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Chapter 1







“Objection,
Your Honor. Mr. Connover is badgering the witness!”


I lean back a little
further in my chair and look casually over my shoulder at my opposing
counsel. Simon P. Leftwich, Esquire is a douche. He’s been
practicing law for about ten years, about the same amount of time
that I have, but he thinks by wearing a bow tie with his cheap suit
and black, tortoiseshell glasses that he looks more sophisticated and
experienced.


I’ve wiped the
floor with him on three prior occasions and yet, he still wants to
tangle with me.


His face is mottled
red as he looks to Judge Farber for a ruling, but I just don’t
get what the problem is. All I did was question the bias of his
expert medical witness.


It went a little
something like this.


“So, Dr.
Drumley, your opinion in this matter is that the defendant, Dr.
Carrolton, did not commit malpractice in this case?”


Dr. Drumley sat up
straight in the witness chair, puffing his chest out a little. His
snowy-white hair sparkled under the harsh, fluorescent lights of the
courtroom and his wire-frame glasses reflected a glare from said
lights, making it hard for me to see his eyes.



No matter. I knew
they’d reflect a false sense of security at this point.



“That is my
absolute opinion,” he said confidently.


“That she
operated within the standard of care?”


“That’s
right,” he said, lifting his chin up in defiance.


I leaned back in my
chair, casually propping one leg over the other. Drumming my pen on
the table, I asked, “Even though our experts—that would
be Dr. Franklin from Duke University, Dr. Parikh from Johns Hopkins,
and Dr. Jacobs from Cedars Sinai—all disagree with you?”


His chin sagged a
little, his voice not so self-assured. “Yes. I disagree with
them. I’ve read the medical records—”


“Yes…
so have they, Dr. Drumley. But more importantly, have you read the
deposition of Dr. Carrolton?”


“No.”


“Did you read
the medical journals that Dr. Parikh testified about that support our
case?”


The bottom of his
chin hit his chest. “No, but—”


“Did you even
bother to talk to these doctors… consider their opinions?”


“No,” he
admitted, his voice strained. “But that’s not—”


“Dr. Drumley,”
I talked right over him. “You operate a private practice in
Syracuse, correct?”


“Yes.”


“And at one
time, Dr. Carrolton actually practiced medicine with you?”


“Yes.”


“You were
business partners?”


“Yes.”


“Friends?”


“Yes.”


“Still friends
to this day?”


“Yes,”
he said in a whisper.


“And Dr.
Carrolton is actually paying you for your testimony here today?”


Dr. Drumley’s
face went a lovely shade of fire-engine red. I think my ex-wife had a
nail polish that same color. I hated it on her, but I liked the color
on him. “Yes, but as an expert witness, I’m allowed to
get paid for my time,” he said testily.


I shuffled some
papers around, acting a bit disorganized, but I knew exactly what I
was doing. I grabbed a paper and perused it. It was not what I was
looking for, and I think it was actually a document from another case
I read during a break, but it made a good prop.



I held the document
up and waved it around in the air, the jurors’ eyes all pinned
to me. “In fact, she’s paid you five thousand dollars so
far for your ‘opinion’ in this case?” And yes, I
made little air quotes when I said the word “opinion” and
laced my voice with the appropriate amount of subtle sarcasm.


Dr. Drumley nodded
his head, his lips in a flat line.


“I’m
sorry, Doctor… you need to give a verbal answer for the court
reporter.”


“Yes,”
he said, so very quietly. While I knew the jury heard him, I wanted
them to hear him again.


“Five thousand
dollars?”


“Yes,”
he growled, getting extremely pissed off at me.


Which was fucking
perfect!


I whistled through
my teeth and shook my head in bemusement. “That’s a lot
of cashola.”


“Not really,”
he said arrogantly, trying to pick himself up with some false
confidence.


I grabbed another
document from the table. “May I approach the witness, Your
Honor?”


I didn’t wait
for the Judge to say ‘yes’, because I knew he would, so I
got up and stalked confidently up to Dr. Drumley, handing him the
document.


“I’m
handing you what’s been marked as Plaintiff’s Exhibit 32,
Dr. Drumley. Can you identify that for me?”


I looked over at the
jury and every one of them was leaning forward in their chairs. But I
knew they’d be doing that. This was too juicy not to.


“That’s
a copy of my tax returns from last year.”


“And how much
cashola did you make last year?” I asked with a smirk.


Dr. Drumley glared
at me briefly before looking down at the document. He took a moment
to search for the correct field and said hesitantly, “$620,313.”


“Wow,” I
said as I leaned my elbow up against the witness box, looking down at
the tax return he held. I noted his hands were slightly shaking. “And
of that $620,313, how much of that did you earn by testifying on
behalf of other doctors like your good friend Dr. Carrolton?”


He swallowed hard,
his eyes roving over the return. The number wasn’t there, and
he probably knew it wasn’t there either, but I had him so
flustered he was searching vainly for it. I knew he was starting to
hit overload with me, so I decided to help him along.


“Actually,”
I said, turning from him and walking back to the counsel table. I
picked up another document and spun back on him. “This is
Plaintiff’s Exhibit 33. What is this?”


He took the paper
from my hand and peered at it, his face now a lovely green tinge.
“It’s my profit and loss statement from last year.”


“And that
document has all of your income broken down into tidy little
categories, doesn’t it?”


He swallowed hard
again. “Yes.”


“And isn’t
there a category on there you have labeled ‘Expert Witness
Fees’?” And yes, I used air quotes again around the words
“Expert Witness Fees”.


“Yes,”
he muttered.


“So, let me
ask again… how much of your total income from last year did
you earn by testifying on behalf of other doctors?”


His eyes scanned the
page. He knew where the number was, but he didn’t answer right
away. I could see the wheels spinning in his head while he
frantically tried to come up with a way to spin this in his favor.



But there was no
way, so he said quietly, “$73,422.”


I was quiet for a
moment, gently taking the documents back from Dr. Drumley. I let that
number sink in… let the jury calculate it in their head.


I turned away and
walked back to my table thoughtfully, considering his answer. “A
little over $73,000 for testifying?”


“Those are
legitimate expert witness fees,” Dr. Drumley threw out at me.


“Legitimate?”
I asked with a slight sneer to my voice, but I sat back down at my
table casually. “Tell me, Doctor… out of all of those
‘legitimate fees’, how many of those times did you ever
testify for the person who was injured or killed due to a doctor’s
negligence?”


He didn’t
answer me because he knew the answer was damning. I decided to help
him out again… out of the goodness of my heart, of course.


“How about
zero, Dr. Drumley? Zero times you testified for the plaintiff.”


He nodded his
embarrassed assent and I merely pointed to the court reporter, who
was taking down the testimony word for word and couldn’t
memorialize non-verbal answers. He flushed hot and whispered, “That’s
correct.”


“Wow,” I
said in surprised disbelief but, in truth, I had practiced that
bewildered look on my face in the mirror this morning as I shaved and
mentally went through my cross-examination. “Just wow.”


Dr. Drumley’s
eyes narrowed at me, because yeah… I was sarcastically making
fun of his bias.


“Some would
say, Dr. Drumley, you’re kind of like a jukebox doctor.”


“Excuse me?”
he asked, confused and potentially offended, but he didn’t
really understand what I was saying.


“Yeah…
a jukebox doctor. Put a quarter in you… or rather, $5,000, and
you’ll play whatever song the defendant chooses.”


I waited for it…
only took a second, and Simon P. Leftwich, Esquire was exploding out
of his chair. “Objection!”


I heard a few
snickers from the jury and responded with a satisfied smirk pointed
at the doctor. He looked like he wanted to murder me.


“I’m
going to sustain that objection,” Judge Farber says, his voice
only slightly chastising to me. He’s seen me do this type of
thing to a witness plenty of times, and he knows I’ll keep
doing it. “I’m going to instruct the jury to disregard
that last comment by Mr. Connover.”


I shrug my
shoulders, as if I don’t care. And I don’t. No way is the
jury going to disregard that, no matter what the judge tells them. I
guarantee you they’ll be laughing over the term ‘jukebox
doctor’ during deliberations.


***



I am riding on a
super fucking high right now. After the good Dr. Drumley got off the
witness stand, the judge gave us a fifteen-minute recess. I wasn’t
surprised when at the ten-minute mark, Leftwich approached me with a
settlement offer. I knew it was coming… after I shredded their
main expert witness.


But, the offer was
missing a zero on the end, so I politely declined and told the judge
at the fifteen-minute mark we were ready to resume the case. Leftwich
then asked the judge for an extended recess so he could talk further
with his insurance carrier to determine further settlement
possibilities.


The rest of the
afternoon turned into a major negotiation, with the judge only all
too happy to let the jury sit in seclusion while this went on. If we
settled the case, Judge Farber could schedule a tee time for the
following morning so he wanted us talking numbers.


It eventually
settled… with the appropriate amount of zeroes, at 4:15 PM.


I was back at the
office by five PM, accepting high fives from various colleagues.


Back to my apartment
by 5:30 PM where I showered, but didn’t bother to shave my
late-afternoon stubble. I’ve had more than one woman tell me
she liked the way it felt between her legs.



As I stare in the
mirror, rubbing my fingers over the scruff on my face, I try to see
myself for who I really am. The Matthew Connover staring back at me,
with his dark hair and whiskey-colored eyes, was a fucking litigation
god today in the courtroom. I get off on that stuff so much, I’m
surprised I didn’t bust a load in my pants by the time I
finished with Dr. Drumley.


But the man staring
back at me right now is also a fucking god in the bedroom, and that’s
not ego talking. That’s just plain truth—derived from the
last few years of constantly fucking a wide variety of women and
hearing their repetitive and satisfied cries of pleasure when I get
them off.


I run my fingers
through my hair, give myself a wink in the mirror, and by seven PM,
I’m meeting Number 366, my One Night Only “date”
for the evening. I’m ready to fuck my brains out to complete
what had turned out to be a really, really fantastic day.



God, I love the One
Night Only service. It’s a secret and exclusive club that
provides guilt-free sex with certifiably clean and sexy partners, no
strings attached and best of all... it’s “one-night
only”, because one night is the max amount of time I want to be
in a relationship. You can only get in with a personal referral from
an existing member, an exhaustive interview process, and a
comprehensive health screening you have to keep up to date on a
monthly basis, which is done by ONO’s own medical staff.


I chose Number 366,
or Marie as she asked to be called, because her profile said she was
new to the area but that she wasn’t interested in the song and
dance of a pretend date. She wanted to get right to the fucking, and
I expect that’s going to make her a very popular woman with the
men of ONO.



It’s certainly
already made her popular with me.


As I enter the lobby
of the hotel she picked, I get an email from her on my phone
instructing me to go to the front desk. I don’t even have to
open my mouth to say anything as the clerk seems to recognize me and
says, “Good evening, Mr. Black. I’ve got a package for
you.”


Yes, Mr. Black. One
of the reasons I pay such an exorbitant amount of money to ONO is for
the anonymity it provides.


I have to say, I’m
very impressed with Marie. She’s planning this out quite
nicely. I take a large, brown envelope that is clearly stuffed with
something and open it up. I pull out the contents, which looks like
two purple silk scarves, a handwritten note, and a room key. My lips
curl up in a sensual grin, and I head toward the elevator as I read
the note.


I’m in Room
2013. The scarves are yours to do with as you please. Anything goes.


When I reach the
room, I slide the keycard in the slot and slowly open it up,
immediately seeing the curtains drawn back from the window and the
next building over awash with lights of those Manhattanites still
working. Both table lamps are on, bathing the room in a nice glow.


In the center of the
bed is Marie, and she clearly doesn’t care if anyone from the
other building over can see her. I don’t care either, for that
matter, as I can be a bit of an exhibitionist when I want.


She’s
completely naked with huge, hard nippled tits, fiery red hair that
fans out on the pillow, and a completely waxed pussy, which makes me
slightly disappointed because now I wonder if she’s a real
redhead. She has a hungry-as-fuck look on her face, and I am
instantly, painfully hard.


I don’t say a
word, and neither does she. I love these ONO dates where conversation
is not required. I didn’t figure Marie to be a talker since she
wasn’t interested in dinner or drinks, so I immediately take
the scarves and tie her hands to the headboard. She moans her
approval, her eyes following me as I move to the end of the bed and
stare down at her.


Fuck, this is the
life.



Stuff dreams are
made of.



I wouldn’t
want it any other way.


I casually strip in
front of her while her gaze eats me up. She has a satisfied smile on
her face when I drop my pants and my erection springs free. I take
myself in my right hand and start a slow stroke while I watch her
watching me. When her tongue peeks out and takes a swipe at her
bottom lip, I decide to give her something to remember me by.


Let me be the first
to tell you, I give good fucking head. You won’t find another
man with better oral skills. I can make a woman come extremely fast
with my tongue, and I love doing it. I love the taste, the
sensations, the way a woman goes fucking crazy with a man’s
face between her legs. I spend time getting her off, and then I get
myself off while availing myself to her beautiful body.



Win/win.


See?


I crawl my way in
between Marie’s legs, spread her silky, smooth flesh, and my
horniness factor increases as she grunts in rhythm with my tongue
strokes. She moans, groans, and finally starts panting, bucking her
hips hard against me, and frankly, throwing me off my game a bit. I
put my hands on her stomach and pin her down, then I focus and give
it to her fast. She breaks apart so easily, and I’m grinning
like the Cheshire Cat as I work my way up her body.


Giving her a few
kisses, nips, and licks across her stomach and breasts, I manage to
hook both of my elbows behind the backs of her knees as I move my way
north. It raises her hips off the bed and gives me the perfect angle
to sink into her. She’s wet and ready, but who wouldn’t
be after what I just did to her?


With an easy push of
my hips, her body eagerly accepts my cock. She mewls like a starving
kitten when I start thrusting inside of her.


I take my time.
She’s tied up, not going anywhere, and she’s flush off a
fantastic orgasm. She knows how good I can make her feel, so she’s
along for the ride. I alternate fast, slow, hard, soft… you
name it—I give it to her. I mean, it’s basic missionary
position, but the way I have her legs and hips raised, I know I’m
hitting her at her deepest point, and her increased moaning confirms
it.


We haven’t
even kissed yet, and I wonder if she wants to. I could take it or
leave it, frankly. Too intimate sometimes, which gives me the
heebie-jeebies, but I’ll do it if the woman wants it. Let’s
face it… I’ll do practically anything a woman wants me
to.



As I continue to
fuck her, Marie stares out the window at the building across the way,
with a glazed and rapturous look on her face. She’s wondering
if we’re being watched, not that anyone could see a lot of
detail without some binoculars or a telescope, but I suppose it’s
possible.


I look down at her…
scarves binding her hands, my arms pinning her legs in place, at my
mercy while I pound away inside of her body



Fuck, that’s
hot, and I can feel my orgasm start to bubble.


Then it boils.


Then it fucking
erupts.


 I place my face in
the pillow that’s supporting Marie’s head, lost in a haze
of lust and bliss, shouting hoarsely into it as I spurt into her.


As soon as the last
shudder works its way from my spine out through my dick, I pull out
of her and roll to the side. That was a workout, and I’m
breathing heavily. So is she, not because she did anything, but
because her heart rate is through the roof.


Glancing over at
her, I ask, “Did you come a second time?” I had gotten so
overwhelmed in lust that I didn’t even think to wait for her.


She nods her head,
eyes still glazed but with a satisfied smile on her face.


I turn and look back
at the ceiling. “Good. That’s good.”


My breathing finally
calms and I roll off the bed, untying one of Marie’s hands. I
walk back around, stopping at the end to pick up my clothes. Marie
just watches me, her chest and those glorious tits I all but ignored
still heaving.


When I put on my
t-shirt and zip up my jeans, because I dressed über casual
tonight, I finally untie her other hand. She rolls onto her side,
tucking her hand under her face, and watches me put on my socks and
shoes.


When I’m done,
I walk back over to her and lean down, placing a light kiss on her
forehead. She sighs and closes her eyes, never saying a word to me. I
turn for the door, already looking forward to drinking a beer and
watching Sports Center when I get home.


Marie hadn’t
said a word during that entire fuck session.


It makes me smile
because it’s just the way I like it.


I tell myself that
over and over again, as I walk out of the hotel.


It was just the
way I like it.


Just the way I
like it. 



I keep repeating it,
ignoring the gnawing emptiness at the center of my chest… the
painful squeeze of some unrealized longing. I choose to believe I may
be having a heart attack rather than think the unthinkable…
that maybe something is truly missing.


Ridiculous really.


Yup… fuck ‘em
and leave ‘em. That’s the stuff that dreams are made of.





Chapter 2







I stare at the
deposition transcript in front of me, read the same line for probably
the third time, and it’s just not sinking in. Glancing at my
watch, I see it’s almost four o’clock.



I’m distracted
and feeling off center. If I’m honest with myself, I’ve
been feeling that way a lot lately. It’s like the flavor has
gone out of everything. My food doesn’t taste as good, my
courtroom victories aren’t as sweet and fuck, I hate to even
admit it… a woman’s clit on my tongue hasn’t had
that much allure either.



I think that’s
because I’ve been having too much of it.


Right?



That could be the
reason, although, even as I think that fucking idiotic sentiment, my
rational side is rolling its eyeballs. No man can ever have enough
sex. That’s the truth.


Pushing the
transcript aside, I pull up my internet browser and navigate my way
to ONO’s secure server. I type in my logon and password,
heading straight into my “wish list”. This is where I tag
all the profiles of women that I have a passing interest in fucking.
I’ve not been availing myself of it lately and, in fact, I’ve
not had a “date” in six days. Almost an entire week of
jerking off in the shower, which, honestly, has been producing about
the same pleasure as I got with the lovely Marie just six days ago.


Sighing, I flip
through the profiles, all the faces blurring together. That’s
all you get at first… just a head shot of the woman. They are
all spectacularly gorgeous, varied in hair color, ethnicity, size,
and shape. I love women and find many things about a woman to be
beautiful, but nothing I’m seeing right now is causing the
remotest of pulsing in my pants.


I head back out to
the home page and put in new search criteria.



Vanilla, Light Kink,
Female, Age 21-45 and hit “Enter”.



Over a thousand
profiles populate the screen, each with a thumbnail of their headshot
showing up for perusal. I sort the list according to Membership
Activation Date, newest on top.


Scrolling,
scrolling, scrolling.


I halt on one
picture that stands out. It’s fairly new… Number 3498…
joined just a few weeks ago.


I click on the link
and look at the larger photo that comes up before I read her stats.


She’s
stunning… no doubt. Raven-black hair, crystal-green eyes, high
cheekbones, perfectly straight and delicately narrow nose. Her lips
are full, soft looking, and would only look better wrapped around my
cock. She looks like a fucking runway model, and I stare at her for a
while.


Her overall beauty,
though, is not what’s really catching my attention. I look back
at her eyes and once you get past the shock of seeing such lovely,
pale green popping next to that black hair, I feel a thrill run
through me when I realize what really is attracting me is the
intelligence I see.


She stares directly
at the camera and while she’s giving a sexy, sultry smile, her
eyes are sharp and alert. Almost calculating.


It’s fucking
hot, and my dick is definitely twitching in interest.


But as sometimes
happens, right in the midst of a good hard-on, something comes along
and kills it deader than a doornail.


That would be my
phone ringing Heart’s Barracuda, which means my ex-wife,
Marissa, is calling me.


I contemplate not
answering it for just about two seconds, but then push that right out
of my mind. Chances are she’s calling to bust my balls, demand
money, or some other devious way to make me suffer. But on the off
chance it’s something serious about our seven-year-old son,
Gabe, I can’t take the chance of missing her call.


“What do you
need?” I ask tiredly into the phone as soon as I connect it.


“You could at
least answer politely,” she snaps, and I know this is going to
be one of those conversations where I’d rather have my nuts
castrated than listen to another moment of her vitriol.


I don’t
respond though, because she’s aiming for a fight and if I do,
it will fuel the flames. I find it completely ironic, a little bit
sad, and a whole lot unfair that she was the one that cheated on me,
and yet she’s the one that gets to act all offended when our
marriage crumbled. My mom once told me it was her guilt causing her
to act that way, but I can’t believe that for a moment. The
only thing Marissa was guilt stricken about was that she got caught
and it ruined her swank lifestyle when I kicked her to the curb.


After several
seconds of silence, she sighs. “I need some money.”


“No,” I
tell her, because this isn’t the first time she’s asked.
The bitch tried to sneak in a boob job after telling me she needed
the money to send Gabe to an expensive summer camp last year.


“It’s
for Gabe,” she whines.


“Nice try,”
I tell her firmly, glancing back at the photo of Number 3498 on my
computer screen. Those intelligent eyes seem to be boring into me,
seeing deep inside to the tribulations I suffer under Marissa’s
antipathy.


“I want to
take him on a trip,” she says quickly. “An educational
trip.”


Okay, this may have
some merit. I take Gabe a lot of places because I want him to be
educated and well traveled. “Where?”


She pauses, silently
hemming and hawing, and my suspicion that she’s going to play
me goes on full-scale alert.


“Where?”
I ask again, this time with anger saturating my voice.


“The Galapagos
Islands,” she blurts out.


“You got to be
fucking kidding me?” I snarl at her.


“No, I’m
not fucking kidding you,” she snarls back. “They have a
lot of wildlife there for him to see… these huge tortoises.”


True enough. But
everyone that has ever heard of the Galapagos knows they’re
famous for those monstrous beasts.


“And let me
guess… you’re not going alone?”


“Well, no. I
would take Anthony with me. It’s not safe for Gabe and me to
travel halfway around the world on our own.”



Of course she would.
Anthony was her new, twenty-year-old boyfriend that I had the extreme
displeasure of meeting last weekend when I dropped Gabe off. He was
laying on her couch in a pair of boxer shorts with a beer in one hand
and the remote control in the other. Marissa smirked at me when she
saw me narrow my eyes at him. She’s just vain enough to think
I’m jealous, but I was pissed a half-naked jackass was in her
home when I was dropping my son off.


“What the
fuck?” I had leaned in and hissed at her. “Get your
fucking boyfriend dressed.”


She blinked at me
innocently and shrugged her shoulders. “Sorry about that. I
wasn’t sure what time you’d be by.”


Fucking bitch. I
dropped Gabe off every Sunday evening I had him at seven PM. She knew
exactly when I’d be there.


Focusing once more
on Number 3498’s beautiful eyes staring calmly at me from the
computer screen, I take a deep breath and let it out.


“One last
guess,” I say with sarcasm. “You have a luxury resort
probably already picked out.”


She misses the
sarcasm. “Why, yes I do. Would you like me to send you the link
so you could see it?”


I blow up. “No
I don’t want to fucking see it. I’m not paying for you
and your fuck toy to go on a vacation.”


“It’s an
educational trip,” she huffs into the phone, and I don’t
even have it in me to argue. I press the “end” button on
my phone, and blissful silence soothes me.


She calls back, of
course, but I ignore it. I’m assured that Gabe is fine, and
this was just another extortion call from her that I quickly shut
down.


Shutting my phone
off, I turn back to my computer and read Number 3498’s stats.
ONO lets you be as anonymous or open as you want. Number 3498’s
profile is skimpy, but then, so is mine. It just says she’s
originally from Nashville, has graduate education, and is only
interested in vanilla.


Which works for me.
I can take or leave the kink.


I look at her just a
moment more, and fuck yeah… her eyes are captivating me. I’m
going for it.


I click on the
button that says “Send a Message” and type, Tomorrow,
7PM, Sullivan’s on Upper East Side. Wear red and wait at the
bar for me? ~ Mike


I don’t even
hesitate before I hit “Send”. I’m not the type that
wants to enter into any frivolous discussion to see if we’re
compatible. She’s hot—I want to fuck her—end of
story. She either does or she doesn’t and if she doesn’t,
my wish list is stocked full of other women.


Picking the
deposition transcript up from my desk, I get back to work, telling
myself that I’m not allowed to leave until I finish reading it.
But I still can’t concentrate for shit, because now I’m
suddenly anxious to get a reply from Number 3498. I keep glancing at
my computer screen, waiting and waiting.


I play this stupid
game… read a few lines of testimony, look to the computer. I
keep on playing it over the next hour, and just as I’m about to
give up and log out of ONO’s website, a message pops up in my
inbox.


From her.


I can’t
believe how fucking giddy I feel… how my heart is racing.


I click on the
message and open it up.


It has just two
words.


Yes. ~ Stella


Nope. Can’t
help it. I pull my arm back in a fist pump of victory, and then push
back from my desk, my chair rolling a good three feet back until it
bumps into the plate-glass window that overlooks Manhattan. Raising
both arms up, I savor the feeling of this win.


I just know…
something different is going to happen with this woman tomorrow, and
I’ll be out of my rut for good.


My phone rings, and
my moment of sweet victory is over. I see it’s Lorraine
Cummings calling, and I answer it with a sigh. She’s an
attorney that has a decent caseload—mostly business law—but
she sucks donkey dick when it comes to her own business practices and
she’s getting ready to go under. I made an offer to buy her
firm out, and I assume she has an answer for me.


“Hello,
Lorraine. Have an answer for me?”


“I do,”
she says breathlessly. “Would you like to get together for
dinner to discuss it?”


“It’s
either a ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answer,” I tell
her, not unkindly, but not offering any room to argue.


“Of course,”
she says hastily. “I mean… yes, the answer is yes.”


“Good. Then
I’ll see you and your associate attorney… What did you
say her name was?”


“McKayla
Dawson.”


“That’s
right. See you both on Monday… eight AM sharp. And don’t
be late.”


“We won’t
be, and I just wanted to take this opportunity—”


“I’m
sorry, Lorraine… I have a meeting getting ready to start and
can’t chat. See you on Monday.”


I disconnect, not
feeling an ounce of remorse over the abrupt way I ended the
conversation. Lorraine Cummings is a pain in the ass, but she’s
going to be my pain in the ass starting Monday. In exchange for
buying her cases at a discounted price, I’ve agreed to take her
on as an employee, along with her associate attorney.


She approached Bill
and me a few weeks ago with an offer to sell her firm, which included
a nice asset load of several business litigation cases and one,
potentially big, personal injury case. That case was a little shaky,
and she didn’t know the exact details other than a brain injury
was involved, but that was enough to perk my ears up. The only caveat
was the case would only come with her associate attorney… this
McKayla Dawson she just mentioned. Frankly, I had forgotten about
that, but I wasn’t worried. I had plenty of work to do and
could keep her busy, and it would be a small price to pay to latch on
to a brain injury case. Worst-case scenario, I could keep her on here
at the firm until the case was concluded, and then cut her loose. I’d
give her a nice bonus, though, if the case settled well.


We made a fair offer
to buy Lorraine out, and she said she wanted to think about it for a
few days. She wasn’t fooling me… she wasn’t
thinking about it at all. She had decided to accept it the minute I
threw the number at her, but she wanted me to think she had other
options. She wanted to try and negotiate.



Thus the reason she
suggested dinner tonight. She wanted to make a counter offer, plus
she wanted to flirt some more with me to see if I’d take the
bait.


The answer to dinner
was an unequivocal “no”. She either accepted my offer or
didn’t, and I wasn’t going to miss a minute of sleep if
she didn’t. I also wasn’t going to be overly excited if
she did. It was just a way to continue growing my empire.



Just business.


It was also a “no”
because I didn’t have it in me to suffer her breathy sighs and
the way she would lick her lips when talking to me. She comes on way
too obvious, and yet really doesn’t have the guts to make a
move on me. I mean, if she would just walk up, palm my dick, and
massage me to life, I probably wouldn’t say no.



Who would? She’s
pretty hot, a little bit older, but attractive all the same.


But no… she
doesn’t have the metaphorical balls to do it, and I like my
women a little more strong in their base urges. I like a woman who
goes after what she wants.


Like Number 3498.
Her simple “yes” was the one answer I got tonight that
has me smiling.


It’s a
lecherous one, but I’m smiling all the same.


Tomorrow cannot get
here fast enough.





Chapter 3







I hit Sullivan’s
at six PM, a full hour before Stella is due to arrive. I
wanted to have a drink, relax, and think about what I could do to her
this evening. I also wanted to watch her walk in.



I can tell a lot by
the way a woman walks. The way she holds her head, her shoulders.
Does she look around the room or at the floor? Do her arms swing
naturally or does she hold them stiff at her sides?



Body language. I’ve
been reading it for years on jurors, and I do it with people all the
time. You can’t trust half of what comes out of people’s
lips anyway, so I rely a lot on evaluating their movements to get the
full story.


I order a Jameson
neat and sip at it while checking out the patrons. There’s a
dark-haired woman at the bar that makes eye contact with me. For a
moment, I think it might be Stella, because of her bold gaze,
but I immediately realize she’s not wearing red and it doesn’t
look like there’s much else upstairs to compete with it. I
don’t see the intelligence in those eyes that originally caught
my attention and immediately know it’s not Stella. I
don’t return the woman’s look and brush my gaze past her,
making sure I don’t make eye contact with her again.


At six thirty on the
dot, my breath catches as I watch her walk in. She wore red…
as I demanded, and I knew it would look fucking fantastic on her. The
dress is practically painted on to a slamming body with the hem just
hitting at mid-thigh and the low cut plumping her breasts up and over
the top. It’s sexy as sin, but not slutty. She has on fire
engine-red lipstick to match it, a color I hated on Marissa, but
Stella wears it very well.


I hope to have that
lipstick smudged all over my cock later tonight.


I take a sip of my
whiskey and watch her over the rim of the glass as she walks to the
bar. She holds her head high, her gaze roaming the room. Luckily, she
doesn’t look toward the corner where I’m seated, but she
makes eye contact with anyone that deigns to look back at her. Her
hips swing softly, but her shoulders are held back regally.



And those eyes…
pale green loveliness sparking electric… filled with
brilliance.


I peg her as a
banker or a financier.


Tilting my glass
back, I take the last swallow of Jameson and let it burn its way down
my throat. She orders something from the bartender as I stand from
the table and throw a twenty down. As I make my way over, I let my
eyes roam down the long expanse of leg she has exposed, capped off by
a pair of black heels that I wouldn’t mind being pressed into
my shoulders later… if she can get her legs up that high.


“I’ll
pay for that,” I say, just as the bartender sets a glass of
white wine in front of her.


Stella turns
slightly in her seat, her mouth poised open to say something. When
she sees me, her eyes go wide with surprise and her mouth closes. She
shamelessly runs her eyes down the length of me and when her gaze
comes back up, they shine appreciatively over what she sees.


Turning to the
bartender, I hand him my credit card and nod toward Stella’s
wine. “And I’ll take another Jameson neat.”


When I turn back to
Stella, her lips are pursed in amusement. I stick my hand out with a
genial smile. “Mike… Number 134 at your service.”


She laughs at my
introduction, and it sounds like the beauty of when you hear church
bells tolling. She places her palm in mine, and I swear, a frisson of
electricity courses through me from the contact. I can’t
fucking help myself because of the overwhelming need to touch her
skin with my lips. Pulling her hand up, I brush a light kiss over the
back and love how the smile slides off her face a bit.


She seems confused
for just a moment, and then her eyes fill with flirtation. “So,
what’s a guy like you doing in a place like this?”


Lame… so
lame, yet I can’t help but laugh. “I heard there was
going to be a stunningly ravishing woman at this bar tonight, and I
simply had to come out and try to win her.”


I know that was
equally as lame, but I’m enjoying whatever this is we’re
doing. This banter.


She giggles and
takes a sip of wine, which causes my gaze to go to her slender throat
as she swallows. My lips have plans to spend a lot of time there as
well.



“I heard about
this woman,” she says, setting her glass back down. Then she
leans toward me and whispers, “They say she’s kind of a
sure bet, so I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”


Fuck, she’s
funny. It’s been a long time since a woman made me laugh, and
that’s exactly what I do. Reaching out, I tuck a long lock of
her hair behind her ear, not because it needed it, but because I need
to touch her again. “I have to say, I’m beyond pleased
with our match. Your picture had me entranced, but it really didn’t
do you justice.”


“You did hear
the part where I said I was a sure bet, right? No need to spout
compliments. I’m sleeping with you tonight.” She’s
grinning at me, but I do sense a tiny bit of nervousness about her.
It might be the way her hands are gripping the edge of the bar, but I
don’t think Stella has much experience at this.



Good thing I have
enough for both of us.



“Yet, I felt
compelled to give it to you all the same,” I tell her smoothly.
“I’m the kind of man that sort of just speaks his mind.”


“I like that.
In fact,” she says as she leans in toward me again, her perfume
subtly teasing me. It’s spicy and bold… just like her.
“What exactly is on your mind tonight?”


Fuck. I could
probably get arrested in thirty-seven states for what is on my mind.
I bring my hand up and wrap it around the back of her head, my
fingers sliding through her silky hair. Pulling her closer to me, I
lean in and skim my lips along her jawline, straight toward her ear.



I hover there a
moment, and then ask, “You want to know what’s on my
mind?”


She shivers…
doesn’t even attempt to hide it, and it punches straight
through to my groin.



Leaning just a tad
further, I kiss her just below her ear, loving the way she trembles
again. Pulling back so my lips skim the outer shell, I tell her in a
quiet voice, “I’m trying to decide if I want to fuck you
in the elevator or wait until we get in the room. Then I’m
trying to figure out if I should fuck you missionary or from behind…
probably both, and only after I’ve gone down on you.”


She groans over
those words, but I don’t let up. “Then it’s always
open for debate whether I take you out on the balcony. It’s
been a fantasy of mine, you see, and I made sure to reserve a room
with a gorgeous view over Central Park tonight.”


Her breath floats
out of her mouth in a lovely sigh that smells of Pinot Grigio and
when I pull back, I see lust clouding her face.



Fuck finishing
our drinks, I think, as I wave the bartender over.


***



We take an escalator
up one floor to the lobby of the hotel over Sullivan’s. I had
already checked in when I arrived, and I keep my hand on the small of
Stella’s back as I lead her toward the elevator. She
walks with that same sexy confidence she exhibited earlier, and I
don’t fail to notice the way men’s heads turn to look at
her.



It fucking pisses me
off. She’s mine tonight, and I don’t like anyone but me
imagining how amazingly wonderful she’s going to feel
underneath my body.


I press the elevator
button, and we only wait a moment before one opens up. It’s
paneled with dark mahogany, brass railings, and sumptuous, dark green
carpeting. We step in, and I press the button for the top floor.
Knowing that we have a bit of a ride up and because I cannot wait a
minute more, I grasp Stella’s face with my hands and
kiss her.


Yes, kiss her. That
intimate thing that sometimes gives me the willies because it’s
too intimate.


Yes, I kiss her
deep, my tongue plunging in ruthlessly and swiping sensually around
her mouth, and it in no way freaks me out. It’s bold, carnal,
and immensely fucking intimate, and it only makes me crave more so I
back her up against the wall of the elevator, bringing one hand
between her legs. She gasps into my mouth, surprised that I truly may
be fucking her in the elevator as suggested just a bit ago. Her short
skirt rides up easily, and then my fingers are brushing up against
what feels like lace.


Wet lace.


That thought causes
me to groan and I ease my finger under the seam of her panties,
coming up right against her lush heat. There’s no room for
hesitation and I couldn’t stop myself if I tried, so I sink one
finger into her all the way up to my third knuckle, fucking loving
the way she gasps, starts moaning into my mouth, and then her legs
start to falter. I quickly move one of my own in between hers to help
hold her in place.


So fucking hot.


I know I don’t
have time to get her off before we reach our floor, which means I
certainly don’t have time to fuck her here, so I break the kiss
and roam my lips along her neck lightly, moving my finger in and out
of her leisurely but so very deeply. Her hips flex against me, trying
to demand more, but she’s just going to have to wait.


When the elevator
chimes indicate we’ve reached our floor, I pull my hand out of
her panties and pull her dress back into place in one move. Placing a
kiss lightly on her nose, I grin when she mumbles, “Thanks”.


Taking her by the
hand, I lead her down to the room where I’m itching to get her
naked. After walking in, I make a cursory glance out the window,
confirming the balcony over Central Park is there as requested. The
room is elegant, decorated in a slick, contemporary design with sage
greens and chocolate browns. A huge vase of white lilies sits on a
table by the door, and I throw the room key down next to it.


“Do you want
another drink?” I ask her, and I hope she says no. My dick is
aching to be inside of her.


She lowers her gaze
to the floor and shakes her head, for the first time not making eye
contact with me.


What the fuck? She’s
suddenly shy? I don’t fucking believe this woman has a shy bone
in her body.


I wait until she
looks back at me, and then I crook my finger at her with a sly smile…
silently commanding her to come. She doesn’t hesitate and
thankfully maintains eye contact with me as she walks my way,
stopping right in front of me.



Taking her hand, I
rub my thumb over her skin in a very uncharacteristic, but tender
move. “How often have you done this… used One Night
Only?”


Her cheeks turn
rosy, but she doesn’t look away. “This is my first time.”


Oh, baby.
Practically a virgin when it comes to this type of fucking. I don’t
know whether to be horrified at her inexperience or turned on by it.
My cock leaps at the thought, so I guess I’m turned on.


“Really? You
seem so confident… at least, downstairs you did. Now I’m
seeing it though… a touch of shyness.”


That I intend to
fuck right out of her.


“Don’t
worry,” she says, her voice sure and strong. “I’m
not getting cold feet. I’m going through with this.”


“Damn right,
you’re going through with it,” I growl, and then
internally wince. I hope that didn’t come off as sexually
predatory as it sounded in my head. Softening my voice, I say, “I
felt enough of your response in the elevator to know that. But don’t
worry… tonight—I’ll lead.”


Stella
surprises me when she steps back, but her eyes are challenging. She
reaches to the side of her dress and slowly drags her zipper down.
She watches it descend all the way, and then looks back at me. “You
can lead. But I’ll start.”


Fuck, fuck, fuck.
This woman could sexually torture me just with her words and
honey-sweet voice.



I look down to where
her hands are resting at the base of the zipper and murmur, “By
all means.”


And yeah…
fantasy porn all the way. She peels her dress off and it slithers to
the floor, leaving her standing before me with pale, smooth skin and
some tiny scraps of black lace. Her breasts are perfect… not
overly large, but full and pushing up over the cups of her bra. Her
stomach is flat, her ass nicely curved—but then again, I knew
that from the snug dress she had on. Her calf muscles are well toned
and flexed slightly because of the four-inch heels she’s still
wearing.


My cock… that
eight-inch piece of equipment that had been jumping and twitching
like an excited puppy now goes to full mast, pushing hard against my
zipper. Stella’s gaze drops to my crotch, and she eyes
it ardently.


“It’s
your turn to takeover,” she says with a soft smile, and I move
in close to her. I graze my knuckles over the swell of her breasts,
so very softly, but she purrs a little moan in the back of her throat
and closes her eyes.


“Standing up
or lying down?” I ask her and her eyes snap open, slamming
locked to mine. “Missionary or doggie style? Any preference?”


I don’t care
what she chooses because that’s just where we’re going to
start. We’ll get through all of it tonight, and I’m not
letting her out of here until I’m satisfied we’ve done
justice to every bit of it.


Stella’s
gaze is filled with heat and lust, and there is nothing sexier than a
horny woman who is ready to get it on. “I don’t care,”
she says saucily. “As long as there’s an orgasm
involved.”


I chuckle and then
sweep her up in my arms. She gasps in surprise but her arms wrap
around my neck, her fingers twirling in the back of my hair.



“I guarantee
you two… to start out with,” I promise her savagely,
just before I toss her on the bed.


Never have I
stripped so fast, not because I have any intention of fucking her
just yet. I have other plans first. No, I’m eager to have her
eyes on me.


When I’m
naked, I did just as I did the other night when I was standing at the
foot of the bed looking down at… what was her name? I forget.
But anyway, just as I did that night, I start stroking myself.


Last week, I did it
to make sure I was ready to go, because my boy needs to make sure he
stays interested.


Tonight, I do it
just because I’m so fucking turned on by this woman that I want
just a moment to feel something against my cock because I’m
going to be ignoring it for a bit. I have two orgasms to hand out to
Stella first, and my mouth is watering just thinking about it.


When I’m at
the point that I don’t think I can get any harder or any
larger, Stella swallows hard and says softly, “I hope that will
fit.”


There is mirth in
her voice, but there’s also a little hesitation. I’m a
pretty big guy, but I haven’t heard a word of complaint yet. I
grin down at her, “You’re funny. But no worries…
I’m going to have you so wet, I’ll slide right home.
Trust me.”


Stella’s
breath hitches, and I hear her mutter, “Oh, God.”


She can pray all she
wants right now, but I’m positive it’s going to be my
name being called out to the heavens when I’m finished with
her.





Chapter 4







“So, I know we
won’t share any personal information about ourselves with each
other,” she starts out, “but I think you look like a
banker. Yes. Mike the Banker.”


I laugh out loud,
clutching at my stomach. We were talking about an exhibit at the
Guggenheim when she hit me with her banker hypothesis. I’m
lying on my back next to her on the bed. She’s on her back as
well, our shoulders touching companionably, our hands curled around
bottles of water I just retrieved from the mini fridge as we stare
upward.



I just had the
motherload of all orgasms, so explosive I was on the verge of passing
out for a moment. Stella’s wrecked too… she had
four orgasms. Two while I ate her out… she tasted fucking
divine. I wanted to give her a third that way, but she begged me to
fuck her, so I did—my hand working between her legs while I
pounded inside of her. She came again with a hoarse cry, then I
flipped her over and took her from behind. Only after she came that
fourth time did I let go, and almost gave myself a coronary in the
process.


It was just that
fucking good.


And, there’s
no way I’m letting her out of this room anytime soon.



“It’s
funny,” I tell her after I take another sip of water and resume
staring at the ceiling. “I have you pegged as a banker. Stella
the Banker. I think that sounds right.”


“You’re
so wrong.” She giggles.


“But you’re
not going to tell me what you do for a living?” I ask as I turn
on my side to face her. She moves her gaze from the ceiling to me,
and her eyes are warm and filled with good nature.


“Nope. I’ll
just be Stella the Banker, to you.”


“Stella,
the unbelievably hot banker,” I amend as I reach a hand out and
circle a fingertip around one nipple.


“You make one
hot banker yourself,” she says with a soft pant.


Leaning over, I let
my tongue move along the same path, lightly circling the hard nub,
scraping my teeth over it. I pull it into my mouth and suck gently,
causing her hands to come up and wrap around my head, holding me
tight in place. Flexing my jaw, I pull her nipple in deep with a bit
of a harder suck and she bucks softly against me. I let it go and
intend on hitting the other one hard, but I make the mistake of
looking in her eyes.


They are full of
wanton desire, and so focused on me that my cock starts growing.


Impossible, I
think to myself, because given how hard I just orgasmed a bit ago, I
was almost positive I’d be out of action for another half hour
at least.


But it’s true.
Just from one sinful look and I’m ready to get going for round
two.


“Balcony,”
is all I say, pushing myself up off the bed. She sits up and I grab
her hand, pulling her along behind me. She doesn’t hesitate and
follows right behind me as I push the doors open. A light breeze
filters in but it’s still muggy outside, which is typical for
July. We’re on the twentieth floor, but we can still hear the
rumble of engines and the honking of horns below us on Madison
Avenue. The quiet darkness of Central Park stretches out beyond.


I walk up to the
edge of the balcony, which is made of stone and concrete, sitting
about three and a half feet high. I pull Stella in front of
me, stepping in close behind her and I rub my semi against her ass
cheeks until I start to get harder. Pushing my whole body into her, I
try to make her step right up against the concrete wall but I notice
she braces her hands on the edge, refusing to get closer.


“I’m
afraid of heights,” she whispers, and I immediately feel like
such a douche.


Stepping back, I
grab her elbow and try to pull her away. “Come on… let’s
go back inside.”


“No,”
she says, turning her back on me and facing the wall. “I’ll
keep my eyes closed.”


Yup… dick now
supremely hard, because I know how hot it can be to get fucked while
your eyes are closed. Having nothing but the sensation of sound and
touch to rely on. Her idea has merit, so I step back up to her and
push her up against the wall. I assume her eyes are closed but her
body is still tense, so I bring one arm around her shoulders, laying
a palm over one breast. I squeeze it, plump it, and test the weight
in my hand. I rub a thumbnail over her nipple, eliciting a soft sigh
from her.


Good, she’s
relaxing.


While still
massaging her breast, I bring my other hand around to work her clit.
Straight shot… right to her center. Her head slams back on my
shoulder, while my fingertips circle and rub against her. Every third
or fourth stroke, I plunge a finger in and work her clit with my
thumb. She’s so fucking responsive that it doesn’t take
much to get her body ready for me, and I can feel her start to
tremble all over.


I pinch at her
nipple and push two fingers inside, the slickness of her desire
making entrance easy. She groans, pumping her hips back and forth,
and I let her ride my hand for a bit. Slowly, I push my chest
forward, causing her to start bending over, never decreasing the pace
of my fingering.



“Keep your
eyes closed,” I remind her, removing my hand from her breast
and bringing it down to her hip.


When her chest
reaches the stone wall, I push her all the way down until her breasts
mash against the cool concrete and her ass is tipped upward at me.


Nice.


My fingers are in
deep and my thumb is working her hard. All that’s left to do is
line up and push my way in. But I wait… wait until I see her
trembling become a little fiercer and she sucks in a large gulp of
air. Her body tenses hard, and I know her orgasm is starting.



That’s when I
quickly remove my fingers, bracing my hands on her hips, and slam
forward. She takes me all the way in and fuck… I can feel her
spasming all around me as she comes with an almost pained cry.


Not going to last
long at all, so I start hitting it hard. I wanted to go slow out
here, relish the scenery, listen to the sounds of the city. But I
can’t. I’m chasing another orgasm… seeking one
greater than the last, because I know this woman is the one that can
give it to me. I just know it will be better than before.


My blood pulses hard
within my veins, sweat breaks out on my forehead, and all the muscles
in my lower back tense. Pressure bubbles and roils deep in my groin,
and I slam into her harder and harder. I listen to her carefully
though, as I don’t want to hurt her. She moans sweetly and once
she says, “God yes.”


God? No.


Matt Fucking
Connover? Yes.


I thrust in one more
time, my ass cheeks squeezing so hard I’m afraid I might get a
Charlie horse, and then I unload inside of her as I shout out to the
New York skyline, “Fuck yes!”


***



I take the last swig
of beer and drop the bottle on the floor beside my recliner. It
clanks against the other one laying there on the carpet. I’ve
been in this damn chair all day, having crashed here when I came home
this morning at dawn.


I have never fucked
so hard and for so long in my life, but it’s like we could not
get enough of each other. I was like the fucking Energizer Bunny and
just couldn’t stop. Even the last time… before we left…
I was bound and determined to go down on her and ring one more orgasm
out of that sweet body. She tried to push me off, told me she
couldn’t, and I growled back at her that she could.



Then I showed her
that she could.


It took thirty
minutes but fuck… she came hard. Even though I didn’t
have another orgasm left inside of me, getting her off one more time
left me a satisfied man.


My gaze lands on the
TV… on some baseball game I could care less about, but I’m
too lazy to lift the remote to point it at the TV to change it. I
swear… Stella may have broken me.


And yet… I
find myself thinking about her all day, getting the periodic hard-on
and wishing she were here right now so I could sink into her.


Fuckity-fuck. What
the fuck is wrong with me?


Rubbing my hands
over my face and then scraping my fingers across my scalp, I try to
bring some clarity to my brain. Why am I obsessing and still thinking
about a woman I will never see again? I mean, she was a great lay.


A really great lay.


Oh, who the fuck am
I kidding? She was the best lay I’ve ever had.


I don’t know
why. It’s not like I did anything with her that I haven’t
done with countless other women. She’s beautiful, but I’ve
fucked beautiful women before. She’s not even that adventurous,
preferring vanilla to kink. I think the dirtiest she got with me last
night was when I made her put her red lipstick back on before sucking
my cock a second time. But she just gamely raised one eyebrow at me
before pulling the lipstick tube out of her purse and slathering it
on that amazing mouth of hers.


Then she gave me a
blow job that made my eyes cross.


I think the thing
that probably hit me right in the belly… made my attraction to
her skyrocket into the stratosphere, was out on the balcony. She was
terrified of heights, but she stayed out there because she knew that
was a fantasy of mine. She closed her eyes, faced her fears, and let
me fuck her while I looked twenty stories down to the Manhattan
streets. She was a fucking champ.


All. Freaking.
Night.


All freaking night
we went at it, taking breaks to drink water, sometimes dozing while
we spooned, and once, ordering room service. While giving my dick a
chance to recover, we talked about our mutual interests, but we never
got anywhere close to divulging identifying information about
ourselves. Still… the conversation was light, easy, and she
made me laugh on more than one occasion. I found her wit to be razor
sharp, sarcastic, and completely self-deprecating. I ate that shit
up.


Somewhere between
the time we fucked in the shower, and when I went down on her the
last time, I started thinking about asking for her phone number. I
thought maybe we could get together again… maybe in a week or
so.



Or maybe the next
night.


Whatever.


I thought possibly I
could even take her to dinner. It’s not an unheard of concept
for me. I mean, I took Marissa out to dinner when we were dating, I’m
sure I remember how to do it.


But just as soon as
that thought entered my head, I banished it. Stomped it down good
into the dark recesses of my mind. Then I locked it up and threw away
the key.


Matt Fucking
Connover does not date.


He does not give.


He takes, and he may
reciprocate, but he has no room in his life for a woman.


No matter how great
a fuck she is.


So when dawn was
just around the corner, we silently got dressed, sometimes looking at
each other with a soft smile or a sly grin. I was exhausted, yet
exhilarated, and when I watched her hook her bra behind her back, I
thought briefly about pushing her back down on the bed. But I shook
my head, cleared my thoughts, and mentally started pushing Stella
out of my head.


We walked out of the
hotel together, and I hailed her a cab. When it pulled to the curb, I
gave her a soft kiss and said, “That may have been the best
night of my life. I shit you not.”


Yeah, I know…
not the most romantic stuff I’ve ever spouted out, but it was
truthful. I think it may have been the single best night of my life.


Pushing myself up
from my chair, I bend over and grab the empty beer bottles. Padding
into the kitchen, I put them in the recycle bin and open the fridge
for something to eat. Nothing looks appealing, mostly because a lot
of it’s covered with green fuzz, so I just pull another beer
out and twist the top off.


Stella the
hot banker is done. Over. Finished.


I tell myself to
forget about her, although I’ll allow myself to bring forth the
memories when I jerk off. That’s allowed.


Turning back to the
living room, I head for my recliner, content to spend the rest of the
evening there watching TV.





Chapter 5







“So then the
judge apologized to me for the misunderstanding, and we had a good
laugh about it. The entire courtroom was in stitches,” Lorraine
says as she giggles like a thirteen-year-old girl and reaches out
again to touch my arm lightly with her hand.


I see her opening
her mouth but all I hear is blah, blah, blah. She’s been
talking inanely for the last fifteen minutes, throwing in flirty
giggles and touches while we wait for her associate attorney, McKayla
Dawson, to show up.


I want to pull my
hair out.


Glancing at my
watch, I pin a hard stare at Lorraine. “Perhaps you should give
Miss Dawson a call to see where she is.”


I can’t abide
people being late, and Miss Dawson certainly isn’t off to a
good start with my firm this Monday morning. Add on to that, I’m
still cranky as hell, having not been able to shake the thought of
Stella from my mind. I keep thinking about contacting her through ONO
and see if we can get together again, and yeah… I know that
breaches my one-night rule, but fuck it.


She was too fucking
amazing to let her slip by without another taste, right?


Just as Lorraine is
reaching for her phone, the conference room doorknob turns and I wait
to get my first glance at the very late Miss Dawson. I put on my most
ferocious glare, so she knows I’m not happy to have been kept
waiting.


The door swings open
and I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut, then my dick
actually twitches and starts to get hard. Standing there with nervous
eyes, looking over at Lorraine, is Stella… The Hot Banker.



What the fuck is she
doing here? For a split second, I think that Stella must have stalked
me… followed me home after we parted ways Sunday morning, and
now, here she is, going all Fatal Attraction on me.



Fury rises up within
me, burning like boiling acid, even as my cock gets just a little
harder as I look at her standing there. I almost stand to confront
this stalker lunatic when I hear her say, “I’m so sorry
I’m late. I—the train was running late this morning.
Always seems to happen on a Monday.”


My jaw drops open as
I realize that this is McKayla Dawson… my newest attorney and
apparently not Stella, the Hot Banker.


She’s still
hot… beyond hot, wearing a slim, taupe skirt and a
champagne-colored, button-down shirt that is fitted to her body,
showcasing the lovely curve of her breasts without being
unprofessional. Four-inch taupe heels have her standing willowy and
tall, and fuck, I want her bad.


Lorraine is pissed.
“Then may I suggest you leave earlier on Mondays. McKayla…
this is your new boss, Matthew Connover.”


I snap my mouth shut
and school my features in an attempt to hide my anger, because even
though I’m assured she’s not a stalker, I’m still
pissed as hell that she’s here… in my firm… and
now apparently my employee. That little thought I had a few moments
ago to contact “Stella” through ONO just got shot down
quickly.


Stella… I
mean, McKayla, turns those green eyes my way and the minute she
recognizes me, I see the first jolt of shock go through her. I brace
myself, prepared for that moment when she says something damning
about our liaison this weekend, but she manages to pull off a cool
facade and gives me a fake smile of introduction. She’d make a
great litigator with that poker face she’s wearing right now.


I stand up from my
table and take a step toward her, holding my hand out. She takes it
and I’m not prepared for the sizzle of lustful electricity,
which courses through me when her skin touches mine. Releasing her
hand, I say, “Miss Dawson, it’s lovely to meet you.
Lorraine has told me a lot about you.”


“Pleased to
meet you, Mr. Connover,” she says, her voice slightly
quavering, so I know she’s just as shocked to see me as I am
her.



“Call me
Matt,” I say, and I know my voice is coming off cold as hell,
but I can’t help it. I’m still pissed she is standing
here as my employee, which means she will never be lying underneath
me again.


“You can call
me McKayla… or Mac,” she says, and I give her a short
nod of acknowledgement.


Taking my seat, I
hold my hand out to the one next to Lorraine, and Stella…
fuck, I mean, Mac, takes a seat and rests her forearms on the table,
sitting ramrod straight in her chair. She’s having as hard a
time as I am relaxing right now, and at least my cold demeanor can be
explained away as anger over her being late.


“Mac, this is
my partner, William Crown,” I say, pointing to the man sitting
to my right.


“It’s
Bill, actually. Nice to meet you,” he says genially.


Bill is a great guy.
We’ve been partners for almost ten years, and he’s about
fifteen years older than I am. He’s an excellent business law
attorney who became partners with me because he had money to invest
and didn’t want the headache of running a firm. We’ve
developed an easy friendship as well as a business relationship, and
I have to say, he’s about the closest thing I have to a real
friend nowadays. Not that we are super tight or anything, but we’ve
managed to make it ten years as partners without any major blowups or
fights.


When Mac’s
gaze returns to me after a nod of hello to Bill, I tell her, “I
wanted to have this meeting with you and Lorraine to welcome you to
Connover and Crown this morning. We’re excited to have you both
here.”


Mac’s left
eyebrow quirks up in skepticism because even though I just bid her
welcome to my firm, my voice is about as flat as a pancake. She’s
well aware that I am not happy to have her here.


Lorraine’s
hand sneaks out again and touches my arm, and I have to restrain
myself not to slap it. “Matt, I know I speak for both McKayla
and myself when I tell you we are just overjoyed to be part of your
team. You can count on us to get the job done.”


I pull my arm away
from Lorraine’s touch, and my gaze is hard. “Thank you
for that sentiment, Lorraine. I’m sure you’ll do just
fine here.”


“More than
just fine,” she titters, apparently not getting the fact she’s
irritating the fuck out of me.


I pick up the two
folders laying on the desk before me prepared by our human resources
department and hand them across the table. “Here are the
necessary forms you’ll need to fill out for human resources.
Lorraine, you’ll be direct reporting to Bill, and McKayla...
you’ll be reporting to me.”


Lorraine puts her
hand to her mouth and gives a tiny cough to get my attention. “I
thought McKayla would still report to me. I’m very familiar
with her work and have the necessary skills to manage her.”


I don’t even
spare her a glance as I stand up from my chair. “That’s
not how we do things here. Your expertise is in corporate work, which
falls squarely under Bill’s department. McKayla does
litigation, which is under my authority. But there will be a few
cases that you will work on together and, in those instances, you
will be her direct supervisor. Now, after you ladies fill those
papers out, I’ll have our head of resources, Krystal Anders,
come in, get you set up, and introduce you around.”


I don’t dare
take another peek at Mac because the more I look at her, the more I
want her. The more I want her and can’t have her, the angrier
I’m getting. I need some space from her so I can calm down. I
give a nod to Lorraine and head for the door.


“Excuse me,
Matt,” I hear Mac’s honeyed voice call out to me, and my
skin tingles from the sound. It makes me remember the sound of her
cries when she orgasmed. “I have a few questions I need
answered.”


Fuck!


I turn around and
glare at her. “I’m sure Miss Anders can answer whatever
questions you have.”


Before I can even
turn away, she says confidently, “Actually, I doubt she can.
This question is specifically for you.”


Okay, this woman is
no pushover. She’s certainly not intimidated by me, and I’m
wondering how much that has to do with the fact she made my knees
buckle when I came down her throat this weekend. Maybe she thinks she
has power over me.


Lorraine jumps into
the mix before I can even say anything. “I apologize, Matt. Our
little McKayla here doesn’t understand the etiquette of how a
high-powered firm works. I’m sure Miss Anders can help her
out.”


Mac’s chin
sticks out in determination as she turns back to Lorraine. Her voice
is saccharin, but her tone is hard. “And I’m sure Mr.
Connover needs to answer this question.”


Damn, she’s
fucking fascinating. I watch as Lorraine starts to stammer, her face
flushing red at Mac’s temerity to question her. She opens her
mouth and I have a sneaking suspicion she’s getting ready to
ream her ass, so I quickly say, “By all means… how can I
help you?”


Mac turns to me.
“Well, I’m assuming when you ‘acquired’
Lorraine’s firm, you took on all of her assets as well as her
debts?”


I nod at her.


“I’d
like to know if you intend to honor the firm’s debt to me of a
few missed paychecks I went without when we had some leaner times?”


Well, that’s
certainly interesting, and my eyebrows involuntarily shoot up in
surprise. I take a quick look at Lorraine, and her face goes even
redder.



“I’m so
sorry,” Lorraine says to me, not Mac. “I completely
forgot about that.”



Why she’s
apologizing to me when it was Mac’s paycheck she missed is
beyond me, but I’m guessing it has something to do with her
self-absorbed nature.



Holding my hand up
to Lorraine, who thankfully shuts up, I turn back to Mac. “While
your question was important, Miss Anders could have indeed handled
that. Regardless, I’ll ensure your past paychecks are caught up
before the end of the day. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a
meeting to attend. I’m sure Miss Anders can handle your other
questions.”


Lorraine tries to
apologize one more time, but I turn my back on her and head to the
door. Just as I reach it, I look over my shoulder at Mac. “McKayla…
let’s plan on meeting at 4:30 PM to go over your new duties in
the litigation department.”


I don’t even
wait for her to say anything, because what could she say other than
“yes”?


Back in my office, I
stew all day about her being here. About her being my fucking
employee. I had done a damn good job of spending Sunday afternoon and
evening purging her from my thoughts. I’d even gone as far as
to try and find fault with our fucking, telling myself it wasn’t
as great as I built it up in my mind. I had just been in a dry spell
so any sex would have been the best ever.


Every bit of those
idiotic thoughts flew out the window when she walked in, looking
glamorous and tough all at the same time, her satchel briefcase
casually draped over her shoulder. When the lust slammed through me,
I knew that I lied to myself the night before and that she had indeed
been the best night of my life.


And fuck, that
pissed me off even more, because I don’t like that shit in my
business. While I briefly contemplated what it would be like to see
her again, I never imagined it in this setting.



Absolutely
impossible. I cannot fuck an employee so I’m going to forget
this weekend and move forward.


By the time Mac
knocks on my door for our afternoon meeting, I have myself
absolutely, one-hundred percent convinced that I can put this past
weekend with Mac out of my mind and be able to work with her. I just
need to make sure she understands the boundaries.



I call for her to
come in, even though I’m finishing up a phone call on a case
I’m trying to settle. I point at one of the chairs opposite of
my desk for her to sit in. She does so and I hastily have to avert my
eyes while she crosses those long legs, pulling down on the hem of
her skirt past her knees. I don’t want to get caught blatantly
checking her out.


“No, we’re
not settling for that amount. Twenty-five is our bottom line. You
have until close of business tomorrow to decide and let me remind
you… I not only represent Mrs. Sanderson, but I also represent
each of her three children, and if you don’t pay the
twenty-five, then I’ll be filing Mrs. Sanderson’s suit
only. And after I’ve dragged your company through the
shit-storm that is our legal system for the next three years, I’ll
file the first child’s suit... and I’ll drag your ass
through the same shit-storm for the three years after that. Then the
next child’s, and then the next. I’ll have you tied up in
litigation long after you’re ready to retire from the practice
of law, and get this… I couldn’t give a fuck if I win
even one of those cases. The mere fact I’ll drown you in legal
expenses makes me go all tingly inside. So do yourself a favor, pay
the twenty-five and save yourself the heartburn.”


Just like that, my
opposing counsel crumbles and I hear with a heavy sigh, “Fine.
Twenty-five it is.”


“Very good. I
expect the check tomorrow by noon.”


I hang up the phone
and type a quick note into the client’s file, summarizing the
conversation. I need to call my client to tell him to the good news,
but I want to get Mac off my plate first.


When I finish my
note and turn away from my computer toward her, she says, “So…
sounds like you just settled a case for $25,000. Congrats.”


“Try
twenty-five million,” I say blandly.


Mac’s
beautifully fuckable lips purse into an “O,” and her eyes
go round with shock. “Excuse me?”


“Twenty-five
million.”


Mac regains her cool
though, and asks, “May I inquire as to what type of case?”


Standing from my
desk, I walk over to the mini-fridge built into one of my bookcases.
I pull out a bottle of water, holding one up for Mac, but she shakes
her head to decline.


“Train
accident,” I tell her as I walk back to my desk and sit down.
“Mrs. Sanderson and her kids were on a train. They were all
killed when a truck driver who was drunk off his ass got his rig
stuck on the tracks. Train couldn’t stop. Kids and mom died a
fiery death.”


“Oh,”
she says, her eyes swimming in sympathy. “That’s
terrible. But hey… you should be happy. What a settlement!”


“It was worth
more,” I tell her flatly, still a little burned up that we
settled for that amount.


“Then why
didn’t you settle for more? Seems like you had the upper hand.”


“Mrs.
Sanderson’s husband doesn’t want to go to court. At all.
He says he just doesn’t have it in him to relive the pain of
what happened. So he gave me the authority to take the one million
they were offering today and told me to make the case go away.”


“So you were
bluffing just then?”


“That I was,”
I confirm.


Before Mac can ask
any other questions about the case, I decide to lay it on the line.
“I’m not happy about you working here.”


Those green eyes of
hers go a shade paler and look to be tinged with frost. The coolness
of her voice matches her stare. “I gathered that by your icy
welcome this morning. I get that you’re mad about it. I guess I
just can’t figure out why?”


“You can’t
figure out why I’m mad?” I ask incredulously, and then
lower my voice to a growl. “How about because I had my tongue
between your legs two days ago, or the fact we both almost overdosed
on orgasms, or maybe it’s because I got a fucking hard-on the
minute you walked in that conference room door? Take your pick…
there are a variety of reasons why I’m mad.”


Yeah… didn’t
mean to admit my hard-on to her, but fuck… it pissed me off
the way my body reacted to her so violently. I expect Mac to be cowed
by my words, maybe to tremble or shed a tear.



Instead, she says,
“I’m not sure why this is a problem? We spent a night
together. It’s over. We forget about it, and we go on.”


It takes every bit
of strength I possess not to leap on her right then and there, push
her to the ground, pull her skirt up, rip her panties off, and fuck
that silly nonsense right out of her head. There’s no way I
could forget that night, and I’m pissed that she sure as hell
acts like she can.


So I retaliate. “I
don’t need this shit in my business. I don’t need you
walking around all doe-eyed at me, hoping for something more.”


Now, did I think Mac
would do something like that? Hell no.


Did I maybe
subconsciously hope she’d do that? I plead the Fifth.


“What?”
she practically shrieks at me. “What makes you think I’ll
be doing that?”


“I’m
just anticipating it. It’s a woman thing,” I tell her
with a shrug of my shoulders. I really don’t think that, but
her calm assuredness in the face of something that is really freaking
me out is pissing me off even more. It’s time to set her back
on her heels a little.


Mac, though, isn’t
going to wait around for that. She shoots out of her chair, leaning
over my desk and slapping her palms on the wood surface. “Listen,
you jackass,” she sneers at me. “I can conduct myself in
a businesslike manner, and yeah… you got me to scream a few
times the other night. But I can guarantee you—you’re not
the only man in New York that can accomplish that feat. I’m
certainly not in any danger of walking around all… What did
you call it? ‘Doe-eyed?’ I’m not even sure what the
fuck that is.”


Holy Christ, that’s
fucking hot. She stands there, eyes looking all wild and her chest
heaving with the exertion of her anger, and I want to bend her over
my desk and fuck her hard.



“One last
thing,” she says, and I blink my eyes to focus on her rather
than the porn I was inventing in my head. “I’ll do my
job, and I’ll do it well. But if you so much as try to fire me
or treat me any differently because of our little encounter, I’ll
sue you for discrimination faster than you can blink. Are we clear?”


She is absolutely
sexy as hell in all of her raging glory, but I don’t like to be
threatened so that causes me to lock my jaw and glare at her. Still,
I manage to give her what she wants. “Crystal clear.”


Mac doesn’t
say another word, just spins on her heel and marches out of the room.


Leaving me with my
eyes pinned to her ass and another hard-on between my legs.





Chapter 6







I love working on
Saturday. The office is usually completely empty of people, the
silence hangs thick in the air. I can work with abandon, not worrying
about getting interrupted a million times a day. Usually, I can
condense almost an entire week of work in a good, ten-hour Saturday
if I really concentrate.


Except, I can’t
concentrate for shit. A certain woman by the name of Mac Dawson is
haunting my thoughts. Has been all week, actually, but today, it’s
even worse because I know she’s down in her office working as
well on this beautiful Saturday.


I’m happy at
least that the week got progressively better, and Mac and I made
amends of sorts. I actually extended the olive branch a few days
after I called her “doe-eyed” and she threatened to sue
me.



I went to her office
and, after she invited me in, said, “Look… I want to
apologize for what I said the other day. I was more than a little
unsettled when you walked in, and it had nothing to do with that
bullshit about you being ‘doe-eyed’. In fact, I’m
not even sure what the hell that means myself.”


She just stared at
me impassively, and I think she was making me work for my
forgiveness. Still, I made sure she really understood my position.
“It’s important to me that my business stay business, and
my personal remain personal. Understand?”


“Totally,”
she agreed.


“I mean…
the other night, we were explosive,” I said.


“To the moon,”
she added on.


“And that has
no business in this office.”


“No place at
all.”


“No matter how
hot that experience was.”


“It’s
not even an issue.”


“So…
we’re in agreement?”


“I have no
clue,” she said with a smile, and I had to fight the urge not
to return it. “But if what you’re trying to say is that
what we had was amazing, but that it is over and done with, then I’m
in full agreement.”


“Then we can
put that in the past and never think about it again?” I asked
to make sure we were on the same page.


“It’s
already gone from my mind,” she said with a confident nod of
her head.


So apologies were
made and we agreed not to talk or think about it ever again.


But give me a
fucking break. We might not be talking about it but I know every
night this week I’ve gone home and jerked off, thinking about
that one night I had with her. I have to wonder if she was doing the
same or if she has seriously put it out of her mind.


I’ve thought a
lot about this fascination I have with her, and at first, I thought
it all boiled down to sex. Amazing, phenomenal sex. But the more I
reflect on my interactions with Mac this week, the more I realize
that I’m attracted to a whole lot more than just her body and
the way she can make me come. She intrigues me on so many other
levels.


During a meeting
this week with Lorraine and Mac, I saw firsthand how Lorraine tried
to bully Mac and how she tries to hold herself out as Mac’s
boss, which isn’t how things work around here. Lorraine is in a
different division, and I’m Mac’s immediate supervisor.
It was exhausting watching Lorraine try to jockey for some type of
position or hold over her, and I was relieved when I asked her to go
ahead and leave so I could talk to Mac about the Jackson case
she had brought with her to the firm.


When the door closed
behind Lorraine, I asked her, “Is she always like that?”


“Yeah,”
she said with an almost embarrassed admission.


“Well, if you
have any problems with her, just let me know.”


“Not going to
happen,” she said bluntly.


My eyebrows shot up.
“Excuse me?”


“I can handle
Lorraine on my own. I won’t be running to you if I have an
issue.”


I said nothing more
than, “Suit yourself,” but that right there garnered more
respect from me than anything she had done up to that point, and with
each passing day, she was becoming more and more intriguing to my
senses.


Mac brought me up to
speed on her Jackson case. It’s going to be a tough
fight to get justice for her client, who suffered a traumatic brain
injury. The other side claims Mr. Jackson was speeding when their
client, who was driving a tractor-trailer, turned left in front of
him causing a head on collision. They also claim Mr. Jackson didn’t
have his headlights on. Both of these issues are tough, but they can
be fought with the right expert witnesses. I told Mac that she would
need a biomechanical engineer and an accident reconstructionist to
get the job done.


Just before our
meeting wrapped up on the Jackson case, I told her, “You
know this case is a major uphill battle.”


“Yeah…
I sort of figured that out when seven other law firms turned it
down,” she said glumly.


“Then why did
you take it?”


Mac chewed on her
bottom lip, considering her answer for a moment. Then her eyes filled
with resolve and she said, “I just really liked Miranda and
Larry Jackson. I felt sorry for them, and they remind me of my
parents. Strong, hardworking… they didn’t deserve this,
and their life has been ruined because of it. I know those are stupid
reasons to take a case…” she had trailed off, seemingly
a bit embarrassed by her reasoning.


So, probably my
downfall ultimately will be due to the fact that Mac has a heart of
gold, which only amps up the attraction. I know I may come off as an
asshole more than ninety-five percent of the time, but the truth is,
I have a big heart too. I just don’t let women in it. No, all
of my heart is spent on just a few things… my family, which
includes my amazing mom and dad who live in eastern Pennsylvania, my
seven-year-old son, Gabe, and my law practice. And I’m not
talking about love for the business of law. I’m talking about
my love for the passion of law. I chose to devote my career to
helping people achieve justice. I’ve represented people from
all walks of life that have had horrific things happen to them. They
were then spit upon by an unfair system with no one to take up their
fight. That’s where I come in, and the only way you can
effectively do that is to really have love for your clients. For
their pain, their misery, and their despair.


I take it all on.
I’ve cried in private when the story is too tragic. I’ve
spent countless of hours and had many sleepless nights, making sure
I’m doing my best to protect them. When I win, I share in their
triumph. When I lose, I keenly feel their anguish, because it becomes
my anguish.


Mac is essentially
the same. She took an improbable case because her client didn’t
deserve what happened to him. Didn’t matter she would have a
huge fight… she wasn’t about to let the wrong go
unanswered.


And that right there
probably fated me to not be able to let her go from my mind.



Because she’s
me.



I recognize in her
the same qualities that fuel my passion for the law, and that right
there has her earning even more of my respect. That makes her all the
more sexy and desirable.


Yeah… I’m
not going to be able to let her go from my mind, but I’m still
resolved that I won’t have her again physically. I just can’t
go there since she’s my employee. Not to mention, I’m
still firmly against the whole concept of sleeping with just one
woman. It sort of defeats the whole “angry, loner,
I’ve-been-stomped-on-by-love” vibe I have going.


Not going to have
her physically again.


I’m resolved.


But surely, there’s
no harm in walking down to her office and seeing what she’s up
to on this fine Saturday. I mean… she may have a question
about the Jackson case or something.


I walk down to her
office and step inside her open door. She’s immersed in some
document she’s got in her hand, but she must sense I’m
there because she turns her head slightly and when she sees me, she
jerks in her chair.



Putting her hand on
her chest, she laughs, “Geez… you about gave me a heart
attack.”


I smile at her in
apology and walk all the way in, taking a seat opposite her desk.
“Sorry. I was walking by and saw you… thought I’d
say hello.”


She grins goofily
and waves her hand at me across the desk. “Hello.”


Okay, no helping the
fucking smile that comes to my face because… fuck, she’s
funny. “So… how are you settling in?”


“Good.
Everyone’s been really nice and helpful.” She holds up a
document and shakes it in the air. “I decided to figure out
what the hell a biomechanical engineer is… a little light
Saturday reading.”


“I have some
good articles for you to read. I’ll email them over to you.”


“Great,”
she says with a smile.


“How long have
you been here?”



She looks down at
her watch before bringing her gaze back to mine. “Oh…
only a little over seven hours. How about you?”


“A few hours.
I have depositions next week in Chicago in a complex litigation case
I have to get ready for.”


Mac lets out a huge,
pent-up breath and sinks back into her chair.



“What’s
with the long-suffering sigh?” I ask with my eyebrow cocked and
my head tilted.


“Nothing,”
she says, her voice sort of dejected while she messes around with
some papers on her desk, refusing to meet my eyes. “I just
can’t wait for the day when I can be a real litigator and
handle depositions, go to court hearings, and make arguments to a
jury.”


“That takes
time,” I reassure her. “But… how about you sit in
on these depositions with me next week, watch how they’re
handled, and I’ll have you handle some smaller ones for me
after that?”


Fuck, why I offered
that I have no clue. It would be absolutely idiotic of me to bring
Mac to out-of-state depositions with me. I need to rescind that offer
immediately.


Her head snaps up,
and she looks at me eagerly. “Really? I mean, you don’t
even know what type of lawyer I am.”


Okay, so the eager
look in her eyes is pulling on my heartstrings, and I swear, it has
nothing to do with the fact that ninety percent of the time, just
being near her is pulling on my dick.


“True enough.”
I agree with her assessment because I know diddly about her. “But
there’s only one way to find out.”


Mac leans forward in
her chair, and I practically groan because her full breasts sway
against the tight t-shirt she’s wearing. “Thank you, Mr.
Connover… I mean, Matt. Or Mr. Connover if that works for you.
But just… thank you!”


Well, hell…
the “Mr. Connover” just threw a bucket of cold water on
my cock and made me cranky. “It’s just Matt, okay? God
knows I know you well enough for us to be on a first-name basis.”


Mac’s eyes go
wide since I’m blatantly mentioning our intimate time
together—even after I specifically told her that we needed to
forget it.



I stand from the
chair and head to the door, changing the subject quickly. “Have
you hired an accident reconstructionist on the speed issue in the
Jackson case?”


“No. I wasn’t
sure where to start with that.”


Glancing at my
watch, I decide I can give her a few more minutes. I walk back and
stand near her desk. “I have to get back to work but show me
the accident report really quick, and I’ll direct you where to
go.”


Mac scrambles up
from her chair and rounds her desk. She needs to scoot in between her
desk and me to get to the bookcase that houses several binders. She
murmurs ‘excuse me’ as she tries to slide by me, but her
butt grazes up against my crotch. It’s hardly a touch at all…
almost as light as a breeze, but I fucking feel it straight through
to my toes, causing me to hiss under my breath.


Mac quickly steps
away and spins around to look at me with fearful eyes. “I’m
sorry. I didn’t mean to do that.”


The apology is way
too late because lust courses through my bloodstream, causing my cock
to swell and my anger to rise that I react so quickly to just the
tiniest of touches. My eyes close tight, and my hands curl into
fists. My heart is racing and although I know she didn’t mean
to do it, it enraged me all the same.


I open my eyes
slowly and fuck… she looks turned on and scared all at the
same time.



No power over my
legs as they move one step closer to her. My voice is almost
unrecognizable and comes out in a snarl. “I thought I could
work in close proximity to you and be able to keep my hands to
myself. Guess I was fucking lying to myself.”


I wait to see if she
bolts or at the very least talks some rational sense into me. She
swallows hard and says, “I think—”


Nope. That sounds
way too much like some rational words are getting ready to come out
of that beautiful mouth. I cut her off by lunging at her, running one
arm across the shit on her desk and sending it crashing to the floor,
the other arm hooking around her waist. I briefly consider that
someone else may be in the office, hear the noise, and come to
investigate.


I couldn’t
give a fuck at this point.


I bend her backward
over her desk and say, “Don’t say a fucking word,
McKayla. Just don’t.”


Taking her face in
my hands, I kiss her. I can’t go slowly. I can’t give her
sweet. I can only give her hard and molten right now, but she eats it
up. The kiss is fucking incendiary… off the fucking charts
hot. I grind my pelvis into hers, and she moans. She palms my cock
through my jeans, and I groan. I reciprocate by squeezing her breast.


All great, but not
enough. It will only be enough if I can fuck her, but a moment of
doubt sizzles through me. This is wrong on so many levels.


Pulling away from
her lips, I curse, “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.”


Her eyes are wide,
unsure… still filled with desire. She’s not making it
easy on me to do the right thing.


“We don’t
have to—” she says, but my growl has her snapping her
mouth shut. She was getting ready to bring reason into the mix again,
and even though my conscience is telling me to listen up, it was
apparently my dick that issued the growl that has her shutting up.


Um… yeah,
okay. I’m going to listen to my dick.



Now, how do I want
her?


Naked first.


I stand up and
quickly take off her clothes, not taking any time to appreciate her
surprised gasp. I push her so she’s splayed out across her
desk. Her raven hair is fanned out and her green eyes sparkling. Her
skin is so soft and I want to start there, but I really don’t
have time. We’re in my law firm… my place of business. I
need to get this done fast… get her out of my system really,
and then be done with it.


My brain tells me to
just pull my dick out and slam it home.


But my mouth waters
with the thought of sinking my tongue into her first. Yeah…
time is short, but there’s still enough to get her off.
Remembering her cries of pleasure last weekend are like foreplay to
me, so I’m going down.


Way down.


I pull her to the
edge of the desk and throw her legs over my shoulders. I know my way
around this part of a woman’s body—it’s my
specialty so to speak. I don’t do a sweet seduction, but use my
fingers to assuredly spread her apart and push my face into her. I’m
rewarded with a very unladylike grunt from Mac.


God, she smells so
good. Tastes so good. I’m absolutely drowning in her, yet I
don’t ever want to come up for air. I give her the Matt
Connover Special and hit her hard and fast. Not because I’m in
rush to get my rocks off, but because I need to her hear cry out in
pleasure again. I need to compare it to the other night, and make
sure she’s still on board with me here. That she’s fully
in.


Every once in a
while, I pull my mouth away and say something extremely filthy to
her.



I could suck on
you all night.


I want you to
come hard for me, baby.


Fuck, you taste
divine.


She responds by
moaning, then grabbing my hair and pushing my face harder into her
pussy as she grinds it against me.


I didn’t look
at my watch when I started, but I doubt it takes me two minutes and
then her entire body is quaking hard as she starts to come. Her legs
clamp around my head so tight that my ears are ringing, but I keep my
tongue going until I can wrench out every bit of pleasure possible.


And then some.


Yeah, when she
shouts out—quite loud I will say—it’s sweet music
to my ears. She loved the hell out of that but then again, so did I.


I pull away and
stand up, dragging the back of my hand over my mouth to dry it off a
bit. Mac is destroyed… her legs splayed apart, her chest
heaving, her skin red from the chest up, which is a sure sign she had
a Richter explosion. Damn… that is about the sexiest thing
I’ve ever seen, and I’m pretty confident there’s a
good chance I’m going to explode the minute I get inside of
her.


So I bite down hard
on the inside of my cheek, and focus on the pain while I unzip my
pants to free my cock. I line up, slam in, and then bite down harder
on my cheek until I swear I can taste blood. After a few moments, I
think I have it under control, at least to where I can last more than
a minute, and I start moving inside of her.


Need my mouth on
hers… need that tongue against mine.


“Need to kiss
you,” I groan after thrusting hard into her and put my lips
against hers.


“Yes,”
she pants into my mouth.


“So fucking
sexy,” I murmur in between kisses. Oh my God. She is so
fucking sexy.


“You feel so
good,” she moans.


“Could do this
all day… all night.”


“Word,”
she sings out, and I blink at her.



Once.



Twice.



Did she just say
“word”?


I quickly put my
face down into the crook of her neck so I don’t start laughing.
Not the kill-a-hard-on type of laugh, because I’m still hard as
a rock… close to letting loose, so starting to swell a little
bigger. But the kind of laugh that is utter amusement, and it’s
a foreign feeling to me. In general, in particular.


I don’t laugh
a lot.


I never laugh during
sex.


But damn if she
didn’t just hit my funny bone, while I’m trying to fuck
her into a coma.


I find it stupidly
charming.


Time bleeds nowhere,
and I let myself get sucked into the warm cocoon of her body while I
push in and out of her sweet heat. This could become addicting, which
is a thought that terrifies me. But what if I could have her all the
time? Why would I ever want to give this up?


I can feel Mac
starting to tremble under me again, and I let loose a little bit
faster. My orgasm starts racing up my spine, and fuck… we
reach that perfect nirvana together, our bodies both stiffening in
pleasure, and then shaking in ecstasy. I have the sudden and
frivolous urge to whisper her name in reverence, but I keep my lips
sealed tight. That would just be ludicrous.


We lay like that…
me on top of her on top of her desk, for a few minutes. We don’t
say a word.


When my heartbeat
finally gets back under control, I ease out of her and hold a hand
out so I can pull her up. She gingerly slides off the desk and looks
at my semen dripping down the inside of her legs. The sight of it is
erotic and makes me want to beat my hands on my chest for some
reason.


I reach for a box of
tissues I threw down to the floor and take several out. Squatting
down, I gently wipe the evidence of our lust from her legs, while one
of her hands softly rests on my shoulder. It’s an intimate move
on my part, and not something I’ve ever done for a woman
before.


It makes me feel
uneasy, so I stand back up and hastily throw the tissues in the
garbage.


Stuffing myself back
in my jeans, I zip up as I watch her. She stands there naked, the
faint blush of orgasm still marking her chest and neck, her hair
tangled and wild. She looks so fucking beautiful that my heart
squeezes painfully.


Painfully because I
can’t have her. I’m her boss. More importantly, I am not
monogamous. Made a pact to myself on the day my divorce became final
that I wasn’t ever going to commit to anyone again.


“This was
wrong, McKayla,” I tell her quietly, but she hears the
conviction in my voice. “It was my fault, and I won’t let
it happen again.”


I turn around and
head for the door, needing to put physical distance between us.


Mac grabs my wrist.
“Wait a minute. I don’t understand.”


Turning on her, I
stare at her hold on my wrist and she lets go.



“What’s
to understand?” I ask her with frustration. “This is
wrong… I’m your boss.”


“It’s
only wrong if the sex influences how you treat me,” she says
reasonably.


“And what if I
treat you like shit because it makes me angry to have this attraction
to you? What if I give you the shittiest cases, and I mock you in
front of your colleagues?”


She shoots me a huge
grin, her eyes lighting up, and she has not a moment of embarrassment
that she’s stark-ass naked. “Then I’ll sue you for
sexual harassment.”


Not fucking funny
and reiterates why this was such a bad idea. Taking a step toward
her, vibrating with anger, I tell her, “I’d chew you up
and spit you out, little girl. You’d never be a match for me in
court.”


Taking a step back,
I run my hand through my hair. “Besides, you just proved my
point. This is sexual harassment at its finest. I’d be stupid
to let this carry on.”


“Matt…
I would never hold something like that over your head, and you’ll
have to trust me on that. I bet we could make this work. I’m
sure once you got to know me better—”


Narrowing my eyes, I
hold up my hand to cut her off. “See, that’s just it,
McKayla. I don’t want to get to know you. This was a fuck…
pure and simple. I’m not looking for anything more than that.
But it’s out of my system now, and I’d appreciate it if
we could just forget this happened.”


“Ouch,”
she says quietly, and I feel like a douche because I know that hurt.


“I think with
my dick, McKayla… not with my heart. It serves me well.”


“Well, I have
to say your dick is the most pleasant thing about you,” she
says sarcastically in a honey-coated voice, and I have to bite down
on my cheek again not to laugh.



I’m pissed at
this whole situation, but she makes me want to laugh. That’s
fucked up.


McKayla sighs with
resolve. “I understand, and you’re right. This has
disaster written all over it. I’ll let it go.”


“I’m
really sorry, McKayla,” I tell her and deep down inside,
something squeezes in regret. I choose to ignore it.


“Sure. Another
place, another time, we’d have been perfect for each other,
right?”


This causes the
regretful pain to become more focused… exquisite. I don’t
like that feeling at all. It reminds me of hurts that I’ve felt
before, and I’m through experiencing that shit.



I need to push her
away.


Far, far away.


“Wrong,”
I tell her firmly. “I don’t do relationships, and you
deserve more than that. It would only ever be a fuck. In fact, I’ll
be hitting up One Night Only soon.”





Chapter 7







“I don’t
have any further questions. Thank you, Mr. Lancaster, for your time.”
Turning to the court reporter, I add, “We’re off the
record.”


I push back from the
huge conference room table that could probably seat fifty people. We
are in a massive steel and glass tower that dwarfs many of the other
buildings in downtown Chicago, and I take a moment to appreciate the
surrounding cityscape as I look out the window and to the setting
sun.


That was the fifth
deposition, and while they went about as well as could be expected, I
am utterly exhausted. It was a mistake to bring Mac. I know I
promised her she could come, but it’s stressful trying to
concentrate on this case and stop my mind from constantly thinking
about her.


I was a massive ball
of nerves yesterday when we flew out of JFK. I had been sitting
there, waiting for Mac before our flight began to board, trying to
read the newspaper. I say “trying” because I couldn’t
concentrate. Looking at my watch every five minutes, scanning the
crowd… waiting for that first glimpse of her.



And then there she
was, and my heart slammed hard against my chest wall in response. She
had her hair down in soft waves, hanging over her breasts. She was
wearing a classic black suit with a French-blue, man-styled shirt
underneath. Her skirt was tasteful in length, hitting at her knee,
but her heels were sky high and gave enough sexy glamour that I
didn’t fail to notice every other man in a thirty-foot vicinity
checking her out.


The fact that she
was so beautiful it almost hurt to look at her, and that other men
were looking at her too, put me in a pissy mood right off the bat.


So, when she sat
down beside me and her skirt rode up a few inches, causing my eyes to
involuntarily check out her exposed skin, which, in turn, made my
fingers itch to touch her, I was not in a good mood. She cordially
asked how my weekend was, and I laced so much innuendo in my answer
that she knew what I meant.


“I had an
amazing weekend. One of the best ever.”



I saw it in her eyes
the minute I released those words. She took it as truth that I had a
One Night Only date, and she was hurt.



And that bothered
me, which pissed me off even more.


I wasn’t sure
what I expected her to do. Turn away in a huff, start crying, slap
me?


She didn’t do
any of that. Instead, she narrowed her eyes at me and gave me back a
swift metaphorical punch to my nuts. “What a coincidence. Me
too. Gotta love that One Night Only.”


Remember when I
wanted to leap on her the other day, push her to the floor, and fuck
the silliness out of her? Yeah, well, I wanted to do that again.
Except this time, I wanted to fuck the truth out of her. Did she
really sleep with someone else this weekend? The thought had my blood
boiling and fuck if that was not a bit of nausea I felt rising as
well.


But being a man, and
seeing as how men are probably at least ten years emotionally less
mature than women at most times, I replied, “Definitely love
it. Although, they should rename it Two Nights Only. It was
that good of a weekend.”


Mac stared at me
blankly for a moment, and then I saw it as clear as day. Hurt
filtered back into those gorgeous green eyes. Yeah, I just hurt her
again with that comment, but a bolt of joy coursed through me.


If I hurt her with
the belief I was truly with someone this weekend, then there was no
way she went back to ONO. No fucking way. Mac wasn’t the type
to give it up to two men. She had monogamy written all over that
beautiful face.


The flight was
awkward, sitting beside her. Smelling her shampoo, listening to the
way she breathed. I felt almost claustrophobic. When we touched down
in Chicago, I couldn’t get off the plane fast enough.


Luckily, the rest of
the day was spent with my mind engaged on the depositions. By the
congratulatory slaps on my back just now from my co-counsel, it’s
confirmed that today was a win for us. I got some stunning
information out of these witnesses that would immensely bolster our
case. I don’t expect tomorrow will be as easy, now that the
defense attorneys got a gander at me. No, they’ll stay up all
night preparing tomorrow’s witnesses so they can withstand my
brutal charm.



Well, it’s
really a subversive assault to mine secretive information, but I do
it with a hell of a lot of charm so it’s not clear I’m
taking advantage of them.


I look over at Mac
and she’s flipping through what I believe is her fourth yellow
pad of notes she has taken. She did an impressive job today, taking
such copious but detailed notes that she allowed me to fully
concentrate on the conversation I was having. I say conversation,
because a truly effective lawyer has a two-way engagement of words
with the deponent. Depositions are not to attack and not to belittle.
They are to gather information… and the best way to do that is
to really listen to what the other person is saying. Yes, I ask the
question, but it’s a big, open-ended question, and all I really
need to do is sit back and just listen. Choose those things that
interest me, and follow up.



See, it’s just
a simple conversation. Just because a court reporter is taking
everything down word for word, who will later type a transcript I
will have, and will later use to slap the witness stupid on the stand
when they lie to me… well, that’s just their problem
they trusted me with their dirty laundry in the first place.


“You did a
good job,” I tell Mac, and she looks at me in surprise. It’s
probably five of a total of ten words I’ve said to her since we
started. She just smiles at me and gives me a quiet “thank you”
in return.


I stand up from the
table and make small talk with my other counsel. There are a total of
five plaintiffs in this lawsuit and one lawyer from each victim is in
attendance. I’ve been appointed lead counsel, which means I’m
the only one asking questions today, while the other lawyers sit
around and look pretty. Well, of course, Mac looks pretty—stunning
really—but she was hard at work right alongside me. I don’t
know how many times I had to take a break to go over her notes so I
could make sure I heard something right. She really has been
invaluable.


We all decide to
head back to the hotel, which is just a few blocks away, and have
dinner there. I’m all prepared for tomorrow’s round so
I’m looking forward to a good meal, a few drinks, and an early
night to bed. I haven’t been sleeping well for some reason.


Well, one reason.


***



Dinner is a fiasco.
There are six of us, with Mac being the only female sitting around a
table of egotistical, testosterone driven lawyers liquored up and
riding high on a victory today. Some of them try to include her in
the conversation and, while she’s talking to someone, the
others will stare at her breasts.


Can’t say as I
blame them. She changed into a dark blue dress that wraps around and
fits her form perfectly. It’s cut tastefully low, showing a
good bit of smooth skin at her chest but not revealing much more than
a shadow of her cleavage. It’s sexier than seeing part of her
boobs, wondering what’s underneath there.


And every guy, with
the exception of me, is wondering.



I already know.


One guy in
particular, Brian Summers from Houston, has been out-drinking
everyone at the table and is openly leering across it at her. She
knows it… caught him on more than one occasion, and he has
enough alcohol in him that he doesn’t even know he should be
embarrassed. But Mac is handling all of it like a pro. I’ve
seen many women lawyers carry around a big chip on their shoulders
because they don’t know how to compete in, what has
traditionally been, a man’s world.


So they either
become quivering balls of nervous tension that fly apart at the
slightest bit of provocation, or they walk around pretending to sport
big, brass balls underneath their skirts.


Not Mac though.
She’s thoughtful in her words, playing into the male ego
without overtly utilizing her feminine charms. Every fucking word out
of her mouth is professional and brilliant, and even though those men
are checking her out as a woman, they admire her professionally.



Except for Brian who
is too drunk to do anything but ogle her.


Bastard.


And speaking of her
professional and brilliant mouth, I’d love to have it wrapped
around my cock again.


Shaking my head, I
take another sip of my whiskey. I have got to stop thinking about her
like that. They say the average man thinks about sex at least every
seven seconds. I think that’s an exaggeration, but damn if I
don’t think about McKayla at least that often. May not have sex
involved, but I think about her way too much.


When dinner is over,
we all head to the bar for a “nightcap”. I don’t
particularly want one, and these boors are starting to get on my
nerves. McKayla, however, gladly accepts and heads to the bar for
another glass of wine. I stand there, with only my second whiskey of
the night I’ve been nursing, and talk to one of my colleagues,
David Mills. He’s an older attorney from Los Angeles and we’ve
had several cases together in the past. Out of the entire group, he’s
about the only one I can really stand, and that’s only because
he’s old enough that his ego has mellowed somewhat.


“You did a
really fine job today,” David says and clinks his glass against
mine. “I’m thinking that this case won’t even make
it to the courtroom.”


I nod absently at
him, because my attention right now is focused on Brian approaching
Mac at the bar. I tense up when I see him stumble into her, knocking
a big wave of her wine out of her glass and onto her lap. She’s
pissed but remains calm, blotting the liquid with a napkin. She says
something to him and, by the look on her face, it’s not very
nice. By the drunk look on his, I can tell he doesn’t
understand that she’s pissed.


“What do you
think about asking for a voluntary mediation among the parties?”
David asks me, and I slide a glance toward him… my face rather
blank because, while I heard him, while I understood him, my mind is
focused more on Brian putting drunk moves on Mac.


“Yeah…
maybe,” I say before turning my attention back to the bar.


They exchange some
more words, and his gaze is practically glued to her breasts. She
says something that causes his gaze to finally lift to her eyes, and
he replies with something that pisses her off. My neck starts aching
with the tension I’m holding, and I hand my glass to David. “If
you’ll excuse me for a moment.”


I start walking
toward Mac because I don’t like what’s going down. I’m
not five feet from her when she stands up from her seat and tries to
push past Brian. Fury rages through me when I see him reach out and
actually grab her breast. Fury at him for touching her and fury at
myself that I’m not there yet to stop him.


Mac knocks his hand
away, and he reaches back for her. I’m two feet from her when I
see her cock her arm back, intent on hitting him.


But then I’m
there and I have him by the shoulder, slinging him away from Mac with
such force, he crashes into an empty table, slides over the top of
it, and tumbles to the floor on the opposite side. I don’t even
wait for him to make contact with the floor before I’m
following his trajectory. When I round the table, he’s lying on
his back, blinking up at me in confusion. The other lawyers in the
group all just stand around, looking at us with shock over my violent
explosion, because they probably weren’t aware of what Brian
had just been doing.


I pull him up by the
lapels of his jacket and haul him in close to my face. My voice is
filled with rage when I say, “It will do me no good to beat
your ass or tell you how reprehensible your conduct is, because you
won’t remember it in the morning. Rest assured… I’ll
be by your hotel room first thing in the morning, and then I’ll
decide which part of me you’ll get.”


Brian blinks at me
continually, having no clue what he did or what I’m saying
because he’s too shit-faced.


Disgusted, I push
him away from me and he goes stumbling backward. Luckily, two of the
lawyers in our group catch him to hold him upright. I don’t
spare him another glance but turn to leave the bar.



Stalking past Mac, I
don’t even look at her. I just growl, “Let’s go.”


In the elevator, I
am fuming. My heart is thundering, my skin is itching, and my
breathing is shallow. I wanted to punch Brian so badly, but common
sense prevailed. Looking down at my hands, I notice they have a
slight shake going on so I shove them in my pockets and lean back
against the wall and close my eyes.


“I’m
sorry,” Mac says softly.


My eyes snap open in
surprise and pin her in place. “For what?”


“I don’t
know,” she says in a small voice. “I thought you were
pissed at me.”


“Mac…
you have nothing to be sorry for. That pig was drunk and
inappropriate with you. He’s lucky I didn’t kill him.”


“Well, that’s
a little overboard,” she says with a laugh. “I’m
sure he got the message how very wrong it was.”


“No,” I
snap, my voice icy. “He didn’t get the message. But he
will tomorrow morning when I pay him a visit.”


“What will you
do?”


“He’s
off the case. I’m sending him packing.”


“What?”
she practically yells. “You can’t do that. He was just
drunk.”


No, he was way
more than drunk. He fucking touched what was mine.


I push away from the
wall and, in one large stride, I’m standing nose to nose with
her, vibrating with jealous rage. “He had his fucking hands on
your breast, Mac.”


“So what if he
was touching me?” she whispers as she looks up at me, her eyes
soft and knowing.



She knows.



She knows that I’m
fucking jealous as hell, and I don’t give a shit.


Placing one hand on
the wall by her head and leaning down so my lips are just a breath
away from hers, I tell her, “Because it should be my hands that
are on your body… only mine.”


Mac lets out a
wistful sigh, and it makes my stomach clench hard. She wants me, the
way I want her, and I doubt she’d try to talk sense in to me
tonight if I make a move.


And right now,
coming off rage and jealousy coursing through my body over a woman
that I want but shouldn’t have, I don’t know that I have
the ability to say no to her. Of course, I’m not the type to
wait for her to offer. I’m the type that will just take, and I
think that’s exactly what I’ll do.


At least for
tonight.


The elevator door
chimes, and we stare at each other just a moment more. When the doors
slide open, I grab her hand and lead her out. I walk down the hall,
my strides long, and she’s at a half jog to keep up with me as
I lead her to her room. When we get there, I merely grab her purse
out of her hands and dig around inside until I find the room key. Mac
doesn’t say a word, but I can hear her breathing unevenly.


I slide the keycard
in and push the door open. Grabbing Mac by the elbow, I push her
inside.



Propel her past the
bathroom.



Push her into the
middle of the room and throw her purse to the floor.


When she turns to
look at me, I know my eyes reflect the same exact thing I see in
hers.


Starvation.


No more than a few
seconds pass, not a word is spoken.


Then we launch
ourselves at each other.


My hands dive into
that glorious hair, and my mouth comes down hard on hers. I kiss her
so deeply that I may have hit a tonsil.



When I pull back, I
grumble against her lips, “Fuck, I can’t believe I’m
doing this again.”





Chapter 8







We kiss so hard that
we’ll remember it twenty years from now. Like two ravenous
fools and the only sustenance resides in the other person’s
mouth. It’s rough, teeth clashing, biting, nipping, but we
don’t stop.



No way are we going
to stop.


Mac’s hands,
which had previously been clasped behind my neck, unlatch and snake
down to my chest. I can feel the heat of her skin through my shirt,
and as I suck hard on her lower lip, she flexes her fingertips into
my pecs and I feel the sting of nails.


She emits a rumbling
sound of need, and her hands go to the edges of my shirt. Gripping
tightly, she yanks hard, trying to rip my shirt down the middle in a
passionate display of wantonness. Unfortunately, the buttons hold
strong and her hands go flying outward, clutching desperately at
nothing but the air around us.



Poor Mac. 



She has such a
flummoxed look on her face, standing there with her arms wide and her
fingers flexing open and closed, that I can’t help it. I bend
over and start laughing, with my eyes squeezed shut. I keep them shut
because if I look at her, standing there with her empty hands out to
her side and that confused look on her face, I might fucking wet my
pants.


Okay, I’m
going to look at her and yup… she’s totally fucking
bewildered, and I laugh even harder, having to prop a hand on the
dresser so I don’t fall over. “That was probably the
funniest thing I’ve ever seen,” I wheeze.


Her eyes narrow and
her lips flatten into a grim line. “Is your shirt like made of
steel or something?”


I blink at her,
letting what she said sink in, and then I start laughing all over
again… hysterically. I can’t stop, and it feels fucking
awesome. For someone that doesn’t laugh… like hardly
ever, it feels liberating.



Cleansing.


Dare I say, healing?


Gasping for air, I
look back up at her and she’s pissed. Her arms are crossed over
her chest, and she’s tapping her foot on the carpet.


I try to put on a
straight face, chuckle a few more times, maybe snort once, and then
hold my hands out in a gesture of surrender. “I’m sorry…
but that was funny.”


I then give her my
most charming grin. The one I know will bring out my dimples, which
I’ve been told women are powerless to resist. She glares at me,
doesn’t seem to respect the dimples, and walks away. When she
reaches the door, she opens it and says, “Yeah, not so much for
me. I’m sort of not in the mood now.”


God, she’s
adorable and my cock leaps in agreement. Smirking at her, I cross my
own arms over my chest. “I’m not going anywhere.”


“I told you
I’m not in the mood,” she says and stomps her foot.


I shoot her a look
that says, You’re a total liar, and then I sit down on
the edge of her bed. Hands to belt buckle, I start to undo it, and
her eyebrows shoot up in surprise.



“Yes, you
are,” I tell her, because I know damn well she wants this as
much as I do. “Now get over here. I’d kill for you to
take me in your mouth right now.”


Giving a humongous
sigh, Mac closes the door and walks back toward me. “What are
we doing, Matt?”



She sounds tired of
this game.


Poor Mac.


That’s why I’m
not playing it any more. Pulling my belt out of the loops, I throw it
on the floor. Reaching for the button on my pants, I pop it open and
stare at her hard. “I’d say you’re getting ready to
give me a blow job, and then I’m going to make you come more
times than you’ll be able to remember tomorrow.”


I don’t miss
the soft gust of air that passes over her lips or the way her eyes
flick down to the erection pushing painfully against my zipper. Her
eyes are filled with longing but also with doubt. When she looks back
at me, I can tell I may have misjudged her a bit. She might not
actually want this.


I tilt my head at
her in question, silently asking her to tell me what’s wrong.


Clasping her hands
in front of her, which I’ve come to recognize as a nervous
sign, she says, “I thought we both agreed this was wrong.
Besides, you got your jollies off again at One Night Only this
weekend and…”


She pauses, seeming
to rethink what she was getting ready to say.



But I know what she
was going to say. She doesn’t need to utter a single word. She
was going to tell me that because I slept with someone else through
One Night Only, this night is not going to happen between us.
She’s pulling the monogamy card out on me, and it causes my
eyes to narrow at her.


Mac can see by the
look on my face that I don’t like where this is going and she
takes a small step backward, sticking her chin up in defiance. “And
besides,” she continues, “I slept with someone else, too,
this weekend. Remember… most amazing weekend ever.”


Her gaze lowers, and
she stares at the carpet with sad eyes.


Yeah, this is
getting out of hand.



I don’t like
my sex habits being questioned, but it’s not going to do us any
good with this lie hanging between us. No matter what happens from
here on out, whether she takes me back to her bed or not, I can’t
have her believing that I was with someone else. Doesn’t matter
if I feel I fully have the right to have slept with half of Manhattan
and still try to fuck her, I just don’t want her feeling like
she is like all of my other fucks. For some reason, that I prefer not
to analyze at this moment, it’s important to me that she knows
she’s more.


Standing from the
bed, I walk over to Mac and lift her face with my finger under her
chin. When I have her full attention, I tell her, “I lied. I
wasn’t with anyone this weekend. And you lied for that matter,
too. You didn’t sleep with anyone else.”


She jerks away from
me, acting affronted by my proclamation. “What makes you think
I lied?”


Smiling at her
determined efforts to thwart my confession, I pull her into my arms
and wrap my arms tight around her. I kiss her softly, tenderly, so
she knows this isn’t about lust.



It’s about
truth.


“I know you
lied for the same reason I did. We don’t want to admit this
attraction, yet both of us are obsessed by it. You can’t get me
out of your mind, just as I can’t get you out of mine. I’m
tired of fighting it, and I’m tired of jerking off when I’d
rather be sunk deep inside of you. So I’m not fighting it
anymore.”


She gives me a
stuttering breath and a half smile. I lean down and kiss her again,
just a light breeze of my lips across hers. She melts further into
me, and I can feel her heart beating hard against my chest. I do
nothing but hold her, letting her decide what she wants to do. I hope
to God she decides to let me have her, but if she doesn’t, I’ll
grudgingly respect that. Just as long as she understands I haven’t
been with anyone but her since we’ve met.


Mac pushes out of my
arms and I drop them to my side, watching her warily. We stare at
each other, and I can’t see anything in her eyes that will tell
me what’s going on in that brilliant brain of hers. Just as I’m
suspecting she might be showing me the door, she surprises me instead
and drops to her knees. Peeking up at me under lashes so thick it’s
hard to see the green in her eyes, she slowly unzips my pants and
reaches a hand inside, grasping onto my aching dick.


Oh, God that feels
so amazing… so fucking right.



It’s her
hand that feels so right.


I go absolutely
still, knowing that my deepest fantasy tonight is getting ready to
come true. I draw a deep breath in and hold it, waiting. She lifts
her chin so I can see her eyes more clearly, and what I see scares
me. She’s quietly confident, knowing that she has a bit of
power over me right now. Because let’s face it… most men
would do anything for the prospect of getting a great blow job.


I need her to know
that’s not me, though. That no matter what she does to me…
what I do to her… none of that translates into anything more
than just good sex.


Reaching out with my
fingers, I lightly stroke them on her cheek. “This is just sex,
McKayla… nothing more.”


She doesn’t
lower her gaze, just stares at me with the same confidence. I didn’t
knock her down a peg at all. I think I may have just become a
challenge to her.


She squeezes me
gently, and air comes wheezing out of my lungs. Her eyes drop and she
leans forward, running her tongue from the base of my cock to the
tip, causing a violent shudder to rip up my spine. She looks back up
at me and says, “As long as it’s nothing less.”


Christ, I’m
done for.


My fingertips leave
her cheek and push into her hair, wrapping around the back of her
head. I pull her forward… urging her to wrap her lips around
me.


“Fair enough,”
I growl at her, and even though she’s thrown the gloves down,
I’m not going to engage in a battle with her. It will be my
way, or the highway… eventually… after she sucks me
off.


***



My eyes open up, and
I raise my head for a quick glance at the clock on the bedside table.
Six AM on the dot. My internal clock never fails me, no matter how
little sleep I get the night before.


Returning my head to
the pillow, I lean forward and push my nose into the pile of silky,
black hair in front of me. It smells like spring flowers or some shit
like that. Definitely good.


I’m lying on
my right side, pressed up against a soft, beautiful woman. I’m
spooning her.


I don’t
fucking do spooning.


I don’t do
sleepovers.


I haven’t
slept with a woman all night since my ex-demon-wife killed all of my
desires for true intimacy.


Yet, here I am…
here I stayed, and fuck… I still have no desire to leave even
after I remind myself this isn’t truly who I am.


I should get up and
get some coffee… some breakfast. Depositions start back up at
nine AM.



But I don’t
move, and yeah… I press in a little closer to Mac.


Last night was
incredible. Rather, beyond incredible.


Mac embodies the
ultimate fantasy woman for me. She gave me a blow job last night that
was so good, had me coming so hard, that I lost feeling in my legs
and collapsed back on the bed. All I really remember is mumbling, I
think rather incoherently, but in my mind, I knew what I was saying.


“Mac…
Mac… Mac…”


She crawled up
beside me, I swear licking her lips, and laid her head on my chest
until I recovered. Which only took a few minutes, then I was on her,
returning the favor and one-upping her on the orgasm count.


Then it was on for
the rest of the evening. I made sure that we were still clear on the
parameters. After she would come but before she lost that glazed look
in her eyes, I’d lean over and peer into her eyes. I would say,
“You know this is just sex, right?”


I had to make sure
she understood that.


She would smile at
me with sex-drunken eyes, nod her head, and then we’d start
kissing again.


We didn’t have
sex all night but we sure came close to it, and when we weren’t
striving for a spine-tingling climax, we were still petting,
stroking, and fondling. I couldn’t get enough of her…
she couldn’t get enough of me.



It was insatiability
on steroids.


But that’s not
all that happened last night. In our down times… you know,
those times when we actually had to rest so we didn’t kill
ourselves… we talked.



I mean, really
talked.


None of that
superficial shit that occurred that first night when we couldn’t
reveal much about ourselves.


We talked about a
lot of stuff, mostly about our careers and personal interests. It
didn’t get too deep, but I found myself sucked into Mac’s
world. I learned that she’s a southern girl, which explained
the accent I thought I was hearing. She asked me a lot of questions
about my career path, and I learned that she has similar goals to
what I had when I started out. Her questions were thoughtful,
intelligent… and even though we talked a lot of business in
between the sheets, she still managed to bring humor into the
equation on more than one occasion.


I’m finding
that I like it when Mac makes me laugh, although I’d never
admit that to her. Hell, it’s hard enough admitting it to
myself.


Her breathing is
soft, even, and deep. I think we finally fell asleep around three AM.
I thought briefly about going back to my room, but then I told myself
it was too much of a hassle, and besides… if I got horny again
before the sunrise, I wanted her close by. I told myself that and
tried to make myself believe it, but really… Mac just felt too
good lying beside me.



Calming.



Peaceful.


I didn’t
necessarily like that I liked those feelings, but I pulled her into
my arms and scooted up as close to her as I could get, wrapping my
arm around her waist and sliding my other arm under her head. She
sighed, and even though I couldn’t see her face, I knew there
was a sweet smile there. It made my heart pinch in worry, because the
majority of my being doesn’t like making anyone feel that way.
It smacks of dependency.


Mac stirs in my arms
and arches her back slightly to stretch. She’s still sleeping,
but I think she may be close to waking up. Her movements cause her
butt to caress my dick, and it decides it’s definitely time to
wake up.


We’re in the
perfect position to wake up nicely. On our right sides… my arm
under her head and the other wrapped around her waist. Her right leg
is stretched out fully but her left is bent. My legs have matched her
position, because apparently in sleep, I was seeking the closest
amount of contact with her.


Just thinking of
having her again… this morning before we have to go to work…
has my cock manning up quickly. It’s been a long time since
I’ve had morning sex and just the thought brings me to full on
wood.


I move my left arm
from around her waist, putting my palm on her hip and sliding it down
her leg. Curving it around the back of her thigh, I push her knee
toward her chest… opening her up to me. Mac stays soundly
asleep.


Moving my hand
again, I decide to start the wake-up process. My path is well
calculated, bringing my fingers fortuitously in line with the
softness between her legs from the rear. Swiping my fingers through
her folds gets me some movement from her… a slight tilt of her
hips seeking more and a sleepy whine of need.


Nice.


I stroke her for a
few moments, listening to her breathing become uneven. She’s
still sleeping, but I’m pulling her out. I wonder if she thinks
she’s dreaming and I wonder if so, is she fighting to stay
under so she doesn’t wake up and lose these amazing feelings?


Mac grows wet, her
body responding to me even with her mind engaged in slumber. I sink a
finger inside of her and pull it out slowly.


She gets wetter, and
the thought that she is so responsive to me makes me ache to be
inside of her. Pulling my finger away, I move my hand to the back of
her thigh again and push her leg a little higher. From there, it’s
simply a matter of pushing myself down the bed a few inches and
tilting my hips just right. With a little help from my hand to line
up, I start pushing inside of her beautiful body… my promised
land. I wrap my arm back around her waist and hold her tight.


I go slowly, because
I want to drag out the wake-up process for her. In an inch, out an
inch. In two inches, out two inches. Mac’s breathing gets
harsh, raspy, and her own arm tightens around mine.



“Matt?”
she asks, her voice raw from sleep.


Lifting my head up
and leaning forward, I whisper in her ear, “Don’t move,
beautiful.”


I thrust in all the
way, deep inside, slam to the hilt. She groans, and I know she’s
fully awake now.


Moving slowly, I
pump in and out of her, keeping a measured pace. I move my hand back
down between her legs, from the front this time, stroking her…
rubbing, pressing. Mac starts moving her hips in response to me,
causing my fingers to slide against her perfectly. We fuck slowly,
and it is torturously sweet.


When Mac starts
holding her breath, I know she’s close. I’ve observed her
enough to know that she’s just moments away from coming when
she sucks in that big gulp of air and just holds it.


Thrusting inside of
her a little more insistently, I press my fingers down against her
hard and let my cock make all the friction. Mac stiffens, starts
trembling, and then she lets out a cry of relief so exquisitely sweet
because I did that to her, it starts me unloading inside of her.



I come, and I come,
and I come, and I wonder if I’ll ever stop, but I don’t
want to… because it feels fucking fantastic. I keep pumping my
hips, seeking an eternal orgasm, and I can still feel Mac spasming
around me. Finally… finally, I stop, completely emptied and
absolutely sated. I want nothing more than to press her against me
tightly and fall back asleep.


That thought doesn’t
piss me off quite as much as it should. I think I’ve come to
accept that a crack has formed in my hard exterior, and McKayla
Dawson has wormed her way in just a bit. While I still feel strong in
my convictions, and I’m not going to let this go any further
than the bedroom sheets, I have a gnawing feeling in the pit of my
stomach that I may be doomed.





Chapter 9







What a week.


After almost dying
from orgasm overload in Chicago, we returned to New York late
Wednesday evening where I had a brief, overnight stay in my
apartment—alone—before I was heading to Atlanta for a
mediation the next day. Now it’s Friday, I’m back in New
York again, and I’m exhausted.


I give the cab
driver Mac’s address and lean my head back against the seat.
I’m so tired and I know I should go home, yet here I am…
heading to her abode. My flight from Atlanta was delayed and when it
landed in New York two hours late, what did my so-called exhausted
ass do? I called my head of resources, Karen Anders, and asked for
Mac’s address. I couldn’t give her the reason why I
wanted it, and luckily, she didn’t question me.


Not that she would.


No one questions
Matt Connover.


The Atlanta trip was
eye opening. Yes, I got my case settled at mediation and yes, I was
happy with that. So happy, in fact, I decided to hook up with a woman
that I’ve fucked on a few occasions. She’s an attorney I
had a case against in the past and on at least three trips to
Atlanta, we have gotten together to tear it up between the sheets.


No, that is not a
breach of my rule against monogamy, because Lydia doesn’t do
monogamy either. She likes sex and likes it varied, so I always make
sure my package is wrapped with her. She doesn’t fall within
the strict medical guidelines that One Night Only adheres to.



Lydia likes it so
varied, in fact, our first time together another woman was involved
with us. Let me tell you… that took the cake for the hottest
thing I’ve ever seen in my life. Me drilling one woman from
behind while she went down on another.


Yup… hottest
thing ever, that is, until Mac peeled her dress off for me in the
hotel that first night. Yup, just dropping that dress so I could see
what was underneath… that then became the hottest thing ever…
until I fucked her on her desk. Then that became the hottest thing
ever.



And then…
well, you see the pattern.


And I wasn’t
liking the pattern, because I was getting away from my true nature.
So I decided to break said pattern by hooking up with Lydia and
breaking this tie I have with Mac. Didn’t mean I wasn’t
going to fuck Mac again, because I would. I’d tell her the
truth about Lydia, and then I’d fuck her again.



Then I’d be me
again.


Except… it
didn’t work out that way. I met Lydia for drinks in the lobby
of my hotel. I took one look at her as she walked into the bar…
tall, beautiful, confident… sexy, sexy, sexy woman.



And I knew in that
first glance that I couldn’t do it. Not because of any guilty
feelings of what it might do to Mac, but only because of the
crystal-clear realization that I only wanted to get it up for Mac. In
fact, not sure I can get it up for anyone but her—a fact that
bothers me, but what’s a man to do?


So I had a drink
with Lydia and told her that I had to get up early for my mediation,
and we parted ways with a friendly hug.


The cab driver pulls
up to Mac’s apartment building and my eyebrows rise. This is
pretty swank and not what I would have expected for a first-year
lawyer that graduated with Columbia law school debt.


After I pay the
driver, haul my carry-on case into her elevator, and make it to her
door, I’m itching. Itching to see Mac, itching to fuck her, and
yeah, itching to hold her.


I’m such a
pussy.


When she opens the
door, my breath hitches and yup… she topped the “hottest
thing ever” scale again. She looks young with her hair in low,
braided pigtails that hang over her shoulders and her face scrubbed
fresh. She’s got on sweatpants and an old t-shirt, but they hug
her form perfectly, although I bet she’d rock a school girl
look in a short, plaid skirt and Mary Jane’s. That thought has
my dick perking up interest.


“What are you
doing here?” she asks in surprise.


I run my eyes up and
down her body, realizing that she would probably be the sexiest woman
ever in anything she could possibly wear. I’d get a woody if
she wore burlap, I bet.


“I’ve
been fantasizing about you for two days,” I tell her as if she
asked the most ridiculous question. “Why wouldn’t I be
here?”


Walking across the
threshold, I lean down to nuzzle her neck with my lips and wrap my
arms around her waist. She smells like flowers and maybe a hint of
ice cream.


Mac’s arms
come up, not to return my embrace but to push me away. “Matt…
I look a mess. I wasn’t expecting you.”


“You look
beautiful,” I tell her while holding her with my gaze, so she
knows I’m not messing around with her. “And you’re
going to invite me in so I can fuck you senseless.”


That’s all it
takes, and Mac is on board with me. Her eyes fill with heat and
longing, and then she’s in my arms and I’m walking back
to her bedroom. I did take a moment to notice the rich appointments
of her apartment, which is luxury by any standards. Expensive
hardwoods, supple leather furniture, custom drapery. No way could she
afford this, but she tells me it’s her roommate’s
apartment, who is a socialite heiress or some shit.


I don’t give a
fuck.



Just want inside of
Mac.


Rather than slake my
lust instantly, I end up stripping Mac and pushing her into the
shower with me. I want to get cleaned up and hopefully refreshed a
bit so I can go at it all night with her. It will take that long, in
my opinion, just to make up for not being with her the last two days.
She ends up trying to entice me into shower sex, but I don’t
think I could hold her up for that long as tired as I am. So I tell
her to finish up, because she has a lot more hair than I do, and I
head into her bedroom to wait for her.


I dry off, throw the
towel on the floor, and lay back on her bed. My eyes instantly start
to close with fatigue, so I drop one foot to the floor to ground
myself.


That’s the
last thing I remember.


***



Saturday morning
shower sex.


Hottest thing ever.


So yeah, if you
haven’t noticed, it just keeps getting better and better with
Mac.


Apparently, I fell
asleep last night while waiting for her to finish her shower. She
didn’t wake me up, but rather crawled into bed and joined me in
slumber. Just like in Chicago, I woke up with her pressed against me.


Just like in
Chicago, I put my hand between her legs and started working her.


She woke up fairly
quickly, and reached a hand behind her back to palm my cock. That’s
when I growled, “Playtime’s over” and rolled her on
to her stomach.


Then I was pumping
away inside of her, and we both got off quickly.


Too quickly to
satisfy either one of us, so we made it back into the shower, and
here we are.


We make pretenses of
actually wanting to get clean by washing our hair and then washing
each other’s bodies. But you can’t expect people like Mac
and me to put our hands on each other and it remain chaste.


Nope. It turned into
an inferno.


Now I have Mac
pressed up against the tile wall, and I’m on my knees in front
of her. I have my mouth between her legs, rubbing her clit with my
nose, then my chin, then my tongue and I could drown happily right
here. She has her fingers tangled in my hair and is pulling me hard
against her, grinding back against me. She’s demanding, and I
fucking love it.


Love it even better
when she comes hard on my tongue, her body trembling viciously.


Standing up, I find
my own legs a little shaky, because you guessed it… hottest
thing ever, and Mac just makes me fucking weak with lust. But I rally
like a champ, pick her up, and wrap her legs around my waist. Her
arms slide tight around my neck, and we just stare at each other a
moment. Her eyelashes have droplets of water on them and her green
eyes are sparking at me, hot with desire. Her lips are soft and wet,
and I have to have them.


So I kiss her…
deeply, but with care. Tilting my head to the side, I angle in just a
bit deeper and as our tongues are slowly dueling, I slide into her
with one, easy push. Mac’s breath stills, and her mouth goes
slack against mine.


“Oh, Matt,”
she breathes against me. “If I could freeze this moment…”


Her words fucking
slice into me, not in a good way, but not in a bad way. In a slightly
uncomfortable way, and I don’t know what to do with that
feeling. I pull back slightly and see Mac’s eyes are closed in
rapture and her top teeth are embedded in her lower lip.


She looks sweetly
sexy as she waits for me to move within her.


So I do. Short, slow
strokes… because the angle I have only allows for short but I
can make it work, especially because I can grind my pelvis against
her… at just that spot. She groans with every thrust and when
she lays her cheek against mine, the moment actually become a little
too intimate for me so I pick up the pace. How I maneuver my arms
under her thighs, I’ll never know, but I rest them in the
crooks of my elbows and lift her higher, spreading her a little
wider.


There… that
angle right there. That gets me in deep. Now Mac’s head falls
back and thunks against the tile wall as I’m able to go harder
and deeper, but she’s feeling no pain. Which is good…
because I only want her to experience pleasure from me. Trying to one
up myself, trying to make her moan a little louder, a little longer,
I ease one foot back to give myself more leverage. I pull my hips
back, prepared to slam deep.


Except that foot
slips on the soapy tile and we start to go down. I know it’s
going to hurt… maybe even break something, so I tighten one
arm around Mac’s waist and unhook the other from under her leg,
throwing it straight up in the air. I grab onto something… the
showerhead, yes, that’s what I have, and I hold tight.


My legs scrabble for
traction, and then stick… to what I don’t know, but
we’ll chalk it up to good balance. Just as I feel steady and
have Mac safe with no fear of falling, the damn showerhead pops off
under my grip and falls… slamming into my shoulder…
right on whatever that fucking bone is on the end, before clattering
to the floor.


“Fuck, fuck,
fuck,” I grit out between my teeth as water starts pouring down
on us from the headless spigot, and yet I can’t help but pull
back out of Mac and slam into her again, because as much as my
shoulder hurts, it still feels better when I’m moving inside of
her. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck that hurt.”


But I keep on
pumping, pushing her right back up against the wall and keeping to a
slower, safer pace.


Mac giggles with her
lips resting against my shoulder, kissing away the hurt. I slam in
and out, pissed I broke her shower and needing a good orgasm to set
things right.


“Kiss me,
baby,” I pant against her cheek.



And she does. Pulls
back from my shoulder and locks her lips with mine. Her tongue is so
sweet and the way she pushes those little noises into my mouth?


Hottest. Thing.
Ever.


When Mac comes…
I follow after her. It’s not even a choice for me to wait,
because I find it’s hotter… sexier… just better
when I go with her.


We come down off our
post-coital high, and she giggles some more as I turn the water off
and kisses the red spot on my shoulder. It really hurts, too.


“How about you
make us some breakfast?” I tell her as I hand her a towel.
“I’ll fix your showerhead.”


She grins at me.
“You are a man of many talents.”


“Yes, I am,”
I agree with her.


“You have one
talent I like best,” she teases.


I snort, because I
know what my best talent is.



I ask anyway.
“What’s that?”


“You’re
the best damn litigator I’ve ever seen,” she says with
pride. “You’re like a litigation god.”


I stare at her, just
blinking… like a fucking owl… all wide-eyed and blank.
“You like my litigation prowess the best? After all the things
you’ve seen… after all the things I’ve done to
you… after all the orgasms I’ve given you… you
like what I do as a lawyer the best of all my talents?”


I’m slightly
miffed.


She grins big and
snaps the towel at me, catching me on my ass. “Just kidding…
your best talent is your oral skills. You give the best head.”


My ego puffs just a
bit as I return her smile, rubbing the spot where the towel just
rained fire on my skin. See, I told you I was great at giving head.


Mac gets out of the
shower and, while I dry off, brings me their toolbox. It’s not
much, but it has the wrench that I need. I’m able to get the
head back on, but it really needs some plumber’s tape to make
sure the seal stays tight. I make a note to remind myself to bring
some over the next time I’m here.


Then I freeze.


Because I’m
contemplating coming back. Am I coming back?


Have I signed up to
become an official card-carrying member of the monogamy club?


Images of our porn
session from ten minutes ago flash before me. Not just the
unbelievably sweet sex, and not just the incredibly powerful orgasms
that abounded, but also the way that we laughed while having sex when
I saved us from falling. If that’s monogamy… okay, yeah…
I’ll sign up.


As long as Mac
remembers it’s just sex. If she can abide by that, then sure…
I can give up all the other women. Not a problem at all.


Shaking my head, I
get dressed. I’m getting pretty damn good at lying to myself. I
can spout all I want that it’s easy to give up other women, but
the full truth is… yeah, it’s easy, because the only one
I want is Mac.



Yup.


Card. Carrying.
Member.


Mac makes me
pancakes while I sit at her kitchen table and drink coffee, admiring
the French bistro décor, which includes a black and white
tiled floor that I bet cost a fortune.


“So, do you
watch TV?” she asks while scooping a pancake out of the pan and
pouring more batter.


“Sure. When I
have time. I usually DVR stuff and then I’ll watch a marathon
on the weekend.”


“Me too,”
she says with a laugh. “I’m usually a Law & Order
girl, which I know… not very original for an attorney. But
lately, I’ve been getting into Criminal Minds.”


“Yeah, I love
Criminal Minds too. It’s so creepy, thinking that evil
like that exists out there.”


“Right? It’s
why I have to balance shows like that with comedy,” she says
with a tinkling laugh, and my stomach rumbles. I’m not sure if
it’s because my body loves her laugh or I’m just hungry.


“What type of
comedy do you watch?”


“Family
Guy, mostly.”


Now my ears perk up.
I knew Mac was sort of like a fantasy woman, but it’s just been
confirmed. “That’s my absolute favorite show.”


“God, Stewie
cracks me up so much,” she says, laughing heartily now and
pulling the last pancake out of the pan.


“No way.
Brian’s the funniest,” I tell her, grinning at her back,
although she can’t see me.



Turning from the
stove, she brings the stack of pancakes over to the table and sets
them down. She turns back and starts gathering plates and utensils,
which lets me watch her ass, which is molded under a pair of yoga
pants. When she sets everything on the table, having previously
stocked us up with butter and syrup, I reach over and grab a few
pancakes with my fork, pulling them onto my plate.



“Well, I’ll
also admit… I’m a closet reality show TV junkie. I love
Survivor and Big Brother,” she says as she sits
down and picks up her cup of coffee, smiling at me over the rim.


Dropping my fork to
my plate where it clatters, I clutch both my hands to my chest in
mock pain. “That just kills me.”


“What?”
she exclaims, starting to laugh at my display. “What’s
wrong with reality TV?”


“Well, you’re
not exactly preserving brain cells by watching that crap,” I
tell her drily while I pour syrup over my stack.


She arches an
eyebrow at me, takes a delicate sip of coffee, and then points out,
“Like you’re getting any smarter by watching Family
Guy.”


“Touché,”
I concede, giving her a nod of defeat and putting a forkful of
fluffy, battered goodness in my mouth. Damn, she can cook.


Ultimate. Fantasy.
Woman.


We continue eating
companionably, and while it feels a bit weird to me, because this is
the first “morning after” breakfast I’ve had since
Marissa, it’s also… fun?



Yeah, fun.


I help Mac with the
dishes, standing close to her at the sink. I wash, she dries, and our
sides press in against each other. I think about dragging her to the
kitchen floor and then decide against it. She has to be sore. I know
I am, just a bit.


Taking the towel
from her after the last dish is dried, I wipe the moisture from my
hands. “Well, I better get going. I have some things I have to
get done this morning.”


Turning to her, I
suddenly realize that I don’t want to go, but I have to.
Because while Mac is the fucking bomb, and nothing would please me
more than to stay with her all weekend orgasming our brains out, I
have something that is far more important than her.


My son, Gabe.


It’s my
weekend to get him, and I have to pick him up from Marissa’s
around noon. We’re going to hit a Yankee’s game and then
get some pizza… his favorite. Then we’ll chill out with
some DVD movies the rest of the weekend.


Best. Time. Ever.


Hands down, no
competition, no comparison.



If I were stranded
on a desert island and could only have one thing, I’d hate to
wish that life on Gabe, but he’d be the one thing I’d
want with me.


“So,”
Mac says hesitantly as she looks up at me. “What are you doing
this weekend?”


And just like that…
all of those feelings I had been giving in to… signing up for
monogamy, making plans to come back to her house, sleeping in her
bed, eating at her table… those feelings all start turning
gray inside of me.


Because her one
simple question smacks of a desire for something more than sex. I can
hear it in her voice—I can see it in her eyes. She wants to
spend time with me.


Not with my tongue.


Not with my cock.


But with me.


And that takes this
way past a sex-only deal with no strings.


I know my voice is
aloof when I say, “I have plans all weekend, so I’ll see
you in the office on Monday.”


She takes an
embarrassed step back from me, and her face falls. All the hope I saw
in her eyes a moment ago is appropriately smashed and just like that,
I have Mac back on track.


Even if it causes a
pain to shoot through my chest at the thought of hurting her.


Mentally shrugging
my shoulders and shaking off that feeling, I lean over and kiss her
on the forehead before I walk out her door.



Oh, well…
it’s either I get hurt or she gets hurt, and I’m not
putting myself in a position ever again where I’m the one who
suffers in the end.





Chapter 10







There is nothing in
the world that will ever compare to the feeling you get when your
child is sleeping in your arms. It touches the deepest part of you as
a human being. It reminds me that I still have the capacity to love.



But to be clear, I
have the capacity, not the desire, because I’m not looking to
love anything or anyone past Gabe. That’s never going to
happen. I did that once and when I did, I went in all the way. I went
into love hard and deep, surrendering to it completely.


But never again…
not for anyone other than my son.


The sad thing is…
I was built to love. I was a fucking natural at it. Fiercely loyal,
endlessly giving. And that’s not cockiness or ego talking. I
was a fucking fantastic husband. I worked hard and provided a good
lifestyle for Marissa. I spent all my free time doting on her, buying
her jewelry, taking her to exotic places. I spent every night giving
her pleasure, sometimes forgoing my own just to give her more. I
listened to her… to her every thought and whim and I validated
them all, even when I thought some of them were silly to me, because
I knew they weren’t silly to her.


Yes, I was a fucking
fantastic husband in every way, except for one.


I failed to realize
that my wife needed something that I couldn’t give her.


Freedom.


I failed to realize
that Marissa didn’t want to be married and didn’t want to
be tied down. She didn’t care if I was loyal, giving, or fucked
her like a rock star. She didn’t want the commitment and only
wanted to be free.


I didn’t
figure out any of this stuff until it was too late. Until she was
taking a little bit of freedom behind my back in the form of fucking
various men.


Does that make me a
bad husband because I failed to see it?


Fuck no. She’s
a lying, cheating bitch spawned straight from the fiery pits of hell
who deceived me.


So it doesn’t
make me a bad husband. It just makes me stupid.


And that will never
happen to Matt Connover again. There is no “fool me twice”
scenario here.


My emotions rage as
I think about Marissa, but then calm when I look down at Gabe
sleeping on top of me. Today was fantastic. Baseball, pizza, and now
movies with my boy.



We’re lying on
the couch as we had been watching Finding Nemo, for about the
one-thousandth time. He fell asleep just after the “big butt”
line, which always causes him to giggle hysterically. Butt is a
funny, funny word to a seven-year-old boy for some reason.


I know I should move
him to his bed, but I don’t want to let this feeling go. He’s
lying with his back up against the couch cushions and his head and
torso across my chest. That position provided him the best and most
comfortable view of the TV.



That position
provided me with a close-up view of his cowlick and about one-third
of the TV screen, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t into the
movie really.



Just into holding
Gabe.


Closing my eyes, I
push Marissa out of my mind and concentrate on the feel of my son in
my arms. His hair smells sweet from his bath tonight and his breath
is soft and gentle. My hand rubs his lower back to soothe him deeper
into slumber, and the feel of his tiny heartbeat against mine soothes
me as well.


No, nothing will
ever compare to this… not in this lifetime.


***



I’m awoken by
the sound of Barracuda piercing my dreams, which, with a flash
of guilt, I realize I had been dreaming of Mac while my son lay
asleep on top of me.


Leaning over
slightly, I grab my phone and connect.



“What do you
need?” I whisper into the phone so I don’t wake Gabe up.


“I need to
talk to you,” Marissa says. The slurred words are a clear
indication she’s drunk. This happens infrequently but when it
does, it’s always so much fun.


Yes, that is my
sarcastic inner voice.


“I don’t
have time for this,” I growl at her.


“Well, make
the time, or I’m coming over there. I’ll just take Gabe
back home with me,” she threatens me angrily.


Motherfucking,
cock-sucking whore.


Inside thoughts only
around Gabe.


“Just a
minute,” I tell her. “Let me put Gabe to bed, and I’ll
be right back.”


Setting the phone
down, I sit up, clasping Gabe’s head to my chest and supporting
his weight with my other arm. I carry him quickly to his room,
thankful I insisted he put on his pajamas before we started the
movie.


Settling him in his
bed, I pull the covers up and kiss him on the forehead, then quietly
back away. I leave the door open just a crack… I always do so
I can make sure I hear him if he has a bad dream or something. I
stare at him a moment more, watching his sweet and peaceful sleep,
drawing on the calming effect that has on me.



I’m going to
need it to handle Marissa.


With a sigh, I turn
away and walk back into the living room. Picking my phone up, I say,
“I’m back. What do you need to talk about?”


“Anthony and I
broke up,” she says morosely.


“Did he catch
you fucking around on him?” I know that’s wrong…
to say that to the mother of my child, but I absolutely cannot help
myself. I’m still operating on a ton of bitter feelings here.


She hisses at me.
“Of course not. He’s worried about our age difference.”


Sighing, I drag my
fingers through my hair, briskly rubbing back and forth. “Why
is this my concern, Marissa?”


“Because I’m
sad and lonely,” she says softly. “And you are always
there for me.”


Yeah…
that’s where you’re wrong, bitch.


“Were,”
I correct her.


“What?”


“You meant to
say ‘you were always there’. Not you ‘are
always there’.”


“I don’t
understand,” she says in confusion.



I’d like to
say it’s the alcohol making her obtuse, but Marissa doesn’t
have the keenest common sense. She is book smart, for sure, but
sometimes simple things go right over her head.


“Never mind,”
I say in exasperation. “I really need to get going. Seriously,
what do you need from me?”


“Don’t
you even miss me in the slightest?” she asks in a whining
voice. “I was your wife, for Christ’s sake. I bore your
son.”


Yes, the only good
thing she ever did for me… she had Gabe. And for that alone, I
give her a bit of a pass. I choose to keep my asshole nature in
moderation.


“I’m
sorry, Marissa,” I say in a passive voice, which is something
she probably hasn’t heard since prior to me finding out she was
a lying, cheating, bitch. “But I don’t miss you. Not in
the slightest.”


“I ruined
everything,” she wails into the phone. “I had it so good,
and I ruined everything.”


Sitting back down on
the couch, I kick my feet up on the coffee table and listen to
Marissa purge. This is the first time that she is putting some blame
on her shoulders. From the moment I confronted her with the fact that
I knew… that I knew everything she had done, she had deflected
and refused to accept any responsibility.


She never
acknowledged that it was clearly more important to drink and party
her ass off while I was away on business trips. She never once
apologized for the men she fucked while drunk and partying her ass
off, not even when I shoved the photos under her nose that the
private investigator I hired had taken. I’ll admit… she
looked slightly sick to her stomach, but in no way remorseful. In
fact, I’d say she looked relieved, and she never fought me on
the divorce.


Now… to hear
her say that she ruined everything? It’s kind of like music to
my ears.



Doesn’t change
that she’s a lying, cheating bitch. Those stripes will never
change. But it’s nice to have some validation, no matter how
minor it is.


“You know what
the problem was?” she asks, sniffling into the phone.


“No,” I
say tiredly but still interested in where this is going.


“You were
never around. You traveled all the time.”


“A couple of
times a month, Marissa. Not all the time,” I correct.


“It was a
couple of times too many,” she snaps, losing some of the morose
slur to her words. “I need attention, and you knew that about
me when you married me.”


True enough. I knew
Marissa was high maintenance, but I didn’t mind. I fucking
loved her the way the tide loves the moon. I would have given her
anything. If she would have asked me to stop traveling, I would have…
and she knows that.


“It was more
than that,” I tell her softly. “You know that, and I know
that.”


She’s quiet
for a moment, either digesting what I’ve said or she passed
out. I’m just about ready to say something when she starts
talking. “I wasn’t ready to get married. I didn’t
want to, but I felt pressured. You were my first, Matty. My first
love, my first sex. I didn’t know what else was out there.”


Her words shred me
from the inside out. They sound small and pitiful, and for the first
time, I don’t feel unquenchable hate toward her. I feel a small
amount of pity actually.



I know our marriage
went south because Marissa was sowing her wild oats. She never got to
do that. She went into a heavy and deep relationship with me her
freshman year of college. We did everything together, and while I
liked to party… I was a couple of years older than her so by
the time she was a sophomore, I was starting law school and had to
buckle down. I got serious about life and dragged Marissa along with
me. Truth be told, she never really got to have the fun college
experience. We married the summer of her graduation. Three years
later, she was a stay-at-home mother.


“I understand,
Marissa,” I tell her quietly. And I really do. But then I pull
forth my reserve of dark bitterness that sits low in my belly and let
it enshroud me. “But you didn’t have to fuck around. You
could have just asked for a divorce first. And that’s why I
don’t miss you in the slightest.”


My last words are
harsh and raw, filled with venom. I actually hear her gasp on the
other line, because I know she thought we were having a nice moment.
But that will never happen, because I will never let go of the
disdain for her that swims in my veins.


Not even the fact
that she is Gabe’s mother will soften me toward her. The most I
will give to her is respectful politeness when we are in front of
Gabe, because I don’t ever want him to know how much I despise
her. That would hurt him, and I’m not going to do that.


But she will never,
ever get another thing from me. She’s taken too much already.


“I’m
hanging up, Marissa. Don’t come over here. You’re drunk,
and it’s my weekend so you’d be trespassing. I’ll
call the cops if you show up.”


I disconnect the
phone before she can say a word and set it down beside me on the
couch. I don’t feel angry toward her for disrupting my evening.
I feel the same I always do… disgusted and annoyed I have to
put up with her forever and ever. Because she’s Gabe’s
mother, she unfortunately has a spot in my life.


Standing up from the
couch, I head into the kitchen and grab a beer from the fridge. I
twist the top off and lean against the counter while I take my first
pull on it.


Not unsurprisingly,
my thoughts drift to Mac. I wonder what she’s doing right now.
Is she home, alone? Out with her roommate? Possibly out on a date?
It’s within the realm of possibility that she could be out with
another man. She’s beautiful and smart… She would have
men lined up for blocks just to have the chance to have a drink with
her.


I don’t like
the surge of jealousy that rises up when I think about that. Surely,
she wouldn’t go out with someone. Although we didn’t talk
about exclusivity, I just sort of assumed Mac is that type of woman.
The type that only wants one man in her life.


For a moment, I
think about calling her. Just to casually check in, see how things
are going. In fact, I could probably make a pretense of calling about
the Jackson case with an idea I have. Of course, I don’t
have an idea, but I’m sure I could come up with something
pretty quickly.


I walk back into the
living room and grab my phone from the couch. Flipping into my
contacts, I pull her up. A photo of her face shows up… asleep,
head turned to the side. I took it in Chicago after maybe the second
or third time we had sex. She drifted off into a light sleep, and I
got up to go to the bathroom. When I got back, the peacefulness and
delicate beauty of her face caught me off guard. I stared at her for
an unreasonably long time, and then grabbed my phone.


She was splendidly
naked on the bed, and I could have taken any number of photos of her
for my private viewing later. But I didn’t. Just one photo…
a close up of her face, and I’ve studied it a time or two.


My thumb hovers over
her number, undecided on whether I should call her.


Then I ask myself…
am I really calling because I want to further a connection with her,
or am I calling to soothe my own ego?


The answer is clear
because I am an ego-driven man, so I throw my phone down and walk
back toward my bedroom. I’m just going to have to put Mac out
of my mind.



I can’t keep
thinking about her because when I do, it’s nothing but the most
utterly fantastic thoughts. There’s not one thing that turns me
off about her that I can think of, other than she loves reality TV.
Outside of that, she is truly what could be considered a fantasy
woman, and the more I dwell on that, the more I might be tempted to
seek something more with her.


And more than
anything… I cannot let that happen. That phone call with
Marissa validated my position. Once you’ve been in love…
deeply and irrevocably in love, and you have that love obliterated by
the one person you thought you could trust above all else? Well,
let’s just say that leaves a mark on your soul.


I will never let
that happen to me again. I will never go through that pain…
that humiliation. I will never be that stupid.


Thus, there can
never be anything with Mac more than what we have right at this
moment.





Chapter 11







“You didn’t
have to be such a prick to my client in there,” Cal Carson
seethes at me as we step out of my large conference room and into the
marbled lobby of my firm.


Glaring back at him,
I say, “From one prick to another, right Carson?”


The animosity
between Cal Carson and me is so palpable that the air is thick with
tension. It has nothing to do with this case we just settled. No, our
tension started a few years before… when he used to be my best
friend.



Best friends for
fourteen years… through undergrad, law school, best man at my
wedding, and so on.


It all fell apart
and the “tension” started precisely when he fucked my
wife, and confessed his sins to me. I promptly kicked his ass and let
hate fill my soul where he is concerned. It was no consolation that
my wife was already fucking around on me and that I knew about it. No
consolation that our marriage was over in my mind, and I had already
planned on leaving her. If anything, it was a million times more
painful that Cal betrayed me with her, because in hindsight, while I
could see Marissa doing that… it was just beyond comprehension
that someone like Cal would do that to me. He was just so loyal and
morally upstanding. I still don’t understand it, but I really
don’t want to either.


Needless to say,
that whole “best friend” thing doesn’t exist
anymore, and I am left to suffer his presence. It kills me that his
law practice and mine collide over and over again, since we are on
opposite sides of the playing field. We’ve had several cases
against each other over the last few years and while we manage to
treat each other with cold civility most of the time, every once in a
blue moon, my anger will get the best of me and I’ll be a real
prick during our dealings.


“Gentlemen,”
William McDaniel says soothingly, in an effort to mediate. He is,
after all, the mediator for our case today. “The deal is done,
so let’s just shake hands and call it a day.”


Cal sighs and starts
to stick his hand out, because of course, he would be the bigger
person.



He should be the
bigger person after what he did.


Cocksucker.


But then something
catches his attention over my shoulder and he exclaims, “McKayla!”
with pure delight radiating from his eyes.


Turning around, Mac
is walking into the lobby, her satchel slung over her shoulder. It’s
the first time I’ve seen her since we parted ways Saturday
morning and as expected, my body viscerally reacts to her. Heartbeat
accelerated, palms itching, dick twitching.


She looks amazing.
She’s more casually dressed today in a pair of wide-legged,
gray trousers and a dove-gray silk blouse, complimented with a wide,
patent-leather black belt and those fuck-me, mile-high black heels
she wears all the time. Her hair is pulled back into a ponytail that
hangs low on her neck, which only showcases the graceful arch of her
neck.


Cal pushes past me,
intentionally hitting my shoulder, I’m sure, and walks up to
her. My blood pressure spikes when I see her smile at him warmly, the
same delight showing in her eyes. They look like two people that have
a fucking crush on each other or something.


How in the fuck
do they even know each other?


I watch as they
speak for a few moments, their words traveling crystal clear over the
marble flooring. The fucker asks her out to lunch and my eyes narrow
as she accepts, telling him what a good time she had with him on
Saturday.


Motherfucking
cocksucker!


I’m going to
fucking pound him into the dirt. It’s no less than he deserves,
and he’s stepped over a line now that I won’t look past.
I did that once with him. Not doing it again.


Not with Mac.


“Excuse me,”
I mumble to William as I walk away, and head toward Mac and Cal.


When I reach them, I
take her elbow in a firm grasp. “If you’ll excuse us,
Carson, I need to talk to McKayla about an urgent matter on a case.”


Without waiting for
a response from him or her assent, I push her through the lobby, back
down the main corridor, and straight for my office. I’m not
that gentle with my pushing, the anger welling up in me like a
hurricane.


She was with fucking
Cal Carson on Saturday? When I had been contemplating calling her?


When we get to my
office, I open the door and push her in.



She pulls free of my
hold, spinning on me in anger. “What is your problem? Pulling
me out of the lobby and manhandling me to your office like you own
me?”


“What the fuck
are you doing with Carson? You were with him Saturday?”


Mac takes a deep
breath and lets it out slowly. I can almost visualize her counting
down from ten to calm herself. “Not that it’s any of your
business, but I met him in the law library and we had coffee. He
helped me out with a Memorandum of Law.”


Okay… now I
can relax.



Coffee. That’s
all it was. Coffee.


I’m so fucking
relieved, I almost laugh out loud but then decide against it when
Mac’s eyes narrow at me. “Where were you this weekend
since we’re… you know… all sharing and shit?”


Yeah, I’m not
sharing. Not sure why she thinks this is a sharing moment for me.
Besides, I’m still pissed that she spent time with Cal and
apparently is going to lunch with him. “None of your business.”


“What? You
demand to know what I was doing, but you don’t share what you
were up to?”


“That’s
right,” I sneer at her viciously, when what I really want to do
is kiss her. “I’m twisted that way. Stay away from
Carson. He’s bad news.”


Mac’s face
goes red, and she starts to take a step backward.


Oh, hell no. That
won’t do at all.


My hand shoots out,
catching her around the waist. I reel her in quickly but her hands
come up and slap against my chest, halting her momentum. She tries to
push out of my grasp and I let her struggle for a moment then I let
her go, because I only want her in my arms willingly.


“You can’t
tell me what I can and can’t do. It’s a two-way street. I
have no say so in your plans, then you have no say so in mine.”


I can’t help
myself. I’m in full-blown asshole mode. “I do when it
comes to Cal Carson. He’s off limits.”


“Off limits?”
she practically yells at me, and then drops her voice immediately,
sliding a hesitant gaze toward my door. She hisses at me when she
says, “You want to talk about off limits, how about you taking
Lorraine out to dinner tonight? She’s in her office right now,
getting all dolled up for your date with her. Let me make the same
proclamation you’re making about Cal. She’s off limits.
Stay away from her.”



Quite a mouthful,
Mac.


“Are you
jealous?” I ask with a smirk, trying not to laugh. I had
completely forgotten about my dinner meeting with Lorraine tonight.


“Doesn’t
matter if I am or not. You say I can’t see Cal, well, I say you
can’t see Lorraine. Cancel with her.”


Okay, that’s
not so funny anymore. I can’t cancel with Lorraine. It’s
a business meeting that has to happen tonight, as I can’t let
that woman run loose around my law firm another day. She’s
wreaking all kinds of havoc around here, and Bill and I are ready to
put an end to it. Thus the reason for me taking her out for a dinner
meeting.



“Not going to
happen,” I tell her firmly.


“What? You
won’t even consider my feelings?” she asks in a small
voice.


“Not where
this is concerned. It’s none of your business.” I know
that’s such a fucking dick thing to say, but again…
still pissed she seems to like Cal and she’s having lunch with
him. I’m not giving in on this one.


“Then Cal is
none of your business. We’re even.”



Fucking Cal. I
hate that motherfucker.


Lunging at her,
letting fury rise a little too high, I grab her shoulders and pull
her in close to me. My voice is deadly when I say, “You’re
trying my patience, Mac. Words don’t seem to work on you. Let
me try something else.”


I kiss her with so
much energy and pent-up frustration, it’s an almost orgasmic
release. My tongue goes in swiftly, roaming around her mouth,
stroking her. She immediately melts into me, her body sinking into
mine, and I get a full-blown erection, which pushes into her stomach.


I pull her closer
and kiss her harder, my fingers digging into her shoulders and I’m
sure that’s going to bruise tomorrow. When Mac groans into my
mouth, I feel like screaming, “I’m king of the world,”
but I’m smart enough to keep quiet, knowing she would not
appreciate that.


When her fingers
curl into my shirt, I start to lean down to pick her up, intent on
depositing her on my desk and fucking her quickly. But that doesn’t
happen because Mac tears herself away from me.


I stand there,
looking at her, while my chest heaves with the exertion I was pouring
into that kiss. I want her so bad right now that I’d promise
just about anything to have her.


But I can see that
look in her eyes. She’s getting ready to deny me, and that
makes my blood boil.


“Enough,”
she says accusingly. “Stop doing that to me. I’m not your
puppet.”


“You are if I
tell you to be.” This is me… trying to get back control
of the situation.


I think for a moment
that statement might cause her to cry, but she does nothing more than
suck in a lungful of air and let it out slowly. “Listen…
I won’t see Cal if that is what you want, but I want the same
thing with Lorraine. I don’t want you taking her to dinner
tonight. Are we agreed?”


Okay, she’s
clearly missing the part where I’m in control. I call the
shots. This is sex… sex only. She has no say-so in what I do,
and yes, I realize with absolute clarity that I am being a
hypocritical asshole. I know I am. I know I’m asking something
of her that I refuse to give back. It’s wrong, wrong, wrong and
I know it.


But I’m still
an asshole, and I’m sticking to it.



Any psychologist
worth his merit would say I’m sabotaging this thing I have with
Mac, because I’m too fucking scared to give in to it.



I’d have to
agree.



I try one more time
to get us back on track. Back to just sinful fucking and no
questions. “I’m taking Lorraine out to dinner tonight. I
can’t cancel. But then I’ll be over to your apartment
after.”


The minute the words
are out of my mouth, I know they are not well received. Still, I’m
a little surprised when she says, “Then I’m sorry, Matt.
This freak of a fuck show is over.”


“What?”
I ask in confusion, because I thought we’d just fight some
more, then maybe have great makeup sex. I mean, Mac likes it as much
as I do.


“You heard
me,” she says with finality. “I can’t do this
anymore. If you want my resignation, you have it. Just let me know.
If not, I’ll show up and do my job well. But as far as you and
I are concerned… we’re done.”


What. The. Fuck?


I stare at her in
disbelief, trying to call her bluff. My conscience is telling me to
give in, to tell her the truth about Lorraine… that it’s
just a business dinner. My conscience is also telling me to tell her
about Cal. About how black his soul is and if she doesn’t want
to be with me, at least don’t be with him. He’ll hurt
her. I know it, and I don’t want that to happen.


I plead with her…
with my eyes, because my mouth will not open and say those things. It
stays shut, because I’m still controlled by my past. I’m
convinced, if I let her in… just a tiny bit more… I’ll
crack wide open and become completely exposed. I’ve spent years
forging these steel walls around me, and I can’t open them back
up… not for anyone. Certainly not for a woman I’ve
barely known for a few weeks.


I. Just. Can’t.
Do. It.


So, I just stare at
her and I watch the determination in her gaze solidify. It’s
done. I’ve lost her.


Mac turns around and
walks out of my office without a backward glance.


***



For the third time
tonight, I pull my arm back across the table to dislodge Lorraine’s
hand. She’s been painfully flirting with me since we’ve
arrived at the restaurant, and I’ve been trying to put her off
by extoling Mac’s virtues. I know she doesn’t like Mac
and the more I talk highly of Mac, the more she’s forgetting to
flirt with me.


Not that it’s
a chore to talk about Mac’s great virtues, but I will admit…
it’s a tad painful given what went down just an hour ago in my
office. I’m still having a hard time wrapping my head around
the fact that I won’t be seeing her tonight… or any
night thereafter.



And the insane thing
about that?


I knew that was
going to happen when I refused to just tell her the fucking truth. I
knew I was driving her away.


I am one seriously
twisted dude, who apparently loves misery.


Pushing my plate
away, because honestly, I have no appetite, I decide to cut to the
chase and let Lorraine know about her fate.


“Lorraine…
I know Bill has talked to you twice since you’ve started with
us, about the problems we’ve been having with your behavior
toward other attorneys and staff.”


I pause and gauge
her reaction. Her pulse starts pounding at the base of her neck and
her face goes a little red, but she doesn’t say anything.


“We haven’t
seen any improvement, frankly, and we don’t believe that
Connover and Crown is a good fit for you.”


This, of course, is
an understatement. Although I’ve never seen it, apparently
Lorraine is a certifiable slave-driving bitch. She’s managed to
piss off every attorney she’s worked with so far with her
bitchy, entitled attitude. She’s caused some of the staff to
break down in tears.


And while I found it
fucking hilarious, she apparently pulled that shit on Mac last week,
repetitively ordering her to get her coffee. One of the attorneys
watched this take place and told me that when Lorraine told her to go
get her some coffee, Mac leaned over, grabbed her stomach, and moaned
piteously. Told Lorraine she had diarrhea and couldn’t do it,
running off to find a bathroom. Apparently, that same attorney saw
Mac ten minutes later and asked how she was. She apparently grinned,
gave a wink, and confided in a low voice, “I’m perfectly
fine. But that’s the best way I’ve found to keep her off
my back.”


Fucking. Hilarious.


But completely
unacceptable that Lorraine is treating her peers that way. And yes,
Mac is her peer now, not her employee.


Bill talked to
Lorraine twice about it in the form of a performance evaluation. Each
time, she acknowledged the problem and said she would get it under
control. She lasted about a day, and then went back to being a
monster to everyone. Honestly, I think there’s a mental issue
there, but it’s not my place to get into that.


Now we’re done
trying and it’s time to part ways.


“We’re
willing to buy out your existing cases and offer you a severance
bonus. Or you can walk with what you came into the firm with, but no
severance. If you choose the first option, I’ll ask you to stay
for thirty days to help transfer the cases over to Bill permanently
and that will also give you time to look for a job.”


I pause and push an
envelope across the table. “Here’s a detailed proposal of
the case buyout. Of course, the clients will need to agree to come
with us, but I’m sure we can work that out.”


She doesn’t
say anything, her face getting redder. She takes the envelope,
peruses it briefly, and then turns her eyes to me. I expect her to
argue or plead to stay on.


Instead, she
surprises me when she says, “I accept the first option to buy
my cases out. I’ve sort of come to the conclusion that life in
a large law firm is not for me.”


My eyebrows shoot
up, because I was confident this was not how it would go down. I’m
greatly relieved so I give her a true smile and lean my arms on the
table. “Excellent. How about we order some champagne and drink
to new ventures for both of us?”


She returns my smile
and reaches a hand out to touch my arm. “That would be lovely.”


I cringe and pull my
arm away so I can signal for the waiter, who starts over toward us.
I’m going to guzzle the champagne because the sooner its drunk,
the sooner I can leave and be done with Lorraine Cummings. Granted,
she’ll be around for another thirty days, but we can suffer
with it since it’s a permanent fix.


Pulling out my
phone, I check the time. 8:30 PM.


I wonder what Mac is
doing right now. Is she thinking about me? Cursing me? Masturbating
thinking about me?



One can only hope.


None of that matters
though. We are done, and it’s back to business as usual
starting tomorrow.


For the first time,
in a long time, I actually feel sad.





Chapter 12







I hang up my phone
and mentally check off my list to find a date for the Patron’s
Gala for the New York State Bar Association next week. I hate these
functions, but they are a necessity. Much of my business comes from
personal referrals from other attorneys, so it’s necessary for
me to rub elbows with them.


I’m taking my
friend, Melody Chambers. She’s a partner over at Weinsten
Fannerty, a very successful criminal defense firm. She and I worked
together at a little boutique civil rights firm right after we
graduated law school. It was only for a few months before she moved
on, but we stayed in contact and became friends. We became better
friends after my divorce.


Not in a sexual way.
Rather, Melody’s husband, Richard, is an advertising executive
and he travels a lot internationally. I’ve filled in as escort
for her on occasion, and she’s done the same for me so I don’t
have to go stag to these functions. It works out nicely, and we get
along well. She planned to go to this party anyway, so we’ll
basically share a limo and I’ll have someone who I can actually
stand to talk to all evening.


Glancing at my
watch, I see it’s almost six PM. Mac sent me an email this
morning asking for help on the Jackson case. I’m not
sure what it says about me that I felt like a schoolboy that just got
handed a note from the girl he likes when I first saw that email. A
zing of adrenaline went through me and maybe I secretly hoped when I
opened it that she would be asking to see me tonight.


Alas, it was short
and to the point, asking for help on that case.


Still rocking the
schoolboy complex, I immediately responded back to her that she could
come discuss it with me any time. I sort of expected her to come
immediately to my office, but I waited.


And waited.


And waited.


I didn’t go
out to lunch, in case she decided to come see me on her lunch hour.


But still I waited.


Finally, I gave up
and spent the remainder of my Friday afternoon lost in some legal
research on an admissibility issue, and I forgot… for a while…
about Mac.


Which was good,
because the email is not the first thing I’ve obsessed about
this week. Since she broke things off Monday night, I’ve gone
over in my head a million times how fucked up that entire situation
was. I let my anger over seeing her with Cal get the better of me,
and I made her suffer for it.


I know it was wrong
not to tell her about Lorraine, but the way she demanded it of me
took this thing we have going in a different direction. It smacked
too much of a relationship, and I don’t like having to answer
to anyone. I do know, however, that’s an issue I have to work
on… someday.


I know it was wrong
to demand she stay away from Cal. But fuck… the thought of her
with him is driving me bat-shit crazy. The fact that she has
something going on with him causes my veins to feel like they have
acid swimming in them.


Everything just
fucking burns.


If it would be any
other man in the entire world, it would not have been a problem.
Okay, well… that’s not exactly true. I don’t want
her with any other man.


But for fuck’s
sake. Cal Carson?


In the hierarchy of
people that I despise, Marissa is numero uno. But taking the second
slot position, just a millimeter under her is Cal Carson. Truly, the
only thing I hate about my career is that I actually have to deal
with Cal on cases we have. Thank God, we are on opposite sides of the
cases we have, and so all of our dealings together are dirty fights.
Over the last few years, we’ve managed to act civilly toward
each other when we are around other people, but if we were ever to
get alone… I guarantee there would be bloody knuckles
involved.


I think about how I
found out about Cal and Marissa. I would have never known had Cal’s
conscience not gotten the better of him.


He actually
confessed… waiting outside my apartment. Marissa and Gabe were
out and about, so I invited him up. He declined a beer I offered him,
and then proceeded to destroy me.


I already knew that
Marissa was cheating on me. After I started noticing suspicious
behavior—taking phone calls and walking out of the room so I
couldn’t hear, running errands at odd times of the day or
night, going out with “the girls” four to five nights a
week—yeah, it all tipped me off something was wrong, so I hired
a private investigator. Within one week, he had a thick report with
photographs of my wife banging two different guys.


The marriage was
over. She didn’t know it yet, but I was carefully plotting the
way it was going to occur. She didn’t think it was odd that I
was sleeping on the couch, or had basically stopped talking to her
all together. In her shortsighted mind, that was just better
opportunity for her to sneak around.


So, was I surprised
that Marissa fucked another guy? No.


Was I surprised it
was my best friend? Abso-fucking-lutely.


I didn’t even
get the story from him. Cal made the mistake of starting his
confession off by hitting me with the bad news.


He’d said—with
tears in his eyes, “Matt… I am so sorry. But last night,
I got really, really drunk and I was with Marissa.”


That’s as far
as he got before my fist planted in his face. It knocked him backward
into one of the kitchen island stools, and he flipped over it,
crashing to the floor. I was on him like stink on shit, pummeling his
face with my bare knuckles.


It was only when I
drew back from a direct hit to his eye, and saw I had burst a blood
vessel in it, that I stopped the attack. While fury was driving me,
common sense was stepping in and telling me not to do anything that
would get me in criminal trouble. Without that good, old common sense
driving me, I probably would have killed him and to make matters
worse, Cal wasn’t defending himself.


I pushed off him and
stood up, my legs shaky, my chest heaving, and blood dripping from my
hands.


“Get out,”
I said quietly.


I watched him roll
over and push himself up, blood pouring from a cut to his temple and
out of his nose. One eye was already swollen shut. He staggered to
the door and just like that, the two closest people to me had
shredded my heart.


I’m broken out
of my tragic memories by a shrieking noise coming from somewhere
close by. My head snaps toward my door because it was a woman
yelling, and I listen again. I don’t hear anything but I get up
to investigate, walking down the hall from where I think the noise
was coming from.



Turning the corner
and heading down a hallway that houses a long row of attorney
offices, I hear, “Don’t you have anything to fucking say
for yourself?”


Okay, that’s
Lorraine’s voice and I start to walk a little faster. It’s
coming from the door I have my eyes pinned on just thirty feet away.


Mac’s office.


I’m starting
to reach my hand for the door when I hear Lorraine say, “You’re
such a fucking screw up, McKayla!”


Rage suffuses me,
not only that Lorraine would be screaming at someone, an offense I
just basically told her was getting her shit-canned from my firm, but
because she’s yelling at Mac. A protectiveness rises up and I
throw the door open to Mac’s office so hard that it crashes
into the wall and one of her degrees falls to the ground, causing the
glass to break. I take in the scene in a quick glance. Mac sitting at
her desk with papers scattered all around, an empty file on the
floor, broken degrees looking pathetic, and Lorraine standing over
Mac with fury in her eyes.


Yes, broken degrees…
as in plural. Apparently, her other degree had been already knocked
to the floor and lay amid a pile of crushed glass.


“That’s
just great,” Mac says forlornly, looking down at the damaged
proof of her graduations.


Even though I want
to grab Lorraine by the neck and wring the meanness out of her, I
look to Mac and say calmly, “What the hell is going on here?”


Her eyes rise to
mine and she says quietly, “You broke my frame.”


Maybe once I wring
Lorraine’s neck, I’ll wring Mac’s too. She’s
purposely being evasive.



Turning from Mac, I
look to Lorraine. My tone is still calm, but there is a bit more
anger laced in my words. “I repeat… what is going on
here? I heard yelling clear down in my office.”


Lorraine looks like
she’s about ready to puke. Her face is green, and she stands
there twisting her hands around one another in a sign of nervous
guilt. Mac quietly starts gathering all the scattered papers on her
desk, straightening them into a single pile. When she grabs one
document off the floor, she looks at it and the corners of her mouth
tilt upward slightly.


She hands the paper
to Lorraine and says quietly, “Here’s your Order.”


Lorraine doesn’t
take the paper from Mac but rather stares at it in horror with her
face blanched pale. Then I watch an interesting byplay between Mac
and Lorraine.


Mac keeps her eyes
steady on Lorraine, holding the Order out to her. Lorraine slowly
drags her gaze from the offensive document and looks at Mac
beseechingly. Mac looks at Lorraine with a hard glint for just a
moment, and then she opens her mouth like she’s going to say
something. Lorraine’s face goes green again.


Then Mac turns to me
with a sparkling smile and a sweet voice. “Nothing’s
wrong. Just a little disagreement, but we cleared it up. Right,
Lorraine?”


Lorraine’s
breath comes out in a massive, relieved rush, and she regains some of
her color. Giving Mac a grateful look, she turns to me and says,
“Right. No problems here.”


Nice try, Mac.
You little liar.


I look back and
forth between the two of them, trying to figure out if it’s
worth my while to figure out what’s really going on here. But
then I decide against it. Mac told me before she doesn’t want
my help with any beefs she may have with Lorraine and, in just a few
weeks, Lorraine will be gone.


I decide to let it
go. “McKayla… let’s meet on the Jackson
case so I can get out of here. I’ve got plans tonight.”


Mac follows docilely
behind me to my office, although she doesn’t have a docile bone
in her body. I wait for her to choose which chair she wants to sit
in, and then I choose to sit in the chair next to her rather than
behind my desk, causing her eyebrows to raise.


It’s the
closest we’ve been to each other since Monday, and it’s
disconcerting. Although I’ve been coming to a slow acceptance
that our time together is done, I still have an aching urge to grab
her and kiss her.


Looking down at my
watch, I say, “I’ve got twenty minutes before I have to
leave for dinner. Bill and I are meeting our accountant tonight.”


I told her that part
about Bill and me going out to dinner tonight in an effort to give
her full disclosure, since I know I fucked up earlier in the week by
refusing to tell her where I was going. Why I conceded to do that is
beyond me. I don’t owe her that courtesy, yet I just gave it to
her.


She responds by
shrugging her shoulders, as if she could give a damn. “Not any
of my business.”


I just stare at her,
pissed she doesn’t appreciate my effort.


Then she really
sticks the knife in by adding on, “Sir.”


My blood boils with
anger over the fact she’s deliberately trying to get under my
skin with the “sir” routine. She’s been doing it
all week in the few interactions we’ve had, even once calling
me “Mr. Connover”. None of the attorneys here call me Mr.
Connover.



I grit my teeth and
narrow my eyes at her, rising to the challenge. To hell with saying I
was going to stay out of it. “I want to know what was going on
between you and Lorraine.”


She shrugs her
shoulders nonchalantly again. “Nothing. Just a little
misunderstanding, but it’s solved now.”


“Misunderstanding?”


“Misunderstanding,”
she agrees with a nod of her head.


“Lorraine was
screaming at you. Just before I walked in, she called you a fucking
screw up. I don’t care what the reason was, but we don’t
talk to each other like that at this firm.”


“I’m
sorry. It won’t happen again,” she says apologetically,
and I feel like my head is going to explode.


“Fuck,
McKayla. Why are you apologizing? She was the one screaming at you.”


“And like I
said… it was just a misunderstanding. No harm, no foul.”


I grit my teeth even
further, feeling my blood pressure rise. Why can’t she just
admit that Lorraine was on her case unfairly? Why can’t she let
me help her fix it?


And even as I ask
those questions, I know the answers. Because she doesn’t need
me for anything. She doesn’t want to give me the satisfaction
of possibly trying to make things up to her.



That just pisses me
off even more, but now is not the time to battle with Mac. So I pick
a piece of imaginary lint off my slacks as if I’m completely
nonplused and say, “I’ll just have to talk to Lorraine
myself, I guess. Give your degrees to Miss Anders, and she’ll
get them fixed for you, at my expense.”


“No, thanks,”
she says primly. “I can handle it.”


Okay, now she’s
just being devious, and I glare at her. She looks back at me with a
bland expression, but I see it… deep down in her eyes…
way down deep… she’s enjoying bucking against me. She’s
enjoying the little power trip she has right now by refusing to give
me what I want.


And that just won’t
do.


No, that won’t
do at all.


Mac needs to learn
that while I will give her some latitude, she’ll never win the
ultimate battle against me. She needs to learn that when I set out to
do something, I don’t give up until I get what I want.


It’s time to
show her that.





Chapter 13







For the past week,
Mac has been tormenting me. Long before this little act of defiance
by refusing to tell me what just happened with Lorraine. And she’s
doing it on purpose… a little female evil I suppose, to get
back at me for refusing to cancel dinner with Lorraine.


To get back at me
for demanding something from her, but refusing to reciprocate in
kind.


It’s bad
enough that she’d been dropping the “Yes, sir” and
“No, sir” routine all week, making clear to me that
she’ll be the dutiful little employee now, but she continued to
torment me in other ways.


This past Thursday,
I about flipped my shit. I was sitting in the break room, minding my
own business and able to actually get my mind off Mac for a few
minutes while I read the paper and had a cup of coffee before I
started my workday.


Mac walked in,
looking stunning with her hair all loose and curled so it bounced
when she walked, and her makeup a little more pronounced. Whatever
she had done to her fucking eyes had made them pop like a star
bursting.



And her dress?


That fucking dress
hugged her breasts like a second skin, cutting down fairly low. It
smoothed over her flat stomach and her hips, and then flared out
around her knees. She was wearing another pair of sexy-as-fuck heels,
and for a moment… I forgot we weren’t together. Our eyes
met, and I started to give her one of those smiles… sexually
hot… to show my appreciation.


Then another staff
person walked in, and I hastily averted my gaze. Mac turned away to
talk to her, and I had my ear only half on the conversation. But it
was open enough that I heard her say she had a “lunch date,”
which was why she had dressed up.


My blood pressure
skyrocketed because I knew she was talking about having lunch with
Cal. I know she said that out loud, purposely to shove my nose in it.
She knew it would get to me.


She just had no idea
how much.



I had to stand up
and walk out of the break room, before I grabbed her and threw her
over my shoulder in a testosterone-driven display of ownership. It
took me almost an hour to calm down and remind myself that I had no
hold over her whatsoever. I certainly had no right to her.


So, she’s been
purposely driving me nuts all week, and even now, this little act of
defiance is earning a point in her column. But I’m tired of
playing her game, and it’s time to take back control. If she
won’t tell me what’s going on with Lorraine, I will find
out for myself and I’ll make Mac watch how easy it is to get
said information.


Curling my lips
upward, I give Mac a knowing look and turn my smile into an evil
grin. She blinks hard and tries to maintain eye contact, but I see
the way she nibbles on her lip nervously.


Standing up, I lean
over my desk and press a button on my phone. It chimes once, and then
Lorraine’s voice comes through. “Yes, Matt?”


“Lorraine…
can you come into my office for a minute?”


She pauses just a
moment, but I can hear the fear in her voice. “Sure. Be right
down.”


I disconnect the
call and turn back around toward Mac. Leaning my butt back against my
desk, I cross my arms over my chest and give her my most conquering
look. Because I read body language, I catch the almost imperceptible
way Mac sucks in her breath and stiffens her shoulders.


She’s bracing
herself against the unknown and I’m not going to lie, the
little bit of unease in her eyes is turning me on.


My office door opens
and Lorraine steps in, but I don’t look at her. I keep my gaze
on Mac, waiting to see if she’ll confess what happened with
Lorraine but even though I know I’m making her nervous, she
lifts her chin up at me in defiance.


So be it.


I motion for
Lorraine to take the seat I had vacated and push off from my desk,
walking around to my big, leather chair on wheels. Taking my seat, I
lean back in the chair casually and look over at Lorraine. She’s
sitting straight, as if a steel pole was fused to her spine, with her
hands tightly clasped on her thighs. I move my gaze over to Mac, and
I give her that knowing smile again. I want to laugh when she raises
her chin just a bit more, and I hate myself that I find her so
adorable and charming.


But now it’s
time to find out what the fuck is going on. Looking back at Lorraine,
I lean forward. “Lorraine… I’d like to know
exactly what just happened in McKayla’s office.”


“It was just a
disagreement. No biggie,” she says in an attempt to sound
confident, even as the shaking of her hands in her lap give her away.


“So I’ve
heard. But any time you scream at someone and call them… what
were the words you used? ‘A fucking screw up’…
well, I need to delve a little deeper, you see?”



Lorraine just nods
her head at me and clasps her hands tighter in an attempt to stop the
shaking.


Putting my elbows on
my desk, I steeple my fingers in front of me and look at her
thoughtfully. I don’t dare look at Mac and take my attention
off Lorraine. This has now become a battle between us. “Let me
see if I can put this together… you had a hearing this
morning?”


“Yes,”
she says hesitantly.


“And you
couldn’t find the Order the judge was supposed to sign?”


“Yes.”
This time softer.


“And you
assumed that McKayla had failed to draft the Order and put it in the
file?”


“I couldn’t
find it while I was in court—”


I hold my hand up
and she’s responsive, snapping her mouth shut.


“Yet the Order
was, in fact, in there?”


“It appears
so,” Lorraine grits out.


None of this was
hard to figure out. I put together Lorraine yelling, papers all over
the office, Mac handing an Order to Lorraine, and then Lorraine
looking like she was going to puke. This was all a no-brainer but I
continue, wanting Mac to understand I will always get someone to
spill the beans.


“So, you went
into McKayla’s office and slammed the door shut, causing one of
her degrees to fall and break?”


“Yes.”


“And then you
screamed at her for failing to draft the Order?”


“Yes,”
she says, her voice now a whisper.


“And then
yelled that she was a ‘fucking screw up’?”


“Perhaps I was
a bit hasty—”


I hold my hand up
again and on command, she shuts up, which is perfect because I’ve
heard enough. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out
what was going on when I walked into Mac’s office. I had hoped
Mac would trust me with the full truth but, in fairness, I’ve
given her no reason to, so I’m going to let that slide.


Standing from my
chair, I walk up to Lorraine and look down at her. “I’m
going to honor the deal we made with each other Monday night, but I’d
like you to go ahead and pack up your stuff and leave now. I don’t
condone that type of behavior in my business.”


Half expecting
Lorraine to blow up, I’m surprised when Mac exclaims, “What?
You’re firing her?”


Turning my back on
them, I walk to my office door and open it. Sweeping a hand forward
while looking at Lorraine, I say, “That’s right.
Effective immediately.”


I keep my gaze
pinned on Lorraine, because I know this woman operates on a short
fuse. I expect her to try to give me a tongue-lashing.


Instead, she stands
from her chair and rather than walk toward the open door and me, she
turns on Mac. “You fucking bitch, you just had to rat me out.”


Mac rears backward,
her eyes confused. “Lorraine… I never said a word.”


“Save it,”
she hisses at Mac, and then leans in just a little closer to her.
“You’re fucking him, and you have him wrapped around your
finger. All he talked about Monday night was ‘McKayla this and
McKayla that’. And now you have him doing your dirty work for
you.”


Fucking bitch.
Throwing that shit at Mac. It’s true we were fucking, yes, but
she really doesn’t know that for sure. She’s taking a
wild stab in the dark and only saying it to hurt Mac.


And I’m not
liking that at all. Try to hurt me all you want, but stay the fuck
away from Mac.


There’s no
mistaking the vehemence in my voice. “You need to leave right
now, Lorraine, before I change my mind about sticking to our deal.”


Spinning away from
Mac and glaring daggers at me, she sneers, “Try to go back on
your word, and I’ll sue you.”


I’ve learned a
long time ago that people like Lorraine are happiest when you sink
down to fight on their level. So I rise above and speak calmly. “I’d
like to see you try that, but I’m giving you to the count of
three to get out of this office… or I’ll have security
escort you out.”


Lorraine looks at
Mac, issues a deep-throated snarl, and then stomps past me to leave.
I don’t spare Mac a glance, closing the door and walking to my
desk. Picking up my phone, I dial Karen, who I know is still here.
She never leaves before I do. “Please go to Miss Cummings’
office and watch her pack up. Do not let her on her computer and
escort her out of the building. Get her key before she leaves.”


I disconnect the
call and drop down into my chair with a heavy sigh. Raising my eyes
to Mac, I say, “I’m sorry you had to go through that.”


She narrows her eyes
at me. “Sorry I had to go through that? You just fired someone
because we had a little fight. You’re an asshole.”


What. The. Fuck?


I can’t win
with this woman, so I decide to just shut this conversation down. But
before I can get a word out, Mac looks at me suspiciously, “Wait…
you didn’t fire her out of some misplaced sense of obligation
to me because we were having sex, did you?”


“Absolutely
not,” I tell her firmly, and because I’m still halfway
pissed at her, I add, “While I enjoyed your charms immensely, I
don’t make business decisions based on how good my last fuck
was. And watch who you call an ‘asshole’. I just fired
someone for practically the same thing.”


Mac flinches over my
words, and I immediately feel terrible. It seems that I just don’t
know how to effectively communicate with her, which may be all the
proof I need that it’s best to let her go. While we are
dynamite in the bedroom, it seems between Monday’s Cal fiasco
and today’s Lorraine fiasco, I don’t seem to be able to
say anything correctly.


Taking a deep breath
and gentling my voice, I tell her, “Look Mac… I didn’t
fire her because of you. Lorraine had been exhibiting some very bad
behavior the last two weeks. She’s been yelling and screaming
at the staff left and right, and she’s pissed off a few of my
clients to the point they’re threatening to fire our firm.
She’s not a good fit here.”


“And what was
the deal that you mentioned to her? Or is that none of my business?”


“It’s
none of your business,” I tell her firmly, but gently, “but…
for the sake of making sure you understand that Lorraine being fired
wasn’t your fault, I’ll tell you. Bill and I decided this
weekend to let her go. But we were generous… we offered to buy
out her caseload and give her a severance package to help get her on
her feet if she wanted to start her firm back up again.”


Mac’s eyes go
wide. “That’s why you took her out to dinner… why
you bought her champagne?”


Hmmm. Wonder how she
knew I bought Lorraine champagne? My bet is on Lorraine telling her,
probably making it sound like we were on a date, which I’m sure
hasn’t done anything to make me look better in Mac’s
eyes.


“I took her
out to dinner because I didn’t want to do it at the office, in
case she made a scene, which I’m betting she would have. And
yes, I bought champagne so she would understand what a sweet deal I
was offering her. We weren’t going to have the deal go into
effect until the end of the month, so she could make some plans to
re-open her firm. But I’m not going to leave poison in this
firm to cause discontent. And she is poison.”


Looking down at the
floor, Mac absently nods her head at what I’m saying. She seems
to be contemplating the virtue of my words and hopefully, I’ve
managed to say one thing right this evening.


In fact, I might be
on a roll, so I continue, “It’s also why I couldn’t
cancel my dinner with her Monday, and because it was firm business, I
couldn’t tell you what it was about.”


Mac’s head
snaps up and her eyes blaze. I have a sinking feeling I’ve
managed to say the wrong thing again.



“Wrong, Matt,”
she grits out. “You could have just said I’m taking her
out for a business matter. You could have said that, and it would
have been fine. I would have been fine.”


Fuck, I know the
truth of that now, but you think I’m about to admit my weakness
to her? Think I’m about to apologize?



No fucking way. I’m
going to argue my way out of this. I’m a litigation god, after
all.


“You should
have trusted me it was about business. I shouldn’t have had to
explain myself.”


Mac starts laughing,
almost maniacally. “Trust? What trust? You pointedly told me
over and over again that it was just sex. We’ve never even had
a real discussion other than over the five minutes it took to wolf
your pancakes down. You don’t do relationships, Matt…
remember? So tell me… why should there have been trust?”


Man, it burns me
that she’s completely right. For all of my education, for all
of my parenting skills, for all of my courtroom experience, for all
of the women I’ve had begging before me, it appears I haven’t
learned a fucking thing when it comes to communication.


It was nothing more
than a mind game for me on Monday… trying to get Mac to bend
to my will. To prove that I was the one calling the shots and that
she was not getting under my skin. That she was nothing to me except
a great lay. To try and force her to accept my command to stay away
from Cal, and for her to accept that Lorraine was none of her
business.


Except it was her
business. I knew Lorraine probably made enough innuendo to Mac to
make it sound like we were going on a date. And seeing as how Mac and
I had just fucked the rafters down in her apartment two days before,
she had a right… I grudgingly suppose… to question if I
was going out with another woman so soon.


Mac stands up and it
startles me, as I had been so immersed in my self-chastising
thoughts. She turns toward my door, averting her gaze. “You’re
late for dinner. Better get going.”


I nod my head at
her, but I doubt she sees me. She’s already walking away, and
I’m not going to stop her.



This thing with Mac
had disaster written all over it from the start.



First, she was
supposed to be a one-night stand because I only do one-night stands.
I made a mistake in taking it further, just because it was some
fucking amazing sex.



And so what if it
was amazing sex? Best ever, in fact. But it’s not like I won’t
have great sex again. May not be the best ever, but seriously…
even mediocre sex is still good sex in the end. Right?


Second, this was a
disaster in the making because she’s my fucking employee. I
should have my head examined for ever crossing that line. If Mac had
been a different type of woman, my ass probably would have been sued
for sexual harassment. I could have lost my business, my law license…
my reputation. Pure idiocy on my part, and I’m fortunate that
Mac isn’t that type of woman. She’s got more grace
and fortitude than any other woman I know.


Third, and probably
most importantly, she was causing me to change. I made exceptions and
broke my own rules, just for the chance to be with her. She made me
feel things and even made me laugh. She was making me soft, and that
is not something Matt Connover can afford to become. I think if I
actually repeat this over and over again, I’ll accept the
wisdom I’m trying to impart to myself.


Yes, it’s best
I let her walk out that door without telling her the truth. That she
was right, and I was wrong. If I were to tell her that, it would give
Mac hope that maybe there is something real between us, and I’ve
come to learn a lot about her lately. She would take that, and like a
dog with a bone, she’d never let it go. She would persistently
push at me to continue this odyssey with her, and if I were to do
that, I would risk losing myself.


The man that I have
built myself up to be.


Protected.


Sheltered from harm.


Ruthlessly alone.


It’s worked
for me well in the past. It will continue to work for me in the
future.





Chapter 14







Melody is telling me
a story about her husband, Richard… something about his flight
getting delayed and having to spend the night in an airport. I’m
not sure why she thinks that’s interesting to me, but I nod
every so often like I’m fascinated.


We’re walking
into the main ballroom at the Four Seasons where this year’s
Patrons Gala will be held. I’m all dressed in my tuxedo,
feeling like James Bond. Melody said I looked very “Christian
Grey” when I picked her up, and I was like, “Who the fuck
is that?”



She just laughed at
me and said, “Never mind.”


Scanning the massive
room, I see several half-empty tables and search for someone
interesting I know to sit next to. I see a few good candidates, one
extremely boring judge, and a hot woman in a black evening dress and
no wedding ring sitting all alone. That could prove to be
interesting, and Melody wouldn’t mind.


Then my eye catches
a flash of red dress and long, black hair, and the hot woman sitting
alone is forgotten. Instead, my focus is on Mac… sitting at a
table with fucking Cal Carson. I knew they had gone out to lunch last
week, but I’m stunned to see them here together.


On a date,
apparently.


My heart starts
beating madly, from seeing Mac… from seeing her with Cal…
both, but it feels like it’s about to explode.


I start walking that
way, like a fucking beacon pulling me in. Melody has to lengthen her
strides to keep up with me since her hand is tucked into the crook of
my elbow.


As we walk up to the
table I spotted her at, I take a moment to just let the beauty of Mac
seep into me. Her gown is full length, blood red, and strapless,
although the material pulls straight across her breasts, showing not
an ounce of cleavage. That’s all right by me… I don’t
want Cal looking at that anyway. Still, the skin on her shoulders
gleams in the ambient lighting, and I’m hoping I’m the
only one in the immediate vicinity that knows just how soft that skin
is.


Her head is bent in
toward Cal, and he says something that puts a soft smile on her face.


Fucker.


I walk right up to
the table and before she even sees me, I let her hear my voice first.
“Mind if we join you?”


Mac’s eyes fly
toward mine and I only give her a moment’s glance, before I
turn to Cal and give him a tight smile. As expected, Cal does the
mannerly thing and stands in acknowledgment of another lady at the
table.


“Sure…
it’s open seating so help yourself.” Looking at Melody,
Cal sticks his hand out. “I’m Cal Carson.”


“Melody,”
is all she supplies as she shakes his hand, during which time I sneak
another glance at Mac. She’s looking at Melody… eyeing
her up and down, actually, and if I’m not mistaken… that
grim look on her face may be displeasure at seeing me with someone
else.


Awesome.


Let me rub that in a
bit more. “Mel… this is McKayla. She’s an
associate in our firm. McKayla, this is Melody. She’s a partner
over at Weinstein Fannerty.”


I have no clue
what’s running through Mac’s head right now, but she
gives a smile and a nod of greeting to Melody, but doesn’t
offer to shake her hand.


Dislodging Melody’s
hand from my arm, I pull out a chair, conveniently placing her in the
chair that leaves the one next to Mac empty. That’s my chair,
and as soon as my butt touches the cushion, I turn to Mac and say,
“You look nice tonight.”


Mac smirks at me and
says drily. “Thanks, Matt. You clean up well yourself.”


I shoot her a
friendly smile, and then give her my back, so I can talk to Melody.
Not that I want to talk to her, but to show Mac that I don’t
need to talk to her. That may be juvenile, but so be it. She’s
been indifferent to me for the last week and a half; it’s about
time she got some back.


While Melody
launches back into her story about Richard being delayed in an
airport, which got only slightly more interesting by the fact it
happened in New Dehli, I try to listen in on Mac and Cal’s
conversation.


Except there is no
conversation. Mac immediately asks Cal if he wants to dance, and they
head off to the dance floor. Fortuitously, they are within my line of
sight, and I keep an eye on them while listening to Melody.


“Seriously,
Matt… you have a crush on your associate attorney?”


My eyes, which had
been pinned on Cal and the way I think he may be holding Mac just a
little too close, fly back to Melody. “What? No way.”


She laughs at me,
and it’s a laugh that says, Oh, you pathetic fool.
“You’re so obvious. Why didn’t you just ask her to
come to this thing with you?”


I start to open my
mouth to deny again that there’s anything between Mac and me,
but before I can, her eyes go wide and she places a sympathetic hand
on my arm. “Oh God… I’m sorry. She’s not
into you? She’s into that other guy?”


My eyes go back out
to the floor again, watching as Mac and Cal dance. Heads bent in
close, intimate conversation. She definitely looks into him, and I
get ready to just go ahead and admit as much to Melody… when
Cal spins her so that she’s facing me.


Her eyes come
directly to mine, wide and seeking.


Seeking what, I have
no idea.



But I can tell…
at this moment, as she looks at me, she’s not listening to a
damn thing Cal is saying to her right now. Her attention is fully
with me.


As Cal spins her
away, I turn my gaze back to Melody. “I don’t know if
she’s into him or not.”


“So find out,”
she says simply.



“Kind of hard
when she’s in another man’s arms,” I point out.
Although, if I really wanted to, I’d just go cut in and take
her away from him.



“So get rid of
him,” she suggests, again simply. “Seriously Matt…
it’s not like you to sit back and wait for things.”


Melody has a point,
and with her egging me on, an idea comes to mind. Simple won’t
work, but devious will.


“Excuse me,”
I say to Melody as I stand up. Pulling my phone out, I step away from
the table and flip through my contacts. Finding the one I need, I hit
it and wait for an answer.


“This is Abe
Gettner,” he answers on the third ring.


“It’s
Matt Connover. I finally got some authority from my client on the
Sellani case. If your client can pay a million, half in a
structured settlement, the other half in cash, they’ll settle.
But they want an answer within fifteen minutes. Otherwise, deal is
off.”


“Shit,”
Abe gripes. “Fifteen minutes? And why aren’t you calling
Cal? This is his case.”


“I don’t
have his number,” I tell him as I stare at Cal and Mac dancing
twenty feet from me.


“I’ll
give it to you,” Abe tells me, but I cut him off.


“No, I don’t
have time. I’m out on a date right now. Just pass the message
along and give him my number. If I hear back from him in the
timeframe, we have a deal.”


“Matt…
that’s practically impossible,” Abe grumbles. “You
know our clients are in London and it’s… three in the
morning there.”


“Then I
suggest you get Cal hopping on this. It’s a good deal for you
and you know it, and your clients may be in London but that’s
still only a phone call away. Trust me, with this deal I’m
offering you, they won’t mind being woken up.”


I don’t wait
for an answer but disconnect the call. Abe Gettner is the co-counsel
on the Sellani case with Cal, but Cal’s lead chair. All
settlement offers have to go through him and that should keep him
busy for a while.



And I only need five
minutes with Mac.



“Do you mind
getting lost for a little bit?” I ask Melody with a charming
smile as I take my seat again to resume watching Mac.


She returns it and
pats me on the cheek. “If my little “fuck ‘em and
leave ‘em” Matt is falling for a woman, hell yeah, I’ll
get lost. This is monumental.”


“Stuff it,
Melody,” I say with affection as I watch her stand and walk
gracefully away from the table.


The song ends and I
watch Cal lead Mac back to the table, his hand resting on her lower
back. Mac flicks her gaze at me once, but then otherwise looks around
the room… looking everywhere but at me.


Right on schedule,
just as soon as he pulls Mac’s chair out for her, Cal’s
phone rings. He pulls it out, frowns, and then says, “I’m
sorry… this is an urgent call. Excuse me.”


Cal hasn’t
even walked five paces away when I’m standing and grabbing
Mac’s elbow. “Let’s dance.”


She doesn’t
struggle or deny me, but I didn’t expect her to. Regardless of
the way things crumbled between us, there is still an insane
attraction. Plus, I’m her boss. Not like she can say no, right?


When I reach the
dance floor, I turn and pull her into my arms. One arm goes around
her waist, and the other takes her hand in mine, where I rest them
against my chest. She drapes her other hand over my shoulder and
because there is still a little bit of a gap between us, I pull her
in until her body touches mine. The move causes her eyes to darken to
the color of emeralds.


“Where’s
Melody?” she asks, her voice a little raspy.


“Off powdering
her nose or whatever it is that you women do when you have to go to
the restroom.”


“I believe
it’s called peeing. I’m sure she’s just peeing,”
she says with a grin, and just like that… there’s the
Mac that has me captivated.


“Ah…
Mac,” I say longingly. “I’ve missed your crazy
humor.”


I’m not sure
what is so special about what I just said, but Mac pushes in closer
to me… close enough I can lean my head slightly and put my
cheek to her temple. It’s intimate, and it suffuses me with
peace. We dance quietly for a few moments, but then I feel compelled
to tell her, “You look amazingly and fantastically gorgeous
tonight. Every woman in this room pales next to you.”


“Even Melody?”
she murmurs and although I can’t see her face, I can feel the
teasing smile she’s wearing.


“Even Melody,”
I tell her adamantly, but then add on, “By the way, she’s
just a friend. We went to law school together.”


Her head pulls back
so she can look at me, and her tone is a little chastising. “So,
you’re saying I look better than just… ‘nice’?”


I laugh at her
silliness. “That’s all I could say to you in mixed
company. I don’t think anyone would understand an employer
calling his employee ‘amazingly and fantastically gorgeous’.
Wouldn’t you agree?”


“Totally
agree,” she whispers with a smile, and then pushes back in
closer to me again. My heart flips over and when her body touches
mine, you know what starts twitching in you know where.


Leaning my head
down, I put my lips near her ear. “Mac?”


“Hmmm?”
she asks, sort of dreamily.


My voice is urgent
and raw once I commit to the words. “Leave with me right now. I
need you, and it’s killing me not to be with you.”



She jerks in my arms
and pulls back to look at me. Heat ripples across those gorgeous
irises and her mouth is slightly parted in astonishment. For a brief
moment, I think she’s going to say yes, but then she sort of
shakes her head. “I can’t… I’m here with
Cal.”


I take a quick peek
over at our table, and Cal isn’t back yet. Melody isn’t
coming back because she’ll stay gone until I tell her
otherwise.


Turning back to Mac,
I urge her. “Make up an excuse.”


She blinks at me in
confusion. “Like what?”


Releasing her hand
and touching my fingers to her jaw, I suggest. “How about fake
a bout of diarrhea? I heard that worked well with Lorraine.”


Mac’s eyes
practically bug out of her head in surprise. “What? How did you
know?”


I cock an eyebrow at
her and chuckle. “Everyone in the office knew about it, and
people think you are incredibly clever.”


Flashing me her
pearly whites, she starts laughing. “It did work nicely.”


Mac in a sexy dress
is tormenting me. Mac in a sexy dress and laughing in delight…
it’s killing me. I release my hold on her, turn her toward the
edge of the dance floor, and push her along. Leaning down, I murmur,
“Now go. Make an excuse. I’ll ditch Melody and meet you
at your apartment.”


She spins on me, her
eyes flicking in between my own, trying to determine if this is for
real. I want to take her hand and press it up against the erection
that is forming so she knows… yes… I’m not
fucking around right now.


My chest almost
explodes in joy when she nods at me with a smile. “I’ll
meet you at my apartment.”


She turns to head
off, to look for Cal, I assume. Reaching out quickly, I grab her hand
so she looks back at me. “Don’t plan on getting any sleep
tonight, Mac. We have a lot to make up for.”


Even in the low
light, the only ambience from candles and dim chandelier lighting, I
can see the shudder that quakes Mac’s body. I also feel it…
because the thought that my words cause her to tremble makes me
tremble in response.


I’m going to
have her again… tonight, and I don’t know that I’ve
ever looked forward to anything more in my life. It’s like that
feeling you get as a kid, on Christmas morning. Except, there’s
an erection involved for me.


I make a hasty
goodbye to Melody. She wishes me luck, and then kisses my cheek. I
haven’t seen Mac since we parted ways, but I did get a glimpse
of Cal, still on his phone over at the bar, nursing what looks like a
Martini. I snicker to myself because it will take him way longer than
fifteen minutes to get authority to settle. Bet he didn’t see
his evening ending this way.


The cab ride to
Mac’s apartment seems to take forever, but a glance at my watch
shows only twenty minutes. The elevator ride seems to take just as
long.


Then I’m
knocking, and she’s opening the door, and her eyes are already
filled with lust as she looks at me. I don’t know why she’s
letting me back in. I’ve not done anything to really deserve
her giving me a second chance. But I’m sure as hell not going
to question her actions right now.


I step over the
threshold toward her.


She takes a step
back, her chest rising and falling a little faster.


I take another step
toward her, and she steps back again. Reaching out, I shut the door
behind me, and then shrug out of my jacket. As I drop it to the
floor, I take another step in her direction and she backs up again.



She wants a cat and
mouse game? I’ll give it to her, because I do not mind hunting
her down.


I back her up, clear
across her living room, taking off my tie and dropping it casually to
the floor. As I start loosening my first cuff link, she abruptly
stops. Her eyes stare at me intently, her breath now coming in short
pants.


She’s panting,
just because of the thought of me fucking her, and that makes
my erection go full salute. Just knowing she wants me that much.


I take one more step
and then I’m standing just a fraction of an inch from her body,
staring down at her face as it tilts up at me. We’re not
touching anywhere, yet I feel her all over me. I can practically
taste her, and we haven’t even kissed.


“First time’s
going to be quick,” I warn her, because there is absolutely no
way I can wait a moment longer to get inside of her. It’s been
ten long days without sex… yes, but it’s been ten long
days without Mac, and that’s inflaming my lust just as much.


“Works for
me,” she murmurs, licking her lower lip, and I can’t help
the low groan that comes out.


Reaching down with
both hands, I fist the material of her dress and drag it upward. No
time to figure out how to get her out of it. I drag my hands all the
way up past her waist, bunching the material there.


Looking down, I can
see just a hint of black lace at her hipbone and I curl my fingers up
under the edge, hooking onto it tight. With a sharp pull, Mac jerks,
and the material shreds like tissue. I let it flutter to the floor
and stick my hand right in between her legs.


She’s so
fucking warm… so fucking wet. I drag my fingers over her, back
and forth, the movement covering the shaking of my own hand. When she
moans, I can’t control it any more.


Bending over, I lift
her up, placing my hands under her naked ass as she wraps those long
legs around me. I take three steps and pin her against her living
room wall with my torso. Our faces are just inches apart, but we
haven’t kissed. Her breathing is rough but so is mine, and I
know it’s about to get rougher.


Keeping one hand
under her ass for balance, I reach down with my other and do a
one-handed miracle on my button and zipper, opening them up
efficiently and pulling my cock out.


It’s vibrating
with need, weeping in anticipation.


I tilt my hips, line
up, and then I’m shoving my way inside of Mac’s body.
She’s wet and willing, but she’s tight as fuck, and it
takes a couple of twists of my hips before I sink all the way in and
feel her conform around me. She lets out a sigh of blatant pleasure,
and she has a satisfied smile on her face.


The feeling of being
inside of her body is overwhelming. It’s better than ever
before, and I’m inundated with the need to drive myself into a
frenzy.



“God…
you feel so good,” I tell her, my teeth clenched in an effort
to maintain control. I bury my face in her neck and inhale her scent…
honeysuckle and warm, wet female.


I dig my fingertips
into her ass cheeks as I hold still inside of her. I’m afraid
my first movement will unleash something inside of me that I won’t
be able to control. Testing the waters, I make a small circle with my
pelvis against her, and a ripple of ecstasy travels up my spine just
from that small move.


Letting my breath
rush out across her neck, I tell her sadly, “I’m not
going to last long. This feels too good.” Then I move my hips
just a little again, and that same rip of pleasure hits me hard.


“I’m not
worried,” she whispers in my ear, just before she licks it. “I
know you’re good for it. Now… just let go.”


I pull my head up to
look at her, amazed and grateful she’s giving me free license
to fuck her like an animal, and trusting I’ll take care of her
after. While we stare at each other, I pull my cock out almost to the
tip, carefully supporting her with my hands. Hovering on the edge,
she watches… waits for me.



I slam back into her
hard, crushing her against the wall. Her eyes close in rapture, and
she lets out a pleasure-filled gasp. When she opens them back up, she
says, “That’s what I’m talking about.”


I can’t help
the snicker that comes out of my mouth, because that is classic
fucking Mac and I love it. We grin at each other just a moment, and
then I’m claiming her mouth with my own. While my tongue fucks
her mouth, my hips start pumping hard, thrusting my cock in and out
of her sweet pussy. Her arms wrap tightly around my neck and her legs
squeeze at my waist.



Just as I feel the
beginnings of my orgasm firing up, I realize that even though Mac has
told me to let go… to fuck her hard and take my pleasure,
knowing I’ll care for her after, I just can’t do it. I
can’t fall off the edge before her.


So I slow it down,
still making my strokes just as long and just as deep, just not as
hard, not as fast. I slow my kisses down, leisurely swiping inside of
her soft mouth and sucking down every moan and groan she gives me.
After a particularly deep thrust that grinds our pelvic bones
together, Mac starts trembling and she tears her mouth away from
mine. Layering quick kisses across my jaw, to my ear, and then
putting her face into my neck, she lets out a low moan and starts
coming.


“That’s
what I’ve been waiting for,” I praise her, as if she was
coming solely to please me.



But please me it
does.


Her body stiffens
and then shudders so hard that it has me desperate to catch up to
her. I pick up the pace until I am all-out fucking her hard again
against the wall, the pictures beside our head rattling, and Mac is
hanging on tight. I give myself permission and let go, falling fast
into pleasurable oblivion. I slam into her one more time and pin her
tight to the wall. Mac leans back, loosening her arms up, and just
watches me with lustful interest.


As I unload into
her, my head falls forward and rests on her collarbone. I can’t
help myself.



I whisper a prayer
of thanks as I come hard. “Mac… Mac… Mac…”





Chapter 15







Glancing over at
Mac’s alarm clock, I see it’s getting close to noon on
Sunday, and I really should get going. We fucked our brains out all
weekend. All night Friday, all day and night Saturday, and once
already this morning, followed by a little nap, and then Mac woke me
up by sucking on my cock until I unloaded hot in her mouth.


I’m lying flat
on my back, completely naked. Her comforter and sheet had long ago
been kicked to the floor. Raising my head up slightly from the
pillow, Mac is still in the same position she collapsed in about
fifteen minutes ago, with her head resting on my lower abdomen, her
face pointed toward my dick, which is happily recuperating from her
ministrations.



Let me tell you,
there is nothing hotter than being awoken from a deep sleep by having
a woman suck you down the back of her throat. You’re all sleepy
when you first realize what’s going on, maybe just a little
confused. The pleasure is blinding because you had nothing else
battling for its attention other than the peacefulness of sleep. And
then, when you finally become cognizant of what’s going on…
that your lover took you in her mouth and got you hard, then was
going to make you come regardless of whether you woke up or not…
well, just nothing hotter, in my opinion.


When I opened my
eyes in the hazy morning light and saw her bent over me, head bobbing
up and down and pleasure ripping through my entire body, I’m
surprised I didn’t blow right there. But I held on, grabbing at
her hips and pulling them closer to me. She never missed a fucking
stroke and only hesitated once when my hand went between her legs,
then she was groaning the pleasure I was giving her against my dick.



It was a divine
experience.


She came, and then I
came so hard that I actually shouted her name.


Running my hand up
her back, I can just reach her head. I tug on her hair gently to get
her attention. “Are you alive?”


“Barely,”
she groans. “But damn, that was fun.”


Chuckling, I
continue to rub her hair between my fingers. This weekend has been
monumental for me. I broke so many of my own rules that I’m not
even sure I know who I am anymore.


What I do know, is
that where Mac is concerned, I can’t seem to stay within my
boundaries. I seem to be recklessly speeding forward toward
something… I’m not sure what, but it involves something
more than just a whole lot of good fucking.


And there was a lot
of good fucking this weekend. Tons and tons, with sleep, food, and
funny conversation in between. The only kick in an otherwise perfect
weekend was yesterday morning, when it got a little awkward.


I woke up before Mac
and was content to just lay on my side, elbow to mattress and my hand
supporting my head. It allowed me to look down on her and watch as
she slept, taking in tiny details that I hadn’t noticed before.
She has a tiny scar at the corner of her left eyebrow that I hadn’t
noticed before. When she sleeps, she breathes through her mouth, her
lips just slightly parted to allow the air in and out. Her eyelashes
are thick and long, something I already knew, but still fascinating
to me. In fact, I reached out and ran a fingertip over them as they
lay against the skin below her eye.


Mac eventually woke
up, and I sucked on her nipples for a while. Good stuff. Then I
rolled over on top of her, right between her legs and, with a series
of tiny pushes, worked my way in.


Fucking bliss.


I fucked her slow…
just because it was different from our usual frenzied mating. I
kissed her slow, on her mouth, her jaw, her neck. It felt so very
right.


“Do you have
feelings for me?” Mac asked, out of nowhere I might add, and I
immediately went still all over.


While I have opened
myself up to a lot with Mac, I was seriously not ready to have this
discussion. For God’s sake, I was just now able to feel
comfortable staying in her bed all night.


Pulling my lips back
from her mouth, I looked down at her and, trying to keep my voice as
bland as possible, asked, “You really want to have this
conversation now?”



I pushed my cock
into her deeper, so she would remember what was really important at
this very moment. Her eyes closed, her teeth sunk into her bottom
lip, and she moaned.


I took that as her
acquiescence that she’d rather me fuck her, so I started moving
in and out again. Slowly still, although I had thoughts to pick up
the pace soon.


Before I could get
going good though, she said, “Wait… I do want to talk
about this now.”


I was surprised my
dick didn’t just deflate, but who was I kidding... it was Mac.
No way was that happening, no matter how distasteful the conversation
was.


Groaning, I pulled
out of her and rolled off, flopping to my back. I pulled my arm up
and laid it across my eyes. “I can’t believe I just got
cock blocked by you… while I was inside of you.”


“Well…
do you?”


Her voice was
confident. She wasn’t asking in any hesitant way, and she was
genuinely curious. I didn’t think my answer would crush her.
Removing my arm, I turned my head to look at her. She was propped up
on her elbow, mimicking my earlier position.



“Honestly…
I don’t know.” That answer should have been good enough,
at least in my book. But I decided to let her in on one of my
feelings. “I know I hated seeing you with Carson last night.”


“Nothing is
going on between us,” she said softly, laying her hand on my
chest.


“I know. But
you don’t know how bad I just wanted to punch him when he was
dancing with you.” The minute those words were out, I cringed
internally because of how jealous and possessive they sounded. Mac
most certainly did not belong to me. Not really.


I don’t want
her to belong to me.



Not really.


Scratching her nails
across my skin, she asked, “What is it between you and Cal?”


I cocked an eyebrow
at her. “You mean, you didn’t ask him?”



“I did…
but he said it was private.”


Ironic…
Carson actually being a bit of a loyalist. “And I suppose you’d
get in a snit again if I told you to mind your own business, right?”


“Right,”
she agreed quickly.


Rolling my entire
body toward her, I raised my hand and skimmed my fingers along her
jawline. Then I brought my gaze to her and made sure she saw the
seriousness in my eyes. “I’ll tell you, but I’m
only going to say this once and no questions, okay?”


She nodded at me,
eyes filled with excitement. Excitement, I’m sure, because I
was actually getting ready to share something with her that didn’t
involve sex. “Cal used to be my best friend, but he slept with
my wife. So I’m sure you can understand why I hate him.”


Mac stared at me,
mouth parted, luminous eyes blinking at me. “You’re
married?”


“Sorry. I mean
ex-wife.”


“But, when did
this hap—?”


Placing my fingers
over her lips, I said, “No questions. That’s all you need
to know.”


She smiled softly in
surrender against my fingertips, and I moved my hand away. I pulled
her in close to me and rolled onto my back, taking her with me. “Now
that I answered your question, how about you make it up to me?”



“Oh, yeah…
what did you have in mind?” she asked as she sat up and settled
her heat over me. The tip of my cock slipped in her just a fraction
and about had my eyes crossing.


Putting my hands on
her hips, I itched to push her down on me… impale her hard.
But I held still, letting her make the move. “Well, for
starters… how about you fuck me silly while you’re on
top, and then after, let’s stay in your bed all weekend and
only get out to eat. Deal?”


She sank down on me
slowly, all the way, until we were bound tight against one another.
“Deal.”


We never talked
again about Cal, or her feelings or my feelings. We kept it light on
the conversation and heavy on the sex, and we even managed to watch a
few episodes of Family Guy together in her bed.



It was nice…
laying there watching TV with her. We weren’t even cuddling.
Just both of us propped up on her pillows, sheet pulled up lightly
over us, laughing our asses off.


It was also nice
holding her at night. I’m surprised by how easily I slept,
sharing a bed with someone. Granted, Mac’s an easy bedmate. She
quietly lies on her side, letting me spoon her. She sleeps deep and
heavy, hardly moving. About the only time I can get her to move is
with the old “hand between the legs” trick I’ve
become quite fond of employing on her.


Mac’s head
moves, and I glance down. She lifts up and because she’s right
there, and just because she can, and just because she’s hotter
than hot, she leans over and licks me. I’m sated and exhausted
after her five-star blow job, but damn if it doesn’t twitch
from that warm touch of her tongue.


She looks back over
her shoulder at me with a grin. “Want some more?”


“No,” I
say, shaking my head with a smile. “Lunch, and then I need to
get home. I have stuff I need to do around my apartment.”


“Okay,”
she says as she rolls out of bed. I watch her pad over to her dresser
and reach inside. She pulls out a little pair of those boy-shorts
underwear and slips them on. Then she pulls out a tiny, tiny t-shirt
that covers most of her stomach but not quite all of it. A thin patch
of soft skin peeks out. Her breasts pull the material tight, and her
nipples are poking hard at it.


I’ve seen Mac
looking all kinds of gorgeous in all kinds of beautiful clothing. But
right now… with her hair all messed up and her lips swollen
from sucking my cock, in those underwear that don’t reveal much
but the curve of her ass and that little t-shirt… well, I
don’t think she’s ever looked more lovely.


She actually hurts
to look at, because deep down… I know this probably is not
meant to be for the long run. I stare at her though, memorizing the
details, so I can have this in my bank of memories to take with me
when this is simply no more.


“What do you
feel like eating?” she asks genially. “I’ve got
stuff to make sandwiches.”


“That’s
good,” I say as I roll out of bed and pull on my underwear. I
only have my tuxedo, and I’m not about to put that on until I
have to make the walk of shame out of her apartment. I can’t
believe I literally spent the entire weekend naked with Mac. I don’t
think I’ve ever done that before… gone that long without
clothes.


Nice and liberating.
I think it’s something we should do again.


Soon.


I follow Mac out to
her kitchen. It’s been a wonder we haven’t run into her
roommate all weekend. I’ve heard her… I think, stumbling
in around three AM on Saturday morning, but for the most part, I
stayed in Mac’s room. She has her own bathroom and she made
runs out into the kitchen for food, so I had everything I needed.



Since I’m only
in my underwear, I hope the elusive Macy doesn’t decide to
visit with us. But I’m also not shy so that won’t bother
me probably as much as it would bother her… or Mac.


Mac hands me a
bottled water from the fridge and I lean against the kitchen island,
watching her bend over to pull out sandwich materials from the
fridge. The move makes those boy shorts ride up her ass just a
little. Lust surges through me, although I don’t act on it. It
would be so simple to walk up behind her, pull her underwear down,
and nail her.


She wouldn’t
say no.


But I don’t,
rather enjoying the feelings coursing through me, and telling myself
that I will fuck her one more time before I leave… maybe in
the shower. I tell myself that the anticipation will make it better.


“Where do you
see me going in your firm?” Mac asks as she stands up with her
arms full and turns to the kitchen island.


I’m so stunned
by her question, that I’m absolutely blanking on anything to
say. We’ve never talked about her employment outside of my
firm, and while it’s not taboo or prohibited, I’m not
sure how it makes me feel. This gets into some weird, blurred lines
because it’s not exactly appropriate that I’m banging my
employee. And while I know that Mac would never, not in a million
years, ever expect me to treat her differently because of our sexual
relationship, it still makes me a bit uncomfortable.


Because I don’t
answer right away, she looks up at me in concern. “Did I just
ask something wrong?”


I try for some
levity to break the tension. “Depends… are you sleeping
with me to get a promotion?”


Mac throws a piece
of Swiss cheese at me and she’s so fast, I can’t even
defend. It hits my right cheek before flopping to the counter.


“Be serious,”
she admonishes.


“I am,”
I tell her, my voice serious as requested. “You know, this
isn’t exactly kosher what we’re doing.”


She blinks at me in
surprise, and it confirms what I originally thought about Mac. It
never even crossed her mind to exchange sexual favors for advancement
at work. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t asking it like that.”


“I know you
weren’t,” I assure her.



I watch her for a
moment as she builds our sandwiches up, waiting for her next move.
Waiting to see if she’ll push forward, despite my admonishment
that we are walking a slippery slope.


Putting a sandwich
on a plate and sliding it over to me she says, “It’s
just… I’ve watched what you do, the way you fight for
your clients. You make it seem so effortless—”


“It’s
not effortless—” I interrupt.


“I know. It’s
pure talent,” she says adamantly, and my eyebrows rise over the
compliment. “I’m just wondering if I have the same
talent… abilities. To maybe do what you do one day?”


Mac Dawson, the
lawyer, is a lot of things. Brilliant, assured, hard working. The
list could go on and on.


But right now, I’m
hearing a distinct lack of confidence in her voice, and that is so
“un-Mac-like”.


The man in me…
the one that just came down her throat twenty minutes ago, wants to
take her in my arms and murmur words of praise and assurance to her.


The lawyer in me has
to take a slightly different approach.


“Mac…
you are young and have miles to go. But everything I’ve seen so
far tells me you have a hell of a career ahead of you.” In
fact, everything I’ve seen so far tells me she’s going to
be an amazing litigator, but I don’t go quite that far in my
compliments. I don’t want her head getting too big.


“Really?”
she asks, looking so very young and so very hopeful.


“Really,”
I tell her with a reassuring smile.


She narrows her eyes
at me. “You’re not just saying that because I give good
head?”


I can’t help
the laugh that bursts out. Eyes crinkled with amusement, I tell her,
“You give the best head ever, but that’s not why I’m
telling you that.”


“Okay,”
she says, acting relieved, but in truth, she wasn’t ever
worried. Then she narrows her eyes again… teasing me. “You’re
not just saying I give the best head ever so I’ll give you
another blow job, are you?”


I take a bite of my
sandwich and smirk at her while chewing. When I swallow, I say,
“You’re something else, McKayla Dawson.”


She gives me a saucy
grin of agreement and starts eating her lunch.


When we’re
done, I drag her back to the bedroom where I return the oral favor
she bestowed on me, and then we fuck in the shower just as I’d
planned.


Yes, Mac Dawson is
indeed, something else.





Chapter 16







Sometimes I wish
that we could have do-overs in life. I wish we could go back, with
the vision of hindsight, pick those parts in our lives where we chose
the wrong path, and then just say, “I want a do-over” and
then some celestial clerk above who keeps records, would look in his
ledger book, and if you had not asked before, he’d give you
one.


Yeah… I think
I’d like a do-over.



Most people would
think that my do-over would be to not have ever met or married
Marissa, but they’d be wrong. Without having met and married
that bitch, I’d never have Gabe and he’s worth marrying a
hundred Marissa’s and being cheated on a hundred times.


No, my do-over would
be that I wish I had never met McKayla Dawson.


Ouch… I know
that would hurt her a lot if she knew I was thinking that, but fuck…
my life was all kinds of simple before she came into it. I had a
vision… a plan… an agenda. My priorities were solid.
First, be the best possible dad I could be to Gabe. Second, be the
best possible lawyer I could be for my clients. Third, fuck my way
through Manhattan and enjoy the single life until the day I died.


Mac has screwed
number three up royally.


Now, I’m in
this weird place with her. We have the most phenomenally compatible
sexual chemistry. We are explosive, incendiary, unquenchable.


I will never find
another woman in the sack like her.


Never.


But I broke a major
rule the second time I fucked Mac. I continued to break rules by
continuing to fuck her. Now, I can’t walk away from it. She’s
in my blood, and frankly… I don’t want to give it up.


We are bordering on
some dangerous territory. Her feelings are involved, as evidenced by
this weekend when she asked me about my own. She wants more… I
can tell, and eventually, this will not be enough for her.


And this is why I
would like a do-over with her… right now… right this
very moment.



Because I think,
when that moment comes, and she demands more of me, I’m going
to fucking get hurt no matter which way I go. If I give her what she
wants, I’ll be opening myself up to further pain because
nothing this good lasts forever. If I give her up and walk away, I’ll
be hurt when I lose her.


I’m in a
fucking no-win situation with her, unless Mac miraculously man’s
up and decides to leave her gooey, womanly feelings out of this
equation, and that’s not going to happen.


And a do-over isn’t
going to happen either because there’s no celestial clerk above
keeping track of this shit, so I quit wistfully thinking it could
happen one day.


Mac and I have
settled into this sort of cool routine this week. At work, we are
business as usual. The casual observer would never know that I know
every nook and cranny of her body. Licked it too, for that matter.
When we work on cases together, we are working.


Sure… we may
look at each other and yeah, there are some flames leaping out of our
eyes, but I doubt anyone notices that. One time… when I was
handing a document to Mac, I intentionally slid my pinky finger over
the back of her hand, just because I was dying to touch her. Her eyes
got a bit glazed and her breath hitched, and I fucking wanted to
gloat over it.


But I didn’t.


At the end of the
work day, I’ll casually walk around, saying goodbye to those
still working. That includes stopping by Mac’s office where,
once I determine no one is around, I walk into her office and ask her
what she wants for dinner. She tells me, and then, within an hour,
I’m at her apartment with food.



We eat, and then we
fuck.


Sometimes for hours.


Then I go home, and
we do it all over again the next day.


Now see… if
it could stay this way, it would be perfect. Sure, I’m
committing to some type of monogamy, but like I said before, that’s
not a hardship with Mac. And there are really no feelings involved.
We eat, we do simple talk, and we fuck. It’s like the perfect
equation.


I knock on Mac’s
apartment door and wait for her to answer. I know that what I hold in
my hand could give her the wrong impression and threaten to increase
the volume of her gooey feelings. But fuck it… I couldn’t
help myself.


Where’s she’s
concerned, I just can’t help myself.


The door opens, and
there she is.


Yes, impossibly
looking more beautiful than when I saw her at work an hour and a half
ago. The sex will be better tonight too.


Mark my words.


It just always gets
better.


Mac smiles at me in
welcome, her eyes then dropping to the bag of Chinese food I hold in
one hand and the bouquet of fresh flowers I picked up at a vendor
down the street. Her jaw then sort of drops open as her gaze travels
slowly back up to mine.


In that look, I see
so many things that really, really make me want that do-over again.
Because by bringing her flowers, I’m quietly telling her that
maybe I could offer more to her. Which is so not the message I want
to give her. I want her to know that this is just sex. Sex is all it
is.


And yet… when
I walked by that vendor, and I saw that bouquet of big sunflowers and
something the vendor said was Queen Anne’s Lace, I knew Mac had
to have them. I said fuck the consequences, fuck the danger I’m
putting both of our hearts in, and I bought the motherfuckers.


I start to hand them
to Mac when I hear, “Yum! Chinese! And I’m starving. Oh
hey, nice flowers.”


Turning to my left,
I see a tall woman with her golden-blonde hair pulled back in a chic
chignon, tailored, cream-colored slacks, pale blue silk blouse, and
high heel shoes that I’m betting cost more than most people
make in a week. She’s wearing a thick, gold choker at her neck
and three-carat diamonds in her ears. Based on the money alone
dripping off her, I’m guessing this is Mac’s roommate and
socialite heiress, Macy Carrington.


“Matt…
this is my roommate, Macy. Macy… this is Matt.”


Macy turns around,
running her eyes lasciviously over me, looking at my crotch extra
close, and says, “Dayum, Mac. He is H-O-T. If you ever get
tired of hitting that, let me know. I’ll take him for a test
drive.”



I know my eyes
practically bug out of my head, because while Mac has told me that
Macy is over-the-top crazy and has practically no sexual morals, I
really didn’t know what she meant. Now, I kind of see it. She’s
fucking dead serious that she would gladly fuck me if Mac gets tired.


And… because
I’m a man, of course, my thoughts automatically go to having a
three-way with her and Mac. I can’t help it. That’s what
men do, and while I entertain the thought briefly, I know there’s
no way in hell Mac would ever go for it. I’d never ask her,
because I can tell she’s never the type that would share.


Macy would.


In a heartbeat.


But not Mac.


Macy grabs the
Chinese food from my hands and says, “Nice to meet you, and
thanks for the food. I’m starving.”


Turning to Mac, I
look at her with a grin, but she’s looking at Macy’s
retreating back. “That’s Matt’s and my dinner.”


She yells back, “I’m
willing to share. Come on in and let’s eat.”


Mac turns to look at
me in apology. She takes the flowers from my hands, eyes soft and
warm, while whispering, “I’m sorry. We can make up some
plates and go eat in my bedroom if you want.”


Now, while the
prospect of eating Chinese food naked on Mac’s bed appeals to
me greatly, and it would be naked eating because we made a pact this
weekend that if we had any food in the bed, we at least had to be
naked, I simply cannot help but want to know more about this weird
creature, Macy Carrington.


“No way. I
want to get to know this roommate of yours a little bit better.”


Mac just rolls her
eyes at me, but she giggles, so I know she understands what I’m
saying. That I just find this outspoken, loose woman fascinating,
especially since they are best friends and she’s like the polar
opposite of Mac. Actually, in my pre-Mac days, Macy would have been a
perfect match for me.


We walk into the
kitchen, and Mac gets a vase to put the flowers in. I see Macy has
already taken three plates out of the cupboard and set them on the
kitchen table. We all sit down and start pulling food out of the
boxes… sweet and sour pork, cold sesame noodles, and shrimp
fried rice.


“So, Matt…
you and Mac were so loud this weekend. I told Mac you two made me
horny, just listening to you.”


I choke, and choke
hard, on the fried rice I’m trying to swallow. I take a sip of
water to wash it down, my eyes watering slightly.


“Shut up,
Macy,” Mac says sternly, although her eyes are laughing at her
roommate. “You can stop trying to shock him now.”


Macy just gives me a
goofy grin and pushes some noodles in her mouth. “But
seriously, isn’t this a little uncouth… banging your
employee.”


“Macy!”
Mac growls at her. “Enough.”


Macy laughs and
punches Mac lightly on the arm. “Okay… I’m done.”


For a while, I
forget that I’m sitting in my lover’s apartment, having a
fantastically fun conversation with two witty and beautiful women,
and I don’t think it’s crossed my mind once about all of
the dark thoughts I had earlier. In fact, this seems to feel almost…
natural, as evidenced by the way that my hand would stray over to
Mac’s knee and just rub it softly because I happened to be
thinking about her at that moment. She would smile at me, and I would
return it… because that felt natural too.


Fuck, I need a
do-over because I think otherwise, I’m pretty much doomed.


“So, Matt…
where do you live?” Macy asks.


“I live over
in Chelsea.”


“That’s
closer to your office—how come you two just don’t go
there after work? I mean, it’s not like you do anything but eat
and screw like bunnies.”


True enough. That’s
pretty much all we do, except we do talk and oh, we watch Family
Guy sometimes too.



Mac turns to look at
me with a smile and playfully punches me on the shoulder. “Yeah,
how come you never take me to your place?”


I grin back at her,
because we’re joking around… right? “Because I
never invite the women I’m just fu—”


I stop suddenly,
realizing that I really don’t think we are playing. I really
don’t think what I was getting ready to say is going to be
received as teasing by Mac. I look at her and my eyes apologize even
if the words don’t immediately spill out of my lips.


The look on her face
is brave, but I can tell she’s hurt. Even so, her tone of voice
is teasing… jovial. “You mean—you don’t
invite the women you’re just fucking over to your place.”


She’s hiding
the fact that I just hurt her, and that makes me feel ten times worse
because she should just be a woman and get offended. Slap me, dump
Chinese food in my lap, and kick me in the nuts.


Even though I just
spoke the truth, I didn’t have to say that. I could have lied,
and Mac would never know that deep down inside… I’m
still just a slime ball when it comes to women.


Macy cautiously
rises from her chair. “I think I’m going to head to bed
now and give you two a little space.”


Neither Mac nor I
acknowledge her exit. I need to set this straight. I need to take
away the hurt, but I also need to make sure she understands…
what I said wasn’t done in a cruel vein.



“I’m
sorry,” I tell her genuinely. “That was crude. But it’s
the truth. I told you I don’t do relationships, Mac. I always—”


Mac holds her hand
up, and I stop mid-sentence. “No, what you said was honest and
you’re right… you’ve been very clear about things
with me. If there’s one thing I appreciate about you, is that
you always give me honesty.”


She gives me an
understanding smile, and the message is clear. She appreciates my
honesty more than she hates the hurt, and fuck… that right
there makes me feel a million times worse.



“Do you want
me to go?” I ask.


“No,”
she says with confidence and keeps her smile in place. “Stay.
Finish eating and let’s go shake the apartment’s
foundation.”


“Okay,”
I say carefully, allowing a small smile in return.


“So, I found
an interesting article that could help us on the speeding issue in
the Jackson case,” she says suddenly, and just like
that, Mac is turning this awkward moment around, and giving us both
something to talk about that is safe.


We spend the next
twenty minutes discussing the law, and Mac seems to be okay. She’s
her usual funny and sassy self, making me laugh periodically without
even trying. I help her clean up the remains of our dinner, Macy
never having reappeared, and then she leads me back to her bedroom by
the hand.


And fuck if
something just doesn’t feel wrong about this.


Is it me swimming in
guilt because I hurt Mac? Is it me having a moral conflict because
all I seem to do is share a meal with her and then take advantage of
what she offers me sexually?


When she closes the
door behind us, she turns in my arms and wraps her arms around my
neck. Her voice sounds like a hot summer night when she says, “I’m
thinking doggie style should be on the agenda tonight. I promise not
to sing ‘Who let the dogs out?’.”


I’m still
swimming in guilt, but I can’t help it… her words send a
shot of lust to my dick, which immediately starts transforming into
the hard beast that’s going to fuck her senseless… and
apparently doggie style.


Sticking my nose in
her neck, I inhale her scent. “You are so fucking sexy, Mac.
What did I ever do to deserve someone like you?”


She doesn’t
answer but reaches a hand down to cup my erection. She palms me
gently, rubbing slightly on the outside edges of my dick. It’s
sweetly erotic and makes me ache in my bones to have her.


Lifting my face from
her neck, I look down at her and she’s watching me with sad
eyes.


“I’m
really sorry,” I tell her sincerely. It doesn’t change
the truth of my words, because I was being truthful in what I said. I
don’t take women that I’m fucking back to my place, and
I’m so very sorry that it hurts Mac, but she really is nothing
more than a woman I’m fucking. “I’m sorry if it
hurt your feelings.”


Mac places her
fingers over my lips and says, “Shh. You don’t have to
apologize.”


“But I just
want you to know that my intent wasn’t to—”


“Matt…
I’m seriously okay. I’m a big girl, and I understand well
what is going on between us. I don’t have any glamorous
expectations that this is anything more than a fuck. You’ve
been unbelievably clear about that with me and never once have you
made me think otherwise.”


“Haven’t
I?” I can’t help but ask, because Mac can’t have
feelings for me based on the phenomenal sex we’ve been having.


Or can she?


She smiles at me, a
little mischievously, and says, “Well… I’ll admit…
the flowers you brought tonight threw me off a little.”


I knew those fucking
flowers would haunt me. I knew they’d send the wrong message.


Except, I have no
clue what message I was hoping they’d send. I just thought they
were beautiful, and she deserved them. Nothing more. Doesn’t
mean I want to get married or anything.


“Hey…
where did you go just now?” Mac asks, taking her fingers and
squeezing my jaw to get my attention.


“I just
thought… I just thought the flowers were beautiful and that
you deserved them.”


“I deserved
them?” she asks, eyebrow cocked.


“Yeah…
you know… for that amazing blow job you gave me this weekend,”
I tell her with a devious smile.


She looks at me a
moment and throws her head back, laughing at my audacity. She
entrances me when she laughs, especially because she has the most
gorgeous lips I’ve ever seen. So I just stare at her.


When she finally
brings her eyes back to me, the humor is gone and desire is back in
place. She squeezes my cock again with her hand. “Okay…
let’s put all this silliness to rest. Up for some doggy style?”


Relieved that we
don’t have to talk about this anymore, I flex into her hand, I
say, “You know the answer to that already.”





Chapter 17







I take the long way
to my office through the maze of cubicles and hallways. It’s no
coincidence that the long way just happens to lead me past Mac’s
office. Just thought I’d stick my head in, ogle her privately
for a second or two, and say good morning. It’s not something
I’ve ever done before, and I don’t know why I’m
doing it now.


Maybe it has
something to do with the uneasy feeling I woke with after last night
with Mac. It’s still rubbing me a bit raw that I hurt her
feelings. She let me off the hook easily, and I’m so grateful
for that, but I don’t feel absolved.


As I turn the corner
to the hallway that houses Mac’s office, I can see immediately
she’s not in because the office is dark. I stroll right on by,
not even taking a peek inside.


Odd that she’s
not here. She usually always beats me into the office, and I know
this because there’s usually an email from her on a case that’s
waiting for me to read.


“What’s
up, Matt?” Rob Gendhard says as he approaches me in the hall.
He’s one of our litigation attorneys, been with me for almost
eight years, and is a conceited jackass.


But he’s a
hell of a lawyer.


“Not much,”
I tell him affably as we come to a stop in the hall. “What do
you have on the agenda today?”


“A Motion for
Sanctions scheduled for this afternoon, but just catching up on stuff
this morning. Heading down to Mac’s office right now.”


“Oh yeah?”
I ask with vague curiosity. I didn’t realize he was having her
help him with anything.


Rob leans in closer
to me. “Yeah… think I’m going to ask her out. She
looks like she’d be an amazing fuck, don’t you think?”


He laughs at his own
crude statement and I have to curl my fingers into the palms of my
hands, digging my nails in, so I don’t punch the motherfucker.



And since I can’t
beat the shit out of him, I decide to use real power instead.



“Don’t
even think about it,” I warn him. “You get me sued for a
hostile work environment or some shit like that, I’ll have to
fire your ass. You know there’s no fraternizing among superiors
and subordinates, and you, Rob, are her superior.”


Rob’s eyebrows
shoot high, and disappointment etches all over his face. “But
she doesn’t work underneath me. How am I her superior?”


“You’re
in litigation and one of the senior associates. She’s in
litigation and is at the bottom of the rung. You’re her
superior.”


Blinking at me for a
few moments, he says quietly, “I didn’t think of it that
way. Sorry. You’re right… that wouldn’t be good.”


I nod my head at him
curtly, because I still want to kick his ass, and start to move past
him. I don’t feel a shred of remorse for placing a standard on
Rob that I myself am not willing to abide by. Truth be told, if Mac
weren’t involved with me, there really wouldn’t be
anything wrong with them having a relationship. But Mac is involved
with me and there’s no way I’m sharing her.


“Hey, Matt?”
Rob asks and I turn halfway to look at him, raising my chin in
question. “You all right? You seem a little on edge.”


I try to relax my
face, so he doesn’t see that I still want to pound him into the
dirt. “I’m fine. Just a lot on my plate today.”


“All right.
I’ll see you around.”


I don’t
respond and walk away.


When I get to my
office, I flop in my chair and boot up my laptop. My mind starts
thinking about the work I need to do today, but then gets sidetracked
by thinking about Mac. This is happening more and more lately, and
it’s kind of a pain in the ass. One of the things that makes me
so fucking great at what I do… why I’m a litigation god…
is because I have tremendous focus and determination.


Not so much
“post-Mac”.


When my computer
fully boots, I note I have a meeting this afternoon with a doctor
that’s going to testify in a nursing home abuse case for me. I
quickly send an email to my paralegal and ask her to pull the medical
records on that case so I can review them this morning.


I start going
through my other email, nothing in the subject lines standing out as
urgent. When I get to one from my HR director, Karen Anders, that
simply says “Employee Emergency,” I almost bypass it
because it’s not marked urgent and I’m sure it’s
just informational. Karen has been with me from the day I opened the
doors to this firm, is well equipped to handle 99.9% of the human
resource matters, and usually just tells me what she did so I can put
that away in my memory under the file entitled “Useless
Knowledge”.


I almost hit the
delete button without even reading it, but something makes me pause.
Mac isn’t in yet… what if the emergency is about her?


My palms immediately
get sweaty, and my heart starts madly tripping. I open the email, and
my eyes immediately focus on the words McKayla Dawson.


My heart beat pulses
so hard that it feels like it will jump out of my chest.


The message is
simple.







Matt,


McKayla Dawson’s
roommate called me a bit ago and advised me that Miss Dawson has a
family emergency and had to leave for Nashville last night. Her
roommate said she expects she’ll be out several days. 



FYI, so you can
make sure someone can cover her cases for her. I’ll update you
if I find anything else out.


Karen







Bolting out of my
chair, I walk—practically run—to Karen’s office.
She’s thankfully alone when I barge through the door and looks
up at me from her computer with a smile.


“Good
morning,” she says cheerfully.


“What happened
with Mac?”


Karen blinks at me,
because yeah… the way I asked it was urgent and blunt, and it
was rude I didn’t acknowledge her greeting.


“Um…
I’m not sure. Her roommate just said it was a family emergency.
I’m sorry… I didn’t think to ask other details. I
just took her word that it truly was an emergency.”


Breathing out a huge
sigh of frustration, I rake my hands through my hair and try to think
of what to do.


“You don’t
think this is made up so she could take time off?” Karen asks,
her eyes now narrowed in suspicion.



My head snaps in her
direction. “No way. Mac’s not like that.”


Karen’s jaw
sort of drops because she heard it. Heard the tone of my voice. Heard
that I know Mac on a bit of a deeper level than just a new employee.


“Give me her
roommate’s number,” I demand, trying to keep my voice at
a polite decibel but I think… ultimately… failing. Good
thing Karen’s seen all of my moods, even the worst, so she
doesn’t even bat an eye at that.


Typing a few
keystrokes on her computer, she pulls something up on her screen. Her
eyes search back and forth and when she finds what she wants, she
writes it down on yellow sticky note for me.


“Thanks,”
I manage to say as I take the paper and head out her door. Pulling my
cell phone from my jacket pocket, I dial the number Karen just gave
me and head back toward my office. As it rings, I pass a few people
in the hall who make eye contact with me and then drop their gaze
quickly. I know what my face is saying. It’s saying, I’m
upset and if you know what’s good for you, don’t say a
fucking word to me.


Macy answers on the
second ring. “Hello.”


“What the hell
is going on with Mac and why am I just hearing about it from my human
resources director?” I demand.


Macy does something
that stuns me. She starts crying.



Loud.


“Macy,”
I try to get her attention as I make it back to my office. “You
need to calm down and tell me what’s going on. You’re
freaking me the fuck out.”


I can hear her take
a deep breath in and let it out. “I’m sorry. I’m
just so worried. Mac’s mom was in a bad car accident, and she
tore out of here last night. She’s driving to Nashville, and I
haven’t heard from her. I’ve been calling all night and
this morning, and nothing. What if something happened to her?”


“Nothing
happened to her,” I assure Macy quickly, and I say it with
confidence because I have to believe that. “What happened to
her mom?”


Macy starts crying
again, but it’s soft and she manages to talk through it as I
sit down at my desk. “I don’t know the details of what
happened, but the doctor said she was brain dead. Was on life
support.”


FUCK!


Fuck, fuck, fuck,
fuck.


My heart explodes in
sadness for Mac, and I immediately worry about her. “Does she
have any other family down there?”


“No. Her dad
died a few years ago and the rest of them are out in California.
Matt… I tried to go with her, but she told me no… said
she didn’t need me. She sounded like a robot… like she
was on auto pilot or something.”


Macy starts crying
again, and it’s because she’s worried but also because
her feelings are hurt that her best friend wouldn’t accept help
and comfort when it was offered.


“What hospital
is she at?”



“Vanderbilt
University Medical Center.”


“Keep trying
to call her. I’m going to try and catch a flight there. If I’m
lucky, I’ll be able to get there not too much longer after
her.”


“Okay,”
Macy says in a small voice.


“Hey,” I
say softly. “It’ll be okay. I’ll text you my flight
info so you know when I’ll get there. You call me if you hear
from her, okay?”


“Sure,”
she says, her voice a little stronger.


“And Macy?”


“Yes?”


“Mac didn’t
mean anything by it when she refused your help. You understand she
wasn’t thinking rationally, right? No matter how calm she
appeared.”


Sighing into the
phone, Macy says, “I know, but thanks for making sure I
remember that.”


I disconnect the
phone and hit the intercom on my desk, buzzing Karen’s office.
When she answers, I tersely tell her to book me the fastest non-stop
flight to Nashville because I don’t want to risk connection
delays. Karen doesn’t sound surprised, but even if she were,
she wouldn’t question me.


I then shoot a quick
email off to my paralegal and have her clear my calendar for the next
two days.


Just that quickly,
I’m out the door and headed to my apartment to pack a suitcase.
I dial Mac’s phone, hoping she’ll answer.


It goes straight to
her voice mail and when the message starts, it’s Mac’s
voice sounding dreamy and hypnotic. You’re getting very
sleepy. So very sleepy. Your eyelids are closing, and you’re
growing tired. You are losing your ability to stay awake, and you are
susceptible to suggestion. When you hear the tone, you will be all
but powerless to leave your name and number.


I roll my eyes
because I’m not in the mood for Mac’s humor right now.
“Mac… call me. I’m trying to find out what’s
going on.”


I start to hang up,
but then I say, “I’m worried about you. So is Macy.
Please call me.”


***



The cab driver tells
me it’s only a fifteen-minute ride to the hospital, so I lean
my head back against the seat cushion and shoot a quick text to Macy.


Landed. Any word
from Mac?


She responds back
immediately. No! Please let me know when you see her.


I sigh with
frustration. Mac hasn’t returned my numerous calls or answered
my texts. She’s not communicating with Macy either, and it
makes me worried sick.


I’m not
worried she didn’t make it to the hospital because I know she
did. I have no clue how Karen got the information, but she probably
manipulated or weaseled it out of some gullible nurse. I had
confirmation that Mac made it to the hospital and her mother was in
Room 4310.


While I’m
worried about Mac and sad for her, I’m also a little bit angry
that she hasn’t returned my calls.


Hell, I’m
angry she didn’t think to call me and tell me this happened.
She just had Macy call Karen, and that burns me up for some reason.


I had just assumed,
based on the intimacy that we’ve shared, that she would share
something like that with me. I mean… I didn’t expect to
be the first person she turned to. That would be Macy.


But I did sort of
expect I would be the second person she would turn to.


And just that
thought right there is like a cold wave of water hitting me, dousing
me with the reality that I am letting myself develop actual feelings
for her. Feelings that have nothing to do with how great she feels
underneath of me.


I’m also hit
with the stunning realization that I may be a little bit selfishly
unrealistic in those expectations. I expect her to share something
monumentally important with me, yet I’ve failed to share with
her the most important thing in the world to me.


She has no clue
about Gabe.


The singularly most
important thing that will ever exist in my world.


Turning my head to
the side, I look blankly at the Nashville scene passing by. My mind
idly wonders why I’ve not told her. Why I haven’t even
thought about telling her.


How can I be so
worried about a woman that I’d drop everything to fly to be at
her side, yet I won’t tell her a simple fact about me…
that I have a son?


Maybe because that
fact isn’t so simple.


Gabe is complicated.
Not complicated as a child because he’s like the best kid ever.


But it’s
complicated because my son has single parents from a failed marriage.
And not just any failed marriage. A marriage that crumbled beyond
repair when the wrecking ball known as betrayal slammed into it.
Marissa’s deceit had a profound effect on me, as you would
imagine. It clearly has closed me off and made me averse to exploring
a relationship. But it also made me super protective. Not only of my
own heart, but Gabe’s as well.



The sad truth is…
I really don’t trust any other woman not to shred my heart, and
I sure as hell would never trust another woman not to hurt my son.


Ergo… that is
why Mac has no clue I have a son.


I don’t trust
her enough to let her know.


The cab driver pulls
up in front of the admissions entrance of the hospital, and I hand
cash to cover the fare plus tip. I slide out of the backseat, pulling
my small suitcase behind me.


Staring up at the
building in front of me, I take a deep breath and let it out slowly.
I’m here for Mac. I’m worried about her, and I have no
qualms with admitting that. I do care for her. How can I not when
she’s such a fantastic woman, inside and out of the bedroom?


But there’s
not much past that.



No trust.



No commitment past
basic monogamy while we’re fucking each other, and even then,
we haven’t exactly talked about that.


No burning need to
immerse myself in her life.


No devastation if we
were to go our separate ways tomorrow.


Yes, I care for her.
But not enough to invite her all the way into my life.





Chapter 18







I’ve been
lying in this hotel bed, holding Mac in my arms for going on an hour
now. She’s sound asleep, and I have no desire to let her go.
I’m afraid that if I do, she’ll feel the loss of my
comfort and will hurt worse than she already does, and I’m not
about to let that happen.


It’s been a
brutal day today.


When I made it to
Room 4310 and looked inside, pain literally shot through me at the
first glimpse of Mac. Despite her tangled hair and wrinkled clothes,
she looked hauntingly beautiful in her misery and despair. She was
bent over her mom’s bed, holding her hand and weeping softly. I
wanted to go to her and pull her into my arms, away from the horrific
circumstances lying in that hospital bed.


But I couldn’t
intrude. She was having a personal moment with her mother, and I
sensed enough to know that she wouldn’t be having many more.


When Mac finally saw
me standing there, her tear-streaked face filled with grief, I
couldn’t do anything but open my arms to her and let her crash
into me. I held her for a while, letting her bask in the knowledge
that I was there for her to lean on.


Then I started
taking care of her.


I gently persuaded
her to leave her mom for a bit so she could get something to eat.
While we sat in the cafeteria, I asked Mac for all the painful
details and she confirmed for me what I pretty much guessed when I
saw her mom lying there.



She would have to
make some end-of-life decisions.


“I don’t
know what to do,” she told me in a quavering voice.


“Tell me
what’s going on, and we’ll talk it out.”


“The doctor is
going to come by tonight and talk to me in more detail about her
condition, but from what they’ve told me so far, she isn’t
going to recover. She has minimal brain activity… The machines
are keeping her alive right now. I think tonight… I think he
wants to talk to me about taking her off life support.”


“Did your mom
have a Living Will or any other health care directive?”


I didn’t think
my heart could hurt more for Mac, but the tears welled up again in
her eyes and she looked so forlorn as she shook her head in the
negative. “I’m so stupid. I’m a fucking lawyer, and
I never thought to have my mom do one.”


I reached across the
table and took both of her hands in mine, rubbing them soothingly.
“Don’t do that to yourself. It has no purpose here to
dwell on those things.”


Mac tried to pull
herself together, because although she’s wide open and
vulnerable right now, I know she’s normally not like that. She
likes to be tough. I watched as she pulled her lower lip in between
her teeth and bit down, causing the skin to blanche white. The
physical pain must have helped orient her because with a few blinks
of her eyelids, the tears evaporated.



“Did you and
your mom ever talk about this?” I asked her gently.


“No. Not even
when my dad died. He had a heart attack. It was so quick... We never
thought about something like this happening. I never thought I’d
have to make these decisions.”


Squeezing her hands,
I say, “Okay... let’s figure out what your mom would want
then. Tell me about her?”


Finally, I saw a
smile start to form… sentimental in nature, but producing
happy memories. She turned those green eyes up to me, filled with
warm thoughts of the past, and she started talking about her mom. She
poured everything out to me, talking almost nonstop for an hour. When
she finally exhausted herself, to me it couldn’t be any
clearer. I’m confident that if her mom were able to talk to us
right now, she’d tell us that she would never want to live life
hooked up to a machine.


“What about
you, Matt? What would you want if this happened to you?”


“If I was just
like your mom? I’d want to be let go.”


Mac just nodded her
head but didn’t say much more about the subject. She seemed to
be processing, so I let her process.


We spent the rest of
the afternoon and early evening by her mom’s bed. Sometimes Mac
would just sit there and hold her hand… sometimes she would
sit next to me and we’d work on a crossword puzzle together. By
the time the doctor came, I think Mac pretty much had her mind made
up. The doctor took a lot of time with her, explaining her mother’s
medical condition in an easy-to-understand way.



After he left, Mac
turned to me and said, “I’m going to let her go,”
and my heart hurt just a little bit more for her.



But I knew she was
making the right decision.


Mac called some
family members in California to tell them… her mother’s
sister I believe. They all agreed that it should be done sooner
rather than later, and not to wait for the family to travel in. They
didn’t want her to be on the machines any longer than
necessary, so they decided to do it first thing the following
morning, which gave time for her mom’s pastor and local friends
to come by if they wanted.


Mac also called Macy
and had a tearful conversation. Apparently, the family members and
Macy would be hopping on flights tomorrow to travel to Nashville, but
they wouldn’t make it in time to say their goodbyes. Mac was
prepared to shoulder that burden all on her own. I’ve no doubt
her shoulders are strong enough, but it’s not something I’m
about to let her do by herself.



I intend to be with
her for the end.


Mac’s
breathing is deep and even. The dark circles under her eyes showed me
how tired she was, but when she fell into a deep sleep literally
seconds after I pulled her into my arms, I knew that she had been
beyond exhausted. My hand is stroking her back to soothe her, even
though she’s so far under, I know she doesn’t feel it.


It makes me feel
better though.


Took me forever to
convince Mac to come back to the hotel with me to get some rest
tonight. She didn’t want to leave her mom, especially since
they planned to disconnect the next morning. She insisted she needed
to stay, and the only way I got her to leave was to guilt her. I told
her that her mom would want her to get some rest.


So she showered, I
fed her some more food, then I pulled my t-shirt off and dressed her
for bed in it because she didn’t bring anything to sleep in. I
had intended to just crawl into bed beside her and get some work
done, but when I saw the sadness on her face when she laid her head
on the pillow, I asked if she wanted me to hold her until she fell
asleep.


She just nodded and
that was all I needed to pull her in close to me.


I know I should let
her go. She wouldn’t even know it, but would happily turn over
and stay in deep slumber. I have a ton of work to do, especially
since making this spur-of-the-moment trip. Yet I can’t find it
within me to let her go.


All I keep thinking
about is how hard this has to be for her, and how unequipped I really
am to handle this. I just got done convincing myself on the cab ride
here that Mac is special, but she’s not special enough for me
to take a risk.


If that’s the
case, then what the fuck am I doing here, lying in this bed and
refusing to let Mac roll out of my embrace?


***



The process of
letting someone die is filled with caring efficiency. When we arrived
at the hospital this morning, Mac went over all of the paperwork she
had to sign, asking me to read it as well. Then she spent some time
alone with her mother while I waited in the hallway. When it was time
to begin the process, Mac called my name and I went to her. Her eyes
were dry but red, and I think she was pretty much all cried out. It
made her eyes turn to a beautiful pale shade of green, but they were
haunted and that’s all I could really see about her.


As I stand beside
Mac at her mother’s bedside, I notice the IVs have been removed
but she’s still on the ventilator with a heart monitor beside
it. It’s really hard for me to understand how she can show a
steady heartbeat, yet essentially be gone. I guess that’s why
Mac had such a hard time making her decision.


The nurse turns to
Mac and says, “Miss Dawson… if you’re ready, I’m
going to disconnect the respirator and I’ll remove her airway.”


We had been prepared
for this. They met with us first before preparations were made. They
had told us once the ventilator was disconnected, it would take her
probably thirty minutes to an hour to pass.


Mac doesn’t
respond and, as I glance down at her, I see she’s staring at
her mom’s face. Her head is swathed in thick bandage that wrap
all the way around and she has some slight bruising under her eyes,
but past that, she looks peaceful… and ready.


“Miss Dawson?”
this nurse prompts her.


A sob tears lose out
of Mac’s throat, and I know she’s physically unable to
give the go ahead. I step behind Mac and pull her backward into my
body, wrapping my arms tightly around her chest. Leaning down, I
murmur, “Are you ready, baby? If not, we can do this later.”


Without looking at
the nurse, because I think it makes Mac feel too guilty, she gives me
a slight nod of her head, her eyes never leaving her mom’s
face.



I turn my head and
look at the nurse. “Go ahead. She’s ready.”


The nurse gives me
an understanding smile and hits a switch on the ventilator.
Immediately, the rasp and whoosh sound it was making stops and the
room is utterly still and silent except for the occasional beep from
the heart monitor. Tears falling from Mac’s face hit my arms,
but she weeps quietly.


The nurse quickly
removes the airway tube and steps away, melting backward to wait
quietly and give Mac space.


Leaning forward, I
give her a kiss on her head and loosen my hold so she can go to her
mom. I pull a chair over and push Mac on her shoulder to sit down,
right beside her mom’s bed. She takes her hand, kisses it, and
then lays her forehead on her mom’s lap.


I’m not going
to lie… when I hear Mac say through heavy tears, in an almost
a childlike voice, “I’m going to miss you so much,
Mommy,” I get a slight prick of tears in my eyes because
there’s something achingly beautiful about holding onto
someone… talking to them… while they pass from this
life. The fact that it’s Mac there mourning as her mom dies is
practically killing me. I want to grab her, whisk her from this
fucking tragedy of a day, and do something to make all of this pain
go away, but I have no clue what to even do for her.


So I wait, behind
the chair where Mac sits. I don’t take my eyes off her and I
stand there for the forty-two minutes it takes for her mom to pass.
The nurse quietly walks up to the heart monitor and I glance over,
seeing that she has flatlined. The nurse gently touches Mac’s
shoulder and says, “She’s gone. Stay here as long as you
like.”


After the nurse
leaves, I wait some more, but it’s only a few moments before
Mac stands from the chair. She leans over, kisses her mom on the
cheek, and turns, walking straight to me.


I have no choice but
to open my arms and let her step into my embrace. Not that I wouldn’t
want to do it, but she didn’t wait for me to offer. She needed
my comfort, and she demanded it.


Of course, I gave
it.


After a few minutes
of me leaning my cheek on top of her head and stroking her back, she
pulls back slightly and says. “I’d really love to get out
of here.”


“Where to?”
I ask her, because I don’t know if she just wants out of this
room or wants out of this city.


“I know you
have a flight out of here soon, so how about we just take a walk
nearby.”


“Sure,”
I tell her with a smile as I take her hand.


I lead her from her
mother’s room… from the hospital, from where death and
grief clog the air. We step out into the summer sunshine and with
some fortuitously accidental navigation, we find a beautiful park
across the street and meander around for a while. My plane doesn’t
leave for another three hours, so I have a bit of time. When I found
out Macy would be arriving this afternoon, I knew it was safe for me
to return to New York, because Mac would have someone by her side.



Part of me did want
to stay. Deep down, there was a small part of me that liked Mac
leaning on me.


But the larger part
of me, the one that is scared shitless, is demanding I leave. This
entire trip to Nashville has been surreal. In just a matter of two
days and due to one horrifyingly tragic circumstance, the dynamic of
my relationship with Mac has changed. I provided emotional support to
her, and that is definitely not something I should be doing in a
sex-only relationship. Doesn’t matter I wanted to provide it…
I shouldn’t have provided it.


I actually have to
tell myself, “Don’t get in any deeper, Matt. The deeper
you go, the more painful it’s going to be when your heart gets
ripped out.”


So yeah… it’s
good I’m leaving. Mac will be fine because Macy will be here,
and I’m going to get back into the swing of my life. When Mac
comes back to New York, we can hopefully just pick up where we left
off.


“Have you ever
lost a loved one?” Mac asks innocently, our hands held together
loosely as we walk, swinging back and forth.


God, have I ever.



I lost the woman I
thought was the love of my life. I lost her for absolutely no-good
fucking reason other than the fact she was selfish, cruel, and
without conscience. It was a loss that may not have been quite the
same as death, but for the way my shredded heart felt, I think I felt
it just as keenly as what Mac is feeling right now. It may not be the
same type of love, but I felt its loss deep in my soul. It’s
the exact pain I am trying to avoid by never getting that lost to
someone again.


By never succumbing
to the concept of infinite love and commitment. It’s a fallacy…
a perversion to my senses. It has no place in my life ever again.


I know, however, Mac
is not asking about that. She’s talking about true death, so I
answer her, “My grandfather… on my dad’s side.
About three years ago.”


“Were you
close?”


“Not really,
but only because he and my grandmother live down in southern Florida.
We just didn’t see them very often.”


Mac doesn’t
make any comment about it, preferring to walk along in silence. I
find myself curious though. “I’m assuming you don’t
have any siblings?”


“I’m an
only child. I have a few cousins, but they all live out in
California.”


“So, no other
family then in this area?”


“Nope. All
alone.”


The sun is warm, and
the grass is green. It’s a beautiful day, and it feels like we
left the heaviness of despair far behind us.



“So what about
you?” Mac asks curiously. “What’s your family
situation?”


Every instinct in me
screams at me to lie to her. To tell her I don’t have any and
leave it at that. But I can’t. It’s not fair to feed her
falsehoods in any circumstance, but not particularly when she has
suffered the way she has.


“My mom and
dad live in Pennsylvania, where we’re from originally. Just
outside of Philadelphia. My mom’s parents are there as well,
and my other grandmother is still down in Florida.”


I sneak a look down
at Mac’s face, and she’s smiling softly. “So you’re
an only child too?”


“That I am,”
I confirm.


We walk along in
silence for a bit more, Mac turning us back around to head to the
hospital where we can get a cab back to the hotel so I can get my
suitcase. “Thanks for the walk. That was nice, and I needed
that.”


I open my mouth to
say, “Your Welcome,” but instead I say, “I have a
son.”


Mac stops and turns
to look at me, her head cocked to the side. Her face is soft and
open, and she doesn’t appear to be pissed she’s just
hearing this.


“His name is
Gabe, and he’s seven years old. He’s pretty much the most
perfect kid ever, and I know parents are supposed to say that, but
it’s fucking true in my case.”


“I know,”
Mac says gently. “Cal told me.”


Just the mention of
his name and I’m suffused with anger. I’m pissed that Cal
told her something personal that was for me to tell her, and I’m
pissed that she was in a situation that required a conversation of
the magnitude that would reveal I have a child.


I’m just
pissed.


But then Mac leans
into me, laying her head on my chest. “But I’m so glad
you feel comfortable enough with me to share that. It means a lot.”


Well fuck… my
fury dissipates as I wrap my arms around Mac and pull her in close. I
don’t like her having a friendship with Cal but, in the grand
scheme of things… as I stand in Nashville, Tennessee, holding
my lover in my arms not even an hour after her mother died in her
arms… well, I have to push my shit aside and stand strong for
Mac right now.


I can worry about
all this other stuff later.





Chapter 19







I’m well aware
that there is no such magical thing as a do-over, you having been
privy to my thoughts previously on the matter.


But I need
something.



I need something
because I royally screwed the pooch when I went to Nashville. I broke
the biggest rule of all, and that was allowing myself to care for Mac
in a way that caused all of my common sense to fly out the window. I
cared for her, I opened myself up, and I made myself vulnerable. The
worst part is that now Mac is probably going to expect that warm and
fuzzy Matt all the time, and I don’t have that in me to give
consistently. That was a one-time only fluke.


I have to do
something to fix that.


A reset, perhaps.


Yes, I need to put
things back in their rightful order, so I’m hitting the reset
button. It’s time to get back to doing what I do best.


And that’s
fucking.


I walk up to Mac’s
office. Today is her first day back since her mother’s funeral,
and I want to say hello. She and I have texted for the past few days
while she was in Tennessee, but I’ve carefully avoided having
an actual phone conversation.


Looking in, she’s
sitting at her desk, reading a sympathy card signed by all the
attorneys and staff, which was with a huge bouquet of stargazer
lilies on her desk. I know this because I approved the purchase to
Karen yesterday when she suggested doing something for her return.


I wait to be
overwhelmed with a mirage of conflicting feelings regarding Mac,
especially since I crossed so many boundaries I had imposed on myself
already. She sits there, so visually stunning and very desirable.



Also vulnerable and
sad.


And as expected, I’m
hit from all angles. I’m flooded with lust, my mind already
playing out all the inappropriate things I want to do with her, and
my heart is happy to see her again even though my brain is shaking
its head saying “You stupid motherfucker”. I decide to
push my heart to the rear and listen to my brain and my dick.


“Welcome
back,” I tell her from her doorway as I hold onto the doorframe
with both hands and lean in.



Mac turns her head
toward me, and I see her hastily blink back tears.



“Hey,”
she says, giving me a friendly smile.


I stare at her hard,
trying to figure out what’s going through her mind right now.
Is she going to hold me to some impossible standard that I
inadvertently set by my actions in Nashville?


Unfortunately, she
gives nothing away, and it’s one of the reasons she’ll be
a great litigator. Instead, her face looks at me with open curiosity
for my visit.


“So…
everything okay? Sure you’re ready to be back to work already?”
I ask her hesitantly, trying to open the door to some generic
conversation. Since her face isn’t giving anything away, maybe
her words will.


“I’m
sure,” she says with absolute conviction.


Hmmm. That told me
absolutely nothing. Maybe I need to bait her a little… see if
I can offend her sensibilities. I’m sure she is expecting
something from me… something beyond an orgasm.


“Good,”
I say aloofly. “There’s a new case I just assigned to
you… You’ll see an email about it. Review it, and you’ll
be handling the depositions next month.”


“Oh-kay,”
she says in confusion, and now I’m starting to get somewhere.
She is indeed expecting something more than what I would have
normally given her before.



I engage in a bit of
a staring war with her, having to literally force myself not to ask
her how she’s feeling. I may be acting like a cold bastard to
her right now, but deep down… I really want to know she’s
okay. I’m just going to have to assume she is, so I can go
through with my plan to hit the reset button. I must maintain my
“aloof asshole mode”, which really should be my only mode
from here on out.


When I can see the
confusion on her face start to melt into sadness, it spurs me into
action. Looking left and right down the hallway to make sure no one
is coming, I lean into her office further and speak quietly so no one
can hear. “Can I see you tonight?”


“Yes,”
she says as relief washes over her face, which, in turn, causes
relief to gush through my entire body. While I thought she would
still want me, I was sort of prepared for her to push me away when
she realized that we were going back to status quo.


“What do you
want me to bring to eat?” I ask her, although I know without a
doubt what I want to eat. More than once.


“Surprise me,”
she says playfully.


I give her a wink,
nod my head, then I turn around and walk away.



***



Operation Reset is
in full swing, and it’s going fucking fantastic as far as I can
tell. Every night this week, I’ve gone to Mac’s apartment
with food after work. We eat… talk about a little of this, a
little of that. Nothing really heavy.


After we clean up,
we fuck like animals. Sometimes, I leave after just one round, and
this is part of a calculated plan. I’ll cuddle with her just a
tiny bit, until I can get my heart rate under control and feeling
back in my legs. Then I’ll give her some excuse like an early
morning meeting I have to prepare for, which necessitates my having
to leave. The calculated part is that I want her to start
understanding and accepting that I had to go back to the safer place
of sex-only with no emotional ties.


Other times, I may
lay with her in the bed for quite a while, talking or watching TV.
This is not part of a calculated plan and occurs because it’s
something I subconsciously want. I try to make myself pull away,
running various excuses through my head. But on those occasions, I
don’t listen to my common sense and stay in her arms because,
damn it, if feels shamefully good. We will usually fuck at least once
or twice more, but it’s done at a leisurely pace and with no
regard for time. On those occasions, I won’t leave her place
until usually two or three in the morning.


The only kink in the
calculated portion of the plan was the first night Mac was back. She
tried to get warm and fuzzy with me, but I shut that shit down
quickly.


We had been frantic
when we went at each other since it had been several days since we
had sex. We were practically clawing each other in need and her
headboard was hitting the wall so hard, I know people in the
apartment next to us had to have been pissed. When we were done, we
lay on our backs, gasping for breath, and I was already thinking of
hitting it again, when she rolled over to face me.



“I wanted to
thank you again for coming to Nashville. That really meant a lot to
me,” she said softly.


I didn’t roll
over to look at her, but just angled my head slightly her way. “It
was no biggie,” I said distantly.


“It was a big
deal,” she said with so much gratitude that it made me cringe.
“It changes things… don’t you think?”


No, Mac…
it changes nothing, is what I wanted to tell her, but I didn’t
have it in me to see hurt fill her eyes. She’d had enough of
that recently.


Instead, I rolled
over on top of her and kissed her deeply, pushing my hand between her
legs. I kissed her to distraction, and then I said, “I have a
better idea—less talk and more action.”


Since then, Mac
hasn’t tried once to get me to engage in anything more than
witty banter or maybe some shop talk.



The formula seems to
be working. Eat, fuck, and leave.


When it is time to
depart, I usually wait until Mac falls asleep and quietly make my
exit. I always lean over and kiss her forehead, which is a fucking
weakness… I get it. But she’s sleeping and doesn’t
know I’m doing it, so no harm, no foul.


Even though I’ve
come to love staying in bed all night with Mac, I don’t allow
myself to do it because I have to make sure that my message stays
clear to her. That this is all it’s ever going to be. The
longer we can go on like this… developing this habit, the
better it will be for all involved.


I knock on her door
on this, her fifth night back, and wait patiently for her to open it.
We decided to order pizza tonight so I thought I’d have her as
an appetizer first, which ensures I have a semi when she opens the
door.


Immediately, I know
something is off, and I’d have to say it’s because her
face looks grim. “We need to talk,” she says quietly.


Yeah, that’s
not going to work with me, not when I’ve just been fantasizing
about my tongue between her legs. I step inside and walk right up to
her, causing her to tilt her head back to look at me. I hook the tips
of my fingers in the waistband of the white shorts she’s
wearing and give a quick jerk, causing her body to fall into mine. I
love the feel of her softness against me, and my semi goes completely
hard.


Leaning down, I
place my lips lightly on her neck and give her a tiny lick. “Talk
later… I want you too much right now.”


She immediately sags
into me, and I start to wrap my arms around her. I have so many
depraved things I want to do. But then she puts her hands up onto my
chest and gives me a slight push back.


Looking down at her
in surprise, I see that grim determination on her face again.


“No. Talk now.
Sex later.” Her eyes flash with challenge and dare me to
refuse.


There are so many
ways I could handle this scenario. I could capitulate and let her
talk my ear off. I have a feeling she wants to discuss our
“relationship”. Or I could distract her, because I know
there are certain spots on her body I can touch, and she won’t
be able string two words together.


Hmmm. Which way do I
want to go?


“I tell you
what,” I say with deliberation. “If you can carry on a
rational conversation with me for just thirty seconds while I try to
seduce you, I’ll give you my undivided attention for the next
two hours. You can talk until you’re blue in the face. Deal?”


Mac is so
transparent sometimes, especially when sex is involved. Her eyes
flare hot with the idea of me seducing her but also reflect challenge
back at me. She doesn’t like to lose, and I knew that would
make my offer irresistible to her.


She only hesitates
for a moment before she says, “Deal.”


If Mac was expecting
some time to acclimate to the challenge, she has another thing
coming. I go in for the kill right away, lunging at her. I pick her
up around her waist, walk three paces to the couch and toss her down…
albeit, a bit roughly. Her face registers shock as she bounces, but I
don’t spare it another glance. I’m already ripping her
shorts and her underwear off.


Sadly, I’m
going to leave her breasts covered, because thirty seconds is not
long and I need to put on my most skilled moves if I’m going to
avert a two-hour blah, blah, blah session.


I put my hand on her
chest and push her back, then spread her legs wide. Leaning over, I
look down at my target for just a moment, all glistening and pink
just for me, and then raise my eyes to Mac briefly. She’s still
wearing that same stunned expression that within ten seconds, I had
her stripped and splayed before me.



“Come on,
Mac,” I taunt her. “You have about twenty seconds left to
carry on a conversation. Let’s make it easy. Tell me about your
favorite movie.”


I don’t spare
her another glance though, opening my mouth and covering her pussy. I
give just a quick swipe up her center with my tongue but then I wrap
my lips around her clit and start sucking… hard. As an
afterthought, I push my thumb inside of her, gently massaging, but
it’s my lips and tongue that are the distractions here. Mac’s
hips buck hard against me, almost knocking me loose. I just growl my
displeasure against her clit, flutter my tongue against it for good
measure, and then start sucking again on her.


She cries out in
such a way that tells me that she’s loving this. She may be
losing the challenge, but she is immensely turned on by what I’m
doing to her. But hell, so am I. My dick is aching to get inside of
her.


Mac is so responsive
to me that I’m afraid she may come almost instantaneously and
manage to get a few words out of her mouth afterward, so I ease up on
her clit just a bit, licking gently for a few moments, just to get
her down a bit, but not enough to allow rational thought back in her
head.


When I’m
confident that the thirty seconds has expired, I renew my attack on
her, tonguing her almost viciously, until she explodes in my mouth.


It is so fucking hot
that I can’t control myself. Before Mac can even recover, I
pull her limp body up and half carry, half walk her around the back
of the couch. I push her chest forward over the back, and keep
pushing until her face is almost touching the cushions and she’s
on the very tips of her toes with her ass tipped up beautifully to
me.


Fuck, she has a
gorgeous ass. It’s not the first time I’ve had an
overwhelming urge to take her there, but there’s no way that’s
happening right now. Hell, it hasn’t happened yet because we
are always going at it so fast and hard, and sorry… but any
guy worth his fucking salt knows you have to work gently into those
things.



Maybe one day, but
it isn’t today.


I pop my button and
unzip my fly, pulling my engorged cock out and rubbing it between her
folds, relishing how slick she is.



Then I slam into
her, all the way, no warning, and she cries out and I have to stifle
my groan.


I fuck her
mercilessly, pumping into her so hard that my balls hurt a little
from the way they’re slapping against her. But I dig the
pleasure-pain principle so I don’t let up.


Pounding in Mac
while she hangs practically upside down on the couch makes me feel
powerful, and alive, and I’m reminded why Matt Fucking Connover
is the way he is.


This is the only
fucking way to live life, and I hope I’m fucking some sense
into her because if she’s honest, she’ll admit this is a
pretty damn good way to live.


My orgasm slams
through me so hard, that I can’t help the words that pour out
of me in sync to the way I’m shooting inside of her. “Mac…
Mac… Mac…”


When I’m
drained and with my chest still heaving, I pull back and slip out of
her, reaching forward to pull her back up. When she gets her legs
underneath of her, I start to turn her in my arms for a gentle kiss.


Instead, she
practically shrieks at me, slapping my arms away. “I can’t
do this anymore, Matt.”


I can’t help
but smile at her. She looks magnificent with her hair wild, her neck
red from an explosive orgasm, and anger sparking hot in her eyes.



Makes me want to
fuck her again.



“Yes, you
can,” I gloat. “Want me to prove it to you right now?”


“No,”
she says, her voice now back under control and sounding fatigued.
“I’m tired of being controlled by you sexually. I’m
tired of this… this… I don’t even know what this
is, but I’m tired of it.”


Yeah, right. Who in
their right mind would get tired of this?


Fucking. Best. Sex.
Ever.


Apparently, she
needs a little reminder so I reach out to her, grinning devilishly.


“No!”
she yells in frustration, and my hands drop. “No. I need you to
leave.”


You’d never
know it because I keep my cocky smile on my face, but inside, I start
to smolder with fury. She’s fucking ruining what I’ve so
carefully built back up this week. I thought she was on board with
where we went. I thought she understood my need for a “reset”.
She certainly hasn’t complained.


I stare at her for a
moment, still keeping that arrogant look on my face, when what I
really want to do is yell at her in frustration. Her eyes are
dismally sad when she just stares back at me, not backing down.


I’m not
backing down either. When I decided to “reset”, I did so
because it was what was best for me. It was done to protect me. I
don’t have room to look out for both of us.


Pushing my cock back
in my pants, I zip myself up while smirking at her. I don’t
feel like smirking but I do it anyway, so she knows she doesn’t
have a chance for anything more. “You’ll never be able to
give this up, Mac. Not for long anyway.”


I don’t look
for her reaction, because I know that what I just said probably
killed any bit of feelings she had for me. While I pretty much
assured myself it would be her reaction when I said those
words, I don’t want to see the utter disappointment and pain on
her face.



Because damn it…
even though I don’t want to, I do still care.


But ultimately…
not enough.






Chapter 20







I have got to be the
biggest dumbass in the history of the world. The reasons may be too
numerous to list, causing a novel the size of which would rival War
and Peace.


I’ll just hit
the highlights.


Aside from the
obvious, that I should have never fucked Mac after I learned her real
identity, I would have to say my first screw up was in bringing her
flowers. It was a silly and lighthearted gesture on my part that
apparently holds a ton of meaning to a woman. While, granted, Mac
didn’t simper or make a big deal of the flowers—it was
still a mistake. It was a mistake because Mac didn’t
simper or make a big deal. That, therefore, gave me a false sense of
security with her. I underestimated her girlie side, because she
wasn’t blatant about it.


So I figured…
I brought her flowers with no major reaction, what could possibly be
such a big deal then about flying to Nashville to hold her while her
mother died?


Yes, even I know how
ludicrous that sounds, but my own ego is so battered right now that
I’m through trying to rationalize my actions. It’s just
easier to admit I’m a dumbass and try to move on.


Except I can’t
move on.


I fucking miss Mac
so bad that I’m having trouble sleeping.


Having trouble
concentrating.


Not having a hard
time jerking off, but that’s only because I have a stockpile of
amazingly sexy memories with Mac I can call upon for aid.


But I’m tired
of masturbating to the memory of a former lover. How could that ever
be satisfying when I’ve had the real Mac?


Probably the biggest
reason I’m a dumbass is because I failed to talk to Mac that
night at her apartment. Instead, I let that monster-size ego take
over, convinced I could fuck Mac into submission. Convinced if I gave
her the motherload of all orgasms, that she would forget about her
silly ideas of wanting a relationship.


If I had just sat
down and listened to her, I would not be sitting here in my office
right now, kicking myself in the ass. No, I would have had a
reasonable and intelligent conversation with Mac about the fact that
I just don’t want anything deeper than what we have. She is a
reasonable and intelligent woman. She would have listened and
respected my position, just as I respect her position to want more.



I don’t like
it, but I respect it.


Big difference.


But no, the biggest
screw up was in eating her out versus talking to her. And if I were
really a man… one that could meet my problems head on, I could
have just been fucking honest with her and said, “Mac…
I’ve been hurt badly in the past, and I have these barriers up
to protect myself. I just can’t let them down.”


But no…
again… Biggest. Dumbass. History. World.


This week has been
fucking miserable… staying away from Mac. It’s not just
the sex, although that is a large part of it. You remember when I
told you things like Hottest. Woman. Ever and Best. Sex. Ever.


Was not kidding
about that shit.


But fuck, I miss her
wit, her humor, her kindness. I miss the green of her eyes and the
softness of her skin.



I miss pouring
myself into her and whispering her name like she’s a deity to
be worshipped.


None of that matters
though, because I am a man. I am stubborn and when I draw my line in
the sand, I stick by it.


So I’ve stayed
away from Mac this week. I told myself that every day that goes by
that I don’t have her, it will be a little easier. I’ll
stop missing her so much. I’ll stop worrying about blue balls
and only ever having an orgasm by jacking off. Every day I go without
her, I’ll appreciate other things in life more, and eventually…
I’ll get back on that horse again. Eventually, I’ll have
an urge to use One Night Only again.


Eventually.


Oh, who the fuck am
I kidding. Every day that goes by the longing and desire for her gets
worse. It’s like thirst… you never get used to that
wretched pain. It becomes more consuming as every minute ticks by.


So I’m in pain
and I haven’t seen her all week because she’s staying
far, far away from me. It’s to the point now that I have to
make up a stupid excuse just to spend some time with her.


I’m not proud,
but I am devious.


Standing up from my
desk, I grab a file and walk down to Mac’s office. She’s
sitting in her chair, leaning back with those sexy, black heels
propped on her desk, reading what looks to be some legal research. It
makes the black skirt she’s wearing ride just a little higher
than her knee, but it’s the most I’ve seen of Mac in
several days, so I’ll take it.


When she sees me,
she jolts upright in surprise, pulling her feet off her desk. “What
are you doing here?”


I give her a lazy
smile. “I work here. Actually, I own the place.”


She blushes and then
gives me a small smile back, which I’m grateful for. I wasn’t
sure if she’d throw the stapler at my head when I walked in.


Stepping in a few
steps, I hand the file to her. She takes it, curiosity written all
over her face. “What’s this?”


“It’s a
case I need you to argue the Motion to Compel,” I tell her
simply.


“Okay,”
she says a little hesitantly, because this will be her first court
appearance. “Not a problem. When is it?”


I glance down at my
watch. “In about half an hour.”


I wait for her to
erupt. To throw the file at me and call me a douche bag. To tell me
to go fuck myself. Any of those reactions would be appropriate. It’s
sort of what I’m hoping for, because a heated conversation will
probably get us talking about the real elephant in the room. Besides,
I’m hoping there will be an opportunity where Mac will be
raging at me so hard, I’ll be able to kiss her to shut her up.


None of that
happens, though. She just narrows her eyes at me and grits out. “Half
an hour?”


Shrugging my
shoulders like it’s not a big deal, I say, “Yup. But you
shouldn’t worry about it. It’s a slam-dunk motion. No way
can you lose it, because the law and the facts are in your favor.”


“Then why is
it even being argued?” she asks with confusion.


She should be
confused, because I have no idea why either, other than the fact
opposing counsel is a lazy son of a bitch and doesn’t like to
work.


“The
supporting civil procedure rule is in the file, along with
appropriate case law. Read it and you’ll be ready.”


She opens the file
and starts perusing the contents, so I take a moment just to watch
her. The way her hair is tied up in a loose bun on her head, her
delicate ears that I know are extremely sensitive, the way she’s
tapping her foot nervously on the floor right now.


She looks up at me
with an apprehensive look on her face and before she can even say
anything… voice a single fear, I rush in to save her. “Mac…
you don’t have to worry. It’s a piece of cake, and I’ll
be by your side.”


Blinking hard at me,
she closes the file and sets it on her desk. “You’re
coming with me?”


“Yes. I’ll
be there in case you get in any trouble.”


“Then why
don’t you just argue it yourself?” she asks…
innocently I might add.


Oh, Mac, Mac, Mac.
Don’t you see… don’t you get that this five
minutes that I’ve been standing here talking to you have been
the best five minutes of my week?


Of course you don’t,
because I would never tell you that. It smacks of vulnerability and
that is not a word that is ever used in conjunction with Matt
Connover.


I don’t answer
Mac directly. Instead, I just say, “Be ready to leave in half
an hour.”


After I leave her
office, I head into the kitchen, have a leisurely cup of coffee, and
mull over how to expand on this very fragile, but open door of
communication I have with Mac right now. It will have to be subtle…
gently reel her in so to speak. If I can get her to let go of her
anger and unreasonable expectations, I’m sure we can find a way
to go back to the way we were. We could forget about the bond that
was built in Nashville and be mutually satisfied with a physical
relationship.


I continue to think
about my conundrum and when the half hour is up, I walk down to Mac’s
office to get her. Our office is only four blocks from the courthouse
so while we walk over there, I tell Mac to give me her argument.


She’s nervous,
and we’re walking on a busy sidewalk, so she starts a little
shaky. But by the time we make it to the courthouse doors, I know she
understands the facts of the case plus the law that applies. As long
as she doesn’t freeze and just stare blankly at the judge,
she’ll win this motion.


We sit in the second
row of the courtroom gallery, listening as the clerk calls the
docket. Then we wait throughout the boring process of listening to
everyone else argue their motions until ours is reached. I think
about using the opportunity to fantasize about me putting my hand on
Mac’s knee and pushing my way up her leg.


Right under her
skirt until I could finger the wet silk of her panties.


Okay… need to
stop right now. That will give me a raging hard-on that I don’t
wish to share with the rest of the courtroom.


Finally, our case is
called and I walk up to counsel table with Mac. When we sit down, she
takes the file and opens it, straightening the papers inside in a
nervous gesture. I notice that her hands are shaking.


Leaning over, I
whisper in her ear with quiet confidence. “You got this, Mac.
Piece of cake.”


She turns and looks
at me with those beautiful, fern-green eyes, which are anxious. I
stare at her hard, so she knows the truth of my words. I watch as the
fear lessens and confidence builds up. I nod at her and give her a
smile before turning away.


When Judge Stanback
says, “Miss Dawson… are you ready to proceed for the
plaintiff?” Mac only flinches slightly before standing and
saying in a clear voice, “Yes, Your Honor.”


“Then you may
proceed,” the judge says as he leans back in his chair to
listen to her.


“Thank you,
Your Honor,” Mac says while placing her hands on the edge of
the table. “This is a Motion to Compel brought by the plaintiff
because of the defendant’s failure to produce discovery items
we had requested on…”


I tune Mac out. I
could tell in the first three words that she had this. Instead, I
watch the judge to see what his reaction is to her. He hears hundreds
of motions to compel every year. They are boring, fact driven, and he
would have every right to tune her out as well. Instead, I find Judge
Stanback to be interested in what Mac is saying as evidenced by the
way he has pulled his glasses off his face and chews thoughtfully on
one of the arms.


My gaze slides over
to Mac’s opponent. He’s a lawyer that’s been around
the block a time or two, and I’m surprised we’re here
arguing this. It’s a simple matter of turning over documents to
us—medical records to be exact—that we’re entitled
to. This guy hasn’t proven to be lazy in the past, so I do
wonder if perhaps there is something damaging in there he’s
hiding.


At any rate, he has
a bored look on his face because he knows he’s going to lose
this motion. Instead, I note with growing anger that he has his eyes
pinned to Mac’s breasts while she argues.


Fuckwad.


I turn my gaze away
because otherwise, I’m just going to go apeshit in my head
since there’s not a damn thing I can do about it.


Mac finally
concludes her argument, “Your Honor, the facts are clear, as
well as the case law. Therefore, we ask that you find in favor of the
plaintiff and grant our Motion to Compel.”


Mac sits down beside
me, and I can practically feel the adrenaline mixed with giddiness
pulsing off her. I remember feeling like that myself after my first
court appearance. I turn and give her a smile, mouthing the words,
“Great job.”


She returns my
smile.


God, I miss that
smile.


***



Mac and I parted
ways in the courthouse, as I had to see another judge in chambers
about another case. By the time I got done with that, made it back to
the office, and returned a few calls, I realized it was almost time
to go home.



I log off my
computer and head out, deciding to take a turn by Mac’s office.
I have no agenda, no clue what to say, but at the very least, maybe I
can get another smile.


Her door is closed
but I can see her light is on, so I give a light rap before opening.
Mac looks up at me, her eyes at first curious as to her visitor and
then once she realizes it’s me, I see a bit of wistfulness
there.


Desire.


Hope.


I can’t do
anything about the hope, but I think I can address the desire.


“Can I come
in?”


“Sure,”
she says, but I’m already walking in and closing the door
behind me.


I walk right up to
her and as I get nearer, her eyes go round with surprise. Reaching
down, I skim my fingers along the side of her neck, curling them
around her neck. With just a small bit of pressure, I pull her upward
and she stands from the chair.


My entire body goes
tight with anticipation, lust, and adrenaline. My senses are
overwhelmed by her nearness, her scent, the way her breath just
hitched. I can’t fucking help myself when I bend my head and
nuzzle her neck, lightly skimming my lips over her soft skin, causing
her to sigh.


“I’m
coming home with you tonight, Mac.” I feel raw and edgy…
my voice heavy with aching need.


Mac’s breath
comes out in a rush and her body seems to fall into mine until her
breasts are mashed up against me. I go hard as a rock… just
like that.


I need my mouth on
hers so I pull away from her neck, but that gives Mac an opportunity
to bring her hands up and she pushes against my chest. She keeps
pushing until I am forced to step away from her.


“No,”
she says with conviction, even though her voice is shaky. “You’re
not.”


My body is not ready
to process her rejection. My cock wants inside of her so bad that I
start to envision pushing her to the floor and burying my face
between her legs, just like I did last time we were together, so she
would have to acknowledge that we still very much want each other.


But the look on her
face stops me. It tells me, Not gonna happen.


Anger rises up
inside of me at being denied, not just because my body is craving
her, but because it fucking hurts to get rejected. “I don’t
get it. You want me, and I want you. Why are you being this way?”


“I do want
you,” she says softly. “I want you a lot. But I want more
than just sex. I need more than just sex.”


I just blink at her,
hearing what she’s saying… but not really. I’m not
comprehending at all. I don’t want to comprehend, but I find
myself asking, “What more do you need?”


“I want a
relationship. Dating, conversation, shared secrets. I want it all,
Matt. I deserve it all.”


A myriad of emotions
rage through me. My common sense immediately denies her request, and
my walls stay firmly in place. Part of me though… part of me
says, Go for it. Try it.


That part, however,
is quickly drowned out with a thousand voices of reason telling me
that I’m destined for hurt. That my life has been pretty
fucking fantastic the last few years by subsisting on nothing but
one-night stands. It’s not a bad life to go back to.


Shaking my head
slowly, I say, “I don’t have that to give.”


“Yeah, you
do,” she says tenderly, her eyes seeming to look deep into my
soul, like she sees something there that I don’t even know
exists. “You showed me you do in Nashville. You have a lot to
give.”


She reaches a hand
out toward me and, for a split second, I think about taking it. Then
I’m backing away, locking the walls in place. I make a
last-ditch effort to make sure that there’s not some other
factor that I may be overlooking… that may be causing her to
be stubborn about this. Again, I can’t understand why she’s
turning her nose up at something that is so amazing between us.


But then, a thought
strikes me. “Are you seeing someone?”


Before she can
answer, an even more awful thought strikes me. “Fuck…
please don’t tell me you’re dating Cal.”


“No,”
she says in exasperation. “I’m not dating Cal. We’re
just friends.”


Friends, my ass.


Heard that story
before. Turned out his type of friendship involved putting his cock
in my wife. “Please… that man just wants in your pants,
and he’ll get there, too.”


“He doesn’t
want in my pants,” she shouts at me. “You’re just
going to have to trust me on that.”


Trust?


She dared to throw
out the word “trust” to me? The man who is the poster
child for having his trust abused?



My lip curls upward
in derision. “See, that’s just it. I don’t trust
you.”


Mac actually takes a
step back as if I had slapped her, but I don’t feel guilty in
the slightest. My lack of trust in her is nothing but the God’s
honest truth. Why should she expect more?


I feel her slipping
away for good. In fact, I know it’s a lost cause.


So I think my next
words were nothing more than a set up to make sure that we ended this
for good… once and for all… so I could have some
fucking peace. Because I know what the answer is to my next question,
and I’m counting on her saying no.


 “I’ll
ask one more time… Let me come home with you tonight. I won’t
ask again, McKayla.”



She shakes her head,
eyes brimming with sadness. “I’m sorry. I can’t.”


That’s what I
needed. That’s what I was counting on.



She just gave me my
freedom.


“No skin off
my back,” I tell her quietly. No condescension, no mocking
tone. I want her to understand how deadly serious I am right at this
very moment. “You’re not the only game in town.”





Chapter 21







Rifling through my
inbox, I take another look for the Memorandum of Law my paralegal
drafted for me yesterday. I know I put it somewhere on my desk, but
the fucking night janitor probably threw it away. Flipping through
the stack, I manage to neatly slice my finger open on a piece of
paper, causing a barrage of curses to pour out of my mouth.


I suck on the cut,
cursing internally now, and use my other hand to move shit around.
Finally, I punch a button on my phone and when my paralegal answers,
I snarl, “Brenda… where is that fucking memo you drafted
for me?”


I can hear her sharp
intake of breath, because I never cuss at my staff. “I put it
on your desk before I left last night, Mr. Connover.”


“Well, clearly
you fucking didn’t, because I can’t find it,” I
snap at her. “Print it off again.”


I disconnect the
call and flop down in my seat. That was wholly unfair to Brenda
because I know for a fact she had put it on my desk because I saw it.
But, of late, I seem to be taking all of my rage out on whoever seems
to be standing closest to me.


Gee… wonder
why that is?


I stare out the
window until my office door opens, and Brenda practically runs the
memo up to me. I snatch it from her hand and take a glance at it.
Immediately, I see that she’s brought me the wrong document.
I’m betting that she was so flustered by the way I talked to
her, she just printed the wrong thing off.


Think that changes
what I’m about to do?


Nope.


“What the
fuck? Can’t you do anything right?” I sneer as I throw
the document back at her. She makes a terrible attempt to catch it,
and it goes fluttering to the floor. She picks up the document, sobs
out an apology that I just roll my eyes at, and runs out of my
office.


Closing my eyes, I
scrub my hands over my face and lean my head back on my chair. I
think I actually may be going crazy. Or, I’m turning into a
girl and I’m PMSing, because I cannot seem to get control of
the rage that has been bubbling low inside of me since I walked out
of Mac’s office last week.


I know I can be an
asshole on any given day, but I’m usually an asshole with
class. I tend to belittle people in an almost polite manner, so
they’re not really even sure that I’m getting the better
of them. I’m very stealthy that way.


But the new Matt
Connover is the proverbial bull in a china shop. I’m just
running rampant over everyone, shattering sensibilities at every
turn.


It’s the only
thing that’s making me feel better.


To make others feel
bad.


I wish the way to
feel better was to grab a woman and fuck Mac’s existence out of
my memory. But six days after walking away from Mac, and I’ve
yet to use One Night Only. Instead, I go home, drink two or
three scotches, and fall asleep… or jack off and fall asleep.


Yes, I jack off
thinking of Mac. A pathetic fact of which I’m ashamed.


In fact, just last
night, I downed a few scotches and decided to take a shower. I
immediately thought of the time Mac and I were getting it on in the
shower, and I slipped… breaking her showerhead. It was fucking
funny as hell and yet, I still fucked her pretty good. It was one of
my favorite times with her.


It brought forth a
bittersweet taste in my mouth and a hard-on between my legs. I
grabbed a bar of soap and lathered up my cock, swirling it in a
circular motion over my balls. With closed eyes, I imagined it was
Mac. When I got good and slippery, I dropped the soap and wrapped my
hand around my dick, pulling and stroking. My grip was firm, twisting
slightly on every upstroke at the head in a way that fuck…
that feels good.


Laying a forearm
against the tile, I let the water pound on my back while I rested my
forehead on my arm. I let my mind drift… remembering all the
ways I’ve taken Mac. Remembering the way her heat surrounded
me, and the noises she would make. I remembered all of the filthy
things I would say as I drilled her. I continued to pump my cock, my
hips getting in on the action so my hand didn’t have to do all
the work.


I pretended my hand
was Mac’s gorgeously fuckable mouth. I remembered how she would
suck, lick, and sometimes she’d even nip, while looking from
beneath her lashes at me in a naughty way. She’d smile at me,
and I’d smile at her.


And fuck… my
orgasm hit me so hard that my hips bucked forward and I threw my head
back, crying out almost painfully as I unloaded all over my tiled
wall and watched it swirl away down the drain.


My breathing was
rough, my balls were still tingling, and I felt absolutely dead and
empty inside.


Rinsing off, I
stepped out of the shower, completely sated and soft dicked, but I
still felt tension vibrating everywhere. That had been happening to
me… a lot. I could experience a pleasurable orgasm, and rather
than feel relaxed and mellow, I’d feel pissed and strained.


Because it wasn’t
the orgasm I wanted. It wasn’t with Mac. It was a pitiful
replica done by my palm with images of Mac behind my eyelids, and it
was fucking unsatisfying as hell.


I dried myself off
and pulled on a pair of sweatpants. Pouring myself another scotch, I
sat down in the living room and pulled some stuff out of my
briefcase. The top document was from Mac. It was some Answers to
Interrogatories on the Jackson case I assigned to her last
week, and she had put them in my office sometime today when I was out
and about.


I hadn’t seen
her all week, intentionally staying away from her, and she had
clearly been doing the same with me.


Reading the first
page, I realized that this was as close to Mac as I would ever get.
The most intimate thing we would share from here on was work product.
Fury flooded me as I realized the utter unfairness of it all, and I
knew that I needed an appropriate outlet for my anger.


And since Mac was
the cause of all these problems, I think I knew where to direct it.


***



A knock sounds at my
door, and I know it’s Mac. I had sent her an email telling her
to see me on an urgent matter in the Jackson case.


“Come in,”
I tell her and force myself not to look up. I wait until I can hear
her sit down, and then I grab the Answers to Interrogatories that I
had reviewed last night. I hand it across my desk to her, and she
takes it without a word.


Sitting back in my
chair, I watch her carefully, to see how she’ll react to my
“feedback”. She flips through page after page, her eyes
flying over my words. Every time she flips a page, I see splashes of
red, which is the color of pen I used last night to write said
“feedback” on the document.


By the time I was
finished with it, it look like someone sacrificed a goat on it or
something.


Mac finally looks up
at me, her eyes confused… maybe hurt. Which is not what I want
to see on that achingly beautiful face. I’d rather have her
antipathy.


“I’m
disappointed in you, McKayla,” I tell her in my best tone of
condescension. “The draft you handed in to me was sub-standard
at best. A first-year law student could have done better.”


Those words were
calculated by me to strike hard. But when her face flushes red with
embarrassment, I’m not quite getting that giddy feeling I had
been expecting.



Her eyes go back to
the document, and I let her take all the time in the world to go back
through my comments. They were cruel, meant to hurt and belittle.


You didn’t
put much thought into this.


Are you sure you
went to law school?


I’m not
sure you’re cut out for this type of work.


Every comment I made
was designed to knock her down… to make her feel as bad as I
felt.


Mac finally looks
back up at me and I tense, wondering what she’s going to do.
Just a few moments ago, I wanted to make her tremble before me. Now,
if she even shows me a hint of hurt, I might crumble like a fucking
pussy and beg her forgiveness.


“Matt…
some of these corrections are just semantics. I think it’s a
little unfair to call my work sub-standard when you’re
basically disagreeing with word choices.”


Good. She’s
choosing to fight me so I’m assured I won’t drown in
guilt for what I’m about to say. “Word choices in a legal
document can make or break a case. You could sink an entire claim
with just one poorly chosen word. It’s a lesson you desperately
need, and I’m going to make sure you learn it. Furthermore, you
are never to question my opinions on your work again.”


Mac’s face
turns scarlet, and I can tell she wants to lay in to me. Standing up
from her chair, she places her palms on my desk with one hand still
clinging to the document, and leans in toward me, snarling, “You
are being completely unfair. You’re taking your anger out on me
when it’s not deserved.”


Shooting out of my
chair, I place my palms opposite of hers on the desk, and do my own
brand of threatening maneuver by leaning in toward her. I keep my
voice mild though, just to actually dig the knife in more. If she
thinks this isn’t personal, but truly my professional opinion,
the sting will be more exquisite. “I’m not taking my
anger out on you. I’m telling you that your work product is
poor. Learn the difference.”


Mac’s eyes
fill with rage, turning those green irises dark as a midnight jungle.
Her voice rises perilously close to a shriek. “This is not poor
work product. This is you, desperately trying to find some fault with
my work so you can punish me.”


“Punish you?”
I say with derision as I pull the document out of her hand. “Why
would I possibly do that?”


“Because I cut
you off, and you can’t handle the rejection,” she jeers
at me.


I throw my head back
and laugh mockingly at her, even though she’s fucking hitting
the nail on the head. My eyes spark with malice when I look back at
her. “Get over yourself, Mac. You were replaced and forgotten
just like that.”



I even snap my
fingers so she understands just how quickly I got over her.


Well, supposedly got
over her.


She’ll never
know I’m without direction, utterly lost.


Tears glisten in
Mac’s eyes and she practically hisses at me as she grabs the
document back out of my hand. “I can’t take this shit
anymore. I did nothing to deserve this.”


Nothing to
deserve this?


All of this…
all of my rage, and hurt, and out-of-control behavior is all because
of her. Indignation burns deep in my stomach.


Mac spins away from
me and heads for my door. It takes a nanosecond for me to react,
rounding my desk in three long strides before I have her by the elbow
and I’m turning her toward me.


Pulling her in close
so I’m almost nose to nose with her, I yell without giving a
fuck if anyone hears me. “You did nothing to deserve this? You
fucking denied me.”


All of the anger in
Mac’s eyes dies down immediately, not even a quiet, simmering
annoyance remains. Instead, her eyes go soft and she looks at me in
understanding… maybe sympathy. It makes my stomach knot up.


Her voice is so very
quiet… almost a whisper. “I denied you nothing, Matt. I
simply asked for more.”


Her words slam into
me, and I feel like someone has taken a sledgehammer and driven it
into the center of my chest. The pain that shoots through me is so
intense that I get dizzy for a moment and drop her elbow.


I lower my gaze from
her face, because I don’t think I can stand to look at the
woman who inherently understands me, even when I don’t
understand myself.


The woman who feels
sorry for me, because I’m incapable of moving past my
bitterness.


I’m a fucking
loser, and she knows it.



My shoulders drop,
and I feel so very fucking tired all of a sudden. Turning from Mac, I
walk back to my desk… watching where I’m walking but not
really seeing anything. I fall back into my chair and stare blankly
at my computer.


Mac starts to move
toward me, and that shakes me from my stupor briefly.



“Get out,”
I say quietly, without malice, without feeling really anything at
all. “I want another draft of those Answers by the end of the
day.”


Mac takes a step
toward me, and my gaze comes up. I see her, but for the first time in
a long time, I’m not dazzled by her.



I’m afraid of
her.


Because without
really knowing anything about me at all… about my demons or
what makes me tick… she absolutely knows what to say to break
me down.


“Matt…
I’m sorry you’re hurting,” she says gently. “I
am, too. Maybe if we talked this out, we could figure—”


It’s like
thick concrete builds up around me, fashioning hard and without
yield. “There’s nothing to talk about. Now leave.”



“Please,”
she begs, eyes pleading, taking another small step toward me. “I
want to make this better—”


Mac’s
kindness… her sympathy… the way she understands me…
it’s overbearing and pain starts to fill me up. I feel the last
vestiges of my control snap, and I lash out before she can say
anything that cuts into my vulnerability further.



“You want to
make this better?” I lurch out of my chair and grab ahold of my
belt buckle. “The only way you can make this better, Miss
Dawson, is if you get over here on your knees.”


Her eyes… the
ones I’ve stared into over and over again, fill with tears, and
it knocks the breath clean out of me.



“You’re
despicable,” she says. My hands drop from my belt, and my head
hangs in shame.


Mac turns away from
me, head held high, and walks to my door.


Sadness, misery, and
panic flood through me. I couldn’t stop the words a moment ago,
and now I don’t know what to say to make this better. I only
know that I can’t let her walk out of here hurting like that.


“Mac,” I
call out to her.


She doesn’t
even flinch when she hears me. She opens the door and opens it.


“Mac,”
I say again, this time my voice is tinged with desperation.


She never even
pauses, stepping out of my office and softly closing the door behind
her.


Agony, shame, and
guilt well up inside of me like lava bubbling up from a volcano. Just
like lava, it’s hot and it’s burning me from the inside
out. I think the one woman who actually may have been the best thing
that ever happened to me, wouldn’t give me the courtesy of
stopping when I called out to her.


She wouldn’t
even look back at me, when I was clearly at my lowest. Surely, she
heard that in my voice?


Surely, she knew
that I was struggling.


And she did it so
quietly, with such finality to her actions, that I realize…
coldly, clearly, absolutely… I am nothing to Mac Dawson
anymore.


I look at the
paperweight that’s on my desk… a heavy, crystal orb that
sits on a wooden base and has the scales of justice engraved into it.
Reaching out, I stroke my fingers over the top… just before I
grab it and hurl it at my wall yelling, “FUCK!”


It shatters into a
million pieces, which is exactly how I feel right now.





Chapter 22







I think I might be
going crazy.


That’s the
only thing than can explain my erratic behavior.


After Mac walked out
of my office yesterday, I’ve been waging a war with myself to
figure out how I can make these awful feelings go away. I’m
drowning in anger, sadness, lust, loneliness, a little more anger, a
lot more lust, guilt, frustration, hope, hopelessness, and yeah…
more anger.


After I shattered my
paperweight against the wall, I immediately plopped down on my chair
and started typing away furiously on my computer. I pulled up the ONO
website, flipped to my wish list, and scrolled through the profiles.
They all looked the same to me, like prize brood mares hanging their
heads out of their stalls at a horse auction. Not seeing anything
that popped out, I randomly chose one—Number 1633—and
sent her an email to see if she was interested in a hookup tonight.


I started packing up
some work to take home, responded to a few emails, and just before I
logged off to leave for the evening, I got a response.


Of course, she’d
love to hook up tonight. She even suggested the hotel and time. I
pulled her profile up again and took a closer look. She was stunning,
no doubt. Looked like a great pair of tits and her profile said she
liked a little bondage. I thought of some shameless stuff I could do
to her tonight, willing my dick to stand up and take an interest, but
the fucker pouted and refused to participate.


I thought about
pulling it out, right then and there, and rubbing one off while I
stared at the profile picture of Number 1633, just to show my cock
who was in charge.


But the truth of the
matter was—I just wasn’t interested. She wasn’t
Mac, and it wasn’t just my dick that wanted that dark-haired
devil of a woman. Apparently, my conscience wanted her too.


And that fucking
pissed me off.


Made me so angry
with Mac again, that she would tie me up like this and ruin me from
getting sexually distracted by someone else. So, even as I was
cursing Mac’s name, I sent Number 1633 a message back and told
her something came up and I couldn’t make it.


When I got home that
night, I poured myself a scotch and sat on my couch, staring blankly
at the wall. My anger had dissipated, and I was actually thinking of
calling Mac. The reasonable part of my psyche… the one that
understands concepts of right and wrong and isn’t ruled by my
own selfishness, knew I would be best served by calling her and
apologizing. Telling her how sorry I am to have played with her
feelings. Beg her forgiveness for the brute way I acted with her this
afternoon.


I actually get a
little nauseated from the shame I feel when I think about how I told
her to get on her knees before me. I was such a prick. I’m
surprised she didn’t slap the shit out of me because it would
have been warranted.


Just as I almost
have myself talked into swallowing my pride and calling Mac, the
other part of my psyche rears its ugly head. That’s the part of
me that is selfish, stubborn, and cruel. The part that is only
looking to protect myself and who isn’t willing to admit his
mistakes. It whispers to me, Don’t do it. Don’t call
her. You’re just opening yourself up to hurt down the road.


I let both halves
argue with each other for just a few moments, and then I did
something that was crazy stupid. I mean, so fucking idiotic, I should
probably have a mental health evaluation.


I called Marissa.


I did it to reorient
myself. I needed to make sure that I didn’t get sidetracked
from the cold reality of my life.


I called Marissa,
and I picked a fight with her.



It didn’t take
much. All I did was tell her I was cutting of all financial support
unless she dumped her new boy toy, who she apparently reconciled with
last weekend. I told her she had to dump him because I didn’t
want him lying half naked around the house.



Now, I never in a
million years would cut off financial support, because that is for
Gabe’s benefit. Not to mention, it’s court ordered so I
can’t just stop paying.


I know that.


But apparently, she
doesn’t, because she went ballistic and spent half an hour
chewing my ass out. When Marissa gets mad at me, she loves to throw
in my face all the men she cheated on me with. She went on and on
about what great fucks they were, and that she couldn’t wait
for me to go on a trip out of town so she could just fuck and fuck
and fuck.


You’d think
that stuff would make me angry, but it doesn’t. I’ve long
since lost any care or affection for Marissa, so the reminders of her
betrayal don’t hurt me in the slightest. I’m so past
that.


But what this phone
call did was helped to put things back in perspective with me. That
with the pleasure of love comes the risk it is not as infinite as we
think. When it ends, those who love deeply… purely…
well, they suffer agonizing pain when the infinite becomes finite.


Once I felt strong
again… that is, once I didn’t feel the need to call Mac,
I hung up on Marissa while she was still raging, and poured myself
another scotch, well pleased with myself.


***



Mac didn’t
come into work Thursday and because I absolutely refused to walk by
her office to see her, I only knew this because Karen popped into my
office to talk to me.


“Matt?”
she said hesitantly as she knocked on the door casing.


“What’s
up?” I said as I looked up from my computer.


She stepped just
inside the door and said, “I just wanted to let you know that
Mac has taken a few sick days... just thought I’d let you know
so you could redistribute anything you may have had her working on.”


Immediate concern
for Mac flushed through me. “What’s wrong with her?”


Karen shrugged her
shoulders. “I’m not sure.”


“You’re
not sure?” I asked in disbelief.


“No. She just
said she wasn’t feeling well and probably wouldn’t be in
until next Monday.”


She stood there and
waited for me to say something.



“Is there
anything else?” I asked, my eyebrows raised.


“Well…
perhaps you should call her to see what’s wrong?” she
said encouragingly.


I blinked at her,
trying to comprehend what she was saying. That made me sit back in my
chair, because never, in the ten years Karen has been working for me,
has she known me to personally call an employee that was sick. The
fact that she would suggest I do so now meant that she was probably
very much aware of my feelings for Mac, and apparently was
sanctioning said feelings. I kind of figured as much when she never
questioned the fact I flew to Nashville.


I also found it
ironic that my head of human resources, the person that is tasked to
make sure everyone in this firm stays on the straight and narrow to
abide by all labor laws and ensure we don’t commit any civil
violations, was essentially condoning an affair I’m having with
an employee.



I’m thinking
she was due for a raise, but I didn’t let her know that. I just
said, “I’m sure she’s fine,” then went over
some other issues in the firm we needed to talk about.


About mid-morning, I
got an email from Mac. I was in the middle of dictating a settlement
demand letter, leaning way back in my chair, feet kicked up on my
desk, when I heard the chime and saw the tiny pop-up box on my
computer alerting me to the incoming message. When I saw From:
McKayla Dawson, I pushed forward in my chair so fast I almost
catapulted myself across the desk. I hit the mouse and opened the
email, momentarily envisioning she was apologizing and begging me to
come over and fuck her.


Instead, it was a
brief email on the Jackson case. She had apparently made all
the stupid changes I had requested and her message was short and
impersonal.


Attached are the
changes you requested.


Guilt crashed over
me for making her do that, because her work was quite good. It was
true what she said… most of my changes had to do with
semantics and while it was also true what I said, that a poorly
chosen word could cause major legal ramifications, she had not done
that here.


Pushing the guilt
aside, I fired back a quick email.


Are you okay?
Miss Anders said you were taking a few sick days.


She never responded
and after staring at my computer for fifteen minutes waiting for
another email from her, I finally gave up and went back to work.


That evening, I
cracked open a new bottle of twelve-year-old Macallan. I was again
struck with the urge to call Mac, because fuck… I missed her
and I was still floundering over my feelings of remorse for what I’ve
done to her. I struggled, clutching tightly to my phone, reminding
myself over and over again that I didn’t want to get involved
with this shit. That I had made a pact with myself when my divorce
was finalized that I was through with relationships.


I ended up drinking
almost half the bottle while the war inside me raged, and even though
I was hungover as shit the next morning, I was proud of myself that I
didn’t break down and call her.


There was a
correlation, I quickly figured.



Stay drunk, and
defeat the urge to reach out to Mac. Eventually, my desire for her
would wane, and I would be able to move on.


On Friday, I left
work early. It’s something I never do, because I take my job
seriously. I take my duties to my clients seriously. But I was
restless, my thoughts constantly racing and my stomach constantly
churning with the myriad of emotions I was suffering. I was working
on some legal research when my mind wandered and I started thinking
of Mac.


Shocker, right?


Except this time…
I pushed past the guilt of my past actions, and started thinking
about “what ifs”.



What if Marissa
wasn’t the one I was supposed to be with, and it was supposed
to be Mac? Maybe my marriage crumbled for a specific reason that Fate
had planned out for me.


What if I would be
insanely happy with Mac?


What if I’m
missing out on the best thing that has happened to me outside of
Gabe?


I was driving myself
crazy with these suppositions and decided that the best way to numb
the crazy was to get drunk.


I took a walk,
wandering aimlessly, until I stumbled upon a tiny bar that looked
pretty cool. It was simply called The Bar. The door was open,
and I could hear laughter coming from inside. Seemed like a nice
place, so I went in.


By seven PM, I found
myself good and drunk again. I played a game of darts with some
regular customers that hung out there. They were on first-name basis
with all the bartenders, who supplied a steady flow of liquor. They
were nice enough guys and I couldn’t remember what their names
were, even though they kept reminding me. But they asked me if I
wanted to join them, and I did, so we shot darts and drank. We
actually made a rule, if your dart didn’t hit the board at all,
you had to take a shot. The drunker we got, the more the darts went
astray, which caused us to drink more, which made us drunker.


It was a vicious
cycle and I know that I’m at the point now I need to get home
and sleep this off.


I haven’t
quite reached the point in my inebriation where I’m able to
forget about Mac, but I’m coming out of my “woe is me”
pity party. When I stop feeling a little sorry for myself, I start to
remember that Mac is the one that I’ve aggrieved. Yes, I’m
hurt… but fuck, I’ll admit—at least to myself
right now—that was mostly my own doing.


But she’s
hurt, and that is all on me.


I’ve caused
every bit of her pain.


Pulling out my cell
phone, I text Mac a message without much thought.


I’m sorry.


Within seconds, she
responds, For what? 



Good question. What
exactly am I apologizing for? I’m not drunk enough that my
brain is fried, and a variety of items for which I’m sorry
flash before me.


I’m sorry for
treating her like just a fuck toy.


I’m sorry for
showing her care and tenderness, then pulling that away from her.


I’m sorry for
being an ass and intentionally hurting her feelings.


I start to type a
response, but I’ve never been a good texter and when you’re
drunk, it makes it exponentially harder, especially when you’re
trying to be quick.


So I go with direct
and simple, typing Fot ebwryrhing, and then hit “Send”.


I wait for her
response, and I get it.


?????


Why the question
marks? Does she not understand my apology?


Then I see my
texting skills truly do suck, and she has no clue what I just said. I
quickly type back and hit “Send”, and only after the
message flies off into the internet universe, do I realize it was no
better.


 For evwtthimf


Shit. I quickly text
her again, Fuck, and hope she bears with me.


I try to slow down
my fingers, and attempt one more time to apologize “For
Everything”, but it just comes out as word salad again.


Fuck it.


I pull up my
Contacts and hit Mac’s phone number. She answers on the second
ring.


“Matt?”


“H-e-e-e-e-y
Mac,” I drawl in what I hope is not too drunk of a voice. God,
she sounds fantastic, and I never realized before just how much I
love her voice until I had not heard it for a few days. “Didja
get my text?”


“Are you
drunk?” she asks with suspicion.


“Abso-fucking-lutely,”
I tell her truthfully, because when you have as much alcohol in your
system as I do, then you tend to say the truth. Out of the corner of
my eye, I notice one of the dude’s darts flip end over end and
thud against the dartboard, dropping to the floor. “You missed…
drink, motherfucker.”


The guy turns, gives
me a sloppy grin, and everyone laughs. I’m so loving my new
buds and grin happily back at them.


“I don’t
have time for this shit,” Mac sneers, and my attention is
jerked back to her. “Call me when you’re sober.”


“Wait!”
I practically yell, panicked, into the phone. “I need to tell
you something.”


“What?”
she asks, and I’m not drunk enough to miss the annoyance in her
voice. This so isn’t going how I had planned it.


Oh, who was I
kidding. I hadn’t planned anything. “I just… it’s
just… Aw, fuck. I just miss you, McKayla.”


She’s quiet
for a moment, and I wait anxiously for her to say something. When she
does, it’s not what I wanted. “I’m hanging up,
Matt. Don’t call back.”


I turn on my
barstool, putting my back to the noise of the rowdy dart game, and
lower my voice to almost a whisper. “I lied, McKayla.”


I hear someone in
the background—Macy I assume—say “Hang up…
you don’t need to listen to his bullshit.”


I cringe, because
Macy’s right and there’s no reason why Mac wouldn’t
call “bullshit” on me.


Thankfully, she
doesn’t hang up. “What did you lie about?”


I sigh in relief
that she’s still listening to me. I hope she understands that I
am laying the absolute truth out to her. “I didn’t use
One Night Only again. I just couldn’t go through with
it.”


“Why not?”
she whispers, with what I think is hope in her voice. Maybe she
hasn’t given up on me completely.


“Because I
can’t stop thinking about you. You’re all I want.”
That is the absolute fucking truth too, and it doesn’t hurt as
much to admit it as I thought it would. But that still doesn’t
mean I’m not scared… and I’m not drunk. I am, in
fact, both of these things, so I clarify to her, “It’s
why I left work at two o’clock today and hit a bar to get
shitfaced. So I could drown you out of my mind… even if only
briefly. You’re a blessing, Mac… but you’re also
my curse.”


Then I hang up, but
not before I hear her gasp of dismay.


I hurt her again,
and the only way to drown the guilt of that out is to continue
drinking.


I repeat the same
routine Saturday night, except I don’t go out and I don’t
text or call Mac. I stay in my apartment and finish off the other
half of the Macallan.





Chapter 23







It’s Sunday
morning and just within the last forty minutes, I’ve gone from
waking up on my bathroom floor with the taste of puke in my mouth to
standing at Mac’s apartment door. Within that forty minutes, I
showered, popped two Excedrin, brushed my teeth three times, and
caught a cab to Mac’s place. Also within that forty minutes, I
came up with what I wanted to say to her. It was going to be the most
important closing argument of my career.


While this morning’s
journey only took forty minutes, it actually took me a few days to
come to the realization that this whole fucked-up situation with Mac
did not turn out the way I wanted. I bemoaned my fate for several
days, some of which I spent drunk, before I finally got my head out
of my ass and decided to take back control of my life.


When Mac walked out
of my office five days ago, I was hurt and angry, just as I knew she
was. But I was selfish, believing my hurt and anger was the only
thing that was important.


By the time Saturday
night rolled around, I really started thinking about risk and reward.
I took stock of all the ways in which I have been happy and fulfilled
since I’ve met Mac, and I really made myself consider whether
this was something important enough for me to fight for.


It started to become
very simple. I weighed how I was feeling at that very moment against
how I was feeling when Mac and I were together. It sort of became a
no brainer to me. That if my life is shitty right now, it’s
really my own doing, because I clearly had someone that was making me
happy.


So then I had to ask
myself… am I willing to risk getting hurt again for the chance
to be with Mac? That wasn’t so simple, and I warred with myself
all night. I don’t think the Macallan made things any clearer
necessarily, but it did make me loose enough to let go of some of my
preconceived notions and prejudices.



It made me consider
the possibility of something more.


By the time I had
passed out on my bathroom floor, because let’s face it, cool
bathroom tile feels great against your face when you’ve got the
spins, I decided to go for it with Mac.



Apparently, that
wasn’t just drunk Matt’s psyche working, because when I
woke up, I felt almost giddy with hope that today, things in my life
were about to possibly get better.


So I stand, outside
of Mac’s apartment, and hope my life is about to actually get
better.


I knock on her door
and then shove my hands in my jeans pockets, staring at the floor. I
know I probably look like shit. After I showered, I hadn’t
bothered to brush my hair… just sort of combed my fingers
through it. I know my eyes are bloodshot and I threw on an old, navy
blue T-shirt and a pair of ratty jeans. Of course, you can’t
have on ratty jeans and not wear Chuck-Ts so I threw a pair of those
on as well.


The door opens and I
raise my head, my eyes locking with hers.


So fucking
beautiful.


Hair pulled up in a
ponytail, no makeup on her face, wearing a t-shirt and a pair of yoga
pants, her feet bare. Yes, I’d take her like that every fucking
day.


Best of all, she had
a dab of chocolate on her chin and the scent of chocolate chip
cookies assaults me.


“You have
chocolate on your chin,” I murmur, stepping forward. She
doesn’t back away, so I reach a hand up and collect the
chocolate on my thumb. Then I put it in my mouth and suck it clean,
feeling immense satisfaction when Mac’s eyes go dark and her
breath rushes out over her lips.


“Can I come
in?” I ask, even though, technically, I had walked over her
threshold. I guess the more appropriate question would have been,
“Will you please not kick me out?”


She doesn’t
respond but just gives me a nod and turns away, heading into the
kitchen. I follow her in, and whereas normally my eyes would be
trained on her fantastic ass, I take note of how stiff her shoulders
are and how high she’s holding her head.


In the kitchen,
there are a variety of baking ingredients laying on the counter,
flour is dusted everywhere and she has a sheet of cookies on top of
the stove. One cookie looks pathetically broken and lonely on the
floor.


“Is Macy
here?”


“No. She’s
at the gym,” she says as she bends over to pick the cookie up.
She throws it in the trashcan, never once looking at me, and then
starts to remove the rest of the cookies from the sheet, placing them
carefully on a plate.


When she’s
done, she turns to me and crosses her arms over her chest in a
defensive posture. She runs her eyes up and down my body, but there’s
nothing sexual about it all. “You look like hell, Matt. Did you
go on a bender or something?”


I grimace over how
lame that makes me. “Actually… I did. I never drink like
that, but I pretty much stayed drunk Friday and Saturday.”


“Did it help?”


“No. It didn’t
help at all.”


Mac’s eyes
fill with pain, and I don’t know if it’s for me or for
the hurt I’ve caused her. She won’t look me in the eye
though and turns her gaze to the plate of cookies.


“I can’t
get you out of my mind,” I tell her quietly.


Her eyes snap to
mine, and now they are filled with sympathy… for me. “I’m
sorry,” she says apologetically.


What the fuck?


“Sorry? You
have nothing to be sorry for. I’m the asshole. I have so much
to apologize for that I don’t even know where to begin.”


And because Mac is
probably the kindest, most empathetic person I know, she still tries
to make me feel good, even though I know she’s hurting.


“Matt,”
she says softly. “It’s okay. I understand what was
driving you.”


Stop it! She just
needs to stop worrying about me and let me get through this. I walk
toward her, eating up the distance and itching to touch. Her arms
fall away from her chest and she watches me warily.


Tenderly…
slowly… with purpose, I raise my hands and lay my palms on her
cheeks, framing her face and holding her still.



Making her look at
me, refusing to let her look away.



“No, it’s
not okay, Mac. I have to make up for this, and I’m hoping that
I haven’t messed things up so badly that you won’t let me
start over by taking you out on a date. I want to give you what you
want. At least, I want to try to give it to you… if
you’ll let me.”


Fuck, that felt so
good to get that out. To let out the words I think deep, deep down…
way deep down… I really wanted to say to her for a long time…
giving her something that she’s wanted.



Mac’s eyes go
wide with wonder, maybe a little confusion. “A date?”



I smile at her,
nodding my head, and wait to hear her answer. The suspense is killing
me.


“What made you
change your mind?” she inquires.


“I finally
started realizing that the pain of loneliness is much worse than the
pain of betrayal and heartbreak that I was trying to avoid.”


Mac’s mouth
opens slightly, and she sighs in relief. “I’d love to go
on a date with you.”


I give a sigh of
relief too, because I’ve made it past the first major hurdle.
“I’m probably going to be really bad at this dating
thing… I hope you have patience with me.”


“I’m
sure you’ll do just fine,” she says softly, but I might
sense a little bit of apprehension in her voice.


Still, I feel like I
just conquered the biggest fucking case of my career…
convinced the most jaundiced jury to award me everything I could ever
desire. And all she did was agree to go on a date with me.


Leaning in, I kiss
her forehead and then pull back, searching her eyes one last time to
make sure there’s no doubt… no hesitation on her part.
She returns my look boldly… confidently… hopefully.


Smiling, I drop my
hands from her face and turn away from her, heading back to the front
door.


“Wait! Where
are you going?” she calls out to me in confusion.


I don’t look
back at her as I reach out and open her door. But I do yell back over
my shoulder. “I’m going home so I can call you and ask
you out all nice and proper.”


I hear her stammer,
“But… but…” but then she fades away as I
walk out and close the door behind me.


Chuckling, I
practically skip my way to the elevator, so fucking high on life
right now.


***



As soon as I get
home to my apartment, I grab a can of Diet Coke from my fridge and
hop over the back of the couch, bouncing on the cushions. Pulling my
phone out, I call Mac and she answers on the second ring.


Her voice is all
breathless and excited, and oh, so sexy, and I immediately think of
having phone sex with her. But I shake my head to clear those
thoughts. “Hey.”


“Hey,”
she says back coyly, but I can hear the smile on her face.


“So, I was
just wondering… would you be interested in going on a date
with me Friday night? Maybe dinner? See a show?”


She really brings
out her southern accent, and I can almost envision her batting her
eyelashes at me when she says, “Why, Mr. Connover… I’d
be delighted to accompany you Friday night.”


I laugh at her
silliness, but I’m still immensely happy that she agreed again.
I guess a small part of me was afraid she’d change her mind by
the time I got home. She laughs with me, at me… I’m not
sure, but it’s amazing to me after the week we’ve had,
that we can laugh at all.


Which brings it
crashing down on me, that I still have some amends to make with her.
“I really am sorry,” I say quietly into the phone. “For
all the ways I’ve hurt you.”


“You don’t
have to—” Mac starts to say, but I cut her off.


“I do have to.
If we’re going to start over and try this whole dating thing…I
do need to apologize, and I need you to tell me you forgive me. I
need you to listen to me… let me get it all out, and then I
need you to forgive me.”


“Okay,”
Mac says softly, appreciatively, and then she waits for me to begin.


“First…
I need you to believe me, I have not been with another woman since
you and I first met. I know I told you that you were ‘replaced
and forgotten’ but I was saying that only to hurt you. You are
irreplaceable, Mac, and there’s no way I could ever forget
you.”


She stays silent,
which is good, because I have more to say.


“I know it’s
hard to believe… you know… me being a litigation god
and all, but I have a lot of fears and insecurities, and I’ve
been trying to work through them.”


Mac chuckles and
says, “You? Insecure? When pigs fly.”


I laugh softly but
tell her, “It’s true, Mac. The failure of my marriage…
the shit that went down with Marissa and Cal… it fucked me up.
Changed me. I just didn’t ever want to be hurt like that
again.”


Her breath is gentle
across the line. “I understand, and I’m sorry you went
through that.”


“I just want
you to know that the things I said… they were meant to hurt
you because I was hurting and confused, and fuck… I know I
sound like a girl, and I can only hope you remember all the stellar
times I fucked you into oblivion as I’m saying this.”


Mac actually snorts
in laughter. “Well, I certainly don’t want to have to
revoke your man card. Let’s call it water under the bridge,
okay?”


“You forgive
me then?”


“I do,”
she says firmly.


“Why?”


She’s quiet a
moment, then she tells me words that fill me with peace. “Matt…
when you came to Nashville, to support me… when you were by my
side as my mother died… I just knew that there was something
special about you. I knew that I wanted more from you. Did the things
you said to me hurt? Yes. Did I think you were being cruel, petulant,
and ridiculous? Yes. But I also knew the real Matt, even if you
wouldn’t acknowledge his existence. And to answer your
question, I forgive you because you said you were sorry, and I can
hear the sincerity in your voice. There is no reason I shouldn’t
forgive you so we can have a chance to make something.”


Oh, man… what
did I ever do to deserve this woman? This woman who looks like an
angel, fucks like the devil, and has instantly forgiven my
transgressions.



“Thank you,”
is all I can think to say, because if there’s one thing I know
about Mac… she’s about as ballsy as they come. She
didn’t need to give me a second chance. She’s independent
enough that she’d never give me a backward glance, she’s
beautiful enough to have any man she wanted, and she’s
brilliant enough to shoot for the stars. I’m going to have to
accept her word as true… that she is giving me another chance
because she sees something inside of me that makes me worthy of a
woman like her.


I make a vow to
myself that I need to treat Mac with all the respect and integrity I
have within me, because she’s a far bigger person than I ever
could be. I can’t hold anything back if I want to be with her.


“Tell me more
about Gabe,” Mac says, and I can almost envision her lying on
the couch, twirling a finger around a lock of her hair while we talk.


Gabe is an easy
enough subject, because I could talk every minute of every day for a
year and still not tire of talking about him. I’m not sure if,
as humans, we should make our entire existence focus on the benefit
of one thing, but I think as a parent, that’s something that is
impossible to ignore. My entire existence is about Gabe, and while I
have room in my life for other things… such as work, maybe now
a relationship with Mac… nothing will ever come before his
health and happiness.


So I tell her about
my son. It’s not an overly long conversation because talking
about Gabe eventually leads to talk about hockey, because that’s
his favorite sport right now. That leads us to talk of other sports,
particularly those that we each like or dislike. This leads us to
talk about other things we like or dislike.


For instance, I
learn that Mac doesn’t like chicken that much unless it’s
fried. She adores all vegetables, will pretty much try anything once,
but abhors licorice so much, that she once almost passed out from the
noxious smell of it in a candy store.


I grudgingly admit
to her a fondness for foreign films, and that I’m so adept at
watching a movie with subtitles, that I tend to watch all movies with
closed captioning so I make sure I don’t miss any part of a
conversation.


She tells me that’s
annoying as hell and that if we watch a movie together, she’s
not going to agree to closed captioning.


Our conversation
goes on and on and on. We discover more information about each other
in the two hours we talk, than we have come to know in the past
several weeks we’ve known each other. Obviously, much of that
time was spent fucking each other’s brains out, and
conversation was admittedly not a high priority.


But it’s nice…
I have to admit. That part of dating, where you are getting to know
the other person, and you revel in the things you have in common, and
the things that you don’t just make that person more
interesting.


By the time we do
hang up, with me telling her I can’t wait to see her tomorrow
at work, I have a feeling of such immeasurable happiness coursing
through me, I seriously cannot remember the last time I felt like
that. I end up going to sleep that night early, just because I’m
excited for Monday to get here so I can see Mac again.





Chapter 24







Mac opens her
apartment door to me with a flirtatious smile.


“Hi,”
she says brightly, and I swear, my soul sighs.


I just saw her not
three hours ago at work, yet, it seems like fifty hours. When we had
talked on the phone yesterday, and I had officially asked her out on
a date, we had set it for this coming Friday.



When I woke up
Monday morning, I knew I couldn’t wait that long. So I
scrambled to get ready as quickly as possible so I could beat her
into work. The corner grocer opens at the crack of dawn, and I swung
in there to grab a flower.


Just a single
flower.


Turns out, they
don’t just sell single flowers, so I bought a bouquet of
daisies, and when I got to work, I pulled just one of them out,
trashing the rest. I wrote out a little card, asking her to go out
that night, and snuck it on her desk along with the flower.


 I waited in the
break room, which is at the end of the hall from Mac’s office,
and kept sticking my head out every ten to twenty seconds while I
sipped on a cup of coffee, waiting for her to come in. She’s
pretty much like clockwork and at seven AM, she walked into her
office, never once catching me peeping at her.


When I walked down
there to get her answer, I stepped into her office to find her doing
some sort of weird dance that was strangely kind of hot. Her lickable
ass was shaking back and forth and her arms were waving around in the
air, with my card clutched in one hand and my daisy in the other.


“That’s
some pretty funky dancing,” I commented as I leaned against her
doorjamb.


Mac gave a panicked
sort of yip, and she spun around on me with her hand clutched to her
chest. Her face turned red, but do you think she would admit that she
was embarrassed I caught her?


Nope.


She just stuck her
chin out—making me want to bite it—and said, “I was
just excited. It appears I might have a hot date tonight.”


Yes!


Excitement coursed
through me and I had to resist the urge to do my own funky brand of
celebratory dance. Instead, I leaned back from her doorway and looked
left and right, making sure no one was around. I stepped all the way
into her office and shut the door quietly behind me. I turned the
lock and absolutely loved the way Mac sucked in her breath when she
heard the faint click as I shut the outside world away from
us.


Walking up to Mac, I
shot her a grin, letting her know I was digging her brand of morning
humor and loved that she was excited that we were going out tonight
rather than Friday. Reaching out, I skimmed my fingers along the side
her neck, all the way around to the back of her head. She was wearing
her glorious hair down loose so I sifted my fingers through it, and
when I got about halfway down the length, I fisted it tight. Her eyes
went wide when I started twisting it around my wrist until my hand
was drawn back upward to the base of her skull.


Mac’s breath
immediately got erratic… her eyes shadowy. I pulled her head
back, skimming my eyes down the creamy skin of her throat. Bending
over her, I bypassed her lips, choosing instead to kiss her lightly
near the corner of that proud chin she had stuck out to me not long
ago. I continued sliding my lips along her jawline, straight to her
ear, and reveled in the way that she started trembling. Just that
tiny reaction had my cock swelling.


“I take that
is a yes to my invitation to go out tonight?”


She nodded her head
slightly because there wasn’t much room for her to move with
the hold I had on her hair. I pulled away just a bit so I could look
at her and saw that she was as immersed in a haze of lust as I was at
that moment.


“Good,”
I said, my voice rough and raw, because it was taking everything in
my power not to bend her over her desk and fuck her.


Taking a deep
breath, I released my hold on her hair and took a step back so I
could try to regain my senses. The look on Mac’s face had me
wanting her so badly that I could literally taste her on my tongue. I
knew, with just the slightest provocation by me, she’d be naked
and splayed out on her desk in no time at all.


Although I really,
really wanted nothing more than to sink into her, I refused to give
into the urge. I wanted to wait… because I was betting it
would only be better if I did.


“I’ll
pick you up at eight. The restaurant I’m taking you to is
dressy,” I told her and then turned to open the door. I paused
and looked back over my shoulder at her. “Oh, and Mac?”


“Huh?”


“Do me a
favor… wear those white, lace boy shorts tonight under your
dress. You know… the ones that drive me crazy?”


She just nodded at
me, her mouth hanging slightly open, and I grinned at her. She was
adorable when she was dumbfounded. It’s not a look that Mac
wears often I bet.


Now, as she stands
in her apartment doorway, wearing a stunning, deep purple dress that
has a plunging neckline but hits demurely at her knee, I have to
wonder if those white, lace boy shorts are under there.


Stepping over her
threshold, I hand over the carton of ice cream in my hand to her.



She looks at it with
surprise. “Ben & Jerry’s Chocolate Peppermint
Crunch?”


“You said it
was your favorite the other night,” I tell her with a grin.
“And flowers can be so cliché sometimes, don’t you
think?”


She takes the ice
cream from me and turns toward the kitchen. I follow her in, eyes
pinned on her ass as she walks before me. When she reaches the
freezer, I walk up right behind her, dropping my hands down and
grabbing the material of her dress at mid-thigh. She goes absolutely
still, hand perched on the freezer door.


“What are you
doing?” she whispers.


“Checking to
see if you’re wearing what I asked you to?” I tell her,
my voice husky.


“I did,”
she says, her voice trembling.


“I think I’ll
just check.” I pull the material up her smooth legs, fucking
loving the way Mac’s breath comes out all shaky and full of
need. When I reach her hipbone and my fingers touch lace, I lean to
the side and take a peek.



Yup… exactly
like requested.


Placing a kiss on
the side of her neck, I drop the material of her dress and say, “Good
girl.”


She shudders and
sighs and I have to force myself to step away, or else there’s
a very real danger I could throw her to the tiled floor and bang a
quick orgasm out for both of us.


Taking her hand in
mine, I give her a wink and say, “Let’s go.”


***



Dinner turns out to
be a surreal experience for me. It’s been a long, long time
since I’ve been on a date… at least, as a single person.
In fact, it had to have been years ago, when I took Marissa out on a
date. I search my memory to try and remember what we did, and I come
up blank.


No matter, I really
didn’t want to dwell on her, but I did sort of want to try to
compare the feeling.


With Mac, everything
just seems effortless. When we get seated in the back of the
restaurant in a tiny little alcove that provides us privacy, we start
into a conversation about our respective childhoods. Mac talks fondly
of both of her parents, her eyes getting just a tiny bit moist. But
she clearly loves reminiscing about the happy times, and it was nice
to get a glimpse of her life.


She had me spilling
the beans about my family as well, and while I know that when it
comes to intimate relationships, I’m very closed off… or
at least I had been… Most people would be surprised to learn I
am very close to my parents, so it’s quite easy to talk about
them.


“So tell me
about your parents,” Mac commanded after she took a sip of
wine, licking a drop off her lower lip, which made me think of some
very filthy things I’d like to do to her mouth.


“They’re
great… fantastic. I’m really close to them. I try to get
back to Pennsylvania to see them as often as I can, especially when I
have Gabe so he can get to know his grandparents.”


“What do they
do?” she asks, leaning forward and placing her elbows on the
table.



“My mom is an
artist, and my dad is a college mathematics professor.”


“An artist and
a math professor?” Mac muses with an appreciative smile. “Talk
about opposites.”


“Right? But
man, are they in love. Like that gag-me, sweet type where they
constantly hold hands and say mushy stuff to each other all the
time,” I tell her as I crinkle up my nose in mock distaste.


Last week, it would
have been real distaste.


Tonight… it’s
fake distaste.


Mac has opened me up
to possibility again.


“What type of
artist is your mom?”


“She paints…
watercolors. She’s really good, but I’m probably biased.
She just sells to some local galleries and a few high-end restaurants
display her stuff. She’ll never get rich off it, but she’s
doing what she loves.”


“That’s
nice,” Mac murmurs, running her finger around the rim of her
glass.


“What’s
that?”


“Doing what
you love. You have that luxury as well,” she points out.


“That I do. I
love being a lawyer,” I agree, but then I notice her eyes cast
downward. “Don’t you?”


She looks back up at
me. “Yes, of course I do.”


“Then why the
long face?”


“It’s
not long… it’s contemplative,” she says as she
shoots me a corrective look. “It’s just… you’re
so very good at what you do, and I have to think that has a lot to do
with why you love it so much. I just hope that ten years from now,
when I’ve been practicing as long as you, I can say I still
love the law too.”


I nod in
understanding, because Mac is so very new at the business of law.
She’s going to be in for some tough battles and many
disappointments along the way.



Reaching out across
the table, I remove her hand from circling her wineglass and lace my
fingers with hers, bringing them both down to the table. Rubbing my
thumb over the back of her hand, I say, “You are going to be a
great lawyer, Mac. I know when I see true talent, and you have it.
But just remember… you can be the best lawyer in the world,
and it doesn’t mean that you will love doing it.”


“You’re
right,” she says with a smile. “I just hope that I do.”


“That’s
all you can do,” I assure her and pull her hand up for a kiss.


We sit there for
three hours, talking about everything. She asks me more about Gabe
and I give her the seven-year-old run down.


He likes Legos,
cars, anything Nerf and Batman. His favorite sport is hockey,
although he watches it all, and that makes me—a certifiable
sports nut—immensely proud. He despises girls—for now,
any Disney movie that has a princess in it, and cleaning up his
bedroom. So, I bribe him with more Legos to pick up his current ones
and threaten to make him watch Snow White if he’s bad.


I tell her he’s
brilliant, sarcastic, and loves to argue. A real chip off the old
block.


Mac laughs in
delight, and I find I love sharing Gabe with her. I keep him so
private that it’s nice to brag about my son to someone other
than my folks.


When Mac says, “He
sounds wonderful,” I have to bite my tongue because my natural
urge was to respond, “Maybe you can meet him one day.”


But thankfully, I
keep that sentiment inside because that’s just a little too
soon to be saying that. This is, after all, just our first date.


After dinner, we
take a cab back to her apartment and I walk her up to the doorway. I
raise my arm and lean it against the casing as she unlocks the door,
enjoying just being near her… smelling her spicy fragrance…
her shampoo.


She swings the door
open and steps inside, but I reach out and grab ahold of her wrist,
giving her a little tug. She turns to look at me in surprise, and I
keep pulling her toward me until she’s flush against my body.


“This is where
I give you a kiss and say goodnight,” I tell her, wrapping my
arms around her waist and pulling her in tight.


“What?”
she asks in surprise.


“You heard me.
Kiss me goodnight, and then I’m heading home.”


“Oh, hell no,”
she grouses at me. “You had me specifically wear lace panties
for you, and I’ve been thinking about you peeling them off me
all night. There’s no way you’re going home, buddy.”


I love that she
wants me as much as I want her. That she doesn’t always wait
for me to make a move. But again, I think waiting is better.


Leaning in, I give
her a quick kiss on her lips. “You are adorable, but I’m
being a gentleman tonight. I’m showing you that you are more
than just sex to me.”


“You’ve
shown me that already,” she gripes and then demands, “I
want sex… tonight!”


“Are you
pouting?” I ask with a low laugh, very much enjoying her
spectacle and God help me, getting turned on that she’s not
happy I’m leaving.


I didn’t think
it’s possible but her lower lip sticks out even further.


“No!”
she insists, and then actually stomps her foot in frustration.


I smirk down at her.
“Did you just stomp your foot?”



“I’m a
grown woman,” she snaps at me as she stomps her foot again. “I
would never do something as childish as that.”


Bringing my hands up
from her waist, I clasp them firmly to the sides of her head and
roughly press my lips to hers. She opens up to me immediately, and
although it’s going to be torture to have to stop this
eventually, I go ahead and slip my tongue in.


Oh, fuck that feels
good.


I kiss her deeper,
sucking up the groan that bubbles up from her throat. I want her so
fucking bad right now, but I can’t… not tonight.


Making it one of the
hardest things I’ve ever had to do in recent memory, I pull my
lips away from her. Pushing a lock of hair behind her ear, I tell her
earnestly. “Tell you what… how about I tuck you into
bed?”


She loses that
dazed, lustful look and triumph flashes in her eyes, making what I’m
about to say absolutely painful… for both of us. “I will
not be fucking you though.”


Her look goes from
victorious to pouting again, and I want to pull that lower lip in
between my teeth and suck on it hard. I’m weak when it comes to
her, but I’m resolved… I’m not taking her tonight.



Nope. Not going to
do it.


But I will give her
something.


“However, I
could be persuaded to peel those panties off you. I mean… if
it’s really that big of a deal to you,” I offer with a
gallant smile.


She is absolutely
fucking hilarious. She jumps up and down, clapping her hands like a
kid at a circus. “Yes, please. Panties and bra. Tuck me
in, tuck me in!”


I burst into
laughter, letting the pull of sweet humor help to quash some of the
boiling desire raging through me. It says something important that
Matt Connover can find pleasure in playful banter… even as a
substitute for sex.


I scoop her up in my
arms, still laughing, and walk her through the apartment toward her
bedroom. I vaguely notice Macy sitting on the couch watching TV, but
then I’m tossing Mac down on her bed.


Following right
behind her, I kneel on the mattress and undress her quickly. She
helps as best she can but she ends up getting in the way more than
anything, so I gently slap her hands out of the way while I finish my
task.


When I’m done,
I move off the bed and stand at the end, looking at her. She’s
lying before me in white lace, and I love the purity of it against
the skin of a woman who makes me think the impurest of thoughts.



A woman who does
equally impure things to me.


Mac slides a leg off
the bed and runs it up the inside mine. I was already at half-mast
just from undressing her, but when her foot rubs over my cock, it
swells to full length and I hiss through my teeth in pleasure. I grab
her foot and pull it away from me, lowering it to the bed, giving her
a chastising look.


“Matt…
please don’t leave me like this,” she begs. “I’m
dying here.”


Fuck…
fuck, fuck, fuck. That is so fucking sexy.


Hunger for Mac rages
through me, my mind almost completely blanking on everything other
than the driving need to slam my way inside of her.



I take a deep breath
and let it out, attempting to soothe my boiling blood. “I’d
never leave you wanting, McKayla,” I tell her earnestly.


Kneeling on the end
of the bed, I crawl in between her legs. Reaching out, I finger the
edges of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them to
the floor. I put my fingertips in the center of her chest, feeling
the erratic rise and fall of her breathing and the pounding of her
heart.


Dragging my fingers
down, I run them over her stomach, right over her pubic bone, and
straight down the center of her pussy. Warm wetness greets me and Mac
arches her back off the bed, making it very easy for me to slide my
index finger inside of her.


I push it in, all
the way up to my third knuckle while pressing my thumb down on her
pelvis.


She cries out like
it’s the most amazing feeling in the world to her, and that
fascinates me. I watch her face, the way her eyes are closed, her
tongue licking at her lips, and the rosy flush on her chest. When her
eyes open, she meets my gaze, and we share a mutual understanding in
that moment… that it will always feel this amazing between us.


“Watch, Mac,”
I command her and nod down to where my hand has just been sitting
quietly between her legs. I start to move… in and out of her.
I slip another finger inside and pump slowly, sometimes pulling out
and rubbing in circular motions around her wet clit. I finger fuck
her good, going faster as her breathing gets faster, groaning when
she groans, because it is so fucking sexy watching myself drive her
crazy just with my hand.


“You like
this, Mac?”


She moans low in
response.


“Like it when
I fuck you with just my fingers?”


Her head shakes back
and forth but another lustful moans comes out, and I smile in
response.


When I sneak a
glance back up at Mac, her eyes are tightly closed, but I’m not
surprised. It’s hard to keep focus when you’re inundated
with ecstasy.


Pressing two fingers
back inside of her, I arch my thumb over and push it down hard
against her clit and with just a quick, circular motion, she
shatters. Her muscles clench hard onto my fingers, sucking me in a
little deeper, and spasms wrack her entire body. My own cock leaps
and pulses almost in sync with the tremors I feel rumbling against my
hand, and a wave of sexual frustration courses through me.


Oh, my God… I
want her so bad I’m actually in physical pain. It would be so
easy to pull my dick out and ease it inside of her. She wouldn’t
say no.


But… that’s
all there is tonight. I want her to see that she is more to me than
just getting my rocks off.


As I pull my fingers
out of Mac, her eyelids flutter open and she looks at me in sleepy
satisfaction. Standing up from the bed, I walk to the side and lean
over her, pulling the opposite side of the comforter across her body,
tucking her in. Her eyes are closed and she’s drifting off as I
say, “Goodnight.”


“Goodnight,”
she says softly, and then she’s out.





Chapter 25







“Are you
close?” I whisper in Mac’s ear, flexing my hips hard so I
go in deeper. I’m lying fully on top of her, one of her legs
wrapped around my waist, the other is hiked up high by my own arm
holding her in place. This position is letting me go deep… I
mean, really deep.



Our Friday night
date commenced twenty minutes ago and I’m on the verge of
blowing already, because this has been way too fucking long in the
making. God, it’s been forever since we fucked.


She nods in
response, pressing her face into my shoulder. She licks me, and my
balls start to tighten.



“So close,”
she murmurs.


I continue to pump
inside of her, and I can feel my orgasm starting to ignite. “Me
too. I want us to come together.”


“Yes.
Together.”


I lift my torso off
her a tiny bit so I can snake my hand in between our bodies and pinch
her clit. She gasps, bucks, and then I start rubbing it. It takes
only two strokes and she is fracturing apart underneath of me. She
calls my name out… screams it actually, and that causes my
orgasm to rip loose.



It tears, shreds,
and pulverizes me, and it feels so fucking good.


I come inside of
her, over and over again, and murmur her name, “Mac, Mac, Mac,”
until I’m dry, empty, and completely wrecked.


Collapsing on top of
her, I suck in lungfuls of oxygen and try to get my heart rate down.
Reluctantly, I roll off so I don’t crush her with the utter
lethargy I feel right now after that bone-charring climax. It’s
been so fucking long since I’ve been balls’ deep inside
of Mac and that right there may have just been the best orgasm of my
life.


We fucked slow and
deliberately, and it was the perfect start to our Friday night date.


Not how I imagined
our date beginning, but now I can honestly say… perfect start!


I have to wonder was
that orgasm so nuclear because it had been so long, or was it because
my feelings for Mac have intensified? I guess I’ll know as soon
as I fuck her again, which give me another twenty minutes… and
I’ll have my answer.


Mac rolls over and
curls into the side of my body, and I pull her up tight against me.
Reflecting over this week, I can’t help the contented smile
that comes to my face.


Following our first
date on Monday, Mac and I spent the week working side by side during
the day, and exploring the tender boundaries of our new relationship
by night, usually with good food and good conversation.


The only thing
missing was sex, but I was bound and determined I wasn’t going
to fuck her until at least Friday. For some reason, it was just
important that I show her that sex was not my main motivating factor
where she was concerned.


Okay, that’s
not exactly true. I’m a guy, and as such, men are primarily
motivated by sex. If, in an ordinary relationship, Mac asked me if
I’d rather talk or fuck, I’m going to choose fucking ten
out of ten times. But what I mean, is that I want Mac to see that she
is far more than just a fantastic lay. That she is someone I
genuinely like. She is someone that I have come to care for a great
deal, and I want her to understand it with certainty.


She’s not made
it easy on me, though… keeping my hands to myself.


Even our silly
banter is sexy as fuck. On Tuesday, she started the most ridiculous
text conversation ever. I was in a deposition but luckily, I wasn’t
the one asking the questions this time. All I had to do was sit
there, look interested, and object every once in a while. It went
something like this…







Mac: Are you like
my boyfriend now?


Me: I’m not
sure. Don’t I have to ask you to go steady or something?


Mac: Good
question. Grade school was too long ago.


Me: Let me see if
I can figure this out. Do boyfriends get blow jobs from their
girlfriends?


Mac: Definitely!


Me: Do boyfriends
get to go down on their girlfriends as often as they like?


Mac: Most
assuredly!


Me: Do boyfriends
get to fuck their girlfriends senseless?


Mac: I’m
horny.


Me: Focus and
answer the question.


Mac: Yes! Yes,
they do!


Me: Unfortunately,
I don’t think we are technically boyfriend/girlfriend yet.
We’re not doing any of those things.


Mac: :(


Me: Did you just
sad face me?


Mac: Yup.


Me: Tragic.


Mac: I know.
You know, you could fix this and just have sex with me.


Me: All in good
time.







Fortunately, the
conversation was just funny enough to forestall me getting a
full-blown woody during the deposition, and I know I had a stupid
smile on my face the entire time.


The rest of the week
was filled with similar feel-good stuff. We had dinner a few nights
with plenty of lighthearted conversation and although I walked her to
her door each night, she couldn’t tempt me to come back in and
“tuck her in” again. I refused, simply because I just
didn’t think I had the willpower to be near her naked body and
not fuck her.


One night, we both
ended up working late. We ordered Chinese and sat in my office
talking about the law, even getting into a heated debate over the
death penalty. It was fun arguing with her and let’s face it…
she’s hot as hell when she gets angry and her breasts heaved
with passion for her cause. And that, of course, made me want to fuck
her.


But I stayed strong.


Yeah… the
week was pretty fucking perfect the time we spent together, with the
exception of my battle with blue balls. I stopped by Mac’s
office this evening before I left. We had not made any formal plans
for our Friday night date, but when I popped my head in and asked if
she wanted to come by my apartment for dinner, she smiled at me so
brightly that she would have put the sun to shame. Yes, I know what a
big deal that was… inviting Mac to my home. In fact, I seem to
clearly remember telling her once that I never brought the women I
was just fucking there.


She sees now…
for sure, that I view her as far more than that.


She sees now, that I
am taking seriously this effort to open myself up to the potential of
having a real relationship with someone.


When she rang the
doorbell to my apartment, going on now twenty-five minutes ago, I had
every intention of inviting her in and having her relax with a glass
of wine while I finished cooking dinner. I expected we’d talk,
flirt a little, and then eat.



And then…
maybe after we cleaned the kitchen, we’d head into the living
room and make out for a while. Eventually, I’d fuck her…
several times in fact, and then we could drift into an exhausted
sleep.


Didn’t work
out that way though.


When I opened the
door, I was hit with a myriad of feelings. First, foremost, and
always, I was hit with desire. She was just stunning in nothing more
than a pair of jeans and some flowy, gauzy blouse that hung off her
shoulders. Her hair was long and loose, her eyes sparkling.


I also felt just
happiness seeing her… knowing that my evening was going to be
filled with more than just good fucking. I’m talking about
scintillating conversation, and I know Mac is going to have me
laughing my ass off.


And finally, I felt
excitement for the newness of our relationship and all the things
that we’d be exploring not only this night, but also in the
nights to come. I had given in to the realization that Mac wasn’t
Marissa, and while the concept of trust still gives me constipation,
I do have to admit that Mac differs from Marissa in so many ways that
I just can’t put her in an apples to apples category.


In other words, I
have to give her the benefit of the doubt.


I stood there, just
staring at Mac, and she eyed the corkscrew that was in my hand as I
was just getting ready to open the wine.


“That’s
not a new sexual toy you bought to use on me, is it?” she
asked, looking at the corkscrew dubiously. “It looks like it
may hurt.”


I flashed a grin and
stepped back so she could come in. “I don’t need toys to
use on you, baby.”


And that was the
truth. Didn’t mean I won’t use toys on her at some point,
but I don’t have to.


“No, you
don’t,” she agreed with enough sexual praise in her voice
that I started obsessing on getting through dinner so we could skip
straight ahead to the fucking part. I could feel my control starting
to slip and my well-orchestrated plans on a slow seduction started to
unravel.


“Come in the
kitchen,” I told her. “I’m finishing up dinner.”


“Smells
delish… What are we having?”


“Nothing
fancy. Just a quick, chicken casserole. I’m not that great of a
cook.”


“Then I’m
very impressed that you are trying to cook for me. I think you might
get lucky tonight.”


Fuck… the
promise in her voice sent lust through body, straight through to my
cock, and I started to get hard. I pulled one of the wine bottles
from the rack beside my refrigerator and opened it. Swallowing hard,
I poured a glass and told her, “We’re both getting lucky
tonight.”



Taking the glass
from my hand, she murmured, “You’re very good at this.”


“What’s
that?” I asked her, watching her over the rim of my glass as I
took a sip.


“Dating me…
trying to give me a relationship. It’s more than I expected, so
thank you.”


Okay, that was it…
she could look like a million bucks, rock the sexy factor all night
long, make sexual innuendo that had my blood firing hot, and I still
might have made it through dinner without touching her. But hearing
the tone of her voice… how grateful and proud she was of me
that I was giving our relationship a chance, about had my knees
buckling with painful need.


Setting my wineglass
down, I walked up to Mac and took her free hand, pressing my lips to
the inside of her wrist. I could feel her pulse leap against me.



With my other hand,
I took her wineglass away and set it on the counter. “You know,
I told myself I wasn’t going to touch you when you got here,
but when I opened my door and saw you, I knew that was a lie.”


I took her other
wrist and pulled it to my mouth, this time licking it first, then
giving it a soft kiss, causing Mac to gasp. “Then I told myself
I would wait until after dinner to have you, but now… touching
you… tasting you like this…” I kissed her wrist
again. “Well, I knew that was lie, too.”


Dropping only one of
her hands, I turned and walked to my oven, pulling her along with me.
Shutting the heat off, I didn’t say a word, just led Mac out of
the kitchen, through my living room, and back to my bedroom. I walked
up to the edge of my bed and turned her around.


I liked seeing her
standing in front of my bed… in my room.


Framing her face
with my hands, I pulled her toward me and conveyed to her my feelings
with a kiss. That I really liked her in my bedroom, standing in front
of my bed.


I deepened the kiss
so it told her that I would like it more to have her laying on it,
spread eagled and naked.


I let my hands roam
everywhere, because I had been deprived of touching her for too long.


Digging my fingers
into her hip, I pulled her close, so my erection just lightly touched
against her stomach.


I palmed one of her
breasts, gently squeezing it.


I trailed my fingers
lightly over her collarbone, across her shoulder, and down the
outside of her arm.


All of these touches
were so gentle but make no mistake about it… I was vibrating
with need. Mac was too, for that matter, because she was the one that
stepped in closer to rub against my dick. She was the one that
urgently whispered, “More,” and when I didn’t give
it to her, she whispered, “Please”.


I finally relented,
pulled her blouse over her head, and undid her bra, letting it fall
to the floor. I didn’t take any time to appreciate the silk and
lace, because those were just wrappings around my real present.


Mac’s hands
slipped into my hair as I knelt before her to take her jeans off. I
kissed her stomach when I popped the button, flicking my tongue
against her skin. She tasted fucking delectable and smelled even
better.


I pulled the zipper
down and shoved the denim to mid-thigh, but I couldn’t help
myself. Rather than pull them all the way off, I grabbed ahold of her
ass to pull her forward… stuck my face right into the apex of
her thighs… put my nose right up against the silk and lace of
her panties, and inhaled deeply.


Mac’s nails
dug in to my scalp and she murmured, “Oh God.”


Not God, babe.


Matt Fucking
Connover.


The rest of our
clothes came off in a hurry because I was fueled by her scent and the
fact that her panties were already damp. We ended up in the middle of
my bed in a tangle of limbs, and my hands were on a mission to touch
as much of her as possible.



I smoothed my hands
along the outside of her legs, while my lips and tongue worked at her
nipples. She responded by clasping my head tighter to her breast and
gyrating her hips against me. Moving one hand between her legs, I
sunk two fingers into her while pinching a nipple with the other
hand.


Looking at her face
while I fingered her gently, I told her, “You’re perfect,
Mac. Just fucking perfect. Beyond beautiful.”


Her lips curled up
slightly, and her eyes went liquid soft. She opened her mouth to say
something, but I cut her off with a kiss as I rolled on top of her
and settled between her legs. We stared at each other a moment, and
then I pushed into her. She was wet, open, and as eager for me to be
inside of her as I was to get there.


We thrust against
each other in perfect unison, her hips moving counter to mine in a
slow mating dance. We stared at each other a moment, feeling our
connection start to cement a little harder. Slipping one arm down
under her leg, I captured it in the crook of my elbow and lifted it
high. Mac has always been super flexible and this new position
allowed me to angle my hips and sink deeper into her.



It was like I
couldn’t get deep enough. I pulled out and pushed back in, even
a little deeper. I told her I was close, and she said she was too. I
rubbed her clit, knowing just the right amount of pressure to set her
off.


She came and
screamed my name.



I told her, “Heaven…
this is what Heaven must feel like.”


Then I had the most
supremely strong orgasm, following right along behind hers. I chanted
my mantra, murmuring her name reverently. And I was thankful for the
perfectness of the moment.


Now she’s
curled up into my side, and I am utterly content and relaxed.


Yeah… this
fucking date started off perfectly.


“So…
has Bill said anything else to you?” Mac says as she traces her
fingers in circles on my chest.


I snicker to myself
as I think about what happened this afternoon when Bill caught Mac
and me together in a compromising position.


Mac came to my
office this afternoon to insist I get up and go for a short walk. I
had worked right through lunch, and she was apparently trying to
teach me the benefits of relaxation.


“What? In the
middle of a workday?” I had asked her in mock skepticism.


She just rolled her
eyes at me and said, “Shocker, yes, but people are allowed to
take breaks in their work day. You and I have been at it for seven
hours straight already, and neither one of us took lunch. Let’s
go take a short walk to stretch our legs, and I’ll buy you a
cup of coffee.”


Rubbing a
contemplative finger across my chin, I grudgingly admitted, “I
can see merit to this idea.”


“It’s a
fantastic idea. Come on, law boy. Let’s beat feet.”


Her enthusiasm was
infectious and although I was never the type that would go for a
walk, much less even take a break, I stood up to join her.



“You’ve
never done this before, have you?” she asked, her head cocked
to the side.


“What?”


“Go for a
short walk midday. Taken a moment just for yourself.”


“I guess not.
It feels kind of wicked.”


She laughed at me…
husky and warm and it was all for me. “I haven’t even
begun to show you the ways you can be wicked during a workday.”


My hand snaked out
and grabbed her, pulling her into my body. I gripped the back of her
head and brought my face closer to hers. Softly, I ran my lips over
hers, back and forth and she sighed gratefully.


Pulling back
slightly, I murmured, “Are you ready to get fucked tonight?”


As expected, because
I went from sweet to sensual in a heartbeat, she jerked in my arms
and moaned softly.


“I’ll
take that as a yes,” I said triumphantly.



Just as I was about
to lean in and kiss her again, my office door opened up and Mac
jumped away from me as if I had zapped her with electricity. My
partner, Bill Crown, stood in the doorway, looking back and forth
between us in surprise.


Then he grinned and
said, “I knew there was something going on between you.”


Turns out, Bill is
pretty perceptive, and when I talked to him later, he said it might
have been more wishful thinking than anything, but he had sensed
something. Bill watched me go through my divorce with Marissa. He
watched me shut down afterward, and he’s watched me fuck my way
through the city. So, he told me that when he saw me standing there,
my arms around Mac and happiness in my eyes, he was in full support
of my relationship with her. He is genuinely happy for me, but he
warned us to be careful. This was still not a very kosher
relationship as it related to our employer-employee status.


“So…
what else did he say?” Mac asks again, breaking into my
thoughts.



Shrugging my
shoulders, I say, “Not much. Just happy for me and warned me
again to be careful. He watched me go through that shit with Marissa.
I think he had given up on me ever having a relationship again.”


Mac slides her arm
around my waist and squeezes me. “He’s right… we
do need to be more careful. You can’t go kissing me all
willy-nilly in the office.”


I chuckle and push
her on her back, rolling on top of her. Supporting myself on my
elbows, I hover over her face. “Who in the fuck says
“willy-nilly”? What are you, like seventy or something?”


Glaring at me, she
pushes at my chest futilely, but I don’t budge. “I’m
serious… no more kissing. Or groping for that matter. Not in
the office.”


I grin at her
evilly. “I’ll just have to make sure the door is locked
the next time.”


“Not funny,
Matt. You need to take this seriously.”


“The only
thing I take seriously,” I tell her with wicked glint in my
eyes and a push of my hips so my hardening dick rubs up against her
just right, “is getting back inside of you again.”


“But—”
she starts to say, so I give her a swift kiss to cut her off.


Lifting my mouth
from hers, I grind against her again. “Less talking, Mac. More
fucking, okay?”


Her hips push back
against me and she breathlessly says, “Okay.”


That’s my
girl.





Chapter 26







Yup. Sex with Mac is
different. After I dove back in the second time, came with such
exquisite, mind-blowing pleasure, I knew that, in fact, it was better
because the nature of our relationship had changed.


I really didn’t
think sex with Mac could get any better, but there you have it. I’m
a labeled idiot for thinking otherwise.


Flipping the pieces
of bacon I have sizzling on the griddle, I think about last night. I
was inside of Mac from practically sundown to sunup. If it wasn’t
my cock, it was my fingers or my tongue, and I couldn’t get
enough.


Even thinking about
her, right now, lust swirls inside of me and I feel a stirring deep
in my groin. My dick should be broken… out of commission after
last night, but nope… it still wants to play.


With Mac.


“Something
smells good,” I hear from behind me, and I turn to face her.



My breath catches as
the early morning sunlight hits her from behind, making a halo-like
glow around head. Her hair is all tangled and her lips are still
swollen because of all the kissing and sucking we were doing to each
other. She put on my white t-shirt I discarded last night and I’m
not sure if it’s the fact that she’s wearing my clothes
or the hard nipples poking against it, but the stirring that was in
my groin earlier becomes positively maelstrom.



I reach a hand out
and idly turn off the griddle. Licking my lower lip, because I’m
hungry… and not for breakfast, I walk toward Mac. I’m
not sure what she sees on my face, but her eyes go dark and her
breath gets shallow as I get nearer.


Bending down, I put
my hands under her ass to lift her up.


“Christ,”
I mutter when my fingertips touch her pussy and find it slick with
desire for me. “You’re not wearing any underwear.”


She smiles at me
sensually and pushes her fingers through my hair before wrapping them
around my neck. “Nope.”


“Good girl,”
I tell her as I set her on the countertop, right beside the carton of
eggs I pulled out of the refrigerator earlier. Grabbing her behind
her knees, I pull her to the edge so that her ass is barely sitting
on the counter and step in close. My erection is pushing painfully
hard against my jeans I threw back on this morning when I got out of
bed.


I lean in and nip at
her lips, which causes her mouth to open. I then kiss her hotly,
groaning when her tongue meets mine with equal force. How in the fuck
can I get this hot and turned on by her so quickly? It’s beyond
any reasoning, but I don’t stop to analyze it.


Whipping her shirt
off, I bend down and kiss her chest right between her breasts. Moving
my head side to side, I lick a wet line over to one nipple, circle it
a few times with my tongue, and then head over to the other one to
pay it equal homage.



My hand goes between
her legs, swiping my fingertips through her folds.



“So wet. Can’t
wait,” I murmur against her lips.


I quickly undo my
jeans and push them down just far enough to pull my cock out and move
my balls clear of my zipper. I’m so consumed by burning need
that I merely guide myself to her entrance and slam home with one
hard push.


Mac cries out in
pleasure and moans, her breath rushing out hot across her lips. I
start thrusting in and out of her, over and over again, fueled by a
raging need to make her come… make me come. I’m not
gentle and luckily, Mac can take it, so I fuck her hard… I
mean, really hard.


“I love the
way you feel inside me,” she stutters through the pounding I’m
giving her body.


Fuck, that is sexy
hot, her trying to talk but barely able to because of how ruthlessly
I’m driving into her. It makes my hips move at a frenzied pace,
ferociously racing to get us both off. I lurch and heave inside of
her, fucking her almost in savage desperation, my ass cheeks
clenching hard on each deep thrust inward.


“Do you like
the way I fuck you?” I grunt from the exertion. Placing my
teeth over the tender skin just between her neck and shoulder, I bite
down.


Mac jerks against
me, moans super loud, and stammers, “Y-e-e-e-s.”



“Do you want
it harder?” I ask as I lick over my bite mark.


“God, yes.”


Rearing up, I pull
her hips all the way off the edge of the counter and place my palm on
her chest, pushing her down so she lies flat.


Gripping her ass
cheeks, I pull out and slam in so hard that I swear the end of my
cock hits something inside of her. Mac just moans in ecstasy and
says, “Harder,” and that fuels me on more. I shove and
slam myself into her, over and over again, grunting and cursing
because it feels so fucking good. I hurtle toward the most
transcendent orgasm I think I may ever experience, feeling Mac
tighten up all around me, her inner muscles clamping hard on my dick.


She starts shaking
as she climaxes and tears are leaking from her eyes as she calls out,
“Yes.”


It’s enough…
it’s what I was waiting for. Watching Mac come is the sexiest,
most blistering thing in the world, and I jet violently inside of
her, my hips heaving uncontrollably as I groan out my release.


Oh, God. Oh,
fuck. That about killed me.


I practically
collapse on top of Mac, gasping for breath and leaning my head on the
bottom of her chest, which is rising and falling with her own labored
breathing.


“That was
insane,” she says as she brings her hands up to slip her
fingers through my hair. She rubs my scalp soothingly and I sigh,
nuzzling in between her breasts.


“We’re
completely depraved,” I say, pushing my head harder against her
fingers. “I thought I might break you there for a minute.”


She laughs in
amusement. “It felt so good. You have complete permission to
hammer at me that way any time you want.”


Eventually, I’m
able to get strength back in my legs and I push myself off Mac,
tucking my dick… which I think right now may definitely be
broken after that round… back in my jeans.


I start to reach a
hand out to help her off the counter when her phone starts ringing.
She had set it on the kitchen counter last night along with her
purse. My eyes stray over to it, and I can clearly see the Caller ID
says “Cal Carson”.


Mac leans over and
slaps at the phone, sending the call through to voice mail. She turns
to look back at me, and there is a tinge of guilt on her face.


“Why is Cal
calling you?” I hope my voice is calm, because if it comes out
sounding like the anger flowing through me… well, that won’t
be conducive to a good talk.


“We’re
friends, Matt. Just friends.”


“I don’t
like it,” I tell her honestly.


I really fucking
hate it.


“You don’t
have to like my friends,” she says quietly, her eyes dropping
down to her hands, which are resting in her lap.


“You can be
friends with him, even knowing what he did to me?” I accuse,
and her gaze snaps back up to me. “I mean… you do know
the sordid details, right? You know his friendship has no loyalty,
don’t you? And that’s the type of friend you want?”


Mac stares at me in
sympathy. Yes, she does understand how this makes me feel. I can see
it on her face.


I hate to do this,
but I really don’t think I can handle Cal being closely
involved in my life again. And if he is friends with Mac, and she is
mine, then that puts him too close in my book. “Mac… I
don’t know if I can do this with you if Cal is a part of your
life.”


Mac’s eyes
warm further. She grabs my t-shirt and pulls it back over her head,
threading her arms through before hopping off the counter. Taking
both of my hands in hers, she grazes her thumbs over my skin, no
doubt in an effort to calm me.


“Matt…
if you want me to choose, then I choose you. Always. But before you
ask me to do that, will you at least hear me out?”


Instant relief
filters through me. She said words that apparently I needed to
hear—if evidenced by the physical reaction of appeasement my
body just acknowledged. I pull her in close to me and wrap my arms
tightly around her back.


I pin her flush
against me, caging her in… not willing to let her go.


“Will you?”
Mac inquires. “Just listen to me… for five minutes…
and then you can ask me to choose if you want.”


Pulling back, I look
down at her with a grimace, because I fucking sure as shit don’t
want to hear a damn thing about Cal Carson. But I also know that
she’s only asking me to listen, and she’s still offered
me what I want… to cut Cal loose, so I go ahead and nod my
assent.


The sooner I can
listen to her nonsense, the sooner we can put this issue to rest for
good. Because I know in my stubborn heart of hearts, she’ll
never be able to say anything to ever convince me that Cal deserves a
second chance with me.


Mac leads me into
the living room and pushes me down on the couch. She doesn’t
hesitate… crawls right on my lap, spreading her legs to
straddle me. My hands immediately come up to grab onto her waist. I
move them to her back and inch my fingers under the edge of her
t-shirt.


She puts her hands
on my shoulders and takes a deep breath, letting it out in a quick
rush. She closes her eyes to orient herself, and I use the
opportunity to slide one hand back over her hip, right over the top
of her thigh.



“Okay,”
she says firmly, “here’s the thing about Cal—”


I sink a finger
inside of her pussy, which is still dripping wet from when I just
came inside of her minutes ago. She whimpers and closes her eyes,
letting her head fall back. I pull my finger out and push it back in,
my eyes now pinned between her legs.


Suddenly, Mac reels
back and pushes off my lap, dislodging my hand from between her legs.
“You promised you’d listen to me.”


I just smirk at her
and shrug my shoulders. “Sorry. You can’t sit your bare
ass on my lap and not expect that to happen.”


I want to bust out
laughing when she glares at me, but I keep it in check. Leaning back
on the couch, I stretch my legs out, resting them just under the
coffee table. Mac gives a pained sigh as she sits down on the edge of
the table facing me, placing one of her legs on either side of mine.
Of course, this spreads her legs just enough that my eyes get
helplessly drawn back down to where I was just fingering her.



She gives a growl of
protest, and my eyes travel back upward. Her gaze is hot with
annoyance at me.


“Sorry, babe…
you can’t expect me to pay attention when you’re flashing
that at me. You’ve got five seconds to get some underwear on,
or I’m going to throw you on the floor and fuck the shit out of
you.”


Mac’s body
trembles in response, and I almost leap forward to do just that…
throw her down and fuck her hard again. But she ends up popping up
from the table and running back to my bedroom.


Leaning my head
back, I close my eyes and sigh. This woman is driving me nuts. I
thought I was horny for her before, but now… my level of
insatiability is hovering near the stratosphere. What if I end up
just sinking into nothing but a pool of desire and lust for her that
prevents me from ever having another rational thought or moment
again?


When Mac comes back,
she steps over my legs again and takes a seat on the opposite end of
the couch from me, tucking her legs up under her and pulling my
t-shirt over her knees.


Smart girl to sit on
the other end, because truly… the underwear won’t stop
my urges.


Turning to face her,
I rest an arm on the back of the couch. “Okay… spill
it.”


She takes another
deep breath and begins. “Okay… I have the floor. Just
listen. Cal feels horrible about what happened.”


Can’t help it.
I interrupt with a sneer. “Good. He should.”


“Hey! You said
you’d listen, so shut it. Like I said… his guilt is
crushing him. He’s hurting right now.”


“Am I supposed
to feel sorry for him?” I ask incredulously and extremely
pissed that she’d even care about his feelings.


I wait for Mac to
give me some monumental argument about why I should give him a
chance, but she just shakes her head and says quietly, “He must
have been a really great friend.”


“Why do you
say that?”


“Because…
I know you wouldn’t be hurting this bad if he had not been so
dear to you.”


Yeah…
that’s not going to work on me. “Save it, Freud. You
think I don’t know this already?”


“Matt, do you
even know what happened between Cal and your ex-wife?”



“I know all I
need to,” I grit out. “She was married to me… he
fucked her. What more is there?”


“You’re
not interested in the details?” Again, her voice is soft…
complaisant.


What the fuck? 



Now I’m
getting super irritated. “Why would I be? I don’t
get where you’re going with all of this.”


“I’m
just curious if there is room in your heart to forgive him. I’m
not saying you have to ever be friends again, but forgiveness goes a
long way toward having a peaceful heart.”


Her words bounce
right off me. I don’t answer her right away, because I want her
to think that I might actually give her asinine idea some
consideration. But then I break the sad, sad news to her. “I’m
sorry, Mac. I just don’t have it in me. I’ve worked
really hard to put it behind me and move on. Please don’t ask
me to do more than that.”


She gives me a
melancholy smile and nods her head in understanding. I start to feel
the tension leave my shoulders.



“What do you
want me to do?” she asks.


It sort of bothers
me that she has to ask. I still don’t understand why we are
even having this conversation, and it doesn’t set well with me
that she would even ask me to listen to this shit.


Leaning toward her,
I harden my gaze. “I want you to promise me you’ll end
your friendship with Cal and have no further contact with him.”


She doesn’t
even hesitate at my request. She pushes to her knees and crawls
across the couch to me, right back onto my lap. My arms go around her
waist, and I pull her in so her cheek lays on my chest.


“Okay…
I’ll do that for you,” she whispers, and the sour acid
that had been swirling in my stomach calms.


I press my lips into
her hair, giving her a light kiss. “Thank you.”


Seemingly back on
track, I stand up from the couch, taking Mac with me. Her legs wrap
around my waist and she lays her head on my shoulder as I carry her
back into the kitchen.


I set her down on
one of my barstools and start to cook breakfast again. She chatters
away at me, telling me a funny story about Lorraine, but I’m
only half listening. I’m kind of bugged about this Cal
conversation. I know she said she would cut ties with him, but
something just doesn’t feel right about this.


I’m not sure
if it’s unease that perhaps Cal will sink his claws into Mac…
take something away from me again? Or maybe I’m a little pissed
at Mac that she could even want to be friends with someone that hurt
me so deeply?


Then there’s
the part of me that is now curious, no thanks to Mac’s quick
words moments ago. She asked me if I really knew what happened
between Cal and Marissa.


And, of course, I
didn’t.


But here is what I
did know.


My wife had been
fucking around on me, and I had proof. I intended to divorce her and
use said proof to cut her free from my life. Cal then fucked my wife.
I know this because he told me as much, but that’s all he told
me.


That’s all I
let him tell me before I beat the snot out of him.


Now, Mac is implying
there’s more to the story, and that is rubbing my nerves raw.
Is it possible that there is something I don’t know that would
cause me to change my mind about Cal?


I snort to myself
because that’s just preposterous. That’s nothing more
than Mac having a soft heart and Cal probably making himself out to
be like a wounded bird or something that needs cared for.


No matter. I’m
pushing all of this aside, and I refuse to think about it again. Mac
said she wouldn’t be friends with Cal, and I accept that.


I don’t
necessarily trust in it, but then again, no matter how fucking good
things are with Mac, I just don’t ever see trust becoming part
of the equation. I know I’ve opened up in amazing ways the last
few days, but I don’t see me ever offering up that part of me
again.





Chapter 27







The next time I have
the stupid idea to take Mac and Macy out together, someone please
just shoot me.


I was just trying to
be a good boyfriend… take my girl out and relax with a few
drinks because she had her first solo hearing today and won it. I’d
never tell Mac this, but it really wasn’t much of a fight, and
the other side didn’t even show up, so it was sort of a
slam-dunk. But she was really, really stoked to have handled it all
on her own, and I felt the need to celebrate with her.


I think my mistake
was in asking her if she wanted to invite Macy. I’ve met Macy
before and I know that this woman is capable of just about anything.
Yet, I still made the suggestion all the same.


Not ten seconds
after we grabbed a table at The Bar, Macy was ordering some vile
concoction called a Slippery Nipple, along with vodka tonics for her
and Mac. They pounded through three of each in the first hour while I
sipped on one glass of scotch. Also within that first hour, Macy hit
on a married man… while his wife was sitting right next to
him, and tried to convince Mac to start up an impromptu wet t-shirt
contest, which I promptly shut down.


Now I’m trying
to keep my focus on babysitting the two of them so that they don’t
get arrested. Or worse yet, get me arrested.


It’s been a
hell of a week. As I watch Mac and Macy playing a game of darts with
the same local dudes I had played with week before last, I take
another sip of my drink and try to let some of the tension go.


The real pisser this
week was that I got a bad jury verdict in a horrific wrongful death
case, all because I had the biggest jackass of a judge who fucked up
my jury instructions. When the jury came back with a verdict of no
negligence, I watched as my clients’ faces crumbled. Looking
over at the jury, not one of them would meet my eye, and it’s a
shame too. I wanted to flip them the bird.


It took every bit of
professionalism I could muster not to ream the judge, but I didn’t
feel like having to deal with Bill or Mac needing to bail my ass out
of jail. Instead, I gave oral notice I’d be filing an appeal
and stormed out of the courthouse.


I’m not sure
who told Mac that I was back from court—probably Bea, our
receptionist—but not five seconds after I had slammed the door
to my office, Mac was slipping inside. Not two seconds after that,
Bill came in.


“What
happened?” Mac asked me, wringing her hands together as I paced
back and forth.


Spinning on her, I
snapped. “What do you think happened? I fucking lost the case.”


“It’s
not a big deal,” Bill said quickly. “We didn’t even
have that much money invested in it.”


I almost punched
Bill for those words. Turning on him in fury, I said, “It’s
not about the fucking money, you jackass. My clients’ lives are
screwed up. The judge totally fucked us on the jury instructions.”


Mac then stepped
toward me, putting a calming hand on my arm. “Is there any
appealable error?”


I took in a deep
breath and let it blow out, trying to release some of my tension so I
didn’t take my anger out on her.



Picking her hand up
and bringing it to my lips for a light kiss, I smiled at her. “Yes.
There are several errors for appeal. I’ll have you help me get
the Notice filed.” As an afterthought, I glanced at my partner.
“I’m sorry I yelled, Bill.”


Chuckling, Bill
turned away and headed for the door. “No worries. And I think
Mac is better equipped to deal with your snarly ass than I am.”


I dropped Mac’s
hand and took off my jacket, absently tossing it on a chair. Walking
toward my desk, I deftly undid my cuff links, pocketed them and
rolled my sleeves up, mentally putting together what I’d need
to get started on the appeal for this case.


Motherfucking
jackass prick judge.


I heard Mac close
the door, and then I clearly heard the snick of it locking.
Turning my head, I saw Mac leaning back against it with a devilish
smile.


“What are you
doing?” I asked curiously, because I was thinking it had
something to do with kissing since she locked the door. That was
definitely something I was down with… a little make-out
session before I got back to work.


Mac pushed away from
the door and walked toward me. Her hands came up and started working
at the buttons on her shirt. My mouth dropped open, and I was
helpless to look away as she removed the yellow silk blouse and let
it drop to the floor. My eyes roved over the perfect swell of her
breasts pushing up from a white lace, demi-cup bra.


Mac and her pure,
white lace.



Fucking hot!


As she stepped
around my desk, she murmured provocatively. “I’m getting
ready to make all your fantasies come true.”



I turned my chair to
the right and looked up at her breasts, gripping onto the armrests of
my chair tightly to resist the urge to cup them in my hands. “What
do you mean?”


She leaned over me
and whispered. “I’m getting ready to give you a five-star
blow job.”


Oh, fuck! I leaned
my head back against my chair and closed my eyes, telling my cock to
stay down.


But it was too late…
that bad boy had leapt to attention the minute it realized Mac was
going to wrap her lips around it.


“I don’t
need that,” I said lamely, but God, did I fucking want it.


Her voice was soft
with laughter as she dropped to her knees in front of me. “Baby…
I’ve never seen anyone in more need of a blow job than you
right now.” She took my belt off and slowly unzipped my pants,
dragging her knuckles over my erection as she moved down.


“Fuck,”
I hissed through my teeth. “You’re killing me here.”


She pulled my pants
and boxers down, and my hips raised up to help her out with her task.
She took me in her warm hand and just squeezed me as she ran her
thumb around the head of my cock.


A groan ripped out
of my throat and my hips jerked.


“Shhh,”
she whispered with a smirk and as a warning for me to be quiet, even
as her hand started stroking me. She knew damn well it was going to
be next to impossible for me to keep my mouth shut with her jerking
me off like that. My hips surged up, forcing my dick through the
friction of her hold.



Trying to remember
Bill’s admonishment that we keep this shit out of the office, I
asked, “What if someone calls me?”



“Answer the
phone,” she said as if it were the simplest answer in the
world. Yes, I could just see me answering the phone with my cock down
her throat. No telling what I’d say to the person on the other
line.


Mac leaned forward
and with that amazingly wet and pink tongue, licked the underside of
my cock from the base to the tip, causing me to grunt. It’s how
she always got started on me, and I knew better stuff was still to
come.


No pun intended, of
course.


She licked me again,
and I could barely get the words out. “What if someone knocks
on the door?”


“Tell them to
go away.” Then she took me all the way in, straight to the back
of her throat, where I swear I bumped her tonsils. She gave an
appreciative moan, moving her tongue side to side against the
underside of my cock, and I started to tremble.


“What if—?”
I started to say, but she pulled her mouth away from me and that got
my attention fast.


“Baby…
shut up and enjoy this,” she said in exasperation as she glared
up at me. She was beyond glorious, her eyes sexy and her lips shiny,
my wet cock standing at attention in front of her face.


I grinned down at
her and just let my head fall back against my chair, closing my eyes.
She took me back in her mouth and then I was just lost as she moved
up and down my length.


I think I’ve
said it before… Mac gives a fucking stellar blow job. I’d
still rather be balls deep inside of her pussy any day of the week,
but damn… having her go down on me in the middle of the day,
in my office? I just hoped I didn’t shout the roof down when I
came.


My hands ended up
tangled in her hair, and though I tried to let her keep full control,
I couldn’t help gripping on to her tight and trying to fuck her
mouth just a little as my hips moved on their own accord. She hummed
approval in the back of her throat, which reverberated all the way
through to my balls.


She put her hand in
on the action so every time her mouth moved up, she’d suck hard
on the tip, and squeeze and rotate her hand at the base, and God…
it felt fucking marvelous.


At one point, she
had me muttering incoherently because I was so lost in the storm of
carnal craving.


When I came, it was
so hard that my hips jerked deep into her mouth and I blew hot and
straight down her throat. She kept at me until I was completely
empty, absolutely sated, and again marveling that I had found the
perfect woman.


After tucking me
back in, zipping me up, and giving me a light kiss with her swollen
lips, we got down to business and tried to figure out how we could
win my appeal.


“Hey, baby,”
Mac purrs in my ear as she wiggles on my lap, jerking me back to the
present and straight out of my porn memory of her blow job. “I’d
like another Slippery Nipple.”


I grab ahold of her
waist to stop her movements, which if she keeps it up, will guarantee
a boner before too long. “No more Slippery Nipples for you.
You’re going to be hating life tomorrow as it is.”


Mac looks down at
her watch, squinting just a bit to see the numbers. Her brow furrows,
and there’s no telling what is going on inside that
magnificent, albeit drunk mind of hers.


She sits up straight
on my lap suddenly with a look of supreme confidence and looks over
at her bestie. “Hey Macy... I just used the word ‘plethora’
in my mind.”


Macy takes a sip of
her vodka tonic and shoots me a grin, before turning back to Mac.
“That’s great, Mac. But so what?” She turns back to
me and gives me a wink, thoroughly enjoying Mac’s drunken rant.


“W-e-e-e-e-ll,”
Mac says slowly, as if she’s talking to a first grader. “I’m
obviously not that drunk if I can use big words in my head. Thus, I
deserve another Slippery Nipple.”


I start laughing,
because fuck, she’s entertaining when she’s drunk. I
mean, she’s pretty funny when she’s sober but that’s
because she’s got the sharpest of wits. It says something that
she can still bring it even while inebriated.


I wrap my arms
around her waist and lean in to kiss her neck. “It’s
arguments like that that will make you a legal star. I’m
convinced. I’ll go get you another Slippery Nipple.”


Pushing Mac off my
lap, I head to the bar for another round of drinks for her and Macy,
plus a bottled water for myself. The way Mac is going, I may be
holding her hair above the toilet tonight so it’s best if I
stay sober.


While I wait for my
drinks, I glance back over at the table. Mac and Macy have their
heads close together, both talking about something girlie and
secretive I’m sure. Mac’s eyes are sparkling and her
smile is at mega wattage. I wonder what they’re talking about
and wonder if it has to do with me.


Probably…
they waited until I left the table to get all cozy in their
conversation.



The bartender brings
me the drinks and I pay for them. As I walk back toward the table,
Mac’s head turns my way and she gives me a smile that says,
Yes, I’m drunk, but I’m so happy to see you right now,
you’ve been gone from me far too long, and I think the sun
rises and sets on you, Matt Connover.


Okay, maybe I’m
reading too much into it but damn… her smile can practically
punch the oxygen right out of my lungs.


Setting the drinks
on the table, I pull Mac up from the chair by her arm, sit down, and
then drag her back down on to my lap. As long as she keeps her
wiggling to a minimum, I should be good. Besides, I find I like
having her this close to me.


***



After that last
Slippery Nipple, I convince Mac to go home. Actually, I don’t
so much as convince her as Macy does, who called it a night saying
she was tired and wanted to get to sleep. So I pack Mac and Macy into
a cab and we head to their apartment.



When we step inside,
I tell Macy goodnight and lead Mac back into her bedroom. She gives
Macy a little wave and sort of stumbles along behind me.


I pull her inside
and shut the door. When I turn around, Mac is right there, having
much more coordination than I gave her credit for because her hands
grab ahold of my belt buckle and she tries to take it off. The look
on her face is absolutely priceless… her brow furrowed in
concentration, her tongue peeking out of the side of her mouth as she
squints at her task.


Putting my hands
over hers, I tell her, “No way, baby. You’re too drunk.”


She makes a pffft
sound and tries to bat my hands away. “But honey… I want
it.”


God, she’s
fucking adorable. I pull her into my arms and hug her, kissing the
top of her head. Mac immediately melts into me, laying her cheek on
my chest and sighing in abandonment.


“You can have
it,” I tell her conspiratorially. “Tomorrow… when
you’re sober. So for now, go brush your teeth and take some
aspirin.”


I release her from
my hold and turn her toward the bathroom. She wobbles to the side a
bit but then pulls herself straight. Giving her a tiny push, I get
her going, watching her carefully to make sure she’s okay. She
walks into the bathroom and leaves the door open, which is good. I
can keep an eye on her.


Removing my clothes,
I watch as Mac takes some Tylenol and brushes her teeth. As she
starts to take her clothes off, I’m reasonably assured she’s
not going to fall over or start puking her guts up, so I crawl in to
bed, pulling the sheets up over my hips.


When Mac comes out
of the bathroom, stunningly naked but still stumbling slightly, I
can’t help but grin at her. She puts the tip of her finger in
her mouth and lets her eyes roam over me as she walks to the bed. As
she stands there, looking down at me, I wish with a passion that she
wasn’t drunk because I can’t help it… the sight of
her gloriously naked body does things to me. Her breasts are
perfectly rounded, lush with nipples peaked and begging for my
tongue. I so want my mouth on them, and I suppress a groan.


Mac crawls over my
body, and I grit my teeth when she brushes against my hardening dick.
She giggles and then collapses beside me on the bed, trying to scoot
her way under the covers.


When she gets
situated, she lays her head on my chest and I pull her in close. She
pushes her leg in between mine and wraps her arm around me. Our
embrace is sweet and comforting, yet the feel of her naked skin and
heavy breasts makes me horny. It’s an odd feeling, but I love
that Mac can turn me on even in all her drunken glory.


Reaching my free arm
out, I turn off the table lamp beside me, plunging the room into
darkness. I concentrate on the sound of Mac’s breathing,
wanting to ensure she falls asleep and isn’t going to get sick.
While I don’t mind helping her out and will gladly hold her
while she throws up, I’m a heavy sleeper and if I go down
before she does, there’s a chance I’d sleep through it.


And… Mac is
stubborn enough, even when she’s drunk, that she wouldn’t
ask for my help.


Her breathing is
light, but I know it won’t be long before she succumbs.


“Hey, Matt?”
she says loudly. Actually, she’s trying for a whisper but it’s
about the closest thing to a whisper-scream I’ve ever heard.


“Yeah?”
I ask as I grin in the dark at her.


“I think I
love you.”


A sizzle of
surprise, a flash of adrenaline, a cramping squeeze to my chest, and
a feeling of lightheadedness hit me all at once. She fucking threw
out the “L” word, and it does something to me.



Not sure what, but
that was a completely visceral reaction to those words.


I don’t know
what to say in response, so I just squeeze her so she knows I heard
her.



“I’ll
probably regret saying that tomorrow,” she says
matter-of-factly, “but I just had to say it.”


The cynic in me…
the one who refuses to trust and hasn’t given credence to the
concept of love in a very long time says, “You won’t
remember it tomorrow, Mac.”


It’s so dark
in the room that I can’t see much but the vague outline of her
body on the bed next to me. I can’t see her face at all, but
for some reason… I just know… I can feel rather, that
she’s smiling in a patient way.


“Yes, I will.
I may not remember telling you, but I will remember I love you.
That’s just not something I can forget.”


Fuck… that
same sizzle-flash-squeeze feeling courses through me again, and if I
had to take a wild-ass guess as to what it was, I might have to give
it the name of Euphoria.


Do those words truly
please me? And if so, why can’t I just say them back to her?


Nothing comes to
mind, so I just lean my head over and glide my lips along her
forehead. Like I said, she won’t remember any of this tomorrow.
“You’re something else, Mac.”


She doesn’t
respond to me but within just a minute or two, her breathing goes
deep and I know she’s fallen asleep.


I lay awake for a
long time, holding Mac… feeling her heartbeat against mine as
we lay together. I can’t deny it… I’m absolutely
warmed by her feelings for me. It’s been a long time since
someone has cared for me like that, and while I’m convinced I
never really missed it after Marissa, I can certainly admit it feels
pretty fucking fantastic right now.


Seriously…
what do I feel for Mac? Is this love? Is it lust? Is it both, or
maybe neither? Maybe it’s just a passing fancy and will pale
over time.


I hope the latter
isn’t true, but I’m prepared if that’s the case.



I’m just not
sure that I’m prepared if it’s the former.





Chapter 28







“Dad…
when can we go to Coney Island?” Gabe asks as he walks into my
home office and grabs ahold of my arm.



Pushing away from
the desk, I grab him around the waist and put him on my lap. Leaning
my face into his neck, I blow a wet raspberry there that has him
shrieking in laughter and trying to propel himself away from me
because it tickles.


“Stop it,”
he cries through his laughter, lurching left and right as I add some
tickling to his ribs.


I finally let him
slither off my lap and swat him on his butt. “I told you we’re
waiting for Mac to get here, and then we’ll go.”


Gabe puts his index
finger in his mouth and stares at me with a shy smile. I had just
told him about Mac not long ago, when I got this wild hair up my butt
to invite her along, and he looks a bit unsure as to who Mac really
is.


I told him this
morning, “Gabe… I have a lady friend I’d like to
invite with us to go to Coney Island today. Is that okay?”


He stared at me with
those golden-brown eyes and asked, “You mean a friend like
Anthony?”


I cringed inside,
because Mac was so not like Marissa’s young fuck toy. Well,
maybe at first, she was… but she’s not now.


“No… my
friend… Mac, she’s just a very good friend that I like
spending time with and I’d like you to meet her. Is that cool?”


“Will she stay
the night like Anthony does?”


“No,” I
say quickly. “She’s not that type of friend.”


God, it was so
fucking confusing… explaining Mac to my son, because she was
that “type of friend”. I just didn’t want him to
know that yet.


“She’ll
just go to Coney Island today with us, but then she’ll go home.
But if you like her, we can invite her some other time to hang with
us. How’s that sound?”


Gabe grinned and
nodded. I prayed silently, Please let him like her. If he
doesn’t like her, I don’t know what I’ll do. Well,
yeah… I do. It means I’d have to cut Mac loose, but not
before I wouldn’t try desperately to get Gabe to like her.


This was all so spur
of the moment. I hoped to God I was doing the right thing by having
her meet him this early on. This had so much potential to blow up in
my face, but it just seemed like the right thing to do at this time.


Just yesterday, as
the workweek was closing down, I walked into Mac’s office. We
had plans to go out to dinner, but Marissa called me around four PM
to tell me she wanted to take an impromptu trip out of town with
Anthony. I guess the make-up sex must be really good at this point.


She asked if I’d
mind taking Gabe for the weekend. Of course, I had to clarify with
her what exactly she meant. “Do I still get my regular time
with him next weekend?” I asked.


“Yes,”
she snapped at me. “Will that make you happy?”


“Immeasurably,”
I assured her, because… two weekends in a row with Gabe?
Fucking major win in my book!


The only downside
was that I would have to cancel plans with Mac for the weekend. So, I
knocked on her office door, and she looked up at me with a smile.


“Hey.”


“Hey,” I
said softly and then walked up to her for a kiss.


“You about
ready to get the weekend started?” she asked as she pulled her
lips away, wearing that starry-eyed look I’ve come to recognize
after I kiss her.


“Actually…
I’m going to have to cancel,” I told her reluctantly.
Because, yes… I was damn reluctant to do it, because although
I love spending time with Gabe, and he would always come first, I was
going to miss the hell out of Mac. “Marissa asked if I could
take Gabe this weekend, so I’m going to have to go pick him
up.”


Mac… being
Mac… which means understanding, wonderful, kind, fucking hot
as hell, best blow job giver ever, and just a generally perfect
woman, said, “That’s awesome. I mean… that you get
Gabe… not that we can’t go out this weekend, but we can
do that any time. Your times with Gabe are too few and precious.”


I know I just stared
at her for a moment… blank and confused, because honestly, for
a brief moment, I sort of expected her to throw a fit. Or at the
least make me feel guilty. Because, that’s sure as shit
something Marissa would do.


But not Mac.


Never Mac.


She gave me a hug,
then a sweet kiss, and told me that she’d see me at work next
Monday. Told me to have a great time with Gabe.



She didn’t
even ask me to call her. Just told me, and I quote, “You spend
every waking minute loving on that boy.”


God, my fucking
heart cramps in appreciation just now thinking of it, and I’m
convinced I’m turning into a pussy.


So, I went and
picked Gabe up, we made pizza at my apartment that night, played with
his Legos for a while, and then watched a movie. He was zonked out by
ten PM, and I put him to bed.


I thought about
going to bed myself, but before I knew it, I was calling Mac. We
talked for two hours and then had some amazing fucking phone sex that
caused me to come spectacularly all over my clean sheets and ensured
I’d have more laundry to do in the morning.


And when morning
rolled around, I woke up missing Mac like I’d miss a lung,
feeling all oxygen deprived and shit, so I called her.


I didn’t weigh
out the pros and cons… I didn’t spend too much time
thinking of any psychological repercussions—I just did it.


I invited her to go
to Coney Island with Gabe and me.


She had asked, “Are
you sure, Matt? You want me to meet Gabe?”


I never thought
twice about it. “Absolutely.”


“Well, if
you’re sure,” she said, still a bit hesitantly. “I’d
really love to meet him. And I really miss you, so bonus!”


I laughed, hung up,
and then I went to find Gabe to explain Mac to him.


The doorbell rings,
jarring me out of my reflection. My pulse starts hammering because
that would be Mac and I’m nervous about her meeting Gabe, but
I’m fucking excited as hell to see her. I hope to God I don’t
pop wood the minute I lay my eyes on her, which has been known to
randomly happen when she’s in the immediate vicinity.


“Hey buddy…
how about going to let Mac in so I can finish just one more thing?
I’ll be out in a minute.”


“Okay,”
he says, turning to run out of my office.


“Gabe?”
I call out, and he turns to look at me. “Be nice.”


He flashes me
another grin and then bolts down the hallway. I really don’t
have anything to finish up, but I wanted to give Mac some alone time
with Gabe. I imagine she’s got to be pretty nervous and doesn’t
need me overlooking their introduction. Besides, Gabe is so outgoing,
he’ll have no problem entertaining her all on his own.


I log off my
computer and sit back in my chair, listening to their conversation.


It’s fucking
awesome. Gabe immediately takes her into the living room and talks
her into playing Wii bowling with him.


“I’m
really good,” I hear him brag to Mac. “I beat Dad all the
time, and I’ll probably beat you.”


I listen as Gabe
chatters away at Mac, trying to explain the game to her. She talks to
him like a natural, bringing it down to a seven-year-old level, but
also understanding that he’s bright and mature for his age, so
she doesn’t treat him like a baby.


I hear Gabe yell
out, “In your face, Mac,” and I can’t help the
laugh that pops out of my mouth. I can hear Mac laugh too, and it’s
such a beautiful sound that my smile doesn’t melt away.


After about twenty
minutes, I get up and walk into the living room, where I’m
treated to a phenomenal view of Mac as she bends over slightly,
aiming up her bowling shot. Luckily, I do not pop wood but fuck, she
has an amazing ass that I cannot wait to tap one day.



“Poor form,
Mac,” I tease her, trying to keep the huskiness out of my voice
so Gabe doesn’t pick up on any vibes. “I think you need
to bend over a little more.”


She shoots me a
smirk over her shoulder, and then turns back to the TV. “Behave
yourself.”


I hop over the back
of the couch and sit down, one arm resting over the back, and cross
my legs. I then watch as Gabe totally smokes Mac and then mocks her
with a little victory dance. And yes, he actually learned that move
from me when I beat him at Candy Land once… I got up and
danced around the table, yelling, “In your face,” to him.
But damn… the kid always beats me and I was not about to let
that victory go to waste.


Mac hands the Wii
controller to my son with a laugh. “You are just too good,
Gabe. I’ll never be able to beat you.”


Gabe looks pleased
as punch from the compliment, and then turns to me. “Want to
play?”


Reaching out, I
ruffle his hair. “Maybe later, buddy. Let’s get ready to
head out to Coney Island. Go get your shoes on.”


Gabe leaps up and
yells, “Hooray,” before he takes off running to his room.



I watch Gabe’s
retreating form before turning to Mac, crooking my finger at her.
“Get over here and give me a proper hello.”


She gives me a sexy
smile and then she’s in my lap, letting me kiss her. While I
have a brief moment of privacy, I make the kiss scorching hot before
I pull away.



“So, what do
you think of Gabe?”


“He’s
wonderful,” she says with genuine affection. Then she about
kills me when she says, “He’s you.”


Mac sees a lot of
things, and I respect her because of her perception. But that she
sees my son in the same vein she sees me… that she thinks my
son is like me… well, in this moment, I think I may truly love
Mac. Our eyes hold one another and something passes between us…
an understanding maybe.


Gabe comes flying
back into the room, and because kids have no concept of personal
space, the moment is broken as he launches himself right at Mac and
me


“I need you to
tie my shoes, Dad,” he says after smacking hard into my ribs
and landing an elbow against Mac’s shoulder.


“Nope. You
know how to do it,” I tell him firmly.


“I forget
how,” he pouts.


“Well…
I heard that in order to get into Coney Island, you have to prove you
can tie your shoes. If you can’t do it, we can’t go.”


Gabe doesn’t
pause long to see if maybe I’m bluffing before he pushes away
from us and puts on his shoes, tying perfect bows.



Mac chuckles, and I
shrug my shoulders. “All the negotiation skills I learned as a
lawyer have been invaluable raising a child.”


Gabe jumps up from
the couch and grabs my hand. “Come on, Dad. Let’s go.”


I stand up, easily
bringing Mac’s body up with me, letting her slither down my
front as I set her on the floor. Fuck, that felt good and I start to
pop a little wood, so I set her away from me. This weekend is going
to be torture not being able to fuck her.


Grabbing my wallet
and keys, and to take my mind off fucking Mac, I ask Gabe, “What
do you want to do at Coney Island today?”


Only my son can give
an off-the-cuff discourse on Coney Island. “I want to ride the
Cyclone, play skeeball, eat hot dogs and cotton candy, and then go to
the beach, and then we can ride the Cyclone again. I’ll ride it
once with you, and then Mac can ride it with me.”



As Gabe keeps
chattering, I open the door and glance one more time behind me. Mac
is staring at Gabe with the most delighted grin on her face as he
starts talking about the best way to build sand castles, and I swear,
I don’t think the kid has taken a breath yet.


Turning around, I
start to walk out the door and am brought to an abrupt halt because
someone is standing there, hand poised in the air to knock.


I used to think her
the most beautiful woman in the world at one time in my life and now
I can barely look at her pale blonde hair and light blue eyes without
bile surging up in my throat. “Marissa… what are you
doing here?”


She narrows her gaze
at me, as if calculating what is the best possible thing to say to
me, to not only announce why she is here, but to pick at my wounds
while she’s at it. For some reason, ever since I left her for
cheating on me, Marissa takes every opportunity to strike out in
retaliation. Even though I’m the one that was wronged, she
still feels the need to make me suffer.


“I’ve
had a change in plans, so I’m here to get Gabe.”


Of course, she
did, I think to myself tiredly as she pushes past me into the
apartment. I’m sure she and Anthony broke up… again.


She doesn’t
say a word to her son, but pins Mac with a snotty glare. “And
you are?”


Giving a sigh and
running a frustrated hand through my hair, I open my mouth to make
introductions, but Gabe beats me to it. Grabbing Marissa’s
hand, so she will give him attention, he says, “This is Mac,
Mommy. She’s Daddy’s friend.”


Marissa’s eyes
glow hot for a moment, then she appraises Mac up and down. I watch as
the heat leaves and she turns away from Mac dismissively. She’s
being dismissive because Marissa knows that my past modus operandi
was to fuck women and leave them. I think she actually takes great
pride in having a hand in creating the new Matt Connover.


So she dismisses Mac
because in a million years, she just can’t envision me opening
myself up to someone again. “I don’t appreciate you
bringing your flavor of the week around our son.”


Fury lances at me,
not just because of the insult to Mac, but because of saying such a
comment in front of our son. I struggle to keep my voice calm in
front of Gabe, so he doesn’t really understand just how
offensive his mother is being. “Marissa… I’m not
doing this with you. Not in front of Gabe. We’re on our way out
to Coney Island. I can bring him by your place later this evening.”


“Sorry. That
just won’t work for me. I’m taking him now.”


Gabe tugs on
Marissa’s hand and whines. “I want to go to Coney Island
with Daddy.”


Marissa never takes
her eyes from mine when she responds to him. “Not today, baby.
We have other things to do.”


“Marissa,”
I beg, because although I’d never beg that bitch for anything
for myself, I have no pride when it comes to begging for my son.
“Don’t make Gabe suffer because you want to get back at
me.”


She doesn’t
say a word to me, but her eyes light up in victory that she has made
me beg her. Something happens inside of me… almost a sinking
sensation, as if I was in an elevator that had dropped suddenly,
causing my stomach to lose equilibrium with the rest of my body.
Overwhelming sadness hits me that this… right here…
this is destined to be my life from here on out. Marissa is never
going away, she’s never going to stop being hatefully vile, and
I’m always going to be battling with her for every scrap I can
get with Gabe.


How in the fuck can
a woman that purported to love me… married me… made
love to me and bore my child, who then later went on to cheat on me…
how in the world can that woman still continue to enjoy torturing me?


“Mac,” I
say quietly, while staring at my ex-wife. “Would you mind
taking Gabe back to his room for a moment so I can have a few words
with Marissa?”


“Sure,”
she says softly. “Come on, Gabe.”


Gabe looks at Mac
and then cuts his gaze back to me in question. “Go on, buddy.
I’ll work this out with Mom.”


“Okay,”
he says timidly, because no matter how calm I’m trying to make
myself, he’s picking up on the bad vibes. He takes Mac’s
hand and leads her away.


I watch my son, who
I love beyond all measure, lead the woman who I may love, but I’m
still not quite sure, away, and turn to face the woman who I
absolutely despise.





Chapter 29







“Marissa,”
I try one time to appeal to any bit of humanity that may exist in her
blackened soul. “Please don’t do this. He’s so
excited about going to Coney Island.”


“Sorry, Matt.
It’s not your weekend for visitation, and it’s my right
to take him.”


“Why do you do
this?” I ask her bluntly, because we’ve never actually
talked about our relationship since our divorce.


Her eyebrows rise up
in surprise. “Do what?”


“Punish me,”
I tell her. “Why are you always trying to punish me, when I
didn’t do anything wrong?”


“Does it hurt,
Matt?” she asks me in mock sympathy, her eyes cold as ice.


“Yes,” I
tell her truthfully.


“Good,”
she hisses at me, and I take a step backward because the venom in her
voice is palpable. She keeps her voice low but lays out her feelings
to me viciously. “Never fuck with a woman scorned, Matt. You
may be a hot-shot lawyer and can bend people to your will, but as a
man… you simply don’t have the fortitude to ever go head
to head with a pissed off woman like me. I will shred you every time,
because you men like to think we’re the weaker sex, but that
would be a foolish mistake to think so. We’re the smarter and
more ruthless of the two, and if I’m strong enough to bear your
eight-pound son without any pain meds, don’t think I won’t
castrate you without a backward glance if I had the chance.”


“What the fuck
are you talking about?” I ask her, completely bewildered and
stunned by her rage.


She seems to get a
bit of control over herself, because her voice is more even toned.
“I’m talking about the fact that I came home one
afternoon to find all of my bags packed, waiting in the foyer. I
found you there, telling me I had thirty minutes to clear out of my
home. You had sent Gabe off to your parents, so I couldn’t even
see my son before you kicked me out. I’m talking about the fact
you told every one of our family and friends all the dirty details of
my indiscretions, rather than try to talk to me about it. You never
once laid my crimes on my doorstep to deal with, but made it public
knowledge with which to humiliate me. You never once let me try to
atone for my sin. You simply cut me off and cut me out.”


I blink at Marissa…
several times. I think she might be a mirage who might disappear if I
keep blinking at her, because it can’t be real… not this
woman standing in front of me acting like she was hurt when our
marriage crumbled. Not the woman who ended up with everything…
our son, a huge child support payment, and my balls in a vice grip.


“I don’t
understand,” is all I can say, because, fuck… I really
don’t understand.


Marissa sighs and
looks at me in disappointment. “No, Matt… I don’t
suppose you do. Let me put it this way… I hurt you—you
hurt me. You’re pissed at me—well, guess what... I’m
pissed at you. You’ve changed—I’ve changed. It’s
all fucked up, but this is the way it is. So deal with it. Now, if
you don’t mind, go get my son so I can get out of here.”


Her eyes are like
shards of ice as she glares at me, and I actually feel like said
shards are ripping through me right now. Marissa is pissed, but I
also hear pain in her voice and that pisses me off, because there is
a tiny part of me that actually might be a little empathetic to her.


And that pisses me
off even more, because that bitch doesn’t deserve an ounce of
it from me. She has absolutely no business making me feel bad for
dissolving our marriage.


Granted, I may have
rained hell down on her when I found out, but it was within my right
to do so. So what if I kicked her ass out on the street? She had been
fucking some art professor at the time, and I was quite sure he’d
let her crash with him. And so what if I told everyone we knew what a
lying whore she was? It was the God’s honest truth.


And where is the
fucking gratitude? Because thereafter, once I calmed down, we were
able to work out a shared custody arrangement and I agreed to give
her Gabe during the weekdays in return for her being a stay-at-home
mom given that I traveled so much. I paid her a lot of fucking money
every year so that her sole job was to be there for Gabe when I
couldn’t.


Fucking bitch!


Turning away,
because I really can’t stand to look at her face a second more,
I walk back to Gabe’s room.


Mac is sitting on
his bed, and Gabe is showing her some of his books. He’s
sitting beside her on the bed with his favorite book, The Giving
Tree, open on his lap and he’s reading to her. It’s a
beautiful moment, my young son comfortable enough with my girlfriend
to read to her. It should warm me… fill me up with all kinds
of yummy, gooey goodness.


Instead, I feel
nothing but anger, disappointment, and disgust. I feel pain, remorse,
and even fucking guilt. These are all feelings that I fucking hate
because they make me feel terrible and so when I look in on Mac and
Gabe sitting there, I think I just go ahead and will myself to turn
off all my feelings, which includes the good ones too.


I don’t spare
a glance at Mac but walk over to put my hand on Gabe’s
shoulder. “Hey, little man. Let’s get your stuff
together. Mom has important stuff she needs to do, and you’ll
have to go with her.”


Gabe whines, “No,
Daddy… I want to stay here with you.”



And while I might be
able to shut off many of my feelings, it’s impossible to do so
where Gabe is concerned. My heart practically shrivels in on itself
that I have to send him with his mom. By the terms of our custody
arrangement, I have no right to him today. If I try to even argue
about it with Marissa, she’ll pitch a fit right in front of
Gabe and the one thing I promised myself I wouldn’t do, is let
Gabe know how I truly felt about his mother. So I was always calm
with her and treated her with respect when he was around, starting
from the very day I booted her ass out, sending Gabe to stay with my
parents so he wouldn’t see the storm that was unleashing.


Since that day, I
never argued or raised my voice with her. If I felt she was going to
be combative, I always backed down, because winning a fight with
Marissa was never as important as making sure Gabe never had to see
how fucked up his parents really were.


Kneeling down, I
pull Gabe up from his bed and into my arms. I squeeze him as hard as
I can manage without crushing my little man. “I know. I want
you to stay here, too. But go with Mommy, and I promise that we’ll
go to Coney Island next weekend. Okay?”


Gabe nods his head,
and I stand up. Taking his little Marvel Comics suitcase, I quickly
pack up his stuff and zip it up. Mac stands up from the bed but
doesn’t say a word. I’m not sure if I can handle her
saying anything to me right now, because my insides are so chewed up.


Lifting the
suitcase, I turn to Gabe. “Let’s go.”


I watch as he turns
to Mac and hugs her leg, looking up at her. “Bye, Mac. See you
next weekend.”


A sweet moment,
really. The way Gabe has taken to her so quickly. Mac looks down at
him with a smile and strokes the top of his head. “Bye, Gabe.”


I should be filled
with warmth over this, because just an hour ago, I was terrified he
wouldn’t like her.


Now?


Now, I’m not
feeling much of anything because I’ve demanded that blessed
numbness be my crutch for right now.


Gabe takes my hand
and we walk together back out to the living room, where Marissa
stands waiting. She at least gives him a warm smile and says, “I’m
sorry to do this, baby. Mommy has to do something important, but you
can see Daddy next weekend and he’ll take you to Coney Island
then. Okay?”


My son isn’t
so easy to forgive this right now, so he just glares at her and then
turns to hug me. I kiss him on the head and as I pull away, I look
one more time at Marissa. I go ahead and open my gaze to her so I can
get another hefty dose of her bitterness and gloating hate that would
normally come after a victory such as this.


Instead, she just
stares at me passively, as if she’s trying to see something
that maybe wasn’t there a moment ago. I quickly avert my gaze,
because I don’t want to give her anything she’s seeking,
and turn my back on them both, walking back into my kitchen. I hear
the front door open and close, and then they’re gone.


Putting both of my
palms on my kitchen counter, I hang my head down and close my eyes,
trying to replay the conversation with Marissa in my head. Trying to
figure out where it got out of control.


She told me I didn’t
give her a chance to atone for her sin.


It’s true
enough. No apology would have ever made a difference to me. But I’m
thinking by the mere fact she brought it up, it may have made a
difference to her. It may have absolved her of her guilt. It may have
made things better for her.


Savage rage such as
I have never felt except for one other time in my entire life, and
that is when Cal confessed to sleeping with Marissa, rises in me. How
dare she try to make me feel guilty after what she did to me? How
dare she try to put any of this on me? The blood is pounding so
forcefully through my veins that the light actually dim a bit in my
eyes.


“Are you
okay?” Mac asks quietly, and I realize she’s walked into
the kitchen.


My head snaps up,
and she flinches by what she sees in my eyes. That makes me feel
guilty, and it seems like I can’t fucking win with women these
days. I apparently do nothing but hurt them.


“No, I’m
not fucking okay,” I snarl at her, and she flinches again. “How
can I be okay after that?”


But between the two
of us, only I know that the thing with Marissa was so much more than
what Mac actually observed. She didn’t get to see the really
juicy stuff that occurred after she took Gabe back into his bedroom.


“I’m
sorry,” Mac says quietly and she’s saying that not only
because she feels bad that Gabe was just stripped away from me, but
she’s sorry that I’m obviously hurting and she’s
sorry that I’m angry right now.


Fuck… appears
everyone is just sorry.


Except for me, of
course. I apparently don’t understand the concept of apology.
Otherwise, I’d have let Marissa “atone for her sin”.



What a crock of
shit!


I push away from the
counter and look at Mac. Her face is lined with worry, she’s
got her hands clasped tight, and she’s on edge. I know I must
be putting off some seriously angry vibes, and I make her nervous.
That should appall me but it doesn’t. It actually sort of
pisses me off more.


Fucking women and
their tender sensibilities.


The anger that
pulses through me, coupled with disappointment and choking guilt, are
too overwhelming and I need some way to purge this out of my system.
And what better way than the fantastically amazing woman who fucks
like a goddess standing before me.


Stalking up to her,
I wrap my hand around her neck and palm the back of her head, pulling
her in close. I know my eyes are hard and bitter right now, my voice
harsh with rage. “Do you see, Mac?”


“See what?”
she asks quietly, almost fearfully.


“Do you see
why I am the way I am?”


“Because of
Marissa?”


“Yes…
it’s all because of her,” I say, gripping her head
tighter.



Mac stares back at
me, completely confused and utterly worried. I watch her, wondering
at what point Mac may lay the same guilt trip on me in our
relationship. It’s bound to happen, right?


I’m startled
momentarily when Mac raises her hands and lays her palms on my
cheeks. Lifting up on her tiptoes, she pulls on me slightly so my
head bends down. She touches her mouth to mine, lightly, and at
first, I do nothing. Instinctively and immediately, my body wants
her, but I don’t capitulate right away, holding my arms tight
with pure refusal to embrace her.


Then Mac plays me…
because she knows how to get me to react. She flicks her tongue out
over my bottom lip and that one touch causes me to groan and my dick
to get hard. Mac seizes the opportunity and plunges her tongue in my
mouth.


She kisses me…
almost frantically, but I still don’t make a move to hold her.


She’s not
daunted though. She merely moves her lips from my mouth to my neck,
murmuring, “I need you,” before biting at my skin.


Okay, that packs a
punch right there, and lust seizes me.


My hands come up,
not to grab ahold of her, but to grab ahold of her shirt and pull
viciously at it, ripping every button from the fabric so they scatter
across the tile floor.


See Mac…
that’s how you rip a shirt open.


Mac merely gasps,
not in outrage, but in desire. My hands frantically pull at her
jeans, pushing, pulling, tearing at the denim, trying to pull them
loose from her body.


I manage to get them
and her underwear off, and drag her to the floor. I don’t even
bother with her bra but do lean down and bite at one of her nipples
through the silk, causing her to cry out.


Fumbling for my own
zipper, I get it down and pull out my painfully hard cock, while
nudging her legs apart with my own. Desperation seizes me.


Frantic desperation
to erase the last hour of my life and drown it out with something
that I can understand. Something that is comforting to me.


Hardcore, dirty
fucking.


Matt Connover style.


I settle my body in
between Mac’s legs, and her hands come up to grip my shoulders.
I use my hand to guide myself to her pussy, and I start battering my
way in. She’s wet, but not as wet as she could be. She’s
definitely tight, whether from tension or because I simply refuse to
take the time to get her worked up.


With three hard
pushes and pulls, I work my way in to her body, knowing I should feel
guilty because I haven’t even kissed her or touched her
intimately other than to bite her nipple once. But the guilt doesn’t
come, only the unbelievably fantastic feeling of being immersed deep
inside of her.


Mac’s
breathing is harsh, and she hasn’t said a word, but she moves
her hips against mine and that’s all the encouragement I need.


I start fucking her
hard, and by my fourth full stroke, I feel her flood with wetness.
Raising her legs up, I put them on my shoulders and lean into her,
causing her to practically fold in on herself but giving me the
deepest fucking angle imaginable for me to tunnel into her.


“Feels good,”
she pants, and I would have to agree wholeheartedly with her.


I close my eyes so I
don’t have to look at Mac’s face, because I know that
even though this feels amazing, she’s worried about me…
about what we’re doing right this moment, and whether or not
she has the ability to help me get past this anger.


I fuck her, and fuck
her, and fuck her, trying to drown out the torment that Marissa just
laid upon me. With every thrust, it becomes a little more palatable.


When Mac seizes up
underneath of me and starts shaking as she climaxes, I purposely hold
off my orgasm, not wanting to share that moment. I want it all for
myself.


I heave and lurch
against her, slamming my way home, again and again, and when I
finally think I’m distant enough away, I let go and pour all of
my frustration into her body with a powerfully quiet orgasm.


When I’m empty
of every tremor and ounce of semen I can unload, I roll off Mac and
lay on my back, gasping for breath. I examine my feelings, searching
for the guilt and anger that had me hostage just moments ago.


Gone. Vanished.


I feel nothing, and
that is great.


Just what I was
looking for, and apparently, it was nothing that a good rousing fuck
with Mac couldn’t cure.


Standing up, I reach
down and hold my hand out to her. She doesn’t hesitate but lets
me pull her up from the floor. I lead her back to my bedroom, because
I think I might need a few more sessions just to make sure that shit
with Marissa is purged for good.





Chapter 30







“That smells
fantastic,” I tell Mac as I walk up behind her. Putting my
hands on her hips and resting my chin on her shoulder, I watch as she
stirs the pot of spaghetti sauce.


“Why don’t
you set the table? This will be done soon.”


Turning away, I open
the cupboard. “Sure. Will Macy be joining us?”


“She’s
got a date, and by date, I mean she has a one-night stand.”


“I thought I
used that service a lot, but Macy takes the cake,” I say with a
laugh, hoping it doesn’t sound as hollow as it feels.


Because I just had a
little zap of longing that coursed through me when Mac referenced
Macy having a one-night stand. Ever since Marissa came over on
Saturday and told me all that shit about how she felt… about
how she was pissed at me, making me feel as if I did something wrong…
well, I’ve been thinking about a lot of things.


After I fucked Mac
on my kitchen floor, then took her back to my bedroom and fucked her
twice more, I left her passed out on my bed in an orgasm coma. I went
into my home office and booted up my computer, went straight to my
bookmarks menu and pulled up my One Night Only wish list.


Scrolling through
profile after profile, I looked at each woman presented to me with
dispassion and only vague interest. Not one of them could ever
compare to Mac. But that’s not why I was looking. I was looking
because ever since Marissa walked out of my apartment with Gabe, I
had started longing for simpler times in my life. Such as when I was
a one-night stand kind of man, with no strings, no connections, and
no feelings other than the euphoria that comes with busting a good
nut.


Those simpler times
were simple because they were black and white. There was no guessing…
no worry that some action I take today may cause me pain tomorrow. I
didn’t have to look out for anyone but Gabe and myself.


It was just…
simple.


Of course, I never
did anything other than look at the ONO profiles because while I
longed for the simpler times, I certainly didn’t long for
anyone other than Mac. My feelings may be a hundred ways fucked right
now, but the one thing that has not changed is my desire for her. I
still lust after her with a vengeance. She can’t be within my
proximity for ten seconds before my mind is already calculating on
how to fuck her, and if I can’t fuck her, how I can at least
touch her in some way.


In fact, since
Saturday, it’s like my sexual appetite for her has increased
tenfold. After I closed out the ONO profile, I went back to the room,
woke her up, and fucked her doggie style. Then I went down on her,
made her come twice more, and by then I was hard enough for her to
ride me to a blistering eruption.


Sunday, I didn’t
let her out of my bed. If I couldn’t spend time with my son,
I’d spend it fucking away the pain and anger. I’d like to
say Mac never complained once, but by Sunday mid-afternoon, she asked
for a hiatus. She told me she was sore and needed to get home to do
laundry. I had a tiny frisson of guilt course through me, but I
didn’t ask her to stay. I could have. I could have asked her to
stay and we could have curled on the couch and watch an old movie,
but I had absolutely no desire to do that.



What does it say
about me that my only interest in Mac, at that point, was just in
fucking her?



I think it says a
lot.


Now granted, things
were a little brighter on Monday at work. I had a good night’s
sleep, I put Marissa out of my mind, and I was looking forward to
having Gabe for the upcoming weekend. Weirdly, I didn’t mention
it or discuss the potential plans with Mac. I’m not sure if
she’s going to come with us or not. I’m not sure if I’m
extending another invite to her, or if she just assumes there is one.
It’s all messed up in my head now… what level of
involvement I want her to have with Gabe… because frankly, he
has enough crazy stuff between his own parents going on that I don’t
want to add additional confusion onto his young shoulders.


But outside of my
hesitation on including Mac in my plans with Gabe, I actually was
looking forward to a nice dinner with her tonight, some conversation,
and obviously… at least an orgasm for each of us. I didn’t
feel so wired with tension and think maybe the worst of my wretched
feelings since the weekend have dissipated and things are returning
back to normal.


I set the two plates
on the table and start to rummage for silverware in her cutlery
drawer.



“Exactly how
often were you using it before you met me?” Mac asks curiously.


For a moment, I have
no clue what she’s talking about because I was so immersed in
the shit storm of memories from the weekend, but then it flashed to
me… she’s talking about my One Night Only dates.


Setting the last
fork down, I turn toward Mac, giving her a gentle smile. Grasping her
chin, I lean in and give her a sweet kiss. “I used it a lot,
Mac. But none of those one-night stands ever compared to you, and I
don’t miss it in the slightest.”


That is the fucking
truth. No one has ever compared to Mac. Except, okay… maybe a
tiny lie. I was missing the simplicity of it this weekend.


Mac smiles in relief
and kisses me back, hers not as sweet as mine. When my hands come up
to pull her closer to me, she finally breaks away and gives me a
chastising smirk. “It’s time to eat.”


“I know what I
want to eat,” I leer at her while waggling my eyebrows and
grabbing at her hips.


She slaps me away
with a snicker, and turns to pull the spaghetti off the stove.


We end up having an
awesome dinner. The talk is wonderful, because it’s light and
non-controversial. And by non-controversial, I mean we both steer far
away from any topic involving Gabe, Marissa, or the fucked-up
scenario that happened this weekend.


After dinner, Mac
insists she has some work to do as we walk into the living room.


“What could
you possibly have to do? I’m your boss… therefore I say
you shouldn’t be working tonight.” I tell her with a grin
and try to scoot closer to her on the couch.


She pushes me away,
and grabs something out of her briefcase to wave at me. “You
gave me this deposition transcript to review and summarize. It’s
due tomorrow.”


I roll my eyes. “You
can have an extension. I’d rather fuck you right now.”


“No,”
she says sternly. “I’m doing my work and no special
favors from the boss. You can fuck me later.”


I turn away and grab
the remote, acting miffed I’ve got to keep my hands to myself.
But I’m not. Truth be told, I’m glad Mac stuck to her
guns and didn’t take me up on my offer to give her an
extension. Shows me she’s dedicated to the job, and that
relieves me. It gives me some measure of peace that Mac understands
we still have an employer-employee relationship to observe.


I watch ESPN while
Mac works. Every once in a while, I’ll sneak a glance at her.
She’s diligently highlighting passages in the transcript,
sometimes chewing thoughtfully on the end of the yellow pen. She’s
so fucking beautiful that I’d gladly just stare at her rather
than the TV any day, but it would be too weird for me to just sit
here and watch her while she works, so I keep my gaze averted for the
most part.


Almost two hours
later, she throws the transcript on the table and yawns big. I don’t
waste a moment, practically leaping on her. “About damn time
you got done. I’ve been dying to fuck you.”


Mac giggles like a
schoolgirl and wraps her arms tight around my neck, putting her mouth
against mine and giving me a pornographic kiss that causes my balls
to tighten and my cock to swell to epic proportions.


“You could
have had me at any time,” she informs me, and I know that as
well. But I chose to let her work, knowing that the wait would make
it better.


Standing up from the
couch, I easily lift her, wrapping her legs around my waist. I make
it a very quick walk back to her bedroom. “I was trying to be a
gentleman… but I’m not feeling so gentlemanly now. Think
you can take it a little rough?”


“I can take
anything you’ve got,” she breathes out as I let her slide
down the front of my body. When she brushes down against my erection,
my hips jerk from the contact, and I slam my mouth down on hers,
groaning in pure satisfaction when her tongue touches mine.


Fucking heaven!


My hands go to the
hem of her shirt, and I pull it up in one fluid move. Just as it
clears Mac’s head, the song Barracuda starts ringing
from the phone in my back pocket.


My entire body goes
rigid with frustration and resentment.



“Fuck,”
I grit out as I pull away from Mac and grab my phone. Holding it to
my ear as I connect, I growl at Marissa, “What do you want?”


“I’ve
got a chance to take Gabe to Hershey Park this weekend, so I want to
switch weekends with you. You can take him to Coney Island weekend
after, okay?


My stomach knots up
painfully and I grip my cellphone so hard, I’m afraid I might
crush it. “Absolutely not. I won’t agree to it.”


“I’ve
already told him about it, Matt, and that he can bring a friend. He’s
dying to go. Here… I’ll put him on the phone.”


Fucking bitch!
Fucking whore of a bitch!


“Hi Daddy,”
Gabe says into the phone.



“Hey buddy,”
I say, cringing by the desperate quaver in my voice. I’m so
pissed at Marissa right now, I feel like breaking down and crying
like a baby. Taking a deep breath so Gabe doesn’t know I’m
upset, I ask, “So what do you want to do this weekend?”


“Mommy said
she would take me and Caleb to Hershey Park this weekend and they
have chocolate lamps, and she said we could go if you’d switch
weekends with her.”


I close my eyes,
because it pains me to know that Gabe can be bought so easily with
the promise of a little chocolate. But he’s a kid… I get
it, and fuck… if I was his age, I’d rather go to Hershey
Park with one of my friends than Coney Island.


“Okay, Gabe,”
I tell him softly.



“Thanks,
Daddy,” he says, but he’s already gone from the line.


“Sure…
I’ll see you soon,” I say into the dead space before
Marissa picks up.


“So, I’m
assuming you’ll let him go,” she says.



“You fucking
bitch,” I hiss into the phone. “Don’t ever pit him
against me like that again, or I will sue you for full custody.”


I jam the “End”
button on my screen and hang up on her. My pulse is slamming and my
skin itches. I have the insane need to punch my first through a wall
right now.



Mac puts her hand on
my arm, causing me to jerk in surprise. “What happened?”


There’s her
face again… awash in worry, just like Saturday night, and I
don’t feel like suffering her piteous stare. “Nothing.
Marissa’s taking Gabe to Hershey Park this weekend.”


“But it’s
your weekend. You were going to take him to Coney Island.”


I want to say, No
shit, Dick Tracy, but I don’t.


“Yeah…
doesn’t work that way with Marissa. Not when she bribes Gabe
and then puts him on the phone to tell me how much he wants to go. I
can’t say no to him, and she knows it.”


I’m vibrating
with the need to lash out and although all of my anger is directed at
Marissa, if I’m not careful, I’m going to hit Mac with it
hard. She knows this… I can tell by the wary look in her eye.
Yet she still steps into me, wrapping her arms around my waist and
putting her cheek to my chest. She moves her hands in circular
motions on my back, trying to soothe away my anger.


It’s not
working.


“Can you take
her to court or something to get her to stop doing this?” she
asks hesitantly.


I let a bark of a
bitter laugh out, because yeah… I could take Gabe away from
her in a nanosecond. At least get primary custody if I wanted.


But it’s not
what Gabe wants. He loves his mother as much as he loves me. Maybe
even more so, because she’s his primary caretaker. He spends
twice as much time with her and she soothes away his nightmares,
helps him with homework, cooks him most of his meals. He’s a
happy, well-adjusted kid and while I’m responsible for part of
that… it galls me to say, so is she.


I don’t answer
Mac’s question, because… well, because… it’s
none of her damn business, plus, I’m done thinking about shit
that I have no control over. So, I do what I do best, pulling Mac to
me and kissing her deeply. I go right past sweet and seductive,
blistering her lips with the message that I plan on being sunk in her
body all night long.



I pull back briefly,
just in case my kiss isn’t adequately conveying my message. “No
more talking, Mac. Just fucking, okay?”


She just nods at me
and within just a few more minutes of hot kisses and bold touching,
I’m pounding deep inside of her and all is right in my world
again.


***



I’m in my
office, neck deep in preparing for a major deposition I have
tomorrow, when a reminder pops up on my calendar.


Dinner, Mac.


Fuck, it’s
almost seven PM and I got completely lost in what I was doing. I
still have a few more hours of work to do, but I can pack this stuff
up and do it at Mac’s after we eat dinner.


Except… the
prospect of hanging out at Mac’s tonight doesn’t hold a
lot of appeal to me. She’s been pushing at me the last few
days, wanting to “talk,” because she senses what I
already know to be true. There is a bit of a divide between us…
ever since that shit with Marissa went down last weekend, capped off
by her call to me on Monday night.


I can’t help
it. I’ve been moody, territorial of my time and space, and in a
generally pissy mood. About the only thing that makes me feel better
is when I’m pounding away between Mac’s legs, and that
relief is only temporary. I’m searching desperately to find
that feeling I had for Mac… that feeling of joy and need and
desire born of genuine care for someone. I had that fucking feeling
just moments before Marissa knocked on my door Saturday and since
that time, it’s just fucking gone.


The only thing left
is my lust for her, which is endless. If I could have Mac every day
to slake that lust, I’d die a happy man. But unfortunately, Mac
wants more than that. Fuck, even I know that Mac deserves more than
that. I’m just not sure I’m the guy to give it to her
anymore. I feel like I’ve been knocked off track, and I don’t
know how to get back on.


I don’t know
that I really want to get back on at this point. Simpler times
desired and all.


The icing on the
cake this week was when I introduced Kylie Wynn to the firm, and then
put Mac under her direct supervision. Kylie is an appellate attorney
I subcontracted with on a short-term basis to help me prepare the
Pearson appeal for the trial I lost. All she does is appellate
work and while I’m just as qualified as she is, I have a full,
ongoing litigation caseload that can’t be neglected.


I introduced Kylie
to the firm on Tuesday, and then had a meeting with her and Mac in my
office. I’ve known Kylie for a few years through some mutual
colleagues, and I knew she was out of work recently so she seemed
perfect to help me out on this. I didn’t count on an instant
dislike between her and Mac though, and that’s just one more
thing on my plate to deal with.


Kylie is beautiful,
arrogant, and apparently, I’m thinking, horny. She’s not
so subtle with the moves she’s making on me, even laying them
down right in front of Mac. Some of the moves I’ve seen before…
touching my arm and bending over so I can see her cleavage. She
showed me a new one today while we were meeting in my office when she
uncrossed and recrossed her legs, causing her skirt to ride high
enough I could see the tops of her lace stockings and garter clips in
my peripheral vision.


To my credit, and
because Mac was sitting right there, I didn’t let my gaze
stray, even when she made a production of pulling her skirt down in
an attempt to tempt me. That didn’t stop Mac though, from
knocking over a glass of water right toward Kylie’s Ferragamo
briefcase that was sitting on the table, causing her to jump up and
hot foot a save on her two-thousand dollar piece of cowhide.


I wanted to laugh
out loud over that move, but I couldn’t. One, I didn’t
want Mac to know that I was aware of what was going on, and two, I
didn’t want Kylie to know there was anything between Mac and
me.


On top of that
little display of two dogs fighting over a bone, Kylie decided to
firmly assert her authority over Mac, and there wasn’t a damn
thing I could do about it. I hired Kylie to run with the Pearson
appeal. I ordered Mac to assist her, because she would have been
assisting me on it if I’d had the time to devote.


So when Kylie said,
“McKayla, I’ll need you to make me one copy of the file
and also scan a copy, so I can have the digital version as well,”
I couldn’t do anything but nod at Mac that she was to do as
asked when she shot a questioning glance at me. It was insulting to
Mac… a task that should have been assigned to a secretary, but
I need Mac to understand that Kylie will be in charge on this case
for now.


And I’m
probably going to pay for that tonight.


Sighing in
resignation, I get up from my desk and pack up my briefcase. As I
walk down to Mac’s office, I’m struck with a
bone-crushing weariness of all the things that are fucked up in my
life. Mac wanting and needing more from me, Marissa continually
reinforcing my concrete walls, a shit pile of work to do tonight, a
catty female attorney coming on to me, and a beautiful female
attorney who is not liking said catty female attorney coming on to
me.


Suddenly, I want
nothing more than to go to my own home, drink a glass of scotch, and
sit in the dark quiet.


When I reach Mac’s
office, she greets me with a smile. “Hey. Any place special you
want to go for dinner tonight?”


Setting my briefcase
on the floor, I say apologetically, “Listen… I’m
really tired and still have a lot of work to do. Mind if I take a
rain check until tomorrow?”


Mac cocks her
eyebrow at me and crosses her arms over her chest. “That will
be the third straight night in a row you’ve asked for a rain
check.”


I blink in surprise
at her. Surely not.


But then I think
about this week… since I was at her apartment Monday night and
Marissa called to steal Gabe away from me this weekend. And she’s
absolutely right… last three nights I’ve begged off
spending time with her. I’ve used work as an excuse every
night, which, in fairness, is a legitimate excuse. I have had work to
do each night.



But even I know that
excuse has a loophole.


Because it’s
never stopped me before from spending part of the evening with Mac
and then part of the evening getting some work done. Sometimes it was
while I was lying in her bed after we had practically screwed each
other to death, but I still got my work done and managed to spend
time with her.


Suddenly, lust
floods through me as I realize I haven’t fucked Mac in three
freakin’ days. In avoiding intimacy with her, I’ve been
depriving myself of that one connection that makes everything all
right.


Sex.


Stepping up to her,
I pull her into my arms and lean down to kiss her neck. “I’m
sorry, baby,” I coo into her ear.



I move my lips to
her mouth, kissing her softly and then murmuring, “I’ve
been swamped with work. It’s just a rough time, and it happens
sometimes. We’ll get through it.”


I kiss her again,
deeper this time, and she melts into me. I’m not sure if she
just bought the horseshit I was feeding her but she kisses me back,
arms wrapping around my neck, her hips pressing against me. As
always… when Mac is in my arms, or hell, even when she’s
just standing near me, my dick starts pulsing with need.


“I’ve
missed you this week,” I groan into her mouth as she grinds
against my erection. That’s absolutely fucking true, because
even as I’ve tried to avoid her, I’ve missed her like
crazy.


“I’ve
missed you too,” she says softly and, if I’m not
mistaken… with a little bit of misery.


Reaching down, I
pull her skirt up, sliding my hand around the back of her thigh and
bringing it up between her legs from the backside. I brush my fingers
over the thin material covering her pussy, groaning again because
it’s damp. There’s no stopping my fingers when they
tunnel into her panties and sink deep inside of her.


Mac bucks against
me, moaning quietly because her office door is still wide open, and
that’s something I need to correct before we get busted.


Picking Mac up, she
wraps her legs around my waist, and I turn to her office door. “I
need you so bad,” I whisper against her lips.


I use my foot to
close her door and reach out to turn the lock, pressing her back
against it and pinning her there with my hips. “Tell me you
need me too,” I demand as I look in her eyes.


She brings a hand up
to my cheek and caresses me softly. Her eyes are tender and it causes
guilt to flush through me, but it does nothing to lessen my hard-on.
“I do need you.”


That’s all I
needed to hear. I reach down and undo my belt, button, and zipper. My
cock is freed, and Mac reaches down to assist by doing nothing more
than pulling her underwear to the side. We both look down, watching
as I feed her my length, pushing into her slowly but surely. When I’m
in to the hilt, my head falls to her shoulder, because I can’t
stand the look of what I think may be love in her eyes. It actually
hurts me to see it because I’m such an asshole that I don’t
deserve it from Mac.


I fuck her up
against the door for a few strokes, and realize that the door is
rattling too hard. So I move a few paces to the left, and fuck her
hard against the wall. We both come quietly but spectacularly, and
not long after I pull out of her, I take the rain check I asked for
and go home alone.





Chapter 31







I feel like I might
be spiraling out of control with Mac. Every day that goes by, the
space between us gets wider. My desire for her physically hasn’t
diminished one iota. In fact, no matter how much I jack off every
night thinking about her, I feel like my balls are perpetually tinged
blue. Yet, it’s of my own making. I’ve repetitively come
up with excuse after excuse to keep my distance from her, because I’m
avoiding intimacy.



Not sexual intimacy…
Mac intimacy.



Because every moment
alone with her, whether we’re having sex, talking, or just
staring at each other… it’s always intimate. Apparently,
too intimate for me to handle. I know she has to be confused…
maybe even hurting. And yet, I don’t give her any reassurances
or change my behavior. She’s even stopped pushing to try to
talk, and I have to wonder if maybe she’s starting to give up
on this whole relationship idea too. While I have been proactively
distancing myself because I’m too chicken shit to open myself
all the way up, the thought of losing her cuts straight through my
heart. My rationale is fucked up at best, psychotic at worst, and I
don’t know how to fix this mess, so I keep running in place.


Getting up from my
desk, I head down to Kylie’s office because I need to go over a
few things with her. While I’m at it, I think I might need to
put some boundaries in place with her as it relates to Mac. The more
I thought about it, the more I really can’t let her treat Mac
like anything less than a woman with a law degree. She certainly
can’t treat her like a gopher.


I give two light
raps on her door with my knuckles and open it, not even bothering for
an invitation in. I’m the boss so no office is really closed to
me if I want entrance. I’m surprised when I see Kylie and Mac
sitting at her small, round conference table with the Pearson
file spread out in front of them. I take just the briefest of moments
to rake my gaze over Mac. She’s eschewing a power suit today in
favor of a sleeveless, green linen dress and a pair of flat sandals
with some type of sparkly, crystal-like shit on them. Even in my
briefest of glances, I notice she changed the nail polish on her toes
to a light pink since Monday night, and I know this because I notice
everything about Mac. It was a cherry red just a few days ago.


My once-over of Mac
includes a brief, one-second stop at her eyes and while the
expression on her face doesn’t change, her eyes definitely
smile at me, causing my heart to pound and for a silly moment, the
insane urge to hug her runs through me. I don’t return her look
and turn to Kylie, who has now stood up from her desk and is urging
me to come in.


“Matt,”
she purrs. “What a lovely surprise.”


As if I’m
here to pay her a social visit.


I walk up to the
table to look down at the portion of the file that is in front of
Mac. I stand very close to the chair she’s sitting in, acting
like I’m interested in the Pearson case, when in fact, I
just want to stand next to Mac and maybe get a whiff of her hair. I
inhale deeply and almost sigh in pleasure over the fragrance of
pears, citrus, and maybe some type of flower, but it’s
distinctly Mac.


Kylie comes up to
stand on the other side of me, very close, and I’m so
overwhelmed with whatever powerful perfume that she’s bathed in
that it causes my nose to burn. She bumps her hip lightly, but
deliberately, against me as she bends over the table and pulls a
document from a pile.


“Here’s
the list of exhibits I think we’ll need for the record on
appeal,” she says as she hands it to me. It’s definitely
something I need to review, and I had come down to Kylie’s
office with the intention of going over her progress so far, but
seeing Mac in here has thrown me off my game a bit.


Suddenly, I can’t
stand another minute of Kylie’s nearness or her perfume. I want
to bury my nose in Mac’s hair and let it wash over me.


Taking the paper
from Kylie, I tell her, “Thanks. I’ll review this and get
back to you.”


Turning to Mac, I
say, “Can I see you in my office? I have a few things to go
over with you on the Jackson case.”


Her eyes shine
bright with relief, and I’m not sure if she’s just
seeking escape from Kylie or she just wants to be near me. “Sure
thing. Want to meet up later, Kylie?”


Kylie gives Mac a
tight smile, and I can see she’s not happy. Why, I’m not
quite sure, but I need to make sure I take some time today to put
some boundaries in place when it comes to how she manages Mac.


“Tomorrow
morning again—eight AM sharp. You’re in charge of coffee
next time. I like mine black,” Kylie says to Mac in a firm
tone.


Kylie turns her back
on Mac and sits back down at the table. I glance at Mac and she’s
rolling her eyes at Kylie, which makes me want to laugh. It’s
not funny… if Kylie is treating Mac like a servant versus a
colleague, but Mac has ways of taking care of herself. I’ve
seen that firsthand with how she handled Lorraine. Still, she’s
not happy with Kylie and I do have the power to get her to ease off,
so I definitely need to be having that private talk with Kylie
sooner, rather than later.


Still, it will have
to be later than now, because the longer I’m standing near Mac,
the crazier I’m getting with the need to be alone with her.


Mac leaves Kylie’s
office ahead of me and I follow her down to my office, watching the
way her long hair bounces and swings back and forth as she walks, and
of course, I check out her ass. It’s one of my favorite parts
on Mac, and I have the sudden urge to sink my teeth in her flesh just
to hear her scream and feel her squirm.


And, fuck…
starting to get hard thinking about it.


I follow Mac right
into my office and close the door behind me. Walking up to her, I
step into the back of her body and wrap my arms around her waist.
Putting my lips near her ear, I say, “I missed you last night.”


And I did. Hands
down, it was hot as hell banging her against her office wall, but
there was a time last night… when I was laying in my bed
before going to sleep that I deeply missed not having Mac there. I
brooded over that for a long time before I finally was able to drop
off into slumber.


Mac’s body
sinks back into mine. She gives a tiny moan as my lips graze her ear
and she feels my erection pushing into her from behind. I had not
intended to do anything sexual with her. I had really just wanted to
kiss her, smell her hair, and listen to her talk for a few minutes.
But when she moaned, raw need slammed into me and my hands went to
the sides of her dress and started to pull the material up. Mac’s
head fell back onto my shoulder and she held her breath to see how
far I’d go.


But because this is
Mac in my arms, and I can’t seem to stop where she’s
concerned, she has to know that I’m going all the way.


When I get the
bottom of her dress around her waist, I stick the tips of my fingers
under the lace against her hipbone. Just as I’m getting ready
to dive in, Mac jerks in my arms and steps away from me.


Pushing her dress
back down, she turns on me and asks, “Wait… what are you
doing?”


“Trying to get
under your skirt,” I growl and advance on her, my hands
reaching back out to move that offensive material out of my way. I’m
thinking we’d both be well served if I can drop down to my
knees in front of and get her off with my tongue first. It’s
been far too long in my opinion.


But Mac apparently
has other thoughts and holds her hands out, palms up. “Hold it,
mister. We can’t just keep having sex in your law firm. We’re
going to get caught.”


I give her my best,
most devilish grin… one that I know is sexy and practically
irresistible. My hand snakes out fast and grips the back of her head.
“That makes it all the more exciting, don’t you think?”


I don’t wait
for a response but bring my hand up and palm her breast through her
dress, lightly squeezing and watching as Mac’s eyes dilate and
she sucks in air through her teeth. Damn, she’s so fucking sexy
and I definitely need to get my tongue between her legs like right
now.


Just as I start to
reach for her dress again, Mac gives a slight shake of her head and
steps back away from me. She smiles at me, but it doesn’t quite
reach her eyes. “Sorry, baby… no can do. You’ll
just have to wait.”


No, no, no, no.



Mac simply doesn’t
refuse me. It’s unheard of… an impossibility.
Disappointment courses through me, and something dark starts to swirl
in my stomach. She watches me with wary eyes, and I have to resist
the urge to grab her and pull her to me.


And, fuck yeah, I’m
mad. I’m fucking vibrating with need to be with Mac, and she’s
shutting me down. She’s taking away that small measure of peace
that comes when I’m able to get lost inside of her.


But I’ll never
let her know she has that type of pull on me, because frankly…
I don’t want her to have that type of pull on me. So I give her
a smile and say with utter nonchalance, “No worries. I have a
meeting I need to get ready for anyway.”


I turn away from Mac
and head to my desk, intent on getting back to work.



“Are you mad
at me because I said ‘no’?” she asks, her voice
unsure… hesitant… fearful.


Turning back to her,
I give her my most surprised look I can muster. “God, no. You
can say no any time you want to me. I’m a little disappointed,
but trust me… I’ll get over it and try again with you.”


Her eyes pin me for
a moment, not fully accepting what I’m saying right away. We
engage in a staring war, and I don’t let go. I’m not sure
what it says about me that I’m able to hold a straight, poker
face while blatantly lying to her… because yeah, I’m
pissed I can’t have her.


Mac stares at me a
moment more, and then gives me a delicate smile. “Okay, then.
I’ll see you later tonight.” She walks out of my office
without a backward glance.


That’s right…
I told Mac last night, just after I fucked her against the wall of
her office, that we’d do something together this evening. A mix
of emotions wars within me, wanting desperately to be with her
tonight, and yet feeling the need to continue putting distance
between us. Especially since it’s crystal clear by that little
exchange… Mac’s denial to me fucking hurt and then
pissed me off. If she’s still making me feel those range of
emotions, it means I’m probably still sucked in deep with her,
and that makes me feel uncomfortable and out of control.


Sitting down at my
desk, I flip lazily through emails when one from Rob Gendhard catches
my eye. It’s an invitation for a “boy’s night out”
tonight. They often invite me out, and I rarely go, because hanging
out in a bar and getting drunk isn’t usually my thing. Unless
I’m pining over Mac, and in this instance, I’m definitely
pining for simpler times with Mac.


Before I can talk
myself out of it, before I can fully appreciate how much this is
going to hurt Mac, I shoot off a quick response to him to count me
in.


The rest of the
afternoon, I try to concentrate on work, but I can’t. My
stomach burns in shame over what I’m getting ready to do, and
I’m dreading the look I’ll get from Mac when I do it.



Just before seven
PM, I look up and Mac is standing in my office doorway, her briefcase
satchel slung over her shoulder. She gives me a bright smile on her
face that fucking causes my heart to contract uncomfortably.



“Hey you,”
I say softly. “I was just getting ready to come down to your
office, so it looks like you saved me a trip.”


I wasn’t
really getting ready to go down to her office. I was procrastinating
and avoiding, but she doesn’t need to know that.


Her voice is soft,
husky, and her eyes warm. “So, what do you want to do tonight?”



My stomach cramps
painfully and guilt is practically oozing out of my pores. “Um…
actually, I was on my way down to your office to tell you that I’m
going out with some of the guys to get some drinks.”


I try not to cringe
when I see Mac’s face fall… her mouth turn downward…
hurt fill her eyes. I almost blurt out that I was just kidding, just
so I don’t have to see that pain.


But I don’t. I
stick to my guns because my gut is telling me that this needs to be
done. That for all of the insecurities I’ve been feeling this
last week, for the raging need I still have for Mac, yet the
inability to reciprocate what she desires, my gut is telling me…
Make the break.


While I’m not
quite ready to listen to my gut and make a clean break, I do need to
break our current path and reset things.


Mac isn’t
quite ready to give up on me yet. “Oh… okay. Well, do
you want to come over to my place after?”


Yeah… she’s
not ready to roll over and capitulate, and my fucking fickle heart
actually sighs in relief. But I tamp that down, tell my heart to grow
a pair of hairy balls, and to man up. “I’m sorry, Mac…
but this is kind of one of those nights that I’ll probably be
out all night with the boys.”


“The boys?”
she asks blankly, and even I know how fucking stupid that sounded. I
don’t have “boys”, a “posse”, or even a
group of casual acquaintances.


Still, I go in all
the way with my story. “The boys. You know, Rob, Mike, and Joey
from litigation, and Sam in estates. And I think that new guy…
Bill’s paralegal is going. The boys.”


“But you never
go out with the boys,” she says in confusion.


“Sure I do.”


“No, Matt…
you don’t,” she says with just a tinge of anger in her
voice. “You even told me once that you couldn’t stand
being around a bunch of drunk guys acting like morons.”


Fuck… she
knows me too well.


Giving her my best
henpecked look, I grumble, “Look, Mac… if you don’t
want me to go, I won’t.”


She takes a deep
breath in and lets it out in resignation. “It’s not that
I don’t want you to go. I do want you to go out and have fun.
It’s just… I haven’t seen you in a while, and I
miss you is all.”


Smiling at her, I
say, “I know,” and then I hastily look away because that
painful look is back on her face. I’m killing her by not
telling her how much I miss her too. It’s killing me to know
that I’m hurting her, yet I push forward, because my conscience
is telling me that this is the best thing for me.


To go back to those
simpler times.


I lean over and pick
up my briefcase, intent on going out with Rob and “the boys”
for one drink, then my ass is going home where I can sulk.


Just as I reach out
to open my door, Mac says, “Are you doing this to punish me for
not having sex with you today in your office?”


I don’t have
to fake the startled look on my face because I would never punish Mac
for not having sex with me.


Ever.



“Absolutely
not,” I tell her with conviction.


“You’re
sure?” she asks as she takes a step toward me. “Because
you looked a little peeved at me when I said no.”


Reaching out, I pick
up a lock of her hair from her shoulder and rub it between my
fingers. I memorize the color, the silky feel… I inhale and
memorize the scent. Sadness overwhelms me because I’m really
not sure what in the fuck I’m doing, but this may be the last
time I’m able to touch her. I guess my hope of hopes is that
Mac will sort of work with me on this, ease with me back into more of
our original roles of more of a sex-only relationship. While deep
down, I tell myself Mac doesn’t have it in her to go backward,
it doesn’t stop me from hoping.


Not going to stop me
from trying.


Dropping her hair, I
look up into her eyes. “Don’t fool yourself, Mac. If I
really wanted to, I could have gotten you to change your mind today.
So you see… there’s nothing to be mad about.”


Mac’s eyes get
shiny with tears but she hastily blinks them away, giving me a small
nod of acquiescence. However, I don’t miss that there is a
little bit of resignation in her look as she comes to the realization
that yes, things have changed between us.


Most of all though,
I see a woman who told me she loved me, and is probably realizing at
this moment that I don’t have the capacity to return it. It’s
fucking tearing me up to see that look on her face, and I blurt out
in desperation to try and ease her pain. “I promise…
tomorrow you and I will do something special, okay?”


She blinks hard
again and gives me a nod. I don’t think she trusts herself to
speak.


I can’t bear
to look at her sorrow a minute more, so I lean over and give her a
quick kiss, then practically run away from Mac and all the terrible
emotions swimming through me right now.





Chapter 32







A knock on my office
door has my head snapping up. I see Rob standing there, waiting for
an invitation. I don’t feel like talking to him… anyone
for that matter, but I wave him on in.


“What’s
up?” I ask as he walks up to my desk and takes a seat opposite
of me.


“Just seeing
how you’re feeling today?” he says with a shit-eating
grin on his face. He was one of my “drinking buddies”
last night.


“I’m
feeling fine.”


And I am. I only
stayed for a few hours, making it back to my apartment by eleven PM
and sporting a good buzz. But it was nothing chugging a few glasses
of water before I went to sleep didn’t take care of. I woke up
this morning without a hangover but almost wishing I did.



Because I’m
feeling all kinds of shitty about the way things went down with Mac
last night.


“I’m
about ready to puke,” Rob says with a laugh. “We didn’t
leave until the bartender kicked us out at closing time. Man…
fucking Kylie can put some alcohol away, right?”


I give a half laugh,
half nod of my head, because yeah… she was slamming her drinks
last night. I was not happy to see her when she walked in though, Rob
leaning over toward me saying, “Hope you don’t mind. I
invited Kylie.”


Fuck yeah, I minded.


I minded because I
told Mac this was a guy’s night out and while I might be lying
through my fucking teeth when it comes to my own feelings, at least
when I told her it was a guy’s night out that was the truth. On
top of that, now I was going to have to spend my evening dodging
Kylie’s advances when what I really wanted to do was mope and
drink scotch.


“Man…
she was dancing on top of the tables after you left,” Rob says,
and I shake my head because I had tuned him out. I don’t want
to hear this shit, mainly because I couldn’t give a rat’s
ass about him or Kylie.


But for the sake of
trying to be polite, I chuckle along with him and say, “No
shit?”


Another knock at my
door interrupts us, and I call out, “Come in.”


Mac comes walking
in, and as per my usual regimen when I first see her, I feel the
thrum of my pulse fire up as I check her out. She looks sensational,
of course, but I immediately notice that her lips are drawn flat and
her eyes are ice cold.


Now my pulse really
starts hammering because I know Mac well enough to know… she
is pissed. And I mean, really pissed.


“I need to
talk to you,” she says, while pinning me with a look that says,
And don’t even try to fucking put me off.


I try to put her off
though, because whatever her problem is right now, I just don’t
know if I have it in me to deal with it. “Can this wait until
later? Rob and I were just in the middle of something.” Yeah,
talking about Kylie Wynn getting drunk and dancing on tabletops last
night, but Mac doesn’t need to know that.



Mac closes her eyes
and I can see her lungs drawing in deep breaths, which tells me she’s
on the verge of losing her shit. When she opens her eyes back up
again, they are filled with resolution. “I’m sorry. It’s
urgent.”



My stomach drops
because I’m not sure if Rob catches on, but I can clearly hear
that she is deeply hurt about something.



“I’m
sorry, Rob,” she says as she cuts him a quick glance. “I
wouldn’t ask if it weren’t really important.”


“No problem,”
Rob says as he stands up. He gives me a wave before turning away.
“I’ll catch you later, Matt.”


I watch Rob as he
retreats out of my office and when the door closes, I finally turn my
gaze back on to Mac.



“What’s
wrong?” I ask her quietly.


She doesn’t
answer me right away but rather walks straight up to my desk. As she
gets closer, her eyes lose the shards of ice and instead start
filling up with heat. By the time she’s leaning over my desk
and slapping her palms down on the wood grain, flames are practically
leaping out. “I want to know why you lied to me last night.”


Just fucking great!
The day hasn’t even really gotten started, and she’s
already heard that Kylie was out with us last night. I could wring
Rob’s fucking neck right now for inviting that woman.


“How exactly
do you think I lied?” I hedge for time.


“You told me
you were going out with the boys last night, and I get that. It’s
good to have a boy’s night out, even if it did hurt my feelings
a little that you wouldn’t rather be with me. Still… I
let it go. Except I come in this morning to find out that your boy’s
night wasn’t such a boy’s night after all. It appears you
invited Kylie to go with you and, from what I can tell, she doesn’t
have a dick swinging between her legs.”


As Mac ended her
tirade, her words were shrill and accusatory. I note her hands are
shaking as they rest on my desk. She’s itching for a fight…
I can tell. But I’m not about to give her one. Not here…
not at work.


“I didn’t
invite her,” I say calmly. “One of the other guys did.”


“Then how come
you didn’t invite me once you realized she was coming? Once you
realized it wasn’t just a ‘boy’s night out’?”


I wince internally,
because she’s got me good and nailed to the wall now. “I
couldn’t invite you, Mac. People can’t know we’re
together.”


“Bullshit,”
she seethes. “I’ve been in your presence plenty of times
around other members of this firm, and we both could have had fun
last night without ever giving anything away. But the truth of the
matter is—you just didn’t want me there. You wanted space
from me, and I want to know why.”


“Mac,” I
say delicately, trying to bring a level of reason to the
conversation. “It’s not a big deal—”


“Tell me the
truth,” she practically cries out to me, her voice imploring me
for something.



“You’re
making this—”


“TELL. ME,”
she yells as she raises her hands up and slams them back down on my
desk with a bang.



Adrenaline spikes
through me as I realize that Mac is on the verge of really flipping
out, and I can’t have that happening. “Calm down. Do you
want everyone to know about us?”


Sadness fills Mac’s
eyes and her voice is awash in such sorrow that my stomach starts to
roll. Her voice is very, very soft when she says, “Know what,
Matt? What is there exactly to know?”


Fuck, oh fuck. Mac
may have just been asking me a question… “What exactly
is there to know?” But what she is really doing is making a
statement about the status of our relationship. She’s finally
figured it out that I’m not on board and have been sabotaging
everything that we’ve built up together. She’s actually
laying it out on the table, because I’ve been too much of a
pansy ass to actually talk honestly about it.


Leaning back in my
chair, I scrub my hands over my face and sigh. “I don’t
know what to tell you, Mac. I’ve been trying. I really have.
But lately… it just seems like a lot of work.”


“I seem
like a lot of work?” she snaps. “You mean… it’s
a real chore for you to have to get it up for me?”


“NO!” I
blurt out, because… fuck… no! “That’s not
what I’m saying. I’m insanely attracted to you. You have
to know that.”


“Then why is
it work?” she begs me to enlighten her.


“Because…
because you wanted more than just sex, and I tried to give it to you.
But lately… it just seems too hard. Ever since…”


I don’t finish
that thought because I don’t need to. Mac knows exactly the
moment when things changed for me. She can pinpoint it to the second,
I’m sure.



“You mean ever
since Marissa came over to your apartment that day. That was the day
she reminded you that you’ve been screwed over and all women
must therefore be the same as her. Thus, none of us are good enough
to get the great Matthew Fucking Connover’s full attention. I
mean, if we’re lucky girls… he’ll fuck us and fuck
us good, but he’ll never let us into his heart. No woman is
apparently good enough to warrant that type of attention from you,
right? Because poor little Matt had his feelings hurt, and now he
wants to wallow in misery. Boo fucking hoo, Matt. Boo fucking hoo.”


Okay, now wait a
fucking minute. I think this was a little more than having my
feelings hurt. I was fucking crushed my wife cheated on me and my
best friend was one of the ones who banged her. I was devastated when
my marriage ended, and I spent a lot of time building up some
protection around me to shield against this type of pain. You’d
think Mac would give me a little fucking credit for trying.


Standing up from my
desk, I lean across it toward Mac and growl, “Don’t you
think you may be trivializing what I’ve been through just a
bit? This isn’t easy on me, you know.”


I expect her to
attack… to call me out… point out all the ways that I’m
a pussy and can’t handle the work it takes to make a
relationship work. Hell, if I was Mac right now, I’d tell me to
fucking grow a pair, man up, act like I got a dick swinging between
my legs. Because when it boils right down to it, the only thing
holding me back is fear.


I know that.



Mac knows that.


And I wait for her
to attack me with it.


Instead, she stares
at me a moment more, then the heat dies out of her eyes. Her gaze
drops from mine, she looks at the desk for just a second, and then
pushes away from it. She turns from me… turns her back on me
and this conversation, and walks toward my office door.


I don’t know
what to do. Do I call her back and have her finish this argument? Do
I let her walk away from me for good and go back to flying solo,
because that’s what I really want anyway, right?


Fuck if I know, but
before I can do anything, Mac turns back around and knocks my legs
out from underneath of me. “Cal didn’t initiate sex with
Marissa.”


Turbulent fury
bubbles and boils within me that she would dare even bring that up.
That’s none of her fucking business, and I certainly don’t
want it to be any of my fucking business. “I don’t want
to hear this.”


“He was drunk
at her party,” she says, rolling right over the top of me, not
even slowing down. “I understand you were out of state and your
plane got delayed, so you couldn’t make it in. Marissa offered
him the guest room, and he accepted.”


“Enough, Mac,”
I grit out as I step around my desk and start advancing on her.


“He was
really, really drunk… on the verge of passing out. In fact, he
thinks he did pass out for a little bit, but when he came to—”


“Get the fuck
out,” I bark loudly at her, because I’m so angry right
now that this shit is being put into my brain, that I’m afraid
of what I might do if she doesn’t shut the fuck up. “I
don’t want to hear this.”


Mac doesn’t
listen though and side steps to the other side of my desk to stay
away from me as I walk toward her. “Tough titties, you chicken
shit pansy. You’re going to listen. Cal sort of woke up, and
Marissa was in bed with him… giving him a blow job. He tried
to push her off at first, but he admits… he didn’t try
hard. He was drunk and didn’t have much control. She climbed on
top of him, Matt. He let it happen, for a while. Then he came to his
senses a bit and stopped it. I mean, the act had still been done…
but he stopped it.”


Denial rumbles
through and I stop in my tracks, closing my eyes in a vain effort to
shut everything out. I can still hear her breathing heavy, because
that was quite a mouthful she just said. If what she says is true…
then Cal didn’t go after my wife. I mean… I wasn’t
sure, but how could I have been? I refused to hear a word of what he
had to say after he told me he slept with Marissa. Besides, it didn’t
matter. He fucked her… didn’t matter how it happened,
right?


“If you’re
honest with yourself, Matt, you know it’s true. He didn’t
make the move. Otherwise, why would he have been the one to confess
it to you? He came to you to let you know, and you never even gave
him a chance to explain. You beat the crap out of him and kicked him
out of your life, without even giving him a chance.”


Pain slices through
me because Mac is opening old wounds, and now they are bleeding
freely. I turn away from her and walk back to my desk, my mind
spinning from the information overload. I wish I could erase what I
just learned and go back to being fucking oblivious to what really
happened between Cal and Marissa. Because I had carefully constructed
my world based on an assumption that Cal was a predator and he had no
regard for our friendship.



Mac’s not
through with me though. Her voice is gentle and sympathetic when she
says, “I’m not justifying what he did, Matt. Cal doesn’t
try to do that either. He was wrong, and he knows it. But he did not
instigate it and, although he was weak at first, he did stop it. But
you already know that’s true, because I understand Marissa
wasn’t stingy with her charms.”


I walk up to my
floor-to-ceiling windows that look out over the city and stare out
blankly. Buildings, traffic, blue skies, and white clouds. I really
don’t see any of it. All I can do is envision the scenario that
Mac just placed in my head. Marissa sucking off Cal while he was
drunk. Climbing on top. Him stopping it… not completing…
foregoing his pleasure because he worked through some of his drunken
haze to realize what he was doing was so very wrong.


It was nothing I
could have ever imagined happening.


I can hear Mac take
a few steps away and assume she’s leaving. Which is good…
I have nothing to say right now.



But she apparently
has one more piece of advice to impart to me. “I only told you
this, Matt, because your pain and bitterness are holding you back. I
only wanted to show you that it might be a little easier to forgive
Cal than you originally thought. Carrying that bitterness is not
good. It’s already turned you into someone that is destined to
lead a lonely life, because you can’t let it go. That’s
fine… that’s your choice. But remember this… you
teach Gabe by example. What is he learning from watching you? What
are you teaching him about love and forgiveness?”


Those last words
strike at me like a viper, because now she’s brought Gabe into
it. I can fume all day long about the injustices that Marissa and Cal
committed to me, and I can do whatever is necessary to ensure I don’t
get hurt like that again, but I can’t take any action without
considering how it is affecting Gabe.


And now, I have to
truly wonder… have I inadvertently taught Gabe something wrong
by my actions? I’m very careful not to bash Marissa or let Gabe
know we have our differences. I mean, he’s a smart kid and he’s
savvy, so I know he picks up on some stuff, but I absolutely refuse
to fight with her in front of him. I’ve been protecting Gabe in
that way.


But what about the
things he doesn’t see? Is it harmful that he sees a father that
is emotionally closed off from women? What am I teaching him by not
having a stable relationship with someone? How will he even know what
love looks like if I don’t show him?


My office door opens
and closes, and I know Mac is gone. I stumble back from the window
and fall into my chair, my heart sick that maybe I’ve fucked up
a lot more than just my own sex life, all because I was trying to
protect myself.


I sit there for a
long time, staring out the window and thinking about Mac…
about Gabe… about Cal and Marissa. I turn my attention to many
of the things that I’ve been refusing to give a moment’s
attention to because it was just too hard.


Because I was too
afraid of getting hurt.


A lot of good the
avoidance has done for me. Because I fucking hurt pretty bad right
now.





Chapter 33







This week could not
get any worse. It started off with Mac walking out of my office…
out of my life, and it went downhill from there.


Every night, I went
home and drank myself to sleep. Every morning, I’d come into
the office, growling at anyone that dared to even look at me, and
would slam my office door with enough force and noise that no one
would bother me. I had two motions hearings, one of which I lost, and
then I lost my temper with the judge who, as a result, threatened to
put me in jail. I just sneered at him and waited for him to do his
worst. He denied my motion and then promptly dismissed me.


That little loss
resulted in me yelling at one of the paralegals as she loitered in
the lobby as I was walking back into the office from court. She was
leaning across the reception desk, chatting with Bea.


“If you don’t
have anything better to do than sit around and gossip all day, I’m
sure I can find someone else to do your job,” I had snarled at
the girls.


They both jumped as
if struck by a lightening bolt, with them both stuttering out
apologies and then scrambling back to work.


Mid-week, Kylie went
ahead and made her move on me, and it wasn’t subtle. We were in
her office, sitting side by side at her small worktable, going over
exhibits. She fucking reached her hand out and put it between my
legs, cupping my dick, which embarrassingly for her, stayed soft. Not
embarrassingly to me, because I couldn’t give a fuck. If I
can’t get it up for Mac, I really don’t feel like getting
it up for anyone at this point.


I stayed soft, even
after she tried to stroke me to life.


It was comical
actually… watching her as she stuck her tongue out of the side
of her mouth in concentration, trying to figure out why I wasn’t
getting hard. When she finally stopped her rubbing, she looked up at
me and blanched when she saw the anger on my face.


“I’m so
sorry,” she blurted out as she jerked her hand away. “I
thought… I just… I figured if I…”


“I don’t
think I need to tell you how inappropriate that was,” I said
quietly, my voice rippling with menace.



“No, of course
not. I guess I got some mixed signals—”


“There were no
fucking mixed signals, Kylie.”


Her face went beet
red, and she started stammering more apologies. I was so pissed,
mainly because after having her cup my package, it made me realize
how much I missed Mac’s hands between my legs and that amped up
my overall crappy attitude even further.


I simply got up and
stormed out of her office, and I haven’t seen or talked to her
since. I should probably fire her, but I can’t seem to get up
the energy to have to face her at this point. Maybe I’ll just
have Bill handle it.


This morning, I took
a decisive step in trying to set my life back in order again. I
fucked things up with Mac for good, which is not surprising, seeing
as how my head is still all sorts of fucked up where she’s
concerned. I’m thinking I’ve made a monumental mistake
where she’s concerned, but I’m not sure how to fix it.



If I’m honest
with myself, I’m not sure I want to fix it. Right now, misery
seems to be the best company for me. It’s certainly no more
than I deserve.


So my decisive step
was in the form of an email to Mac. So far, we have successfully
avoided each other this week, but that’s only because both of
us have been trying really hard to stay out of each other’s
way. We can’t keep taking alternate routes to the break room
and doing all communication through email. That’s no type of
working relationship, so I decided to remove that problem.


My email to Mac this
morning was simple.







Mac,


In an effort to
help with the burgeoning increase in complex business cases, you are
being transferred into that division under the general supervision of
Bill Crown. Obviously, you will still work on the Jackson case since
the clients are attached to you, but John Casting will act as your
co-counsel and immediate supervisor. You can direct any and all
questions to him. Finally, with the addition of Kylie Wynn to the
Pearson appeal, I will not need your help on that case further.


I wish you the
best of luck with these new endeavors, and I’m sure you’ll
be a successful member of the complex business litigation team.


Sincerely,


Matthew Connover







That should help
both of us move forward. I was sure it was the best thing for both of
us. In fact, I had even talked myself into believing that this is
really what Mac would want, and she’d be grateful for the
reprieve.


I swear…
there was absolutely no part of me that was secretly hoping she’d
barge into my office after reading it and demand for me to take it
back. Then she’d demand for me to kiss her… then maybe
fuck her, and all would be right with us again.


Nope. No part of me
that was hoping for that.


“I have some
inner-office mail for you, Mr. Connover,” I hear from my
doorway. It was one of several young interns we employ that do menial
tasks, one of which is to ferry documents back and forth among the
attorneys in the firm.


I hold my hand out
to him, taking the stack and not saying a word. He quietly leaves as
I flip through the stuff, seeing nothing that looks urgent.


That is until I see
an envelope that says, “Matthew Connover” on the front.


The hair stands up
on the back of my neck because I know… feel it in my bones,
that whatever is inside is not good. In fact, I’m thinking it’s
very, very bad.


Opening it up, I
pull out a single sheet of paper with typewritten words on it.
Smoothing it out on my desk, I read it.







Dear Matt:


Please accept
this as my letter of resignation. While I have enjoyed my time here
at Connover & Crown and have learned many things, I feel it is
time for me to broaden my horizons elsewhere.


I will be glad to
give you two weeks’ notice, however, if you prefer that I leave
immediately, I would certainly understand.


Thank you for the
opportunity to work for you, and I wish you and your firm all the
best.


Sincerely,


McKayla Dawson







My stomach bottoms
out, my blood turning icy. My chest painfully constricts as I
realize… Mac is truly going to be walking out of my life for
good. Before… just thirty seconds ago actually… I knew
that she was still down the hallway, and I think part of me maybe
even assumed that we’d get to the point that we could talk to
each other again.


Never did I think
that she’d leave. That I wouldn’t see her every day.


A panicky feeling
settles over me as I realize that everything with Mac has just spun
so quickly out of control. I’m always the person that has a
firm grip on things, but now I feel like everything in my life is
just turning to shit.


I stare at her
resignation letter, wondering what to do. I had hoped by transferring
her elsewhere, that would put enough distance between us so that she
would feel comfortable staying on here. I’m thinking perhaps I
misjudged Mac.


Standing up from my
desk, I grab the letter and stuff it back in the envelope. This
won’t do at all, I think as I head toward her office.


She’s got her
back turned to me, diligently typing on her computer, but when I step
in her office, she hears me and turns around.


I throw the envelope
with her resignation on her desk. “What the hell is this?”


“Come on,
Matt. You know what it is.” Her voice is soft with not a hint
of anger or malice. She seems a bit sad, a bit detached, but
completely resolute.



“You’re
resigning?” I ask for clarification, because fuck… I
still can’t believe what she’s doing.


“Yes. I’ll
give you two weeks’ notice or, if you want me to leave
immediately, I’ll do that. I’m taking the Jackson
case with me though, so please don’t think about fighting me on
that. My clients won’t stay here if I’m not involved.”


“I don’t
give a fuck if you take that case,” I tell her as I wave my
hand in exasperation. “I just can’t believe you’d
quit. I mean… I moved you out of my section so you wouldn’t
have to deal with me. I thought it would give you want you wanted.”


Mac tilts her head
and looks at me curiously. She’s trying to figure me out…
figure my game. I feel like I’m about ready to explode with
frustration and helplessness, but I’m not about to let her know
that. I try to school my features into a visage of calm and can only
hope she doesn’t see the turmoil raging inside of me.


“I’m
sorry,” she says with an apologetic smile, her tone aloof and
professional. “I appreciate you trying to make my work
environment easier. It’s just… it’s just too hard
for me to be here. Too many memories.”


She pauses, her eyes
going a bit dreamy, and then she says with a tiny smile of
remembrance. “Some right in this office.”


I can’t help
but smile in memory too, thinking of that first week she worked here
and I took her on her desk. Or the time I took her against her wall.
I don’t think I’ll ever be able to step foot in this
office again and not remember those times.


I look at her hard,
searching deep for some type of lifeline she may be throwing out to
me. I’m hoping her eyes will tell me something… maybe
give me a reason I can beg her to say. All I see in return is a woman
whose mind is made up, and I don’t think is going to spend a
moment looking back over her shoulder at what she’s leaving
behind.


That thought is
dismally depressing, and I feel absolutely lost.


“There’s
nothing I can do to change your mind?” I throw out, not giving
a fuck if my tone is too pleading.


She seems to be
considering something, but it doesn’t last more than a second.
She gives a slight shake to her head. “I’m sorry. This is
for the best.”


I played football in
high school, played some inter-mural in college. I’m pretty
fucking competitive, and I hate losing. I hate that feeling, when the
clock ticks to zero and you’re out of time to make a final, big
play, and you realize that you’ve lost the game… that
feeling that your stomach is bottoming out and you’re mired in
anger and frustration and yeah… even sadness.


That’s what I
feel right now. Game is over, and it’s time to pack up and go
home.


 “All right
then,” I say quietly as I pick the envelope back up. “I’ll
accept your resignation, and I’ll take the two weeks’
notice. That’s very professional of you to offer that. Since
you’ll only be here two more weeks, obviously I won’t be
transferring you over to Bill. You can help me wind up some stuff.”


“Okay,”
she says softly. “Sounds like a game plan.”


I give her a small
smile to show her no hard feelings and leave her office.


But there are so
many hard feelings, and I better learn how to process through them if
I’m going to be able to move on from her.


***



The next day, I’m
attempting to slog through the workday after another shitty,
sleepless night. I dreamed of Mac… of course, except it wasn’t
a sexy, pornographic dream… it was more like a nightmare. I
don’t even remember the details of it, but I felt Mac getting
pulled away from me and it felt like my heart was getting pulled out
of my chest. I woke up covered in sweat and depressed as shit.



I couldn’t go
back to sleep so I dragged my ass into the office at quarter ‘til
six in the morning.


A soft knock on my
door and I look up. Kylie is standing there, and I’m so not
ready to deal with her. In fact, I haven’t had time to even
talk to Bill about the situation.


“We need to
talk,” Kylie says nervously. “I’m really
embarrassed about what happened and need to set things straight with
you.”


Glancing at my
watch, I see it’s lunch time. “Let’s go down to the
cafeteria to grab something to eat. We can talk there.”


She raises her
eyebrows at me in surprise because I’m sure she never expected
me to talk to her in so public of a forum. But she must be fucking
stupid if she thinks I’m going to put myself in a room with her
alone again. I don’t know Kylie, but I do know she’s got
no qualms with trying to give her boss a hand job that never once
gave her any indication he’d want one. There is no telling what
she may try to do, and I’m smart enough to know a woman scorned
is not a woman you want to fuck with. Marissa imparted that advice to
me and I’ve apparently taken it to heart. For once, I’m
happy to have major trust issues with women because it makes me
cautious. I wouldn’t put it past her to try to put me in a
compromising situation and then claim I sexually harassed her.


Standing up from my
desk, I walk past her and assume she’ll follow me down to the
main level of our building. It has a pretty decent cafeteria, and
although I usually work through lunch sustaining myself with a
granola bar or something, it’s a nice alternative and super
convenient.


Kylie actually makes
small talk with me about the Pearson appeal, and I keep half
an ear open because I’m clearly going to be taking the case
back over soon. When Kylie lays her arm on mine as she tells me
something about the case, I have an immense surge of satisfaction
that I was smart enough to take this conversation into a public
place. She’s clearly not as embarrassed about what happened as
she claims to have been. She may not be embarrassed now, but she will
be soon because this lunch is going to culminate with Kylie looking
for a new job.


When I get to the
register, I pay for my lunch, purposely not paying for Kylie’s
so as to make sure there is no misunderstanding as to our
relationship. Very soon, she’ll be very clear about it.



Picking my tray up,
I scan the room filled with Formica-covered tables and bright,
primary-colored plastic chairs. A flash of raven-colored hair catches
my eye, causing me to turn slightly, and I see Mac sitting at a table
with Cal. She’s staring right at me.


And for the first
time since I can remember, I don’t have a flash of hate fill me
when I see Cal. I don’t even feel a moment of jealousness that
he’s sitting with my lover.


Well, ex-lover.


If anything, I’m
just avidly curious as to what they’re talking about. Probably
me, no doubt, but that doesn’t even upset me.


It’s quite
amazing, and I have to wonder… did it really make a difference
the information that Mac shared with me about what happened between
Cal and Marissa? I had purposely not tried to dwell on it in the last
several days, instead having quite enough misery pining over Mac. But
now, I have to wonder… because I’m having a very
un-Matt-like reaction to seeing them together.


Oh, I still have
brutal longing when I see Mac, and that empty feeling inside of me
magnifies. That hasn’t changed and not sure it will. But I
don’t feel even a tinge of anger at seeing her with him. Just
sadness and inquisitiveness as to what they’re discussing.


As Mac looks at me,
her eyes shining across the expanse of the room, a moment passes
between us as if nothing were wrong. As if she were happy to see me,
and I her, and everything this past week was wiped clean. I let my
gaze wander to Cal for a moment, but his head is bent, reading a
document.



I don’t even
hesitate but head over to where they’re sitting. I don’t
know why, and don’t know what I plan to do. I think I just want
to stand close to Mac, even if just for a moment. I vaguely hear the
click-click of Kylie’s heels as she follows me, and keep my
gaze pinned on Mac. Her eyes widen when she realizes I’m coming
to their table and she actually kicks Cal under the table, causing
his head to snap up. She tilts her head in my direction and Cal’s
gaze follows, coming to rest on me.


When I reach them,
Cal nods his head at me and says, “Matt.”


I nod back in
acknowledgement and then introduce Kylie to Cal, making sure that I
say she’s a “contract” attorney so the temporary
nature of her time with our firm is reiterated. Cal shakes her hand
and asks her about her appellate work, and I take a moment to look at
Mac again. Her face is open and soft… no anger, no bitterness.


No missing me,
that’s for sure, and that does hurt a tiny bit.


My gaze drops to the
table and in an instant, I take in the document laying before Cal. It
has the words, “Business Plan, Carson & Dawson, LLC”
typed across the top. My eyes snap back to Mac’s for her to
confirm to me in a look, that yes… she and Cal are apparently
plotting to open up their own firm together.



I wait for a wave of
jealousy to overcome me, but it doesn’t. I wait for anger that
she’s abandoning me in favor of him to flush through me. It
never comes. Instead, I have a weird feeling of admiration settle
over me for what Mac is doing with her career.


And I embrace it.
She deserves to be happy and clearly, it wasn’t going to be
working at my firm.


And outside of
fucking my wife, which I’ll now admit may have been more on
Marissa’s doorstep than Cal’s, he is an excellent
attorney and would make a good business partner for Mac. Yeah…
I think I might be a little happy she’s doing something so
adventurous and taking control of her life. I may have lost control
of mine, but she’s got hers intact and if there’s one
thing that will never change about me… I only want the best
for her.


I smile at her then,
so she knows that I’m accepting the plans she’s making to
move on. She returns it, and even though both of us are smiling at
each other, make no mistake… there’s still sadness there
as well.


I facilitate
goodbyes and lead Kylie to a table across the room, far away from Mac
and Cal. I don’t look back at them again.


Instead, I focus all
my energy in to cutting ties cleanly with my current and most
pressing problem.


“Kylie,”
I tell her as soon as she takes her first bite of food. “There’s
no undoing what happened yesterday, and I’m going to need to
terminate your contract with my firm…”





Chapter 34







Tomorrow is Mac’s
last day of work in my firm, and there is a very real possibility I
will never see her again. I’m sitting beside her—right
this very moment—in a cab, realizing that this may be the last
time I’m ever alone with her again.


The last two weeks
have flown by. I guess when you’re on borrowed time with
someone, the clock moves faster because time becomes more precious.
Mac and I have had no trouble working together as she wraps up the
cases she has been helping me on. I also tried to help her as much as
possible on the Jackson case, because even though she’ll
be taking it with her and I won’t see it through to the end, I
want her to be successful.


Our relationship has
been oddly peaceful. Don’t get me wrong… I still look at
her and can get consumed with such carnal greed, it almost knocks me
to my knees. Or, she’ll smile at me a certain way and my heart
twists in longing. But outside of that, we’ve settled into an
easy sort of friendship, I guess born of two people that knew each
other on the most intimate of levels, and haven’t had the
heartbreak of betrayal as the hammer that crushed said intimacy.



I took Mac with me
to Atlanta these last three days to help me with depositions, and it
was nothing more than a selfish move to have her near me. I knew
nothing would come of this trip other than having a very competent
attorney to assist me, and someone that could provide me with good
conversation. Things were very professional, and oddly… I was
okay with that. For once, I wasn’t letting my dick lead me.


We spent the days
deposing witnesses in a medical malpractice case and, at night, we’d
eat dinner and spend a few hours prepping for the next day’s
questioning. At night, we went to our own rooms, doing nothing more
than releasing a soft “goodnight” to the other person and
going to sleep alone.


Didn’t mean I
didn’t lie there and think about Mac, all naked, soft, and
smelling good in the room next door, but I didn’t do anything
about it other than jerk off to the memories of what we had.


As we were waiting
to board our flight back into New York, I told Mac about letting
Kylie go.


“I’m
releasing Kylie Wynn from her contract on the Pearson appeal,”
I’d told her as we stood in line to get on the plane.


“Really?”
Mac asked with surprise. “I thought she was an expert or
something.”


Or something,
I thought.


“I really just
needed the extra pair of hands more than anything. I know as much
about appellate law as she does. I was just short on time. Besides…
she got a little, uh… too personal with me.”


“I kind of saw
that coming,” she said in a slightly chastising voice, which
was well deserved on my part. “What did she do?”


“Just made a
pass at me in my office. I mean… a really awkward
pass,” I told her with a sheepish grin, but not sharing the
details.


Mac actually
giggled, and it was the most beautiful fucking sound in the world.
“What is it with you and female lawyers? First Lorraine…
and now Kylie. You’re like a magnet.”


My eyes went somber,
and I said quietly, “You were actually first… then
Lorraine, and then Kylie. But you were in a different league than
they were.”


My words were
truthful and left me exposed, but I don’t regret saying them. I
didn’t expect anything in return though, and before I could
give Mac an opportunity to respond, I said, “I brought up the
thing about Kylie because I was wondering if you would like to
contract with me to help me on the Pearson appeal?”


“What?”
she exclaimed in surprise.


“I saw the
business plan Cal was reading that day at lunch. I assume you two are
going to start your own law firm together?”


“Yes,”
she said almost hesitantly, as if worried that it would bother me.
“We are starting up a firm. While I would need to talk to Cal
about it first, I’d love to be able to do some contract work
for you. As you know, I really only have one case to my name.”


I smiled at her,
giving her a look that conveyed how happy and proud I was of what she
was doing, and also because she just confirmed to me that we may very
well still be working together in the future.


“Excellent,”
I told her. “We can discuss the details tomorrow before you
leave.”


It’s just past
midnight as we pull up to Mac’s apartment in the cab we shared
from JFK. It’s a familiar building to me and I have an odd
feeling of comfort seeing it, yet sorrow that I really won’t be
seeing it again.



When the cab comes
to a stop, I instruct the cabbie, “Pop the trunk,” and I
step out to help Mac with her luggage.



After pulling her
suitcase out, I push the trunk lid down until it latches and turn to
face her, handing over her carry on. “I’ll see you
tomorrow morning.”


She gives me a smile
as she takes the suitcase, and says, “Okay. See you tomorrow.”


She starts to turn
away from me, but not before I see something flash in her eyes that I
haven’t seen in a few weeks.



It’s regret,
and it fucking punches me in the gut.


Nothing Mac has done
or said the last few weeks has led me to believe that she is looking
backward. If anything, she seems to be very confident in her ability
to move on, and I’m the only one standing here swamped with
sadness, confusion, and longing.


But I just saw it…
a moment’s flash of regret that she’s walking away from
me, right at this very moment.


I don’t think…
I just put my feelings out there. Grabbing her wrist, I say, “Let
me come in with you?”


“Matt…”
she says, her voice uneasy and fearful. I move my thumb over the
pulse that is fluttering wildly under her smooth skin. Her breath
hitches, but she tries to put me off. “We shouldn’t. We
can’t. We’re not together anymore.”


Not acceptable.
Because even though her words are coming out all safe and sound, her
eyes are turbulently swirling with need.



I pull her toward
me, until she is just inches from my body, my thumb never giving up
on its movement over her pulse. “I know. I know we’re
not, and I know we shouldn’t. But… one last time?”


Her eyes darken, her
lips part, and a small breath of excitement flutters over her lips.
“One last time?”


“Just
tonight,” I assure her, although I’d gladly offer her
forever. “But it will be all night.”


Mac fucking
shudders… right there, standing on the sidewalk with her wrist
in my hand and the promise of all night fucking in her head.



She fucking
shudders, and I swell with deep aching.


“Okay,”
she says in capitulation, and I don’t wait another moment.



Releasing her wrist,
I say, “Let me pay the cab.”


I practically run to
the driver’s side and thrust a hundred dollar bill at the
cabbie, telling him to pop the trunk again. He does and I grab my
suitcase, turning to Mac.



We stare at each
other, both vibrating with a profound craving.



This hunger is
different from anything I’ve ever had with Mac before. It’s
pulsing inside of me because I haven’t fucked her in so long,
but it’s something else too. I’m not just craving to get
inside of her, I am utterly aching with the need to hold her…
to hear her voice, to worship her, to have her entire being envelope
me. I need Mac in a way that I’ve never needed anything in my
life, and rather than scare the shit out of me, I find it a humbling
experience.


Mac never says
another word. She just turns away and heads into her building. I
follow behind, the silent ride up in the elevator in no way awkward,
just intense, because there is a tangible passion brewing in the air
around us.


We walk into her
apartment, both of us striding right past Macy, who sits in the
living room, but I don’t even give her a glance. My mind is too
preoccupied with what I’m going to do to Mac tonight. I have so
many things I want to do, and if all I have is this one night, we
need to get started fast.


As soon as Mac shuts
the door, I let my gaze run over her body. I haven’t given
myself the true luxury of doing that the last two weeks, intent on
keeping everything as professional as possible. While I let her star
in my private fantasies at night, I don’t breach that divide
while at work.


I take my time,
scanning her beautiful legs, thinking of that spot right behind her
knee that’s ticklish when I kiss it. The swell of her hips, the
lushness of her breasts. I spend time looking at her throat, knowing
I’ll be sucking on that spot right where her pulse is hammering
against her soft skin.


Taking my jacket
off, I toss it across the suitcase and let my eyes finally meet
Mac’s. They’re heated, almost glazed completely over with
salaciousness. She just stares at me, her breasts pushing in and out
against the tightness of her blouse, because her breathing has
already become erratic.


Undoing my cuffs, I
step toward Mac, my fingers itching to touch her. I put them at her
temple and drag them across her head, all the way around the back,
catching her silky hair and letting it slide against me. I stare at
it as my hand runs through the entire length, and it releases to
float back down over her shoulder.



Bringing my eyes
back to Mac’s, I ask her, “Where shall we start?”


She licks her lips,
a move that seems to squeeze my cock from the inside out, and
whispers, “Anywhere you want.”


My mouth curves
upward licentiously, and I tuck my bottom lip in between my teeth for
a moment of consideration. Then it comes to me… where this
needs to begin. “It’s been too long since my face has
been between those beautiful legs of yours.”


Mac sucks in air
through her mouth, pushing those perfect breasts outward, and her
eyes swim in longing.


“Yeah,”
I tell her, my own voice raw with need. “We’ll start
there.”


Mac’s legs
actually give way a little from my words, which has me feeling like a
fucking caveman. I catch her around the waist and pull her toward me.
I know I told her I’d start between her legs, but that was a
lie.


I have to kiss her…
like right now, or I think I might die.


Fuck, what a kiss.



Deep, rich, sexy.


Warm, comforting.


Everything.


It’s fucking
everything.


I don’t let up
on the kiss and keep it rolling from my tongue to hers. My hands get
to work divesting her of clothing. When she’s naked and I can’t
stand another minute of not seeing her gorgeous body, I push her down
to the bed and let my eyes roam over her again.


She’s leaning
back on her elbows, perfectly pink-tipped breasts pushing outward to
me and begging for my teeth. Her skin is luminescent, her hair
falling in a stunning cascade over her back and pooling on the bed,
and her eyes… oh, fuck, her eyes.


They watch me like a
hawk while I start to take my clothes off. Mac has never been shy
about looking at my body and when I finally push my pants off and
stand before her naked, her eyes are pinned on my cock.


I swear the fucking
thing actually stands up straighter and preens under her attention. I
bring my hand up and grab ahold, sliding my grip along my shaft. I’ve
been getting myself off every night by my own hand, no differently
than I’m touching myself right now, but the fact that I’m
doing it while Mac’s eyes are on me is about one of the hottest
things ever, and I feel like I could unload at any moment.


Closing my eyes, I
lean my head back and moan just a little, so she knows how good it
feels to me.


When I open my eyes,
Mac is no longer staring between my legs, but all of her intensity is
focused on my face. I give it back to her in equal measure, and we
are both helpless to look away from the other.



“Spread your
legs,” I say roughly and she doesn’t hesitate for a
moment, spreading them wide and giving me unfettered gazing access to
her pussy.


Fucking beautiful
pussy!


“Touch
yourself,” I order her, surprised I can even talk right now.


Mac’s delicate
fingers go between her legs, and she gives me the show of a lifetime.
I can’t help but pull on my cock harder and faster as I watch
her, but when I feel the telltale signs of an orgasm starting to
rumble, I release myself because that’s not happening the first
time unless I’m inside of her.


“Enough.
You’re ready for my mouth, and I don’t think I’ll
stop until I’ve made you come at least three times.”


Mac shivers and her
eyes go half-mast. I step up to the bed, intent on latching my mouth
onto her clit hard, when she says, “Wait.”


Fuck no, not
waiting, but my eyes go to her in question and I pause momentarily.


“Let’s
make this a little more balanced,” she says.


Hmmm.
Interesting.


“What did you
have in mind?”


“We’ve
done a lot of dirty things together, but I don’t think we’ve
ever done sixty-nine. Let’s give that a try.”


Yes, Mac Dawson is
beyond magnificent. In fact, I feel like busting out an ode to her
greatness right now.



“You are like
the perfect fucking woman,” I say in awe.


“No, I’m
not,” she says simply, and I think that may be an allusion to
the fact that if she was… I would have never parted ways with
her. That thought hurts, but then she says, “But I’m damn
close, so get your ass on this bed and get into position.”


***



I wake up and glance
at Mac’s bedside clock. It’s 5:30 AM and I am warm,
secure with my arms wrapped around her, and I am utterly content.


I also know this
feeling will be fleeting, because Mac and I agreed that last night
was a goodbye sort of fuck.


Except… it
wasn’t fucking at all.


Don’t get me
wrong… there was plenty of sex. The sixty-nine just got us
started and after she came on my lips and I jetted over her tongue,
we didn’t even pause. Just started kissing, touching, and
groping each other, and we went at it again.


And again.


And again.


But there was a
level of need on my part that was not going to be satisfied by a mere
orgasm—or five. I needed more from Mac and for a brief time
last night… I got it.


I got the intimacy,
care, and pure desire that I had been craving for so long. She gave
it to me in murmurs, whispered touches, and gentle licks. She smiled
at me over and over again, causing my heart to soar. We talked and we
laughed. We did so much more than fucking.


Yes… what we
did last night was transcendental.


It may have been the
most perfect night of my life, and yet the dawn of this new day may
end up starting the worst of my life… when I walk out that
door and probably out of Mac’s life for good.


Sadness overwhelms
me at the prospect. It’s a miserable fucking thought.


But it’s
just a thought, I tell myself.


Doesn’t have
to be true, does it? Perhaps I can change things with Mac. Maybe I
can go back, to that time in our relationship when we were both happy
with everything there was between us. I’m not quite sure how to
go about doing it. In fact, I need to talk this over with someone
trusted, and there is only one such person in my life.


Easing out of Mac’s
embrace, I give her a light kiss on her head and slip out of bed. I
dress silently and leave her apartment just as quietly.


As I hit the street,
looking to hail a cab, I pull my phone out and dial my dad. It’s
too early for him to be up, because he’s a night owl like me.


But he’ll
answer the phone when he sees it’s me that’s calling.
When I tell him I need to talk to him… that I need advice,
he’ll quietly slip out of the marriage bed he’s shared
with my mom for thirty-six years, and pad into the kitchen.


He’ll make a
pot of coffee while I lay my woes out to him. He’ll listen and
won’t interrupt. Then he’ll sit at the kitchen table that
overlooks the backyard, and he’ll sip on coffee while he
imparts his wisdom. I know my dad… he won’t call me a
dumbass and won’t make me feel bad for the stupid choices I’ve
made. Instead, he’ll put his head together with mine and help
me figure out exactly what I need to do.






Chapter 35







In my opinion,
unaccomplished people only consider the risks, not the rewards.


Those words
reverberate through my head, over and over again.


My dad said them to
me about ten hours ago when I talked to him first thing this morning.
After I told him, with no holds barred, all about Mac Dawson.



I told him how we
met—sparing him, of course, the sordid details—and then
proceeded to explain how our relationship progressed, then how I
fucked it all up.


I didn’t hold
back, but told him it was my bitterness and insecurity… my
fear over getting hurt, that held me prisoner.


My dad was quiet the
entire time, patiently listening to me while I unburdened. He didn’t
even make a sound when I told him what really happened between Cal
and Marissa.



He never chastised
me, condescended, or made me feel like my errors in judgment were
born of idiocy. He merely listened to everything I had to say, and
then he said the words that have had me contemplating all day.


He had said, “In
my opinion, unaccomplished people only consider the risks, not the
rewards.”


It was a bold
statement by my father, meant to slap me with reality and make me
remember some very important things about myself.


Then my dad said
even more important words. He said, “Son… you are not an
unaccomplished man.”


I am not an
unaccomplished man.



I have succeeded
over and over again, sometimes against great adversity. And yet, when
it came to Mac, I’ve been so focused on being fearful of the
risks, that I never really thought about how fucking great the
rewards could be. I never let my desire to have Mac drive me forward.
I never let it push me to seek that which I desired most.


So very strange,
because seeking reward is the very crux of my career. It’s what
drives me to be the very best attorney I can be for my clients.
Because I’m striving for that reward… which is justice…
and it is beyond motivating.


I feel like ten
times the fool for letting my own fears get in the way of my own
drive and determination.


But no more.


I’m taking
back what is mine, and Mac Dawson is mine.


There is one more
thing that needs to be done though, before I can seek Mac out.


I walk to the
receptionist desk and give a curt smile to the regal-looking woman
sitting behind it. She peers at me over the rims of tortoiseshell,
cat’s-eye glasses.


“I’d
like to see Cal Carson,” I tell her firmly.


“Do you have
an appointment?” she asks pleasantly.


“No, but buzz
him… tell him Matt Connover is here to see him.”


I’m not sure
if the woman recognizes my name, or the tone of my voice brooks no
nonsense, but she nods and does as I ask. After a few murmured words
into the phone, she turns to me and says, “Mr. Carson will be
right up.”


I don’t bother
sitting on one of the plush leather chairs scattered throughout the
lobby, because if I know Cal, and I believe I do, he’ll be up
quickly.


“Matt?”
I hear from behind me, and turn to see Cal standing there looking at
me with worry. “Is Mac alright?”


The concern in his
voice is touching… truly. I think he’s going to be a
very good friend to Mac in the future, and that makes me grateful.
“She’s fine.”


“Then what are
you doing here?”


“I was hoping
we could talk,” I tell him as I stick my hands in my pocket,
rocking back and forth on the balls of my feet.


Cal just stares at
me blankly, because I’m sure what I just said was probably as
shocking as if I had said, “Cal, I’m a transgendered
werewolf that wants to enter the priesthood and I need your help”.




Finally, Cal gives a
little shake of his head and nods. “Let’s just go in this
conference room right here.” He motions with his hand to a door
off the lobby.


I follow him in,
noting that his spine is ramrod straight, his shoulders stiff. His
brain must be short-circuiting right now, trying to figure out what I
want.


When he takes a seat
at the end of the long, rectangular table, I take the one to his left
and lean back casually. Cal doesn’t relax a bit, putting both
forearms on the table and his hands clasped so tightly that his
knuckles are white.


I take a moment to
study his face… one I’ve looked at hundreds of times
over the years, mostly in friendship, lately only in hate. I used to
trust him with my life, and that will never be regained. But I think
I might have some room to possibly try to understand him.


“Mac told me
some details about that night. She urged me to learn the entire
truth, and she thinks I need to forgive you.”


Cal’s eyebrows
shoot up in surprise. “Do you think you need to forgive
me?”


“Yes,” I
tell him simply, watching as he jerks in his seat and his jaw drops
in disbelief.


And I do.


Need to forgive him,
that is.


If I’m going
to truly open myself up to Mac, I have got to let it all go. The
hate, the bitterness, the regrets. I have no room for it if I’m
going to give one-hundred percent to Mac. I have to get rid of it
because I don’t want any of it to taint what I have with her.


“You want to
forgive me?” he asks, still incredulous.


“I want you to
tell me what happened with Marissa,” I tell him with a hard
glint in my eye. “Then I want to forgive you.”


Cal takes in a deep
breath and lets it out with a stuttering quality of gratefulness.
“Okay.”


“I don’t
need the details… I just need to know your involvement,”
I say quietly.


He nods in
understanding. “First, you need to know. I was wrong. It was my
fault.”


I hold up a hand and
stop him. “I’ve heard that from you already. But I want
to know the part where you realized it was wrong.”


Cal hangs his head
in shame. “I knew it was wrong from the start… at least,
I think a part of me did.”


“But you
didn’t initiate it,” I prompt him urgently, because he’s
not giving me what I want. He’s still stuck on the liability
when I need him to focus on the absolution.


“No,” he
says quietly. “Marissa crawled into bed with me. I was passed
out, I think… I came to and she was…”


He trails off
thankfully because I really, really don’t want the details, and
he doesn’t want to say it out loud. “Then what happened?”


“We
consummated, Matt. I had sex with her. But just moments after we
started… I stopped it. I pushed her off because I had a wave
of guilt slap me hard. I knew my friendship with you had already been
ruined, but I couldn’t go through with it. I just want you to
know, I will never be sorrier for anything I do the rest of my life
than I am for what I did to you. I never want to cause that type of
pain to another person.”


He doesn’t say
anything more, and he really doesn’t need to. Cal stares at me,
his shame and remorse obvious. The funny thing is… I always
knew he was remorseful. I never doubted that before.


Before, though…
I just didn’t care.


Tapping my fingers
on the table before me, I give Cal a sardonic smile. “I’ve
been doing a lot of soul searching lately. What I’ve determined
is that I’m not the man I have the potential to be… for
myself, for Mac. I need to be free from this.”


Cal just nods at me
in understanding.


“I forgive
you, Cal. I forgive Marissa too, for that matter, but I’ll need
to have that conversation with her later.” I stare at him with
conviction, so he understands I mean this from the bottom of my soul.
“I’m letting it go, and I want you to as well.”


He swallows hard and
says, “Thank you, Matt. I don’t deserve it.”


“Sure you do,”
I tell him with a short smile. “Doesn’t mean we will ever
be friends again… but you deserve forgiveness. Besides, looks
like you’re in Mac’s life and I intend to be back in her
life, so you and I needed to make amends.”


He grins at me. “So
are you going to do some groveling?”


“Yup. And you
can help me out. Besides, you owe me.”


“That I do…
what do you need?”


“I want to run
an idea by you first, and then I want you to make a phone call for
me.”


***



Cal is handling the
favor I asked of him right this very moment by making a call to Mac.
I’m standing outside of her office with my ear pressed against
her closed door, listening to her entire conversation with him. None
of it’s confidential, because he’s doing nothing more
than telling her about the conversation I just had with him an hour
ago at his office.


I can only hear
Mac’s end of the conversation, but I hear excitement, and joy,
and wonder in her voice as Cal tells her about our meeting just a bit
ago. I can tell the moment that Cal tells her that I’m standing
outside of her office door, just as I asked him to, because she has a
quick intake of breath and then says, “I’ll talk to you
later, Cal.”


My heart is slamming
in my chest, waiting for her to open her office door. In just
moments, the course of my life will be determined.


In just a moment,
I’m saying fuck the risks and reaching for my reward.


The door opens, and
I’ll never get tired of looking at this woman. Her eyes are
clouded and I don’t know what she’s thinking. She
gestures me in and says, “Cal said you forgave him.”


“It needed to
be done,” I respond as I watch her sit back down behind her
desk.


Turning to me, she
cocks an eyebrow. “Why is that?”


I don’t answer
her, instead reaching inside my coat pocket and pulling out her
letter of resignation she turned in to me two weeks ago. Throwing it
on her desk, I watch as she stares at it a moment, and then looks up
at me in confusion.


“Open it,”
I tell her, nodding back down at the envelope.


She reaches out and
picks it up, opening the flap and looking inside. Her eyebrows furrow
inward and she turns the envelope upside down, letting the tiny
scraps inside flutter out over her desk.


“I don’t
accept your resignation,” I tell her firmly, and as evidenced
by her letter I just returned to her torn to shreds.


“Excuse me?”


“You heard me.
You’re not quitting. I need you.”


She curls a lip
upward and scoffs at me. “You don’t need me. You can put
an ad in the paper and have a hundred attorneys lined up in the
morning, all with better grades and references than I have.”


“No. You don’t
get it,” I tell her softly, I but annunciate very clearly. “I.
Need. You.”


Mac’s eyebrows
rise high now, as she understands what I’m saying. I take two
steps until I’m standing directly in front of her as she looks
up at me from her chair.



Dropping to my
knees, I watch her eyes go warm, her lips slack. Leaning forward, I
don’t say a word but merely wrap my arms around her waist and
lay my head in her lap. It’s a move calculated for her to
understand how very sorry I am for hurting her, and how very much I
need her. I’m literally putting myself in her arms and begging
her to let me back in. It’s the most humbling thing I’ve
ever done in my life.


Mac’s arms
come up and she puts her hands on my head, stroking her fingers
through my hair. I sigh in contentment, because her touch feels so
comforting. I decide this is the best thing I’ve ever felt. I’m
never moving from this position, and I let Mac pet me as I lay in her
embrace.


After what could be
forever of basking in her touch, I squeeze her waist before pulling
back.



My voice shakes with
emotion. “I need you, Mac. I need your smile, your touch, and
your wit. I need your tenderness, your brilliance, and your common
sense. I need you to be my champion, and I need you to want to come
home to me every night. I need all of those things…
desperately. I think I might die without them.”


I’m relieved
when her eyes fill with hope and yearning, yet she still feels the
need to clarify. “You need me?”



“You’re
usually not this dense,” I say with a grin.


She’s adorable
when she exposes her ear by pushing her hair behind it with her
fingers. “It’s just… I’m not sure I heard
you correctly. You did say you need me?”


“Yes,” I
affirm as I bring my hands up to cup her face. Leaning in, I give the
sweetest kiss I’ve ever bestowed. “I need you because I
love you. When you love someone the way I love you, the need for that
person is unquenchable. It will never go away… it will never
abate. My need for you will be forever.”


Her voice cracks
with sentiment. “And when did you come to this realization?”


I smile at her with
understanding eyes. “I think I’ve always known it. I was
just too filled with so many other things that I refused to
acknowledge it. But last night… I held you while you slept,
and I just laid there… the entire time, realizing how
wonderful it felt to have your body next to mine. When it got close
to the time I needed to leave so I could get ready for work, I felt
like my heart was being fucking pulled out of my chest. That’s
the moment I decided to acknowledge it.”


“Why didn’t
you just stick around… tell me then?” she asks in
curiosity.



“Because I had
to let my hatred of Cal go first. And Mac, I mean it with every
breath in my body. I did hate him. But the minute I decided to
forgive him, I became a different person. A better person.”


Her hand comes out
and she slides her fingers along my cheek. Her touch is so soft, so
caring, that I can’t help but close my eyes so I can give full
attention to the peacefulness coursing through me.


“I’m so
proud of you, Matt. You’re really kind of amazing.”


Opening my eyes, I
grin at her. “And you love me?”


“What makes
you think that?” she teases, leaning in to kiss me.


I take a moment to
savor her lips on mine, because this feels like the first time we
have ever kissed. There’s a different quality to it, now that
I’ve let all of my bitterness go. It’s like everything
was muted before, but now I’m seeing everything in vivid
display… I’m feeling everything with greater depth.



I pull away and
smile at her. “Because you already told me you did.”


Wrapping her arms
around my neck, she leans into me. “Yeah, I guess I did.”


“Say it
again,” I demand urgently, because it’s the last thing I
need for this to officially become the best day of my life.


She doesn’t
make me wait, and it’s even better than I could have imagined.
“I love you… so much.”


We kiss again,
sweetly, but then her tongue slides into my mouth and desire starts
to course through me.


“Let’s
take the rest of the day off,” I say as I move my lips over to
her ear. “I need to be inside of you.”


She groans and digs
her fingers into my shoulders, but shakes her head no. “I
can’t. I have to get this stuff finished. You know, today’s
my last day and all.”


I laugh at her
silliness and kiss her again. “Didn’t you understand me?
I’m not accepting your resignation. There’s no way I’m
letting you out of my sight. And I sure as hell don’t want you
working around Cal unattended. I don’t trust the bastard.”


“Hey!”
she chastises me as she punches me lightly in the shoulder. “I
thought you forgave him?”


“I did, Mac,”
I tell her somberly. “But I don’t like him. We’re
not friends.”


She sighs, but not
in frustration or anger, but understanding. “No, I don’t
suppose you are. You did more than enough by offering forgiveness.
But I can’t turn my back on him. I made a deal with him to open
up a law firm.”


“Yeah, well…
I sort of might have changed his mind after I talked to him today.”


“What did you
do?” she asks suspiciously.


I hold my hands up
in surrender. “Nothing bad, I swear it. I just sort of offered
him a job here, as long as you agreed to stay.”


“What? You
asked Cal… your arch nemesis… to come work for you? I
thought you said you didn’t trust the bastard.”


“I don’t,”
I tell her with a smirk. “What better way to keep tabs on him
than having him come to work for me?”


Mac doesn’t
fall for it and just looks at me skeptically.


“Fine,”
I capitulate with huffiness. “I want you to stay. You’re
a brilliant attorney, and you’re going places. I want you on my
team. I also want you within reach of me at all times because I love
you to fucking death. So, the easiest thing seemed to be for me to
get Cal on board. I knew you had committed to him, but if he came
here, you’d stay.”


“You’re
rotten,” she reprimands me. “And completely selfish.”


I make no apologies.
“When it comes to you, you’re damn right I am. But talk
to Cal… you both have a decision to make.”


She wraps her arms
back around my neck and kisses me. “I’ll talk to Cal, and
we’ll see. But for now… let’s get out of here.”


I take her hand and
don’t let it go as we navigate the hallways up to the lobby.
She squeezes me tightly and when I look down at her, she gives me a
smile so full of happiness and love, I know that at this moment, I’m
the luckiest son of a bitch on the planet.


“Mac?”


“Yeah?”


“I’m
never letting you go, you know that, right?”


“I’m
counting on it,” she says softly. “And you’ll never
regret it. I promise.”


Yup. Luckiest son of
a bitch on the planet.





Epilogue






Eight Months Later







Today is the day,
and I am so fucking nervous. More nervous than when I got laid for
the first time. Or when I took the bar exam. More nervous than my
first trial. I’m practically quaking in my shoes because the
stakes are higher than I could have ever imagined.


Mac’s office
door is open, and I can hear her voice filtering out. She and Cal
never did take my offer to come to work for my firm. She said
something to the extent of, “I want to do this on my own. I
need to know I can do this on my own without your help.”


Fucking prideful
girl, but damn… I respected the hell out of that.


I did, however,
convince her and Cal to rent office space from me, promising to
contract enough work to them to keep their business just barely
hovering out of the red. It gave me what I want… Mac within an
arm’s reach of me, and I got to keep my eye on Cal.


Not that I needed to
watch him. First, I truly believe that he was beyond remorseful for
the way he hurt me and he would never do that again. I just believe
it deep down. Still doesn’t mean we will ever be friends again,
but for Mac’s sake, I make sure I’m pleasant around him.
Most importantly, though, is that I implicitly trust Mac. Her
character and integrity are golden, lined with platinum, and
sprinkled with diamonds. She would never hurt me. I trust her with my
life, but more telling is that I trust her with Gabe’s life.


I step up to her
office door and see her sitting casually in her chair, leaning back
and tapping a pen against her temple. I’ve come to recognize
that little habit as her “focused mode”. She does it when
she’s concentrating on something, putting all of her energy
into accomplishing her goal. I suppose if she had a pen in her hand
while she was blowing me, she’d probably be tapping it against
her temple too, because damn… her focus is amazing when she
has me balls deep in her mouth.


Mac’s back is
to me so I lean against the door casing, hands casually resting in my
pockets, and listen to my litigation goddess.


“Listen…
I’m not impressed by that offer. It’s twenty-five and not
a penny less. If you don’t pay it, I’ll drag your ass
through the shit storm that is our legal system for so long, that
you’ll be ready to retire before this case is over. And I could
care less if I win it. Just drowning you in legal expenses makes me
all tingly inside.”


She’s silent
for a moment as she listens to whoever is on the other line, but I
assume she gets the answer she wants because the tapping pen goes
still.



Straightening up in
her chair, she tosses the pen on her desk. “Thank you,”
she says to the person on the phone, with a triumphant smile in her
voice. “And have a nice day.”


When her phone hits
the cradle, I pull my hands out of my pockets and start clapping
congratulations. She turns around and gives me a grin.


“That was
fantastic, baby,” I tell her with pride fucking oozing out of
my pores.



She shrugs her
shoulders in nonchalance. “Well… I learned from the
best.”


“Twenty-five?”
I ask her for clarification.


“Yup,
twenty-five hundred dollars. I know it’s not your twenty-five
million, but baby steps,” she tells me with a sheepish grin.


“I’m
proud of you nonetheless,” I tell her truthfully. And I am
proud. Doesn’t matter what she settled the case for, it’s
that she did it with confidence and conviction. She’s not easy
to rattle, and she’s going to be a fucking powerhouse in the
legal field one day. “We should celebrate tonight.”


Chuckling, she tells
me, “I’m not sure a twenty-five hundred dollar settlement
is worth celebrating. But… if you want to give me an extra
orgasm tonight, I wouldn’t be opposed.”


“I can arrange
that,” I tell her, the thought of which is sidetracking my true
purpose here. “But how about we fly down to Florida for a
weekend getaway?”


“That’s
a great idea. And let’s ask Marissa if we can take Gabe.”


God, I love this
woman. I’m offering to take her on a romantic getaway, where we
could have the privacy to fuck until we pass out, but she’d
rather bring Gabe along with us. Not a selfish bone in her body, and
when she does something like this, it makes me want to give her the
world.



“I’ll
give her a call and hopefully I’ll catch her in a good mood,”
I tell her softly.


My relationship with
Marissa has mellowed over the last several months. A few days after I
talked with Cal, and won my girl back, I called Marissa up and
invited her out for coffee. The conversation was awkward at first as
we sat at a small, outdoor table and sipped our drinks.


“So, what did
you want to talk about?” she asked me with impatience, glancing
at her watch.


I stared at her a
moment, trying to remember the woman I had fallen in love with…
wondering where it all went wrong. I couldn’t see anything that
gave me clarity, so I told her softly. “I’m sorry.”


Marissa jerked in
her chair, almost knocking her cup over. “Come again?”


“I’m
sorry for what I put you through. Kicking you out of our house when I
found out about you and Cal… not letting you see Gabe at
first… humiliating you. No matter what you did to me, it was
wrong to do that to the mother of my child.”


Marissa just stared
at me, mouth hanging slightly open, and blinking hard in confusion.
They were the gentlest words she had heard from me in years.


“I don’t
understand,” she murmured in bewilderment.


For the first time
in years, I smiled genuinely at her. “Then let me clarify. I’m
sorry for what I did to you, and I’m asking you to forgive me
for it.”


“What the hell
is going on?” Marissa demanded in confusion, and it made me
laugh, because she’s not used to the new and improved Matt
Connover.



“Let’s
move past this, Marissa. Let’s let go of the hurt and
bitterness. Let’s try to get along for Gabe’s sake, and
let’s forgive each other.”


I saw the moment on
her face when she finally understood what I was saying. The muscles
in her face relaxed, her eyes lightened, and her lips curved slightly
upward.



“You’re
serious, aren’t you?” she murmured, but the question was
rhetorical. She knew I was and was simply amazed by it.


From that day
forward, our relationship changed. It wasn’t perfect, but we
didn’t try our best to piss each other off. The best thing I
can say for the both of us is that we now treat each other with
outward respect, not only in front of Gabe, but in all situations. I
guess it’s good practice for us.


We still have our
spats, and if Marissa is in a snit for some reason or another, she’ll
show her bitchy side, but for the most part, we’re okay. She
even talks nicely to Mac… that is, once she came to understand
that Mac wasn’t going anywhere and was going to be an integral
part of Gabe’s and my life.


I step all the way
into Mac’s office and rest an ass cheek on the edge of her
desk. Fuck if Mac’s eyes don’t travel up my leg that’s
sitting inches away from her arm, right up to the bulge behind my
zipper. She stares at me a bit longingly and said bulge starts
propagating in size.


When she finally
tears her gaze away and looks at me, I give a low laugh and lean
forward to kiss her. “You know you can’t look at me like
that and not make me hard. It’s a hazard of having you in the
same building as me during the day.”


She kisses me back,
warm and deep, and it doesn’t do anything to help my burgeoning
hard-on, but it does wrap my heart up in splendor.


Pulling away, I
reach into my inside jacket pocket and pull out an envelope. I hand
it over to Mac and say, “Actually… I thought we’d
celebrate this.”


She takes the
envelope, sneaking a peek up at me. I just give her a knowing smile
and nod for her to open it. She does so without further wait and
pulls out a piece of paper. Turning it over, she sees it’s a
check made out to her law firm of Carson and Dawson, and I can
actually see her lips moving as she counts six zeroes behind the
first number.


It’s her
portion of the legal fee for the Jackson case that we settled
last month. Even though Mac didn’t join my firm, she still
asked me to stay on the Jackson case with her and Cal. Over
the past eight months, Mac has worked her ass off and handled most of
the work under my guidance and direction. We settled it for an amount
that would take care of her brain-injured client for the rest of his
life, and give Mac her reward for taking on a case that was an
outwardly appearing loser and having faith in our system.


She stares at the
check for just a moment more before setting it down. I watch as she
stands from her chair, waiting for her to walk into my arms. I shift
my legs so she can step in between them, and pull her in close. She
moves in tight, pressing herself into my erection as her arms go
around my neck.



After giving me a
light kiss, she whispers, “Thank you for helping me with this
case. I could have never gotten that type of justice for the Jacksons
without you.”


Smiling, I lean in
and kiss her, and it’s not light or sweet. I grip her waist a
bit tighter, pulling her in closer to create more friction between
us. I push my tongue in forcefully and take control of her mouth.


When we pull back, I
can’t help but grin like a fool at her because her eyes are
glazed and her cheeks are flushed pink.



“I have
something else for you,” I tell her.


“Please,
please, please… tell me it’s an orgasm. I don’t
care how… mouth, fingers, dirty talk. Just give me one.”


Laughter bursts out
of my mouth, which is a common occurrence around Mac nowadays. “You
never, ever fail to amuse me. I think I’ve laughed more since
I’ve met you than in my entire life.”


“And that’s
a good thing, right?” she asks coyly.


I can’t help
but pull her back into me and hug her tight. “It’s a very
good thing.”


We hold each other a
moment, then I’m pushing her back so her arms disentangle from
around me. Pulling another envelope from my jacket pocket, I hand it
over to her, my nerves now shrieking in angst.


She eyes me
curiously, as she takes it from me. It’s much thicker than the
other envelope I handed her. “What’s this?”


“Open it and
find out.”


She turns it over
and sees the logo on the left, upper corner. It says, “Connover
and Dawson” and her eyebrows furrow inward in confusion and
curiosity. I’m sure she’s thinking that I want to start a
new law firm with her.


Not wasting any
time, Mac opens the flap and pulls the packet of papers out.
Unfolding them, I watch closely as understanding dawns on her face as
to what’s inside.


You see, the papers
are blank, nothing but about ten sheets I folded up. But on the
center of the top page, I taped an engagement ring to the center. I
picked it out last weekend with Gabe, who, as you can imagine, was
not too keen on going shopping for women’s jewelry. But he was
excited about me asking Mac to marry me. He has become quite close to
her, sometimes foregoing talking to me on the phone when we call,
demanding instead to talk to Mac.


I chose a platinum
setting because Mac never wears gold. It’s a brilliant,
three-carat asscher cut with smaller diamonds around the edge and
down the band. It’s a stunning piece of jewelry, completely
befitting someone as beautiful as Mac.


As I stare at the
ring, taped to the paper, I see that Mac’s hands start shaking
really hard. Her eyes are glued to the ring, and she makes no move to
take it.


Reaching out, I
cover her hands with my own and they immediately calm. She turns to
look at me, and I’m almost knocked backward by the love shining
in her eyes. It fills me with such elation that I feel like nothing
could ever go wrong in my life again.


I give her a smile
and take the packet of papers from her, plucking the ring off.
Tossing the paper to her desk, I grab her left hand and slide the
ring onto her finger, where it sparkles and shines appropriately. My
eyes lift to Mac and she’s just staring at the ring, her eyes
swimming with emotion. Then she lifts her gaze to mine and smiles at
me.



I swallow hard,
clearing my throat for fear it might crack. “Will you?”


Her smile cracks
wider but her voice is gentle… filled with love and happiness.
“Yes.”






6 Months Later







“Are you
ready?” my dad asks as he bumps his shoulder against mine.


I nod, not quite
able to speak. Because Mac is walking toward me, holding hands with
Gabe, and it has to be the singularly most touching sight I’ve
ever had the pleasure to behold.



When Mac and I
started to plan our wedding, I was surprised and admittedly pleased
that she didn’t want a big church wedding or reception. I
certainly didn’t want that either, because it not only reminded
me too much of my wedding to Marissa, but it just didn’t seem
to fit us as a couple. Instead, we readily agreed to keep it private
and small, ultimately accepting my parents’ offer to have it in
the backyard of their old farmhouse, surrounded by blossoming cherry
trees, mountain laurel and rhododendrons. We decided small meant the
only people invited were my parents, Gabe, Macy, and Cal.


My son had never
made me more proud in my life when he asked me one day before the
wedding, “Dad… since Mac’s mom and dad are in
heaven, who will walk her down the aisle at the wedding?”


I shrugged my
shoulders, a little ashamed that had never even crossed my mind. I
grimaced when I said, “Cal, I guess.”


Cal and Mac have
become very close friends in addition to law partners, and while I
have to suffer through an occasional dinner or lunch with him at
Mac’s request, we pretty much stay out of each other’s
way. But Mac has come to care for him a great deal, and I respect
that he may just be the person she wants to give her away.


“Do you think
she would let me walk down the aisle with her?” Gabe asked, and
my jaw dropped.


“Seriously?”



“Yeah... that
way she doesn’t have to be alone.”


Fuck, but ever since
I realized my love for Mac, it’s made me a sappy pussy half the
time and my son had me practically curling up in a ball to cry.
Clearing my throat and blinking my eyes hard, I said, “Why
don’t you ask her?”


And so he did…
and Mac did break down and start crying, which confused Gabe until
she hugged him hard and explained how happy that made her.


So now, the tears
are threatening again as I watch her walk across the tender, spring
grass… her feet bare, wearing a taupe sundress with large,
white daisies embroidered around the hem. She’s carrying
nothing but a single daisy in her hand, reminiscent of the one I gave
her when I asked her out on our first date, and she now claims they
are her favorite flower.


Gabe is wearing
khaki shorts and a white, button-down shirt, his feet also bare. He
picked his outfit out because it matched exactly what I was wearing,
and I love that Mac wanted to go super casual for our wedding.


My eyes lift from
Gabe and turn to Mac, and I’ll never get tired of that first
jolt of pleasure I get when her gaze grabs ahold of me. She smiles,
not just with her mouth but with those emerald eyes, and I feel it
all the way to my toes.


I am such a fucking
lucky guy to have her… to make her mine permanently. When I
think of how easily I could have lost her…


Shaking my head, I
put those thoughts away, because I wised up and changed the course of
my life for the better. I take a step forward as Mac reaches me. She
puts one arm around Gabe and pulls him into her hip, and waits for me
to step to her other side, wrapping my arm around her waist. Then all
three of us turn to face the minister, as he prepares to start the
rest of our life together.






Thirty-Two Hours Later...







“Seriously, I
can’t,” Mac says as she slaps at my head, and then tries
to push me out from between her legs.


“Yes you can,”
I murmur against her pussy, just before thrusting my tongue inside of
her.



She groans hard and
her hips buck, and her hands stop pushing me away but instead, grip
onto my hair hard and pull me tighter against her. I smile inwardly
because I know she can take more. I’ve been patiently working
between her legs for the last half hour, and she’s come twice,
which doesn’t count the time on the plane when I put my hand
under the blanket that was covering both of us as we cuddled in first
class. It was so easy to snake up under her dress, past her panties,
and finger her to a quick orgasm that had her biting onto my shoulder
to muffle her moans.


Seriously, I cannot
get enough of her. Ever since we said our vows and the minister
pronounced us husband and wife, I’ve been fighting the raging
need to pleasure my wife. I’m not even thinking about getting
off myself. All I want to do is have Mac writhe and squirm under me,
have her cry out my name in ecstasy, watch as her body fractures and
splinters, and finally floats to earth.


Then I’m
raging to start over again.


It’s like a
monstrous addiction I can’t fight, and I’m consumed with
the need to make her come, and come, and come.


Speaking of which,
her legs slam inward, ringing my ears, and she pushes her hips up
while crying out my name. She shakes and trembles, and I continue to
lick at her while she has another long, slow orgasm.


Fucking poetry in
motion is what it is.


“Please,”
Mac cries out to me. “For the love of God, Matt… will
you fuck me already and consummate this marriage?”


Pulling my mouth
away, I look up her body at her and she’s staring down at me
with frenzied need mixed with proprietary love. Yeah… time to
fuck my wife.


I crawl up her body,
push my cock in between her legs, and sink in to her, and it’s
like I’m fucking her for the first time… it feels so
damn good. I know it’s probably way too soon to be thinking of
this, but I hope I knock her up on our honeymoon.



Mac is young and has
a brilliant career in front of her, but I seriously don’t want
to wait to have kids with her. I’m not getting any younger and
I don’t want Gabe to get too much older before he has a
sibling. Luckily, Mac is in agreement with me and she threw her pills
out a few months ago.


I move in and out of
her slowly, and I fantasize about this new life I’m building
with her.






Four months, Thirteen Days after the Honeymoon…







“Mr. Steward,
can you identify this stack of documents I’m handing you right
now?” I ask.


Mac passes me a
manila folder, which I open and look inside briefly, then pass over
to the witness to peruse. I’m into the third hour of deposing
the electrician who “supposedly” installed smoke
detectors in an apartment, which later caught fire and killed my
client. My claim is that the required smoke detectors were not
installed, and I think the documents may be forged.


The witness flips
through the documents and hands them back to me. “Those are the
work invoices that the landlord’s office gave to me requesting
the installation. I wrote up one for each unit.”


“And is that
your signature on the bottom of each one?” I ask.


He picks the
documents back up, squints at them, and says, “Yup. Looks like
it.”


I turn to glance at
Mac, and she gives me a subtle smirk. I had her come to the
deposition with me, not because I necessarily needed her help, but
because I didn’t want to be away from her for three days. So I
hired her to contract on this case with me, which I know wasn’t
very subtle. She’s very aware of why I have her here, but she
didn’t argue.


“Mr. Steward…
how about these documents? Can you identify these?”


Mac hands me another
folder and I open it as well to take a quick peek, just to make sure
I’m handing him the correct exhibits. I sneak a glance and
start to close the folder, when a jolt of shock rushes through me.


Opening the folder
back up again, I look down… absolutely stunned speechless.


Laying on the top is
a printout of a picture… of a pregnancy test stick with a
clear “positive” sign in the little digital window. Below
it written in Mac’s handwriting, it says, “Congratulations,
babe. We’re pregnant.”


My eyes snap over to
Mac’s, and she’s exuding mischievous joy. I can’t
believe she fucking sprung this on me in the middle of a deposition.


“We need to go
off the record for a moment,” I say to the court reporter,
never taking my eyes off Mac. In fact, my gaze is boring hard into
hers, and she refuses to look away from me.


The court reporter
says, “We’re off the record,” and I stand up,
taking the folder with me as I walk out of the conference room. I
hear Mac walking out behind me, but I don’t turn to look at
her.


I walk down the hall
to a smaller conference room that I know is empty. I open the door,
flip on the light, and walk in, throwing the folder in my hand to the
table. Mac comes in behind me and as soon as I hear her shut the
door, I’m on her.


Pulling her in so
quickly she yelps, I kiss her hard, one hand gripping the back of her
head, one snug around her waist. I kiss her deep, bending her body
backward, pure, unadulterated joy coursing through me.


When I finally pull
back and straighten up, she’s smiling at me so brightly that
I’m dazzled.


“I can’t
believe you just told me you’re pregnant that way,” I
scold her, but no way am I mad. It’s so Mac-like for her to
have pranked me that way.


She laughs and leans
in to kiss me again. “Surprise.”


I bring my mouth to
hers again, kissing her more softly, and then resting my forehead
against her so our breath mingles with each other. Bringing my hand
up to rest on her lower stomach, I tell her, “I love you so
much, baby.”


“Not half as
much as I love you,” she murmurs, brushing her lips against
mine.


“Ten times as
much as I love you,” I top her.


“But with only
three-quarters of the intensity by which I love you,” she
quips.


My mind goes blank,
and I’ve lost track of the math. No matter, I love her to
infinity and I will love our child just the same. I’ll love her
until the day I die, and then I’ll love her from beyond. I’ll
love her in the next life, and then whatever comes after that.


I just… I
just love her.
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