 
 
    “It’s a habit.”  
 
    “I’m used to getting what I want,” she said. “I don’t like working at something. All my life things were handed to me. My parents spoiled me. Most of my friends hang with me because I have a lot of money. The same could be said for boyfriends. I get away with things because I do what I want and I worry about the consequences later.” 
 
    At least she had an accurate perception of herself. It was refreshing to know mine wasn’t wrong. 
 
    “When I see something I want I go for it. I’ll pursue something until I get bored. That’s who I am.” 
 
    “Was there an apology in there?” I walked over to the bar I’d had custom built in the corner of the room. “I might have missed it.” 
 
    “I’m getting to it.” 
 
    “I see.” I uncorked the bottle and took out the larger glasses. This visit was going to require the big wine glasses. I could tell. “Don’t let me interrupt.” 
 
    “I’m sorry for prying into your business. If I had known you were visiting, I mean, if I knew you were at the...” 
 
    “Cemetery?” I brought over the wine.  
 
    “Yeah.” She took a glass from me. “I thought you were having an affair or something.” 
 
    “So, when I had dinner with my sister, you thought I was on a date and then when I was out of the office you jumped to I was having an affair?” 
 
    “Your planner is so vague when it comes to the important details.” She sipped her drink. “I have an active imagination.” 
 
    I snickered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I find your honesty intriguing.” I took a sip of wine. “You’re not at all embarrassed that you spy on me. You’re not even trying to cover it up.” 
 
    “I’m just used to getting what I want.” 
 
    “What is it that you want?” Maybe if she told me I’d be more receptive to her behavior.  
 
    “To know you better.” 
 
    “That’s not something that comes easily for me.” I took a seat on the sofa next to her. “I’m a very private person.”  
 
    “Maybe you could make an exception.” She pulled her feet up and tucked them to the side. She was one of the few people who was comfortable in my presence. She wasn’t phony and had no pretenses. What you saw was what you got with her. “This is practically our third date.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t go that far.” I placed my glass on the coffee table. “I will say I’ve spent more time with you these past few weeks than I have with anyone else.” 
 
    “Who was Eva?” When she stared into my eyes I saw sincerity in hers. How could I be mad when she looked so genuine? I wanted to share that piece of me with her. 
 
    “My girlfriend. We began dating shortly after we graduated from college. She was a nurse. I was just starting my company and she was busy with her career. We weren’t very serious in the beginning. We made time for one another when we could but neither of us were demanding. We were very compatible.” 
 
    “She was perfect for you.” 
 
    “She was.” I hadn’t spoken about her in such a long time. “She put up with me and after a while we fell into this routine and before I knew it, we were always together. I encouraged her to apply for an operating room position and she pushed me to expand my agency. We were unstoppable or so I thought.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “There was an accident on the turnpike.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “She was coming home from her cousin’s baby shower one Sunday afternoon. It was raining and she misjudged her merge coming off an exit. She slid in front of a tractor trailer.” 
 
    “That’s awful.” When her eyes filled with tears something inside me softened. “You must have been devastated.” 
 
    “I was for a long time. Throwing myself into my career helped. After Eva died I didn’t allow anything or anyone to get in my way. I became a workaholic. Regimented and determined. I probably wouldn’t even have realized twelve years had gone by, but for the fact that Maria reminds me all the time. She worries about me.” 
 
    “She loves you.” 
 
    “Very much and that’s something since I’m not really easy to love.” 
 
    “I don’t believe that. I see how you treat your staff. You’re the boss but you’re generous and they know that.” 
 
    “I’m lucky to have such loyal employees who believe in me and my company. I didn’t get where I am today all by myself. I have strong people backing me.” 
 
    “They see a leader.” She set her glass next to mine. “It’s easy to follow a man who knows where he’s headed.” 
 
    “Have I satisfied your curiosity or can I expect more stalking from you?” 
 
    “Just one more question.” 
 
    “Okay.” Why stop now? I’d already told her more than I’d shared with any other person. 
 
    “Do you still love Eva?” 
 
    Well, I didn’t expect that to be her question, but I could answer it honestly. “A part of me will always love her. She meant a great deal to me. I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.” I regretted never asking her to marry me. I always thought we had so much time. I was very wrong. “If you’re asking if I’ve had other relationships after her death the answer is yes. I grieved for Eva and moved on. I go to visit her every month because I find comfort in talking to her. Those visits have become part of my routine.” 
 
    “You like your routines.” 
 
    “Very much.” I craved order and keeping a strict schedule kept me sane. “Are you finished with your questions?” 
 
    “For now.” When she smiled my gaze immediately went to her mouth. Lately I’d found myself daydreaming about kissing her. “Do I still have a job?” 
 
    “That’s another question.” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “I’ve already told you, I won’t be the one to back out of this deal.” This wasn’t about Juan anymore. I liked having her around even if she did infuriate me at times. I also had this suspicion that if I let her go she’d lose her way. Juan said she needed a chance. I wanted to be the one to give it to her. “I do have a request.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I was about to order dinner.” 
 
    “That’s an easy request.” She picked up her glass. “Can we have more wine?” 
 
    “Sure.” I took her glass. “That wasn’t the request though.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I’d like for you to join me,” I said. “But I’d also like for you to cease spying on me.” I got up to retrieve the wine bottle. “Can I trust that you’ll do that?” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    At least she was honest. 
 
    “It’s just that you’re so intriguing.” She got up on her knees and looked at me from over the back of the sofa. Having her in my home seemed right. “I think I might be obsessed with you.” 
 
    “I’ve noticed.” I poured her some more wine. “How about if you want to know something you just ask me?” 
 
    “You’d tell me?” 
 
    “Maybe.” I handed her the glass. “Are you eating with me tonight?” 
 
    “Yes.” Her face lit up in delight. “I have a few more questions for you.” 
 
    “Can’t wait.” My reply may have been laced with sarcasm, but I was excited that she would be joining me. “I may have a question or two for you as well.” 
 
    “I’m an open book.” She twisted around when I sat on the sofa. “I’ll tell you anything you want to know. Maybe even some things you didn’t. I’m the queen of TMI.” 
 
    She may have been obsessed with me but I had to admit I hadn’t been this fascinated by anyone in a long time. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    I found myself staying later at the office the past few days. If Hope didn’t have anything for me to do I’d check in with the art department. They usually stayed late and needed a fresh set of eyes when it came to logos. Some nights they’d even let me play on a vacant computer. I’d come up with several designs. I’d probably never do anything with them but I had fun creating them. I just wanted to be where Mateo was. Being close to him made me stay focused and out of trouble. 
 
    Working long hours was his signature. He was in his office when I arrived in the morning and still there when I left at night. A good majority of his day was spent on the phone promising clients big things. He always managed to deliver on his promises even when they seemed impossible. Nothing was out of his reach. No problem was too big for him. I’d hear him calling in favors and putting the unattainable in his grasp all while signing new clients every day. 
 
    I gathered my belongings and shut down my computer. It was after seven and things were quiet. I glanced out the window, noting the rain hitting the pavement at a steady pace. The subway wasn’t that far from here and I could grab a cab when I got to my neighborhood. Maybe I’d stop for some sushi. 
 
    Mateo’s office was still. He hadn’t been on the phone in over an hour. When I peeked in to say good night he wasn’t there. I must have missed him leave. Maybe I was upstairs when he stepped out? Oh well, that’s disappointing. I liked seeing his gorgeous face before I went home. It gave me something to think about as I drifted to sleep. Some nights all I needed was the image of his smug grin and my vibrator and off to a fantastic night of sleep I went. I found myself dreaming about what it would be like to satisfy him. He wasn’t an easy man to please at the office but I was confident I could keep him coming back for more. Only problem... he wouldn’t give me the chance to prove my theory. That was a big problem. One I had hoped to have resolved by now.  
 
    Somewhere in the past few weeks my mission had changed when it came to him. I didn’t view him as a goal I wanted to achieve to piss my father off and get what I wanted. Of course I still wanted Mateo but for different reasons now. 
 
    I slung my bag over my shoulder, grabbed my umbrella and headed for the street. The wind stole my breath as the rain sprayed across my face. I didn’t know why I bothered to use the umbrella. When I made my way around the corner it flipped inside out. If that wasn’t bad enough the heel of my shoe caught in a crack, causing me to stumble forward. The umbrella went flying into the street as I gracelessly fell into someone. 
 
    “Ms. Diaz,” that familiar, deep voice surrounded me as he held onto my arm, shielding me under his large umbrella. 
 
    “Hi.” I gazed into his mesmerizing eyes.  
 
    He looked me over, shaking his head. “Don’t you have rain boots?” 
 
    “I do.” I nodded, remembering how much I needed those boots when I first saw them. “A pair I got in Paris.” 
 
    “Then why aren’t you wearing them?” 
 
    “I forgot I had them.” 
 
    “Where are you headed?” 
 
    “To the subway.” 
 
    “You’ll never make it in those shoes and no umbrella.” 
 
    “Oh.” I glanced around the street. “I had an umbrella.” 
 
    “You’re not the first person I’ve seen tonight lose theirs. It’s nasty out here and it’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    “What are you doing out here?” 
 
    “Jackson Mason’s office is just a few blocks from here so I told him I’d meet with him.” 
 
    “I didn’t even know you left your office.” 
 
    “About an hour ago.” He placed his hand on the small of my back and led me around the corner. “You weren’t at your desk. I thought you’d left for the evening.” 
 
    “I was in the art department.” 
 
    “Working on your designs?” 
 
    “Huh? My designs? How did you know?” 
 
    “There isn’t much I don’t know about my staff.” 
 
    “Conner is just letting me fool around on one of the vacant computers. He’s teaching me a new program.” 
 
    “I think it’s a great idea.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “You don’t want to be my assistant’s assistant forever, do you?” 
 
    “It’s not as bad as I had initially thought.” I laughed. “My boss is fascinating.” 
 
    “I’m flattered.” He opened the door to the agency before closing his umbrella. “I’ll text Jeff and have him swing by and take you home.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do that.” We stepped inside the lobby. 
 
    He took out his phone and composed a message. “It’s already done. He’ll be here in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Don’t you need him to take you home?” 
 
    “I have a couple things to finish up here,” he said. “He can come back and get me later.” 
 
    “Do you need help with anything? I could stay.” God, I really wanted to stay with him. “I don’t mind.” 
 
    “I’m fine, thank you.” 
 
     He reached out and ran his hand over my cheek, wiping away the rain. I shivered when the warmth of his flesh caressed my face. What I wouldn’t give for him to touch more of me. 
 
    “Are you cold?” 
 
    “A little.”  
 
    He took off his raincoat and placed it on the chair in the lobby before taking off his suit jacket. “You can borrow this.” Pulling me close to him, he helped me into the dark blue garment, surrounding me in him. 
 
    “What will your employees think? You never leave your office without your jacket.” 
 
    “A simple thank you will do.” He smirked.  
 
     When he stared into my eyes, I thought he might kiss me. I tilted my head and focused on his lips, willing him to come closer. Instead he ran his fingers along my bottom chin. 
 
    “You have the most intriguing mouth.” 
 
    “Do I?” I kissed his fingertips. “Do you want to kiss me?” 
 
    “Would you like that?” He tucked my hair behind my ear before cupping the side of my face in his hand. “Just once.” 
 
    “You know enough about me to know that once will never be enough.” 
 
    He bit the side of his bottom lip as he focused on my mouth. I closed my eyes as he leaned into me. The softness of his lips taking me by surprise as he gently pressed them to mine. I sighed when he slowly pushed his tongue between my lips as he put his other hand on the side of my face, holding me to him. The sensual connection had a slow, passionate build. His movements were calculated, precise and sexy enough to cause a commotion inside my now damp panties. 
 
    “Mateo...” I sighed into his mouth as I clenched my fists over his biceps.  
 
    “Jeff is here.” He released me from his hold.  
 
    Poor timing, Jeff. “Come with me.” I licked the taste of him from my lips. “We could continue this in private.” 
 
    “One kiss.” He bent down and picked up his umbrella. “Remember?” 
 
    “What made you think I’d pick now to start listening to you?” 
 
    “I can honestly say I’ve never met anyone like you.” 
 
    “I’d be disappointed if you had.” 
 
    He guided me outside, while holding the umbrella over both of us. “I’ll see you in the morning, Ms. Diaz.” He opened the car door for me as he spoke to Jeff. “I’ll see you around nine.” 
 
    “No problem, Mr. Martel,” Jeff said as he smiled at me. 
 
    “Hi, Jeff.” I waved. “Thanks for the ride.” 
 
    “My pleasure.” Jeff nodded. 
 
    “Have a good night.” Mateo moved closer to me. 
 
    “Maybe you’ll dream about me.” I kissed him softly, brushing my lips along his jaw. “It’ll be the best dream you’ve ever had.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt that.”  
 
    I slipped into the car, watching as he shut the door and stepped back to the curb. I sunk into the seat as Jeff left the parking spot, taking in the scent of his jacket. I would sleep well tonight. Maybe I wouldn’t even need the vibrator. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    I took my raincoat from the chair in the lobby and went back to my office. The feel of her mouth still fresh on mine. Why had I kissed her? She was a dangerous creature and I knew it. Getting mixed up with her could complicate my life. She was wild, spontaneous, and the most invigorating woman I’d met in a long time. Who was I kidding? She already complicated my life. 
 
    My phone buzzed with a text. I glanced at the screen to find it was Giselle. 
 
    I’m leaving something in the back seat for you. 
 
    I replied swiftly. 
 
    What’s that? 
 
    Her response was fast. 
 
    My panties. 
 
    Fuck! Before I could reply she had already sent her next temptation.  
 
    I’m sure you’ll find something productive to do with them, Mr. Martel... 
 
    Control, Martel. Where the hell was my control when it came to this woman? I’d already taken this too far. Could I turn back now? Did I want to stop what seemed to be developing between us? Before I could really ponder my question my phone rang. The screen read Juan Diaz. Talk about timing. 
 
    “Juan,” I answered. “How are you?” 
 
    “I’m doing well,” he said. “You?” 
 
    “Couldn’t be better.” 
 
    “You mean my daughter isn’t driving you crazy?” 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” Who leaves their panties in the back seat of a car? I’m her boss! “We’re managing.” 
 
    “So I hear.” 
 
    “Have you?”  
 
    “Giselle is very happy at the agency,” he said. “I didn’t expect that. I thought she’d be plenty of trouble for you.” 
 
    “We’ve had a few bumps in the road,” I admitted. “But we’re working them out.” 
 
    “I knew you’d be good for her. She needs authority. A man who won’t give into her charms and spoil her the way I have. You have to be firm with her.” 
 
    “She doesn’t like rules but she’s working on it.”  
 
    “I’m happy to hear it.” Juan laughed. “You won’t let me down. Trusting you with her was the best idea I’ve had. I made some mistakes. She’s not a bad kid.” 
 
    Kid? “No, she’s not.” 
 
    “She just needs guidance and a strong male figure to guide her in the right direction.” 
 
    “I’m not her father,” I reminded him.  
 
    “No, you’re her boss. That’s even better. She has to listen to you.” 
 
    “Sometimes.” 
 
    “She’s staying out of trouble so you must be doing something right,” he said. “She speaks very highly of you. She even told me she’s learning some art programs.” 
 
    “She has a knack for graphics. A few of my artists are showing her some concepts.” 
 
    “Perfect. That child just needs direction. A mentor. Someone who can teach her.” 
 
    Why did I feel like a dirty old man all of a sudden? 
 
    “She was too focused on that idiot she thought she wanted to marry. Sending her your way has taken her mind off romance and all these crazy ideas she had in her head. She’s too young for love. She needs to focus on herself and eventually she’ll find a man suitable for her. Don’t you think?” 
 
    “I haven’t really given that much thought.” Clearly I’m not that man. 
 
    “Right. I’m babbling. Forgive me,” he said. “I appreciate everything you’re doing for Giselle. She isn’t easy but she has a good heart. Thank you for looking after her. It means a great deal to have someone I can trust with my girl.” 
 
    If you only knew what your girl wanted me to do with her panties. And you’d probably kill me if you knew I was entertaining what she wanted me to do with those panties. I needed a drink. 
 
    “I’ll keep in touch,” Juan said. “Maybe we can have dinner next week.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Talk to you soon.”  
 
    A sense of relief came over me when he ended the call. I didn’t feel comfortable discussing Giselle. What was I thinking? She was off limits to me but how was I going to convince her? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    A little after one and somehow I managed to avoid Giselle today. I had Hope train her in archiving files in the basement. My phone conversation with Juan was an eye opener. I couldn’t deny the fact that I wanted Giselle. I hadn’t wanted anyone the way I desired her in a long time. Her father was definitely a factor to consider. But there were other complications that would make the two of us getting together a disaster. She worked for me. That right there should have been enough to make me resist her. I didn’t date my employees. I never really viewed her as an employee. Quite frankly, I never thought she would have lasted this long. 
 
    Then there was Giselle herself. A woman eighteen years younger than me. Age was just a number, right? She was the complete opposite of me. While I found her spontaneity amusing how long could I put up with her impulsive nature and no regard for order? There were several reasons why I shouldn’t go down this path. 
 
    There was a soft knock and then Giselle strolled in shutting the door behind her. Dressed in a beige dress with black flowers splashed across it, she looked as refreshing as the sunny spring day we were enjoying. 
 
    “Hiding in here?” She sat down, crossing her long, tanned legs. “Or avoiding me?” 
 
    “I’ve been swamped today. There were no distractions in here.” Until now. 
 
    “Have you been thinking about me?” 
 
    “Perhaps.” 
 
    “Well, unlike you I can admit my feelings,” she said. “You kissed me last night.” 
 
    “I won’t deny that.” 
 
    “I can’t stop thinking about it. I wondered if it was an impulse but you don’t seem like the kind of guy who does anything on impulse.” 
 
    “I usually don’t.” Except when it comes to you.  
 
    “Why did you kiss me?” 
 
    “I wanted to.” I got up and walked around to the front of my desk, standing across from her. “You’re a beautiful woman and I reacted to what’s been brewing between us for a few weeks.” 
 
    “You admit there’s chemistry between us?” 
 
    I nodded but that didn’t mean we needed to act on our feelings at this very moment.  
 
    “Finally!” She hopped out of the chair and launched herself at me. Obviously she would like to act on it now. “I was starting to think there was something wrong with you.” She wrapped her arms around my neck, holding me tight. “Now we don’t have to pretend like we don’t want one another.” 
 
    I knew what I had to say but all I could think about was kissing her again. She smelled like vanilla and I wanted another taste. Slowly lowering my lips, I wrapped my arms around her waist and pressed my mouth to hers. Our bodies molded together. A perfect fit. Her form was strong but small compared to mine. Holding her against me was natural, almost as if she was made for me. I’m a selfish bastard. 
 
    “Mmm...” When she moaned into my mouth, my erection stirred inside my pants. “I don’t want to wait.” She reached for my belt. “I need you to–” 
 
    “No.” I stepped back, releasing her from my hold. The stunned look in her expression brought me back to reality. What the hell was I thinking? If we were going to be together it wasn’t going to be a quickie in my office with my employees on the other side. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “It’s not appropriate.” I took a breath, trying to make sense over what was happening between us. “I’m not even sure we’re appropriate.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that we’re in the middle of a work day and you’re my employee. I don’t make it a habit of having sex with my staff.” How had I let things get so out of hand? I was losing control in my place of business. That never happened. “We can’t do this here. Now. Maybe not ever. I’m not sure.” 
 
    “That’s bullshit,” she yelled. “You’re sure about everything. I’ve never met a more confident man.” 
 
    “Keep your voice down.” It was bad enough I’d brought this mess into my office but I didn’t need the rest of my staff in my personal life.  
 
    “Why? So your employees can’t hear what a jerk you are?” 
 
    “You’re making more of this then we need,” I said. “We can discuss whatever this is later. Right now isn’t the time.” 
 
    “You don’t have any intentions of exploring things further with me. That’s why you’re acting this way. That’s why you had Hope keep me in the basement all day.” She shook her head. “I’m right.” 
 
    “There’s no need to act irrational.” 
 
    “You already have your mind made up when it comes to us. You’re too decisive. You would never get involved with someone like me. You can’t control me and that drives you insane.” 
 
    “You couldn’t be further from the truth.” The fact that I couldn’t tame her intrigued me. “I’m not willing to discuss this with you right now.” Why couldn’t she just back off and let me get through the day? “Let’s meet later. We can sort this out over dinner.” 
 
    “So you can let me down in private? You should have thought about that before you kissed me. Twice.” 
 
    “Today was probably a mistake but last night–” 
 
    “You don’t give a damn about me.” She walked away, but I grew tired of this constant battle between us. Was she out of her mind? I cared more than I wanted to. More than I had any right to. This was not what I signed on for when Juan asked me to help. I wasn’t supposed to fall for her. 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” I grabbed her, tugging her toward me, holding her wrists in my hands. “I’ve been doing nothing but saving your ass since the day I met you.” I focused on her plump, pink lips, trying hard not to think about her ass, but it was too late. 
 
    “I never asked for your help.” 
 
    Infuriating woman! “You’re right. I shouldn't have been saving your ass. I should have been smacking it.” 
 
    “As if.” She rolled her eyes, meeting my words with a defiant challenge. 
 
    “The reason I haven’t gone there is because getting into bed with you would probably cause me more destruction than I care to take on.” I wanted every bit of that destruction and if she were anyone else’s daughter I’d have been all over her. 
 
    “Please.” Her voice was laced with sarcasm. “You couldn’t handle my destruction.” 
 
    She wiggled out of my hold, but I quickly retrieved her and brought her back to me, because despite what I said, I liked having her close. She was right. I was sure about everything except when it came to her. I said one thing and did another.  
 
    “I would throw your perfect, disciplined, well-maintained life into such disarray that you’d never rebound from me.” 
 
    “You’ve already done that.” God help me, I liked her chaos. 
 
    “Good.”  
 
    When she smirked it took all of my effort not to throw her onto my desk and fuck her with everything I had. She’d caused me weeks of frustration. The only way to relieve it would be to do the least sensible act I could think of. When had I ever acted irrationally? Every fucking time I was in her presence. That’s when. Releasing her from my hold, I stepped back. I needed space to figure this whole situation out. I never mixed business with my personal life and I wouldn’t start today. No matter how much she tempted me.  
 
    “You need to go.” I cleared my throat. “I have work to do.” 
 
    “I’ve wanted nothing more than to go since the day I got here.” The fury in her eyes intensified. So much passion, so much life in her expression. I envied her spirit. “You’re too much work.” 
 
    How could I argue that? 
 
    “I’m taking the rest of the day off.” She turned away from me. “Maybe the rest of the week.” She slammed the door hard enough to rattle the pictures on the wall. 
 
    Follow her, that voice inside my head screamed at me. The same one that told me to kiss her last night. I’d deal with Ms. Diaz later. We both needed a cooling off period. She more than me.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Giselle 
 
      
 
    The nerve of that man. Making me think he wanted me. He kissed me! Then he decided he didn’t want me? He can’t handle my crazy. Shit, he didn’t see my full crazy. 
 
    I swallowed my second vodka shot in one chug. Take that, Mr. Meticulous. I winked at the two nice guys who bought me this round. I started out slow. Flavored vodka in the form of a fancy martini. After two of those I needed something stronger.  
 
    “Wow, sugar, you sure can drink,” the dark haired one said.  
 
    The other laughed. 
 
    “So, are you soldiers?” They were in uniform so it was a dumb question but I was interested in making conversation. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” The one with the cute dimples moved closer to me. “We’ve been deployed for six months and now we’re checking out New York this week.” 
 
    “How do you like it so far?” I asked. 
 
    “The view is rather intriguing.”  
 
    “I’m thinking the same thing.” Two hot guys would be enough to make me forget all about Mateo. Did I want to forget about him? Yes, yes I did. That insolent, self-centered, ‘too perfect for any woman’ jerk.  
 
    The bartender, the same one who was here the night I met Mateo, placed the third round in front of us and his famous disapproving look didn’t go unnoticed. Too bad, buddy. I’m a grown-ass woman even if I don’t act like it ninety-five percent of the time. 
 
    Just as I was about to bring the shot glass to my lips, someone came up from behind me and took it out of my hand, spilling some on my arm. 
 
    “Hey!” I spun around to find Mateo standing there, holding the glass and shaking his head at me. I glared at the bartender who shrugged his shoulders and went about his business. “You’re spying on me.” 
 
    “Looking out for you,” Mateo said as he set the shot glass on the bar. “Something that takes much of my time.” 
 
    “Is there a problem?” The dark haired hottie asked as he stood next to me being all protective and territorial. At least I think he was. Right now the prior two shots were making me fuzzy. 
 
    “Not at all,” Mateo said as he took his wallet from his perfectly pressed pants. 
 
    “A problem?” I turned to the hot marine. “With this guy I never know what I’m getting. He’s my boss.” 
 
    “Oh,” the cutie with the dazzling grin said.  
 
    “I know, right.” Throwing my hands in the air I continued my assessment of Mateo. “If that’s not bad enough some days he pretends to like me. Yesterday he kissed me. Or was that today? Maybe it was yesterday and today.” 
 
    “Sounds complicated,” the poor guy said. 
 
    “You have no idea.” Mateo placed his credit on the bar.  “Will,” he called to the bartender. “Please make sure these admirable servicemen have a good night. Their tab is on me.” 
 
    Of course it is. He’d do anything to ruin my night. 
 
    “Thank you.” The dark-haired hottie shook Mateo’s hand. 
 
    “Really?” The more boyish-looking one asked.  
 
    Why hadn’t I bothered to get their names? I probably wouldn’t remember them anyway. 
 
    “It would be my pleasure.” Mateo shook his hand too. “Thanks for your service.” 
 
    Will took the card and swiped it into the machine before pressing a few buttons. He gave the card back to Mateo. “All set, Mr. Martel.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Mateo put his card in his pocket. 
 
    “Wait.” I put my hand on my hip. “You can’t buy these two guys drinks so they’ll stay away from me.” 
 
    “I believe I just did.” Mateo nodded as the two men took a seat at a table by the window. “You’re leaving anyway.” 
 
    “You think?” I reached for the shot. If I wasn’t going to get any from the two hot guys I might as well get hammered. “I didn’t even get to tell them about the days you want to be my dad.” I drank the vodka, knowing I’d regret it really soon. “That’s really odd but I guess I can’t judge your fetishes. I have a few of my own.” 
 
    “You just can’t help yourself, can you?” 
 
    “Why are you bothering me?” I tried to sit on the stool next to me but missed it. If it weren’t for Mateo’s reflexes I would have been on my ass. 
 
    “Let’s go, cupcake.” He tugged my arm. “You’ve had way too much to drink and I’d like to get you home before you vomit on me. Again.” 
 
    “I’m not going to throw you up.” Wait? What? That didn’t sound right. The scenery before me started to blend and my words were coming out jumbled. “Slow down.” 
 
    He opened the door to the waiting SUV parked in front of the bar. “Get in.” He pointed to the backseat. 
 
    “Don’t be so demanding!” I shouted as I did what he asked. “Jeff doesn’t want to hear you either.” Once I was in the backseat I smiled at Jeff. “Hi.” 
 
    “Hello, Ms. Diaz.” He nodded. “Good to see you.” 
 
    “Let’s get her home.” Mateo slid in next to me, reaching across, he buckled my seatbelt.  
 
    “You’re coming with me tonight?” I asked. “What? You don’t trust Jeff to get me in the house?” 
 
    “I can’t trust anyone with you these days.” 
 
    “You ruined my day and you screwed up my night. If you don’t have any interest in me, why can’t you leave me alone?” 
 
    “Because neither of us want that.” He rested his head against the seat. “Trust me, I’ve tried.” 
 
    “You look tired.” I reached up and stroked his jaw forgetting if we were fighting or beginning foreplay. I was too drunk to keep up. “You work too hard.” 
 
    “You cause me extra stress.” 
 
    “I don’t mean to.” 
 
    “Then why do we always end up in a battle?” 
 
     “It’s just that when we’re together I don’t know what you want.” 
 
    “Neither do I.” 
 
    I undid my seatbelt and climbed into his lap. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Getting closer to you.” I straddled his hips. “I’m drunk and I don’t care what you say.” 
 
    “You should be in your seat with your seatbelt on.” His gaze traveled down my body. “This is dangerous.” 
 
    “We are dangerous and that’s why we’ll be so good together.” 
 
    “We could be disastrous.” 
 
    “Don’t you ever break the rules?” I took his face between my hands. “You’d like breaking the rules with me.” I licked my lips, lowering my mouth to his. “All night long.” 
 
    He ran his hands along my upper thighs. 
 
    I trailed my lips to his ear, whispering, “What did you do with my panties last night?” 
 
    His gazed locked with mine, his eyes darkening and in that moment I knew. 
 
    “I want you to let go with me, Mateo. The dirtier the better.” 
 
    “We’re here.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Your house.” He scooted me off his lap. “Jeff, I’m going to get Ms. Diaz settled. I’ll text you when I need a ride home.” 
 
    “Don’t wait up, Jeff,” I said. “Meticulous is going to spend the night with me even if he doesn’t want to admit it.” 
 
    Jeff tried to conceal a smile but he knew the deal. Mateo knew it too. He just needed to loosen up and let me show him what he needed. 
 
    “Let’s go.” Mateo opened the door, stepped out of the car and extended his hand for me. 
 
    “You’re so bossy.” I took his hand and got out. “I’m not sure if I’ll like that. I’m not really the submissive type.” 
 
    “I’ve noticed.” 
 
    “I might make an exception for you.” I hooked my arm in his because I wasn’t certain I could walk up the steps unassisted. “You’re the hottest guy I know.” 
 
    “You’re the highest maintenance woman I know.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I fished around in my bag for my keys. “Here they are.” I shook them in his face before I stole a kiss, biting his bottom lip. 
 
    He stepped back, looking at me a bit stunned.  
 
    Yes, Meticulous, this is my game tonight and when I’m finished you’ll never be the same. “Are you ready for the wildest night of your life?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mateo 
 
    Once Giselle closed the door behind us her hands were all over me. My jacket hit the floor before I could protest. Her lips were on my neck and jaw, teasing me to touch her. I glided my hands up her dress and gripped her hips. I only had so much resolve left when it came to her. Walking into the bar and seeing her laughing and drinking with those two men gave me a huge dose of reality. I vowed that from now on I would be the only man to ever make her smile that way. I couldn’t lose what was right in front of me. 
 
    “Are we going to do it in the foyer?” She loosened my tie. “I’m on the pill so we’re good.” 
 
    “No.” I backed her up, stopping when we got to the staircase. As much as I wanted her, it couldn’t be tonight. What kind of man would I be to have sex with a woman who wouldn’t remember it the next day? 
 
    “I don’t think we’re going to make it to my room.” She slipped her hands under her dress and placed them over my hands, bringing them to her panties. “Take them off.” 
 
    “Giselle.”  
 
    She pressed her lips to mine, kissing me slow, deep, swirling her tongue around my mouth making me lose my mind.  
 
    “Wait.” I removed our hands from under her dress. “Not tonight.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “You’re drunk.” 
 
    “Just think how low my inhibitions will be. I’ll let you do anything you want.” She ran her hand over my erect cock. “You can’t hide that.” 
 
    Gripping her wrist, I removed her hand. I prided myself on my control but every man had his limits. “I’ll help you upstairs and get you settled, and then I’m leaving.” 
 
    “I don’t need your help.” She climbed the steps but teetered back, falling into my waiting arms. 
 
    “You were saying?” I lifted her and carried her up the staircase. “This behavior is unacceptable.” I didn’t know why I was lecturing her. She wouldn’t remember anything I said tomorrow anyway. “This one?” I pointed to the room at the end of the hall. 
 
    “Yes.” She cuddled into my chest, running her fingers in my hair. “You always smell so good.” 
 
    Once we reached her bedroom, I flipped on the light and set her on the bed. Her clothes were strewn around the room, various shoes tossed in the corner and hangers on the floor. “Wow.” 
 
    “The mess stresses you out.” She giggled as she got up on her knees and leaned against my chest. “I’m not meticulous.” 
 
    “I can see.” 
 
    “I couldn’t figure out what I wanted to wear today.” She nodded to the pile of clothes on the floor. “I always try to look my best for you. I wonder if you even notice?” 
 
    “I notice.” I reached out and stroked her cheek, pulling back and clenching my fist by my side because I had to resist. “You should just go to sleep.” 
 
    “You know what you never get a chance to notice?” She tugged the hem of her dress. “What’s underneath my clothes.” 
 
    “Giselle.” 
 
    “You’re in my room.” She slowly slid the lightweight garment over her head, revealing a matching lavender bra and panty set. There wasn’t much to the thin silk that barely covered her flawless skin. “If I want to take my clothes off you can’t stop me.” 
 
    I clenched my fist tighter, trying to will away my arousal but it was no use. 
 
    “What do you think?” She came close to me again. So close that the heat of her body radiated onto mine. Everything seemed to hum between us. “Am I everything you imagined because I know you think about me?” 
 
    “How do you know that?” I tilted my head, staring at her full, ravishing mouth. 
 
    “I can feel it in your kiss.” She swiped her lips along mine. “Taste your desire on your mouth.” She unknotted my tie, removing it from my neck. “I see the way you look at me, Mateo.” She unbuttoned my shirt, slipping her hand underneath my t-shirt and smoothing her palms over my chest. “See how responsive you are to my touch? Why are you denying this.” 
 
    I pushed her onto the bed, crawling on top of her. Just one, long, slow kiss. That was all I would need tonight and then tomorrow we would discuss what was going on between us.  
 
    “Mmm.” She licked my lips as she wrapped her legs around my hips. I took her hands and held them above her head as I indulged in her mouth. “Mateo.” She thrashed beneath me, rocking into my erection. “Please...” she moaned. “You’re all I think about. I need you to...” 
 
    I released her from my hold, trailing my hand down her neck and to her breasts. Gently tracing her nipples through her bra, I stared into her eyes. 
 
    “Please.” She took my hand, drawing it lower, guiding it inside her panties. “Just this, okay?” She thrust her pelvis forward, rubbing her smooth sex against my hand. “I can’t take your rejection anymore. You hurt me today.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I lowered my lips to hers as I settled next to her. “This whole thing is complicated.” 
 
    “It doesn’t have to be.” She dropped her head to the side and spread her legs when I pushed a finger inside her, tracing along her clit. “Yes...” 
 
    “Just this tonight.” Kissing her softly, I took my time pleasing her. I was slow, careful, giving her the release she needed. And in some strange way, I needed to do this for her. I wanted to show her my feelings were mutual. 
 
    “Mateo.” She moved her hips in time with my hand, bringing herself closer to what she wanted. She kissed me, using her tongue to tease me. Running it along my lips and down my jaw, nipping and sucking on my neck. Gripping my shoulders, she tensed when I added another finger, increasing my pace, spreading her arousal as she pushed against me. Her kisses were softer now as she tried to catch her breath in between each one.  
 
    “Let go,” I prodded her. “Come for me.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    I took in her mesmerizing beauty as she lost herself in pleasure. Magnificent. She squeezed her eyes shut, held onto me and sighed deeply. When had it ever been so right between us? No conflict, no sarcastic banter. Just the two of us. I could get used to it. 
 
    I kissed the top of her head as she came down from her climax. She stilled, her breathing calmer now. She opened her wild, brown eyes, the exhaustion in them evident. 
 
    “That was so much better than my vibrator.” She giggled. “Thank you.” 
 
    I laughed at her boldness. When we first met I was appalled by her candidness but now I expected nothing less.  
 
    “You don’t do that enough.” 
 
    “Give you orgasms?” 
 
    “You don’t do that enough.” She stretched her long, toned body and my cock stirred. “I meant laugh. You don’t laugh enough.” 
 
    “I guess I’ve never really thought about it.” I kissed her. “You should probably get some sleep. You’re going to feel what you did in the morning.” When I sat up, she reached for me. I closed my eyes, hoping she didn’t ask me for more. I couldn’t give more tonight. 
 
    “Will you stay with me?” she asked.  
 
    Turning toward her, I found her staring at me, waiting for me to answer. She looked as if she expected me to reject her. I wasn’t used to her appearing so vulnerable. She’d come off so strong, always challenging me that I hadn’t really looked past that wild child exterior. I had some thinking to do. 
 
    “I’ll stay if you sleep.” 
 
    “Don’t worry.” She crawled under the covers. “I’m really drunk.” She closed her eyes. “And tired. So tired.” 
 
    I slipped off my shoes and slung my shirt over the chair in the corner. Getting back into bed, I realized she was already asleep. Completely out. Too much vodka. I still wasn’t over my anger of finding her in a bar with two men, drinking to the point where she wasn’t in control of her own actions. As I watched her sleep, I wondered what motivated her. Her father spoiled her and now he was trying to reign her in. Too many years of compensating for the divorce from her mother. Juan was a good man, but he didn’t love Giselle’s mother. She was younger than him. I remembered how beautiful she was. Giselle resembled her. Juan enjoyed showing her off. They didn’t last. It wasn’t surprising. He had given his ex-wife everything she desired. He did the same for his daughter. He was generous to a fault. Now his daughter was paying for the years of getting her way.  
 
    When I pulled her closer, she sighed and cuddled into me. I never expected to have such strong feelings for her. My life was already hectic. I did my best to keep chaos out, but there was no keeping her out. Not anymore.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Giselle 
 
      
 
    When I opened my eyes, the sun flooded in from the windows. Why hadn’t I closed the blinds before I went to bed? Bed? I sat up and looked around. How had I... I ran my fingers through my hair. Damn it! I drank too much and now I hadn’t remembered. I peeked under the covers to find I was only wearing my bra and panties. Mateo. He was here with me. He brought me home. We...  
 
    “Good morning, Ms. Diaz.” He entered my room carrying a glass of water and a bottle of aspirin. He set them on the nightstand beside me. “You’ll probably need those.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I took a sip of the water, trying to quench my thirst. “You stayed.” 
 
    “You asked me to.” He unrolled his sleeves and buttoned them at the cuffs. “You slept well.” He tossed his jacket over his arm. “Do you need anything before I go?” 
 
    “You’re being nice to me.” 
 
    “I’m trying not to hurt your feelings.” 
 
    “You couldn’t.”  
 
    “Sweetheart, I suggest you don’t drink to the point of a blackout if you don’t want to express how you really feel. Alcohol has a way with the truth.” 
 
    “I...” What else had I told him? “You didn’t hurt my feelings.” 
 
    “Good to know.” He glanced at his watch. “I need to go. I have a meeting and I’ve missed my morning run.” 
 
    “Your routine is shot to hell.” That should put him in a lovely mood. Poor Hope. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I told you I’d disrupt your life.” 
 
    “I can’t deny that.” He walked over to me. “Jeff will be here in a few minutes.” 
 
    I sat up on my knees. “I know I left early yesterday but do you want me to come back? I’ll be a little late but I can make it.” 
 
    “No, that won’t be necessary.” 
 
    “Oh.” Had I finally upset him enough for him to give in? I suppose I deserved it. “I’ll tell my father it was me. I know how much you respect him. I won’t ruin your relationship with him.” 
 
    “I appreciate it but that won’t be necessary either.” 
 
    “It won’t?” 
 
    “I’m not firing you.” He cupped the side of my face in his hand, staring intently into my eyes. An exhilaration coursed through me. One that triggered a memory. A very erotic memory of Mateo inside my panties. “Take the day off. I have a cocktail party this evening for a charity I’m very involved in. I’d like for you to accompany me.” 
 
    “You would?” 
 
    “Where’s that sassy mouth now?” He swiped his thumb across my lips. “I’ll pick you up at seven.” 
 
    “I’ll be ready.” 
 
    “I have to go.” He leaned down and kissed me, long and slow. I hadn't expected such unprovoked intimacy from him. “See you tonight.” 
 
    I sat there, stunned by his actions. What got into him? “Mateo,” I called him. “Wait.” 
 
    “Yes?” He waited by the doorway, holding his jacket over his shoulder. How did he look so perfect? His jaw was covered in stubble and his hair was tousled and out of place. Not at all my meticulous but hot. So very hot. “What is it?” 
 
    “I didn’t forget everything last night.” I licked my lips, my cheeks filling with heat when I thought about what he had done with his fingers.  
 
    “I should hope not.” He winked. “Pack a bag for tonight. You’ll need one.” 
 
    Of course I will... 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Walking into the lobby of one of the trendiest restaurants in Manhattan on Mateo’s arm was something I could never have imagined when we first met. No man had ever given me such a run for his attention. I wasn’t used to working so hard to get what I wanted. The odd thing was it only made me try harder, and in the process I found that I enjoyed getting up and going to the agency every day. I’d met so many driven people and I was learning much. I think I finally found my place. Who knew? 
 
    “You never told me what the charity was for.” I looked around, recognizing a few people I’d seen at other functions I’d attended through the years with my dad. 
 
    “Inner city youth.” He unhooked his arm from mine and took my hand. “We provide after school care, sports programs, and activities for these kids to attend on the weekends.” 
 
    “That’s a great cause.” 
 
    “Research has shown that if kids are busy they stay out of trouble. So many parents need help with their kids. They just don’t have the means or the funds. We’re expanding in the fall to New Jersey and Boston. Right now we’re just in New York. I’m excited for the growth.” 
 
    “You donate to this cause. I can tell it means a lot to you.”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be modest.” A tall, eloquent redheaded woman came up to us. “He’s a founding board member. He puts a great deal of time into this cause.” She leaned in and kissed Mateo’s cheek. “I’m so glad you could make it.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have missed it,” Mateo said. “It’s good to see you, Lex.” 
 
    “You brought a friend.” When she turned her attention to me, I couldn’t help but think I’d seen her before. “I’m Lexie Kramer.” 
 
    “Hi, I’m Giselle Diaz.” 
 
    “Juan’s daughter.” Her expression hardened when she glanced down at mine and Mateo’s joined hands. “It’s been a long time.” 
 
    “I thought you looked familiar,” I said. “How do you know my father?” 
 
    When Mateo tightened his hold on my hand, I shot him a curious look. 
 
    “I dated your father a few years back. You were living with your mother at the time.” She took a glass of champagne off a tray a server brought by us. “I traveled with him to Connecticut once to help him deal with your boarding school mishap.” 
 
    I remembered her in the car when my father came to pick me up. My mother got there at the same time and we argued in the parking lot. I ended up going home with my mom. My father came by the house later without Lexie. Another time I saw her at a restaurant for a few minutes when I stopped in to ask my dad for money. He didn’t formally introduce us but he never bothered to let me get to know anyone he was dating. 
 
    “Boarding school mishap?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “It was actually a private school and it was nothing.” I hadn’t thought about that incident in years. I was sure my father would have preferred it didn’t occur at all. “A stupid teenager moment.” 
 
    “Nothing?” Lexie laughed. “Dear, do you know the people your father had to pay off to make that mess go away? Apparently underage pot use is frowned upon in upscale private schools.” 
 
    “Lovely,” Mateo mumbled. 
 
    “I was sixteen and stupid. It wasn’t mine. Yes, I smoked it and I got caught. End of story.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sure your dad can laugh about it now.” Lexie looked at Mateo dismissing me. “There are a few members over there who are waiting for you. Why don’t you go say hello?” 
 
    “I will.” Mateo nodded. “We’re going to get something to drink first. I’ll meet you over there.” 
 
    “It was a pleasure meeting you, Giselle,” Lexie said but it was clear she didn’t mean it. “Tell your father I said hello.” I didn’t think she meant that either. 
 
    “Okay.” I waved as she walked away. “My father has crappy taste.” 
 
    “They only dated a few months if I remember correctly.” Mateo led me to the bar. “She was too young for him and liked spending his money. He wasn’t interested for very long.” 
 
    “Is he ever?” My father dated several women through the years but he never got serious with any of them. “How much younger?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You said she was younger than him. How much younger?” 
 
    “She’s around my age, so maybe twenty years younger, why?” 
 
    “Just trying to gain some perspective.” 
 
    “What does that mean?”  
 
    “There is a huge age gap between us and you said she was too young for my father.” 
 
    “I’m not your father.” He put his hand on my back and pushed me toward him. “He has a long line of ex-girlfriends he isn’t compatible with. Lexie happens to be one of them.” 
 
    “You’re not mad about the pot?” 
 
    “How can I be mad about what you did when you were sixteen?” 
 
    “Good point.” I hadn’t smoked it since getting caught. I didn’t even like it. 
 
    “I can, however, be mad about what you do now.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like your excessive drinking.” He trailed his hand up and down my exposed back. “If we’re going to explore whatever this is between us that has to stop.” 
 
    “Okay.” It was a reasonable request and I liked the idea of more with him. 
 
    “Okay?” He looked at me with inquisitiveness in his expression.  
 
    “You’re right.” I closed the space between us. “It’s reckless and I’ve just been lucky you bailed me out the past two times I used such poor judgment. Although you were spying on me yesterday.” 
 
    “I had a feeling you would storm out and go to the bar so I asked Will to contact me if you showed up. It was a hunch.” 
 
    “You seem to know me well.” 
 
    “I’d like to know you better.” He kissed my cheek. “How about a glass of sparkling water?” 
 
    “That’s probably all I can handle.” 
 
    “Still hungover?” 
 
    “A little, but you can drink. I don’t mind.” 
 
    “Two sparkling waters,” he said to the bartender.  
 
    “Need to keep your wits about you tonight?” I asked. 
 
    “I want to make sure I remember everything that happens tonight.” 
 
    “I have a feeling it’ll be quite memorable.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    While Mateo talked to some board members I went into the ladies room to check my face. The evening was going well. I liked being away from the office setting with him. He was relaxed and seemed to enjoy the atmosphere. He was extremely attentive to me too. I planned to show him how much I appreciated it once we were alone. 
 
    As I stared into the mirror, putting on a fresh coat of lipstick, Lexie walked in and stood beside me. I smiled at her, hoping she didn’t want to make small talk. I saw the way she looked at Mateo throughout the night. She seemed to have daggers for me. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself?” she asked as she looked in the mirror. 
 
    “Yes, it’s a great party.” I dug around in my bag for my compact. “It’s for a wonderful cause.” 
 
    “It’s very close to Mateo’s heart.” 
 
    “He told me.” 
 
    “Your father did amazing things for Mateo and his family. They’re the people they are because of him.” 
 
    “They’re very determined. My father helped but Mateo is the man he is today because of his work ethic and dedication to his company.” 
 
    “You know him better than I thought. How does your father feel about your relationship with him?” 
 
    “It’s all very new. We haven’t really labeled it yet.” 
 
    “You look comfortable with one another.” She pressed her lips together after applying some gloss to them. “It’s surprising.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” Oh, enlighten me, you smug bitch. 
 
    “Mateo is very careful about who he dates and even more so when he decides who he wants to be seen with in public. He’s not frivolous with his choices. You just don’t seem like his type.” 
 
    “What would his type be?” I couldn’t wait to hear this. 
 
    “Someone older, more sophisticated. Not a spoiled, rich, daddy’s girl who changes fiancés quicker than most people change toothbrushes. I’m shocked he’d even entertain the idea of you.” 
 
    “You got all of that in the five minutes you met me?” 
 
    “I know you. People in our circles talk,” she said. “I remember the stress you put your dad through.” 
 
    “In the whole two weeks you dated him?” 
 
    “It was more than two weeks and you sure gave him problem after problem. That’s probably why we didn’t work out. He was so focused on you.” 
 
    “I’m his daughter. Of course he was going to tend to me.” No wonder she hadn’t lasted very long with my dad. She had no sense of family. “I was a kid when you dated him. I did crazy things.” 
 
    “So, you’re saying you’re different now? Maybe you’ve just traded your dad for Mateo. Now you’ve become his problem.” 
 
    “It sounds like you want to be Mateo’s problem.”  
 
    “I’m much more suitable for him. I’m established and he knows I would never do anything to embarrass him.” 
 
    “Perhaps but what fun is suitable?” I gripped the brass handle of the door, trying to keep myself in check and not cause a scene. “While you’re pondering which one of us is better for him, I’ll be the one tangled in his sheets tonight.” I left the restroom without another word, leaving her stunned and thoroughly annoyed. My work here is done. 
 
    Mateo leaned against the bar, waiting for me. His black suit and dark shirt made him stand out. He opted for no tie tonight, leaving his shirt unbuttoned at the collar. He was the most alluring man in the room. I couldn’t really blame Lexie for wanting him. I sure as hell did and I was finally going to get what I’d been waiting for. As I walked toward him, Lexie stormed out of the bathroom and past me, not making eye contact with Mateo as she went. 
 
    “Do I even want to know what that’s about?” he asked. 
 
    “I was minding my business when she approached me and said I would never be your type.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I have a type.”  
 
    “You do,” I assured him. 
 
    “And what would it be?” His gorgeous face lit up with amusement. “I’d love to hear your thoughts.” 
 
    “Me.” I took his hand. “I’m ready to go.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Home.” 
 
    “Mine or yours?” 
 
    “Yours so I can show you exactly what your type can do.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    Once inside my house, I dropped Giselle’s bag by the stairs. She slipped off her shoes and curled her toes. She looked relieved to have the heels off. I couldn’t wait to get her out of the rest of her clothes. 
 
    “Can I get you anything?” I removed my jacket, placing it over the banister. “A drink?” 
 
    “I’m good.” She moved toward me. “Tonight was fun. I like being with you outside of the office.” 
 
    “Do you?” I wrapped my arms around her waist, trying to slow the night down. “Why do you want to be with me?” 
 
    “You really want to make small talk?” She kissed my jaw as she unbuttoned my shirt. “Because I’d much rather you take me upstairs and have your wicked way with me.” 
 
    “I’m going to do that.” I took her hands in mine. “All night.” 
 
    “You’ll get no arguments from me.” 
 
    “Finally.” 
 
    “Show me your bedroom and I’ll tell you what I like about being with you.” 
 
    “You’re certain this is what you want?” Once we went down this path there would be no coming back. I’d never experienced this kind of surge toward another. Maybe I never tried hard enough with anyone other than Eva. But even with her, it wasn’t like this. Giselle was a force that somehow drew me in. A road that I probably shouldn’t travel but I was going full speed without a seatbelt. 
 
    “For such a decisive man, you don’t seem very sure when it comes to me. How come?” 
 
    “There are women that require much attention.” I led her up the stairs. “I’ve never considered myself the type of man who had the patience for relationships. I’m content with my life.” 
 
    “You seem to have a good life but I wonder if you can appreciate it with the amount of time you spend working.” 
 
    “You sound like my sister.” I opened my bedroom door and guided her in. “She’s always on me to relax and appreciate what I have.” 
 
    As I removed my shoes and socks, she took in her surroundings. My surroundings. It had been quite some time since I had a woman in here. I followed her as she moved to the windows that overlooked a small courtyard in the back of my house.  
 
    “Is that a hot tub?” She pointed to the area with the large whirlpool and stone fireplace I’d had put in a few years ago. “Impressive.” 
 
    “Despite what you think I do unwind occasionally.” I stood behind her, pressing my lips to her shoulder. “I do enjoy my life.” 
 
    “Alone.” 
 
    “I hadn’t realized how alone I was until you invaded my life.” 
 
    “Hmm...” Her throaty laugh jolted my insides. “So am I one of those women who require too much attention?” 
 
    “Do you really have to ask?” As I kissed the side of her neck, I lowered the zipper on the shimmery lavender, backless dress. Tracing my fingers down her spine, I circled the space just above her thong. “You’re the complete opposite of me.” 
 
    “You know what they say about opposites.” 
 
    Smoothing my palms up her back, I looped my fingers in the straps of her dress and slid them off her shoulders, letting the garment fall to her feet. Taking her hips, I pulled her to my chest before running my hands up her stomach and to her breasts.  
 
    “We couldn’t be more opposite but something tells me we’re going to be extremely compatible in a few minutes.” I ran my hand along her neck before gliding it into her hair and releasing the low knot she’d swooped it up in. “Did you wear your hair up for me tonight?” 
 
    “I do a lot of things for you.” 
 
    “None of them go unnoticed.” I shook out her locks with my fingers. “You’re very unsettling to me. I find it difficult to concentrate when you’re around.” I kissed the back of her neck, eliciting goosebumps along her skin. “You still haven’t told me why you want to be with me.” 
 
    “Do you need an ego boost?”  
 
    “My ego is just fine but you’re still a mystery to me, Ms. Diaz.” I caressed her breasts. “What makes you so ambitious when it comes to me?” 
 
    “I can’t be the only woman who’s made advances toward you.” 
 
    “You’re not but you’re the only one who has made me stop everything and notice.” She moaned when I rolled her nipples between my fingers. “On more than one occasion.” 
 
    “I like throwing you off balance.” 
 
    “Why?” I continued to press because whatever was developing between us was very new to me. I needed to understand where we were headed and why. 
 
    “I’ve told you before that you intrigue me. I’m used to getting what I want and when you didn’t reciprocate it only made me more determined.” 
 
    “So I’m just a novelty? How do I know once you have me you won’t get bored with me?” I traced my fingers around her nipples, biting her shoulder. “Am I a toy to you?” 
 
    “No.” She rested her head on me when I slithered my hand between her thighs. “I want you to be everything to me.”  
 
    I pondered that request. Could I be? 
 
    “I’m here because I want more,” she continued. “I’ve never been so taken with anyone before you.”  
 
    “The feeling is mutual.” 
 
    She twisted in my arms, giving me the most spectacular view of her full, perky breasts. Pushing off my shirt, she kissed my chest as she stepped out of her dress that had pooled at her feet.  
 
    “It won’t be me who tires of you, Mateo.” She kissed my jaw. “I can promise you that.” Working her way down, she dropped to her knees. When she reached for my belt, she gazed up at me, licking her lips and smiling. 
 
    Tangling my fingers in her hair, she mesmerized me as she unbuckled my belt. Her actions were slow and sexy as she unbuttoned my pants, taking her time to lower the zipper. As my pants tumbled to my feet, my stunning girl tugged my boxer briefs down my legs. I lifted my feet out of both of them, my erection standing at attention waiting on her. I closed my eyes when the warmth of her breath danced over my cock.  
 
    “Set the pace.” She grasped my length in her hand. “Use that control you’re so fond of.” 
 
    “You fight me constantly but now you want me to be in charge?”  
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Open your mouth.” I tightened my hold on her hair as I thrust my hips forward, pushing inside her hot mouth. “Fuck.” Using her hair, I guided her, moving in and out. Slow at first, getting her accustomed to me and making sure I didn’t lose it too fast. “That’s it,” I moaned. “All of me.”  
 
    When I flexed my pelvis forward she scraped her teeth along the bottom of my shaft. She had no problem keeping up as I increased the speed of my actions. The faster I went, the deeper she took me, squeezing what she couldn’t fit, pumping me hard. Opening my eyes, I gazed down at the beauty before me. Her posture was straight and her flawless skin basked in the moonlight. The sight of her on her knees, pleasing me, giving in to me was enough to make me come. My stomach tightened as I tensed my legs and with one last forceful thrust I cried out her name. Pulling her hair back, I released, barely making it out of her mouth as I sprayed her chin, neck and breasts.  
 
    “God.” I tried to catch my breath as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, licking her lips, tasting what I’d left behind. “I knew your mouth would kill me slowly.” I rubbed my fingers along her lips. “Amazing.” 
 
    She tilted her head, leaning into my touch as I stroked her face. My release glistened on her neck and chest as it dripped down her breasts and stomach. 
 
    “You’re such a dirty girl.” I gripped her wrists and brought her to me. “I’m going to need a few minutes to recover so I think a shower might be in order.” 
 
    “I like the way you think.” 
 
    Taking her by the hand, I led her into the bathroom. I reached into the stall and turned on the multiple shower heads, making sure the water wasn’t too hot. Tugging her toward me, I kissed her hard, taking control, letting her know how much I wanted her. 
 
    “I’ve never met anyone like you,” she admitted. “To answer your question, I want to be with you because it’s right. I never do the right thing but with you I want to.” 
 
    “I can honestly say I’ve never met anyone like you either.” I slid her thong down her legs, taking her hand as she stepped out of it. “I’m not a man who tends to miss opportunities. I don’t intend to let this one go. Right or wrong, I can’t say but I want this.” 
 
    Leading her into the shower, I positioned her under the powerful shower heads allowing the water to rinse away my release. Turning her to face me, I kissed her again. As the steam surrounded us, I pressed her against the wall, slowly bringing my hand down her wet flesh and between her thighs.  
 
    “Mateo...” She spread her legs as she wrapped her arms around my neck.  
 
    When I pressed my fingers inside her, she lifted her leg, resting it on my hip. I grasped it with my free hand, pinning her against the wall as I moved my fingers deeper. She rocked in time with my hand, sliding up and down and swiveling her hips.  
 
    “I can’t wait to get inside you.” As I spoke the words, my cock grew impatient.  “It shouldn’t be here. Not like this.” 
 
    “I want it like this.” She kissed me as she reached between us, taking my erection in her hand, squeezing me. “I want you untamed, uncontrolled. We have time for slow later.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m on the pill,” she moaned. “I know you think I’m reckless but I swear I don’t have sex with random men and you’re the only one I’ve gotten so drunk with that I passed out. It isn’t a habit.” 
 
    “I trust you.” I lifted her other leg, hoisting her and keeping her secure against the wall. “I don’t have unprotected sex. I’m not careless either but I want this with you.” 
 
    “Then do it.” 
 
    “Slow later?” 
 
    “Yes.” She held onto my biceps as I slammed into her. “Yes... yes... more.” 
 
    “Giselle...” I kissed her neck as I kept up my relentless pace inside her. “I can’t get enough of you.” 
 
    “You don’t have to.” She clenched me with her legs, holding me tighter. “I’ll always give you what you need. Now that you’ve given in to me the possibilities are endless for us.” 
 
    “I tried to resist you.” I grinned. “I was momentarily out of my mind.” 
 
    “Mmm...” She attacked my mouth with the same enthusiasm I used to pound into her.  My legs supported us both as I continued to drive us over the edge. Deeper, longer, harder. The more I took the more I needed. How could I ever get enough? 
 
    “I’m...” Her voice was soft, desperate as she clung to me. “Mateo...” 
 
    “Let go, sweetheart.” I held her tight as I thrust inside her.  
 
    Her muscles stretched just before she went limp. Slowly releasing, her warmth spilling onto me. She panted, her breaths erratic. When she clamped around me, I quickly spiraled into a free fall. With a loud grunt, I released forcefully, pressing her into the wall, holding her close to me, knowing I would never be able to let go. 
 
    After a few moments, I lowered her to her feet, holding her steady as she regained her footing. 
 
    “Wow.” She giggled. “That was off the charts.” 
 
    “I’ve impressed you?”  
 
    “I’d say so.” She kissed me. “I’ve never had shower sex but I’d have to bet it’s never going to get better than that.” 
 
    You’re never going to find out with anyone else. “That’s a safe bet.” 
 
    “I’m serious, Meticulous. You never leave any room for error, do you?” 
 
    “I try not to.” I brought her under the hot water, smoothing out her wild, damp hair. “Although I may have gotten carried away and tainted our first time a bit.” 
 
    “I don’t think so. Consider this a first night.” She kissed the corner of my mouth. “We’re not done.” 
 
    “Not by a long shot.” I held her close. “If I remember correctly, I asked you to spend the night.” 
 
     “Well, considering I never do what you ask I packed enough for two nights.” 
 
    “Maybe I shouldn’t admit this,” I whispered into her ear. “But your disobedience arouses me.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    Mateo had gone downstairs to get some wine, leaving me to dry off in the bathroom. When I went into his bedroom, I looked around for my bag. I wanted to throw on a t-shirt but I realized we’d left it in the foyer. I went to the window and picked his shirt up from the floor. Pressing it to my face, I inhaled his scent before slipping it on. I didn’t bother to button it because it wouldn’t be on for very long. 
 
    He came into the room, carrying a bottle of wine, two glasses and my bag slung over his shoulder. He set the glasses and bottle on the nightstand and put my bag by the bed. He’d thrown on a pair of sweatpants, opting for no shirt. I traced my fingers over the side of his ribcage, admiring the elaborate tattoo of three Japanese symbols. 
 
    “I didn’t expect these.” I ran my hand along his side. “You don’t look like an ink type of guy. You’re full of surprises.” 
 
    “When I started my company these were the words that represented me. They symbolize who I am.” 
 
    “What do they mean?” 
 
    “Determination, dedication, and strength.”  
 
    “Perfect.” I smoothed my hand over his firm chest. “I want to get a tattoo but I’m too indecisive.” 
 
    “Maybe you should get the symbol for impulsive.” He grinned as he grabbed my hand, kissing the inside of my wrist. “Or wild?” 
 
    “You like my wild side,” I reminded him. “I borrowed your shirt.” 
 
    “I see.” He glanced at my exposed chest. “It looks good on you.” 
 
    I plopped down on the bed while he opened the wine and poured two glasses. Joining me, he handed me a glass. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He fluffed the pillows, settling in and leaning against the headboard. “Come here.”  
 
    I crawled close to him, resting against his side. “Tell me something I don’t know about you.” 
 
    “You already know more about me than most. You’ve met my sister and I’ve told you about Eva.” 
 
    “What about something I can’t find in your planner?” I shifted, resting my head on his chest and looking up at him. “What do you like to do for fun?” 
 
    “Travel.” He sipped his wine.  
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    “The agency has been so consuming which isn’t a bad thing, but I haven’t had time to plan a trip this year.” 
 
    “You have reliable people working for you.” I placed my glass on the nightstand. “Let’s go somewhere together.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Anywhere you want.” 
 
    “Maybe I need to get to know you better first.” He set his glass next to mine. “What don’t I know?” 
 
    “You know my parents. You know where I live.” Sitting up, I moved to straddle him. “You know where I work. What else is there?” 
 
    “I have a feeling there’s a lot more.” He rested his hands on my hips. “Are you still in love with your ex?” 
 
    “Dante?”  
 
    “How many exes are there?” 
 
    Does he really want to know? 
 
    “Was he the one you were engaged to?” 
 
    “Yeah but I don’t think I ever loved him.” 
 
    “Then why did you agree to marry him?” 
 
    “It was something to do?” I shrugged, not really sure I wanted to go there with him. I was embarrassed over what had happened with Dante. When he asked me to marry him I should have known better. I’d already made that mistake. Twice. I was immature. None of that mattered. “I was young and stupid.” I had been stupid more than once but I tried to push those poor choices out of my head. “I was in love with the idea of getting married. Planning a wedding gave me something to do.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I’ve ever heard that as a reason to get married.” 
 
    “You’d probably cringe at some of the things I’ve done. I acted out in high school and some of my early college years weren’t much better. I gave my parents more trouble than they deserved. I was resentful they had divorced. I’m beginning to understand that their marriage wasn’t that great and the best thing they could have done was call it quits. It wasn’t about me.” 
 
    “So, you’re settling down?” He ran his hands along my thighs. “Taking life more seriously?” 
 
    “Hanging around you is helping.”  
 
    “I’m glad to hear it.”  
 
    I leaned down and brushed my lips along his jaw. “I like being with you.” 
 
    “You’ve insinuated yourself into my life, Ms. Diaz.” He flipped me over and rested on top of me. “I didn’t expect you to disrupt my routine.” He kissed me softly. “I also didn’t expect to like it so much.” 
 
    “There’s more to like.” I rocked into his prominent erection. “And you promised me slow.” 
 
    “Yes, I did.” He pushed open the shirt I’d borrowed, exposing my naked form to him. “I’d like to start by indulging in every inch of you.” 
 
    “Mmm...” I ran my hand through his hair when he swirled his tongue around my nipple. Taking my breasts in his hands, he squeezed them, pushing them together as he licked and sucked them.  
 
    “Your body is amazing.” He slid down, kissing my stomach, moving lower until he was eye level with my center. “I never properly thanked you for leaving your panties in my backseat.” 
 
    “Did you enjoy them?”  
 
    “They came in handy.” He tickled my inner thigh with his stubble as he glided his hand under my backside. 
 
    I spread my legs for him, inviting him to taste all of me. As he flicked his tongue inside my entrance, I arched my back, thrusting myself into his face. Twisting one hand into his hair, I rocked my hips up and down, slowly giving in to the pleasure his heated mouth created. Taking my other hand, I slipped it up my stomach and to my nipple. Running my thumb over it before rolling it between my fingers, tugging as he scraped his teeth along my clit.  
 
    “Ah... Mateo...”  
 
    He added his fingers, moving them in a gentle rhythm with his tongue. I continued to work my nipples as he created a delicious sensation between my legs. My arousal dripped down my thighs, soaking the sheets beneath me. My undoing came when he circled his tongue inside me. He tossed my leg over his shoulder and increased the speed of his fingers, causing me to tumble into the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced. Moving my head to the side, my hand fell from his hair as I grasped his sheet. My pelvis gyrated against his face as I came down from my release. My nipples ached as I tingled for more.  
 
    He looked up at me, licking his wet lips. I squeezed his upper arms, attempting to get him to join me. “More.” 
 
    “Greedy girl.” He removed his pants before slithering up my body. When he rested on top of me his erection poked into my stomach. “You’re delicious.” He brushed his lips along mine as he wrapped my legs around his hips. “I can’t wait anymore.” 
 
    “Good because I need it all.” 
 
    With one swift thrust he was buried deep. “Ah...” he moaned. “Giselle.” He grabbed my wrists and held them above my head as he moved inside me. His muscular form pinned me to the mattress, keeping me at his mercy. He set a fast, relentless pace as he kissed me long and hard. His stamina was impressive. When I pushed against his hold on my arms he released me so I could smooth my hands along his taut back.  
 
    As he looked into my eyes he decreased his speed. “I promised you slow.” He leaned down and kissed me, pulling all the way out and pushing back into me.  
 
    “Oh...” I ran my hands down his sides and held onto his hips, moving them up and down as he took me. “That’s... so good.” 
 
    “Let’s do it like this.” He rolled me onto my side, reentering from behind. “So deep...” Tugging my hip back, he hit me at a new angle, one I’d never felt before. “So close, baby.” 
 
    “Me too.” I closed my eyes and let go as he kissed my neck.  
 
    “Giselle,” he moaned as he climaxed, thrusting quickly. Wrapping his arms around me, he held me tight. His heart pounded against my back. Our unstable breaths filled the silence of the room as the moonlight filtered in from the skylight.  
 
    “I don’t want to move.” I was too content and liked the closeness we’d created. It wasn’t just physical for me.  
 
    “You don’t have to.” He kissed my neck again still buried inside me. “That was perfect.” 
 
    “I think we can agree on something.” 
 
    He quietly laughed into my hair. “We found common ground.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    It had been a hectic, crappy day. A typical Monday. I quickly headed back to my office. I’d been in the art department much longer than I’d anticipated and Dylan Holmes was waiting for me. He owned a few trendy coffee shops that catered to upscale Manhattan residents. Lately he’d been giving some of the chains a run and he attributed it to my advertising plan. Dylan was in his late twenties, single and successful. He reminded me of myself at that age. Determined, driven and would do whatever it took to get out in front. 
 
    As I hurried to my office I noted Giselle wasn’t at her desk. Visions of the weekend had clouded my head all day. I hadn’t spent the entire weekend with a woman in a long time. I had a hard time getting out of bed this morning because her scent lingered on my sheets. I regretted not asking her to stay with me last night but we both agreed starting Monday morning from separate bedrooms was the best plan. 
 
    “Where’s Dylan?” I asked Hope. “I thought he was waiting in the lobby for me.” 
 
    “He was,” she said. “Then he met Giselle and they went in there.” 
 
    “My office?” What the hell were they doing in my office? When I opened the door I was already put off, but seeing Giselle leaning over the conference table laughing and making small talk with Dylan made something inside me snap. It was a disorderly urge. Not at all composed or manageable. Very uncharacteristic of me. Why was his hand so close to hers? 
 
    “Mateo.” She looked over her shoulder, flashing me a flirty grin. Her lips were freshly glossed and her smooth, silky hair cascaded down her back. Images of me wrapping my fingers through it when she... “There you are.” 
 
    “I was beginning to wonder.” Dylan stood and extended his hand. “You’re never late.” 
 
    “I apologize.” I glanced at the laptop on the table. Giselle’s laptop. What was she up to? “We had an emergency in the art department that needed my immediate attention.” 
 
    “No worries.” He pointed to the logos loaded on the screen. “Your newest artist was keeping me occupied.” 
 
    “Was she?” I didn’t like the way he stared at her. He spoke to me, but he never took his attention away from her. 
 
    “She showed me some ideas. They’re totally on point for what I’m looking for. I knew you’d give me what I wanted.” His greedy gaze landed on Giselle’s tanned legs. “That’s why I pay you the big money.” 
 
    No fuckin’ way. 
 
    “I’m not, I mean–” Giselle stopped her explanation when I glared at her. 
 
    “I need to speak with you outside.” I motioned toward the door. “Dylan, if you’ll excuse us.” 
 
    “Sure.” He took his phone from his pocket. “I need to check my messages.” 
 
    “Giselle.” I nodded. “Now.” 
 
    “It was a pleasure meeting you, Giselle.” When Dylan smiled at her, my temper flared. “I love what you’ve shown me and I can’t wait to work with you.” 
 
    “Oh, well, I, that’s really up to Mateo,” she said. “I’m glad you liked my work though.” 
 
    I pressed my hand to her back and escorted her to her desk. “Hope, go find something to do someplace else.” I took Giselle by the elbow as we continued to walk. 
 
    “Umm... okay.” She hurried from her desk, giving Giselle a worried look. “I’ll be in the–” 
 
    “Fine,” I snapped. 
 
    Hope scampered away, leaving me alone with my problem employee. Why did I think that after spending the weekend with her things would change? Like she would magically fall into place and mind her manners. 
 
    “Mateo, what you saw in there isn’t what you think.” When Giselle sat on the edge of her desk her skirt hitched high on her thighs. “Dylan and I were talking and–” 
 
    “I’m going to talk now.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything else. Just stared at me all wide-eyed and attentive. 
 
    “You are not an artist. No one shows their work to a client without my approval. What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    “Like I said, we were talking and he mentioned a concept for his next campaign. I told him I knew what he meant because I’d been playing with something similar. He asked me to show him. I did. End of story.” 
 
    She always had a way of making herself look so innocent. I think she really thought that she could do whatever she wanted whenever she wanted. Not here. Not with me. 
 
     “Your logos are raw. They lack professionalism. They’re something I would never put my name on.” She had potential. I saw it. But not yet. Her work was nowhere near ready for a client’s eyes. “This is my agency. I have a process in place. A way I do things.” Artists weren’t allowed to meet with clients and show off designs I didn’t approve. There was a reason I was in charge. Hell, she wasn’t even an artist. She was barely a personal assistant. 
 
    “Dylan liked them.” She slid off the desk, challenging me as usual. “He said they were edgy.” 
 
    “Did he?” I rolled my eyes, wondering what else he had said. “He’d say anything to get inside your panties.” 
 
    “What? Are you serious? That’s what this is about?” 
 
    “That is exactly what this is about.” 
 
    “Just because we slept together doesn’t mean you get to determine something like that. Your client likes my work. Why can’t you accept that?” 
 
    “You’ve overstepped.” 
 
    “Are you that stubborn that you can’t see I’m helping you?” 
 
    “Are you that arrogant that you actually think you struck gold on your first set of logos? Dylan doesn’t know what he wants. That’s why he hired me. I’m the expert here. Not you.” 
 
    “Fuck you.” She grabbed her bag from under her desk. “Control freak.” 
 
    “That’s real nice.” I shook my head. “But your spoiled brat routine won’t work on me. I’m telling you those designs aren’t ready for a campaign. You have no training and no experience.” 
 
    “Your client doesn’t agree with you.” She slung her bag over her shoulder and put her sunglasses on top of her head. “He likes my raw lack of professionalism. Maybe he’d like my spoiled brat routine too.” She headed for the lobby. “Good night.” 
 
    “Giselle, don’t walk away from me.” The further she got from me, the more my rage intensified. How had we gone back to fighting after what we’d shared this weekend? “Giselle.” 
 
    “Don’t keep Dylan waiting,” she said as she opened the agency doors. “I’m sure you’ll give him exactly what he needs.” 
 
    Damn her! I ran my fingers through my hair as she stormed out of the building. I couldn’t deal with her now. I had a company to run and a client to set straight. I took a calming breath before stepping back into my office. Dylan was staring at the logos when I took a seat at my desk. Was he really that interested in them? 
 
    “Where have you been hiding her?” He sat down, a huge grin spreading across his face. “I think I’ll be a little more hands on this go round if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “She’s my assistant not a graphic artist. She never should have shown you those designs. They’re wrong for your campaign.” 
 
    “Hell, with a body like that you should let her be whatever she wants to be. I’d make her CEO. You think she’ll come work for me? I could really use her around my place. Morale is low.” 
 
    “She’s off-limits.” 
 
    “Wait.” He seemed stunned. “You and your assistant?” 
 
    I didn’t respond to his observation. My personal life was none of his business. 
 
    “You don’t look like the type of guy who screws around with his employees.” 
 
    “I don’t.” Usually. 
 
    “So then why is she off-limits?” 
 
    “Because I said she is and if you want to continue working with Martel Advertising you’ll respect my wishes.” I always gave the customer what they wanted. I went above and beyond to make sure every campaign I launched was exceptional. My clients thrived from my services but Giselle was non-negotiable. 
 
    “You know how much money I made from the last campaign you did for me. You expanded me into new markets. Because of you I’m a lot richer.” 
 
    “I’m aware.” Thanks to me, Dylan had become very wealthy in the past few months. I forecasted that if he stuck with my marketing plan he’d double his income this year. “I’m confident this next campaign will put you on the map. I’m sure you’ll be able to open a few new places if you choose.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt that.” He crossed his feet at his ankles, pondering my words. “I want those designs.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You said she was off-limits not her work.” 
 
    “She shouldn't have shown them to you. She was out of line.” I shook my head. “This isn’t how I operate.” 
 
    “Out of line or not, she has an eye. If you’re as good as you say you are you have to see that.” Dylan arched a brow at me. “Maybe they’re not ready for the public but you have a whole team of people upstairs who can take that concept and do something incredible with it. Your people work wonders around here.” 
 
    She is rather incredible. My mind drifted to our weekend. We didn’t leave the bedroom much on Saturday. Focus! “I need to think about it.” 
 
    “You’d lose me over this?” 
 
    “You won’t walk.” I would bet my agency on it. 
 
    “How can you be so sure?” 
 
    “Dollar signs.” I leaned back in my chair. “But because I believe in making my clients completely happy I’ll have my art department look at Giselle’s images. If they can come up with something that meets my approval using her concept I’ll work them into your campaign.” 
 
    “I want her in on this too.” 
 
    “Why?” My jaw tensed.  
 
    “She’s pleasant to look at.” 
 
    Now the rest of me tensed. Hitting a client would be a first but since Giselle came into my life I’d been doing plenty of new things. 
 
    “I’m kidding, well, not really, she is hot.” He laughed. “And if you think I don’t know you’re sleeping with her, you’re an idiot. I saw the way you looked at her when you came into this room. You wanted to kill me.” 
 
    “I’d rather not discuss my personal life.” I was private by nature but I still had to deal with the issue of Juan. I’d slept with his daughter. He’d trusted me with Giselle and I’d completely ignored his wishes. That woman had a way of making me do things I wasn’t even sure I should do. 
 
    “It’s cool.”  
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “I will say you are one lucky bastard.” 
 
    I was until I pissed off my little ball of fire. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Giselle 
 
    I opened my front door to find Mateo standing there. He still had his black suit jacket on and his dark blue dress shirt underneath. He’d removed his tie, leaving his shirt unbuttoned at the neck. A dusting of stubble covered his jaw and he looked better than a guy had any right to. I was far too attracted to him. He was complicated and didn’t put up with my shit. That frustrated me. I’d never met a man who didn’t give into my every whim. That was why I was so interested. I wanted to see how far I could push him and how much of me he could take. 
 
    “What do you want?” I put my hand on my hip. He’d insulted me and I wanted him to know it. 
 
    “You’re here.” 
 
    “I live here.”  
 
    “I thought maybe you’d be out.” 
 
    “Drinking?” I shook my head. “What? You don’t have someone following my every move?” 
 
    “Of course I don’t. Can I come in?” He stepped toward the door. “Please.” 
 
    “What if I say no?” 
 
    “Then I guess I’ll have to talk to you from the doorway.” He sighed. “I’d rather not.” 
 
    “Do what you want.” I was mad over how he spoke to me but I was relieved that he showed up here. I was afraid I’d screwed up and lost him over another of my impulsive mishaps. 
 
    He entered the house, removing his jacket when he came inside. I took it from him and draped it over the bench in the foyer. His long, lean frame was accentuated in his tailored pants and custom shirt. When I thought about his flat stomach and fit waist all I wanted to do was undress him and make him moan the way I had over the weekend. Why did the story of us have to be so complicated? 
 
    “I was harsh this evening,” he said. “I apologize for the things I said.” 
 
    He’s apologizing? Well, I hadn’t expected that. 
 
    “What’s happening between us is all very new for me. I don’t know how to fit you into my life.”  
 
    “What am I?” I walked into the family room not sure I liked how this apology was going. “A puzzle piece?” 
 
    “You might be the missing piece.” He followed me. “You can’t imagine how difficult it is for me to step this far out of my routine.” 
 
    “Maybe we can’t work.” When I left his office, I went for a long walk, trying to sort out what was happening between us. “I’m not what you’re used to. I don’t fit because, well, that’s just who I am. I never fit.” People either flocked to me or didn’t like me at all. There was no in between.  
 
    “That’s what makes you so intriguing.” He moved closer to me, taking my hands in his. “I need your chaos even if I’m not sure what to do with it. I don’t need you to conform. I just need to figure out how to...”  
 
    When he closed his eyes, I realized no one had ever said that to me before. My past relationships didn’t work because those guys wanted me to change. They couldn’t handle who I was. When things ended I spiraled out of control because deep down a part of me was disappointed that I couldn’t be who they needed. My me wasn’t good enough for them. No matter how crazy I made Mateo he never made me feel like I shouldn’t be who I was. 
 
    “I made you mad today.” 
 
    “Extremely.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to overstep. It’s just when Dylan started talking about what he had in mind I couldn’t stop myself.” I looked down because during my walk I realized how out of line I was. “I was so excited that I understood what he meant. What he was looking for. I knew I shouldn’t have but I acted on impulse.” 
 
    “That’s who you are.” He closed the space between us. “As much as your hasty behavior makes me twitch it’s also what draws me to you. While I’m not happy you took such liberties with my client I’m pleased to see you’re taking something seriously. I’m impressed with your determination.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Don’t seem so surprised.” 
 
    “You said my stuff was unprofessional.” I had a thick skin, but when he criticized my designs it was like he had wounded my soul. “I’ve been working on that stuff because I wanted to please you. I wanted to show you I could do something if I put my mind to it. I like doing it.” 
 
    “It shows.” He took my face between his hands. “I was angry. I have a certain way of doing things. I don’t deviate from my routines.” 
 
    “I’ve noticed.” 
 
    “It wasn’t you showing the designs to Dylan that made me snap although I’d like for you to follow company protocol moving forward.” He lowered his gaze to my mouth. “It was the way he looked at you that I couldn’t handle.”  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He looked as if he wanted to undress you right in my office.” 
 
    “You were jealous?” 
 
    He nodded. “It’s an emotion I’m not familiar with but you seem to bring it out of me quite often.” 
 
    “Today wasn’t the first time?” 
 
    “Almost every man in my agency wants your attention.” He pressed his lips to mine. “It’s getting harder everyday to ignore the way some of them look at you. The other night when I saw you at the bar with those two men, I wanted to tear the place apart. It took every effort not to lose my temper in front of them.” 
 
    “I had no idea you felt that way. You’re so composed. That’s why I try to get under your skin. I want to unravel you.” 
 
    “You’ve done that on more than one occasion.” He ran his lips along my jaw, evoking a chill to flow through me. “When I saw you laughing with Dylan and standing so close to him I lost it. I overreacted and lashed out. I said things to you that I regret. Your enthusiasm over your designs shouldn’t be contained. Not by me. I want to encourage you.” 
 
    “Thank you but I should have acted more professional. Just because we’re sleeping together doesn’t mean I shouldn't follow your rules. I have trouble with boundaries.” 
 
    “We all have something.” He shrugged. “Some more than others.” 
 
    “You have way more issues than I do,” I teased.  
 
    “We just need to find a way to work around one another’s issues.” 
 
    “You don’t need to be jealous.” I took his hand and led him to the sofa. “After this weekend can’t you tell how much I want you?” When he sat down I curled into his lap. “I thought it was pretty clear.” 
 
    “I had a fantastic time this weekend. You made me forget my hectic life. I needed what we shared.” He twirled his finger around the ends of my hair. “I’d like to share more with you.” 
 
    “I’d like that too.” 
 
     “I also want to help you find your way. Starting tomorrow you’ll spend more time in the art department. I spoke with Conner and he’s agreed to be your mentor. You’ll shadow him and when he’s not busy he’ll help you sharpen your skills.” 
 
    “I won’t be your assistant’s assistant anymore?” 
 
    “Nope.” He smirked. “I’m giving you a promotion.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You look disappointed.” 
 
    “I appreciate this opportunity. No one has ever taken a chance on me.” I enjoyed my new found skills but part of me was disappointed. “I like working for you.” 
 
    “You’re still working for me but if we’re going to continue what’s developing between us a little distance in the office might be a good thing.” 
 
    “Okay.” When I pouted he traced his fingers along my lips. 
 
    “You know what that mouth does to me.” 
 
    “It makes you unravel.” I slid my hand down his stomach and to his belt buckle. “Do you need me to help you forget some of that stress I’ve caused?” 
 
    “Does that mean you accept my apology?” 
 
    “I do.” I kissed him. “I’m sorry too. From now on I’ll be a better employee.” 
 
    “There are some rules I’d like you to break.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I’ll let you know when we’re breaking them.” He kissed me softly. “But right now I’d like you to work that magic mouth on me.” 
 
    Licking my lips, I slithered to the floor and between his legs. When he twisted his hand in my hair that was all the encouragement I needed.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Giselle 
 
      
 
    The art department was a fast paced environment where ideas and exchanges between the core graphic artists were always flowing and evolving. There were ten artists at various levels all working from the moment they arrived until the time they left each day. They often stayed later than everyone else. Mateo interacted with them constantly. I hadn’t realized just how many of the logos were his at inception. No wonder he was always up here. He knew just what the client wanted and somehow he managed to get the art department to change his visions into reality. When I thought about it he had a way of making most people do what he wanted. Sexy. I bit my pencil thinking about how handsome and authoritative he was. 
 
    “Don’t do that.” Mateo took the pencil from me and set it on my new desk. “It’s very distracting.” 
 
    “Hmm.” I darted my tongue out and ran it along the seam of my lips. “Maybe you need an occasional distraction.” 
 
    “You provide me with plenty.” He sat on the edge of my desk in front of my chair. “How are you settling in, Ms. Diaz?”  
 
    As I looked around, I saw everyone was too busy to notice the attention he gave me. “I’m good but I do miss my old space. The view there was spectacular.”  
 
    “I’ll admit my morning has been a bit dull without you around but I know where to find you.” He glanced down at the stack of files on my desk. “What are you working on?” 
 
    “Conner has me reading through some client profiles so I can familiarize myself with the various brands.” 
 
    “Perfect.” He sorted through them. “Start with this one.” He placed one from the middle on top of the pile. “You’ll be working closely with me on this account.” 
 
    I flipped it open, surprised at what I found. “This is Dylan’s company.” 
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
    “But I thought...” 
 
    “I’ve rethought it.” There was a casualness in his tone. “I studied your designs this morning and I do believe we can make them work. I’ll assign a senior artist to the campaign. You’ll get credit for your ideas but I want you to learn how to take the campaign from inception to launch.” 
 
    “Okay.” Had I impressed him? “That’s cool.” 
 
    “I’ll remind you that ideas and logos change often. What we start with isn’t always what we finish with.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “I want to trust you with this, Giselle.” His eyes reflected a seriousness he often displayed when working. “Dylan has requested you. I don’t want to regret this decision.” 
 
    “You can trust me,” I assured him. “I’ll behave and learn. I promise.” 
 
    “I believe you.” 
 
    “That means a lot. Thank you.” 
 
    “We’re going to have a planning meeting at three. I’d like you there.” 
 
    “Okay.” I thought for a moment because I had no idea what I was doing. “What do I do at the planning meeting?” 
 
    “Bring your laptop and listen.” He stroked my cheek. “You’ll be fine.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I’m meeting with Maria tonight for dinner.” He stood from my desk but didn’t stray from in front of me. “At Roberto's.” 
 
    “It’s that time of the month again?” I giggled at my regimented guy.  
 
    “It is.” He glanced at his watch. “I have a conference call in a few minutes.” 
 
    “I’ll see you at the meeting.” 
 
     “Come to dinner with me tonight.” 
 
    “With Maria?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’d like for you to join us.” He bent down and cupped my chin in his hand. “Will you?” 
 
    “Ah, yeah.” I quickly nodded before he changed his mind or I said something smart to change it for him. “I’d love to.” 
 
    “Ms. Diaz.” He lowered his face to mine. 
 
    “Yes?” My response came out on a breathless sigh. How could I be expected to think with him this close to me? 
 
    “I’m about to break one of those rules we spoke of last night.” 
 
    “Oh.” My heart raced with anticipation. “I do like a bad boy.” 
 
    He quickly kissed me before strolling to the staircase that led back to his office. As he disappeared down the steps, I cleared my throat and crossed my legs, squeezing them together. I peeked over my shoulder and noted a few co-workers staring at me with stunned expressions on their faces. I smiled at them before returning my preoccupied attention back to the file.  
 
     Believe me, people, I’m shocked too. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mateo 
 
    I reviewed the latest campaign results for a high profile client, but I couldn’t stay focused. I had so much on my mind. My company was on track to make more money than we ever had before. We’d taken on several new clients while over exceeding the expectations of many of my existing ones. The last few weeks of spring would be insane but once we got through June I had hoped to take some time off. Maybe Giselle would go with me. 
 
    For the first time in years my personal life had new meaning to it. She had changed my perspective on a few subjects. The more time I spent with her the more I realized how much living I had been missing out on. She’d been spending the weekends with me, showing me that I didn’t have to work constantly. We’d been enjoying the theater, dining at restaurants I hadn’t had the chance to eat in and taking walks through the park over the last few weeks. I ran through the streets of New York almost every morning but I never took in my surroundings. When I was with her I saw things in a different light. I had someone to share in my successes and expectations. I’d hold her for hours after we made love talking about my plans for the company. She listened, offered ideas and praised me on my accomplishments. It was gratifying having someone to talk to. I enjoyed bouncing ideas off her when it came to the agency. Her ideas were valuable.  
 
    After a quick knock on my door, Giselle came into my office. Her hair was pulled high off her neck and she wore a tight fitting pale pink dress and matching heels. Her fresh makeup enhanced her long lashes and high cheekbones. Her skin was as flawless as always. She looked more like a runway model than an aspiring graphic artist. No wonder most of my male employees upstairs couldn’t get their work done. They were too focused on her. 
 
    “Hope said you wanted to see me?” She closed the door behind her. “Am I in trouble?” 
 
    “That depends.” I leaned back in my chair, stealing a long look at her magnificent legs. The ones that she had no problem letting me spread in the air when I fucked her. 
 
    She scrunched her adorable nose and thought for a moment. “If I screwed up it wasn’t intentional. I really have been trying to behave. I haven’t acted on impulse in days.” 
 
     “That might be the problem, Ms. Diaz.” I ran my hand over my crotch, trying to settle my fully erect cock, but it was no use. “You’re too behaved.” 
 
    “Oh.” She smirked. “I can fix that.” 
 
    “I’d like for you to take your panties off and leave them with me.” 
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t do that, Mr. Martel.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m not wearing any.” 
 
    “Lock that door. We’re about to break some rules.” 
 
    She softly laughed as she did what I asked. As she sauntered over to me, I closed the blinds. No need to have the occasional person who walked down the small side street my office over looked see what was going on in here. She took a seat in front of me, setting her feet in my lap. I trailed my hands up the back of her calves. Lowering my head between her legs, I ran my tongue along her inner thighs. 
 
    “Ahh.” She gripped the edge of the desk.  
 
    Inching my hands under her dress, I discovered that she was telling the truth. I looked up at her and smirked.  
 
    “I thought you’d be pleased.” She spread her legs. “What are you going to do with me?” 
 
    “I can think of a few things.” I pushed my fingers inside her as I continued to kiss her thighs, inhaling her scent. Gripping her legs, I brought her to me. “I can’t resist tasting you.” 
 
    “Hmm...” She propped herself onto her forearms as I licked her, spreading her open with my fingers. “Oh...” 
 
    As I kissed and sucked her, she let out the sexiest noises. The more I pleased her, the more vocal she became. I withdrew my tongue, pressing my wet finger to her lips. “Shh...” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Stand up and turn around,” I instructed her. “I’ll have to find a way to keep you quiet.” 
 
    She huffed as she scooted off the desk. 
 
    “Don’t pout.” I unzipped her dress and pushed it off her shoulders. “I’ll give you what you want.” Kissing her neck, I tugged the dress from her, bending to help her out of it. I ran my jaw along the back of her soft legs as I made my way up her form. “You’re entirely too sexy for me to stay focused.”  
 
    “I tried to warn you I’d be no good for your OCD.” 
 
    “You’re wrong.” I unhooked her bra, rubbing my fingers along her spine. “You’re just what I needed.”  
 
    When she faced me, I removed her bra, leaving her completely naked except for those pink strappy heels. Bringing her to me, I wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her backside in my hands. 
 
    “How many squats a week does it take to get a booty as fantastic as this?” 
 
    “Why don’t you come to the gym with me and watch?” 
 
    “That’s probably a bad idea.”  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I have a feeling I’m not the only one who’d be watching.” 
 
    “There’s that Latino temper again.” She ran her lips along my jaw and to my ear. “Don’t you know you’re the only guy who gets to touch me?” 
 
    Her voice sent a chill through me as I spun her around and bent her over my desk. “Do you think you can be quiet for a few minutes?” I unbuckled my belt. “I don’t want to alarm Hope.” 
 
    “Just a few minutes?” She glanced over her shoulder as I unbuttoned my pants. “I’ve been with you before, Mr. Martel. You’re known for taking your time.” 
 
    “True.” Moving closer to her, I grasped my erection in my hand. “But sometimes certain situations require speed.” She gasped when I thrust inside her. “It takes a skilled man to know when.” 
 
    “God!” She arched her back, pushing that lovely ass in the air as I filled her wet sex.  
 
    “Quiet.” I pressed one hand on her back as I gripped her hip with my other. “I still like to keep my private life private.” 
 
    “You’re crazy if you don’t think this whole office doesn’t know you’re fucking me right now.” 
 
    A smugness came over me because part of me liked the idea that my staff, especially the men, knew who was boss. “Maybe so.” I increased my pace, causing her to pant harder. Taking both her hips into my hands, I plunged full force as she collapsed onto the desk. Looking down in awe at her silky, pristine skin as I took what was mine. Mine? Giselle was hardly a possession, but from some place deep inside me, she forced a primal instinct to the surface. Now that I’d found her I wouldn’t lose her.  
 
    After a few moments, a sensation overtook me, spreading through me until I couldn’t hold off any longer. Bringing my fingers to her entrance, I ran them along her slickness, manipulating her a little further until we both quietly cried out in ecstasy.  
 
    “Amazing,” I whispered as I bent down and kissed the nape of her neck. “We should make that a habit.” 
 
    “What would your staff think?” 
 
    “That I’m lucky.” I slowly removed myself from her, leaving her to catch her breath as she rested on the desk. Her backside was still in the air, tempting me to place a soft kiss on it. She let out a soft giggle when I did. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I walked across the room and grabbed a few tissues before zipping my pants. When I returned to my beauty she was already hooking her bra. “I like when you’re naked and I’m not. It’s hot.” I handed her the tissues.  
 
    “Thanks.” She took them from me. “I’ll go to the ladies room before I head back upstairs.” 
 
    “Take your time. Feel free to use my private bathroom.” I scooped her dress from the floor. “One of the perks of sleeping with the boss.” 
 
    “There are many perks.” She slipped on her dress. “Can you help me with this?” 
 
    “I like taking it off better.” 
 
    “Maybe later.” 
 
    As I raised the zipper, I kissed her shoulder. Running my knuckles along her neck, I took my time because I didn’t want this moment to end. What had she done to me? 
 
    “Feel better?” In that instant I realized there was no hiding from her. She saw me better than anyone ever had. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I tucked my shirt inside my pants and adjusted my belt. 
 
    “You’re stressed.” She smoothed her hands over my chest. “I can tell.” 
 
    “No more than usual.” I kissed her forehead. “But thank you for noticing.” 
 
    “I can be here for you, Mateo.” She caressed my jaw. “If you need me.” 
 
    “I know.” I pressed her knuckles to my lips. “There is something I wanted to talk about. Something I’ve been avoiding.”  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Your father.” 
 
    “You want to talk about him now? After we just...” She crinkled her nose. “That’s awkward.” 
 
    “We’ve been putting this conversation off long enough.” Sitting down, I guided her into my lap. “When we first started this relationship I wasn’t sure where it was headed. But the longer we’re together and we don’t tell him the more wrong it is. I’d like to let him know we’re seeing one another. I don’t think he’ll react well at first.” 
 
    “Why do you think that?” 
 
    “Just a vibe I get.” 
 
    “He loves you like a son.” She rested her head on my chest. “He can be a bit insinuating especially when it comes to my life. I haven’t mentioned telling him about us because I wanted him to take what I’m doing here serious. For the first time ever I feel like I have a purpose. I love working in the art department and learning everything you’re teaching me.” 
 
    “You’re a natural.” 
 
    “I don’t want my father to think I’ve manipulated you.” 
 
    “That’s an odd choice of words.” 
 
    “I just mean that I’m used to getting what I want.” When she shifted in my lap I sensed her discomfort. “I’ve manipulated him for years. He allows it. Others may have allowed it and I don’t want him to think because we’re together I’m not being real. This is the most real I’ve ever been. You don’t let me get away with things.” 
 
    “Don’t I?” If she only knew the liberties I allowed her with myself. 
 
    “I probably do get away with more than any other employee here but I am the only one sleeping with you.” 
 
    “I didn’t move you to the art department because we’re sleeping together. You were better suited for it. Your father asked me to look out for you. To help you find your way. I’ve done what he requested and in the process I found something totally unexpected. I want to tell him about us.” 
 
    “I do too.” She hugged me. “He may even approve of you.” 
 
    “I should hope so.” 
 
    “He’s vacationing in London,” she said. “He wants to take me out next week for my birthday. You can come with us and we’ll tell him together. He thinks I’m too lax when it comes to relationships.” 
 
    “Is he still upset about what happened with your last breakup? I haven’t said this before but we all make mistakes and you’ve admitted that it was a bad choice. I’m sure your father understands that you were caught up in it all.” 
 
    “Ah, yeah, I guess.” 
 
    “It’s not like you’ve been engaged two or three times. Then I’d think there was a problem.” 
 
    “Right.” She twirled her finger around her hair as she blew off my comment. “He wouldn’t upset me on my birthday so even if your vibe is right, which I don’t think it is, he’ll behave himself.” 
 
    “You’ll manipulate him.” I tugged on the hair she had wrapped around her finger. “That doesn’t seem fair.” 
 
    “I’m working on it.” 
 
    “You said you may have manipulated others. What did that mean?” 
 
    “Did I?” She shrugged. “Maybe other family members? Friends? I don’t know.” 
 
    There was an uncomfortable energy surrounding her. This whole conversation had her on edge and I wondered why.  
 
    “Mr. Martel.” Hope’s voice came through the intercom. “Ms. Kramer is on the line for you.” 
 
    “Thanks, just give me a few minutes.” I wasn’t in the mood to deal with Lexie. 
 
    “Sure, sir,” Hope said. 
 
    “Lexie Kramer?” Giselle slipped out of my lap and smoothed out her hair with her hand. 
 
    “Yes.” I got up from the chair. “I design and print promo material for the children’s charity. She probably wants to discuss some upcoming events.” Among other things. 
 
    “That’s nice of you.” She yanked on her dress, looking put off. “I better get back to work.” 
 
    “Wait.” I took her hand and pulled her to me. “What is it?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Don’t lie.” 
 
    “I don’t like her.” 
 
    “Lexie?” I know they had exchanged words the night of the charity function but Giselle was so strong I didn’t think Lexie’s comments bothered her. “Was she that rude to you?” 
 
    “She said I was too young for you. That you required a more sophisticated woman. One who wouldn’t embarrass you.” 
 
    “She doesn’t know anything about me.” 
 
    “She wants to.” 
 
    I’d known for quite some time that Lexie was interested in me. The feeling wasn’t mutual. “She’s not my type.” 
 
    Giselle tried to conceal a smirk but it was too late.  
 
    “There’s my girl.” 
 
    She looked into my eyes. “Am I?” 
 
    “Very much so.” I kissed her. “Will you have dinner at my place tonight and stay with me?” 
 
    “Yes.” She wrapped her arms around me. “I love falling asleep in your arms.” 
 
    “That’s where you belong.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Giselle 
 
      
 
    Barely after three on a Friday afternoon and Mateo wanted to leave for the weekend. That was out of character for him but I wouldn’t argue. He said he had a surprise for me this weekend and I was more than intrigued.  
 
    Just as I made my way down to his office Lexie stormed out of it. She bumped right into me. Well, I may have purposely stood in front of her but still. 
 
    “How perfect,” she said. “You’re right on cue.” 
 
    “I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.” I turned my attention to Hope. “I’m assuming he’s in there.” 
 
    “He is.” She looked up from her computer. “He’s waiting for you.” 
 
    “Of course he is.” I smirked.  
 
    “You think you’ve got it all, don’t you?” Lexie snarled at me. “You’re no match for him and it won’t take long for him to figure it out. You’re a spoiled, rich brat who gets what she wants and when you’re done you move to the next guy.” 
 
    “You don’t know a thing about me.” 
 
    “I know more than you think, but the question is, does Mateo?” 
 
    “That’s enough.” Mateo came out of his office. “Lexie, I’ve asked you to leave. I listened to what you had to say and I didn’t agree. Stay out of my personal life.” 
 
    I held my tongue because Mateo appeared to have this situation under control. Plus that vein in his neck, the one I thought was reserved for when I pissed him off, was throbbing. 
 
    “I’ve only spoken up because we’re friends,” she said. “When you’re ready to hear the truth you know where to find me. I hope you don’t let years of what we’ve built with this charity fall apart because of her.” 
 
    “I would never interfere in Mateo’s work with those kids,” I said. “You’re the one causing the problem.” 
 
    Lexie shook her head as she made her way to the foyer. Taking her cell from her bag, she made a call as she left the building. 
 
    “What’s up with her?” I asked. 
 
    “She’s made it her mission to interfere in something that is none of her business. I’m not sure why.” 
 
    “I am.” I shrugged. “Can’t say I blame her.” 
 
    He frowned as he glanced at Hope who was trying hard to mind her business as the action unfolded in front of her. If it were me, I’d be munching on popcorn. 
 
    “Hope,” he said as he guided me into his office. “I apologize for the soap opera around here.” 
 
    “It’s okay, sir.” She smiled at me. “It happens.” 
 
    “Get me Spencer Cannon on the line, please.” 
 
    “Right away.” She picked up her phone as Mateo closed his door behind us. 
 
    Pushing me against the wall, he slid his hands up my sides, bunching my dress in them as he kissed me. His mouth was forceful, unforgiving and totally hot. I gripped his lapel, trying to keep up but I couldn’t catch my breath. 
 
    “Not that I’m complaining but what is going on?” 
 
    “I just need you.” He rested his forehead against mine. “So much.” 
 
    “You have me. I don’t know what she said about me but I’m fairly certain she’s wrong.” 
 
    “She’s vindictive.” He released me. “I had no idea.” He tugged on my dress, putting it back in place. “We’ve been friends for a very long time. She was an instrumental part in getting that charity off the ground with me. I don’t understand.” 
 
    “She’s probably in between men and realized you aren’t available. That can make a woman do things she otherwise wouldn't.” 
 
    “She’s expressed interest in me before but I’ve always rejected her advances. She wasn’t that aggressive.” 
 
    “Until me.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” He cupped my face in his hands. “We’re still on for dinner with your father on Thursday, right?” 
 
    “As far as I know. He comes home from London tomorrow. I told him you’d be joining us. He was pleased. Why?” 
 
    “Now that we’re somewhat public with this relationship, I’d like for Juan to know as well.  It only seems right.” 
 
    “We’re not doing anything wrong. It’s not like I’ve brought every guy home to meet him.” 
 
    “I’d like to think I’m different.” 
 
    “You’re very different. I just mean we started out in a unique situation. My dad means a lot to you. If things didn’t work out there was no reason to let him in on what we were doing. We were right to wait.” 
 
    “But you’re ready to bring me home to meet him?” He beamed and I wondered if things like that mattered to him. “As your boyfriend?” 
 
    “You’re not used to that word, are you?” 
 
    “I haven’t had a girlfriend in a really long time.” 
 
    “You’re doing a great job.” I nipped at his bottom lip. “You’re a, what did you call me before? A natural.”  
 
     “I’m ready to start the weekend.” 
 
    “Mr. Martel.” Hope buzzed in on the intercom. “I have Mr. Cannon on the line.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he said. “I’ll be right there.” 
 
    “No more business after this call?” 
 
    “You’ll have my undivided attention all weekend.” 
 
    “I’m going to hold you to that.” 
 
    “Can you wait in the foyer for me?” he asked. 
 
    “Don’t take too long, Mr. Martel. I want to see what my surprise is.” 
 
    “Just a few minutes.” He kissed me before opening his office door. “Jeff should be here by now.” 
 
    “Oh, good. I’ll go bother him. I’m setting him up with a friend of mine.” 
 
    “You are?” He laughed. “When did that happen?” 
 
    “You do have him drive me all over the city. We talk a lot. He needs a girlfriend.” I kissed his cheek. “See you in a bit.” 
 
    “Five minutes.” 
 
    “Four,” I countered. 
 
    “Four.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mateo and I rode the elevator up to the top floor of some swanky building. He had a hard time keeping his hands off me which was just the way I liked it. When the doors opened he led me into a small hallway with a set of double doors at the end. 
 
    “Where are we?” I asked as we walked down the hall. 
 
    “You’ll see.” He punched a code into the keypad by the doors and they slowly swung open. Once inside the grand foyer I noted the floor length windows surrounding the apartment. The place was bigger than I would have expected for a Manhattan apartment. There was even a spiral staircase in the corner and a brick fireplace on the other side of it. The place threw off this modern, funky vibe and I loved it. 
 
    “Look at this view. It’s panoramic.” I ran to the windows. “You can see the whole city from up here.” 
 
    “It’s a fabulous place to watch the Thanksgiving Day parade from. I’ve done it a few times.” He set our bags down and joined me by the windows, wrapping his arms around my waist. “I used to live here once upon a time. Now I keep it as a rental. I’m in between tenants so I thought it would be fun to change the atmosphere for us.” 
 
    “I love it.” I looked around. “It’s so cool in here. Why did you move?” 
 
    “I wanted something bigger. I guess I got tired of living in a high rise. It was time for a house. I haven’t spent the night here in a few years. I’m looking forward to doing that with you. Wait until you see the bedroom.” 
 
    “This is a wonderful birthday surprise.” 
 
    “This isn’t the surprise.” He placed his hand on the small of my back. “I have a few more things to show you.” 
 
    “Like what?” I ran my hand along the black, leather sofa. “I need the name of your interior designer.” 
 
    “Your place is brand new. What do you want to change?” 
 
    “There’s always room for improvement.” 
 
    “Not when it comes to you.” He hugged me. “Come with me.” He guided me around the stone pillar and to the modern gourmet kitchen.  
 
    “Whoa.” I didn’t cook but if I did this was where I wanted to do it. The view of the city continued in this room too. “How did you ever leave this joint?” 
 
    “I wanted a change of scenery but I’m glad I held on to it. Impressing you is worth it.” 
 
    “You always impress me.” 
 
    “You might like what’s out here.” He opened the doors off the kitchen that led to an oversized terrace.  
 
    “Oh my God!” I stepped out onto the candlelit balcony, draped in white lights. The scent of fresh flowers flooded the air as I took in the elaborate table filled with appetizers, two glasses of champagne and several decadent desserts. “What is this?” 
 
    “A surprise.” He lifted a glass off the table and handed it to me. “Happy early birthday.” 
 
    “You had someone do all this?” 
 
    He nodded. “You’ve been working so hard these past few weeks and I wanted to let you know that I see it and I appreciate it. You’ve surprised me, Ms. Diaz.”” 
 
    I took a sip of the bubbly liquid. Mateo laughed when I crinkled my nose. 
 
     “It doesn’t feel like working. I look forward to going there every day and learning from you and your staff.”  
 
    Placing my glass on the table, I walked over to the balcony. We were so high up I couldn’t hear the traffic but I still recognized the signs of a bustling Friday night in the city going on below us. There was a small overhang above us.  
 
    “What’s that?” I pointed up.  
 
    “The spiral staircase in there leads to the master suite. That’s the balcony for the bedroom.” 
 
    “This apartment is awesome. How can you rent it out?” 
 
    “It’s an investment but if you like it so much maybe I’ll hold off on renting it. We can use it as a getaway. Maybe we’ll come here on Friday nights and have dinner out here on the terrace during the pleasant weather.” 
 
    “Something to look forward to after a week at work. I like it.” 
 
    “You’re pleased with the move to the art department?” 
 
    “Very.” I leaned my head on his chest when he came up from behind me. “I had no idea just how hands on you were. You amaze me.” 
 
    “That’s all part of my control issues. I have to know that everything is exactly the way I want it before I’ll approve anything.” 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with that.” I turned in his arms. “But you should probably take a vacation before you burn out. All work and no play is not good.” 
 
    “I’ve been doing a lot more playing since I’ve met you.” He winked. “Sex in my office is a major stress reliever.” 
 
    “I’m happy I could be of service.” 
 
    “Hmm... Speaking of vacations.” He reached inside his jacket pocket and took out an envelope. “Happy Birthday.” He handed me the envelope. “I planned a little something for the end of June and I’m hoping you’ll join me.” 
 
    “Really?” I took out the folded papers and quickly read them over. “Holy shit! This is more than a little something.” It was an elaborate getaway to Greece including a few days on a yacht and several more in a private villa. “Two weeks?” 
 
    “I wanted time to relax and explore with you.” He pointed to the picture of the boat on the itinerary. “I’ve hired a private crew to take us to an exotic location where we’ll spend seven quiet days on a remote island. These villas come highly recommended. Some say we’ll never want to leave.” 
 
    “Paradise?” 
 
    “As long as I’m with you, yes.” 
 
    “Mateo, that might be the most romantic thing you’ve ever said to me.” 
 
    “I’ve never really considered myself the romantic type before but when I started planning this trip I realized all the places I wanted to experience with you.” 
 
    “I’ve grown on you.” I rested my palm on his cheek. “Who knew?” 
 
    “You’ve more than grown on me.” He lifted me up and spun me in a slow circle as he kissed me.  
 
    The sensation of his lips on mine as he held me made me feel like I was floating. Taking his face between my hands, I kissed him over and over again until he set me on my feet. When he held me steady, I pressed my lips to his jaw. I’d never get enough of him. 
 
    “Does that reaction mean you’ll go away with me?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes!” Did he really have to ask? “One hundred times yes.” 
 
    He pulled a chair out and motioned for me to sit. Taking his jacket off and draping it behind his chair, he took a seat across from me. He handed me my glass before picking up his.  
 
    “When you came into my life I wasn’t ready for you. I knew you were going to turn my world upside down with your spontaneous actions, opinionated rants and impulsive ideas. That worried me. I thought if I fought it I’d stay sane and continue to run my life the way I’d grown accustomed to.” 
 
    “You’re not fighting it anymore.” 
 
    “I’d be a fool to.” He clinked his glass to mine. “Happy Birthday, sweetheart. I look forward to sharing many more with you.” 
 
    “You’ve made this a very special birthday.” I sipped my drink. “With you, I can be me, but I also see there was room for improvement. I like who I’m becoming when I’m with you.” 
 
    “It’s taken me years to see I needed a change.” He reached across the table and took my hand. “I’m glad I found it with you.” 
 
    “You’re happy.” I squeezed his hand, realizing the lonely man I’d met a few months ago was different. I saw it in his eyes. In the way he looked at me. Every day I fell a little more for him. He was falling for me too. That wasn’t me being excessively confident. It was something I sensed in my heart. 
 
    “Very much.” 
 
    “That makes two of us.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
    Stretching across the mattress, I patted my hand against the empty sheets.  “Giselle,” I muttered as I opened my eyes. She wasn’t there. I sat up and looked around the bedroom, trying to get my bearings. A warm breeze swept in from the slightly ajar balcony doors as I made out her form in the dim lighting. I slipped out of bed still naked from our earlier activities and made my way closer to her. Standing in the doorway, I took in her beauty. How had I gotten so lucky? I never thought it was possible for me to find someone like her. I’d been alone for years. I wasn’t looking for companionship and yet, I’d found her. She’d proven the saying that things happen when you least expect them. 
 
    “Come back to bed with me.”  
 
    When she faced me, I was overcome by her goddess-like appearance. Her long hair moved in the light breeze as our eyes connected. She’d put on my shirt, leaving it unbuttoned, revealing her stunning breasts and toned stomach. Her legs never seemed to end as she came toward me. 
 
    “You were sleeping so peacefully.” She draped her arms around my neck. “I didn’t want to wake you.” 
 
    “Is everything okay?” I gently kissed her. “Are you restless?” 
 
    “I’m just overstimulated. This view, the trip, my birthday.” She traced her fingers over my lips. “You.” 
 
    “You always stimulate me.” I caressed her neck on my way to her exposed breasts, running my fingers along her nipples, circling them until she moaned. “Are you ready to come back to bed? Maybe I can help you settle down.” 
 
    “I’m not tired.” 
 
    “We don’t have to sleep.” I lifted her. “I can think of several things I’d like to do and none of them involve sleeping.” 
 
    “Mateo!” She giggled when I tossed her over my shoulder and brought her back to the bed. As she dangled upside down I swatted her backside. “Ouch!” 
 
    “Let’s see how stimulated I can get you.” Tossing her onto the bed, I reached down and took off the shirt. “That’s better.” Grabbing her ankles, I moved her to the edge of the bed, my erection could take no more. “I need you right now.” 
 
    “Go for it.” She spread her legs. “All of you.” 
 
    “Always, baby.” I wrapped her legs around my waist. “Ahh...” I thrust into her, showing no patience as I coated my cock inside her wet heat.  
 
    When we were together it was like the first time with her. The sex was incredible with a woman as insatiable as Giselle, but the connection we created when we were one was something else. The nights I spent in my bed without her were the longest. I craved her limbs tangled in mine. Holding her tight, breathing in her scent gave me the best sleep I’d ever had. The more time I spent with her the more invested I became. Eating, sleeping, breathing without her no longer seemed natural. I was hooked on her. I never wanted to let go. 
 
    “Mateo...” She dug her fingers into my back, scratching her way down to my ass. Tightening her hold on my hips, she attempted to rock her pelvis faster, but I had her pinned to the mattress. 
 
    “What do you want?” I slowed my pace, swiveling my hips, torturing her. 
 
    “Harder,” she moaned. “Fuck me harder.” 
 
    “That’s very tempting, cupcake,” I kissed her as I moved on top of her, supporting my weight on my forearms. “But what if I want to do it like this while I stare into your eyes.” 
 
    “Mmm...” She settled down, stopped pushing back and let me set the tone. 
 
    “Giselle, I need you to know you’re the only woman I’ll ever want to be with. I’m showing you like this because it’s easier to express myself when we’re...” If I said the words I wouldn’t be able to take them back. I wanted to tell her how much she meant to me but I wasn’t sure I was ready. 
 
    “When we’re making love?”   
 
    “Yes.” I lowered myself onto her, taking my time inside her. My kisses were soft, slow and filled with desire. The raw need I possessed for her took my breath away. Trailing my mouth down her neck, I made my way to her breasts.  
 
    She ran her fingers through my hair as I took her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it as I leisurely pumped into her. She was so slick with arousal, I moved inside her effortlessly.  
 
    She trembled beneath me, calmness taking over as she sighed in pleasure. Her muscles tensed as she quietly let go. I gazed into her eyes, indulging in the moment. Dropping her legs from my hips, she spread them apart, giving me full access to her. I rested on my forearms, glancing down as I thrust in and out of her.  
 
    “Mateo...” she moaned. “I want to feel you come inside me. I ache for you.” 
 
    Pushing forward as she lifted up, engulfing me in her embrace as our lips locked. My lust for her intensified and with one final drive I released. Not as hard as I usually did when we were together. This climax reflected the last few moments of our bond. It was steady, tender and full of love. 
 
    “That was really good.” She collapsed onto the bed. “Better than good.” 
 
    “Even though I didn’t give you what you asked for?” 
 
    “You can fuck me later.” Her throaty laugh was contagious. 
 
    “I’m sure I will.” 
 
    “In the shower just before the sun comes up.” She closed her eyes as I rested my head on her breasts. “I love when we shower in the early morning.” 
 
    “There are several things I’m loving when it comes to us.” I held her close, giving into the calmness she instilled in me. 
 
    “Me too, baby.” She stroked my back. “Me too.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sunday evenings came too fast. A few months ago I never would have admitted to that. I spent most of my weekends working. It never mattered to me if it were Wednesday or Saturday. My life was my agency. It still was but thanks to Giselle I redirected my focus. I was learning how to delegate responsibilities to my employees. I realized there were other things going on around me and I didn’t want to miss them anymore. 
 
    The sun had set as Giselle and I soaked in the hot tub, I could have taken her home after our weekend getaway but instead I brought her back to my place. I wasn’t ready to say goodbye. 
 
    “This is so relaxing.” She rested her head against the edge of the tub as the bubbles covered her naked form. “I had such a great time. I don’t want it to end.” 
 
    “I was thinking the same thing.” I inched close enough to her that our thighs touched. “Will you stay the night with me?” 
 
    She opened one eye and looked at me suspiciously. “On a Sunday night?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Of course I want to stay but you haven’t done any work all weekend. I know you have to be twitching. How are you going to go into work tomorrow morning so unprepared?” 
 
    “Do you have that little faith in me? I do know what’s going on in my company and I have checked emails throughout the weekend.” 
 
    “That’s why you’re not twitching?” I wanted to kiss that smug smile right off her lips. “I’m joking. I’m very impressed at how you seem to be taking some time to smell the roses. I know how important your work is but you have an amazing team behind you. They can handle it. You deserve a weekend here and there.” 
 
    “I’d like to take more weekends in the future.” I held her hand. “Now that I have someone to share them with.” 
 
    “I’ll stay with you tonight.” She arched her back and let the jets massage her. “I packed clothes for work tomorrow just in case.” 
 
    “Always prepared.” 
 
    “You’re not the only one who is trying new things,” she informed me. “I’m learning how to be responsible and take life more seriously. I am going to be twenty-three.”  
 
    “A very wise woman.” Twenty-three? And I went there. 
 
    “I don’t know about wiser but you’ve rubbed off on me. Being an adult isn’t so bad.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it.” I kissed her cheek. “I’ll go shower and grab some takeout for us. Any requests?” 
 
    “I want to shower with you.” 
 
    “Then we’ll never eat.” I stepped out of the hot tub and grabbed my towel. “While I’m gone you can shower, select a bottle of wine and pick out a movie. We’ll cuddle on the couch and relax.” 
 
    “You get more romantic by the minute.” 
 
    “You inspire me.” 
 
    “Surprise me with dinner.”  
 
    “See you in a bit.” I kissed the top of her head. “Don’t soak too long.” 
 
    “I’ll get out in a few.” She closed her eyes. “I just want to chill for another minute.” 
 
    “Take your time, sweetheart.”  
 
    I opened the patio door, admiring her as she immersed herself in the bubbles. She seemed so at ease in my house. I was even getting used to her cluttered clothes on my bedroom floor. Maybe I should get her a hamper? The wet towels she left in the bathroom along with the blow dryer and the flat iron on the counter didn’t bother me either, and then there was jewelry she tossed on my dresser when she took it off each night. All of these actions should have made my OCD kick into overdrive but they didn’t. Instead I realized my meticulous life wasn’t so meticulous. And that was just fine with me. 
 
    I smiled as I rubbed my hand over my jaw. Ms. Diaz had won me over. She’d accepted my challenge that morning in my office. Neither of us could have known what that had meant at the time. I never would have imagined we’d end up here.  
 
    “Stop ogling and go get dinner.” She turned to face me, water sloshing out of the hot tub as she draped her arms over the side. “I’m starving.” 
 
    “I’m going.” I put my hands in the air and backed away. 
 
    Nope, never could I have imagined she would have me wrapped around her finger.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Giselle 
 
      
 
    I got out of the shower and looked around at my mess. I quickly tidied up, wiping down the counter and tossing my towels in a pile in the corner. I’d have to ask Mateo where the laundry room was. If I was going to be staying here more often I should at least try to clean up after myself. He’d been so good about my sloppy habits but I knew it was killing him on the inside. Compromise? Well, that was a first. But with him, I wanted so many firsts. He was the real deal.  
 
    The doorbell chimed up the stairs. I was still wet and my hair was dripping but when the person rang the bell again I thought it might be Mateo locked out. So unlike him. I was really making him crazy. I held the towel closed and hurried down the steps. When I got to the foyer, I opened the door without even looking through the window. “Did you forget your keys...” Oh no! “Papa?” Crap! I never expected him to be on the other side of Mateo’s door. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I could ask you the same question.” He entered the house and slammed the door behind him. “Giselle, of all the things you’ve done this has to be one of the worst. I can’t believe you’d... with Mateo.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Lexie told me you and Mateo were seeing one another but I didn’t believe it. I said Mateo would never betray me that way.” 
 
    “Lexie Kramer? How could you believe a word that comes out of that woman’s mouth?” 
 
    “She’s not wrong is she? Or maybe I’m imagining that you’re standing here practically naked in Mateo’s house?” He pointed to the stairs. “Go get dressed. I’m taking you home.” 
 
    “No!” I gripped the towel so it wouldn’t fall off. “Mateo and I were going to tell you we were together when we went to dinner for my birthday.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be together at all. This is not what I intended when I asked him to look after you.” 
 
    “It’s not up to you.” I raised my voice. “You have a problem with every guy I see. I thought you’d be happy with Mateo.” 
 
    “Do you know how old he is? He was in college when you were born!” He shook his head. “No! This is wrong on so many levels.” 
 
    “That’s what this is about? Our age difference? How many younger women have you dated?” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter and they never worked out. Your mother is ten years younger than me and look how that ended up?” 
 
    “That has nothing to do with what’s going on here.” 
 
    “You’re right.” He opened the door just as Mateo was coming up the steps with two large bags of takeout. My father had his back to him, but the look on Mateo’s face wasn’t good. “I know what you’re doing. You’re acting out because I made you go to work.” 
 
    “You’re wrong.”   
 
    “Are you going to try to tell me Mateo is different from the others? That you’re not with him as a way to manipulate me and get what you want?” 
 
    “Papa, let’s not–” 
 
    “Three engagements, Giselle, and they all ended the same way. You used those men to get to me. I won’t let you–” 
 
    “Juan,” Mateo said as he entered the house and placed the bags on the foyer table. “I understand that seeing Giselle here is unsettling for you but I was going to tell you.” 
 
    “How could you let this happen?” he asked Mateo. “I told you she needed guidance. A purpose. I would never have sent her to you if I thought for a second that you would be so vulnerable. I thought you were the one man who could keep your senses about you when it came to my persuasive daughter.” 
 
    “Don’t talk about me like I’m not in the room,” I shouted. “My relationship with Mateo is none of your business. You’re wrong. It’s not about you. For the first time ever I know exactly what I’m doing.” 
 
    “Juan, I won’t have you standing here insulting her,” Mateo said. “Perhaps we can discuss this tomorrow? We all need a cooling off period. Some time to think and act rational.” 
 
    What did he need to think about? 
 
    “Giselle, why don’t you go upstairs and get dressed while I walk your dad out?” 
 
    “I’d much rather my daughter leave with me,” my dad insisted. “Whatever the two of you are doing needs to end. This is a disaster waiting to happen. I love her very much but I know her really well. She’s upset with me and she’s using you to get what she wants.” 
 
    “You’re wrong,” I said. “I like working at the agency. Could you stop being so self-centered and realize that this isn’t about you? Keep your trust fund, I don’t care.” 
 
    “Giselle.” Mateo looked at me with disapproval in his expression. “I can see why your dad is upset. We both mean a great deal to him and he feels like we’ve betrayed him.” 
 
    “You have betrayed me.” 
 
     “Juan, I apologize for keeping this from you but both Giselle and I wanted to make sure we were certain that what we were doing wasn’t a fling. I wanted to be sure that when I came to you about the two of us there would be no doubt in my mind.” 
 
    “There should be plenty of doubt in your head,” my dad said. “You’re smarter than this. I can say these things because she is my child and I love her deeply. I won’t watch the two of you self-destruct. I respect you too much.” 
 
    As angry as I was I couldn’t blame him. I’d put him through some dumb shit. When I was acting out, I usually got engaged. It was childish on my part but using Mateo against my father wasn’t what I was doing.  
 
    “I know you’re just looking out for us.” Mateo seemed defeated. “Can we discuss this in the morning?” 
 
    “There is nothing to discuss,” he said. “As long as the two of you continue this nonsense, I want nothing to do with you.” 
 
    “This isn’t Mateo’s fault.” I needed to convince my father that this was different for me. “He looks up to you and respects you. Don’t blame him.” 
 
    “I’m blaming you both.” He moved toward the front door. “You both know this is wrong.  Giselle, you need to grow up and realize you can’t marry every guy you sleep with or use them as a way to manipulate me.” 
 
    “That’s not what I’m doing.” I love him. 
 
    “Mateo, you’ve waited a long time to find love again. I saw what happened when Eva died.” 
 
    “I appreciate your concern.” Mateo’s jaw tensed. “I need you to leave. I’ll speak to you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Fine.” My father looked at me. “Do the right thing.” He stormed out of the house and down the porch steps.  
 
    “He’ll get over it.” I sat on the stairs. “He always does.” 
 
    “When you dump me to get what you want?” 
 
    “What? You can’t be serious?” 
 
    “Three fiancés? Do you collect engagement rings?” 
 
    “No, I gave them all back.” I laughed but a nervous knot formed in my stomach.  
 
    “I’m not joking. You’re not even twenty-three and you’ve been engaged three times. You didn’t think to mention that?” 
 
    “No, they didn’t mean anything to me. I was young and I don’t know?” 
 
    He stared at me, looking way too intense.  
 
    “Mateo.” I got up from the step and came toward him. “You knew about the last one. The other two were stupid and I was trying to get back at my father but–” 
 
    “You said you didn’t want your dad to know about us because you didn’t want him to think you were manipulating anyone. You meant him. When you get engaged you’re trying to get something from him.”  
 
    “I can’t deny that.” 
 
    He paced the foyer, moving away from me, but I just wanted him to hold me. “Your trust fund. Is that what this is about?” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “Do I look like I’m joking?” He leaned against the front door. “Tell me what you’re doing with me.” 
 
    “After spending the weekend with me do you honestly think this isn’t real for me?” I came toward him but he shook his head. “What do you want me to say?” 
 
    “You’re used to getting what you want.” He tossed his hands in the air like he’d come to some realization about me.  
 
    “I never made that a secret.” 
 
    “You pursued me. You were relentless.” 
 
    “And now you’re going to stand here and act like that wasn’t a turn on for you?” The dampness of my skin made me shiver. Or maybe I was nervous because for the first time in my life I could be losing something that mattered to me. “You knew it was a game. Our banter. Our flirtation. The teasing. That all led to us. I wouldn’t change any of that.” 
 
    “I want you to look me in the eye and tell me that using me to get to your father never crossed your mind. Not this weekend. From the beginning. I want to know if everything was as real for you as it was for me.” 
 
    “I...” The tears stung my eyes before I could get the words out. It would be so easy for me to cry my way out of the situation. But if I looked into his eyes and lied I could never live with myself. “I thought about using you against my dad in the beginning. In the first few days of meeting you I set my sights on you. I figured if we got together I could tell my dad. He’d make me stop working for you and forget about withholding my money.” 
 
    “I can’t believe this.” He slammed his fist against the door. “I trusted you.” 
 
    “Would you rather I lie to you?” 
 
    “I would rather you have left me alone.” 
 
    “You don’t mean that.” I tried to get close to him. 
 
    “Don’t.” 
 
    “Mateo, what I thought upon our initial meeting doesn’t matter. You can’t honestly say you were very fond of me then.” 
 
    “I didn’t go into this under false pretenses. I tried to fight you but you kept showing up and insinuating yourself into my life. When am I supposed to believe that all became real? When was I no longer a pawn in your game?” 
 
    “I can tell you exactly when I knew that pursuing you wasn’t about my dad.” I took a breath because I knew I was about to put it all on the line. “When you told me about Eva. That was the first time I really saw you as a person and not some hard ass who was in cahoots with my dad to take something from me.” 
 
    “You lied to me.” 
 
    “Not telling you something isn’t the same as lying. Those engagements didn’t mean anything to me. That’s why I didn’t tell you.” 
 
    “I need some air.” 
 
    “Don’t leave.” I grabbed his arm. “I need you to understand.” 
 
    “That’s the problem, Giselle.” He closed his eyes. “I’m not sure I’ll ever fully understand you. How will I be able to trust what we have when I know you don’t take relationships seriously? You use people to get what you want.” 
 
    “I would never use you.” 
 
    “Not even for your trust fund?” 
 
    “My dad was upset. It was shocking for him to see me here like this.” I pushed the wet hair from my face, frantic to make him understand. “I know how much you care for him. I can fix this. I’m not the person he described. Not anymore.” 
 
    “I can’t do this right now.” He opened the door. “I can’t.” 
 
    “Get some air.” I nodded because the space would do us some good. “I’ll get dressed and when you come back I’ll explain everything. I’ll answer any questions you have about my past.” 
 
    “No, you’ve had plenty of opportunities to tell me about your past.” He turned and gazed into my eyes. Gone was the tenderness I’d seen just before he left to get dinner.  “I once told you it takes a long time to gain my trust. I gave it to you much quicker than I’ve ever given it to anyone before, but you know what takes even longer?” 
 
    “What?” My voice cracked. 
 
    “My forgiveness.” 
 
    “You’re overreacting.” 
 
    “I don’t want you here when I get back.” He stepped out onto the porch and closed the door behind him.  
 
    “Mateo!” I screamed before picking up the nearest thing I could find, the bag of takeout and throwing it against the door. “I’m not who you think.” I dropped to my knees, holding my face in my hands. “I’m so much better when I’m with you.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Giselle 
 
      
 
    I curled up on my couch binge watching Netflix and eating old popcorn. What a fantastic way to spend my birthday. My stomach had been upset for days and my eyes were bloodshot from crying. I was almost out of ginger ale. I’d have to get to the store soon. 
 
    Today was the last day I’d give myself to mourn the loss of Mateo. It had been four days since I’d heard from him. Four days since my world came tumbling down around me. Why hadn’t he let me explain? Why couldn’t he understand that those engagements didn’t mean anything to me? He did though, didn’t he? That was why he was so upset. He was afraid that I was frivolous with my heart and he didn’t want to be the next statistic. 
 
    “Giselle,” my father called from the entryway. 
 
    Hell! 
 
    “Are you here?” 
 
    “Where else would I be?” I sat up, pulling the blanket with me. “I’m in here.” 
 
    “There’s the birthday girl.” He came into the family room, holding balloons and a bouquet of flowers. “Happy Birthday.” 
 
    Like balloons would fix this mess. 
 
    “Papa, I told you I wanted to be alone.” 
 
    “On your birthday?” 
 
    I nodded as I sipped my ginger ale.  
 
    “You’re still mad at me.” He sat down next to me, placing the flowers on the coffee table.  
 
    “You are kind of the reason I’m alone on my birthday.” 
 
    “That isn’t entirely true,” he said. “If you and Mateo hadn’t been sneaking around behind my back I wouldn’t have lost my temper.” 
 
    “We weren’t sneaking around.” I set my empty glass down on the end table. “We didn’t know how serious we would become. Things happened so fast and you were in London the past two weeks. We were going to tell you tonight.” 
 
    “We can still go to dinner.” He took out his cell. “I’ll call Mateo and have him meet us. We can discuss all of this.” 
 
    “No!” I shook my head. “If I were to discuss anything with Mateo, you wouldn’t be there with me. He thinks I collect engagement rings and dump the guy when I’m bored. He thinks I lied to him and used him to get at you. Do you know how hard it is to gain his trust? How guarded he is?” I threw my hands in the air. “Never mind, you wouldn’t understand.” 
 
    “I understand better than you think.” He put his phone away. “I was there when his father died. He was an out of control teenager. Angry at the world. His mother had a hard time with him so I stepped in and helped.” 
 
    I had a hard time picturing Mateo as a troubled teen. He was so put together and in control of his world.  
 
    “I bought him his first computer. He used to come to my office and help me organize my files. Once he found a purpose his life changed. He started studying and learning everything he could about software and computers. We’re talking over twenty-five years ago. That kind of technology was all new to us. Mateo couldn’t get enough of it.” 
 
    “He’s very smart.” 
 
    “He had so much potential. He just needed some guidance. Watching him become the man he is has given me great pleasure. When he met Eva, I was happy for him. She provided him some balance because he had a tendency to bury himself in his work.” 
 
    “He loved her so much. He still does. I can tell when he talks about her.” 
 
    “When he lost her I thought he’d ruin everything he worked so hard for. I worried he’d go down the path his father had. He was stronger.” I realized how much Mateo meant to him. “He threw himself into his work often declining social engagements unless it had to do with his charity. There hasn’t been anyone in his life in a long time. When I heard about the two of you I was surprised. I never meant for you to...” 
 
    “It’s not me you were worried about.” I should have realized. “You don’t think I’m right for him.” 
 
    “Giselle, as much as I love you, let’s be honest, you have a reputation of tiring easily. You’re so determined when you want something but once you have it you have a tendency to disregard it.” 
 
    “Before but not now.” 
 
    “Since when?” 
 
    “Since Mateo.” It may have started out as a game when I first met him. I wanted to break him at first. I did want to use him to keep my money but then when he was so resistant I wanted to make him want me the way I wanted him. I never thought I’d fall so hard for him. “You’re right. I’m spoiled and used to getting what I want. I get bored easily and I’m not always the most realistic person around.” I regretted trying to play Mateo. 
 
    “Don’t be too hard on yourself. I’ve contributed to your behavior. I thought Mateo would be stronger with you.” 
 
    “He is.” No one had ever made me work for anything. “Things are different with him. I like going to work every day. Well, I did. I think I may have screwed up my job by not showing up this week.” My stomach did that flip-flop thing again. My nerves couldn’t take much more. “He’s shown me another side to myself. One I kind of like. One he likes.” 
 
    “You love him.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I never saw this coming.” 
 
    “I’m not sure he loves me and that’s okay because I don’t need to rush with him. I just like spending time with him.” I did love him even if I vowed to myself I wouldn’t take things fast this time. I couldn’t help it. Mateo was my missing piece. 
 
    “He loves you,” my dad said. “What’s not to love?” 
 
    “You’re biased.” 
 
    “He’d be a fool not to see what a special woman you are.” He patted my hand. “I’m sorry for interfering. I’ll apologize to Mateo too. I should have known better than to listen to Lexie. We haven’t been on good terms for years and she’s had a thing for Mateo for a while.” 
 
    “Do you think you and Lexie didn’t work because of your age difference?” 
 
    “Not at all.” He shook his head. “Age is a number. Don’t compare what I had with Lexie with what you are building with Mateo. I shouldn’t have said the things I did the other night but it was a bit of a shock seeing you there the way you were. I’m still your father. You know what I mean?” 
 
    “I’ll always be your little girl.” 
 
    “Always.” He hugged me. “But if I could have handpicked someone for you it would be Mateo, even if I’m not ready to fully admit that.” 
 
    “I’m not going to go too fast this time.” Who was I kidding? Was there anything to rush? “It may not be up to me. I haven’t heard from him in four days. We’re probably over.” 
 
    “That’s not the girl I know.” He smiled. “I’ve never seen you mope this long. Usually you’re right back out there taking what you want.” 
 
    “You’re right.” I hopped off the couch. “I have to go shower and get my guy back.” 
 
    “Don’t let me stop you.” 
 
    “Are we still on for dinner tonight?” 
 
    “I’m changing the reservation to two. You and Mateo have some talking to do.” 
 
    “Thanks, Papa.” I kissed him. “He’s everything that I’ve ever wanted.” 
 
    “I hope he knows how lucky he is to have you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mateo 
 
    Four whole days and I hadn’t heard her laugh. Didn’t see her tempting mouth. Couldn’t sneak a good morning kiss in the employee lounge. We didn’t squeeze lunch in at the deli down the street. I hadn’t made any excuse to go to the art department to get a peek at her sexy legs. Why had it mattered to me what she’d done in her past? Why did I get so upset? Fear. It was getting too real. I wanted to tell her how I really felt over dinner that night but when I saw Juan reality clicked. Once Giselle admitted she wanted to use me in the beginning as a way to get back at her father, I questioned if we’d ever really be compatible.  
 
    I screwed up and now I wasn’t sure I’d be able to fix it. She vowed she wouldn’t be the one to give in but she hadn’t shown up for work in four days. She gave in. She gave up on me. 
 
    “Hope!” I yelled from my office.  
 
    Giselle and I hadn’t made love in days. Why? Because I was an asshole who overreacted.  
 
    Twelve seconds later my stressed out assistant appeared. “Sir?” 
 
    “I need the campaign data for last month’s ads.” 
 
    “Which accounts?” 
 
    “All of them.” I needed to keep busy. The more I worked the less I thought about Giselle.  
 
    “That will take me a few minutes to gather.” 
 
    “Then why are you still standing here?” 
 
    She put her head down and walked out of the office. I rested my forehead in my hand. Taking a deep breath, I got it together. “Hope,” I called her back. 
 
    “Yes.” She stood in the doorway. 
 
    “I apologize,” I said. “I’m not myself.” 
 
    “No, you’re worse.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Apparently she’d picked up some of Giselle’s bad habits. 
 
    “Can I respectfully speak with you?” She moved inside the room, closing the door behind her. “Um, it’s about your personal life and I know you don’t talk about that but I think this needs to be said.” 
 
    “By all means.” I nodded, intrigued by this new side of Hope. “What is it?” 
 
    “You need Giselle.” 
 
    “Do I?” 
 
    “You’re miserable without her,” she continued. “You’re a different man with her... because of her. When she first came here I thought you’d lost your mind.” 
 
    “What happened to respectfully speaking with me?” Although she was right. I had lost my mind when I put Giselle right outside my office door. In my path every day, knowing she would make me insane. That was what I wanted. I needed her full-blown crazy. I looked forward to it. Having her here made me a better man. 
 
    “I changed my mind.” She came closer to my desk, looking more bold than I’d ever seen her. It was a necessary change in her personality if she was going to continue down this path. “She was chaotic, self-centered and had no idea why she was here. She wanted to do things her way and didn’t want to listen. She represented everything you’re not.” 
 
    Everything I needed. 
 
    “I don’t know how she was in your personal life but when the two of you were together I could see it.” 
 
    “See what?” 
 
    “How much you love one another.” 
 
    A knot formed in my stomach. Hope knew I loved Giselle?  
 
    “Whatever happened between the two of you,” she said. “Don’t lose that, sir.” 
 
    “I’ll consider what you said.” 
 
    “You’re not going to fire me, are you?” Her demeanor changed and she was back to being my meek assistant. “I didn’t mean to overstep.” 
 
    “I’m not going to fire you,” I assured her. “No one has ever been let go for being a hopeless romantic.” I smiled. “Get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ll have those files in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Don’t bother,” I said. “I’ve decided to take the rest of the afternoon off. I have to see about getting something back I may have lost.” 
 
    Hope’s face brightened. She was smiling. In front of me. That might have been a first. 
 
    “Good luck.” She headed for the door. “Don’t let Giselle’s stubborn attitude deter you.” 
 
    “I think I’ve got a handle on that.” Now I just had to figure out how to convince her that I really did need her.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
     As I walked up the stairs to Giselle’s porch, I continued to rehearse what I wanted to say to her. Why couldn’t I be more like her and just say the first thing that popped into my head? Just as I reached her door, she swung it open and stumbled into my arms. I caught her, breathing in her fresh scent and realizing just how much I’d missed her the past few days.  
 
    “Mateo.” She straightened her posture, pushing the hair from her face. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    I took in her appearance. Not only did she smell really good, but she looked so pretty. Her makeup was just as perfect as her shiny, dark hair. She wore one of those flirty dresses I was so fond of. The kind that made it easy for me to lift up and do fun things. She didn’t look like she’d lost much sleep during our time apart. Had she not suffered as much as I had these past few days? Was I really just a way for her to get her father to notice? Now that he had was she done with me? 
 
    “I was just on my way out.” 
 
    “I see that.” I let go of her. “Big plans?” 
 
    “I’m hoping.” 
 
    “Don’t let me keep you.” 
 
    “Well, since you came all the way here in the middle of a work day I suppose I could give you a few minutes to tell me what you’re doing here.” 
 
    “That’s awfully kind of you.” 
 
    “I’m waiting.” When she set her hand on her hip and that alluring mouth of hers curved, I couldn’t help myself. “Hey!” She tried to back away when I engulfed her in my embrace. 
 
    “I don’t have the energy to do that thing we do when we’re trying to torment one another.” I pressed her against the door, brushing my lips along hers “Were you coming to see me?” 
 
    She stared over my shoulder, avoiding my eyes but I continued to move my lips along her jaw.  
 
    “I missed you,” I muttered. “So much.” 
 
    “Why did it take you four days to come to me?” She pressed her palm against my chest and pushed me away.  
 
    “Because I’m just as stubborn as you are,” I admitted. “Can I come in?” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I want to apologize.” 
 
    “I guess I have a few minutes for that.” She opened the door and stepped inside.  
 
    “You look beautiful.” I stole a quick kiss on her cheek because I couldn’t help myself. “Happy Birthday.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Do you have plans?” 
 
    “I do.” She nodded. “I couldn’t be expected to stay home on my birthday, Mr. Martel.” 
 
    I hoped to hell those plans didn’t include another man. “Of course not, Ms. Diaz.” She was going to make me play this game. “I’ll be brief.” 
 
    “Your apology should be more than brief, don’t you think?” She crossed her arms and waited for me to speak. “You threw me out of your house.” 
 
    “I regret that.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    “I overreacted.” I leaned against the banister. “I should have let you explain.” 
 
    “What my father said, well, those things were in the past. I was wrong to withhold them and eventually I would have told you but it isn’t something you want to tell a new guy.”  
 
    “I’m a private man. I opened up to you in ways I didn’t think possible. When I found out you were engaged three times, I wondered why you couldn’t share something like that with me. Why you couldn’t be as open with me as I had been with you?” 
 
    “I was embarrassed. You already thought I was impulsive and reckless and that would have just proven your point.” 
 
    “If we’re going to work we have to be honest with one another. You once told me you were an open book but that wasn’t true.” 
 
    “You still want us?” 
 
    “I’ve always wanted us.” I brought her closer to me. “From the moment I saw you in that bar I believed you would change my life.” 
 
    “For the worst.” She rolled her eyes. “You can admit it.” 
 
    “Well, yes, on that particular night when I found out who you were and then you threw up on me I did think you were a disaster waiting to happen. But then I got to know you.” I took her face between my hands. “All of your infuriating habits, one by one. Your personality should have sent up red flags but it didn’t. Instead I kept coming back, waiting to see what you would do next. You kept surprising me and in the process I fell for you. And I fell hard.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “I’m sorry about the way I acted the other day. I was an ass and used what your father said as an excuse. I don’t admit fear often. I take issues as they come and handle them head on. I didn’t expect you. I didn’t expect these feelings.” 
 
    “You love me.” 
 
    “More than I ever thought possible.” I tilted her face and gently kissed her. “God help you but I love you.” 
 
    “God help me? What about you?”  She kissed me back. “I love you too.” 
 
    I lifted her up and spun her around as she giggled in my arms. Her luscious locks flew in the air as she wrapped her legs around my hips. In that moment I knew I’d never let go. 
 
    “There’s something else you need to know.” I leaned her against the door. “I didn’t appreciate the way Lexie tried to sabotage us.” 
 
    “Jealousy makes people nasty.” 
 
    “That’s no excuse. We were friends for a long time. We spent years building that charity. I can’t walk away from it.” 
 
    “I would never expect you to.” 
 
    “I have decided to limit my involvement in the daily activities of it.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’ll still sit on the board and make the necessary decisions but I’ve decided to hand off the advertising and promo needs. Lexie is heavily involved in that and she’s good at it but I can’t work with her. We’ll never agree when it comes to my personal life. It’s best to cut those ties now.” 
 
    “Do you have an agency you can trust?” 
 
    “I do and I’ll be able to work and approve campaigns directly through them when it comes to the charity. They’ll be my middle man so to speak. Cannon Advertising. They’ve been around a long time.” 
 
    “I know the Cannon brothers.” 
 
    “Please tell me you weren’t engaged to either of them.” 
 
    “Actually it was both of them.” She giggled and part of me wanted to believe she was kidding. “Would you stop.” She shook her head. “My dad is very good friends with their grandfather. I grew up with them.” 
 
    “I knew you were kidding.” I slid her down and placed her on her feet. “For the most part.” 
 
    “Do you want me to tell you about the other two engagements?” 
 
    “I’ll take the short version.” I glanced at my watch. “We have a dinner reservation.” 
 
    “How did you know I was going to spend the evening with you?” 
 
    “I’m a very confident man.” I tossed her hair over her shoulder before placing a soft kiss on it. “I always get what I want.” 
 
    “Did my father call you?” 
 
    “He did.” I laughed. “He apologized and told me he wanted us to have dinner alone.” 
 
    “He does love you like a son.” She faced me, her eyes more vibrant and alive than when I first arrived. She was happy and I vowed to keep her that way. “It’ll take him time to get used to the idea of us but he’ll get there. He knows I’ve made the right choice.” 
 
    “As opposed to the other times?” Maybe I should have let it go but I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her and I needed to know about her past so we could keep it there. 
 
    “You know about number three. He was a mistake. A major one. The other two were poor choices but I did think I was in love the first time. He asked me the night we graduated high school and I said yes because I wanted to go to London but my father insisted I stay home and prepare for college. Deep down I was getting back at my dad. We only lasted the summer then we both went to different schools.” 
 
    “That happens.”  
 
    “The second guy I met in college and my dad hated him. So, I told the guy that I wanted to get married. He agreed. It lasted a month. Now do you see why I didn’t tell you about the first two? They were ways for me to get back at my dad when he wasn’t giving me what I thought he should. I was wrong. I was young and spoiled, and looking back on it all I’m ashamed of my behavior. What he said at your house the other day was because of the stress and bullshit I put him through when I was younger. I couldn’t blame him for the things he said because most of them were true. I was a reckless teen who made poor choices because I thought I was entitled. I was an idiot. I didn’t want you to know that’s who I was.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Juan wasn’t the father to you that I experienced.” It was difficult for me to understand how Juan had done so many wonderful things for me and my siblings and when it came to Giselle he’d missed the mark.  
 
    “With you he got a teenager that he could mold and shape. You’re very similar to him with your work ethic. I can see why he took a liking to you. He wasn’t a bad dad to me. He just didn’t know what to do with me. That’s okay. I love him anyway.” 
 
    “He loves you.” I assured her. “He told me how proud he is of you and all that you’re accomplishing at the agency.” 
 
    “I’m sure he takes full responsibility for that.” 
 
    “He did send you to me.” 
 
    “Then I guess I’ll forgive him for everything else.” She kissed my cheek. “I meant what I said the other day. I like who I am when I’m with you, Mateo.” 
 
    “I needed you too, sweetheart. More than I realized.”  
 
    “We need one another.” 
 
    “Agreed.” 
 
    “Is Jeff here? We’ll be late for dinner.” 
 
    “I drove myself. Apparently he has a date with a friend of yours.” 
 
    “Alyssa! They’re going on a date?” 
 
    “You didn’t know?” 
 
    “I’ve been miserable the past four days. I haven’t been talking to anyone.” 
 
    “I promise I’ll never shut you out again.” I took her hand in mine, regretting the days we lost with one another. I, of all people, should know how precious time is especially with someone you love. “If we have an issue we’ll talk it out. I’m not going to be stubborn. Not when it comes to you.” 
 
    “Don’t worry.” She shot me a mischievous look. “I’ll just insinuate myself deeper into your life. I’m never leaving. Not now that I know you want me here.” 
 
    “I used to think love was being with someone you could see yourself with for a very long time but that’s not true.” 
 
    “It isn’t?” 
 
    “It’s more like who I can’t see myself without and when I think about the future I can’t see myself without you.” 
 
    “Mr. Martel.” She led me to the staircase. “I need to show you how much I missed you.” 
 
    “What about dinner?” 
 
    “It can wait.” She licked her lips. “But I can’t.” 
 
    “Oh, Ms. Diaz, don’t ever lose that impulsive streak.” I followed her up the steps, knowing we were never going to make it to dinner tonight. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Giselle 
 
      
 
    Two years later 
 
      
 
    I grasped the counter of the sink in Mateo’s private bathroom and tried to control my breathing. Gazing down at that life-changing stick, I wondered how Meticulous was going to handle this news. His routines were really going to be shot to hell. He’d just gotten used to me. And now I had to tell him... 
 
    “Giselle.” Mateo entered his office. 
 
    “Yeah.” I tossed the pregnancy test in the bag from the pharmacy and threw it in the trash can. “I’ll be right there.” As I washed my hands I took a few deep breaths, calculating some dates in my head. September. If that test was accurate and I got pregnant when I thought I did then we were looking at an autumn baby.  
 
    “Are you okay?” He tapped on the door. “Hope said you were in here.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” I tucked my hair behind my ear and opened the door to find my sexy guy standing there waiting for me. “Was everything okay in the sales department?” 
 
    “Minor crisis at best.” 
 
    “That’s good.”  
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked. “You look pale.” 
 
    “Nothing, I just...” I stepped out of the bathroom, trying to decide how I wanted to tell him such big news. 
 
    “Hope said you went out.” 
 
    “I ran to the store. I needed to pick up something.” I sat down on the sofa as the shock of what I’d just discovered set in. I hadn’t even had thirty-seconds to process this. 
 
    “Mrs. Martel, did I tire you out last night?” 
 
    “You always tire me out.” I patted the space next to me. “Do you have a minute?” 
 
    “I always have time for my wife.”  
 
    We had been married for almost six months but I would never get used to him referring to me as his wife. Fairytales did come true and they had the most happily ever afters when it came to Mateo. 
 
    “The agency seems more hectic than usual.” Come on, tell him. “You have a lot on your mind and I don’t want to add more to your plate but–” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” He sighed as he sat down next to me, taking my hand in his. 
 
    “Why are you apologizing?” 
 
    “I’ve been neglecting you.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’ve been more than helpful but since we’ve taken on three new accounts the art department is inundated. Hope is reviewing applications and I plan to get another artist upstairs as fast as I can. You’re all doing a fantastic job but I know you need more support.” 
 
    “We’re managing and we all know hiring a person who meets your standards takes a while.” 
 
    “I want us to more than manage.” He stroked my cheek. “We’re growing.” 
 
    I will be. 
 
    “I realize I can get so caught up in what’s going on here that I have a tendency to forget what else is going on in life. Martel Advertising is my baby.” 
 
    “Interesting choice of words.” 
 
    “I’ve spent my life building it.” 
 
    “I know.” It was his entire world. I loved watching him work.  
 
    “I also hope you know that there isn’t anyone else I want to share it with. I may have been the Martel behind it but this agency is ours. I wouldn’t want to do it without you.” 
 
    “You’re really sweet.” I crawled into his lap. “I’m not feeling neglected. I know who I married. You’re a busy man who can’t rest if your clients need you. I’m flattered you consider this company ours. I’ll continue to learn and grow, and help you maintain the success and integrity that you’ve worked so hard to create. My successes are yours.” 
 
    “And mine are yours.”  
 
    When he gently kissed me, I got emotional. I wiped away the tear that rapidly slid down my cheek. I’d been spontaneously crying over silly stuff for a week. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He kissed my knuckles. “You’ve been off the past few days. I can’t fix it if you won’t tell me what it is.” 
 
    “It isn’t that anything is wrong.” I shook my head. “It’s just...” Why was this so hard? A baby was a good thing. Thinking about Mateo as a father was sexy on so many levels. “Remember when we were snowed in at Christmas time at the Manhattan apartment?” 
 
    “How could I forget?” He smirked. “Two days of uninterrupted sex with you.” 
 
    “Yeah, those two days. Lots of sex, so much sex.”  
 
    “Are you hinting that you’d like some time away with me?” 
 
    “That would be great but I know now isn’t the time.” I rested my head on his chest. “I promise this isn’t about your crazy schedule. I brought up that weekend because something amazing happened between us. Something I didn’t know until today.”   
 
    “You’re losing me.” 
 
    “There’s really no easy way for me to tell you this.” I looked up at him. “So I’m just going to say it.” 
 
    “Please.” He was trying to be patient but I sensed his anxiety.  
 
    “According to the stick I just peed on, I’m pregnant.” 
 
    He stared down at me but didn’t say anything. His silence worried me. He always had something to say especially when it came to me. 
 
    “I’m not sure how this happened,” I said. 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “I mean I didn’t plan it but when do I ever plan anything?” I tried not to get emotional but my head was all over the place. “That’s who I am, right? Spontaneous? Are we ready? Do you even want this? I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Giselle.” He pressed his lips to mine, kissing me slow and long. When we connected all of my anxiety and shock disappeared. As long as I had him I could do anything. “You’re right. This is amazing.” 
 
    “Mateo, do you know what a baby will do to your routines? Your schedules? Your OCD?”  
 
    “Sweetheart.” He rolled his stunning eyes. “Do you know what you do to my routines, schedules and OCD? If I can survive Hurricane Giselle on a daily basis, I can handle a baby.” He hugged me. “Our baby.” 
 
    “You’re not upset?” 
 
    “Have I ever given you any reason to think I’d be upset about a baby?” 
 
    “Well.” I thought for a moment. “No, but we’ve never really discussed it.” 
 
    “True but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to have kids with you.” He kissed the top of my head. “We might not have planned this but who cares.” 
 
    “Oh my God, who are you and what have you done with my husband? You plan everything.” 
 
    “I didn’t plan on you and look how wonderful that ended up.” He tilted my chin. “When I married you, I vowed to spend the rest of my life with you.” He kissed me again. “Sharing everything. Building a life and a family.” 
 
    “Good.” A calmness surrounded me. “Because I really want to have a baby with you.” 
 
    “You never said anything.” 
 
    “I didn’t know I wanted to have one with you until ten minutes ago.” 
 
    “Don’t ever change.” He took my face between his hands. “Keep surprising me.” 
 
    “Always, Meticulous.” I stared into his loving eyes. “Always. 
 
      
 
    The End


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Enjoying my bachelors? I have a few more that may interest you... 
 
      
 
    The Billionaire Bachelor’s Surprise Baby 
 
      
 
    Can an unexpected baby and a quirky nanny tame a wild billionaire? 
 
      
 
    I knocked up a twenty year old waitress but in my defense I thought she was twenty-two. Seriously.  
 
    It was a sex-fueled fun three weeks with no strings until she got possessive of my time and my money. No one tells me where to be and when to be there and no one is entitled to my fortune. I broke things off and went about my privileged life. She resurfaces nine months later with a baby she claims is mine. 
 
    Can we say paternity test? She drops the kid off on my doorstep and leaves. Now I’m in over my head until a hot nanny shows up and all is taken care of. Including me... 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01FBANTQ0


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Billionaire Bachelor’s Surprise Virgin 
 
      
 
    What happens when a carefree playboy meets an intriguing woman with whom he has nothing in common?  
 
      
 
    I like women and they love me. A night with me between the sheets is something else, if I do say so myself. I’ve never had a problem getting anyone into my bed until I met Devon. She won’t give into my charms. But why?  
 
    I find the challenge ... arousing. 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01LXFPUC7 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Weekend Proposition 
 
      
 
    One weekend—no strings, no expectations, and no commitments. On Sunday afternoon it all ends, or does it? 
 
      
 
    No-nonsense businessman Spencer Cannon has a dilemma. He's headed to Connecticut for the weekend to attend his cousin's elaborate wedding. His whole family will be there in addition to his obsessed ex-girlfriend Ava. According to Spencer's brother, Ava has been telling her friends she's planning a magical reunion with her favorite ex-boyfriend. Spencer's not in the mood to deal with her, but he can't miss the wedding. He needs a plan. 
 
    Struggling Brooklyn waitress and aspiring graphic designer Dakota Vercelli has fallen on hard times. College debts, pending eviction, and her sick mother are taking a toll on her. A chance encounter with Mr. Cannon, CEO of Cannon and Carrington Advertising, leads to a proposition that may be just the thing to solve both of their problems. Spencer's offer—spend four days with him during the wedding festivities and keep his ex off his trail. In return, he'll compensate her generously for her time. He needs a weekend girlfriend, and Dakota needs the cash. 
 
    It was just supposed to be a business deal, but after sharing a room, kissing under the stars, and attending a wedding, their attraction is undeniable. Will the illusion end when the weekend is over or is the proposition just the beginning? 
 
      
 
    http://hyperurl.co/py29mi
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