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Things
are off, and I can’t quite put my finger on it.

Ever
since Marissa showed up this past weekend and took Gabe, Matt has
been a little withdrawn. When I ask him what’s wrong, he gives
me a bright smile and says ‘nothing’. When I try to talk
about something personal, he deflects and gets me turned around in
another direction.

Some
things are the same. For example, the sex is still nuclear and
consistent. We can’t get enough of each other and for that, I’m
thankful. Still… I feel like I’m grasping onto Matt,
like he’s on the verge of slipping away, and that is causing me
a lot of anxiety.

“That
smells fantastic,” Matt says as he comes up behind me while I
stir the spaghetti sauce. He puts his hands on my hips and leans his
chin on my shoulder to watch me cook. It’s a simple gesture,
but one that gives me hope that maybe things will be okay.

“Why
don’t you set the table? This will be done soon.”

“Sure.
Will Macy be joining us?”

I
shake my head. “She’s got a date, and by date, I mean she
has a one-night stand.”

Chuckling,
Matt grabs a few plates and silverware to take to the table. “I
thought I used that service a lot, but Macy takes the cake.”

Turning
to look at him, I try to keep the jealousy out of my voice. “Exactly
how often were you using it before you met me?”

Setting
the last fork down, he turns to gaze at me, with a knowing smile on
his face. He walks up to me and holds my chin between his thumb and
forefinger. Leaning down, he gives me a light 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.”

And
just like that, Matt has erased some of the uneasiness I had been
feeling about our relationship.

After
dinner, we both get comfy in my living room. I have to review a
deposition transcript, and Matt is watching ESPN’s Sports
Center. We sit beside each other companionably until I finish, which
is indicated by the fact I throw the transcript on my coffee table
and give a huge yawn.

Matt
practically pounces on me. “About damn time you got done. I’ve
been dying to fuck you.”

Giggling,
I wrap my warms around his neck as he kisses me like his life depends
on it. “You could have had me at any time,” I tell him
when we come up for air.

“I
was trying to be a gentleman,” he says as he lifts me from the
couch and carries me back to my bedroom. “But I’m not
feeling so gentlemanly now. Think you can take it a little rough?”

I
slide down the front of him when we reach my bed, feeling how hard he
is already, and a thrill of excitement goes through me. “I can
take anything you’ve got.”

Eyes
firing hot with desire, he pulls me back to him and crushes my mouth
with his. It’s carnal, possessive, and I love it. Just as he’s
pulling my shirt over my head, his phone starts ringing. The ringtone
is Heart’s Barracuda,
and Matt tenses up when he hears it.

“Fuck,”
he says, stepping away from me and taking his phone out of his
pocket. 


Connecting
the call, he holds it to his ear and snarls, “What do you
want?”

I
watch as he listens to, who I’m guessing is Marissa, on the
other end. The ringtone sort of gave it away, but Matt’s
demeanor pretty much solidifies it. He listens for several minutes,
his face getting even tighter. He even clenches one hand in a fist
until the skin on his knuckles pales to white.

“Absolutely
not,” Matt says. “I won’t agree to it.”

He
listens for a bit more, and I can practically hear him gritting his
teeth. Then his face changes, softens slightly. His voice is warm and
open. “Hey buddy. So what do you want to do this weekend?”

Again,
Matt listens and his eyes close as if he’s in pain, causing my
heart to lurch for him.

A
wounded smile graces Matt’s lips, and he says quietly, “Okay,
Gabe. Sure… I’ll see you soon.”

Another
two seconds and, apparently, Marissa is back on the phone because
Matt says, “You fucking bitch. Don’t ever pit him against
me like that again, or I will sue you for full custody.”

Then
he disconnects the phone and just stares at it.

Taking
a step forward, I lay my hand on his arm. “What happened?”

Matt
seems caught off guard and looks at me in surprise. Then his features
smooth out, and he says, “Nothing. Marissa’s taking Gabe
to Hershey Park this weekend.”

“But
it’s your weekend. You were going to take him to Coney Island.”

Matt
gives a harsh laugh, and his voice is bitter. “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.”

His
body is radiating tension, and I feel the driving need to take it
away. I step into him, wrapping my arms around his waist. Laying my
cheek on his chest, I rub his back. Up and down, side to side, round
circles. His heartbeat is galloping under my ear.

“Can
you take her to court or something to get her to stop doing this?”

Another
harsh laugh from Matt, but he doesn’t answer me. Instead, he
pulls my face up and starts kissing me. It’s instantly deep and
sensual, his tongue knowing immediately how to pull me into the game.
I think briefly about pulling away and making Matt talk to me, but
it’s like he senses my thoughts. 


He
murmurs against my mouth, “No more talking, Mac. Just fucking,
okay?”

His
voice sounds pleading and needful, and it’s not so much that he
needs my body… he just needs to not think about Marissa and
her evil ways. He wants to purge thoughts of her and what she does to
him out of his memory.

While
I really want to have a conversation about this with Matt, because I
think he needs someone to vent to, I know that it is much easier to
give into his physical needs right now.

I
relinquish myself into the lust and passion that always flows hot
between us. Within minutes, we are naked and he is sunk deep into my
body.
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I
unlock my apartment door and push my way inside, immediately
depositing my briefcase on the floor as I kick off my shoes. I’m
exhausted.

“What
are you doing here?” Macy asks as she walks out of the kitchen,
holding a glass of wine.

“I
live here. Or did you forget?”

Macy
turns around to head back into the kitchen, and I follow. “I
didn’t forget. It’s just you’re usually over at
Matt’s, or Matt is here with you. This is like the third night
in a row you’ve been here… by yourself.”

My
shoulders sag under the pitiful reminder that it is indeed the third
night in a row that Matt has begged off spending with me. I’m
sick with confusion over this.

“So
what’s the deal?” Macy asks as she pours me a glass of
wine and hands it to me. She has something cooking in the oven, and
it smells heavenly.

Sighing,
I shrug my shoulders and lean against the counter. “I don’t
know. Last three nights he’s apologized, said he has a ton of
work to do, and kisses me on the forehead with a promise we’ll
get together soon.”

Macy
looks surprised and gives me a devilish grin. “I’m
surprised Matt can go that long without banging you.”

I
grimace in return. “Well, he didn’t really go that long.
Right after he told me he couldn’t come over tonight, he locked
my door, pushed me up against the wall, and screwed the hell out of
me in my office.”

“Nice,”
Macy says, genuinely impressed.

“No!”
I insist. “It’s not nice. He’s pulling away from
me, Macy, and it’s tearing me up. This is how he was before.
Just wanting the sex and no intimacy. I’ve been feeling it ever
since that weekend Marissa took Gabe away.”

Not
to be deterred, Macy sort of nudges my shoulder with hers. “But
you got to admit… pretty hot screwing you right there in your
office, right?”

Rolling
my eyes, I take a deeper sip of wine. “Yes, that’s hot,
and I’m the first to admit I like that stuff. But I’m
afraid that we’re heading back to where that is all
there is between us.”

I
finally get a sympathetic look from Macy. “Have you talked to
him about it?”

I
snort hard and take a gulp of wine. Waving my glass, I say, “Talk
to Matt? Are you kidding? Like an actual conversation? Any time I
try, he sidetracks me with sex. He’s deflecting me by preying
on my ovaries.”

“Maybe
he just needs a little time. I mean, this stuff with his ex-bitch
just happened. Don’t get all upset now when he may snap out of
it in a few days.”

I
empty my glass of wine and pour another. Perhaps she’s right.
Maybe Matt’s just having a few rough days, and I need to have
some patience with him. It’s hard though, because although it
was never brought up again between us, I certainly have not forgot
the night I was drunk and confessed I loved him. Yes, I remembered
that clearly the next day, just as I remembered he didn’t say
the words back.

So
I want to have some patience with him, and I want to help him work
through his woes, but the feeling is made even more desperate by the
fact that I’m in love with him and the thought of losing him is
crushing.

And
worse yet, Matt is just a portion of my woes.

At
the beginning of the week, Matt introduced Kylie Wynn to the firm,
the newest attorney on our legal team. She wasn’t an employee
of Connover and Crown, but Matt was contracting with her to help work
the appellate case on the Pearson
trial that he had lost a few weeks ago. 


While
Matt is fully capable of handling the appeal on his own, his trial
load over the next several months is insane, so he wants extra help
to work the case.

After
Matt introduced Kylie to the firm, he called her and me into his
office to discuss the appeal. 


Let
me just say, I hated Kylie from the minute she opened her mouth, and
for a variety of reasons.

First,
she’s one of those lawyers that thinks her shit don’t
stink. Yes, I know that is bad grammar, but it punctuates my feelings
rather well. She is condescending, rude, and arrogant, except with
Matt, of course. She talked to me like I was a third grader, and
spent an inordinate amount of time blowing rainbows up Matt’s
ass.

Second,
and this is not being said with any hint of partiality or bias, but
she has the hots for Matt. I can tell, and worse yet, I know Matt can
tell. Oh, some of her signs are subtle, such as licking her lips and
bending forward to expose cleavage. 


Other
signs are not so subtle, like the way she sits in a chair and crosses
her legs just so her skirt slides up and exposes the bottom of her
thigh-high stocking. To Matt’s credit, his eyes didn’t
stray down, but then she made a big production of pulling her skirt
down in the hopes of garnering his attention. It was at this precise
moment that I had seen enough and clumsily happened to knock my glass
of water over on the table.

Kylie
wasn’t so much interested then in Matt looking at her legs, but
was more concerned with saving her Ferragamo briefcase that was close
to getting waterlogged.

The
thing that upsets me the most, and hence why I intend on chugging
this second glass of wine, is that Matt doesn’t seem overly put
off by her behavior. Again, he hasn’t engaged with her, but he
doesn’t shun her the way he did with Lorraine. For example,
Kylie had laid her hand on Matt’s arm when she was making a
point, and rather than pull his arm back the way he used to do with
Lorraine, he left it there… let her touch him and didn’t
even appear to want to stop it.

To
cap it all off, Kylie made it clear that I was going to be her little
bitch of a gopher on this case, and Matt did nothing to dispel that
notion. As our meeting was wrapping up, Kylie handed me the file and
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
glanced at Matt, and he confirmed my worst suspicion. I was to do as
Kylie asked because she was the big dog when it came to appellate
matters.

I
suppose the only saving grace to this week was that Matt did indeed
give me two orgasms as he screwed my brains out against the wall of
my office. When he was zipping himself up, I tried to bring up Kylie
so that he could clarify the nature of our working relationship, but
he brushed me off, telling me to “work it out” with her
myself.

“Come
on, Macy,” I tell her as I grab the bottle of wine. “We’re
getting drunk tonight, and then we’re going to talk shit about
Matt and his new girlfriend, Kylie.”

“Matt
has a new girlfriend?” Macy asks, bewildered.

“Well…
no, but she thinks she might be. I want to kill her. You can help me
plot.”

“Right
on,” Macy says. “I’m all in.”
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When
I get into work the next morning, sporting the mother of all hangover
headaches, my mood plummets even further when I see the note on my
desk. It’s from Kylie, and it says, “Meet me in my office
to discuss Pearson as
soon as you get in.”

Here’s
what sucks about Kylie.

She’s
just a contract attorney, here just to work on a single case for the
firm, yet she gets one of the bigger offices with a window. Fine, I
can deal with that, I suppose.

But
that’s not the only perk to being on contract for a limited
time. The thing that chaps my ass the most is that there are no rules
or barriers between Kylie and Matt if they wanted to have a
relationship. And I’m not saying that Matt wants to, but I’ve
seen enough of Kylie to know that she’s interested. She doesn’t
have the whole “he’s my boss” sort of thing
stopping her the way it should have stopped me.

Making
my way to Kylie’s office, I grab the copy of the Pearson
file I had made for her and a legal pad to take notes on. Her door is
open, and she’s sitting behind her desk in a cherry red power
suit. Her chocolate hair is pulled into a neat chignon, her makeup is
flawless, and her nails are painted the same cherry red as her suit.

“McKayla,
thanks for coming by. I wanted to get a head start on Pearson,”
she says as she stands up from the desk. When she walks around, I see
the skirt is really short and she’s wearing four-inch stiletto
heels that are better designed as hooker ware than for a law firm. 


Motioning
me to take a seat at her small worktable, she says, “I brought
you in a latte from Starbucks.”

I
stare at her open-mouthed for just a moment, and she seems to be
giving me a genuine smile. Maybe she wasn’t going to be so hard
to work with.

“Thanks,
Kylie. I really appreciate that.”

I
pick the cup up and take an appreciative sip, just as Kylie says,
“Good. I took a chance you’d like that. I mean…
you don’t look like a girl that really cares if the calories go
to her hips.”

It’s
a good thing I was only taking a tiny sip of the scalding hot
beverage. Otherwise, I may have sucked it down my windpipe over her
completely catty remark. Instead, I just stare at her in shock, but
she doesn’t pay me any attention. She just sits at the table
and starts flipping through the file.

I
take my seat next to her and we work for about twenty minutes,
getting familiar with the issues and formulating an outline for our
game plan. I’m caught up in reading the jury instructions that
had been given at trial when Kylie says, “McKayla… can I
ask you something personal?”

My
stomach sort of pitches sideways because I know—just know
without a doubt—that she’s getting ready to ask me about
Matt.

I
try to sound sincere when I say, “Sure.”

She
leans in toward me like she’s afraid we’ll be overheard,
which doesn’t seem plausible since we are in her office with
the door closed. “I wanted to ask you about Matt. I mean,
you’ve been working closely with him… but is he seeing
anyone?”

What
to do? What to do?

The
truth? Yes, Kylie… He’s seeing me, and I will cut you if
you get near him.

A
lie? Yes, Kylie… he’s seeing someone… His name is
Mark, and they make a really cute couple.

A
semi-truth? Yes, Kylie… I heard he’s seeing someone, and
it seems to be fairly serious.

Instead,
I opt for none of those options, because the last thing I want her
thinking is that I know Matt personally enough to know about his love
life. 


“I’m
sorry,” I tell her. “I just don’t know. He’s
a pretty private person.”

Kylie
nods in understanding. “Of course, you’re just an
associate after all. Just thought I’d try because maybe you had
heard some gossip. No matter… I’ll just figure it out
myself.”

And
with that, she goes right back to working as if she never just told
me that she has Matt in her sights. I sit there and stew over this,
knowing that I should probably give Matt some type of warning.

After
about an hour, Matt knocks on the door and Kylie makes a big deal
about inviting him in. She lays her hand on his arm again while they
talk, and I don’t fail to notice Matt doesn’t pull away.
He is so going to get a piece of my mind over that.

I
try to ignore them, intent on focusing on my work, but then Matt
interrupts my thoughts. “Mac, can I see you in my office? I
have a few things to go over with you on the Jackson
case.”

“Sure
thing,” I tell him as I gather up my stuff. “Want to meet
up later, Kylie?”

She
gives me a dim smile and nods. “Tomorrow morning again—eight
AM sharp. You’re in charge of coffee next time. I like mine
black.”

With
that, Kylie turns her back on me, dismissing me from her mind. I turn
to look at Matt, and he actually has a smirk on his face, clearly
enjoying our interplay. Glaring as hard as I can, I push my way past
him. I reach his office before he does and head on in.

He’s
hot on my heels and when he closes the door, he steps up close,
wrapping his arms around my waist. “I missed you last night,”
he rumbles near my ear, just before giving my earlobe a little bite.

The
touch sends a jolt of lust through my body, and I can’t help
the little moan that comes out of my mouth.

That
is all the encouragement Matt needs. His hands go down to the sides
of my skirt and he starts pulling the material up, his knuckles
grazing my skin. When the cool air hits my ass, I come to my senses
and pull away.

“Wait…
what are you doing?”

“Trying
to get under your skirt,” he says with a lecherous smile as he
advances toward me.

Holding
my palms out, I say, “Hold it, mister. We can’t just keep
having sex in your law firm. We’re going to get caught.”

His
grin gets even wider as his hand goes behind my head to pull me
closer. “That makes it all the more exciting, don’t you
think?”

His
other hand palms my breast, softly squeezing it. My breath hitches
and I’m about ready to capitulate, but then common sense takes
hold again.

I
step firmly out of his reach and give him a soft smile. “Sorry,
baby… no can do. You’ll just have to wait.”

His
eyes are dark and disappointed when he looks at me, but then he gives
me a small smile and a nod of resignation. Turning from me, he says,
“No worries. I have a meeting I need to get ready for anyway.”

Matt’s
voice is a little aloof and a touch icy. It makes me uneasy. “Are
you mad at me because I said ‘no’?”

Turning
his head to look at me, I’m relieved to see surprise on his
face. “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.”

The
anxiety in my chest eases up a little, and I give him a smile before
heading back to my office.

It’s
not until I sit back down at my desk that I realize I forgot to tell
Matt about Kylie and her interest in him. Oh, well… I could
tell him tonight when we get together.
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The
yawn that overtakes me is a doozy and it’s so deep and drawn
out, I almost pass out from lack of oxygen. I glance over at the
clock that sits on my desk and see it’s close to seven PM. It’s
now the third day in a row that Matt has not meandered down to my
office and tried to make plans to see me.

Not
that he’s the only one that has to do so, it’s just…
I went to him the last two nights and asked him if he wanted to do
something, to which he said he couldn’t because he was swamped
with work. 


So,
do I just go ahead and go home, or do I make my way over to his
office yet again to probably get shot down… yet again?

It’s
with a heavy heart that I decide to be a glutton for punishment, and
I walk down to Matt’s kingdom. His door is open. As I step
inside, I see him putting his suit jacket on and picking up his
briefcase as if he’s ready to leave. Joy leaps in my heart that
he’s not going to work late tonight, so that I can finally have
some alone time with him.

When
he looks up and sees me standing there, he says, “Hey you…
I was just getting ready to come down to your office, so it looks
like you saved me a trip.”

I
shoot him a radiant grin and then immediately start thinking of how
quickly I can get him naked once we step foot in either his apartment
or mine. I hope my voice doesn’t sound too salacious when I
ask, “So, what do you want to do tonight?” 


I
expect Matt’s eyes to start a slow burn and fill with lustful
promise, but instead he blinks at me and gets a sheepish look on his
face. “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.”

Yes,
it’s like a wall of cold water hits me, almost knocking the
breath out of me. But I’m Mac Dawson, and I have more fortitude
than that. “Oh… okay. Well, do you want to come over to
my place after?”

Matt’s
face turns slightly red, and his head hangs down. “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?” I ask blankly.

“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,” I say lamely.

“Sure
I do,” he says with confidence.

“No,
Matt… you don’t. You even told me once that you couldn’t
stand being around a bunch of drunk guys acting like morons.”

I
can see the moment that Matt remembers making that statement to me,
and he has the grace to look embarrassed. But just like with anyone
who gets called on the carpet, he becomes a little defensive. “Look,
Mac… if you don’t want me to go, I won’t.”

The
tone of his voice is really saying, I feel
henpecked to death, and I’ll really be pissed if you don’t
let me go out with the boys. 


With
a sigh, I tell him, “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.”

Giving
me a lazy smile, Matt walks up and kisses me. It’s not deep,
it’s not seductive, but it is sweet and caring. “I know,”
is all he says, and then he picks up his briefcase.

What
the fuck? I get an “I know”? There should have been
something else. Maybe an, “I miss you, too,” or even a
half-assed attempt for him to cop a feel. But just an “I know,”
and he’s walking out?

My
eyes narrow in suspicion at him just as he reaches for his doorknob.
“Are you doing this to punish me for not having sex with you
today in your office?”

Matt
turns slowly around to look at me. His face is impassive. “Absolutely
not.”

“You’re
sure?” I ask as I saunter toward him. “Because you looked
a little peeved at me when I said no.”

Smirking
at me, Matt reaches out and tugs on a lock of my hair. Rubbing it
between his fingers for a moment, he finally looks at me. “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.”

Damn
him and his confidence and yeah, his arrogance. He knows good and
well I would have capitulated with a few more soft touches and hot
words, and I know it, too. So it appears that he’s not
punishing me.

Which
means that he would rather go get drunk with a bunch of guys than
come home with me and attempt to break my headboard. The thought
makes me feel utterly dejected and if my self-esteem had balls, they
just took a swift kick there.

I’m
not sure what expression my face is wearing because something softens
in Matt’s eyes. His hand comes up to tuck under my chin, and
his thumb strokes my lower lip. “I promise… tomorrow you
and I will do something special, okay?”

Blinking
hard so the tears that have been threatening to expose me for a weak,
puny, sissy girl don’t fall, I nod. He leans in and gives me a
light kiss, and then he’s gone.
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As
scheduled, I show up the next morning to Kylie’s office with a
cup of black coffee for her and another latte for me. When she calls
me into her office, I find her rooting around her in her purse. She
looks up and grimaces. “Oh, McKayla. Do you have an aspirin or
something? I have a raging headache.”

Actually,
I do as I keep a supply in my briefcase because hello… nothing
causes a headache like the law. Reaching in, I grab two and hand them
to her along with her coffee.

She
tosses them back, swigs the coffee, and swallows with a groan. “Thank
you.”

“Sure.
Are you okay, though? You look a little pale. Maybe you should go
home.”

Kylie
gives me an indulgent smile. “A headache is no reason to leave
work. Hell, I’d still work if I had the raging flu. Sick days
are for pussies.”

Oh-kay.

So
she’s a hard-core worker. Big fucking deal. 


“Besides,”
she continues on, “it’s my own damn fault. I shouldn’t
have drunk so much last night.”

Sitting
down at her table, I pull my file out of my briefcase and start
pulling out the items I need to go over with her. I could really care
less if she’s a raging alcoholic or what, but she seems intent
on continuing to talk.

“You
would think I’d learn my lesson, right? I mean, I went out with
a bunch of friends the night before that and got toasted. I was so
miserable. But I guess the lure of Matt was just too much to pass
up.”

I
had only been half listening to her but at the mention of Matt’s
name, I went on hyper alert. Every cell in my body sort of woke up
and turned their antennas toward Kylie.

“Lure
of Matt?” I ask, trying to sound like I’m only slightly
interested when in truth, I want to water board the information out
of her.

She
gives me a tinkling laugh, and then grimaces because it apparently
hurts her head. “Yeah, I went out with him and a bunch of the
other lawyers here last night. We closed the bar down. But now I’m
paying for it.”

Kylie
actually goes on and says something more about her night out, but I
don’t hear a word. That’s because a strange sort of
buzzing has just filled my head. It gets louder and louder, until I
can’t hear a thing that Kylie is saying at all. All I can see
is her mouth moving.

It
occurs to me that this incessant buzzing sound is actually the blood
that is pounding through my veins, and the tingling over my skin
means that I am so angry right now that I may be on the verge of
stroking out.

I
mumble something to Kylie… I’m not sure exactly what I
told her, but she nods at me, so I get up from the table and
practically stumble out of her office.

Once
outside, I lean back against the wall and try for some deep breathing
exercises. I must calm myself down because otherwise, I am in very
serious jeopardy of doing severe bodily harm to Matt.

The
motherfucker told me it was a guy’s night out, which is why I
assumed I wasn’t invited, and yet, he invited Kylie.

Motherfucker!

While
I am brimming with anger, I’m also starting to notice a deep
sadness start to well up inside of me because I knew something had
been wrong for several days.

It
went back to the day Marissa came to Matt’s apartment to get
Gabe. He has not been the same since. I’ve sensed the change in
him, but I couldn’t quite put a name to what was going on. But
now I see it just as clear as day. 


Matt
is trying to sabotage our relationship.

Now,
whether he’s doing it intentionally because he doesn’t
want to be with me, or he’s doing it subconsciously because he
is still ruled and commanded by his bitter feelings of betrayal and
hurt, I just don’t know.

But
I can tell you… I’m going to find out right now.

By
the time I make it down to Matt’s office, the buzzing in my
head has waned and the only outward sign of my distress is the slight
shake to my hand as I knock on his door. He calls softly for me to
enter and, when I walk in, I can see that he’s meeting with
another attorney. It’s Rob Something-or-Other from litigation…
one of his drinking buddies from last night from what I remember Matt
saying.

They
were both clearly laughing about something when I walked in, both of
them looking assured and relaxed.

“I
need to talk to you,” I manage to get out with a level voice
while I look at Matt.

His
smile stays in place even as his tone dismisses me. “Can this
wait until later? Rob and I were just in the middle of something.”

I
close my eyes briefly and take in two deep breaths. 


I
will not kill him. I will not kill him.

Opening
my eyes back up, I say, “I’m sorry. It’s urgent.”



Then
I turn to Rob and say, “I’m sorry, Rob. I wouldn’t
ask if it weren’t really important.”

Rob
stands with ease and says, “No problem. I’ll catch you
later, Matt.”

Matt
just nods his head toward Rob briefly and watches him walk out the
door. As soon as we’re alone, his gaze turns to me. I’m
pleased to see he doesn’t have such a smug look on his face
now.

“What’s
wrong?” he asks with some hesitation. Apparently, whatever is
on my face is giving him forewarning that this will not be a pleasant
conversation.

His
eyes are warm and shining like a tumbler of whiskey. His face is
classically beautiful, and never fails to give me pause when I stare
at it. But right now… right now, I’m seeing a whole lot
of ugly when it comes to Matt.

I
walk up to his desk, put my palms on the edge so they aren’t
shaking as badly, and say, “I want to know why you lied to me
last night.”
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Matt
swallows hard once, but his eyes give away nothing. I don’t see
guilt, remorse, or even annoyance from my statement. “How
exactly do you think I lied?”

No
sense in beating around the bush. “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.”

My
last words are bordering on the shrill side as my anger threatens to
overwhelm me again. I expect Matt to come raging at me with a fight.
I can almost feel the tension vibrating off him. 


Instead,
he shows immense calm when he says, “I didn’t invite her.
One of the other guys did.”

I
knew he was going to say that. I have no clue if it’s true or
not because I didn’t bother to ask Kylie the details. But it
doesn’t matter. “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’?”

Now
Matt looks a little uncomfortable and I know, without a doubt, that
he had in fact considered it, but for some reason, decided against
it. “I couldn’t invite you, Mac. People can’t know
we’re together.”

“Bullshit,”
I seethe. “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,”
he says in a gentle voice, trying to talk my anger down. “It’s
not a big deal—”

“Tell
me the truth,” I beg.

“You’re
making this—”

“TELL.
ME,” I yell at him across the desk as I slap my hands down. 


“Calm
down,” he hisses at me. “Do you want everyone to know
about us?”

My
voice quiets, and it’s so very sad when I say, “Know
what, Matt? What is there exactly to know?”

Matt
leans back in his chair with a heavy sigh, and I can see resignation
fill his face. “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?” I ask disbelieving. “You mean…
it’s a real chore for you to have to get it up for me?”

I
know that’s a ridiculous accusation but I’m feeling so
hurt and attacked right now, I can’t help myself.

“NO!
That’s not what I’m saying. I’m insanely attracted
to you. You have to know that.”

“Then
why is it work?”

“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…”

He
trails off and doesn’t finish his sentence, but I know what he
was going to say. Because I had already thought the same thing. “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.”

I
finish my little rant and my chest is heaving, but apparently, I did
a good job of pissing Matt off because now he stands up on the
opposite side of his desk and leans over to snarl at me. “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’m
not sure if he’s trying to get sympathy or trying to justify
his actions, but neither course matters to me very much. I’m
seeing clearly now that Matt is comfortable with the way things are
in his life. He clearly only craves physicality and could do without
emotional intimacy. So be it. I know I need more than that, and I’m
not going to waste another minute trying to make him into something
he has no desire to be.

Spinning
away from him, I start to walk out, but then a thought strikes me.
Turning back around, I decide to hit him hard with something I had
been dying to say for weeks.

“Cal
didn’t initiate sex with Marissa.”

Matt’s
eyebrows shoot straight up, and then his face goes red, his eyes
stark. “I don’t want to hear this.”

I’m
not about to shut up. “He was drunk at her party. 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,” he says, his voice getting louder as he steps around the
desk toward me.

“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
too—”

“Get
the fuck out,” Matt yells at me. “I don’t want to
hear this.”

I
sidestep around the other side of his desk to buy myself time. “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.”

I
expect Matt to yell at me again or advance on me further, but he just
closes his eyes as if he’s in pain and his head hangs down low.
I keep going before he tries to stop me again.

“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.”

Matt
turns away from me, walking back behind his desk. I decide to let him
hear the last of my mind, and then it’s over.

“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.”

Out
of breath and out of stamina, I watch Matt as he stares out the
window over downtown Manhattan. His shoulders are hunched, and he
looks defeated.

I
turn and walk to the door, but before I leave, I swing back around.
“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?”

Matt
doesn’t respond. He just stares out the window, and it’s
clear he has nothing to say. Unfortunately, neither do I. I said my
piece, and it’s time to move on. 


Opening
the door, I walk out, hoping that Macy is at home with a huge carton
of ice cream for me. I’m feeling a massive, crying meltdown
coming on.
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I’m
slogging through every workday at Connover and Crown, and it’s
getting harder and harder to get through it because I’m
depressed. I watch the clock constantly, waiting for it to be 5:30 PM
so I can go home. I don’t work late at the office anymore,
preferring to work from home instead. 


Anything
to avoid seeing Matt.

It’s
been a week since we broke up. This past weekend was brutal. I spent
countless hours obsessing over whether I did the right thing, or if I
should have given Matt more time and patience. Now I obsess over
whether I have already been replaced by another numerical match
through One Night Only.
I pull my phone out time and again with the intent to call him, or
even to send a short text, just to see how he’s doing.

But
my common sense always prevails. I’m no dummy, and I’m
not one to keep attempting the futile. My gut tells me that Matt
doesn’t have it in him for anything further, and it’s
time for me to move on.

The
only way I know this is affecting Matt is because I’m getting
daily ratings from Bea. She always greets me each morning with a Matt
Report, and he hasn’t dropped below a ten since we parted ways.
I know this should give me some comfort, but it doesn’t. Matt’s
not missing me. He’s just missing the convenient and stellar
sex. I’ve heard lack of those things will make men grumpy.

Fortuitously,
Matt had been out of the office a great deal this week with court
hearings, and I didn’t really need his help on any of my stuff.
We both were doing a great job of avoiding the other, and I was
starting to believe that this might actually be workable. I’m
sure with time, my hurt feelings and his surliness would just
naturally ease, and then maybe we could have at least a polite
working relationship. I mean, I might have some major issues with
Matt, but I really love the type of work I’m doing for him.

Today,
however, Matt makes it clear to me that there’s no room for a
polite working relationship between the two of us. There is an email
waiting for me as soon as I get in. It reads:





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





Is
he fucking kidding me? 


Is
he mother fucking kidding me? 


He
sends me a formal email telling me that I’m no longer going to
be doing injury litigation, which is what I love doing? He’s
transferring me to the hell of business law? And more than that, he
“wishes me the best of luck”? 


What
a fucking asshole coward.

I
wait for the anger to well up further and overtake me, but it never
gets above a low simmer. In fact, I feel sort of a cool calmness. I
suppose the fact I have been telling myself over and over again that
there is no hope of a relationship with Matt has led me to believe,
deep down inside, that it would be impossible to go backward to just
an employer/employee relationship.

There
is no second-guessing, and I don’t have even an ounce of doubt
over my next actions.

I
pull up a blank Word document, and I start typing.

When
I’m finished, I print it, sign it, and put it in an envelope. I
handwrite the words “Matthew Connover” and place it in my
outbox. A gopher boy comes around several times a day and takes all
the stuff from the attorneys’ outboxes and distributes it. Matt
will get my notice sometime soon, but I don’t give it another
thought.

Instead,
I pick up the phone and call Cal. He knows Matt and I broke up, and
we’ve talked a few times. He’s been a very good friend to
me and provided me with an open ear. He’s not been judgmental,
and he’s been strangely quiet as to taking my side over Matt’s
or vice versa. I invite him for lunch the following day, and we make
plans to meet in the cafeteria that’s in our building.

I
lose myself in the Jackson
case, writing up a detailed summary memorandum of it so I can give it
to Cal. His help is going to be instrumental to me.

The
details of the memorandum are so engrossing that I don’t even
realize there is someone standing in my office doorway until he
clears his throat.

It’s
Matt, and he’s holding my letter of resignation in his hand.

Without
invitation, he walks in, closes the door, and takes a seat. He throws
the envelope on my desk. “What the hell is this?”

“Come
on, Matt. You know what it is.” My voice is gentle, without
harshness or even bitter feelings. It doesn’t mean those
feelings aren’t there, but I’m choosing not to bring them
into this. I want to keep this professional.

“You’re
resigning?” he asks, as if he can’t believe what my
letter says.

“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.”

Matt
looks at me with exasperation and waves an impatient hand at me. “I
don’t give a fuck if you take that case. 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.”

Cocking
my head, I try to gauge what Matt is really feeling. He looks
agitated and nervous. He looks confused… lost. I’m not
sure what it means, but none of it changes my decision to leave.

“I’m
sorry. 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. Some right in this office,” I say with a
little smile, and I’m surprised when Matt even smiles a little
over my reference to the times we’d gotten down and dirty in
here.

“There’s
nothing I can do to change your mind?” he asks. His eyes peer
hard into mine, trying to determine if there is a loophole he can
work his way inside of.

If
he could really read my thoughts, he’d see that my heart is
screaming, Yes. You can tell me you’ve
made a huge mistake—that you miss me, love me, and you’ll
die without me.

But
that’s too much wishful thinking. So I say, “I’m
sorry. This is for the best.”

He
stares at me for a long moment. I can practically see the wheels and
cogs spinning in his brain. But then I see the moment when
resignation takes over his face, and he accepts what I say. “All
right then. 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,”
I tell him, not sure if I’m relieved or sad that he didn’t
beg me to stay. “Sounds like a game plan.”
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“You
resigned?” Cal asks with astonishment as we move through the
cafeteria line. He pulls a turkey sub onto his tray, and I make a
grab for one of the last Caesar salads left.

“Yup,”
I tell him, also grabbing a cupcake. I think I’m entitled since
I’m eating rabbit food for lunch.

When
we get to the cash register I open my wallet, but Cal beats me to it
by handing his credit card over to the cashier. 


“Hey,”
I say in exasperation. “I’m supposed to be buying. I
invited you.”

Cal
glares at me, and I close my wallet. “I’m buying because
you’re getting ready to be a poor, unemployed lawyer. You need
to be saving your money.”

We
take our food and easily find an empty table. The lunch rush is
starting to wane, but that’s because we didn’t get here
until about 1:30 PM because Cal was running late. The crowded nature
of this cafeteria is one of the reasons I try to avoid it. Yes, it’s
super convenient having it in our building, but I hate having to
battle for a table.

We
sit down, and I pull my cupcake toward me. I love eating my dessert
first, although, sometimes I feel self-conscious about it. I don’t
feel that way with Cal, which is again a testament to what a good
friend he’s become to me.

“I
can’t believe you just quit,” he mutters. “You know
the job market sucks out there for attorneys right now.”

“I
know. But I have an idea.”

Raising
his eyebrows at me, Cal takes a bite of his sub and waits for me to
explain.

Licking
a chunk of frosting off my finger, I say, “I’m going to
open my own firm. And I want you to be my partner.”

Cal
pauses chewing and just stares at me. I hold his stare, so he knows
I’m not kidding. He quickly swallows his food and wipes his
mouth. Pushing his sandwich aside, he leans across the table toward
me. “Are you serious?”

Okay,
at least his tone isn’t mocking me but he is
in disbelief, so I need to convince him. “Yes. My mom was well
insured when she died. I’m willing to put some of that money
into opening up my own firm. And you are always telling me how you
want to switch from doing defense work to plaintiff’s work. So,
now is your chance. Plus, I have a really huge case, and I need help
with it. If we win it, it will be worth millions. And if we lose it…
well, I’ll need someone’s shoulder to cry on.”

Cal
takes a deep breath and leans back in his chair, his lunch completely
forgotten. “Let’s say I even entertain this idea. When
would you want to do this?”

“In
two weeks… I’m ready to start as soon as I leave
Connover and Crown.”

“Jesus
Christ,” Cal mutters, scrubbing his hand through his hair.
“This case you’re talking about… tell me about
it.”

I
do one even better. I hand over the typed memorandum and eat my
cupcake while he reads it. When he’s done, he looks up. “Well,
the good news is, if I were to help you on this, at least my firm
doesn’t represent this particular insurance company so there
would be no conflict of interest for me to be involved in this case.”

Laying
the memorandum down, he reaches over and picks his sub back up.
“There’s a lot to consider. I mean, what type of firm
would we have, where would we locate it, what do we need to do to go
about setting it up? I mean… we need bank accounts, office
space, equipment…”

Reaching
down into my briefcase, I calmly hand over a thick document that I
stayed up all night working on. The cover says, “Business Plan,
Carson and Dawson, LLC”. 


Cal
glances down at it, and his eyes widen in disbelief. “You got
to be kidding me. When did you do this?”

Shrugging
my shoulders, I say, “It’s just a little something I
whipped up last night.”

Giving
a huge bark of laughter, Cal sets his sub back down again and picks
up the business plan. He starts reading it and, because it will take
a while, I go ahead and get to work on my salad. 


I
amuse myself by people watching, but amusement turns to sadness when
I see Matt walk in… with Kylie Wynn right behind him. She’s
talking animatedly toward him, and yup… there goes the classic
laying of her hand on his arm. Apparently, that move never gets old
for her.

After
they pay for their meals, which I take a small measure of glee in
noting that they paid separately, I watch as Matt scans the room,
looking for an open table. His eyes pass over Cal and me, not giving
much of a glance since our table isn’t empty. 


But
then his eyes snap back to me, and our gazes lock.

We
stare at each other a moment and, for just a brief time, it’s
like nothing bad ever happened between us. There is still a palpable
connection, and our eyes hold all of those secrets. But then Matt’s
gaze flicks over to Cal, and his face hardens a tiny bit.

I
expect Matt to try to find a table as far away from us as he can, but
he surprises me when he walks over to us. When he’s only a few
feet away, I kick Cal under the table. He looks at me, and I nod over
his shoulder so he knows someone is approaching.

Cal
turns slightly and sees Matt and Kylie. 


“Matt,”
Cal says with a nod of his head.

Matt
is ever polite, because he has to be since he and Cal deal with each
other in the professional world. Matt nods back and introduces Kylie.
While Cal makes small talk with Kylie for a few moments, I see Matt’s
eyes glance down at the business plan I had just handed Cal. He sees
the words Carson and Dawson, LLC clear as day. I watch his face
carefully so I can gauge how this will affect him. I mean, it’s
truly none of his business, but I imagine this would piss him off
royally.

He
does nothing more than bring his eyes up to mine though. They look
sad for just a flash, and then he gives me a small smile.

I’m
not sure if that is approval or just general acceptance, but he
didn’t react the way I expected him to.

After
some quick goodbyes, Matt and Kylie seek out their own table and Cal
and I return to talking about logistics.
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Matt
and I are flying back to New York from Atlanta. He had me, once
again, attend some depositions with him so I could take notes, while
he meticulously picked apart witness after witness. He sprung this
trip on me at the beginning of the week, telling me three of the last
four days of my employment would be spent with him in the Peach State
on a medical malpractice case.

We
just finished a long day of depositions and made it to the airport
with a little bit of time to spare before we boarded the eight PM
flight into JFK.

I’m
not angry to be here. In fact, it gave me another few days to observe
the legal brilliance of Matthew Connover. And yes, I got to observe
the hotness of him, too, which is always nice, although it made me a
little nostalgic. Just looking at Matt in a custom-made, tailored
suit was worth the trip.

While
leaving his firm is truly the best decision for my own peace of mind,
I am going to miss being able to see his gorgeous face.

And
that magnificent body.

And
that brilliant mind.

And
fuck, that just makes me sad, but it is what it is.

Matt
has been strange since I gave my notice. I expected him to be cold
and aloof. Rather, he treats me with the utmost respect, and I even
see flashes of his easygoing humor. Sometimes, there will be brief
moments when we are talking about a case, and I will forget how badly
I’m hurting. I can see he forgets it too, because sometimes I
see warmth in his eyes. Sometimes, I’ve even seen lust, which
affects me on a whole other level I’d rather not think about.
It doesn’t help that I have dirty dreams of him almost every
night, and my poor vibrator is just not measuring up.

While
we were in Atlanta, he was very professional. We worked each day
together, spending seven to eight hours straight in depositions. We
usually had dinner together at night in the hotel restaurant, where
we would continue to work… going over my notes for the day and
strategizing on how to best attack the next day’s deponents. We
would say goodnight in the elevator, and we both went to sleep alone.

It
was truly the employer-employee relationship we should have had all
along.

But
I’m not gonna lie… it was extremely unsatisfying,
knowing what I used to have.

Now,
as wait for our flight to board, there is no work to prepare for the
next day so we have to rely on general conversation to get us
through. I’m nervous, because so far, Matt and I have been able
to get along by keeping things on a professional level. I’m
trying to think of something interesting to say when Matt takes the
lead.

“I’m
releasing Kylie Wynn from her contract on the Pearson
appeal.”

“Really?”
I ask with extreme curiosity. “I thought she was an expert or
something.”

Matt
sort of grunts and picks at an imaginary piece of lint on his dress
pants. “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.”

Now
I’m surprised. Surprised that Matt admits this to me, and I
have to wonder why. 


“I
kind of saw that coming,” I tell him. “What did she do?”

He
shrugs his shoulders and sighs. “Just made a pass at me in my
office. I mean… a really
awkward pass.”

The
giggle that pops out is unintended. “What is it with you and
female lawyers? First Lorraine… and now Kylie. You’re
like a magnet.”

We
both chuckle, and then Matt’s gaze sort of focuses in on me
with a somber look. “You were actually first… then
Lorraine, and then Kylie. But you were in a different league than
they were.”

His
words warm me—that he is at least validating that I was
different. That I was more.

I
just wasn’t enough though.

Clearing
his throat, he brings me back out of my rumination. “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?”
I ask, utterly shocked.

“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?”

Cal
and I did indeed decide to go for it. We’ve met several times
to iron out the details and, starting next week, we open the doors to
Carson and Dawson. We’re each going to fund fifty percent of
the startup costs and be equal partners. I’m excited but scared
as shit, because I’m risking a lot of my inheritance on this.

Matt
doesn’t sound in the least bit perturbed by my new venture,
which actually makes sense. He didn’t want me to have anything
to do with Cal when we were a couple. Now that we’re not, he
clearly doesn’t care.

“Yes,”
I confirm to him. “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.”

The
smile that Matt gives me is surreal. It’s reminiscent of the
smiles I used to get when we were at our happiest, and it causes a
tiny jolt of longing to shoot through my heart.

“Excellent,”
he says. “We can discuss the details tomorrow before you
leave.”

We’re
called to board and, after we take our seats, the conversation
actually seems to flow as if there was never anything harsh, sad, or
bitter between us. It seems Matt has made peace with the way things
are, and while I’m still in mourning over my loss of him, it’s
amazing to me that we can be together like this… in a friendly
manner.

I
suppose that has to do with the fact that neither one of us really
screwed the other over. We just came to a quick realization that
neither one of us wanted the same thing. So, yes… I’m
very, very sad that Matt isn’t my lover anymore. But I also
don’t hold it against him. He tried for me. He tried to give me
what I asked for, but he just wasn’t very good at it.

How
can you fault someone for at least trying?
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Matt
and I share a cab from JFK. It’s just past midnight when it
pulls up to my apartment building.

“Pop
the trunk,” Matt tells the cabbie, and he steps out to help me
with my luggage.

After
pulling my suitcase out, he shuts the trunk and turns to me. “I’ll
see you tomorrow morning.”

I
smile at him, and it takes everything in my power not to reach out
and brush a lock of his hair from his forehead. “Okay. See you
tomorrow.”

I
start to turn toward my building when Matt’s hand reaches out
and grabs my wrist. Turning to look at him, I’m almost knocked
over by the look on his face. It’s an arrangement of emotions
that Matt never dares to share with me. There’s confusion,
loneliness, and uncertainty—everything that would make someone
like Matt extremely vulnerable.

I
raise my eyebrows at him, and he seems to be at a loss for words. But
then he quickly recovers, because this is Matt Fucking Connover and
he’s never truly without his prose.

“Let
me come in with you?” he asks in a low voice that is laced with
sensual promise and just a hint of desperation.

“Matt…”
I begin, intent on turning him down.  


But
his thumb strokes over the pulse on my wrist, and my body is deciding
to weigh in on this decision. “We shouldn’t. We can’t.
We’re not together anymore.”

He
pulls me toward him until we are toe to toe, but he doesn’t
touch me anywhere else, except that continual stroking over my wrist.
“I know. I know we’re not, and I know we shouldn’t.
But… one last time?”

One
last time? I mean… what could one more time hurt, right? It’s
to say good-bye. 


To
make peace. 


To
have closure.

All
of these reasons sound so damn good. I know that my heart is going to
hurt worse tomorrow because I’ll start my grieving all over
again, but wouldn’t that be worth one more night in Matt’s
arms?

“One
last time?” I ask, just to make sure of what he’s
offering.

“Just
tonight,” he says softly. “But it will be all
night.”

Shivers
race up and down my spine from the seduction in his voice, and any
tiny thought of declining his offer completely evaporates. 


“Okay,”
I whisper, almost afraid if I say it too loud that Matt and I will
snap out of this stupidity we’ve talked ourselves in to.

“Let
me pay the cab,” he says as he releases his hold on me. I watch
as he walks around to the driver’s door and pays the fare. Then
the trunk pops open again, and he pulls his suitcase out.

Now
that he’s not touching me anymore, I have a small kernel of
doubt.

Okay,
a huge kernel of doubt. This is dumb, dumb, dumb.

I’m
giving in to Matt’s desire for sex, and what do I get in
return? I don’t get a relationship, true love, or hell, I won’t
even get breakfast in the morning. I’m scratching his itch, and
I’m telling him that I admit I was never good enough to be more
than a good fuck for him.

Those
thoughts alone almost have me telling Matt to get in the cab but, as
he looks at me, with fire burning in his eyes… it’s game
over. My body is telling me that I have an itch to scratch just as
much as Matt does. It’s true that what I really want is the
relationship. I want to be with the man I can tell all my secrets to,
and who will love me through thick and thin. But the one thing Matt
has taught me over the last few months is that I also need more than
just the emotional bond. I need the physical as well. I crave the
touch and the sounds. I relish gasps, moans, and grunts. I have to
have the wild excitement that comes from dirty words and rough
fingers. 


While
Matt can’t give me all of what I want, he can give me part of
what I need.

So,
yeah… I’m going to have one more night with him before I
close that door.

And
I’m going to enjoy the hell out of it.

Turning
away from Matt, I walk into my building with him following. We ride
the elevator up in total silence, but there is a buzzing energy
around us. I sneak a glance at him and he’s staring down at his
shoes, seemingly lost in thought. I sure hope he’s giving
serious analysis to all the ways he’s going to make me come.

When
I open the apartment door, Matt follows me in. Macy is sitting on the
couch and, when she sees Matt, her eyebrows go through the roof. I
shoot her a smile that says, I’ll fill
you in tomorrow but don’t you dare say a word right now,
because I’m getting ready to get fucked like a queen and I
don’t want you to ruin it.

She
gives me a slight nod, and I march right past her. Matt follows
along, and I’m sure we make quite the sight as we head down the
hallway with our suitcases rolling along behind us. I can’t
even imagine what’s going through Macy’s head right now,
but I have a feeling things are going to get loud before too long, so
she’ll be able to piece it together.

Entering
my room, I push my suitcase up against my closet door. I turn on my
bedside lamp, and the room is filled with a soft glow. Matt closes
the door behind him and pushes his suitcase next to mine. Then he
turns to look at me, and my breath catches as I watch his lazy
perusal. He has run his hungry eyes over me more times than I can
remember, but he’s never done it with such exquisite care. He
takes his time, checking out every part of me, now that he has the
time and the permission to do so.

A
lush heart swirls between my legs, and I hope to God it’s
Matt’s plan to hit it hard and fast with me. At least for the
first time.

Matt
takes his suit jacket off and tosses it across his suitcase. He
slowly undoes his cuffs while he continues to stare at me. I have no
clue what to do but, even if I did, I don’t think I could make
a move. I’m mesmerized by the way Matt is watching me, and I
think I’m better served to just let him direct me on what to
do.

When
he steps up to me, I watch as his hand slowly rises. I feel his
fingertips at my temple, and then he’s sifting through the long
length of my hair. He seems to be mesmerized as he watches the dark
locks filter through his fingers. When he reaches the end, his eyes
return to mine.

“Where
shall we start?” he asks.

I
lick my lips and try to sound like I have some coherence left.
“Anywhere you want.”

The
smile he gives me is wicked, and he pulls that bottom lip between his
teeth as he contemplates. Finally, he says, “It’s been
too long since my face has been between those beautiful legs of
yours.”

Holy
hell… said beautiful legs almost buckle under the sex that is
dripping from those words. Matt can see how it affects me, and he
chuckles.

“Yeah,”
he says, his voice rough with lust. “We’ll start there.”
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You’ve
read enough of my story by now to know that sex with Matt is beyond
stupendous. So I probably shouldn’t take the time to tell you
what happened next.

What?
Was that cursing?

Okay,
fine I’ll tell you, but I’m not sure I can do it actual
justice.

The
minute he tells me he wants to go down on me, every muscle in my body
seems to liquefy. I’m on the verge of collapsing, but Matt
saves the day by pulling me into his arms so he can kiss me. 


This
kiss is something else. It’s a combination of every type of
kiss that he’s ever given me, and I’m assuming he’s
intent on making this night memorable. I feel lust, desire, heat,
passion, tenderness, caring, kinkiness, flirtation, playfulness,
savagery, and roughness. It’s all there, hovering underneath
those lips, coating his tongue, which in turn coats my tongue.

His
hands get to work, shedding me of my clothes. He’s a pro at
this. He knows how to get my clothes off without even needing to
break the kiss. He’s a master at unsnapping my bra with just a
flick of one hand.

When
he has me naked, he pushes me onto my bed and then takes a step back
so he can disrobe. I watch him boldly, and he gives me a show because
he knows I like watching him. 


And
I know he likes me watching him.

His
clothes drop to the floor, and he takes himself in his hand and
starts stroking with long, fluid pulls. His eyes close and he tilts
his head back, moaning slightly as he works himself into rock
hardness.

That
is so fucking hot, and I’m hypnotized by the sight of him
masturbating. When I finally am able to look away from what he’s
doing to himself, I let my gaze wander to his face.

That
beautiful face.

I
see his eyes are no longer closed but watching me with intensity, the
weight almost oppressive upon me.

“Spread
your legs,” he commands, and I don’t even hesitate in my
acquiescence. I’d do anything he told me to do tonight.

Anything.

His
gaze moves down my body and stares at his intended destination.
“Touch yourself,” he says thickly.

And
I do, causing his eyes to go so dark, that they look almost
completely black. He just stares at my hand between my legs, his
breaths getting shorter and shorter while he strokes his cock.

He
doesn’t even look back into my eyes when he releases himself
and murmurs, “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.”

Fuck,
but his dirty talk is like the best in the world. I bet if he tried,
he could give me an orgasm just by talking to me. He’s that
good.

As
Matt steps up to me, a thought crosses my mind. I’m on borrowed
time with him, and I want to give to Matt as much as he wants to give
to me.

“Wait,”
I say, because he starts to kneel between my legs.

His
gaze snaps to mine, and I almost giggle at the impatience firing
through his irises.

“Let’s
make this a little more balanced.”

Impatience
now turns to interest. “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.”

Matt’s
lips curve upward, and there are those dimples that I just haven’t
seen enough of lately. 


“You
are like the perfect fucking woman,” he says reverently, but
also with good cheer, because he’s getting ready to feel
really, really good too.

“No,
I’m not,” I remind him, because otherwise, this wouldn’t
be our last time together. “But I’m damn close, so get
your ass on this bed and get into position.”

I
expect Matt to immediately hop on the bed and get our mouths and body
parts aligned, but he surprises me by crawling in between my legs and
right up my body until he’s covering me completely, his lips
hovering just above mine. 


His
gaze is soft, and it reminds me of the time he held me in his arms in
Nashville the night before my mother died. I feel like he wants to
say something, and I hold my breath. Because I see emotion on his
face, I immediately start thinking that maybe he wants to confess his
feelings to me. Maybe he realizes that while yes, the sex is smokin’
hot and really can’t be compared, there is something deeper
between us. There always has been.

Matt’s
mouth even parts, words ready to tumble out of his lips. His breath
stutters, and he takes a deep breath while closing his eyes. When he
opens them back up again, the softness is gone and carnality reigns
supreme. He gives me a smoldering kiss. He takes his time about it,
even while grinding his erection between my legs.

By
the time Matt is ready to give my idea of sixty-nine a try, he has
made me completely delirious just from his kiss. I know it will not
take long for me to find my happiest of places.

He
arranges our bodies, a master of placing his leg here or my arm
there. Then our mouths become occupied with each other and just as
anticipated, it’s just a matter of seconds before he
kick-starts an orgasm in me. It’s hard to scream out loud when
your mouth is filled with yummy Matt goodness, but I’m sure he
felt the vibrations of my gratification bubble up through my body,
straight out of my mouth and onto his dick.

The
way we pleasure each other at the same time… giving…
receiving. Our hands eager to always touch the other’s skin.
The sounds we make that urge the other on, or even the
acknowledgement we give because we are so very grateful how good
something feels.

We
are fucking perfect in bed together.

Absolutely
perfect.

It
just sucks that it’s the only way we seem to be compatible.
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I
stare at my computer monitor, trying to finish the last legal memo
that Matt had assigned me. I have about fifteen minutes of work left
on it if I can just concentrate.

But
I haven’t been able to concentrate for shit all day.

Thanks
to Matt Fucking Connover.

Last
night was unimaginable. It exceeded my expectations. If I had thought
that our sex life was amazing before last night, I would tell you
today that it sucked in comparison.

I’m
not sure if it was the desperate nature of our coupling, knowing that
we were parting ways forever, or if it was merely the fact that we
were just trying to outdo ourselves.

Regardless,
I got a grand total of two hours of sleep between four and six AM,
which was when my alarm went off. When I drifted off around four,
Matt had me wrapped up in a tight embrace, spooning against me. When
the alarm woke me, his side of the bed was cold, and just like that…
Matt and I were officially done.

So
what’s a girl to do after a night of mind-blowing sex with the
man she loves who doesn’t love her in return, but still managed
to still give her five orgasms last night?

She
pines for him.

All
fucking day.

Shaking
my head, I focus back on my computer monitor. With a sigh, I poise my
fingers to type but my cell phone rings, interrupting my one true
effort at doing some actual work.

It’s
Cal calling. For a moment I consider not answering, because he’ll
know something’s wrong. He’ll dig and push at me until I
spill my guts, and then I can sit on the phone and just imagine all
the ways that he pities me. But it could be something important about
our new firm, so I answer and try to sound as joyful as I can.

“If
this about you wanting to lease that high-tech, super-duper copier,
you can forget it. I won’t change my mind,” I joke with
him as soon as I connect the call.

“You
are not going to fucking believe this,” he practically shouts
into the phone with excitement.

“What?”
I ask, thinking he just landed a multi-million dollar case to add to
our pathetically small caseload of one.

“Matt
just left my office.”

“As
in he had some type of meeting set over at your firm?”

“No,
as in he showed up here at my firm and asked to see me… to
talk to me.”

“About
what?” I ask.

“He
wanted to talk to me about the night that… well, you know…
the night Marissa and me…”

Cal’s
voice trails off in embarrassment, and my heartstrings start playing
a sad tune for him. 


“What
did he say?” I ask, completely blown away that Matt would even
approach Cal for something personal, much less give him an
opportunity to talk about what happened.

“He
told me straight up that you had told him some of the details, and
that you had urged him to learn the entire truth and see if he had it
in his heart to forgive me.”

“Matt
said all of that?” 


“Word
for word.”

Oh
my gosh. I can’t believe Matt actually did that.

“So
tell me everything that happened. Spare me no detail,” I urge
him.

Cal
proceeds to lay out the entire story. He says Matt listened without
any comment and no snide remarks as Cal embarrassingly recounted what
happened that night. Cal says he didn’t pull any punches with
Matt, including telling him that he was drunk and that contributed to
what happened, but it was no excuse and all the fault lay with him.
He made sure Matt understood that he didn’t “finish the
job,” but that he knew that didn’t make it any better.
Cal finished off by telling Matt that he could never begin to tell
him how sorry he was, and although he really doesn’t deserve
it, he would do just about anything to get Matt’s forgiveness.

“Then
what happened?” I asked with bated breath. This was better than
any Hallmark or Lifetime movie.

“Matt
simply told me that he forgave me. He said that he had been doing a
lot of soul searching, and he felt that he was not the man he had the
potential to be if he was carrying around all of that bitterness. He
also said he forgave Marissa, although that would be another
conversation he’d have to have with her.”

“Oh
my God,” I whisper, my heart swelling with joy that Matt opened
himself up to forgiveness. “I just can’t believe it. How
do you feel?”

“I
feel light, Mac. I feel fucking light. The weight has been lifted
from my shoulders. I know Matt will still never be anything more to
me than a professional acquaintance. The loss of his friendship will
be the cross I’ll always bear. But knowing that he’s
telling me to let it go… that means the fucking world.”

Tears
well up in my eyes because I’m so happy for Cal and so very
damn proud of Matt. I wish he were here right this very moment, so I
could give him a huge hug.

“So,
there was one other thing,” Cal says, interrupting my very own
Hallmark moment. “Remember when I said I told Matt I’d do
just about anything to get his forgiveness?”

“Yeah.”

“Well,
he already called that chip in.”

Dread
wells up inside of me. “What does he want you to do?”

“Well…”
Cal says, hedging a little and clearly afraid that I might not like
what he’s getting ready to say.

“What
did that asshole make you do, Cal?” I grit out, getting all
incensed on Cal’s behalf, before really even knowing what he
will tell me.

“Calm
down there, Annie Get Your Gun,” Cal says with a laugh.
“Actually… it’s not much that he asked me to do.
First, he said he had an idea he wanted to run by me and get my
opinion on. And once I listened to him, and gave him my thoughts
about his idea, the real favor he wanted had to do with you.”

My
breath seems to be caught somewhere between the top of my lungs and
the bottom of my throat, so all I can do is whisper, “What’s
that?”

“Well…
Matt is standing right outside of your office at this very moment,
and all I need to do is convince you to give him ten minutes of your
time and listen to what he has to say. So, what do you think…
can you do that?”

My
head starts spinning. I glance around my office to make sure I
haven’t fallen down the rabbit hole, but nope… still in
my office. 


“I’ll
talk to you later, Cal,” I tell him and then disconnect.

Standing
up, I walk to my office door and open it. 
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Just
as Cal said, Matt is standing there, looking somber and slightly
uncomfortable. I step back, making a sweeping gesture with my arm for
him to come in. Turning, I head back to my desk, hoping that my
racing heart won’t cause coronary arrest. Matt doesn’t
move from the door but stands there with his hands in his pockets,
watching me.

I
start the conversation. “Cal said you forgave him.” 


Matt
shrugs his shoulders as if it were nothing. “It needed to be
done.”

“Why
is that?” I ask, completely fearful and yet totally needing him
to tell me.

But
he doesn’t. Instead, he reaches into his coat pocket and throws
an envelope on my desk. I immediately recognize it as the envelope
that had my letter of resignation in it. The words “Matthew
Connover” are written in my completely messy handwriting.

I
glance up to Matt, who returns my stare. 


“Open
it,” he says.

Opening
the flap, I reach inside and pull out a pile of paper, all torn up
into itty-bitty pieces. I can see clearly enough that it’s my
letter of resignation, completely shredded.

“I
don’t accept your resignation,” he says, his voice
authoritative and commanding.

“Excuse
me?” I say in shock. 


“You
heard me. You’re not quitting. I need you.”

Hmmmm.
He needs me?

“You
don’t need me,” I scoff at him. “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,”
Matt says with equal authority. “You don’t get it. I.
Need. You.”

He
punctuates each word so that I hear him clearly.

I.
Need. You.

And
that’s all it takes for my heart to start really hammering.
Matt takes two steps until he is directly in front of me, and I have
to lean my head back to look up at him from my chair. He doesn’t
make me strain my neck for long because he drops to his knees in
front of me.

His
eyes hold me. I see all the things I’ve been dying to see.
Desire, care, nurturing, tenderness, and passion.

I
also see something else.

Pleading.

His
eyes plead with me to understand something, but I’m not sure
what it is he wants me from me. Before I can even fathom a guess, he
leans in, wraps his arms around my waist, and lays his head in my
lap.

He
squeezes me, gently, and I can’t stop my hands from coming up
and stroking his head.

He
stays in that position for several minutes, just squeezing me, his
head nestled in my lap. My mind is racing… I have no clue what
this means.

Finally,
he lifts his head and looks up at me. The pleading is still there,
along with fear and uncertainty.

“I
need you, Mac,” he says with a shaky voice. “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.”

He
stares at me… a storm of emotions brewing within those golden
eyes, and my heart is thundering so hard right now, I’m
surprised he can’t hear it.

“You
need me?” I ask, completely shell shocked over his
proclamation.

He
nods and his lips curve upward, his dimples just starting to pop.
“You’re usually not this dense, Mac.”

I
smile in return and push my hair behind one ear, leaning it slightly
toward him. “It’s just… I’m not sure I heard
you correctly. You did say you need me?”

“Yes,”
he says as his hands come up to hold my head. He leans in and kisses
me, so very sweetly. “I need you because I love you. When you
love someone the way I love you, the need for that person is
unquenchable.”

“And
when did you come to this realization?”

The
smile he gives me is so loving, that my heart just turns over and
kicks its little heart feet up in submission.

“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?”

“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.”

My
hand reaches out, and I stroke his cheek. His eyes close at my touch,
and a serene smile lays over those sexy as fuck lips. “I’m
so proud of you, Matt. You’re really kind of amazing.”

“And
you love me?” he asks with a grin, as he stands up and pulls me
from my chair.

“What
makes you think that?” I tease him, just before he leans in and
kisses me.

It’s
a kiss I’ll never forget. It’s our first true kiss,
because it’s being done after he proclaimed his love for me.
When his lips finally leave mine, he answers, “Because you
already told me you did.”

I
wrap my arms around his neck and step into his body. “Yeah, I
guess I did.”

“Say
it again,” he demands of me.

And
because I’d give him anything he asked of me, I say, “I
love you… so much.”
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We
kiss again, and it starts out sweet but, before long, we’re
both pressing into each other hard and our breaths are choppy.

“Let’s
take the rest of the day off,” he whispers urgently in my ear.
“I need to be inside of you.”

I
groan over the thought but shake my head in denial. “I can’t.
I have to get this stuff finished. You know, today’s my last
day and all.”

Matt
laughs and kisses me 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!”
I exclaim and punch him on the shoulder. “I thought you forgave
him?”

Matt
looks at me in all seriousness. “I did, Mac. But I don’t
like him. We’re not friends.”

Sighing,
I lay my head on his chest and squeeze him tight. “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.”

I
pull back and look at Matt. He has a sheepish expression on his face.

“What
did you do?” I ask, already trying to shame him with my tone.

Matt
holds his hands up in defense. “Nothing bad, I swear it. I just
sort of offered him a job here, as long as you agreed to stay.”

“What?”
I ask, stunned beyond comprehension. “You asked Cal…
your arch nemesis… to come work for you? I thought you said
you didn’t trust the bastard.”

“I
don’t,” Matt says smugly. “What better way to keep
tabs on him than having him come work for me?”

I
arch an eyebrow up in skepticism. He returns my stare, and we poker
face each other.

Then
he cracks.

“Fine,”
he says with a long-suffering sigh. “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,” I scold him. “And completely selfish.”

“When
it comes to you, you’re damn right I am. But talk to Cal…
you both have a decision to make.”

Wrapping
my arms back around his neck, I stand on my tiptoes and give him a
light kiss. “I’ll talk to Cal, and we’ll see. But
for now… let’s get out of here.”

Matt
doesn’t need any more encouragement; the promise of our bodies
coming together the minute we step over the threshold of his
apartment… or mine… is almost too overwhelming.

He
doesn’t even let me log off my computer. Grabbing my purse to
shove in my hands, he starts leading me out of the office. With his
fingers laced through mine tightly, he pulls me through the firm in a
hurry. We pass attorneys, paralegals, and secretaries, who all stare
at us with mouths hanging open. There is no doubt by looking at us,
and the impatience on Matt’s face, that he’s either
dragging me out to murder me or fuck me, none of which matters to me
because I’m officially not his employee anymore.

As
he pulls me through the lobby, Bea looks up and I have to giggle at
the stunned look on her face. As we pass her desk, Matt stops
abruptly and looks at Bea.

“You
need to redo your rating scale,” he tells her.

Her
jaw drops open, and her face goes red. “Rating scale?”

“Yeah…
that scale that you and Mac use to judge my mood.”

Bea
turns to look at me, a pleading look on her face for me to step in
and save her. I’m shocked as well and turn to Matt. “How
in the hell do you know about that?”

Giving
me a smile that seemingly melts the panties away from my body, he
steps in and gives me a kiss. “I know everything that has to do
with you. Let that be a word of warning.”

Then
he kisses me again, this time more deeply, and his hand even palms my
ass to bring me closer. I can hear Bea choking behind us. 


When
Matt pulls away, my head is completely fuzzed, but I’m able to
watch as he turns to Bea again.  His voice is authoritative, and this
is Matt Connover, Supreme Boss and Litigation God Extraordinaire,
talking to her. “Yeah… redo that scale. This is me at a
fifteen on the ‘one to ten happiness scale’. That’s
what you use as a baseline to judge my mood from now on. Clear?”

Bea
just nods her head at him, fear and confusion in her eyes. He stares
at her hard for a moment, and I’m just getting ready to slap
him for being so rotten, when he levels a brilliant smile at her.
“And Bea?”

“Yes,
Mr. Connover?” she says timidly.

“Thanks
for looking out for my girl here when I was being an asshole.”

Bea’s
mouth drops open again, and then snaps quickly shut. “Yes, Mr.
Connover.”

Flashing
her both dimples, which, if you’re not quite ready for it, can
cause pleasurable blindness on a temporary basis, he pulls me to the
door. He lowers his voice so I hope to God only I can hear. “Let’s
go, baby. I’m dying to see how great our fucking is going to be
now that love is involved.”

Smiling,
I follow behind him. 


The
man I love, who loves me back.

The
great Matthew Fucking Connover.

I’m
such a lucky girl.
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“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.”

I
hear the voice on the other end give a sigh. Finally, he says, “Fine.
Check is in the mail.”

“Thank
you,” I say sincerely. “And have a nice day.”

As
I’m hanging up the phone, I hear clapping from my office door.
Turning, I see Matt standing there, smiling with pride, and giving me
an exuberant round of applause.

“That
was fantastic, baby,” he says reverently. 


Shrugging
my shoulders, I say, “Well… I learned from the best.”

“Twenty-five?”
he says.

“Yup,
twenty-five hundred dollars. I know it’s not your twenty-five
million, but baby steps,” I say with a smile.

“I’m
proud of you nonetheless. We should celebrate tonight.”

I
love Matt. He is my biggest supporter, my grand champion, and even
though my victory is tiny compared to his legal prowess, he’s
just as proud of me as if I had just settled a case for twenty-five
bazillion dollars.

Smirking
at him, I say, “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,” Matt tells me with a grin. “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.”

“I’ll
give her a call and hopefully I’ll catch her in a good mood.”

Marissa
and Matt’s parenting relationship has changed somewhat in the
last several months. Matt did indeed talk to Marissa and told her
that he forgave her, and he even apologized for the times he was an
asshole. While Matt did that more for himself rather than his
ex-wife, it seemed to provide a balming effect on Marissa. She’s
become slightly easier to deal with, although it’s a little hit
or miss with her. She and Matt have had some serious discussions that
they had to work together to provide a stable environment for Gabe.
Since then, she’s been a little more relaxed with Matt, and on
an occasion or two, Marissa even managed to actually smile rather
than sneer at me.

Matt
walks all the way into my office and sits down on the edge of my
desk. I try not to be distracted by the rock-hard thigh that is
bulging through the material of his pants, which causes my gaze to
run up the length of his leg to the bulge that is now becoming more
prominent in the crotch area.

Flicking
my gaze up to his, I see his eyes are dark and heavy. I swallow hard
and try not to look back down again.

Matt
chuckles and leans forward to kiss me. “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.”

I
kiss him back and make it hot. Because I want him to know that it
doesn’t take much for him to get my motor running either.

Pulling
away, Matt reaches into his pocket and takes out an envelope. Handing
it to me, he says, “Actually… I thought we’d
celebrate this.”

I
take the envelope. It’s white linen with the Connover and Crown
logo on the front. As I open it, I sneak a peek at Matt. He’s
smiling at me with love and warmth. It makes me go all gooey inside.

Reaching
in, I pull a piece of paper out of the envelope. It’s a check.
It’s made out to Carson and Dawson, and my eyes bug out. It’s
for an amount that has an insane amount of zeroes behind it. My legal
fee for the Jackson
case.

You
see, approximately eight months ago when Matt proclaimed he loved me,
I had a decision to make. Matt wanted me to continue to work for him,
but Cal and I wanted to open our own firm. We ended up compromising.
Carson and Dawson was formed so the employer-employee issue between
Matt and me was gone. But we subleased space in Matt’s office,
and Matt hired Carson and Dawson to do contract work on some of his
cases. This provided immediate income to Cal and me, and provided
Matt the ability see me throughout the day, although I put a halt on
his insistence that we could have discreet office sex. I was
terrified we were going to get caught. Plus, I was with Matt every
night, so it’s not like we were suffering.

The
most awesome thing that has happened in my legal career is that, with
Matt’s presence on the Jackson
case and his guidance and expertise, we managed to settle it for mega
bucks. We were able to fund an amazing annuity for our clients after
paying off all of their expenses, and they would never have to
struggle with bills or healthcare again.

So
yeah, my legal fee that Matt just handed me will ensure that my new
law firm of Carson and Dawson will actually be in the black during
its first year of operation. Most of it is going into savings though,
so that we can rely on it during leaner months. I’m not falling
into the same pitfall that Lorraine dropped into while trying to run
a business.

I
look at the check one more time, and then set it on my desk. Standing
up, I walk into Matt’s embrace. He has to shift his legs so I
can step in between them, our arms coming up to mutually wrap around
the other. He pulls me in close, and I can feel his erection pressed
up against me and, as is usual the case, my brain goes a little
wonky. 


Giving
myself a mental shake, I lean in to give my man a kiss before saying,
“Thank you for helping me with this case. I could have never
gotten that type of justice for the Jacksons without you.”

He
doesn’t respond but resumes the kiss, pushing it hotter…
gripping me tighter. His tongue is almost as magical as his dick, and
I’m on the verge of begging him for desk sex when he pulls
back.

I
feel flushed and faint, and I can barely focus on Matt and his
grinning face. 


“I
have something else for you,” he says.

“Please,
please, please… tell me it’s an orgasm. I don’t
care how… mouth, fingers, dirty talk. Just give me one.”

Matt
busts out laughing and leans in to kiss my nose. “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?” I tease him.

He
pulls me back in and hugs me tight. “It’s a very good
thing,” he murmurs, just before he pushes me away from him.

When
I’m at arm’s length, he reaches back into his suit jacket
and pulls something else out. It’s another envelope.

I
take it from him, completely curious because it’s fatter than
the one with the check, clearly containing a thick packet of papers.

“What’s
this?” I ask curiously.

“Open
it and find out.”

The
envelope is almost identical to the previous one I just opened. White
linen, but the logo on the left corner catches my attention. It says,
“Connover and Dawson,” and has a heart next to it. No
address, no other information.

Weird.

I
undo it up and pull out the thick packet. Opening it up, I’m
first struck by the fact that the papers are blank.

I’m
next struck by the fact that there is a ring taped to the middle of
the first page. Even with opaque tape over it, I can see it’s a
stunner. Platinum… or is that white gold? I have no clue, but
there is a square-cut diamond in the center with tiny diamonds
surrounding the edge. More diamonds litter both sides of the band.

My
hands start shaking. 


I
mean hard, and all I can see is the ring sort of bouncing around in
my vision.

Matt’s
hands reach out and cover mine. They are calm and reassuring, which
makes the shaking stop.

I
glance up at him, and he’s looking at me with such love that my
heart actually hurts a tiny bit.

But
in a good way. In a painfully, pleasurable way.

Matt
nimbly plucks the ring from the packet and pulls the tape off. I
watch like I’m in a dream as he pulls the papers from my hands
and sets them down. Then he takes my left hand and slides the ring
on.

Neither
of us has said a word, and the room is heavy with emotion.

I
look down at my hand, at the ring sparkling and Matt’s hand
holding mine. Looking back up, I hold his gaze and his smile wraps
around me like a blanket.

“Will
you?” he asks simply.

The
great Matthew Fucking Connover, the King of Prose and Wordsmith
Genius has no great speech prepared for me. He just has a simple
question, and I give him my simple answer.

“Yes.”
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