
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
     
     
       
       	  
  
      
 
       
       	 Glass Towers
  
      
 
       
       	 Champagne Showers
  
      
 
       
       	 Adler and Holt
  
      
 
       
       	  
  
      
 
     
    
 
   
 
    
 
   Copyright © 2012 Adler and Holt
 
   Edited by Dawn Carroll
 
   Cover Art by Adler and Holt
 
   All rights reserved.
 
    
 
   Coming Soon:
 
   Glass Towers Book 2: Shattered
 
    
 
   Find us:
 
   www.glasstowerstrilogy.com
 
   Facebook.com/glasstowerstrilogy
 
   Twitter.com/glasstowertri

 
   
  
 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.
 
   The author acknowledges the copyrighted or trademarked status and trademark owners of the following word marks mentioned in this work of fiction:
 
   Nike, Oprah, Jeep, Newsweek, Carhartt, Kate Spade, Google, June Cleaver, Sex in the City, In Touch, Facebook, BMW, Twitter, iPad, Cayman Airways, AMEX, Four Seasons, Volvo, Barry White,  Sade, Diane Von Furstenberg, Agent Provocateur, Ray-Ban, Aston Martin, Bentley, Ducati, James Bond, Advil, Carol Channing, Dr. Brothers, MAC, Viking, Pellegrino, Maroon 5, Horchow and Hell’s Angels
 
   
 
   

AcknowledgementsWe would like to thank everyone who has supported us and helped to make this book possible. (you know who you are)
 
   We are eternally grateful to our wonderful husbands and amazing kids for your patience and understanding through this whole project. Without your love and support, none of this would be possible.
 
   Thank you to Dawn Carroll for all of your skilled editing.
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
   
Chapter One                                                                                                                                             
 
    
 
   My flustered attorney, Tanya Newell, pulls me out of my scattered thoughts. 
 
   “Danielle, I’m so sorry to keep you waiting! When Bradley and his attorney were here, they laid a bomb on me, well us, and I’ve been trying to decide what to do with this new information.” 
 
   “Oh great, now what?” I wince.  
 
   “Well, there’s no way to sugarcoat this, but that woman Bradley was having his extra marital affairs with is now claiming to be pregnant with Bradley’s child.” 
 
   My insides turn upside down and I think I am about to choke on my intestines.  Am I hearing this right? He knocked up his home-wrecking mistress from Spokane. Wait, I thought she lived in Boise…or was it Bend. Oh, that’s right, he had women in all of those places. 
 
   “So, is this news going to jack up finalizing the divorce?” I barely manage to squeak out. I begin to feel lightheaded. 
 
   “Well, he is going to get a paternity test once the baby is born, but until then, he’s worried about having to support her and the baby. He wants to change the amount of support he’s giving you per month.” 
 
   Gulp. This is obviously going to mess up my plans. 
 
   I can barely breathe, “What is he proposing and why can’t they find out now if he’s the father?” I can’t believe this. What the hell? 
 
   “He wants to forego the spousal support altogether and only give you the house and joint funds disbursement. She apparently won’t agree to an in vitro paternity test. She feels it’s too invasive.”
 
   Now, I am feeling green.  My pulse quickens and while I resume twisting my hair, I start pacing along the wall by the table. 
 
   “So, let me get this straight, he wants to take away my comfort and security and give it to one of the many women he was having affairs with?” 
 
   Moreover, he doesn’t even know for sure if she’s pregnant with his child. It would serve the jackass right. And what irony for someone who doesn’t want kids.
 
   ”Wow, I feel like I’m embroiled in a cheesy soap opera storyline.” 
 
   Tanya coolly responds, “Listen, I know this is shocking and upsetting for you. The way it stands, if you object to this, we’ll have to haul this back into court and that will incur more fees and time. The fact is, I suggest you take the lump sum, ask for him to pay all of the legal fees, and move forward from there.”
 
   I stop pacing and walk over to the window.  I notice something and I turn my head to see a black no.2 pencil minus the black eraser. The pencil has been bitten beyond recognition to where the lead inside is raw and exposed in places. It brings a bitter smile to my lips, as it’s an ironic reminder of the chewed up mess that is my life.   
 
   What remains of the pencil sits on the corner of the sleek glass table next to the neat stack of papers, which I presume are there for me to sign. Disgusted, I pick the pencil up and examine it. Yep, it was his. His trademark teeth marks are the only trace left behind. Tanya rises, reaches for a box of tissues and stiffly hands it to me. I have shed many tears throughout this process in private. I have been so angry and in shock over the truths revealed about my husband and my marriage. My whole existence. The funny part is that I have not allowed myself to wallow in my own self-pity in someone else’s company until now, much to Tanya’s discomfort. 
 
   Interrupting my last sob, Tanya says in an anxious tone, “I know you’re upset and this has been a lot for you to shoulder. You should take a few minutes to collect yourself. When I come back, let’s talk about getting this finalized.” 
 
   With that, she pats me on the shoulder and exits the room, leaving me to sort my thoughts. Great!
 
   I now have approximately 5 minutes to decide my financial future. Well, at least for my immediate future. I know that the money I’m getting as a settlement is ample enough to get myself settled into a new life with a little left over for that nest egg.  I was just hoping to treat myself to a little vacation and the luxury of buying some new furniture and maybe get myself a personal makeover. I want to reinvent my life and myself. No more of this mousy homemaker with a milk toast life. I want to re-enter the world a new woman. The monthly support I was going to receive would have ensured that this new and improved woman would hit the scene. 
 
   Humph, now to forge a new plan. Forget the vacation and furniture; I must now embark on a job search first thing next week. Although, it’s going to be tough, as there aren’t many job openings in Portland for interior designers. The memory of that Thursday night in early February that heralded the end of my marriage begins to take over. 
 
   I was working for the Davenport’s Design Firm at the time and had stayed to work late that night. We were finishing a pitch to a retirement home for re-decorating their dining room, reception, and activity hall. Not my aesthetic, but it was a job and the firm was in trouble with lack of business. If we didn’t get this account, I was in danger of losing my job. 
 
   Bradley was out of town like he always was during the week as he covered Oregon, Washington, Idaho and Northern California. That week in particular, he was in Spokane. 
 
   My phone rang and I looked at the caller ID to see that it was Bradley. I thought it strange that he would be calling me at 7:30. When we had spoken earlier in the day, he had mentioned that he would be out late with clients. He had said that he was wining and dining them and he would call when he was back in his room if it wasn’t too late. 
 
   I could only think that something had happened to the meeting with this big-ticket client or that there was an emergency. Either way, it couldn’t be good. He wasn’t the type to call me just because he missed me. I rarely would hear from him past three o’clock most days during the week. I knew he had many stops to make on his routes and the more yes’s he got the more his company paid him. I gave him that space and made no demands. 
 
   I quickly answered the phone but when I tried to speak, my voice came out in a whisper, “Hey honey, everything okay?”
 
   No answer.
 
   “Hello? Hello… Bradley?” Then I heard it… Bradley’s voice.
 
   He spoke in a husky voice that dripped with honey, “Hey babe, come here and show daddy how much you missed him… Daddy missed you… Why don’t you and your pouty lips give daddy and his big dong a kiss?”
 
   I felt bile at the back of my throat… I knew instantly that he hadn’t called me. Apparently, his big dong had. 
 
   I then heard a female voice giggle and say, “Oh mama missed daddy… Let’s make up for lost time…” Her voice trailed off. 
 
   The next thing I heard was a slurping noise, followed by moaning. I had heard enough to know that he hadn’t had a meeting after all. I couldn’t bring myself to hang up. I just sat there like an idiot, dazed and transfixed by the sounds I was hearing through the speaker of my smart phone. 
 
   The female voice, sounding more winded said, “Oh, does daddy want mama to ride his big dong? Oh baby, get ready! I’m going to ride you like the bucking bronco you are!” And with that I heard her make an almost heehaw sound followed by her moans and groans at a variety of high pitches. At the same time, I could hear the ‘bucking bronco’ letting out strange guttural sounds that seemed to be caught at the back of his throat.   
 
   They were so loud that I thought he was having a heart attack. In the three years of being married to him, I had never heard him make such a noise. In fact, he never made any noise when making love with me.
 
   The female voice sounded winded and almost pained as she muttered things like, “Oh daddy, oh daddy, I’m riding it, oh take me, now, now now!” 
 
   How cheesy, I thought and then it occurred to me how absurd and twisted this whole thing was. I was actually listening to my husband have an affair with some bronco riding mama. The humor of it escaped me at the time. It struck me that I should have hung up. I felt creepy for eavesdropping; I was sickened, as well as numb and empty. 
 
   Then, more guttural moans and groans from Bradley.
 
   It continued for what seemed like an eternity, but was actually about 45 minutes. During that time, I had a flurry of thoughts…  When we had our scheduled Friday sex sessions, it usually lasted maybe a total of ten minutes and that included the prep and clean up time. It was very matter of fact, in and out and done. It was perfunctory at best. No romance, but nothing naughty either. It was very normal sex. Missionary style, lights off. I wore a simple silk knee length negligee and he wore a rubber. Yawn. 
 
   After audibly witnessing ‘Daddy and Mama’ have orgasms with what sounded like fists pounding the mattress, I envisioned her head-flailing front to back and her eyes rolling to the back of her head. I heard Bradley let out some more primal howls followed by a few expletives and then all was silent. All I heard then was my heart shattering and the pangs of jealousy, outrage, and betrayal. Meanwhile, some home-wrecking woman actually got an orgasm out of that jackass. I usually had to finish myself off if I wanted a happy ending. 
 
   When we were dating, we had screwed like bunnies. We had tried out every surface, room, or public location [bookmark: _GoBack]that we could get away with. I had screaming orgasms handfuls of times. He used to send me flowers, and I gave him blowjobs. All was fantastic in the sex department, though that was before we were married. 
 
   I hung up the phone and then sent him a text.
 
   8:17PM
 
   Me
 
   Hey bucking bronco. We are over. 
 
    
 
   My thoughts drift back to the present. 
 
   With no kids and a relatively easy marital assets distribution, almost 4 months later I stand here gazing out onto the Portland skyline waiting for my attorney to come back into the conference room so I can sign my marriage away and start afresh. Yes afresh, that’s it! I’m starting fresh. I’m still young at 27, vivacious, and ready to tackle the world! Alone, betrayed and swearing off men. Is it too late to join a convent?
 
   Tonya re-enters the conference room, “So, Danielle, what have you decided on?” 
 
   I sit there and pause for a moment at the beautiful sunlight coming in from the window over the skyscrapers. A wave of relief and courage come over me. I am this close to signing away this Lifetime movie of the week story… To a new beginning in my life!  
 
   “Yes, I will agree to the lump sum and he must cover all of my attorney fees. How fast can this all be over with?”
 
   “Once you sign your name on the line, we will accept their settlement offer only if they also cover all attorney fees incurred on our end.”
 
   “Okay, that sounds perfect, Tonya.”
 
   I pick up the black ink pen from the table and sign next to the X on the dotted line.
 
   “Danielle, I’ll get you a copy of all the final paperwork. Now, you take care of yourself and get some ‘me time’ in for yourself before moving into your new life. I’m telling you, a little salty air and sand at your feet does a whole world of good for the soul and mind.”
 
   “Thank you, Tonya. That might just be what I need right now to clear my head.”
 
   “Danielle I’ll be in touch soon with the final docs.”
 
   She walks me through the large doors of the conference room to the elevators and gives me a quick and firm handshake.
 
   “Everything happens for a reason, Danielle, and the best is yet to come for you.”
 
   How strange for her to say since she is always so cold and all business. 
 
   As the elevator descends, I replay what she said, “Everything happens for a reason... Everything happens for a reason and the best is yet to come.” 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Two
 
    
 
   I head back to the house to work on packing up the rest of my belongings so I can run them over to the storage unit. I figure the coast should be clear, as I knew that Bradley had to tend to business out of town.  That was why he had signed the papers first. 
 
   Feeling thoroughly depressed, I open a bottle of wine with one of those cheap handheld corkscrews.  I had already packed up the fancy electric one we had received as a wedding gift. I pulled a wine glass from the cupboard that was the last one standing from a set of Bradley’s from before we got married. I chuckle softly to myself. It was one of those ugly clear glasses with a blue stem. They had never been my style and I was not upset when the other three had broken over time. Now, only one was left and good riddance. I poured myself a healthy serving of the Syrah, to the rim. It was from one of the local wineries we had bought on a wine tour last summer. I plan to drink the entire bottle by myself while I pack. 
 
   I walk into the great room where the rest of my packing waits. I’ve been working on unloading my life in boxes at the storage facility down the street for the past few weeks. Only the great room and a few miscellaneous items remain, and then I will be out of here. It’s been difficult living under the same roof with him all these months. Although since Bradley travels so much during the week, it has been almost bearable.  
 
   I have cried so much lately, but with the new developments, I am more numb than before. I thought that once I got home the tears would start up again. So far nothing.  Maybe the shock I feel over the news of the baby has dried my tears up for the moment. 
 
   I walk to the mantel to look at the pictures lined up. They are all from various phases of our life together, from when we were dating, our wedding, last Christmas and a couple pictures of last summer at the lake house. Oh shit, the lake house. I’m really going to miss that place. It’s been in Bradley’s family for years, so I have no rights to it in the divorce. He did agree that I would get to have some of the furnishings and one of the wave runners if I wanted. I’m still not sure how I want to handle that. I like some of the furnishings, but they were so specific to that house and location that maybe it would be best to walk away from that completely. We had some great times at that house and those memories should be preserved. I idly wonder if he had taken any of his mistresses there. During the unfolding of our marriage, he apparently had many women on the side. I shudder to think of his betrayal. It was so mortifying to find out about the depth of his treachery. I was so ashamed when I had to slink into the Gynecologist to get tested for STDs. Luckily, I was clean. Apparently, Mr. Fastidious was insistent on condoms during his affairs. Well, except for the last one… His ‘girlfriend’. I guess condoms aren’t foolproof, now are they! Oh geeze, here come the tears. 
 
   I collapse right onto the hearth, knocking over the fireplace tool set. I can’t even see straight with the tears blurring my eyes. I hear a door slam followed by a voice.
 
    “Dani, you here?”
 
   Oh shit, it’s Bradley; I can’t let him see me like this! I fumble with the stand to set it upright while I wipe my eyes with my other hand. No use, I turn toward the archway to see Bradley standing there, looking at me with concern in his usually sparkling green eyes. My new ex-husband! Shit and of course, he looks so handsome with his hands on his slim hips.  Although, I think he is better looking when his eyebrows aren’t furrowed like that. His blonde hair is more messy than usual. It looks like he has been running his fingers through it.
 
   He cocks his head to the right as he always does and says, “Dani, are you okay?” 
 
   I clear my throat and look away while I whisper, “Yes.” 
 
   He advances towards me, takes the fireplace poker from my hand, and places it on the stand. Then he attempts to pull me into his arms, I push him away and walk in the other direction. In an emotionless tone he says, “I guess it just wasn’t meant to be for us.” 
 
   I choke out, “You think?”
 
    “Dani, believe me when I tell you I’m so, so sorry. I never meant to hurt you.”  He lets out a long sigh and waits for my response. 
 
   I fight back the threatening tears and the growing rage. “While I’m sure you believe that, I can’t imagine that you actually thought it was okay to sleep with all of those women for the last two years. Apparently, without a second thought about what it would do to our marriage and me. It’s hurt me deeper than you can possibly fathom.  Our entire marriage was a sham.  Then, to add insult to injury, I find out today that in all likelihood, you have fathered a child from one of your sluts in Spokane, no less. How is that not hurting me?”
 
    He straightens his back and I can tell by the look on his face that I just hit a nerve. He sucks in his breath and says, “Well, you weren’t giving me what I needed so I got it elsewhere. I really didn’t want to hurt you, but that spark disappeared between us a long time ago.”
 
    I gasp. “No spark? This was for better or for worse, jackass! If the spark was gone, it takes two to do the mattress mambo, maybe you should have tried to get back the spark.” 
 
   He puts a hand up in the stop position, “Whoa, wait a minute, while I was wrong for doing things behind your back, how about you? You became like a frigid spinster who laid there like a cold fish whenever we were fucking. I would get no response from you. I got more action from my own hand. I am a man who has needs.”
 
   I didn’t wait for him to go on. I lunge toward him with my hands balled up into fists; I punch at his chest in a succession of blows. He grabs my wrists and shouts for me to stop. I start sobbing uncontrollably and collapse to my knees. Oh how I hurt. My soul is incredibly wounded and he is so callous. 
 
   As much as I would hate to admit it, he’s right in some ways. We had become perfunctory in our relationship, from sex on Friday night to having dinner every Sunday with his parents. We were so planned out that there was no room for spontaneity or excitement. We had changed. 
 
   Even when we were first married, we were active sexually and I had known that I had his full attention. But once I started working for Mrs. Davenports’ design firm, I noticed a change. I was working later and had to go in on Saturdays occasionally.  At the same time, he was advancing in his career having been promoted to cover the whole tri-state area and the management responsibilities that went along with that. He was either traveling or in meetings all the time. We had a great income, a beautiful home, a house at the lake and we never saw each other. 
 
   Our sex life started to become something that we squeezed in.   In many ways, I should have recognized the warning signs.  I was too consumed in my job and maybe indulged in a whole lot of denial. I worked for that old bitty Mrs. Davenport, who had a lousy way of doing business and frankly was not a very good decorator. She had been decorating for almost three decades and she was stuck in a rut. Instead of evolving with the trends, she kept working with her antiquated methods. She relied heavily on her flunkies to come up with the concepts and to execute the designs. She took full credit for each job and paid us a fraction of what we were worth. Since the economy had been so challenging, I felt I was lucky to have a job at all and I was determined to get the experience on my resume so I could eventually leave. 
 
   Fate decided to take over, one day I went to work, and the locks were changed. I called the office number and it was no longer in service. Perplexed, I checked my email to find a message that said I was out of a job and she had closed the business. Messenger would send my final check. That was that. I found out later she closed the business and literally ran off to Tahiti with her life coach. I filed unemployment and spent some time re-assessing my career path. Thus far, I have applied to over two dozen job posts but nothing has materialized yet. Bradley kept reminding me that he made plenty of money so I should be choosy and that I did not have to settle. 
 
   Therefore, in addition to everything else, I am unemployed and kneeling before my ex-husband sobbing with my heart in my throat. 
 
   He bends over to help me up and quietly says, “Shit Dani, it seems all I’m doing these days is saying I’m sorry! I’m such an ass!”  
 
   I choke out, “Yes, you really are and frankly, I think I hate you!” 
 
   He gives me his boyish grin, runs his hands through his wavy blonde hair and says, “Yeah, I don’t blame you. I had no right to say those things. The divorce and recent developments have stressed me out. I have my doubts as to the validity, but I’ll have no proof positive or negative for several months so I have to ride this out.”  
 
    I give him one of my scolding looks as I reach over to the side table and grab a tissue. While I blow my nose, he looks down and smiles at me. 
 
   “You know, I think you are going to be better off without me, Dani.” 
 
   I raise my eyebrows while I am still wiping my nose. 
 
   “You deserve so much better than me. Hey, let’s walk up to Pedro’s Cantina and grab a farewell dinner and drink.  When we get back I’ll help you finish packing.” 
 
   I start to shake my head no, but he grabs my hand leading me to the front hallway. I stop and tug my hand away. 
 
   “I will go with you under two conditions: tell me why you are home when you were supposed to be in Spokane tonight, and do you love her?”
 
    He sighs and turns to face me, takes one finger under my chin to tilt it up toward him, then he says, “I cancelled my trip because I somehow knew you would need me tonight. I don’t know how I feel about her. Deep down I am still in love with you but the distance has separated us and here we are.” He pauses. “I have to do what is right by her, I suppose. What that is exactly isn’t clear to me just yet. I have to let the whole thing sink in and see what happens.” 
 
   Pedro’s is packed and lively especially given it is a Thursday night. We share salsa and tortilla chips and down several Margaritas each, with top shelf tequila. I start to feel a little woozy, so we order a plate of tacos. We spend most of the meal reminiscing about when we first met and began dating. It is an awkward feeling sitting there with my now ex-husband rehashing the ‘good old days’. Once we have a few more drinks, our conversation begins to wane and Bradley is slurring his words. He never gets drunk so it is somewhat funny. It is a side of him I haven’t seen since before we were married when he used to party a lot with his frat buddies. I think I prefer him sober. Drunk Bradley is annoying and borderline douche bag.
 
   I order an ice water in an attempt to sober up. Bradley pays our check and we get up to leave. He grabs me around my waist to help me bob and weave my way through the crowded cantina. As we leave the building, it is still warm out, typical for the month of August. He grabs my hand as we walk in silence with only the sounds of the live mariachi band fading into the distance.  As we approach the front walkway, he turns to smile at me with his boyish grin. He looks very mischievous and sets me to feeling a bit leery. We walk up the stairs to the front door. He opens it and once we’re in the entry hall, he turns the lock and then looks at me with fierce desire in his green eyes. I have not seen that look in quite some time but I know that means only one thing. He wants sex. 
 
   Oh no!
 
    “One last time for the road, Dani?” Before I can answer, his hungry sensual lips are on mine. His tongue darts into my mouth seeking my tongue. He tastes of tequila and salsa but before I can register what’s about to take place, he slips his left hand up my skirt and pins me against the wall. He slides his fingers inside my cotton panties and seeks out my pleasure point while I feel like the room is starting to spin.  He clumsily begins to rub my clitoris in circles with his thumb while he probes my “P” with his middle finger. I involuntarily moan. He takes this as encouragement, scoops me up into his arms, carries me into the great room, and deposits me on the brown ultra-suede sofa.
 
   He hikes up my skirt around my waist and pulls down my panties. He slips his index and middle finger into my wet “P”. I start to voice my objection, but it feels too good and I haven’t been touched like this in who knows how long. While fingering and rubbing me, he works me over with his tongue, all up and down my neck and down to my cleavage just above the v of my shirt. Too bad, he smells as if his mouth had bathed in a bowl of salsa. I turn my head toward the sofa back so I don’t have to smell his breath. He takes it as my point of desire, so he starts plunging his fingers into me with more ferocity. I gasp despite myself. He abruptly stops and stands up. He undoes his buckle then fumbles with the button and fly of his pants. He lets them drop to a puddle around his ankles. Yeah, real sexy maneuver there. He then moves my legs apart and settles into a kneeling position between them, as he does this, I lift my hips to meet his. 
 
   “Oh yeah baby, come to me, let me fill you up, baby”. 
 
   I think, oh geeze, just shut up and get on with it. 
 
   He then struggles to plunge his semi-hard cock into my wet and waiting “P”. He wraps his finger around the shaft and moves it up and down while the tip slides in and out of me. When his length is finally hard, he slams it into me.  I gasp and suck in my breath from the sheer force.  He starts moving his generous length in and out slowly and methodically at first, then he starts moving spastically in all sorts of directions before he slows to a thrusting rhythm again.
 
   Remembering what he said about my being a dead fish, I move my hips to meet his hips in a circular motion. He groans deep in his chest and then says, “Oh baby, I always loved your tight little taco.” 
 
   What? My taco? Oh yuck! Who says that? 
 
   Then he stops and his eyes fly wide open, he winces and I feel his abdominal muscles tighten as he is now laying on me and then I hear ffaaaarrrrttt! 
 
   He laughs and then proceeds to infiltrate my body with his, once again, semi-limp dick. 
 
   Oh my lord, he just FARTED! Sick! That’s it I’m out of here!  
 
   I push him off me and he stumbles backward. I swiftly put my feet on the floor and lean down to get my panties. 
 
   He takes that as I want another position and he slurs “Alrighttt, you want it from beeehind, baby?” 
 
   Oh, gross!  I quickly pull up my panties and yank down my skirt.
 
   Straightening myself up, I look at him and hiss, “This was a HUGE mistake. Now get out of my way, I’m leaving.” 
 
    
 
   Visibly maddened and probably confused, he stumbles out of my way as his pants are still pooling around his ankles. He hops after me with his erection at half-mast and rapidly declining. I reach into my purse to grab my phone and turn to face him. 
 
   He shrugs and says, “What am I missssing here? I thought yooou were into it?” 
 
   I frown at him and reply, “Well let’s see, your dick keeps going limp, you are all over the place when it actually is hard, you are blurting out ridiculous things and then to top it off, you fart and then laugh it off.” 
 
   He reaches down to pull his pants up and as if on cue, he farts again! He then falls to the ground and starts howling. Not laughing, but howling. In all the years, I’ve known him I’ve never seen him laugh so hard. 
 
   Seriously, I guess if I take a step back, it’s comical, I’m just not in a laughing mood. Here we are having ex-sex, drunk on tequila, smelling of tacos and salsa and he has revenge of the refried beans.  It all seems fitting in a twisted sort of way.   
 
   Once he is done snorting and is able to come up for air, he takes a deep breath and slurs, “Dani, you don’t need to weave. I promisth thattt I’ll be on my best behavooorr.” He does the ‘scouts honor’ finger salute. “Youuuu just stay night and then I’ll help youuuu pack up the rest in the mooorning and say our gooooodbyesth.” 
 
   I am so tired and still tipsy, I couldn’t drive even if I wanted to right now. I don’t want to stay but at this point, I just want a shower and to crawl into bed, so I yawn and nod in agreement. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Three
 
    
 
   I awaken the next morning to a dog barking insanely loud next-door with a pounding headache and strong sunlight streaming through the family room windows. I couldn’t bear to sleep in the master bed last night after all, so I cozied up on the sectional. I scurry to finish packing a small suitcase with some cute sundresses, a few bikini’s, flip-flops and sunscreen. I plan to get the rest of my things when I get back. Cannon beach here I come! I hear Bradley snoring in the guest room and am glad he is asleep so I don’t have to face him this morning. 
 
   My phone rings. 
 
   “Ma, hey! I know I know, I’m sorry I didn’t call you back last night… I fell asleep early after such a long day.” Okay a slight white lie, but I can’t tell her about my ex-sex. 
 
   “How did it go yesterday, sweet girl?”
 
   “It’s done, Ma. I sort of feel better, but I really need a little salty air, salt water taffy, and some long walks on that Oregon Coast sand.”
 
   “Where are you now, driving?”
 
    “I’m actually on Highway 217 now; I just passed Hillsboro ...So probably another hour and a half and I’ll be there.” So, another slight white lie, at the rate I’m going, I’ll have flames licking at my heels soon. 
 
   “Okay. Your father and I will be at the Gallery Breeze this afternoon, so just let yourself in, baby and your room is all ready of course.”
 
   “Thanks Ma, and please I really don’t want to rehash what happened this week...I just want some relaxation time.”
 
   “Of course darling, I’ll relay the message to your father. We will respect your wishes.” 
 
   My mother knows how my father can be overbearing when it comes to his baby girl. Nevertheless, I suppose that’s just a sign of a father who cares and wants to protect his daughter.
 
   The drive to Cannon beach is just gorgeous and peaceful. Huge trees line the highway and small waterfalls stream down the sides of the windy roads, as I get closer to town. The air is so crisp and clean; it makes me love Oregon. Okay, the rain and overcast skies get old from time to time, but this versatile state has so much more to offer. Especially now being summer, the weather is perfect. Not a cloud in the sky and in the upper 70’s.
 
   I pull up to my parent’s home in Cannon beach. It is a large beach cottage of shingled grey, pretty much the standard look for an Oregon Coast beach home. It stands up on a hill overlooking the Coastline. If there is anywhere that will take my mind to another place, it is Cannon Beach. The sound of the crashing waves on the rocks is so soothing; it will take all the cares in the world away at my feet.
 
   I unpack the car and grab the hide-a-key to the cottage. My mother is a neat freak, everything in order and in its place. I must get that from her. My parents are lovers of art in all forms. They just opened a new gallery in town called Cannon Breeze Gallery. This is their life, quirky, artsy and so them. 
 
   My room is immaculate like always. My mother has left all my favorite things. I walk in to find warm fuzzy cozy socks on my bed, a Japanese quince candle, and a new pair of Nike running shoes. My mom spoils me; she also got me a bottle of Barefoot Bubbly, my favorite! It feels so good to be home. A wave of relief warms my body as I let out a long sigh. What next? I think to myself. It’s a pretty day out and I have the whole place to myself.
 
   I slip on my turquoise string bikini and throw a white cotton slip dress over the top. I notice the dress is a bit too loose, probably from all the weight I have lost during the divorce. I pull my long wavy chestnut brown hair into a high ponytail and look in the mirror.  I gasp at my reflection. My usually bright blue eyes are red rimmed and bloodshot. The bags under my eyes are black and my skin looks dehydrated. Not a good look even if I am just at the beach. I grab my large shades to cover my eyes and a pair of flip-flops from my suitcase. I think it’s time for a nice long walk down the beach to soak in this sun filled day. Wait; let me see if mom has some bubbly in the fridge, I could sure use a cold adult beverage before my stroll, hair of the dog and all! Oh how could I forget! Stormy must be outside in the backyard. I’ll take her for a little walk with me. I grab the leash, Stormy and a small tote to collect shells. No cell phone, technology or ties to anything for the next few hours. Pure heaven! Stormy is my trusted little pal, a sweet tempered border collie who is thrilled to see me as she wags her tail and eagerly bumps me with her snout. I have enough to handle here; I will leave behind the adult beverage for now. 
 
   I head out down the hill and across the wood bridge to the beach. I slip off my flip-flops and bury my freshly pedicured toes into the warm sand. Oh, it feels so good to be home! Cheerful rainbow colored kites fill the sky with little kids building sandcastles all around. As I walk down the beach, I pick up beautiful shells and sand dollars along the way. After about a mile, I see this little agate colored shell. I reach down to pick it up. As I stand back up, I stop right in my tracks.  
 
   Dear God, where did he come from?
 
   Standing a few feet from the shore is a magnificent looking man about 6’2”, sandy blonde wet hair in a Body Glove dry suit with a surf board under his left arm. He throws down his board, starts to unzip his dry suit, and lets it hang down from his slim waist as he runs his hands through his wavy hair, highlighting the streaks of gold in it. He starts to shake his head to get out the water from his ears as he turns and locks his crystal blue eyes with mine.
 
   Snap out of it Dani! Oh my, why can’t I move? My whole body is frozen. I finally realize I have been staring at this bronze Neptune of the Sea for several minutes, mesmerized. Really? Okay I must be in a trance. Is that a God of the Sea? Yeah, pretty close!
 
   I’m so embarrassed, I slide my sunglasses back on my face to break the trance. I turn to walk away. No run! No, that would look too odd running on the beach with a white flowing slip dress. 
 
   “Good afternoon.”
 
   Wait, is he talking to me? Did he just speak? Me? I look behind me and no one is close to me. All I can seem to do is keep looking over his body and that sandy blonde hair wet from the cold Pacific Ocean water. Those transparent blue eyes that look right into me, a slim aristocratic nose, and lips that are full and well defined but firm and teeth that are straight and gleaming white. You only see those babies in toothpaste commercials. 
 
   He looks at me with this questioning gaze. 
 
   “What,” I say with a squeak in my voice. Did my voice really just tweak like that?
 
   He grins bigger with this amused twinkle in his eye.
 
   “Isn’t that your dog?”
 
   I turn ever so slightly, following his gaze and realize that Stormy’s leash has slipped out of my grasp while I was in this trance! 
 
   Stormy is soaked and heading straight for some beach goers and their picnic basket!
 
   She must have run into the water because she is now covered in sand, soggy and about to trample these poor people!
 
   I turn ten different shades of red in literally two seconds.  
 
   “No! I mean yes! I mean... Stormy, No! Down Stormy!”
 
   I turn around to say thank you to the human version of the statue of David, but too late, he’s already back on his board and paddling himself into the waves. 
 
   It’s just as well, I have sworn off men for now and I was coming off as an idiot anyway. 
 
   I run after Stormy and she happens to have lain down next to the nice couple who are laughing and smiling. I have to be thankful Stormy is giving them the sweet face and it seems to be working. A piece of anything edible and a little attention, that dog is in heaven. 
 
   I apologize profusely and collect Stormy with his leash. We head back to my parents’ cottage.
 
   I’m still in utter embarrassment. Did I really just encounter all of this in literally one minute?
 
   I can’t get the image of chiseled abs and droplets of water glistening off that splendid hard-bodied surfer.
 
   Get over it. That was a nice surprise. Love having a little excitement thrown in my day. Maybe I will run into surfer boy again on the beach this week. No! I chastise myself, no men! 
 
   I head back up the hill and see my parents’ Prius sitting in the driveway.
 
   “Mom? Dad?”
 
   “Dani you’re home!” my mother yells with excitement. “How are you sweet girl?  Did you have a nice walk on the beach?”
 
   “I sure did, you have no idea!” 
 
   “Oh, that good?” She chuckles.
 
   “Stormy, literally covered in ocean and sand, almost ran into a couple sunbathing and picnicking on the beach... But we made it back alive.”
 
   “Dani, you look great, honey,” Dad says as he throws his arms around my shoulders. 
 
   I guess the sea air is agreeing with me already because what I saw in the mirror earlier would have scared even my dad. 
 
   “Let’s have some lunch on the patio. Dani, John, I’ll grab the sandwiches and meet you out there.”
 
   “So Dani, how are you holding up, honey?”
 
   “I feel good, Dad. I have lots to think about and get organized next week. You know Dad, seriously, I don’t know what I’m going to do next with my life. I have no place to live, no job, husbandless and a complete mess to clean up at home. I don’t think I can work under the thumb of anyone else, Dad... I just can’t go through with that again.”
 
   “Kiddo, take your time. There are many opportunities out there for you. Why don’t you work independently?”
 
   “Huh?”
 
   “Maybe you should really consider taking some of your nest egg money and opening your own design firm. You have an amazing talent and such an entrepreneur spirit. Your mom and I will help you as much as we can, kiddo.”
 
   “Wow I really never thought about working solo.”
 
   “Your mom and I have run our own businesses since you before you were born. You know this. We’ll be here to help you with any business questions you may need to get the ball rolling.”
 
   “Okay, lunch is served! Waldorf apple salad and honey baked ham sandwiches, your favorite!” My mom is just beaming. 
 
   “Thanks Mom. This looks great. Dad had an idea. He thinks I should open up my own design firm.”
 
   “Oh honey, that’s a brilliant idea. Just throw all your energy and creative ideas into a new project. I think that’s just what you need to refresh yourself and your career. I love it!”
 
   “Yeah, I think you guys are right. I like this idea.”
 
   As we eat, visions of the bronze Neptune start resurfacing... Oh his abs!
 
   “Dani, knock, knock, are you okay?”
 
   “Mom, sorry. I’m just a little tired from the long drive and all the sun. I think I’ll go take a nap and recharge a little after lunch. I suddenly have a lot more to think about.”
 
   After I ate the delicious lunch and heard one charming gallery story after another, I climb on top of my bed and drift off. It’s so good to be home.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Four
 
    
 
   One Year Later…
 
    
 
   “I really need you to get that lamp for the bedside table in the master suite to me by 9:30 before the opening ceremony at 10:00. This is so important to me, can I count on you?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Danielle,” Sarah, my temporary assistant, pouts through the speaker on my phone. 
 
    
 
   “I’ll get it there by 9:15 even, if you let me get off the phone.”
 
    
 
   “Done. See you soon, and thanks Sarah!”
 
    
 
   I hit the red end button on my phone and shove it into my pocket. Today there can’t be any hitches. The opportunity to decorate this entire home in the Parade of Luxury Homes was a huge honor and sure to land me some new business. I know that my best friend, Simone, had to pull a few strings get me in front of the design committee. Since opening my own firm a year ago, I have been able to lease a little walk up office space on the ground floor of the building where I’m also leasing a condo. It’s such an ideal situation and just by being located there, I have gotten a lot of business. 
 
    
 
   I hustle around the master suite to put the finishing touches on the room, well, aside from the missing lamp. I have a strange sensation that I’m not alone so I turn to see if my nerves are getting the better of me. As I turn around, I stop moving because straight ahead is the most amazing man I have ever seen, standing in the doorway of the master bedroom.  I feel my breath hitch at the back of my throat and my pulse quickens. I feel a little alarmed and excited at the same time as the hair on my arms stand on end. I feel a warm flush wash over my body. All of this happens in the split second of seeing him. 
 
    
 
   He seems familiar, but at the same time, he is a complete stranger. He says something to me but I have frozen in place and all of the sudden I can’t even remember where I am, much less my own name. He is probably the sexiest man I have ever been in this close of a proximity to. He is wearing a steel blue retro-looking suit with a crisp white collared button up shirt and a black skinny tie. His shoes look Italian and expensive and I think I can see cuff links glimmering at his wrists. He smiles at me with an amused look on his face and with laughter in his eyes. 
 
    
 
   I realize he’s spoken.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” I answer.
 
    
 
   He reaches out his hand, takes my hand into his and introduces himself, “My name is Harrison Towers. This is my project. You must be Danielle Pyne?” 
 
    
 
   The electric shock I feel from his touch is enough to light up the Manhattan skyline.
 
    
 
   “Austen,” I stutter. 
 
    
 
   He looks confused and says, “Excuse me?” 
 
    
 
   I blush, “Oh I’m sorry, you caught me off guard. My name is Danielle Austen… I just changed it.” 
 
    
 
   He offers a hesitant smile and says cautiously, “Oh, are congratulations in order?”
 
    
 
   Now I am thoroughly confused, “Um, not really, or um, for what?” 
 
    
 
   He replies quickly with an almost annoyed tone, “Well if you changed your name recently, you must have gotten married?”
 
    
 
   I’m distracted by his accent, French maybe? Shaking off my random thoughts, I nervously reply, “Oh no, I just changed it back to my maiden name. I divorced a year ago… I started my design firm right after things were official and named it accordingly. I only recently felt that I wanted to re-establish myself as an independent woman, so a little late for my firm name, but not too late for me.”
 
    
 
   Oh no! I was just totally rambling and I think I can feel my face glowing crimson red. When I look up at him, he is smirking at me. Oh, why do I always manage to sound like a booby in the most inopportune moments?! 
 
    
 
   He flashes this award-winning smile and looks me up and down, then locks eyes with my own. “Well then, I would say congratulations are in order.” 
 
   Once again, I can feel the heat from my embarrassment turning my face a bright shade of red. Why do I feel so awkward? 
 
    
 
   “I wanted to meet you and talk about another project I am interested in having you work on. I like your work here, I am partial to ultra-modern and contemporary finishes, and I think you might be the right person for this project.”
 
    
 
   Okay, now we are talking business and I can feel my body temperature retreating to a respectable level.
 
    
 
   “Well, yes I would be very interested, what sort of project is it?”
 
    
 
   “I have a high rise development in the city. Three towers to be exact. I would like to have the three lobbies decorated as well as a penthouse in one of the towers.” He seems to be smiling to himself when he finishes that last sentence.
 
    
 
   I’m so giddy, I can’t contain myself. As calmly as possible, I reply, “I would love to bid on your project. When shall we meet to go over the scope of work?”
 
    
 
   “I would like this done within a month’s time, possibly even less. Can you meet me at the end of this week on Friday at the Columbia Tower?” he hands me a card, “10:00?”
 
    
 
   I pull my smart phone out of my pocket and slide the unlock tab. I pretend to look through my Google calendar. I nonchalantly reply, “Why yes, I do happen to have this Friday at ten open.” 
 
    
 
   I put the phone back into my pocket and look up to see him smiling down at me with quite an amused look on his face. “Until then, enjoy the Parade of Luxury Homes, Miss Danielle Austen.” 
 
    
 
   With that, he turns to exit the room and poof he’s gone.
 
    
 
   I turn back to look the room over and then straighten my skirt and exit the room walking right through the lingering scent of him, something musky like cloves and sandalwood and is that vanilla? Whatever it is, it’s intoxicating. 
 
    
 
   Later that evening after the show closes for the day, I drive back to the Pearl District to my condo. My mind wanders immediately to Harrison Towers. I can’t seem to get his smile out of my head, and it dons on me where I have seen him before. I’m damned sure that Harrison Towers is the same person I gawked at on the beach a year ago right after my divorce was official. He was the surfer guy. Nah couldn’t be… I mean that would be just too strange.  
 
    
 
   I pull into the parking garage and head up to my condo. Just as I enter the door, I can feel my phone vibrating in my pocket. I look at the caller ID and see that it’s Simone. 
 
   “Hey girlie,” she sings through the speakerphone. “So, how was your groundbreaking day? Did you hand out lots of business cards and brochures or did you get it on in the coat closet with that hot sales agent?”
 
    
 
   “Nice, Simone,” I grumble, “For your information, I’m pretty sure that Bruce, the hot sales agent, is hot after Carl the carpet guy. Anyway, the day went great. In fact, really great.”
 
    
 
   “Okay Dan, I can hear it in your voice, something is up, spill it! Do not hold out on me!” 
 
    
 
   Feeling excited, I mean really excited for the first time in a few years, I give her the whole recap of my morning with emphasis on my meeting with Harrison Towers. I explain how he wants me to bid on decorating the three lobbies and penthouse in his new high-end river front development. Oh what this could mean to my career. 
 
    
 
   Simone shrieks, “Shut the front door! You actually met The Harrison Towers, in the flesh? Do you realize he was voted, like sexiest man alive in the 40’s age group in that poll in Men’s Style magazine? Like several times?”
 
    
 
   I try to sound disinterested, “Hmmm, I hadn’t realized. Anyway, I’m excited about possibly getting this project. What a boost to my business that would be.”
 
    
 
   “You should hear yourself. Are you kidding me? He’s probably the most eligible bachelor on the planet right now. He comes from super old money from somewhere in Canada like Québec or Montreal. 
 
    
 
   Aha, I think, that’s where that slight accent I detected is from. They speak French there. 
 
    
 
   “Danners, as your best friend and confidant, I’m going to insist that you throw caution to the wind and go for this guy! He’s hotter than hot, has more money than Oprah and he’s clearly interested in you.”
 
    
 
   Now I’m annoyed. “First of all, let’s get a few things straight. Number one, I have sworn off men. I can’t handle a man right now, especially while I’m trying to focus on me and growing my business.” Simone tries to interrupt, but I keep talking over her. “Second, a man like that can have any hottie tottie he wants; why on this green earth would he want someone like me? I’m plain and not very interesting to an international man such as Harrison Towers.”
 
    
 
   She sniffs and then lets out a loud “Humph!”
 
    
 
   “Third, and probably most important, he has expressed an interest in me professionally, and that’s all. Besides, today is the first time we’ve met.”
 
    
 
   “Is it my turn to speak? Listen Danners, I need to set you straight, go into your room and stand in front of your full length mirror.”
 
    
 
   “Ugh, I don’t feel like it.”
 
    
 
   “Do it.”
 
    
 
   “Fine. Okay I’m standing in front of my mirror. Ack, I look so haggard. Now what?”
 
    
 
    “Take a good look at yourself,” she says, speaking to me as if I’m four. 
 
    
 
   “Okay. I’m staring at myself and frankly this little exercise is getting annoying.”
 
    
 
   “Danners, you don’t give yourself enough credit. You’re beautiful. Look at your long shiny chestnut brown hair. You know, a lot of my clients pay good money to get extensions to get the same thing that you are blessed with.”
 
    
 
   Okay she has a point there; I do have great hair. 
 
    
 
   “Now look at your small nose and those almond shaped pale blue eyes. Hey, doesn’t Harrison Towers have pale blue eyes?”
 
    
 
   I scoff at her, “So, what exactly is your point?”
 
    
 
   She ignores me. “Now turn around and take a look at that ass. Women do lunges all day to achieve that tight of an ass. You just jog a few days a week and have buns of steel and abs any body builder would be proud of. Are you getting my point? You absolutely do not appreciate what you were born with. Now will you finally let me help you renovate your wardrobe to reflect the successful and sexy woman that you are?”
 
    
 
   I sigh, “Oh Clarke, you really are my champion. Yes, I give in. you may overhaul my wardrobe. I think I’ve earned it anyway, after the past few years I’ve had! It’s so nice to have my own personal stylist!” 
 
    
 
   Laughing, she says, “Oh, one more thing, if you aren’t going to go for hot money bags, then I'd like to have a crack at him?”
 
    
 
   “Oh Clarke, you are simply man hungry, down girl! No, you may not have a crack at him. I need this to remain professional so I may get more work and someday hire a fulltime team! Now, I’ve had a long day and I’m starving. Must run, will chat with you tomorrow night! Kisses.”
 
    
 
   “Hugs and I’m proud of you, Danners. Night.” 
 
    
 
   “Thanks, Clarke. I appreciate you.”
 
    
 
   I hit the red end button and head to the kitchen. 
 
    
 
   Just as I sit down to eat my bowl of cold granola cereal, my phone vibrates across the glass side table. 
 
    
 
   I hit the green answer button, a little annoyed, what does Clarke need now?
 
    
 
   “Listen, I meant it, you can’t have a crack at him!”
 
    
 
   “Um, Dani, is that you?” questions a familiar male voice. 
 
    
 
   Oh shit, who is this? I assumed it was Clarke and didn’t notice the caller ID. I look at the phone and see it’s a blocked number.
 
    
 
   “Who is this?” I demand.
 
    
 
   “Dani, it’s me, Bradley.” He sounds different.
 
    
 
   “Oh hey, Bradley, to what do I owe this call?” This is weird. We haven’t spoken in over six months.
 
    
 
   “Oh you know, just checking in.” He sounds somewhat weird, like he is out of sorts. He doesn’t sound like the usual up beat Bradley.
 
    
 
   “Great. Okay, so how are you, how’s Spokane and how’s the family?” Seriously, could his timing have been any worse. I’m so not in the mood for him right now. I’m on a natural high and don’t need his nonsense to bring me down. 
 
    
 
   There is a long silence and then he says, “Well, that’s why I’m calling, actually. I’m moving back from Spokane and I wanted you to hear it from me instead of through the grapevine.”
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s great Brad; I bet your parents will love for you and the 'family' to be closer.”
 
    
 
   “So, that’s the other thing. We finally got a paternity test a few months ago, and Katelyn isn’t actually mine. After we got the results, she and I had a huge confrontation and she threw me out. I’ve been living in a hotel up here for almost three months now.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh. Wow, Brad I don’t know what to say.”
 
    
 
   “Well, the kicker is that she wasn’t sure who the actual father is. She was so convinced it was me that she didn’t inform any of the other guys that they could be the father.”
 
    
 
   “Um excuse me, other guys as in the plural? You really picked a winner there, Brad.”
 
    
 
   “Listen, I already lowered myself about as close to pond scum as I can get. I’m sure my slate is now clean with all the debts I’ve had to pay over the last year. I’ve never been so miserable and now, I just want to move forward in my life.”
 
    
 
   “I’m glad that you found out early that she wasn’t yours. It might have been really hard later.”
 
    
 
   “It was hard enough now. I mean, I’d fallen in love with the little thing the moment I laid eyes on her. Then to find out she wasn’t mine was like tearing my heart out with a rusty set of pliers. The bitch just laughed at me and said I wasn’t man enough to father her child anyway. Needless to say, the last three months I’ve been spending a lot of time soul searching and figuring out how I can make amends to you and everyone else I’ve hurt.”
 
    
 
   “Bradley, I appreciate your call and wish you nothing but the best. I’ve moved on and in doing so, I’ve learned to forgive you. I give you permission to seek out happiness in life but now you need to give yourself that same freedom.”
 
    
 
   Another long silence.
 
    
 
   “I never deserved you, Dani. I never did. You were the best thing in my life and I completely fucked that up. I really am sorry for, well everything.”
 
    
 
   Whoa, who is this guy? He was never this humble in all the years I knew him. He was always so pompous and beyond reproach. 
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Bradley.  I just said that I’ve already forgiven you, but now you need to move on and forgive yourself.”  Wow, now I sound like a self-help guru.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, Dani that means a lot. So, I’m going to be back in town the week after next. Would you consider meeting me for coffee?”
 
    
 
   Oh, shit. No way do I want to be all chummy with my ex. Not now. I don’t need his baggage. As much as it sounds like he has done some growing up and really wants to make amends, I just can’t be a part of his life again.
 
    
 
   “Uh, Bradley, as much as I would love to meet up, I think I’d like more time. I’ve only just gotten to the happy place I’m in and I had to fight myself to get here. I hope you understand.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, okay. Um, well I’ll let you go. Take care, Dani, hope to talk again soon.” 
 
    
 
   I can hear the utter disappointment in his voice, but no matter. Not my problem.
 
    
 
   “Bye, Bradley.”
 
    
 
   “Bye, Dani.”
 
    
 
   
 
   
Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   It’s Friday morning at precisely 9:54 AM and I find myself in the biggest heap of nerves and have managed to twist my hair around my finger into a knot. I have to calm down. I’m sitting in front of the Columbia building in my Jeep Cherokee. I flip down the visor and open the mirror to give my makeup one last look before I head in. Oh geeze, good thing too, my lips look flat. Without looking, I reach over to find my handbag on the passenger seat. I can’t feel my bag. I look over and I realize that it slid off the seat when I slammed on my brakes to avoid the bicyclist cutting me off. What is it with this damned town and all the bicyclists anyway? I mean this places rains like 9 months out the year, why would you want to commute to work on a bike in monsoons?
 
    
 
   It’s usually in the upper 80’s or 90’s this time of year, but not today. Of all days, it’s raining and feels like it’s in the upper 60’s. I just hope my hair survives this drizzle long enough to get inside without going limp and lifeless. Okay, contents of my bag restored, lip gloss in place, now time to get this over with. Note to self: take a deep breath.  
 
    
 
   After all the research I did on this man, I’m in awe of Harrison Towers. Professionally, he is a genius. Not only is he a real estate mogul with commercial and residential projects that his company has developed throughout the US and in Montreal Canada, but he is self-made. While his family is old money and power, he came to the US to pave his own way and make his own name. According to an article in Newsweek, he’s been focusing on the Pacific Northwest and Western Canada in British Columbia for the last four years. He recently built the Glass Towers on the west banks of the Willamette River on reclaimed land. He named the development the Three Rivers Project, but it’s better known as Glass Towers. He is now nearing completion, and that is why he wants me to bid on the decorating of the lobbies in all three buildings and the penthouse in the tallest building. 
 
    
 
   As I walk from my car to the building, I look up and feel an overwhelming sense of calm come over me and a strange sense of coming home. I straighten my back and walk with purpose to the front door and into the lobby, where a man dressed in a pair of camel colored Carhartt pants, work boots, and an oversized camouflage print jacket is exiting. 
 
    
 
   I check my reflection in the glass door and then enter. I like what I see and I feel confident after updating my wardrobe. Today I chose to wear a pair of black flared slacks with a cream silk blouse tucked in and a chain belt of gold and pearl at the waist, with a pair of black suede pointed toe pumps and a short brick red trench coat. With my new Kate Spade briefcase that my parents bought me, I feel like I look smart and prepared. I decided to leave my purse in the car though. No sense in looking like a packhorse in front of Men’s Style Magazines’ most eligible.
 
    
 
   I stop and stare. There he is standing in front of a window that looks out over the river. Oh my, I feel like I’m going to faint… No throw up, no maybe I should just run back outside. He is THE most stunning man in the world. Holy shit, he’s wearing a suit that looks like it cost a fortune, presuming it’s an Armani or something of that ilk. It’s a slim fitting retro style in a charcoal grey. The old look must be his thing. He’s wearing a button up shirt beneath it in the most vibrant cobalt blue that I bet makes his eyes look like pools of sapphires. His sandy blond hair is rather mussed up at the front but at second glance, I realize that not a hair is out of place. Kind of like that intentionally messy look. Someone that good-looking and successful and over 40 must be a womanizer.  Nobody who looks and dresses like that and is single can be a straight shooter. He probably has a woman in every city across this country, and probably in Canada too. 
 
    
 
   Well, never mind anyway, I’m here to do business. This will be an enormous accomplishment if I land the Towers account. I saw something else on the internet that said he was about to break ground on a new project on the Southern Oregon coast. Apparently, his company also develops resorts throughout the world and his next project has my interest. This kind of project could give Danielle Pyne and Associates a boost in the design community and maybe land me an article in a magazine. The possibilities are exciting but I can’t get ahead of myself; I need to secure this deal first.  
 
    
 
   I’m busy envisioning the possibilities when I realize that the object of my attention has advanced toward me with the most breathtaking smile on his face. Oh no, my knees feel weak and my legs won’t move. How are his teeth so white? He closes in on me and says, “Hello, Ms. Austen, thank you for meeting me today.” Ooh, his voice is so smooth and that French accent is enough to weaken my soul. “Ms. Austen?"
 
    
 
    Oh gosh, snap out of it, “Oh, please call me Danielle. Thank you for asking me here.”
 
    
 
   “Well, my pleasure, Danielle and in that case, please call me Harrison. May I take your coat?” he says this while his capable hands are reaching over to assist me in taking my coat off.
 
    
 
   As he is doing this, I fumble with my briefcase and then drop it with a loud THWAP that echoes through the cavernous lobby. There goes my face, ten levels of crimson red that matches my coat, no doubt. “Oh sorry!” I blurt out as he reaches down to retrieve the leather case. “I’m so clumsy sometimes!”
 
    
 
   “Not to worry,” he replies as he trades me my case for the trench coat that I managed to remove. 
 
    
 
   He hands it off to a short dark-haired man who seemingly appears out of nowhere. 
 
    
 
   “Philippe, please take Ms. Austen’s jacket and bring us an espresso to the penthouse in about 20 minutes.” Then he speaks to him in what I assume to be French. 
 
    
 
   The strange little dark-haired man, Philippe, responds with a nod says, “Oui.” Then he disappears through a side door off the lobby. 
 
    
 
   Harrison turns to me with a smirk on his face and says, “Shall we begin?” I nod as he urges me forward with his hand on my elbow and we head over to wall of windows that look out over the murky river. The seamless floor to ceiling windows allow for an unobstructed view of the river and all the natural scenery. 
 
    
 
   “I wanted to frame the beauty and serenity of the river,” he says, and I nod. “I would like to see the water theme carried out in the three lobbies and the penthouse.”  He turns to look at me with his bright blue pools of water.
 
    
 
   I realize that I’m staring at him.
 
    
 
   He smirks.
 
    
 
   I take in a quick shallow breath.
 
    
 
   He smiles this time.
 
    
 
   “Danielle?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry; I’m just taken with the view.” I finally breathe out. “I can certainly work with your water theme. Did you have anything in particular that you had in mind?”
 
    
 
   He studies me for a minute then turns and begins to walk away from me toward the other side of the lobby. He says in a loud voice, “Why don’t you give me some suggestions?”
 
    
 
   I find myself caught off guard and wonder if I might be in a bit over my head. What am I going to suggest on the fly here that will impress an international mogul?
 
    
 
   Without any real thought, I blurt out, “I think a water wall feature over here would be perfect.
 
   I think a privacy glass wall with waves to emulate water over there. The color palette will bring the outdoors in with earth tones and a touch of brightness to counter gray skies such as today.”
 
    
 
   He turns back to face me minus the smirk and says, “Danielle, I think we are going to work well together. It seems you get the aesthetic I am going for here.”
 
    
 
   After we discuss some more details of the lobby and the other two building lobbies as well, he ushers me to a private elevator in a small hallway near the public elevators. He swipes a solid white credit card looking piece of plastic in front of a flat pad on the wall and the doors open. He guides me into the elevator and as the doors close, he once again swipes the card against a flat pad and the elevator begins its flight to the penthouse.
 
    
 
   The doors open up to a raw but breathtaking space. The windows are the same as in the lobby, floor to ceiling with no visible seams. The floors are raw gray cement, the ceiling is still open and although the walls and doors are in, the rest of the space needs to be finished from what I can see. 
 
    
 
   I follow Harrison to the main living space that has the same floor to ceiling windows as the lobby that boast sweeping panoramic views of the city on one side and a complete wall of windows that overlook the river on the other.
 
    
 
   In the wall of windows facing the river are pairs of doors that lead to a magnificent outdoor space. I hesitate to call it a deck, because it’s much more than that. A spacious terrace appears to be floating in the clouds. 
 
    
 
   I turn back to see his gaze travel back up to my eyes, was he looking me up and down? I blush another ten shades of red. I hear a faint ding followed by the sound of someone’s feet shuffling on the cement. As I look toward the elevators, I see the strange little dark-haired man walking in our direction with two steaming demitasse cups of espresso on a bamboo tray. He sets the tray down on the floating cement fireplace hearth. He hands Harrison and then me a cup and saucer. “Mademoiselle, would you care for milk or sugar?” he says in a heavy French accent as he picks up the bamboo tray. 
 
    
 
   “Thank you.” I say as I drop a couple cubes into my cup along with a stream of milk. 
 
    
 
   Harrison has already downed his coffee and placed the cup and saucer back on the tray.
 
    
 
   I look around and wonder what he has in mind for this space. Is it going to be a model home or does he have it slated for something or someone else?
 
    
 
   “What do you think?” he says nonchalantly.
 
    
 
   I shrug my shoulders and reply, “What can I say? It’s breathtaking, well minus the unfinished floors and zero furnishings. It has so much potential though.” 
 
    
 
   “I think so too. I am so taken with the view and the overall feeling of this space that I decided I would take this unit as my own Pied-à-terre.” Then he flashes me that mega white smile while his eyes turn dark blue and smolder. Wow, I wonder what that look is about. I feel my temperature rising and my mouth going dry. He walks by me and brushes his hand against the silk of my arm. I swear every hair on my body stands at attention, as if I have just been struck by lightning. He looks at me out of the corner of his eye and gives me that knowing smirk again. 
 
    
 
   Holy shit this man is turning me on just by the looks he gives me alone. I could just throw down with him right here on this cold dusty cement floor. Slow down Dani, slow down. It must be my celibacy catching up with me. Since swearing off men, I haven’t been with anyone aside from that horrible night of ex-sex with Bradley. After that debacle, being left to my own devices has been more than sufficient. Until now, that is.
 
    
 
   Mr. Harrison Towers is hot and tantalizing and I’m now regretting having sworn off men. This man could definitely change my mind. 
 
    
 
   While I continue to relish in my dirty thoughts, I hear, “Danielle?”
 
    
 
   Oh shit, here I go again; he must think I’m a real ditz. I recover myself quickly. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, um, well, I think you should carry the water wall idea up here too, like right over there where the elevator is. Then, so the views remain unobstructed, you can have mechanized window coverings. They retreat into the ceiling so you don’t even see them when open. I envision a monochromatic color scheme in here of white with touches of ice blue and silver. The floors should be something like travertine and how about a kitchen with floating upper cabinets and clouded glass doors and poured concrete counters.”
 
    
 
   He smiles. “Come; let me show you the rest of the space.”
 
    
 
   In all he has 3600 square feet of space to design and decorate. It has four bedrooms, a den, media room, and a huge master bedroom with its own balcony, two walk in closets and a sunken Greek bathtub that still needs tile. All of the rooms have some kind of unobstructed view of either the river, city skyline or the foothills. It’s simply amazing. 
 
    
 
   As we finish our tour of the penthouse, we end up back at the elevator.
 
   He glances at his watch then looks down at me. “Danielle, I have another meeting to get to.” With that, the elevator door opens as if on cue. We then descend back to the lobby. 
 
    
 
   Once we are back in the lobby heading toward the doors, the little dark-haired man, Philippe, helps me on with my short trench coat.
 
    
 
   I turn to Harrison and see that he is watching me with that smirk on his face. “I’d like to get your ideas by Tuesday of next week. I can meet you at your office. What time works for you?”
 
    
 
   I pull out my phone to pretend that I have to consult my calendar. I swipe unlock and see that that Simone has sent me ten text messages and my mom has sent me two. Geeze people!
 
    
 
   I look at my empty calendar and look back up at him to see a bemused smile on his face and his piercing blue eyes gazing down at me. Not now, I think as I can feel my face turns its usual crimson. 
 
    
 
   “How would 10:00 AM again work for you?’
 
    
 
   “Perfect.” 
 
    
 
   I reach into the outside pocket of my briefcase and fish out a business card. I reach out to hand him the card, “Oh that’s okay, I already have your number and I know where your office is located. Thank you again for meeting me today. Until Tuesday.” He grabs my hand, gives it a firm shake, and then drops it and turns to walk out the side door of the lobby. 
 
    
 
   I stand there with my hand still outstretched, my mouth agape, and my heart pounding quickly. 
 
    
 
   I head out to my car with my heart still racing and my palms growing sweaty. Since when do my palms sweat?
 
    
 
   Once I’m seated in my car, I pull out my phone. I open it up to look at the text messages. Oh geeze, now there are twelve from Simone and three from my mom and one from my dad. Seriously, they all need to get a life!
 
    
 
   Simone Clarke and I have been lifelong friends. I don’t have any memories from my childhood that don’t include her. I never had any siblings so she filled that void for me.  About the time I got married to Bradley, her career began to take off as an on-set stylist for movies and TV shows. I hardly get to see her much as she is always traveling. I miss that petite fiery redhead but at the same time, I am so proud of her and the life she has made for herself.   
 
    
 
   9:19 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Hey girlie, what did you decide to wear after all that?
 
    
 
   Simone’s Cell 
 
   9:21 AM
 
   BTW, that hot guy I met on set last wk, he just txt me to go concert on the waterfront. Yay!
 
    
 
   9:23 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   I said yes
 
    
 
   9:28 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Um, are you going to msg me bk? What are you wearing?
 
    
 
   9:29 AM
 
   Mom’s Cell
 
   Good luck honey, knock them dead!
 
    
 
   9:32 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   He’s the one who is the screenwriter guy on set
 
    
 
   9:36 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   OK…are you ignoring me?
 
    
 
   9:42 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Ok guess you are heading to appt. Call me the min you are done. 
 
    
 
    I scroll down some more.
 
    
 
   9:48 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Good Luck!! 
 
    
 
   9:49 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Don’t forget to breathe
 
    
 
   9:50 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Seriously
 
    
 
   9:51 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Xoxo
 
    
 
   9:59 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   I know you are going in to meet him now… sending you good mojo!
 
    
 
   10:01 AM
 
   Mom’s Cell
 
   Forgot to tell you Aunt Grace is visiting next week. 
 
    
 
   10:48 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Are you done? Did you forget me?
 
    
 
   10:49 AM
 
   Mom’s Cell
 
   Actually, she is not coming until the first week of September. 
 
    
 
   10:50 AM
 
   Dad’s Cell
 
   Hi punkin. Did you hear about Aunt Grace coming? I feel a migraine coming on!
 
    
 
   10:51 AM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Hello???!!!
 
    
 
   I hit call on my phone.
 
    
 
   “HELLO!”
 
    
 
   “Geeze, why are you yelling?”
 
    
 
   “YOU’VE IGNORED ME ALL MORNING, I’M MAD!”
 
    
 
   “Whoa, chill out! First, I had to get ready and then drive to the Towers. My purse spilled and I had a near collision with a 2-speed bicyclist. I didn’t exactly have time to sit on my phone and text you. Good going on landing a date with Mr. Words, though! And, I chose the black slacks and cream blouse just like you told me too.”
 
    
 
   Sluuurp
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Henry just licked the phone,” Simone says.
 
    
 
   “Eww, I can’t believe what you let that dog get away with.”
 
    
 
   “Anyway, how did it go?” she asks.
 
    
 
   “It went great! I have to work all weekend though. He wants me to have my storyboards ready to pitch by Tuesday at 10:00 AM,” I answer.
 
    
 
   Simone squeaks, “Wow, he moves quickly!”
 
    
 
   “Yeah and get this, the penthouse is going to be his personal city home.”
 
    
 
   “Oh really,” she purrs, “So did you go into the master bedroom? What’s it like?”
 
    
 
   “Well, right now it’s rather raw.”
 
    
 
   “Oooh, do tell,” she purrs again.
 
    
 
   “It’s raw because it’s unfinished, mind out of gutter please and stay focused. This is the job that’s going to set my career.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, Harrison Towers is a catch, I think I would be more focused on that.”
 
    
 
   “Clarke, you know how important this is to me and Bradley just ruined it for me. I’m so not into men right now. I don’t think I can ever trust another man with my heart.”
 
    
 
   “Dan, who said anything about a heart? A man that looks like that can just have my body!”
 
    
 
   Chuckling, I sigh, “You’re hopeless! I need to get to work if I’m going to be on top of my game for Mister International Mogul by Tuesday.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, well wish me luck tomorrow, this date should be interesting!”
 
    
 
   “Good luck, and hey, do yourself a favor and make him at least take you on a second date and buy you flowers before you put out!”
 
    
 
   “Dan, you are such a prude! Kisses!”
 
    
 
   “Bye, horn dog!”
 
    
 
   I hang up, shaking my head. What gets into that woman? I’m not interested in Harrison Towers for anything other than business. I know he’s hot and I seem to have moments of utter lunacy around him, but that can certainly be attributed to my eagerness to get his business. Besides, he hasn’t made one comment or gesture that would indicate he’s even remotely interested in me. 
 
    
 
   I text my parents back that I will attempt to come down while Aunt Grace visits and change my clothes before setting to work. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Six
 
    
 
   It’s late afternoon when I get a buzz at the intercom, though I’m not expecting anyone. 
 
    
 
   “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Hi, Miss Austen, it’s Frank at the concierge desk, I have a delivery for you. I just wanted to make sure you were there before I head up.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, that’s great, thanks Frank, I’ll be here.”
 
    
 
   “Fine, I’ll be right up.”
 
    
 
   A few minutes later I hear a light knock at the door.  I open the door to a huge bouquet of flowers. Geeze, who are they from? Frank pushes past me, waddles to the kitchen, and sets them down on the granite countertop. He gives me a big toothy grin. I thank him, give him a cupcake and then send him on his way. I can tell he’s a bit disappointed that I don’t open the card while he’s here. I was nervous to. I can’t imagine who would send me such a grand display of floral finery. The aroma wafting into my living space is intoxicating. I grab the note and sit on a stool at the counter. 
 
    
 
   I quickly open the card with shaky fingers. I am almost dreading it, worried that it could be from Bradley.  He’s the last person I want any interaction with right now!
 
    
 
   A sigh of relief escapes my lips. What a relief, it’s not from Bradley. However, a new sensation comes over me as I bypass the message and look straight at the name. Harrison Towers. The message reads: I look forward to our collaboration. I hope that you are on the same page as I am. See you Tuesday.
 
    
 
   So, that’s odd. It makes me excited and confused. I’ve never had a client send me flowers in anticipation of doing business together. Maybe that’s how it’s done in his world. At any rate, I love the flowers. I wonder what the protocol is. Should I send a thank you note? I had better consult my mother on this. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I text her:
 
    
 
   4:52 PM
 
   Me
 
   If a client sends you flowers in anticipation of doing biz, should I send a thank you note.
 
    
 
   4:53 PM
 
   Mom’s Cell
 
   Honey, who sent you flowers? Is this the mogul guy?
 
    
 
   4:54 PM
 
   Me
 
   Yes, Harrison Towers, do I send a thank you if I am going to see him on Tuesday?
 
    
 
   4:55 PM
 
   Mom’s Cell
 
   Why is he sending you flowers again?
 
    
 
   Aaack! I guess she doesn’t get it! 
 
    
 
   4:56PM
 
   Me
 
   Mom, he sent flowers with a note that said he looks forward to working together.
 
    
 
   4:57 PM
 
   Mom’s Cell
 
   Honey, Daddy says you should play hard to get and do not send a note. It’s too eager. 
 
    
 
   Oh brother, now she’s engaged Dad. 
 
    
 
   4:57 PM
 
   Me
 
   Ok, tell dad I got it! Thanks!
 
    
 
   I know better than to text Simone. She will come unglued, read a bunch into it, and assume he is trying to get into my pants. Sometimes I wish my best girlie was more like June Cleaver than a Samantha from Sex in the City.
 
    
 
   By early afternoon Monday, I have put my final changes on the proposal and storyboard. I’m quite pleased with my work. I’m sure that Harrison Towers will like my plans for his buildings.  After a couple dozen messages back and forth with Simone about what I’m going to wear, I feel quite ready for my meeting tomorrow. 
 
    
 
   I decide to order in some Indian food and hunker down for the night and get a good sleep. I always think a lot better when I have had my full eight hours of sleep.
 
    
 
   By 10:00 PM, I have my face washed and teeth brushed, clothes are laid out, coffee is ready to go and alarm is set. I crawl into bed excited for tomorrow. My mind wanders to the day I bumped into Harrison on the beach last summer and I drift off to sleep.
 
    
 
   All of the sudden I wake out of a dead sleep by the most excruciating pain in my abdomen. I realize that I am sweating buckets and I have folded my body into the fetal position. I move to get up and an overwhelming need to throw up comes over me. I run to my bathroom, tripping over the Flocari rug sending me soaring through the air while I uncontrollably proceed to projectile vomit. I land with a sickening thud on the hardwood floor, followed by another round of vomiting. Weakened, I struggle to push up on my arms and gain my bearings. I manage to crawl on my hands and knees the rest of the way to the bathroom to the toilet. Resting my head on the seat, I sit there on the cold floor going from throwing up to feeling as if I’m going to soil myself. I don’t know which end to keep in the toilet. This continues for what seems like hours. I must have fallen asleep on the floor because the next thing I know, I can hear my alarm clock blaring from the bedroom. I attempt to lift my head, but the throbbing pain that flares across the top of my head and down through my temples prevent that. I lay there for a few more minutes and then I will myself to get up. 
 
    
 
   I manage to drag myself back into bed. I look at the alarm clock and it says 6:00 AM. Great, maybe I can sleep this off for another couple of hours and then get ready. I reset the clock and drift back to sleep.  When I awake again, it is not because of my alarm clock. It is my phone ringing. I look at the clock and it says 9:16 AM. Shit! Harrison Towers is supposed to be at my office downstairs in less than 45 minutes. I reach over to look at the caller ID. It’s an unknown caller. I let it go to voicemail.
 
    
 
   I try to sit up but I’m once again assaulted with an overwhelming sense of nausea. Oh no, here I go again! This time I’m able to make it to the toilet only to have dry heaves. I can’t believe the number that Indian food has done on me. I splash water on my face and look in the mirror. What stares back at me is something out of a horror movie! My face is ashen white and my eyes are rimmed and hollow looking. With my head throbbing and the back of my throat burning from all the bile, I have to make a quick decision. Reschedule the meeting. 
 
    
 
   I creep back into my bedroom and sit on edge of the bed. I look through my phone and find the office of Harrison Towers' phone number on Google Search. I hit dial. I finally get a hold of his personal assistant after waiting on hold for almost five minutes. She sounds too damned perky for my mood and her accent is French too, which makes the conversation harder. I explain the situation to her and ask to reschedule for later in the day or perhaps Wednesday? She says that Harrison would be en route by now and that she will call to see if she can intercept him.  I give her my cell and then hung up just in time to make another run for it. 
 
    
 
   A couple minutes later, I can hear my phone ringing in my bedroom while I’m wrapped around the cold porcelain toilet once again. My throbbing head makes it hard for me to think. 
 
    
 
   I answer the phone with barely a whisper, “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Danielle?”
 
    
 
   It’s a male voice.
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Hello, Danielle, it’s Harrison Towers. I understand you need to reschedule our meeting today.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, I’m so sorry, but I have a touch of food poisoning and am in no shape to give you my presentation.”
 
    
 
   Then what seems like a two-day pause.
 
    
 
   “I see. Well, let me ask you this. Do you think I am going to be impressed with what you have put together?” 
 
    
 
   Another wave of nausea.
 
    
 
   “Well yes, I do believe you will like what I have assembled.”
 
    
 
   “Good. How well do you think your presentation will travel?”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me. Travel?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, how do you think it would do on a plane, for instance?”
 
    
 
   “I guess it would do fine if I changed it around a little, it might be able to be checked as artwork.”
 
    
 
   “Excellent, I have to be in New York Thursday for business that will take me through to the end of the week. I will send Philippe to pick you up Thursday morning. You can give me your presentation in New York, Thursday evening. I will have my assistant make the arrangements.”
 
    
 
   What? Wait a minute! 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry. Did you just say that I’m flying to New York to give you my presentation?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Danielle, I know it seems a bit unconventional, but you have to understand. I really need this project finished and I have deadlines to meet. I fly out next week to Montreal and need to know that the decorating and finishing of my Pied-à-terre is complete. Can you work with me on this short of notice?”
 
    
 
   Geeze, even while I feel green as a toad I feel my face turning crimson again. He has the sexiest voice. I don’t want to kill this deal before I’ve even had a chance to show him what I can do. It’s odd, but I’m going to overrule my usual cautious self and say yes. Besides, I’m already going to be in for it with Simone when she finds out I’ve been holding out on her about the flowers. If I say no to this, she will burn me at the stake!
 
    
 
   “You’re right, this is a bit unconventional and really rushed, but I’m up for the challenge. I’ll look forward to giving you my presentation in New York.”
 
    
 
   “Great. In the meantime, drink plenty of liquids and get lots of rest. I will see you Thursday morning.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you. I will. Oh, and thank you very much for the flowers. It was a very kind gesture.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Danielle, it was more than a gesture and I am glad you liked them. Goodbye.”
 
    
 
   With that, the call drops and I run back to the bathroom.
 
    
 
   More than just a gesture!? 
 
    
 
   Oh my. What does he mean by that? He is so hard to read. 
 
    
 
   Was that Mr. Mogul flirting with me in a strong, controlled sort of way?
 
    
 
   Mmmmmm whatever it was I like it! In control, yes! NO! Stop! Don’t think like that. 
 
   He is totally off limits as a client not to mention the whole ‘I’m over men’ thing!
 
    
 
   I’m going to New York with... Where will we stay? What do I bring to wear!?
 
    
 
   Okay, for now I have to sleep this nasty stomach bug off and come back to the land of the living!
 
   
 
   
Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   It’s Thursday morning and Harrison is picking me up at 11:00 AM to take off to New York.
 
    
 
   I’ve thrown together my Las Vegas weekend bag. I’ve always been the type to be prepared for all situations. I have two dresses to wear in the evening, chic business attire for daytime, some loungewear and a silk baby doll and matching robe.
 
    
 
   Surely, I’ll have my own room in the hotel where we’re staying. So, he’s flying me to New York with him to give my presentation. I wonder how often he’s flown women across the country to give presentations. No, I need to stop overanalyzing this. Harrison Towers would never be interested in a woman like me. But still, his words keep replaying in my head, “It is more than just a gesture.” I’ll just put that in the back of my mind for now. This man intrigues me, but I really need to concentrate on the job.
 
    
 
   At exactly 11:00 AM, I peek out the window and a black town car is waiting outside my building. I quickly pick up my suitcase and take the elevator to the main floor. As soon as the elevator opens, there he is. In all of his glory. Grey suit pants, crisp clean white shirt tucked in with a slick black belt. A more casual but sophisticated look for Mr. Towers.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   “Allow me, please.” He grabs the handle of my suitcase and for a brief moment, our hands touch. There it goes again, the tingling and energy throbs through my entire body.
 
    
 
   “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   The driver takes my bag from Harrison and opens the door to the town car.
 
    
 
   “I trust you are feeling better this morning?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, thank you. A few days of R&R and I’m feeling a lot better.”
 
    
 
   “Good. August is a wonderful time to be in the city. The weather is comfortable and the city comes alive.”
 
    
 
   “Are we staying in the city?” I ask inquisitively. 
 
    
 
   “We are staying at my place on the Upper East Side. You will enjoy it. Lovely views of the city skyline and Central Park.”
 
    
 
   His place? Of course, I should have known better. Why would it not cross my mind that he has a place in the city? I wonder how many bedrooms it has. Wow, how will this work. We will be staying under one roof for two days. That is a lot of time together. I have to text Simone; she’s going to die! 
 
    
 
   We board the plane at Portland International Airport. 
 
    
 
   “Danielle, you are 1A, right here, after you.”
 
    
 
   First Class. Of course. It’s first rate for this man in all aspects. As the plane starts to fill up, I notice that no one else has been seated in first class. Hold on, we are the only two passengers sitting at the front of the plane with approximately ten seats empty.
 
    
 
   A tall beautiful blond woman approaches us with a gleam in her eye and a seductive smile, “Mr. Towers, good to see you, may I take your coat?” 
 
    
 
   The blonde is obvious about her attraction to Mr. Towers. She looks me over as if to size me up. It’s amusing to me as it’s clear that she doesn’t know if I’m with Harrison as a girlfriend or as something else. Yes, you blonde dingbat waitress, I’m with Harrison for the weekend. I smile at her with claiming eyes. I’m with Mr. Towers, lady, back off. Well, I’m with him on business, but she doesn’t need to know that. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Angela, thank you. We shall have two glasses of champagne and the appetizer plate.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Mr. Towers, right away.”
 
    
 
   Just like that, he commands a room in an authoritative deep tone.
 
    
 
   “Harrison, we’re the only ones in first class. How odd.”
 
    
 
   “Danielle, I like to have privacy when I conduct business. I have a lot of work to do and the fewer people around, the better. Most of the deals I work on must be completely confidential.”
 
    
 
   Yes of course. He’s bought out the whole first class cabin. I knew it.  Wow!  Clarke will never believe this! I hop on my phone and text Simone before we have to shut down our devices.
 
    
 
   1:35 PM
 
   Me
 
   Clarke! OMG we’re staying at HIS place in the city and I’m sitting with him in first class all alone. He has bought out all 10 extra seats!
 
    
 
   1:37 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Holy Shit! He wants you all to himself! His place!? Sold out by him first class!? Dani, sounds like Mr. Moneybags Mogul has the Hots for you. I hope you brought your lacy sexy fuck me lingerie! Ha!
 
    
 
   1:40 PM
 
   Me
 
   Shut it up. This is a completely professional business trip. He does smell so intoxicating I could just jump him right here! His strong body, tight ass, intense blue eyes and this power he eludes is so extremely sexy.
 
    
 
   I start to giggle out loud.
 
    
 
   “What is so amusing, Danielle?”
 
    
 
   Oh lord, did I just laugh out loud? I turn off my phone and tuck it into the pocket of my handbag.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s nothing. It’s just Clarke wishing me a nice goodbye.”
 
    
 
   “Is he your current boyfriend?”
 
    
 
   “Clarke? My boyfriend?” I laugh out loud and turn to him and respond.
 
    
 
   “Simone Clark is one of my best girlfriends. We’ve known each other since we were kids.”
 
    
 
   “I see,” he says in a casual voice, and for a slight moment, it even seems that he is relieved.  
 
    
 
   Hold on a minute, did Harrison Towers just inquire into my current relationship status? Yes, I do believe he did! Ha! Clarke is really going to get a kick out of this!
 
    
 
   Harrison is engrossed in his work most of the plane ride to New York. I fall asleep mid-way through the flight. A six-hour flight to New York can be rather exhausting.
 
    
 
   I wake up to the captain saying, “Ladies and gentleman, we are 20 minutes away from landing, flight attendants please prepare the cabin for landing.
 
    
 
   I notice that I have a red airline blanket draped over my shoulders. I know damn well that Angela the perky blonde flight attendant didn’t drape this over me. H.T. just might have a sweet caring side to him.
 
    
 
   “Did you sleep well, Danielle?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, thank you for the blanket, it was chilly up here.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I want to make sure you are comfortable in my care. If you need anything during our stay, please do not hesitate to ask. If you cannot reach me for some reason, here is my card with my personal assistant in New York, available 24 hours a day. They will get you whatever you shall need at any time.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, I appreciate that, Harrison.”
 
    
 
   “My pleasure.”
 
    
 
   Oh yes, safe and secure I definitely feel. His looks are so breathtaking and for some reason the way he speaks to me has completely disarmed me.  Still, all business and a sexy chill all over my body. I wonder what he’s like in bed. God I bet he can really rock the sheets!
 
    
 
   We pull up to a white brick apartment building with huge picture windows on every floor. A green awning stretches along in the front with the name ‘Central Heights’ in gold writing. We ride the elevator up to the 10th floor and exit the elevator. We walk down the hallway and there is another private elevator. Again, he takes out a flat keycard and swipes the keypad to gain access. What is it with this man and keycards? I know that wherever this elevator is leading us will be top notch and no less.
 
    
 
   The elevator doors open to a jaw dropping and exquisite loft. At least 20 feet high soaring ceilings and floor to ceiling glass windows. All of the furniture is white and soft to the touch, the floors are gleaming golden bamboo, and there is a large stone fireplace with candelabras at its base. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, this is an amazing apartment.”
 
    
 
   “Come. Let me show you the outdoor space.”
 
    
 
   As he opens the sliding glass doors, I am overcome with the scene. There are no buildings blocking his view of lush trees and a park-like setting down below us. The city skyline rests in the background, and there are people running through the trails  and walking their dogs in the park.
 
    
 
   “Is that...?”
 
    
 
   “Central Park. Yes. I love to run and cycle and this provides me with an opportunity to do both. There is a lot to do during the daytime outdoors and the dazzling city lights at night.”
 
    
 
   The deck is large and private. The glass and railing come up to the bottom of my ribcage. The warm August air and slight breeze put me completely at ease. I’m in awe of this luxurious penthouse. 
 
    
 
   “What do you think of the penthouse so far?”
 
    
 
   “It’s just perfect, Harrison. The city views are breathtaking.”
 
    
 
   He smiles, “I agree.” He points down the hall and says, “Come, I will show you to the master bedroom.”
 
    
 
   Master bedroom? Okay he must be giving me a tour. We walk through the great room of contemporary decor and clean lines, plush couches and glass/mirrored accents. We walk through two great double doors, and the floor is bamboo through the entire penthouse. A soft white rug fills most of the master and a large King size bed sits in the middle. The decor is masculine with feminine touches of silver, ice gray and green. Straight out of Horchow Magazine. It isn’t completely over the top, but comfortable, with a French flare in terms of the furniture. The room is complete with an enormous master bathroom that features a large soaking tub surrounded by candles, luxurious bath products in a basket, a flat screen TV, and one of those drains in the middle of bathroom floor. Of course, it’s an overflow tub, for those long lovemaking sessions in the bath with a place for the water to flow. Dear lord please help me, my thoughts have gone somewhere completely inappropriate again. 
 
    
 
    “You will sleep here, Danielle. I will take the second bedroom next to the office.”
 
    
 
   “Oh please, Harrison, I would be more comfortable staying in the guest bedroom.”
 
    
 
   “No, I insist. Besides, this is the best room in the apartment.”
 
    
 
   “Well thank you, this is just lovely,” I say softly.
 
    
 
   “It is my pleasure, Danielle. Now why don’t you take some time to relax or freshen up? I have a conference call that I will make in my office. I have made reservations at a quiet Italian restaurant that is right around the corner for 8:00 PM. We can go over your thoughts for the Portland property over dinner.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that sounds good, Harrison. I’ll be ready by 7:45.”
 
    
 
   “If you need anything at all, please do not hesitate to ask or call Eleanor’s number on the card I gave you. She is familiar with the apartment and is an excellent guide for the city.” He turns and heads towards his office, which has tall glass doors and a large wood desk with an iMac on the desk and two flat screens on the wall. 
 
    
 
   I close the double doors and sink to the cool hardwood floors. Good lord what this man has done to me! Now where does this ‘Everything happens for a reason’ fit into play!? Alright, enough over thinking things, I’m just beside myself that I’m actually working with Harrison Towers. 
 
    
 
   Hold on, hold on. I’m in New York in an over the top penthouse with Mr. Mogul himself and I’m sleeping in HIS master bedroom!? Clarke is going to die. I mean I’m dying! Wait... So no presentation? Just a discussion? All these materials I brought and he doesn’t even want to see? He just wants to discuss it over dinner. Even better, I won’t be so nervous!
 
    
 
   My phone vibrates in my handbag next to me on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Clarke!”
 
    
 
   “Holy hell, Danielle, what’s the latest?”
 
    
 
   “Clarke,” I whisper, “I’m in Harrison’s master bedroom in New York City!” My hand smoothes over the slick bamboo floors where I sit, still propped up against the oversize doors.
 
    
 
   “Um, okay and where is Mr. Wonderful... Wait, are you snooping?” she bursts out with amusement.
 
    
 
   “Simone, he gave me his bedroom for the duration of our stay. He said he insisted!”
 
    
 
   “Stop it! Well he’s a smart man and what a gentleman move to make. That would for sure make the panties drop if it were me!” 
 
    
 
   “Clarke, I can’t believe you would even think that,” I say in disgust, “This is strictly a professional trip.”  
 
    
 
   “Girl, some men don’t care if it’s business or what you have going on, as long as they get some!”
 
    
 
   “Okay, Clarke, there’ll be no nasty bed scenes going on in this all white penthouse... this is just inappropriate conversation.
 
    
 
   “Ooooooh the penthouse. Simone likes!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you wouldn’t believe this place. I’ll snap some pics on my phone to show you when I get back.”
 
    
 
   “No, send them over!”
 
    
 
   “Oh no, I know better than that. They’ll be all over In Touch Magazine by the time I get back to Portland if I send them to you. God knows you’ll post them all over Facebook and bam worldwide!”
 
    
 
   “Okay, okay I’ll wait. Be safe, use lots of protection and have lots of adult fun, Dani!” 
 
    
 
   “Bye, girl.”
 
    
 
   “Ciao, Bella, don’t forget, men like it all tidy, girl. Everything smooth and ready for pleasure city!”
 
    
 
   I nearly fall over when she says that! “Mind your manners! Goodbye, Clarke.” I seriously can’t believe that crazy woman. 
 
    
 
   Oh, Simone, what would I do without that girl. I unpack my things and open up the large mirrored closet doors. Hangers lined neatly in a row and beautiful built in cabinets with drawers. Two plush white robes hang in the closet with the monogram H.G.T. 
 
    
 
   Hmmmmm, I wonder what the G stands for, interesting. 
 
    
 
   I slip into the warm shower of the shower and the water flows over my anxious body.  I must be in there for what seems like an eternity trying to relax and come back to reality. I can’t believe I’m showering in his shower and I’ll be sleeping in his H.T. signature sheets. I can’t help but think about how many women he’s brought back to this place. Is this his fuck pad away from home? From there I start to think about Bradley and his double life away from me. Are all men the same? 
 
    
 
   I grab a plush towel off the heated towel bar on the wall and wrap myself up as I step out of the shower. I think I’ll throw on a cozy robe from the closet and take a little power nap to recharge my batteries.
 
    
 
   I’m awoken to a firm knock at my door.
 
    
 
   “Danielle, are you finding everything alright?” 
 
    
 
   Shit, I spring up from the bed. What the heck? Oh my, it’s Harrison.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Harrison, thank you. I should be out shortly.”
 
    
 
   “No rush, take your time.”
 
    
 
   I glance at the clock on the bedside table. It’s 7:30 PM. Shit! I jump up and grab my flat iron from my suitcase and slip into my cream-colored snug fitting sheath dress and gold heels. I quickly straighten my hair and create a quick evening look. Smokey eyes and pale peach lips. Perfect.
 
    
 
   I walk into the great room and Harrison is on the deck facing Central Park, holding a glass of wine.
 
    
 
   “Good Evening,” I say in a soft and rather nervous tone.
 
    
 
   “Good Evening, Danielle.” There is a short pause as he looks me up and down.
 
    
 
   “In case I forget to tell you this evening, you look beautiful.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Harrison.”
 
    
 
   “Shall we?” He holds out his arm for me and we make our way to the elevator to the main level and out into the warm summery air of New York City.
 
    
 
   “We are going to Calabria which is on the corner. It is one of Upper East Side’s best-kept secrets. You will enjoy this, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   As the elevator opens, he places one hand on the small of my back, sending shivers all the way up my spine and in places I had forgotten get so sensitive. He extends his arm while stepping out into the busy street, and I interlock our arms at the elbow. What a gentleman. I know that I sure need the help walking in these ‘come fuck me’ heels. I noticed when he was eyeing me up and down his gaze paused at my high heels for longer than a second. You could just see the images playing in his head.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Towers, buonasera, a pleasure to see you, sir.”
 
    
 
   “Marco, come stai?
 
    
 
   “Bene. Bene, grazie. Who is your date for the evening?” Marco asks Harrison.
 
    
 
   “Ciao Marco, mi chiamo Danielle,” I answer.
 
    
 
   “Awww and she speaks Italian very well,” says Marco.
 
    
 
   I think that’s amusement on Harrison’s face. 
 
    
 
   “Come; let me show you to your table.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t know you spoke Italian,” Harrison says quietly.
 
    
 
   “I could say the same for you, Mr. Towers.”
 
    
 
   I turn to see the big grin on his face and those dimples come alive. The look of a challenge is written all over them. He likes the give and take. I can give it. Let the games begin.
 
    
 
   “I don’t meet many women in Oregon who can speak Italian, I am impressed.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I have to keep on top of my game dealing with clients and vendors from Europe.”
 
    
 
   “Aw, I see. Have you ever been?”
 
    
 
   “When I was young, yes. I deal mostly with Italian furniture vendors in Florence and Milan over the phone. I really would love to visit again someday.”
 
    
 
   “You would love Positano, Danielle. The small intimate design shops, exquisite decor and furniture boutiques. It is truly an enchanting city.”
 
    
 
   “It sounds wonderful.”
 
    
 
   “So tell me, have you worked up some grand plans for my Portland property?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Harrison, I didn’t bring my storyboards to dinner with me but...”
 
    
 
   “Danielle, there is no need for them. I know your taste and I have seen your work. I am sure it is going to be top notch. I would, however, like to see the final sketches when those are complete.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, I did bring those.”  I set my oversize clutch on the table and pull out my iPad.
 
    
 
   “I’ve downloaded all of my sketches, here take a look,” I say as I hand him my iPad.
 
    
 
   He stands up and moves his chair so it is now sitting directly by my side. I can feel my body starting to heat up, my pulse beating out of control and my hands trembling. He knows exactly what he is doing to me; I can just feel the smirk on his face as he waits for me to pull up my sketches. It’s been a very long time since a man has made my body tighten up and my pulse quicken like this.
 
    
 
   “Here they are... Just scroll through room by room.”
 
    
 
   “Hmmmm, the water feature in the entry is just the way I had envisioned it. I like how the natural colors are warm but the ice blue is a nice touch, Danielle. Oh, the master. Now the master must have his and her closets,” he says adamantly.
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course.” Okay so he is picturing this place with a ‘her’ in there. 
 
    
 
   “So would you like me to contact your significant other and get her input on storage and design?”
 
    
 
   “That won’t be necessary Danielle. There is no one at this time to consult. In the meantime, I can use it for storage.
 
    
 
   I let out a long sigh of relief, “Good, storage. That is a great idea.”
 
    
 
   Yes! No girlfriend or fiancé. I was secretly hoping for that answer. Of course, why should I care anyway? I quickly remind myself my ‘no men’ rule and especially no mixing business with pleasure. 
 
    
 
   “Please, just design the closet the way you see fit.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I’ll get right on that, Harrison.” 
 
    
 
   “Everything looks wonderful so far, I am very impressed, Danielle. Slate floors, high-end cabinetry and accents, I love the crown molding at the ceiling and floors. I must say, I would prefer built ins in the master bath, closets, and all bathrooms. Please also add lots of storage in the pantry and built ins in the office closet. I would like to add some sort of artwork to be placed over my safe. As you deal with Italy on a regular basis, please research that for me as well.”
 
    
 
   “Of course,” I say quickly as I jot this down in my smart phone. 
 
    
 
   “I will have my builder email you the dimensions on that project.”
 
    
 
   “Buonasera Signore, Signora. May I bring you some wine and our cheese plate to start out with?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, please do. We would like your finest Red Cabernet.”
 
    
 
   “Right away, Signore.”
 
    
 
   “So, Ms. Austen, no longer Mrs. Pyne. Enough business for the moment, what is your story?” he says with an arch of his brow and that smirk. 
 
    
 
   I am taken a bit off guard. Why should he want to know my personal life? “My story? 
 
    
 
   Let’s see, I was born and raised in Cannon Beach on the Coast. I’m the only child. I have two wonderful parents who have been married for 31 years. They’re the artsy types who live and breathe the creative world. They just opened up Canon Breeze Gallery in the city, so that’s keeping them busy. Mainly my mother.”
 
    
 
   He sits back in his chair facing me now, and the scent of his body wash is turning me on.
 
    
 
   “That is where your design background came from?”
 
    
 
   I turn inwards just slightly, uncrossing my legs and crossing them again in towards him. I have great long legs, if he is going to play this way then so am I.
 
    
 
   The look on his eyes intensifies as he bites his lower lip. Good lord, that is too hot to look at. He has the most perfect mouth, strong firm lips and a good-looking face to match.
 
    
 
    “Kind of,” I say with a warm sensation and obvious sexual tension between us. I take another long sip of my wine to try and relax my sexed up body. “When I was a kid, my parents used to own antique shops. I would go to work with them on the weekends and just play for hours rearranging pieces into different vignettes. I would work every weekend as a child and eventually worked through school and seasonally while in college.”
 
    
 
   He sits in a power position with one leg crossed over his knee with his fingertips touching. He then puts one elbow on the table as he leans in and brings his index finger up to his bottom lip with his thumb resting comfortably on his jaw. He gives the impression that he is in deep thought. Jesus! Does he have to keep doing things with his sensual mouth? That finger placed perfectly on that bottom lip makes me just want to bite it!
 
    
 
   “What did you do after college?”
 
    
 
   I could see where he was going with this. The no longer Mrs. Pyne comment. Well, better to get this out of the way now.
 
    
 
   “I got married right out of college and that's pretty much it.  It’s been officially over for about a year now.” 
 
    
 
   There’s a long silence as I sip down the rest of my wine. God, that tastes divine, the smooth wine has now consumed my body and really loosened me up. I run one hand through my sleek hair as I roll my head around continuing to run it down my neck while lightly touching my arm with a little bit of nervousness. Wine always brings out the sexual side of me.
 
    
 
   Harrison begins to lean forward and shift in his seat. I can feel his eyes travel from my legs to my chest and to my arms. Exactly where I’ve been leading him.
 
    
 
   “I am guessing this was a good decision, are you happy?”
 
    
 
   “Happy? I’m relieved that I’m no longer married to Bradley. We really were far too young when we got married. That and we really had drifted apart and found ourselves in different places in life. And the fact that he had women in every other zip code was ultimately the demise of our marriage. So, yes I’m extremely happy, thank you.”
 
    
 
   Oh, shit the damn wine! It always makes me so brutally honest!
 
    
 
   “Well then, we must celebrate and I must thank him.”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, for what? 
 
    
 
   “For one, you have more time to pour into me and my projects, and his loss is my gain. You are a bright young and intriguing woman, Danielle and I am happy you were able to accompany me here.”
 
    
 
   We finish possibly one of the most delicious authentic Italian meals I’ve ever tasted. If this is anything to what is in store for me when I go to Italy... Note to self: bring running shoes to work off all this delectable food.
 
    
 
   “Marco, what a fine evening. I would love to take desert to go and a bottle of Don, chilled.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, Mr. Towers, my pleasure.”
 
    
 
   We take a short stroll back to the apartment and I can still feel the aftereffects of all that wine. I have to say that I’m feeling quite good at this moment. Red wine makes me sleepy and relaxed, and I’m feeling it now that it’s about 11:45 PM.
 
    
 
   “Please, after you, Danielle,” he says as he stands in front of the elevator door to hold it open for me.
 
    
 
   “Harrison, thank you for a wonderful evening at Calabria that was very nice.”
 
    
 
   “Ms. Austen, the night is not over yet. We have quite the desert package here.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Harrison, I would love to, but I’d love to just take a long bath and climb into bed. Do you mind if we save it for tomorrow?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course. I am sorry. It has been a long day for you. Goodnight, Danielle, sleep well,” he says as he kisses me on both cheeks. How very French of him. I feel my whole body tense up and the tightening sensation in my stomach as it continues to head south. I want him, I need his touch, but this is far too early for me to get involved... Or is it?
 
    
 
   “Um, um yes goodnight, lovely evening. Sleep well.” I scurry into my room. Harrison Towers is like every woman’s fantasy man and I am sleeping in HIS bed. I know the rules, DO NOT MIX BUSINESS WITH PLEASURE. It always ends badly, and lord knows I really need Harrison’s projects to get my firm top recognition.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   I wake in the middle of the night in complete darkness and glance at the clock on the bedside table. It’s 2:35 AM and for some reason my mouth is dry, I’m dying of thirst. Why am I wide-awake at this hour? This whole weekend so far, has kept my senses alive and it’s been such a thrill ride.
 
    
 
   I grab the white robe out of the closet and wrap it around myself, cinching the ties at the waist. The apartment is quiet, and the lights from the windows of the city are just glorious this time of night. It is peaceful and serene when the city is quiet from the hustle and bustle of the day.
 
    
 
   I open the fridge but for some reason water isn’t what I’m craving. There’s a bottle of cold Pinot Griggio on the side door. I grab the bottle and start opening doors and drawers to find a glass and bottle opener. Of course, everything is perfectly in its place and where you would expect it to be. I pop off the cork and pour a nice sized glass. Maybe this will relax me and take the edge off so I can fall back to sleep. All I can think about is how sexy Harrison looked tonight and how his lips felt when he kissed me on the cheek. No wait both cheeks! I wish that sexy man were awake too.  I bet he would look fine even at 2:30 AM.
 
    
 
   I open the sliding door to the patio and a double beep goes off. Oh shit, did I just set off some kind of alarm? Darn, what the hell was I thinking? A loud sigh and a wave of relief came over me as I see that it was not the security alarm. It was only a door alert. I hope I didn’t wake him. I walk out on the terrace and the air is still warm, but with a cool breeze that flows through my hair sending slight chills through my body. I take in the scenery around me as I down the glass of Griggio.
 
   I’m in Harrison Towers’ apartment in New York City, alone with him and after sharing a lovely evening.
 
    
 
   “It is so peaceful out here, isn’t it Danielle,” he softly whispers in my ear.
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I’m sorry, did I wake you?”
 
    
 
   I lean on the railing facing the city, and he stands behind me with both hands settled on the railing on either side of me.
 
    
 
   “It is alright. How is the wine treating you?”
 
    
 
   “It’s excellent and it’s so relaxing and breathtaking out here.”
 
    
 
   “You, Danielle, are breathtaking,” he whispers in my ear as his body presses against mine.
 
    
 
   He places his hands to my shoulders and starts to massage them. His firm large hands know exactly what they are doing and my body is literally melting into his palms.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Harrison, that’s just what I need. This feels so good.”
 
    
 
   With that, he reaches around my waist with one hand and releases the tie on my robe. It falls to the ground and I feel the cool air against my bare skin and my nipples stand and peek up under my silk baby doll. His hands slide over my shoulders, massaging my bare skin as my head rolls from side to side in complete and utter pleasure.
 
    
 
   He starts to kiss the upper part of my back and down my shoulders. He then lifts my hair off my back and begins to kiss my neck with soft lips. He moves to my left ear, and it sends the most intense electric shock through my body and down to my “P”. It pulsates and wants in ways that had not been visited in quite a while. He slips one edge of my baby doll off my shoulder and kisses down my shoulder blade, as he does the same with the other. My breasts now exposed and nipples hard, he reaches his hands around to my heavy needing breasts and caresses them gently, moving his hands slowly up and down the front of my chest as he grips my breasts with both hands. My hands grip the railing and the pleasure is overwhelming me. I throw my head back while gripping the railing and push my ass into his body as his hands and mouth go deeper into me. 
 
    
 
   I can’t take it anymore, the pleasure is over the top. I turn around and our eyes lock with intense passion, and my god he is gorgeous. He is wearing nothing but a pair of loose fitting cotton pajama pants resting low on his hips and his chest is chiseled and perfectly sculpted. My flushed and warm body rest against the cool railing.
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I...”
 
    
 
   “Shhh, don’t say anything, Danielle.” He cups both hands around my face and under my jaw as he brings his lips to mine. His lips are firm and in control. One of his skilled hands reaches to my ass; he squeezes tightly and lets out a soft groan that sends shivers into every corner of my body.
 
    
 
   His hands then pull up one side of my baby doll and expose that I’m bare underneath. He runs his hands up and down my thighs and then cups my “P”
 
    
 
   “You are so ready for me, Ms. Austen.”
 
    
 
   I am soaking wet and my “P” is tensing up as my breath quickens.
 
    
 
   That sends me into complete overdrive.  “Yes, Mr. Towers... Yes... Mmmmmh.”
 
    
 
   And his lips seal over mine.
 
    
 
   He proceeds to place one hand behind my back and the other under my behind and scoops me up. His eyes piercing blue and dark in the light of the city, he is powerful and dominant as he carries me into the apartment heading for the master, and for a moment, it registers what is happening.
 
    
 
   He gently lays me on the bed, my baby doll still lying loosely around my waist. He climbs on top of me with his legs spread over mine. He places one hand on the side of my face and plunges his probing tongue into my mouth. I can feel through his pajama pants that his cock is hard. The swirls of passion from his tongue in my mouth send intense shivers through me.
 
    
 
   He slides one hand down my chest, caressing each breast and nipple. Over my belly and down to caress my thighs as he fills my mouth. He is going there and I want him to. I want his hands everywhere, all over my body and his tongue in every crevice. 
 
    
 
   Then his hand cups my “P” and it pulsates out of control as he rubs on the outside. He knows how to rub my clit, as I grab the sheets and drive my nails into them. He slips one finger inside me, and my head throws back as my body arches up towards him, “Danielle, you are so wet for me.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, you feel so good.”
 
    
 
   “Baby, you have no idea the things I want to do with you,” he whispers seductively and darkly into my ear.
 
    
 
   He slides his tongue over my hard nipples and circles them repeatedly while he plays with my clit. His tongue slides down my belly and he stops to trace circles over my lower abs, getting me ready. I can’t take it anymore; this man is going to rock my body in ways I have never imagined. His tongue makes his way down to my “P” as he slips his finger out and his tongue darts in, licking my clit widely and passionately. I grab his head while he pleasures me and my back arches up while my “P” is pulsating and clinching down on his tongue. He slips his index finger and his tongue inside me at the same time, “Baby, I am going to make you cum so hard.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Harrison,” I blurt out in passion. 
 
    
 
   He pushes his whole face into me and that drives me over the top. He firmly presses down on my lower abs as he is licking my clit repeatedly while my body is tensing up and the wave of heat moves all over my “P”. His moves are skilled and he knows exactly how to make my body cum. The pressure on my abs makes me cum so hard that my hips raise up to meet his tongue while I grab the back of his head tighter, pulling it further in. “Don’t stop...  God that is so good.” Electric shocks course through my body as I moan loudly. Harrison continues working me over with his tongue. “Okay, stop Harrison, “I gasp as I push his head away despite the pleasure.
 
    
 
   “You can’t take it anymore, can you?”
 
    
 
   He climbs on top of me and kisses me passionately with his talented mouth. His cock is hard and throbbing against me as he immerses it inside my wet “P”.
 
    
 
   He groans loudly as he throws his head back. He gently pulls out of me and plunges deep inside again.
 
    
 
   “Oh god, don’t tease me, Harrison.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t have any protection here.”
 
    
 
   “Don't worry, I’m on the pill.”
 
    
 
   With that, he starts by just inserting the tip of his hard cock and swirling his hips, inching in and out of me. Swirling his hips and meeting every angle inside me... I meet him as he plunges deep inside me.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me like that, fuck me just like that,” I moan as I dig my nails deeper into his back.
 
    
 
   “Your body is made for me, Danielle,” he whispers in my ear. 
 
    
 
   He climbs off me and pulls my hips down to the side of the bed. He is standing up while he spreads my legs wide to accommodate his body to meet mine. He takes both of my hands and puts them together above my head.
 
    
 
   “Don’t move them, Danielle; I want you just like this.” 
 
    
 
   My breasts so tender are so aroused. He uses one hand to hold my wrists together above my head. He holds his cock in his other hand and drives me wild with teasing the head of it on my clit while his mouth is all over my hard nipples. His tongue makes circles as he starts to move his tongue to the underside of my breast. Holy hell, I’m going to cum from him just licking me there. 
 
    
 
   “Shit, that feels so good... Yes, right there... Right there!” I look down at Harrison and our eyes meet and the dark seductive grin on his face says it all.
 
    
 
   I’ve never been tongued there before; it’s the most sensitive spot I’ve ever felt on my breasts. 
 
    
 
   Letting go of my wrists, his tongue starts to move lower over my tight belly, while I cup both wanting breasts and feel how sensitive they are as I pull on them.
 
    
 
   “I said leave your hands here,” he commands and moves both hands back above my head. “Don’t move them; just feel my tongue.”
 
    
 
   I grip the sheets above my head as he plunges his tongue deep inside my “P”. I try to clench my muscles to raise my hips up to meet his tongue. He puts both hands on my hips and pushes me down into the mattress. He needs control and it’s turning me on to no end. His arms slide under my thighs and climbs over the top of them as he pulls my body down so my hips are halfway off the mattress. He’s going to make me cum again with his expert tongue. The rhythm gets faster and faster as he takes one finger and places it deep inside my “P” as he continues to lick my clit hard and fast. With that, my body convulses and I let out a long moan and my breathing is heavy. My “P” tightens up as the waves of pleasure release all through my body. That was a full body orgasm, something I have never felt before.
 
    
 
   He leans his body over mine and I can feel that he is still hard and he hasn’t cum yet. He is pleasuring me over and over again and now it’s time to make his hard cock cum.
 
    
 
   His mouth seals over my lips and his kiss is so strong and intense. His expert tongue makes my body relax in ways it has never felt and I feel the urge to take him into me again. I reach down this time and grab his rock hard cock and put it up to my “P” teasing myself and him this time.
 
    
 
   “I want to cum inside your hot pussy. Let me cum inside you,” he whispers.
 
    
 
   I grab his cock and I can’t stand it anymore, I put the tip in and put both hands behind his ass to pull him deep inside me. He groans loud as he thrusts so that his whole cock fills me up. Deeper and deeper inside me and it feels so fucking good. He places his hands on my inner thighs as he rocks back and forth, moving faster and faster, while my hands cup and tug at my breasts.
 
    
 
   He slides his hands to my ankles and puts them over his shoulders. This gives him more room to plunge deeper into me and the angle is completely unbearable as I let out a loud scream of passion. He thrusts in and out in longer and longer strokes as he plays with my clit. Double the pleasure is sending my body riveting out of control. He grabs both of my ankles together as he holds on with both hands and rocks my “P” with every hard slap against me, his balls slapping on my “P” and sending me into another world. The rhythm gets faster and faster as his cock fills me up. I feel the warm sensation filling my “P”, he is ready and I know he is seconds away from cumming.
 
    
 
   “Now, now!” he yells loudly as he continues to thrust in and out and I start to cum uncontrollably all over his cock. The intensity of his cock getting ready to cum sets me off again and with that, he grabs my ankles tightly and shudders with his whole body as he lets out a long moan and throws his head back in complete pleasure.
 
    
 
    He collapses on top of me and lies still on my chest. He picks up his head and gently starts kissing my chest, neck and then my trembling lips.
 
    
 
   “That was amazing, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison...”
 
    
 
   “Shhhh... Just let me hold you.” He slides back into bed at my side on his back and pulls me closer to lie on his chest.
 
    
 
   He kisses my forehead and wraps his arms around me. Everything at this very moment feels exactly the way it should be. My body has been craving this kind of touch. I drift off to a deep sleep in his comforting embrace.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunlight streams in through the luxurious cream-colored panel curtains in Harrison’s bedroom, as I roll onto my back and realize that it’s now daylight outside.
 
    
 
   I’m not fully awake, but I’m about to be.
 
    
 
   “How did you sleep, Danielle?”
 
    
 
   “Harrison... Last night was...”
 
    
 
   “Danielle, I still taste you.” His voice lowers intimately while he nuzzles at my earlobe.
 
    
 
   I let out a long sigh of pleasure as I reach my hands above my head to stretch my back. All of the sudden he has moved from beside me to on top of me.
 
   He grabs my hands and pins them down to the sheets above my head as he seals his lips over mine. His touch is so possessive and I know he would take his claim on my body. 
 
   He holds his gaze at me, steady, “Jesus, Danielle... How I am going to make your sweet little body cum.” He tears his intense gaze from me and runs it up and down my body. I can tell he is sizing up where he will run his wet and needy tongue over me next.
 
    
 
   Those exact words send goose bumps racing up and down my sensitive skin. Every muscle in my body begins to tighten up as I’m pinned down and can’t break away from him. I try to resist but he only pushes my hands into the mattress harder.
 
    
 
   “Don’t move, baby... Keep still. Just enjoy.”
 
    
 
   Holy shit! I think this man has an insatiable oral fixation and I am the grateful recipient!
 
    
 
   He slides his tongue along my neck and down the side of my body in every tender spot. He pauses at my navel, moving in slow circles around my belly button, preparing me for what he is about to take over.
 
    
 
   He slides his legs from the sides of my hips and starts to part my legs so that I can accommodate his hard cock and hips. He slips further down the bed. My body is now so incredibly hot and needy. The slow savory licking of his tongue on my thighs makes every fiber in me needing that all over my clit.
 
    
 
   He slides one finger inside me. “You’re so wet... I want to make you cum over and over again all over my tongue.”
 
    
 
   I move my hands to my sides and grab the sheets so hard my nails are probably making indents in them. I pant for him as my hips are circling and aching for his tongue inside me. My body needs another orgasm.
 
    
 
   His tongue circles my clit around and around, faster and faster. His whole mouth and face push into me. I’ve never had a man so into giving; he really loves his oral play. I’m swollen and sensitive and the pleasure of mouth, tongue and finger is just so intense. He grabs my thighs and pulls them apart further as he plunges deeper into me. Then he stops with his tongue and starts to gently lick around my tender folds of skin and up and down my thighs...
 
    
 
   “Shit, Harrison... Don’t stop.”
 
    
 
   “You crave my tongue don’t you Danielle?  Look at me,” he says with an intense and dark tone. “I want you to look at me as you cum,” he orders.
 
    
 
   With that, I throw my head back onto the pillow and seize his hair. I just happen to be at the perfect position to honor his demand. This man has to be in control, it runs in his veins. I’m starting to really crave this dominant play; it turns me on beyond my wildest fantasies. I run my fingers through his messy locks and grab on tight. I put my hands around the back of his head and pull him into my “P”. 
 
    
 
   “I can’t take any more of this damn teasing... Fuck me already.”
 
    
 
   His eyes catch mine, and his gaze darkens with a wicked grin that fills his eyes.
 
    
 
   His tongue pushes me to the brink of an intense orgasm. I tense up, my hips circling and pushing up into him as my back arches. All that plays in my head is, ‘Look at me when you cum’. How insanely erotic.
 
    
 
   With his finger and tongue now inside me, and my body moving out of control, I feel his gaze on me. I lock eyes with him while pleasure pulses through me and I climax violently all over his tongue. The orgasm is so intense and erotic as he is staring me down with complete and utter control. The more I scream in pleasure and thrust into his mouth the deeper and harder he continues to fuck me. Finally, I can’t take it any longer as I reach the end of my orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Stop... Please…” I say breathlessly pushing his head away with my hands. “I can’t take it anymore...” His eyes still rest on me as I arch my head back into the pillow, exhausted.
 
    
 
   He slowly takes his finger out of me, and rises up, kissing my stomach ever so slightly. He hasn’t taken his eyes off of me, I can feel them burning into me.
 
    
 
   “That, Danielle, is how I wanted you. All of you.”
 
   “What a wakeup call,” I say looking at him.
 
    
 
   “Come, let’s get something to eat. You must be famished,” he says with a satisfied smile.
 
    
 
   He rolls out of bed, naked in his entire god given glory, and walks to the closet. He takes out a plush white robe and hands me one as well.
 
    
 
   We head into the kitchen and the table has already been set for us on the terrace. White linen tablecloth, ice water with lemon and a variety of pastries. 
 
    
 
   “Eleanor came early this morning to prepare breakfast for us, she is an amazing cook.”
 
    
 
   “Hold on. When exactly did Miss Eleanor let herself in this morning? I’m hoping it wasn’t during...”
 
    
 
   “Danielle, Eleanor lives in the staff unit next to mine. There is 15 feet of concrete between each unit around mine. It is completely soundproof. She prepares all meals in her apartment. When I am in town, she lets herself in around 6:00 AM and leaves breakfast and coffee for me. I took the liberty of ordering everything and had her double the order.”
 
    
 
   As we walk into the kitchen, there is a large catering hot tray on the counter. I lift up one and there are waffles, scrambled eggs, sausage and breakfast bread pudding. Yum! All this sex play has really worked up an appetite in me!
 
    
 
   “There is a fresh pot of coffee on the counter as well. I am going to make us some mimosas with the champagne from last night; you will love them with chilled Don.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, this is quite a spread. It all looks delicious, thank you.”
 
    
 
   “Here you go, this will get you going this morning,” he says and hands me a champagne flute of orange juice and champagne. “I have to get ready for my 9:00 AM meeting, Danielle, please make yourself at home. Eleanor has set up a table on the terrace.”
 
    
 
   “Oh of course, yes your meetings. Please don’t let me keep you,” I answer as I tighten my robe and sip down the mimosa he had made me.
 
    
 
   I make myself a plate of food, grab some coffee, and make my way onto the terrace. I take a seat on the comfortable lounge and take in all the scenery and busy New York streets. I’m so confused and not even in the mood to touch my food. I have just spent one whole night and morning with Harrison Towers, mega mogul, fucking my brains out and making me cum in ways I had never experienced with Bradley. What in the world happened!? I have so many questions yet to ask him, but I think for this weekend I should keep things casual. Don’t get too involved, play along with how he is acting all calm, cool and collected. Of course, he’s like that all the time, but I don’t want to turn him off. I’m going to play by my new motto: act like a lady, think like a man.  Yes that’s it. Simone would agree. No strings attached is really what I need right now and boy did he fulfill my every desire!
 
    
 
   I suddenly hear the sound of the sliding glass door open, and I snap out of my over thinking. Harrison walks around the table of my untouched food and sits at the edge of the lounge. He looks fine. Fresh out of the shower, his hair is still damp but styled sexy professional. He’s wearing a heather gray and perfectly fitting suit, with the top button of his white shirt undone. Lord, does this man ever not look so fucking good you just want to jump him!?
 
    
 
   “I had Eleanor compile a list of the best furniture and home decor boutiques within walking distance. I thought you would enjoy getting a taste of New York style. Put all purchases on my business AMEX. There is also a spa on the list, which is excellent. I will be out for most of the day in meetings. So just make yourself at home and enjoy the city.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds wonderful. I’m looking forward to it.”
 
    
 
   “Please contact me or Eleanor if you need anything,” he says as he stands and walks towards the balcony, giving me a fine look at that killer ass.
 
    
 
   “I will.  I’m going to relax a bit then get ready.”
 
    
 
   “Danielle, you have not touched any of your food. Is it not to your liking?”
 
    
 
   “Oh no, not at all,  I’m just not as hungry as I thought. Thank you, it looks wonderful.”
 
    
 
   He turns on his heel and locks eyes with mine. He proceeds to walk towards me with a slight grin on his face. He leans down and whispers in my ear, “Make sure you eat Danielle. You will need your energy for tonight.”
 
    
 
   His voice sends chills all over my body as he heads off to his meeting. I’m speechless. This man leaves me with no words. I should have known. He must have some grand plan worked up for this evening. Wait, he didn’t tell me what is on the agenda tonight. Shit! Okay, I’ll text him later today and find out what our plans are for dinner and the rest of the evening. I grab a chocolate croissant, eggs and coffee. I wonder how often Eleanor makes breakfast for Harrison plus one. I must make it a point to contact her today and thank her for the lovely breakfast. I quickly finish and head to clean up. I can still smell the mixture of sex and Harrison on my body. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   I head out to 5th Avenue and look at the list Harrison gave me. All of them seem to be either on the same street or only a block or two away. Le Deux is the first on the list, and it is just gorgeous. A French furniture boutique, of course, how fitting. Everything in the store is amazing, luxurious and insanely expensive. Well nothing is off limits for Towers; he prefers nothing but the best. My purse begins to vibrate and I reach in and take out my phone.
 
    
 
   11:05 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   How is your morning Danielle? Finding anything of interest?
 
    
 
   11:08 AM
 
   Me
 
   Doing well thank you, I am enjoying the city and all of your recommendations.
 
    
 
   11:10 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Good. Danielle I have a proposition for you. I would like you to accompany me to an event in Hood River 4 weekends from now. 
 
    
 
   11:15 AM
 
   Me
 
   Harrison, I’m not sure. I will have to check my schedule when I get back to Portland.
 
    
 
   11:18 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Good, I will arrange my schedule. Make sure you book out the whole weekend. 
 
    
 
   11: 20 AM
 
   Me
 
   Harrison, I haven’t said yes.
 
    
 
   11:23 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   But you won’t say no.
 
    
 
   Damn him! He already knows how to get under my skin. Yum, he is so darned hot. Of course, I won’t say no, but I need to not act so into him! I decide not to respond back, he can wait and suffer through this. Shit. I forgot to ask him what is on the agenda for dinner. Well, I guess I too will just wait.
 
    
 
   The day passes easily and by 2:00 PM, I’m ready for a little pampering. I really am in need of a Brazilian and a pedicure. I decide on Harrison’s recommendation of the Four Seasons Spa a few blocks down. I start heading towards 6th Ave and decide to call Eleanor and confirm they will be able to get me in for a wax and pedicure.
 
    
 
   “Ms. Eleanor, hello this is Danielle Austen. Harrison gave me your-”
 
    
 
   “Ms. Austen, good to hear from you. How can I be of service, my dear?”
 
    
 
   “First, breakfast was just divine, thank you.”
 
    
 
   “You are welcome, dear. Are you finding everything alright in the city?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, thank you. I would love get into The Four Seasons Spa for a quick wax and pedicure. Are you able to arrange that?”
 
    
 
   “Of course Ms. Austen, would 3:00 PM work for you? They have a wonderful steam and sauna at the spa to relax in before your treatments. I will call right away and get you in.”
 
    
 
   “Just like that, huh?”
 
    
 
   “Mr. Harrison has a special relationship with the Four Seasons, Ms. Austen. I will book your appointment right away. Oh, and Ms. Austen... Pardon me for being forward, but it is nice to see Mr. Towers entertaining a lady friend. It has been a long time since… Well… I will see to that appointment for you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, thank you, Ms. Eleanor.” I didn’t expect Eleanor to be an older woman. She sounded like she could be in her late 60’s calling me dear and all. Well I’m glad it isn’t some gorgeous hotty toddy cooking us breakfast and arranging my waxing appointment!
 
    
 
   The phone clicks off. Oh, my. Did I just hear what I think I heard? Towers doesn’t seem to have brought anyone to his New York home for a while. Why would she say something like that to me if he had? Okay, this is just confusing to digest for a small town girl. I think a good steam could do some good right about now.
 
    
 
   I head back to Towers’ apartment around 5:00 PM.  Freshly waxed, all smooth and feeling sexy. Still no text from Harrison. Hmmm.  Well, I think I’ll take a long bath and have a glass of that Don that is chilling in the fridge.
 
    
 
   I enter the apartment and all is still and quiet. Harrison hasn’t made it back from his meetings. Good, this gives me time to freshen up before our night out. The kitchen has been cleaned, and all the dishes on the terrace have been cleared. Eleanor must have come back to pick up. On the counter is the chilled bottle of Don in an ice bucket, champagne glass and a fruit and cheese plate. This is just what I need right now, a little champagne and a snack to pump me up for another wonderful evening on the town.
 
    
 
   I pour the Don all the way to the rim of the glass and head back to the master. The bathroom is lavished with plush towels, luxurious bath products and quite a few candles surrounding the tub, none of which have been lit before. I open the drawer in the double vanity and find a washrag, bath gel and matches with the name River Cafe on them. The pack is brand new as well. I light each and every candle in the bathroom, draw the bath hot and pour in a good amount of body wash to create some bubbles to soak in. I slip out of my dress, grab my champagne on the vanity and slide in. The jetted tub is huge, plenty of room to lie out completely. The warmth of the water against my freshly waxed skin feels amazing and naughty at the same time. I had always shaved before, but for some reason Towers has sparked this sex goddess in me and I needed to feel the part. There is a remote control attached to the side of the tub. I grab it and press play. The surround sound instantly turns on and something seductive and relaxing plays out of the speakers in the ceiling. I have no idea where the main control unit is, and I don’t care. Anything to take my mind away is good right now. 
 
    
 
   I down my champagne and start to move my hands up and down my body. The warmth of the water hits my “P” as I spread my legs and makes my body needy and wanting to cum again. I take two fingers and start playing with my clit, drawing small circles at the tip then taking my middle finger and rubbing in the middle  as I throw back my head and savor the fact that I am going to make myself cum in Harrison’s bath tub. My breathing starts to quicken as I prepare my body to climax around my fingers.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you think I should be the one to finish you off, Ms. Austen?”
 
    
 
   There he is, standing in the middle of the bathroom, staring at me with those intense blue eyes as he loosens his tie. I continue to rub my clit as our eyes stayed locked.
 
    
 
   In a matter of seconds, his clothes are on the floor and his cock is hard. Those abs, god those luscious chiseled abs and arms are enough to make me cum right now.
 
    
 
   He climbs into the bathtub but sits on the opposite side of me. He puts each one of his long legs on either side of my hips. I keep pleasuring myself as our gazes remain locked on one another. I can tell he is stroking his cock under the water as well. He starts massaging the middle of my left foot at the pressure point as I rub my swollen clit and I feel that it will make me cum at any second.
 
    
 
   “Shit, god that feels too damn good,” I say softly while my muscles tense up and I moan loud so that it echoes against the bathroom tiles.
 
    
 
   “Don’t cum Danielle. I don’t want you to cum yet.”
 
    
 
   I stop rubbing my clit and push myself onto my knees, exposing my hard nipples. I push his legs together and bring both hands up to cup my breasts while I straddle my “P” over his knees. I start to slowly rub my smooth “P” back and forth over his knees. Teasing him like he teased me this morning. He groans loudly and continues to stroke his cock.
 
    
 
   I climb up higher onto him and straddle his hips, positioning my “P” so it rubs on the base of his cock as I slide up and down its hard length. I lean over and whisper in his ear, “I want your cock to fill every inch of me. Fill me up, Harrison, fill me up with your hard cock.”
 
    
 
   With that, he grabs the back of my head and pushes me into his soft firm lips and starts to kiss me violently. His tongue craves mine and his erection grows thicker and harder. I take his cock in my hand and start to stroke it as he grabs my breasts, squeezing hard and gripping my erect nipples so that he can roll them between his fingers. I take his cock in my hand and pull away from his lips. I straighten up on top of him, arch my back and insert the head of his cock into my “P” ever so slightly. I rub the head of his cock on my swollen lips, teasing him now. I can tell that he is not used to not being in control. He thrusts his hips up to push himself into me as he growls. I pull back and take each of his hands and place them on the grooves in the tub. Holding his wrist down firmly with my hands, I push his cock deeper into me, then pull out, teasing every vein in his hard cock.
 
    
 
   “Shhhh,” I whisper in his ear. “I’m going to make your cock cum all over my “P” so fucking hard. Let me fuck you, let me fuck you just like this, Mr. Towers.”
 
    
 
   That sends him over the top and he breaks away from my hold and grabs my ass so hard while he plunges his cock so deep inside me. I’m on top, and I’m in control. I start to move my hips in circles, his cock hitting every angle deep inside me. My body moves up and down his hard cock as I lean into him with my hands on his shoulders. The hunger for another orgasm increases inside me. My “P” starts to pulsate out of control and his cock gets warm and fills me up. He thrusts harder, meeting my “P” as I’m on the verge of cumming. He groans loud, “Fuck, cum for me, Danielle, cum all over my cock.” 
 
    
 
   Those very words send me into a violent full body orgasm and the tightening of my orgasm makes Harrison climax and fill me up at the same time. His body shudders and his groan is loud and primal. I shove my hands through his hair, bringing his body up to my chest as he starts kissing my neck, while his cock still throbs inside me. “You won’t say no, Danielle,” he whispers as he licks the outside of my neck and pulls me into his hard body.
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
   
Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   On second glance around, I change my original assessment of my work here, I didn’t do a good job, I did a fabulous job. I am genius, hear me roar! I decide to let everyone else go home and do the finishing touches myself. The grand opening ceremony is tomorrow morning and I need to make sure everything is perfect.  Harrison will be very pleased, I’m sure.  I’ve been frantically working my team overtime to assure that when Harrison returns from Montreal his Pied-à-terre would be complete and ready for him to occupy. All three of the lobbies will be ready for the opening as well. 
 
   It has been a challenging task and in all reality, the scope of work that the project required should have been a minimum of ten-twelve weeks’ time frame. I have accomplished this project in just over four weeks.  I managed to get my hands on a furniture closeout on the lounges I used in the lobbies. I found a locally run furniture store that carries high-end furnishings and procured all of the side and occasional tables. 
 
   The lighting wasn’t difficult, as my uncle owns a lighting store in Seattle. Actually, when I think about it, the biggest trick was the water feature. I had to find something that could be made in a matter of weeks and then have it installed. Luckily, with the crummy economy, I found an artisan in the Southern part of the state who was eager to make the four water features, which included the one for the penthouse. Each one is a bit different, but they are all freestanding twelve-foot long glass walls with water cascading down the sheet of glass to a polished stainless steel catch basin. The one in Harrison’s penthouse is straight ahead right as you get off the elevator. It adds an element of drama in the elevator foyer. In the penthouse, the glass wall is in ripples that mimic the movement of waves in water. The one in the Columbia Tower lobby has metal cutouts of salmon seemingly climbing up the water wall. In the Rogue Tower there is a bronze patina Heron standing in the water with a fish in its mouth. The last lobby in the Willamette building has a metal silhouette of Mt. Hood in front of the water wall. I know that those will be the main attraction and will make Harrison quite pleased. 
 
   Harrison flew from New York to Montreal right after our weekend. He came back once for a few days but then he left again. I really didn’t get to see him but for his coming to the penthouse to sign off on some contracts and give his final approval on some cabinet and flooring choices. He then flew back out to Montreal and I haven’t seen him for over two weeks. We’ve been communicating mainly via email. I send him updates on the progress and he sends me his notes. I find this whole situation confusing. On one hand, I don’t want a relationship or the trappings that go along with being in a relationship. At the same time, I find myself thinking about him all day long.  I can’t get his beautiful face out of my mind, especially the look he gets on his face just as he is cumming. It’s by far the most erotic visual etched in my mind. The feeling of his capable hands feeling the length of my body while his tongue seeks out my own. Yes, the fire that he has ignited in me is such that no other man has even come close to sparking.  In hindsight, I now know that Bradley only struck the match. Harrison has inspired a raging inferno in me. I’m just not sure how to temper it or if I should. Simone’s predictable advice is to roll with it and enjoy the ride.  I’m sure there was a pun intended there. 
 
   He sent me another bouquet of flowers two days ago with a card that simply said, 
 
   Three more days, Danielle. 
 
   I think to myself, three more days until he is flies in. Three more days until he sees the final project and three more days until I see him.  
 
   Tomorrow is day three. I get to be back in Harrison’s arms on day three. I hope. 
 
   I promised myself that I wouldn’t allow this. I promised myself I wouldn’t care. I promised myself that I would keep my guard up and only have fun. Well, I’ve broken those promises. I’m very thankful that I’ve been so busy with this project these last few weeks.  Otherwise, I would have been heartsick. I know deep down that I’ve fallen for Harrison Towers.  The awful part is that I can’t get Bradley out of my mind. Not because I still have feelings for him, but because he is the reason I feel so damaged. I want to trust Harrison, but I’ve been fooled before and I refuse to allow myself to be open or vulnerable to that kind of betrayal again. No, this has to be just for fun. It can’t be anything more than that. It’s taken me over a year just to find myself again. I don’t want to lose myself again and especially not this soon. 
 
   Oh Dani, slow yourself down. Harrison Towers may not be interested in you that way. There’s always the distinct possibility that Harrison is just having his fun. I mean seriously, he’s an International Mogul who could have any socialite hottie, Hollywood starlet or heck even some kind of royalty he wants! 
 
   Now, time to finish this place and go home so I can hit the bathtub for a much needed bubblicious soak!
 
   I give each room the once over. Again. I’m so happy with the way it’s come out. To me, it is serene but oh so sexy.  Just like Harrison. My heart pangs when I visualize him lounging on the matte white leather sectional with a glass of Pinot Noir swirling in his glass.  I fight with my mind as it travels back to our time in New York. 
 
   Oh, not now! Focus, focus. 
 
   I glance at my phone to see the time and realize it’s already 10:42 PM. I gather my things and make my way to the elevator. Just as I swipe the card, I feel my phone vibrate just once. Ah, a text message, gee, wonder who that could be? The pesky best girlie, no doubt. 
 
   Once I settle in my car, I take my phone out of my coat pocket and plug it into the charger and head to my loft.  I keep hearing my phone go buzz, buzz, and buzz. Geeze. What’s up with that?
 
   I look down and see it is another unknown caller. Obviously, it’s not Simone. I’m almost home, and decide to deal with my unknown caller once I get in the tub. I pull into my parking garage, grab my briefcase, purse and cell phone and make my way to the elevator. Ugh, I feel like a pack rat!  I push the button to the elevator and stand waiting for what seems like half an hour. Just as I can’t wait any longer it comes to a thud and the doors start to open I have the strangest sensation that I’m not alone. All the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. As I advance through the elevator doors, I turn my head to the right to see someone duck behind a silver Volvo SUV. Um, creepy. I know someone is there because I can see their shadow cast on the black car parked next to the Volvo. 
 
   I quickly hit the button on the elevator to take me to the lobby instead of my floor. If someone is watching me, I don’t want them to know what floor I’m on. I step out to the lobby and see that Frank isn’t there. I glance at my cell phone and note that it is after 11:00 now, so of course no Frank. I turn back to hit the up button on the elevator but it has already gone back down to the garage. 
 
   Oh no! Maybe I should duck into the stairwell. Just as the door to the hallway closes behind me, I hear the ding of the elevator. I don’t want to be seen but I have to peek to see who is getting off the elevator. I squat down and open the door just a slight crack, but unfortunately, my view is obstructed. I can’t see the whole person, but can see that it is a man with brown leather shoes and jeans. That’s it. The man goes back into the elevator. I hear the doors close and the mechanical gears move again as the elevator heads upward. I come out of the stairwell and watch the elevator ascend up and stop at the 10th floor. My floor.  Shit! What to do? This man is now on my floor.  It could be just a neighbor or a visitor, but at this hour?  What if it’s the person who was lurking behind that SUV?  Why would someone be following me anyway? I have zero skeletons in the closet and I haven’t made any deals with a loan shark. So if anything, this is random. However, I’m not willing to take any risks. Besides, I’ve watched too many Lifetime Movies to know that if it doesn’t feel right, I should trust that instinct. The problem is that if I take the stairs up to my floor, the person might figure out that I hadn’t gone all the way to the top via the elevator and come down the stairway to find me and we would intersect on the stairs. If I take the elevator, I also run the risk of the person being in the elevator lying in wait for me. 
 
   I make a quick decision to go back down to the garage and get back into my car to wait and see. Without giving it much more thought, I head back into the stairwell and down one and a half flights to the parking garage. I exit the stairwell door and the next realization hits me that I don’t know for certain that the person lurking by the SUV was the same person in the elevator. The creepy lurker could still be here in the garage with me. I run to my car across the garage and hop in, throwing my belongings onto the passenger seat. I hit the power lock and fumble to get the key in the ignition. I hit the button on the remote to open the overhead gate to the garage. Where to now? Simone is out of town with her writer man, so I have nowhere to go. I think she said she was on a movie set somewhere in Eastern Oregon. I don’t have her key with me, it’s in my loft.  I know for certain that she would have been fine with my staying at her place, but now what? I’m sure not staying here. 
 
   Hoping I wasn’t followed, I find myself going from looking in the rearview mirror, to the side mirrors  to over my shoulder, while sitting in my car waiting for the light to turn in front of my building. I think of the penthouse. I’m sure Harrison wouldn’t mind if he knew the circumstances. I know it’s risky and unprofessional.  But, at this late hour, I am short on thinking of other options.  Reluctantly, I head back to the penthouse. I can sleep there and then get up super early and head back to my place to shower and  return in time to help the event planner with the final touches before the Grand Opening. 
 
   I wake with a start. What is that tickling my face? I open my eyes to a curtain of ice blue and silver chenille bell tassels dangling over my face. I sit upright and look around. I look around again and then I remember that I’m in the den at the penthouse. I’m lying on the sofa with a throw blanket and a decorator pillow over my face. I had decided against helping myself to one of the beds last night, and besides, that would have been more work to straighten up this morning. I stand up and stretch. In all my frenzy last night, I didn’t check my voicemail or text messages. I had simply texted Simone to let her know I was staying here last night and that I would explain later and for her not to worry. I then curled up and passed out with my phone perched on my chest. I remember that my phone was buzzing and buzzing last night, though. Guess I should check all that and Oh shit! What time is it?!! I look at my phone and see it is 7:13 AM. Phew! I need to get moving and fast!
 
   I slide open my phone to find I have missed eleven calls from the unknown caller and not a single voicemail. That’s odd. What’s even stranger is that the calls all came from 10:00 PM until after midnight. Almost every ten minutes give or take. I feel a slight chill run from the top of my chest to my gut and settle there. 
 
   I shake it off.
 
   I open my text messages and have a couple from Simone asking if I am okay and gushing about her new man, a couple from my mom going on about the gallery and oh, what’s this? There are two from Harrison.
 
   10:42 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Goodnight. Looking forward to day 3.
 
    
 
   11:28 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Did you get my surprise?
 
    
 
   Huh? What surprise? I’ll have to look further into that. I straighten up the den and head out to the lobby of Harrison’s penthouse. I stop. Sitting next to the elevator on the floor is a single long stemmed red rose, just lying there. Is this my surprise? Why would he have left a rose and if he did, why didn’t he come wake me or say hello or??? Is he here? In a panic, I go to search the penthouse for Harrison. There’s no sign of him and further, there’s no sign that anyone else has been here other than me as everything is just as I had left it last night. That rose wasn’t there when I left last night. In fact, I know that that rose wasn’t there when I came back because when I exited the elevator upon arrival last night I dropped my keys. I would have noticed a single long stemmed rose lying there, for sure. Where the heck did it come from then? As uneasy as I feel, I have to shake it off and get home, otherwise I’m not going to be ready for today. 
 
   Once I get settled into my car, I realize that I haven’t texted Harrison back. I pull the phone out of my pocket.  I look down to see that I have missed another call from Unknown Caller. Ugh, this is getting annoying. It must be one of those computer automated phone dialers from a solicitor.  I open my text message from Harrison and send him a reply.
 
   7:24 AM
 
   Me
 
   Crazy night will explain later. Surprise? See you soon.
 
   Okay, just playing it safe here. 
 
   I hurry home and park on the street instead of the garage. I’m still totally creeped out about last night. Something is just not right, but at the moment, I don’t have the luxury of giving it too much energy. 
 
   I enter the lobby and there is good old Frank. I’m quite relieved to see him for some reason. 
 
   “Good morning, Frank.”
 
   “Good morning, Miss Austen, up and around early today I see,“ he says with a lift to his gray furry eyebrows.
 
   “I had a late night working.” I reply
 
   “Uh huh. Parking on the street I see.”
 
   “Yes, I have to leave again so thought it would be easier. Say, did you notice anything unusual this morning when you got here?”
 
   “Unusual in what way, Miss Austen?”
 
   “I came home late last night and parked in the garage and saw someone lurking behind a parked car in the lot. It was just odd and I felt really uneasy. Like I was being watched or something.”
 
   “I only got in this morning at 7:00 so I haven’t walked the building, but I haven’t noticed anything so far. I can keep my eye out.” He gives me wink and once again raises his furry eyebrows.
 
   “Okay, thanks Frank. It was probably nothing but my late night imagination getting the better of me.”
 
   I summon the elevator and suddenly feel a longing to be in the safety of my condo. 
 
   Once I get to my door, I get that uneasy feeling again. 
 
   I let myself in and lock the door behind me. I walk into the kitchen and then I stand frozen in place. There on my kitchen stands a vase of long stemmed red roses. How the fuck did those flowers get there??!! I run to the intercom system and buzz Frank. 
 
   “Yes, Miss Austen?”
 
   “Frank,” I blurt out “Did you receive a flower delivery for me yesterday and put it in my condo?”
 
   “Miss Austen, that is against building rules. I’m never allowed to enter a tenant’s loft without permission.”
 
   “So, you didn’t enter or let someone in to deliver a bouquet of red roses?”
 
   “No, Miss Austen, I did not.”
 
   “I see.”
 
   “Miss Austen, are you okay?”
 
   “No Frank, I’m not okay, I can’t figure out how someone could have left me flowers and there’s no note.”
 
   “Say, did you perhaps give anyone a key to your condo and may have forgotten?”
 
   “I certainly did not. Wait! Is there any chance you can review the security cameras to see who entered my loft?”
 
   “Well yes, I can see who entered the lobby and the garage. It will take me about a half hour. “
 
   “Okay, that would be super. Maybe it will shed some light on this mystery.”
 
   “Miss Austen, would you like me to come up there and check the loft for any signs of intrusion?”
 
   Then it hit me, could this be Harrison’s surprise? Of course, he is a man with resources, he probably sent over one of his ‘people’ and had the flowers delivered. Quite the surprise to break and enter a single woman’s apartment just to leave flowers. These rich mogul types are used to getting things their way, so I shouldn’t be surprised. 
 
   “Ahem.” Frank clears his voice loudly, “Miss Austen?”
 
   “Frank, that won’t be necessary and forget about the surveillance video, I think I may know who’s behind this, Thank you anyway.”
 
   “Okay then, are you sure?”
 
   “I think so, Frank.”
 
   I turn back to the flowers and bury my face in their velvety redness and take a deep breath to inhale their intoxicating scent. As cliché as it may seem, red roses are my all-time favorite. I wonder to myself how he knew that.  Something is still off, though, when I count the roses I come up with eleven. There are only eleven roses. Oh! The twelfth rose is the one that was on the floor by the elevator this morning. Of course! Whoops, I left that in the car. I’ll have to be sure to get that in water. Still feeling a bit uneasy, I decide to indulge myself that soak in my tub that I got spooked out of last night. 
 
   As I pass my bed on my way to the bathroom, I look over and see that it has the appearance that someone had plopped down in the middle of it like you see in mattress commercials. What the heck? I know that I had the white duvet cover crisp and straight when I left yesterday morning. I walk over to the bed to straighten it up again. I must be losing my mind. It’s all too creepy; I swear I can smell cologne. I lean down and smell where I just straightened the duvet and sure enough, I can smell a faint musky smell. I detect something earthy like being in woods right after a rainfall. I lean down and take another deep whiff. I can’t detect it now. I must be imagining things. 
 
   The scent of vanilla and red current fill my bathroom and I sink down further into the bubbles and luxuriate in the warmth embracing my body. Now this is exactly what I need. 
 
   My thoughts once again travel to Harrison. 
 
   It’s hard not to think of him. He’s awakened my inner sex kitten and I don’t want her to ever go back to sleep. The fact that I had multiple orgasms over the course of two days, when during three years of marriage, I only came a few times total with Bradley. How lame is that? I had always thought it was just something wrong with me. He had let me believe that too. He had been totally disconnected from me. I just didn’t have any point of reference to know any different. Bradley was my first love and I had thought he was my forever. I realize now how naive I was. It had never occurred to me that Bradley was having sex with all of these other women and I was get sloppy leftovers. 
 
   When I originally confronted him with getting a divorce, it was like he thought I was off my rocker. He admitted that he shouldn’t have been having relations with other women, but his defense was that it didn’t mean anything. He also maintained that if I had been giving him what he needed, he wouldn’t have sought out other women in the first place. I was quick to remind him that he was out of town sometimes five days a week and how could I have been able to ‘give him what he needed?’
 
    
 
   I shake my head to rid myself of this thought path. I divert my thoughts back to Harrison. The way his mouth feels on my neck right below my ear. Who knew I was so sensitive there? I felt my “P” tingle at the thought of Harrison’s soft lips and hot sweet breath travelling down my neck to my breasts where he would gently pull and tug at my erect nipples with his teeth and use his tongue to flick over the sensitive tips. I feel my loins stirring in response to my thoughts. It feels good so I allow myself to continue. I use my hands to play out my thoughts. I cup my breasts and softly pinch the pink tips to mimic the gentle nibbling of Harrison’s teeth. I caress my hands down my belly as if they were Harrison’s hands feeling the curve of my hips underneath my own hands. Realizing that this is what Harrison feels, I find myself even more aroused. I continue running my hands over my body ending up at my most sensitive part. I let my fingers probe my clitoris, rubbing it in circles with my right hand while my left hand is on my left breast caressing and lightly pinching my nipple. 
 
   I continue to explore myself with both of my hands, with two fingers, I enter my “P” and begin to slowly and methodically move in and out in a rhythm similar to Harrison’s ample and firm cock sliding in and out. I feel more tingles in my loins just from the thought. With my other hand, I rub my clit in a slow torturous circular motion in time with my other fingers. I think of Harrison doing this to me, his hard cock in me, his fingers probing my clit, my hips moving in time with his hips, his hot breath and firm lips on mine, tongue seeking tongue. My breathing is ragged and I begin to violently explode around my own probing fingers. After a few moments, my breathing slows as the last convulsion in my vagina comes to an end. I sit up in the tub and take a deep breath. Wow. I have no thoughts, no words. Just need to breath.
 
   Looking at myself in the mirror, I’m happy with what I see in the reflection.  Despite my deep fatigue, I look sharp and professional with a slight glow to my skin. I think the petal pink short-sleeved silk blouse I’ve chosen gives my complexion a slight blush that is alluring. I did a deep condition on my hair so it has extra shine today and I even used my barrel curling iron to add some soft waves. I tuck the button down blouse into a black high-waist pencil skirt, with a silver chain belt at my waist and my favorite pointed toed black suede heels.  I finish it off with a simple pair of silver hoop earrings and a silver pounded metal cuff on my wrist.  I add a slathering of pink gloss on my lips and glance at the clock. It’s time get going. Time to see Harrison. 
 
   As I head out into the lobby, I feel my phone vibrating in my blazer pocket.  That will have to wait. I need to replenish my business card stash so have decided to stop by my office around the corner to grab them before I head to the opening. I love having my office so close. I counted one day and it’s about 30 steps from the front door of my loft lobby to the front door of my little office. This is especially nice when wearing heels. I unlock the front door, push it inward and the next thing I know, my right foot flies out from under me and I fall to the hard cement floor with a thud! Laying there for a minute on the cold floor on my back, I make a mental pain assessment. 
 
   The back of my head throbs; pain radiates all the way down from my head through my back down to my right hip and ending at my ankle. Only I would have a slip and fall on such an important morning. I slowly push up on my right elbow, so far so good, I move slightly to bring my right leg under me and realize the pain isn’t really that bad. I continue to stand and aside from some aches and pain, I think I will survive once I pop some Advil. 
 
   I look down at my spilled purse and see that the mail had been pushed through the slot in the door and that was what I had slid on. I reach down and grab the envelopes.  I walk over to my desk and deposit the mail into my inbox; I’ll deal with that later. I notice something of a larger envelope out the corner of my eye lying on the floor next to my handbag. Aha, that is probably the real culprit for my slip and fall. I collect the contents of my purse and restore them to their rightful place before grabbing the large airmail envelope. I look at the front and it has my address block but no cancelled postage in the corner and in the return address is the name TOWERS HOLDINGS.  The address is from Montreal. Puzzled, I pull the tab to rip open the airmail envelope.  I reach in to pull out a round trip first class ticket to the Grand Cayman Islands on Cayman Airways. What the fuck??  
 
   I reach my hand back in the envelope only to find it empty. That is it. Just the airline ticket. No note or anything, and only one ticket. I wonder if I’m expected to fly there alone. I look at the date on the ticket and see it is scheduled for almost two months from now and the return is for 10 days later. I have no idea what to think. On one hand, YES PLEASE!!! On the other, I hardly know this guy and he wants me to go away with him? Not to mention he hasn’t properly asked me to go.  A ticket slid into the door of my office is hardly a very romantic or proper way to invite a lady on a trip. I mean, he could have at least put a sticky note in with it. I don’t want to be a downer, as Simone would put it, but I do need boundaries and though this isn’t a big infraction, it’s certainly a strange message he’s sending me. It’s like he didn’t consider actually asking first, he just presumes I will want to go and more importantly, that I will be able to go.  I feel another buzz in my pocket. I reach in and notice that it is now 9:19 and if I don’t get going, the party planner is going to lose her cool, I’m sure. I slide unlock to see what all the buzzing has been about. Two missed calls from Unknown Caller, three texts from Suzanne, the party planner, and one from Harrison. As I predicted, the texts from Suzanne are frantic ‘when are you getting here?’ texts. I save Harrison’s for last. I’m immensely annoyed with him, but I can’t help the pitter patter pangs that I feel whenever I think of him.
 
   9:11 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   The ticket. I want some time alone in paradise with you.
 
    
 
   Oh. Well if he is going to put it that way. YES PLEASE!
 
   9:20 AM
 
   Me
 
   Somewhat of an odd way to ask me.
 
    
 
   I hit send.
 
   I grab the business cards out my desk, the ticket and my bag and then I lock up. Once settled into my car, I look over at the passenger seat and there is the single red rose. Wait a minute, if the surprise was the ticket, what about the flowers? Where did those come from? Interrupting my thoughts is another set of buzz, buzz, buzz, it’s a call, thinking it might be Harrison I answer the phone with a syrupy “Hi.” 
 
   Nothing. 
 
   “Hello?”
 
   Still nothing but silence.
 
   I look at the phone and see that it says unknown caller on the ID. 
 
   Now irritated I say, “HELLO!”
 
   Then nothing. All I hear is a beep beep beep, which means the call has dropped. 
 
   As I replace the phone on the charger, I hear another buzz and see another text from Harrison.
 
   9:23 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   What is your answer Danielle?
 
    
 
   Gulp. Did I upset him?
 
    
 
    
 
   9:23 AM
 
   Me
 
   I am not sure. I need to check my schedule. 
 
    
 
   Send.
 
   Buzz.
 
    
 
   9:23 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Screw schedule. I need you to go away with me Danielle. Say yes.
 
    
 
   Holy shit! I start to shake a little. He needs me to go away.  I so want to play a little hard to get, but I suspect he might not respond well if I drag this out. I’m just having such a hard time with letting myself go with the flow. For once in my life, I want to be in control and I feel like I’ve already lost control where Harrison is concerned. 
 
   I turn into the parking lot of the towers. I park my car and start to gather up my things. I hear more buzzes. I pick up my phone and see two new texts from him.
 
   9:25 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Take a chance Danielle.
 
    
 
   9:27 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Well?
 
    
 
   9:28 AM
 
   Me 
 
   Yes.
 
    
 
   Send.
 
   As I look over to the Rogue Building entrance, there he is with his retro looking slate blue two-piece suit, white crisp shirt, and black skinny tie. He is holding his phone and looking down. I can see a smile spread over his face and my heart skips a beat when he looks up and sees me with his piercing blue eyes and our gazes lock. 
 
    
 
    
 
   

Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   After the last of the press, photographers, and guests have finally left and the catering vans have pulled away, I scan the lobby to find Harrison standing with his back to me at the wall of windows.  I can see that he has his phone up to his ear with his left hand and his right hand rests in his pants pocket. His jacket has ridden up to where I can see the outline of his firm bottom under his suit pants. My mind slips back to New York, remembering how I grabbed his ass in the throes of passion and feeling his muscles flexing under my hands as he thrust himself into me in a fierce frenzy just as we were both about to cum. I shake my thoughts back to his butt in those slacks. I notice there are no underwear lines, must be wearing those boxer briefs. With my eyes transfixed on his butt, I fail to notice someone has entered the lobby. I hear someone behind me clear his throat.  I turn around to see Bradley standing there, holding a bouquet of flowers. He flashes me a wide Cheshire grin and advances toward me with his arm outstretched to give me the bouquet. 
 
   “Wow, Dani, you look beautiful!”
 
   I forget all about Harrison and his boxers.
 
   “Bradley! What are you doing here?”
 
   “I wanted to come and congratulate you on your success!” He looks around the lobby and as he hands me the bouquet he awkwardly kisses me on the cheek.
 
   I take a step backward.
 
   “Um thanks. How did you know I would be here?”
 
   He grins.
 
   “I have my ways.”
 
   “Humph! Unusual for you to be around on a Thursday. Are you living here now?”
 
   “Actually I am living here now. I have renters in the house so I just bought a condo in the Pearl. Say, you live in the Pearl, don’t you?”
 
   “You know I do Brad. So what’s this visit really about?”
 
   “Can’t an ex-husband give support to his ex-wife?”
 
   I click my tongue at him and grumble, “Well not unless it’s spousal support.”
 
   “Touché.”
 
   “Really, Brad, it’s not that I’m not happy somewhere deep inside that you’re here to congratulate me, but I’m wiped out. It was a late night and a long day.”
 
   “Geeze Dani, you can really make a guy feel unwelcome.”
 
   “Well, the last time we spoke I thought I was pretty clear that I don’t really feel the need to be in touch with you. We are each other’s past and I don’t really feel that I have space in my life for you.” 
 
   As I hear the words escape my lips I feel a pang in the pit of my stomach. I hope he’s buying it, because I’m not sure I believe it myself. 
 
   “Obviously I shouldn’t have come. Sorry, Dani. I just wanted to see you and show you that I’m proud of you.”
 
   “It’s fine, Brad. I appreciate the flowers and the thought. Like I’ve said before, maybe we can meet sometime in the future for coffee or something.”
 
   “Sure. That would be great.” He shakes his head. “Dani, I know you’re just saying that. Look, I know this is hardly the time or place but please know that I’m truly sorry for everything. Please believe me.”
 
   In a hushed voice, I say, “Brad, you’ve already apologized and I’ve already forgiven you. Please let’s not do this here. “
 
    I reach into my jacket pocket and hand him my business card. “Here, call me this week and we can talk if you still need to find some closure.”
 
   He accepts the card, and then looks me in the eye. For a passing moment, I think he is holding back tears. Then he shakes himself out of it. He gives me his boyish grin. “Okay, Dani.” He flicks the card with his fingers. He leans over and gives me another kiss on the cheek.  He whispers in my ear “Who’s the mogul?” I follow his gaze and my knees almost buckle when I realize it’s Harrison he is referring to, and Harrison looks angry. I can’t imagine what has his jaw set so tight. He remains on his call and he walks toward us at a brisk clip. He walks with such confidence and presence. I can’t peel my eyes away from him. Oh no! There goes my crimson red face again. He hasn’t stopped staring at me with those piercing eyes as if he’s looking into my soul. I see out of the corner of my eye that Brad is frowning and isn’t even looking at Harrison. He’s looking at me. 
 
   Harrison stops about four feet away and tucks his phone away.  He looks at me with a raised eyebrow, and then he turns to Bradley. 
 
   “Hello, I do not believe we have met.” He reaches out to shake Bradley’s hand.  
 
   “I’m Harrison Towers, this is my project.” He spans the lobby with his eyes. 
 
   Bradley takes his hand and gives him a firm shake. 
 
   “Nice to meet you, Mr. Towers, I’m Bradley Pyne, and Danielle Pyne is my wife.” I give him a dirty look and he corrects himself, “Well, my ex-wife.” 
 
   Okay, now my face has permanently turned crimson. I turn to Bradley with my mouth gaping wide open.  What the hell did he say that for? 
 
   Harrison looks from me to Bradley, and then he gets that smirk on his face. He settles his gaze on me. 
 
   “Well, Danielle Pyne or is it Austen? I hate to interrupt you two, but I would like a chance to speak with you privately before you leave.”
 
    I scoop my chin back up off the floor and without thinking, I blurt, “It’s Austen.” As soon as the words come out, my hand flies to cover my mouth. Shit, I hadn’t informed Bradley that I’d changed my name back. I could have sworn that I had told Harrison that. I wonder for a moment if he is trying to cause trouble.
 
   I look at Bradley and I know instantly he is upset. He’s looking at me with that wounded puppy look he has. He clears his throat.
 
   “When were you planning to tell me that you changed your name, Danielle?”
 
   “Bradley, I was going to tell you, in all due time.”  I glance quickly at Harrison and notice a look that I haven’t seen yet. He looks amused while trying to mask it. 
 
   I also get the distinct impression that he is growing impatient. I take Bradley by the arm and start walking him toward the door. “Here, let me walk you out.”
 
   At first, he doesn’t move. I tug a bit at his arm and he relents. He looks at Harrison, nods, and then says in a stiff voice, “It was a pleasure. Congratulations on your opening.”
 
   Harrison offers his hand to Bradley. They shake again and then Harrison says, “Thank you.” He turns on his heel and walks toward the river. 
 
   Once outside, Bradley stops and turns to me with his lip twitching. 
 
   “Dani, why the hell didn’t you have the courtesy to tell me you went back to your maiden name? Didn’t you think I deserved that much? So our marriage didn’t work and even though most of that is my fault, you could have at least given me that much.” 
 
   “Okay, Brad, I know I should have told you sooner.” 
 
   This is getting annoying. 
 
   “You know I haven’t wanted to be in contact with you. What was I supposed to do? Send you an email?”
 
   “I guess it doesn’t matter anyway, we’re divorced and what you do is your business. I’m just hurt, but I’ll get over it.” 
 
   He sticks out his bottom lip. 
 
   “So are you and the mogul involved? Please deny it ‘cause I don’t think I can take the thought of you with another man just yet.” 
 
   “First of all, my personal life is none of your business and I have no idea what the mogul is to me. For now, he is my client.”
 
   “Okay, I’m leaving, I’ve heard quite enough. Seriously, no man has ever regretted stopping by a ribbon cutting ceremony more than I.” 
 
   He really is upset. I didn’t know he had any feelings left, much less for my welfare or me.
 
   “Look Brad, we could stand out here going back and forth for the rest of the day, but I need to get things wrapped up in there. I don’t want to keep Harrison waiting anymore.” 
 
   I feel a tingle in my lower belly as I say this. Oh how I want to be in there with Mega Mogul rather than out here with Brad.
 
   His lip curls and he scoffs, “Yeah, I’ll bet.” 
 
   He holds up his hand to stop my response, “I’ll call you later this week and maybe you’ll take pity on me and succumb to my humble requests for your company at a coffee house.”
 
   “Wow Brad, pouring on the charm. Too bad it’s lost on me.” I laugh. “Okay, call me later next week. It’s almost the weekend and I plan to relax.” 
 
   His mouth opens to make another snide comment. I hush him and then send him on his way.
 
   I realize that I’m still holding the flowers Bradley brought me.
 
   I walk back into the building and notice that Harrison is no longer standing there. Where could he have gone? I start to walk toward the wall of windows when the side door off the lobby opens and the strange little dark-haired man, Philippe, appears. I had thought that he was back in Montreal. 
 
   “Mademoiselle, Monsieur Towers would like you to join him in his penthouse if you are done with your business down here.” 
 
   He takes the flowers from me. 
 
   “I will have these for you upstairs in water.”
 
   “Thank you, Philippe.” I head to the private elevator.
 
   I turn to say something else to Philippe, but he’s already disappeared. He must use the service elevator. I go to grab my belongings from behind the reception desk, but they aren’t there. My purse and briefcase are missing. In all of the excitement and crowds of people, who knows where they have gone off to?  Shit! My car keys are in there and my wallet along with a lot of personal effects that I’m not interested in having to replace. At least my mobile is in my pocket with my business cards.
 
   I walk back to the elevator and realize that my pass card for the elevator is also on my key ring, which is in the purse. I grab my phone and send Harrison a text.
 
   4:39 PM
 
   Me
 
   My purse is gone and my passkey is in it. could you send elevator?
 
    
 
   Send.
 
   Waiting. 
 
   And waiting.
 
   Buzz.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   4:41PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Well that is very careless of you. I am not happy that someone may have access to my building and penthouse.
 
    
 
   Oh no, he’s mad. Crap!
 
   4:41PM
 
   Me
 
   I’m so sorry. I had it stashed behind the reception desk. I don’t know where it could have gone!
 
    
 
   Send.
 
   And waiting again.
 
   Then I hear the elevator coming. Ding. The doors open and Philippe is in there. He nods.  “Mademoiselle.”  
 
   As the elevator heads to the top floor, my stomach churns. Now I will have to deal with canceling my credit cards and getting my card re-keyed at my condo. Not to mention, now Harrison is mad at me. Butterflies cause a ruckus in my stomach and my tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth. Oh dear, this is not how I wanted my day three to end up.
 
   Ding. The elevator doors glide open and I’m greeted with the gentle swooshing of the water wall. I glance back at Philippe and he gestures for me to exit the elevator. I don’t know why I’m so hesitant; it isn’t my fault that my purse and pass card have been taken. Oh dear, why do these things always happen to me?
 
   Philippe now walks briskly ahead and shows me into the grand living room, as if I didn’t know the way. I gasp as we enter the room, there is Harrison standing with his jacket off now, top two buttons undone and his tie loosened and hanging slightly askew. His hair is perfectly messed up. He advances toward me and hands me a glass of champagne. As he does so, his fingers graze against mine. Shock waves radiate over my entire body from that little touch. He flashes his megawatt toothpaste ad smile and then clinks his glass to mine and says, “To a successful opening.” 
 
   I nod and smile. He then takes a quick sip of his drink and licks his lips while locking his gaze on mine. Gasp, I can feel my loins stirring with the memory of his mouth exploring my entire body with special attention to my “P”. 
 
   Just as I feel my face turn every shade of red in the spectrum, he turns and walks toward the white leather sofa, reaches down and says, ”I do believe this is yours?”
 
   I furrow my brow with confusion. It’s my purse and briefcase. “Oh, thank goodness, where did you find it, how did it end up here?”
 
   “You shouldn’t be so careless, Danielle. Philippe brought it up here for safekeeping.”
 
   Now that makes me mad, I had it secured at the reception desk. There was no reason for it to be relocated. 
 
   “Mr. Towers.” 
 
   He smirks and then interrupts, “Harrison.” 
 
   “Right, Harrison.” I’m getting very agitated. 
 
   “I will have you know that I was not, in fact, careless, I had secured my belongings at the reception desk.” I put the glass down on the side table. 
 
   “Thank you for the champagne. Did you need me for anything else, because if not, I will just take my careless self home now.”
 
   He gives that infuriating smirk. It makes me crazy because I can’t tell if he’s laughing at me or what. 
 
   “Actually, there is one thing, how did your ex, uh Mr. Pyne, end up at the grand opening?”
 
   Okay, where are we going with this line of questioning? I shrug my shoulders. 
 
   “I don’t know, he said he wanted to show me support for my design business. Why do you ask?”
 
   “Oh, no reason, I just found it unusual considering what you told me about your relationship with him. Is there something still between you?”
 
   What the hell?
 
   “Harrison, I am really uncomfortable with this conversation. Bradley is simply my ex, and he wanted to bring me flowers. Maybe he feels bad about things and this is his way of reaching out to me. I think he may have a case of a guilty conscience.” 
 
   I find it odd that Harrison should concern himself anyway. 
 
   He stands there studying my face for what feels like an eternity and to the point where I start to feel awkward. He takes a last swig of his drink and sets his glass next to mine. He takes the briefcase and purse from my hands and discards them on the chaise lounge. In one swift movement, I find myself in his embrace. His lips come crashing down on mine and my knees buckle. Oh my, I think I’ve just swooned. 
 
   I can feel every fiber in my body respond with an intensity that could only be similar to sticking my finger in a light socket. My lips quiver under his as his hands reach for my ass and he starts to caress and kneed it while pressing his hard cock against my crotch. 
 
   We stand there probing each other’s mouths. Tongue seeking tongue, lips pressing to lips. I let my hands travel to his butt and mimic his movements. He lets out a deep guttural moan and then says in a raspy voice, “I want to finish the christening by fucking you on every surface in every room. And we are starting here.” I take in a quick shallow breath as my loins start to throb. 
 
   I feel myself getting very wet in my panties and I want nothing more than to screw his brains out over and over again. He turns to me and helps me slip out of my jacket. He lays it across the chaise next to my purse. He then works on unbuttoning my silk blouse with very capable and nimble fingers.
 
   He discards my blouse. He then moves to my skirt; he reaches his hands behind me and unzips it, letting it fall to the floor in a puddle around me feet. My chain belt remains slung around my waist. He runs his fingers along the beads and metal and then he moves his hands back up to my bra and unleashes my breasts, tossing my bra somewhere on the floor. 
 
   He leans down and begins his assault on my nipples with his teeth while flicking his tongue on the tips. Oh, it’s just how I imagined him doing it. I moan and arch my back, the fire signals being received gladly.
 
   I feel the flames licking at my "P" as the pulsing down there gets more and more intense at each flick of his tongue on my breasts. In another swift movement, Harrison clears all of the items on the chaise, picks me up, and deposits me on the cool leather.
 
   He stands above me with his pants tenting from his erection and I squirm with anticipation because I know that it’s all in response to me. With lightning speed, he removes his tie and unbuttons his shirt but he doesn’t take it off. He unzips his fly and lets his pants drop to the ground. Aha, he is wearing a black pair of Calvin boxer briefs. So sexy. He removes his briefs and unleashes the erection that is just for me. 
 
   He moves over to me and I take his cock and start stroking it with one hand, and then I tentatively wrap my lips around the bulging tip. He lets out a loud moan and puts his hand on my shoulder as I begin to suck his cock. I use my hand to create pressure up and down the shaft. I look up at him during one moment and all I can see in his eyes is pure desire. He looks down into my eyes with such intensity and I feel like I might cum right there. He withdraws his cock from my mouth and pushes me onto my back on the chaise.  
 
   He removes my panties, but instead of removing my belt as well, he leaves it there. He leans down and gives me a drawn out passionate kiss and then he once again begins his assault on my nipples. He gently twists my nipples between his fingers while circling the tips with his tongue. I arch my back and moan in absolute pleasure. He moves his attention downward by using his tongue and trailing down to my “P”. He takes his fingers and parts my lower lips and with his tongue, he goes on an exploration of my most sensitive area. 
 
   His tongue darts in and out of my “P” in a slow and methodic rhythm. It’s an exquisite torture once he begins to rub my clit with his thumb. I realize that I’m holding my breath. I let out a large sigh and just as I do so, he plunges two fingers into my “P” and starts fucking me with his fingers. In and out in a steady pace all while still rubbing my clit with his thumb. I find my hips arching to receive his assault. He keeps at this pace as I feel my body getting ready for its grand release. 
 
   Just as he is about to push me over the edge, with absolute finesse, he inserts his throbbing shaft into my inferno and starts pumping into me, hard. In and out, he slams his dick against my g-spot. I wrap my legs around his back while grasping at his butt to pull him in deeper. He responds by deepening his thrust and then he hits the head of his cock on my intense pleasure spot and I scream out in ecstasy. I throw back my head and arch my back with my legs still secured around him; his length invades my pelvis. He stiffens his body and then his release spills into me. With a loud groan, he collapses onto the chaise with me.  
 
   The aftershocks of my own release continue to convulse through me, I feel his cock still in me, and it too has its own moment of pleasure. Harrison continues to lay on me. His sweaty flesh melds with mine. His breathing finally returns to a normal rhythm as does mine. We stay like that for at least 10 minutes. Then he withdraws his cock from me and stands up. With that sexy smirk of his, he reaches his hand out and helps me up. He embraces me for a minute, then he grabs the bottle of champagne and my hand and leads me to the master bedroom. 
 
   I follow him into the bedroom and he heads toward the en-suite bathroom. It’s so sexy in there. The travertine tile was such an excellent choice. We ran it up the vertical surfaces and the entire tub, shower and vanity. It isn’t overwhelming, but rather it’s luxurious. Hmmm. Wonder what he has in mind. I’m still reeling from the intense orgasm he just gave me and I feel very tired. I would love to just relax. We walk into the bathroom, and the rectangular tub is straight ahead with candles lit on the tub deck. The water cascades out of the waterfall faucet and  into a tub that is filled with bubbles. The smell of ginger and sandalwood wafting through the damp air is heady. Wait, how did he do this? Whoa, impressive. He must have had Philippe prepare this. I blush at the thought. 
 
   He reaches over to me, removes my chain belt from my waist, and drops it to the ground. Then he removes his dress shirt. 
 
   He walks me into the glass shower and turns on the multi head. He leaves me there for a second, and I watch him walk over to the vanity and pick up a remote. He pushes a button, and then I hear music. It’s kind of hard to hear over the water, but it sounds like smooth jazz of some sort. I can’t make out the singer, but it has a pulsing Sade kind of sound. 
 
   He rejoins me in the shower reaches over, and turns off the water. 
 
   With the champagne bottle still in hand, he puts his free hand under my chin and gently tilts my head back. He starts to pour the champagne into my mouth. It bubbles up so that it spills out; he leans down and licks it off. He then pours some into his mouth and then more into mine, but this time he leans over and plants his lips on mine while I am still swallowing. He darts his tongue into my mouth so we both savor in the tasty bubbles. He pulls away and with a mischievous look on his face, he takes the bottle and starts pouring it over my head and then my entire body. He sets the bottle on the tile floor, the music is still pumping through the surround sound and I recognize that it is Sade. Hmm, good ear. Harrison begins to lick the champagne off my neck, trailing down to my breasts, suckling and nibbling them.  He keeps working his way down to the soft curves of my belly and then stops just above my clit. He looks up at me with crystal blue eyes and flashes a wicked smile. 
 
   “I like a smooth pussy. It makes my job all that more pleasurable.” With that, he goes back to work with his tongue. He pushes back my folds and seeks out my heated "P". He moves his tongue in and out as if it is his dick. I moan and reach out to brace my hand on the tiled wall. “That’s right, now spread your legs,” he growls. 
    
      
    I put both hands on the wall and do as he says, spreading my legs. 
 
   He stands up, walks over to the tub, and turns off the water. When he returns he reaches around me and turns the shower back on. He grabs me around the middle, bends me over at the waist and starts pumping me from behind. At this angle it gets so much deeper and it almost sends me skyrocketing. I put my hands on the glass. He reaches around to my front and his fingers seek out my clit. I just about cum just from his touch, but I manage to hold it back. 
 
   My legs are getting weak from maintaining this position, but the deep penetration of his ample dick is intoxicating. I can feel my body moving against his thrust making it even more intense. He starts breathing very heavily and a steady flow of moans escapes his curved sexy lips. I can feel my ”P” engorged and ready for release. We keep at this and I savor every thrust and every pulse of his dick in me when abruptly he pulls out, stands me up and turns me around. 
 
   “Next location, Danielle.” 
 
   He leads me by the hand to the tub. He climbs in first and then gestures for me to follow him in. He puts his hands on my waist and helps me to lower myself onto his shaft. I impale myself on the hard rod and with his hands still on my waist; I ride up and down in a slow and steady pace. He parts his lips and licks them with his tortuous tongue. I get even more tingly down there when I look at the lust in his eyes and the pleasure that is spread across his face. I continue to ride him in the warm water. I run my hands over his chiseled chest and take note of how his abdominal muscles feel under my fingers as they flex and move with me. I start to pick up the pace and then he meets me with his hips. I pay no attention to the whirlpool effect of the water in the tub as it splashes and spills over the sides. I hardly notice the candles snuffed from the escaped water. I only notice how I’m giving Harrison pleasure. My own pleasure is so immense that I feel tears welling up in the corners of my eyes. We match thrust for thrust and in one final pummel of his dick deep into my "P", he yells out, “Look at me when you cum!” I feel his seed spilling deep inside me and I find my own tightening and release. He reaches up and pulls my mouth to his and as he does so, it sends another shock straight to my pleasure and releases yet another wave of convulsions deep inside me. Whoa, rolling orgasms, that’s a first. 
 
   I sit back up and he helps me dismount. He gives me that megawatt smile. 
 
   “All this has given me a huge appetite. Let’s get the champagne shower washed off and get something to eat.” I am at a loss for words so all I can do is nod my head. He reaches over and turns the water back and then he grabs the bottle of bubbles and dumps more under the running water. He settles back into the tub and pulls me against him and I sit between his legs. He grabs a sea sponge and proceeds to wash me down with it. At some point, I grab the sponge from him and start to wash him. I gently start at his head, and then trace the sponge down his face, his chest, across his abs and start to head down to his groin. He grabs my hand as if to say stop. I lock eyes with him. He groans and then leans in for a deep tongue-seeking kiss.  
 
   All at once, he stands up, taking me with him and I can see he is ready for round three. Whoa, at this rate I will be walking bowlegged for the next week. He grabs a towel off the rack and dries me off. He wraps a towel around his waist. With beads of water still dripping down his torso, he grabs my hand and leads me to the bedroom. He turns to me and with that sexy smirk, he says in his car commercial announcer voice, “Location three.”
 
   He picks me up and literally throws me onto the bed. I land on the silver and white duvet comforter with a poof.  I am bare and  naked on this luxurious 1200 thread count duvet cover and I know the sheets are every bit as decadent. He drops the towel on the floor and I can see he is ready. Just from looking at his throbbing erection, I can feel my own body readying itself for play. Wonder what he has in mind this round. 
 
   He crawls onto the bed, takes me by the back of my head with his hand, and kisses me deeply and passionately. When we come up for air, he says, “Dinner can wait; I think I’ll have you as my appetizer.” 
 
   Oh lord, I feel another wave of tightness building in my loins and my “P” is ready for him. He pulls me onto my back then pushes my legs open as far as they will go and then he hops off the bed. 
 
   I lay there feeling very self-conscious with my legs spread eagle and my “P” throbbing with anticipation. He quickly returns with two cashmere scarves. He ties one on each ankle and then ties the other ends to the footboard of the bed. Aha, that’s why he wanted the bed frame with the mod cutouts. While he continues to tie my legs, I wonder how he got his personal things moved in between last night and now.  
 
   He takes something from the nightstand drawer. I strain to see what he has, but he keeps it concealed. I then feel something warm being spread on my clit with his fingers. Must be some kind of lube. He penetrates me with two fingers, probes around, and eventually finds my magic spot. I wriggle my hips under his probing hands but can’t move much else due to the restraints. 
 
   The sensation is mind-boggling. I’ve never felt such pleasure in my life. While his fingers continue to pleasure me inside, he leans down, takes my clit into his mouth, and begins to suckle and gently nibble on it with his teeth. Whoa, that’s it, I’ve gone into oblivion. I suddenly feel like I’m no longer connected to my body, but somehow in a different universe. I feel one wave of convulsion after another and he doesn’t stop. He keeps flicking his tongue across the engorged tip of my clit while his fingers pulsate on my magic spot. I can’t take it, my body has one rolling orgasm after another and it just doesn’t seem to stop. I can hear myself screaming, but I can’t stop that either. I’m panting and then I start sobbing uncontrollably. Harrison withdraws his fingers, comes up to my head, and gives me a deep passionate kiss. I can taste my sex on him as well as something fruity, mandarin orange maybe. He holds me for a minute and then releases me.
 
    “We aren’t done in here yet.” 
 
   What? Not done? Is he the ever-ready bunny or a teenager in a man’s body?
 
   Harrison reaches down to my crotch and spreads more of the warm liquid on my “P” and clit. He rubs some on his shaft all the while his eyes remain locked on mine. Holy hell, there it goes again, that tightening of my pelvic muscles and my body anticipating his entry. With my legs still tied and spread eagle, he glides his length into me. Oh, how good that feels. It’s so intense, especially with that love potion he’s put on us. It heats things up even more than they already are. My legs are spread so far that it makes easy entry for him. He takes his time though. He withdraws his dick and then teases my swollen entrance with his swollen tip. He moves in and out very slowly and methodically. On the last withdrawal, he grabs me by the hips and pulls me down as he thrusts his cock up deep into my “P”. He doesn’t let up; he keeps urging his cock deeper and deeper into me. I can feel his balls on my “P” and his pelvis rubbing against my clit. He continues moving his dick inside me without withdrawing. The sensation is all-consuming and I can feel another orgasm ready to escape. 
 
   “Look at me when you cum, Danielle,” he rasps as we continue to lock eyes. He reaches up, cups my breast, and pinches my nipple, which sends me over the edge once again. I can feel his cock cumming inside me and his ragged breath on my neck with his face now buried in the covers. Deep guttural moans escape his lips. After a few moments, his breathing has returned to normal and I hear the instrumental version of Barry White’s “Let’s get it on” coming faintly from the bathroom. Oh, how cliché can you get! 
 
   We laid there like that for what felt like an hour. It might have been because when we got up it was still quite light outside but the sunset was approaching soon. I move to get up and realize I’m still tied up. I sit up to untie myself and his hand reaches out to stop me. He pulls me closer to him and nuzzles my neck. I lie there and let him snuggle me. He sits up a minute later and begins untying me. Then he lies back down and snuggles close again. This is not what I would have expected. So, Harrison Towers is a snuggler. I like that. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   I awake with a start. I’m disoriented. Where am I? I look out the window to a dark and drizzly night. I realize I’m at Harrison’s Penthouse, he’s lying next to me, breathing softly.  As I lie there watching the rise and fall of his perfectly chiseled chest, I feel warm, safe and confused. I roll a little to my right side to look at the clock. 2:15 AM. Why am I wide-awake at this hour? Seems to be a recurring theme when I stay with Harrison.  Wide-awake and unable to tame my thoughts. It also occurs to me that I’m starving. We never ate dinner and I hadn’t eaten any of the food at the reception yesterday. I look at Harrison and stare at the profile of his sexy-as-hell face in the streaming moonlight. I resist the urge to reach over and trace the outline of those dangerous lips with my tongue. 
 
   My mouth goes a little dry, as my mind settles back on my situation at hand. Do I let my guard down, trust this man and give myself to him fully, or do I keep that line in the sand drawn, protecting myself from potential harm and more heartache?  I suddenly feel my chest tighten and I feel trapped. It doesn’t help that his arm is draped across my midsection. The tricky part is that my mind gets ahead of reality. Harrison Towers has given me no reason to think this is anything more than an intense attraction, a sex fling. 
 
   With that thought, I urgently need to get some fresh air. I gently move his arm to his side and quietly slip myself out of bed. Oooh, this travertine floor is so cold on the feet. While walking out I’m practically on-Pointe’ so my feet don’t come into full contact with the iceberg floor. I stop off at his closet and help myself to one of his white button up dress shirts that is fresh and clean. 
 
   Out in the living room I sit down on the sofa and stare out the windows. It occurs to me that I love the rainfall, especially when it’s lightly trickling down the glass. Despite the clouds and rain, the full moon looks luminous and alluring. I unlock the veranda doors and slip outside to the cool wet early September night. I walk out to the glass railing and gaze out over the rushing river below. I take a cleansing deep breath and close my eyes, tilting my head toward the sky and allowing the rain to wash over me. I can feel my nipples stand at high alert under his Egyptian cotton dress shirt. The loose fabric of the shirt is now clinging to my body and my hair is dripping wet with droplets of water slowly moving down my face. 
 
   While I lean against the railing taking it all in, I think about Harrison and what he does to my body. I feel my “P” warming just from the thought of his hands travelling over me and taking me. I let my right hand find my clit and start rubbing. Once again, the thought of Harrison doing this to me fuels the fire beneath my own fingers. I start to rub it in circles and feel myself wet to my own touch. As I start to pick up the pulsating rhythm, I get the sense that I am not alone.  As I turn my head to look behind me, I suddenly feel a lightning bolt strike me from behind and my whole body is on fire. Harrison reaches his hands around to my front and takes over where my hands were. He rubs up against my back and gently nudges me forward to lean against the railing. 
 
   He whispers in my ear, “I missed you and when I came to find you, I find this moon goddess pleasuring herself on my veranda. Now I am going to light up the night sky with our bodies colliding. Location number four.” 
 
   Oh, he is a Word Smith too, that’s all I need; I feel my loins burning out of control.
 
   His left hand is now on my clit, moving in slow tortuous circles. He brushes his index finger over my “P” and then slowly penetrates me. I moan and feel my breath hitching at the back of my throat. With my back arched against him I can feel how turned on he is. The feeling of his hard cock at my back makes me even wetter and the tight feeling in my lower abdomen is quickening. While he licks the side of my neck, he lifts my wet shirt over my head and discards it on the cement floor with a splat. He starts with the back of my neck, licking the raindrops off my body. Working his way to my front, he gently turns my torso to face him, he bends over and takes my left breast into his mouth, his teeth lightly biting my nipple. The shooting sensation down to my loins makes me squirm and ready for release. 
 
   He moans and then turns me back around to face the river before bending me over at the waist and spreading my legs farther apart with his own. He takes his cock into his hand and moves it toward the entrance to my paradise. Very slowly, almost to the point of it being in slow motion, he urges his cock in me; I feel every contour and inch of his firmness slipping into my hot wetness. Oh, this is torture. Just pound me, damn it! I hardly realize that I’m gasping for air and choking on the ecstasy. He’s orchestrating a melodic rhythm that my body already knows the tune to. I feel my body moving against his. Faster and faster, he moves in and out of me while I’m pinned between his supple body and the hard lines of the glass railing. Closer and closer I get to my crescendo when I’m vaguely aware of hearing him yell out my name and we both cum in unison, while the pouring rain rinses us clean.
 
   The next morning I awaken feeling rested and really sore. I can’t remember ever having this much sex in a 24 hour span of time. I roll to my side and see that Harrison is already up. I glance at the clock and see that it is 9:10 AM. Wow, I really overslept. I then realize I have the walk of shame ahead of me. I can take a quick shower, but I have to put on my clothes from yesterday. It’s not as if we are in a house where I can hurry out to my car. No, I have to walk through an entire lobby that is sure to be occupied with the lobby receptionist, the new office tenants moving in and other general building activities. I slip out of bed, walk into the bathroom, and am shocked to see my black overnight satchel sitting on the floor of the bathroom. On the counter sits my toothbrush, makeup kit, blow dryer, brush and I notice that even my hair products are in the shower. I 
 
   look over and see one of my dresses hanging on the freestanding valet. How the hell are my things here? Think about it, he must have gone to my condo while I was sleeping and used my keys to allow himself access to my things. I mean why not, he had access to almost every surface of my body last night. All but one really, but my back end is off limits. At least for now. I smirk to myself. 
 
   After a long cleansing shower, I ready myself for the day. I slip on the outfit that was set out for me. An electric blue classic Diane Von Furstenberg wrap dress that Simone insisted I splurge on, and the pumps I wore yesterday. He even thought to grab a chunky silver pendant that hangs just above my cleavage. I finish drying my hair and stare back at my reflection, I look happy.  I scold myself, yeah, you just got rocked five times last night, or was it six? Let’s see, once in the living room, then the shower and the tub and even though it was one climax, in there it was technically two locations. Then there was the bedroom; three, the balcony; four. Then when we went in and finally ate some food at 3:30 AM that would be five. I’ll have to correct Harrison on the sex count.  Wow, no wonder I’m so sore.
 
   I finish putting my things in my bag when I hear the bathroom intercom beep, then I hear his silky voice. “Danielle? Are you ready for our day?” 
 
   Our day? I wasn’t aware we were having a day together. “Harrison, I’m dressed, I’ll be right out.”
 
   I grab the satchel, head down the hallway, and deposit my bag by the waterfall in front of the elevator. I find him sitting at the tempered glass dining table. As I walk into the room and he looks up from his papers, his eyes lock on mine and I go weak in the knees. He smiles at me and stands. 
 
   “Good morning. I trust you slept well?”
 
   Yeah, after we finally got to bed at 5:00 AM.
 
   “Good morning to you as well. I slept well once I actually got to sleep.” I provide him my own smirk. “Oh, thank you for going to my condo and grabbing my things! I was dreading the walk of shame this morning.”
 
   “You are quite welcome, Danielle but I didn’t actually go, it was Philippe. Speaking of Philippe, would you like him to whip up some of his famous crepes for you?”
 
   How fancy!  “I’m fine with just some toast and maybe some Greek yogurt if you have some.” I’m dying. The thought of the strange little French man going through my things makes me feel a little violated no matter how grateful I am for fresh clothes and makeup. 
 
   “Nonsense, I can see in your eyes that you would love some crepes. I would too, as a matter of fact. Hope there is enough whipped cream left after last night.” He gives me a wink. 
 
   Okay, here we go again, I feel my face flooding with crimson red. I think of last night and how he used that whipped cream. My blood starts to boil again while my body betrays me by getting moist between my legs. 
 
   “Harrison! You’re making me blush. I’ll have some crepes if it’s not too much trouble. “
 
   He smiles then gets up and disappears into the kitchen. I help myself to some coffee from the French press. I glance over and see that he was reading some kind of legal papers. Hmm, must be his latest acquisition or conquest. I sip at my coffee, look out over the river, and remember last night or actually early this morning. 
 
   After we had both climaxed outside on the balcony, we came in exhausted and drenched from the rain. He headed to the bedroom and grabbed some fresh towels and we dried off. He also handed me another of his dress shirts and wrapped the towel around his waist. He is just way too sexy, and I thoroughly enjoyed seeing him with nothing on but a towel at his waist. Despite the fact I was totally and utterly exhausted from our sex fest, I could have easily gone there again. I felt the warmth between my legs return and I knew that all he had to do was lose the towel and I would be willing to go at it again. 
 
   Instead, since we were both starving, we went into the kitchen to satiate our growling tummies.  I sat on one of the bar stools at the enormous island while he opened the refrigerator and examined the contents. 
 
   “I must remember to give Philippe a raise; he seems to anticipate my every need before I realize I have a need,” he said as he pulled out assembled trays of meats, cheeses and an assortment of antipasto accoutrements. He turned to smirk at me as he pulled out another bottle of bubbly. 
 
   “That is very nice. You have a faithful employee in Philippe.”
 
   He popped the champagne cork and poured us each a glass. He handed me one and clinked the crystal.
 
   “Yes, I certainly do. He has been with me for over 20 years. He came to work for my family and has continued ever since. “
 
   “Does he have a wife or kids?”
 
   He walked into the pantry, returned with a loaf of Baguette bread, tore some pieces off, and placed them in the middle of one of the platters. We both started shoveling the food into our mouths. Never mind decorum when two growling tummies are making their presence known. 
 
   “No. Well, he used to, but she left him, took the kids and moved back to France somewhere. He would get Christmas cards and yearly updates with pictures from time to time, but she would never allow him to see or talk to the kids.”
 
   “Wow! Do you know why she left him? I mean that’s pretty harsh.”
 
   “He said she went back to France for her true love and ended up marrying her childhood sweetheart. It’s a bit cliché for my blood, but I really feel for him.”
 
   He ate another piece of bread with salami and provolone piled on top finished by some brown mustard. 
 
   “So, did he ever marry again? Is he in contact with his kids now?”
 
   “He never married again, but I think he has a paramour on the side in Montreal. His son actually moved back to Montreal when he came of age and he works for me now.”
 
   “What does his son do for you?” I eat another olive. 
 
   “Let’s just say he conducts research for me among other things.”
 
   He refilled our glasses and took another sip.
 
   “Oh, what kind of research?”
 
   He studied my face for a minute.
 
   “That is actually confidential, but enough about my faithful employee and his life. Let’s talk about you.”
 
   I nearly choked on my pickled asparagus spear. 
 
   “What do you want to know?”
 
   “Well, how is it you are still sitting there when I could have you sprawled on all fours on this slab of cement tasting your sweetness?”
 
   I took a huge swig of champagne and the bubbles ended up tickling my nose. I let out a giggle and he took that as a go ahead. He quickly moved the trays to another counter, took a last swig of his champagne and while doing this, his towel dropped from his waist to the floor revealing his hard intentions.
 
   He picked me up off the bar stool and set me down on the cement slab island. It was cold on my behind, but it sent warm jolts through my body. I felt a little giddy while I waited to see what he wanted to do to me next. 
 
   “Location number four, Danielle.”
 
   And with that, he laid me down and made work of unbuttoning the shirt with his teeth.  After he successfully undid each of the buttons, he ran his tongue over my newly exposed flesh. He continued the process until the last button had been opened. Once removed, he tossed it onto the barstool. I lay there on the cold cement with my nipples standing at attention and my body singing hot. He moved to the refrigerator and removed a couple of items. I could feel a quickening in my loins as the anticipation built. He moved quickly across the kitchen to the microwave and popped something inside.  Ding announced the microwave. He pulled out whatever he had heated up. He reached over to the control center on the wall and pushed a button and I instantly heard a pulsating beat that was mostly instrumental with a few sultry words. Ah, sexy background music, nice touch. 
 
   He returned to my side and told me to close my eyes. Following his directions, I closed my eyes. I then felt warm liquid trickling over my left breast and then my right, followed by his tongue tracing the lines the warm liquid left. He then covered my right breast with his mouth and sucked, and then he turned and licked the left breast clean of the warm substance. He drizzled a trail of warmth down my torso allowing the liquid to ooze down my crotch and puddle between my legs.  He began to lick the liquid trail and ended up at the end of the trail with his face buried between my legs until my privates were licked clean of the liquid. I tried to sneak a peek while his face was buried between my legs, but he reached up and wagged his finger at me. I laid my head back, closed my eyes, and decided to lie back and enjoy the tongue-lashing. After he finished lapping up the rest of the goop from my clit, I could hear him on the move again as he trailed his fingers up to my neck, grabbed my face with his hand and planted a big juicy chocolate syrup kiss on me.  Oh, his lips and tongue tasted delicious. He then stepped away and I could hear him grabbing something else off the counter next to the refrigerator.  I opened one eye to peek. 
 
   “Tsk tsk, Danielle, don’t be a naughty girl, otherwise I may need to punish you.” I giggled. 
 
   Then I heard him shaking something followed by spraying something on my lips. He leaned over and kissed it off. It got in my mouth and I could taste the whipped cream. He helped me to sit up and then he helped me off the counter. He sprayed some whipped cream on his dick and I willingly kneeled in front of him and proceeded to lick off every last trace of the cream. I reached my hand back and caressed his sensitive balls while I made work of sucking on the tip of his dick. I took it deep into my throat. I pulled him out of my mouth, grabbed the can of cream, sprayed it on his dick, and started all over again. All the while, he uttered expletives and pumped his cock in and out of my mouth. “Oh Danielle, suck it!” so I did.
 
   Finally, I could feel his climax building and I once again took him deep in my throat when he came and blew his load so I could feel the warmth of it trickling down my throat. I stood up and just as I did, he handed me a glass of champagne. I took a quick swig and handed it back to Harrison who stood there with a satisfied look on his face. He once again took me by the hips and hoisted me onto the counter. He then adjusted my hips to hit the edge, put my feet up on the edge of the counter like they were in stirrups. He then took the whipped cream and sprayed it all over my crotch. He placed a hand on each side of my feet and then leaned down and started licking and suckling my clit. Darting his tongue in and out of my “P” and then licking up more cream. 
 
   Without warning, I felt his dick penetrate me and he started pumping himself in and out of me. I could feel the sticky cream on his pelvis as it collided with mine. He withdrew his dick and sprayed me full of whipped cream again. I lamented at his virility. How did he get hard so soon after that last orgasm?
 
   Once again he removed his cock and was back at giving me a thorough tongue bath. After the cream was licked up, he rammed his dick deep inside my pleasure cave. He deepened his thrust and I heard loud gasps coming from my lips. He hissed my name and then he took one last slam into me and then he stopped and said, “Look at me when you cum.” My eyes fluttered open and he stood there practically convulsing from head to toe. He was still in me, bracing his hands on the countertop and his head was slightly hung over. I could see that he was in his own world at the time. Witnessing his multiple orgasms triggered one in me and I felt the aftershocks travelling through my body. 
 
   Once I recovered, I realized I have never been so turned on by a man in my life. He was so raw but so in control. He was a considerate lover but he was also in it for his own pleasure and he made no apologies for it. He was honest with his desire. He withdrew his dick and gave me a wide grin. He helped me down from the cement slab and he picked up his towel and wrapped it around me. By then, it was nearly 5:00 AM and I was simply spent. We took a quick shower together and then crawled into bed. I barely remembered his asking me if I had anything pressing in the morning and I’m not sure what I had told him. Right before I passed out from exhaustion, I remembered thinking that we had left a mess in the kitchen. Snuggled into the crook of Harrison’s arm, I had then slipped into a deep undisturbed sleep.
 
   “Danielle?”
 
   His voice shakes me out of my thoughts. “Oh yes. What?”
 
   “I asked if you would like some juice with your breakfast.”
 
   “Oh yes, thank you.”
 
   “Where did you go?” He says with an amused look on his face.  It is almost as if he can read my mind.
 
   I turn several shades of crimson. “You want the truth?” He raises his eyebrows and nods. “The talk of the whipped cream has brought back to mind recent indecent activities.”  
 
   Just then, the door opens and Philippe brings us two places of steaming crepes with blueberries and whipped cream. I blush again.
 
   “Thank you Philippe.” I say shyly.
 
   He nods and then leaves us to our breakfast. I greedily eat the beautifully prepared crepes and practically lick my plate. I grab a couple pieces of bacon of the serving plate and chomp that down too. I had not realized how positively famished I am until I actually have food placed in front of me. The juice is delicious as is everything else. I look up to see Harrison has barely touched his food, but instead he is watching me intently.  Now I feel self-conscious. Oh, what a little piggy I must seem. What rude manners to devour my food in less than three minutes.
 
   “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself, yesterday really worked up an appetite in me. “
 
   “Excellent, glad to hear you have an appetite, I have quite an appetite as well. But as you can see, food doesn’t quite satisfy what I am hungry for.”
 
   I raise my eyebrows, now this is interesting. 
 
   “What, pray tell, does satisfy your appetite?”
 
   “You.”
 
   Shit!  There goes that tightening in my loins again. 
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “What do you have on your planner today? Are you still free to  play hooky and take a drive with me to Hood River for the weekend? You can see my winery. I have been wanting to re-decorate and I think I know just the person for the job.”
 
   I forgot all about this! Of course, I want to go to his winery. Seriously, could he be any more perfect? I lose all sense of who, what, when, and why with him. I have so many valid questions for him but instead I get  dumb and caught up in the scent of him and the way he’s always seducing me without saying so much as a word. I really know very little about him. I know more about his houseman Philippe than I do about him. I make a risky decision.
 
   “I would love to go with you, under one condition.” He raises his eyebrows and gets that smirk. “I have a lot of questions that I want you to answer. If you agree to undergo my inquisition, I will accompany you this weekend.” There I did it. 
 
   “Of course I will answer your questions, besides I have nothing to hide. Now, in order for me to skip town for the rest of the day I do have some business to attend to. Take your time, but I must take my leave. How about I pick you up around 2:30 so we can escape town before the Friday rush?”
 
   “That sounds perfect. Anything special I should bring?” 
 
   He gives me a mischievous grin. “You don’t need to bring any clothes as I plan to have you naked all weekend, but if you feel you must, bring a few warmer things as it does start to get chilly in the evenings this time of year.” With that, he gives me a quick but passionate kiss. He locks eyes with me for a moment and then he walks out to the elevator. 
 
   My mind is racing. So much has happened that I need to digest. I don’t even know where to begin. I’m hoping that I can catch Simone sometime before I leave today to get her up to speed. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Thirteen 
 
    
 
   As it turns out, I do have quite a few things I need to tie up before I leave for the weekend. I get up to leave and peak my head into the kitchen to thank Philippe, but he isn’t there. Ah, he must be driving Harrison to his office. I wonder to myself if Harrison will drive us to Hood River, or if Philippe will. I also realize that I don’t actually know where Harrison’s office is. Well, add that to my list of questions. Poor Harrison, he hasn’t a clue what he’s in for. 
 
   Back at my condo, I set my things down on the floor next to my sofa. I grab my mobile phone and put it on the charger in the kitchen. It had died sometime last night while he was screwing my brains out. I laugh to myself; I love it when I allow myself to let loose and think dirty from time to time. It’s liberating. I’ve been hiding behind a librarian exterior and am now allowing my inner sex kitten to emerge. Meow. 
 
   I go back to my bedroom to change into my yoga pants and a t-shirt while I set to my domestic duties. I have about four hours before Harrison is due back to get me. I need to tidy up my apartment, do laundry and pop in to the office to take care of some business. 
 
   In my room, I notice quite a few things out of place, but I just shrug it off considering the little French man had to acquaint himself with my belongings to bring them to me this morning. Still though, something is just off. Things that he wouldn’t have had reason to bother have been disturbed. I have a place for everything and an ‘everything has its place’ kind of mentality. I haven’t dusted in about a week and in these old buildings, the dust seems to materialize quickly.  Things on my bureau have been disturbed as I can see the dust free spots where those things were originally placed. I get this prickly feeling at the back of my neck and a chill descends my spine. I’ll make sure to mention this to Harrison. I don’t want Philippe in trouble, and while I appreciate his fetching my things, I don’t like that he went through my belongings. 
 
   I continue to work on tidying up my condo and getting packed for the weekend.  My sourpuss self-conscious suggests that it is too soon to be spending so much time with a man and succumbing to being his sex slave. I tell sourpuss to shut up and mind her prude business. I hear a buzz at my door. I wasn’t expecting anyone. I go to the door and see Frank through the peephole. Just as I’m looking at him, he says in a loud voice “Danielle, it’s Frank, I have a package delivery for you.”
 
   I unlock and open the door. There is Frank standing with a large white box tied with a big wide red satin ribbon.  As he starts to hand it to me, he gives me a quizzical look. “You’ve had a lot of comings and goings lately with all these strange people, yet I’ve hardly seen you. Everything okay?”
 
   Ignoring his last comment, I take the package and lay it down on the counter. I walk over and grab my purse to get Frank a tip. He pokes his head through the door. “No need for that, the delivery guy gave me a generous tip. Imagine that, the delivery guy tipped me!” 
 
   “Frank, what did you mean all the strange people here?” 
 
   I’m only aware of Philippe, so this has my curiosity piqued. 
 
   “Well, I have a log I keep downstairs at my desk, but there was that guy the other day who was asking if you lived here.” 
 
   I interrupt, “What guy, what did he look like?”
 
   He grumbles, “I was getting to that. He has light blonde hair and sort of greenish or maybe blue eyes. He looks kind of like one of those guys off of a soap opera or something.”
 
   “Frank have you ever seen him here before?”
 
   “Yeah, he’s been here a couple times. But I didn’t tell him you lived here. I told him I don’t give out information about the occupants here. He seemed really ticked off and left. The second time he came here, yesterday, he came in and saw me and then left.”
 
   I’m guessing from Frank’s description that it was Bradley, so I feel myself relax a little.
 
   “Then there was that little dark-haired man who came by this morning, he had a heavy accent so I couldn’t make out his name. He said he had your permission to be here and that if I had a problem with it I guess I could call his boss. He handed me a card and lo and behold it’s the owner of this building, Harrison Towers.”
 
   What the hell? How come he hasn’t told me that he is my property owner?? Oh geeze. I don’t like this at all. It makes me feel inferior to him. Another item to add to my list of questions. 
 
   “Frank do you know if Harrison owns any other buildings around this area?”
 
   He starts to belly laugh and looks at me with the most dumfounded expression. “What rock have you been living under? Harrison Towers Holdings owns probably half of Portland. Of course he owns more buildings in this area.” He snickers again, shaking his head. 
 
   Well Frank is right; I have been hiding under a rock. 
 
   “I appreciate the info, Frank. I have to pack for the weekend so gotta get going. Thanks so much for bringing up my package.”
 
   “It's all in a day’s work and besides the misses says I could stand to lose a few,” he says as he pats his rounded belly.
 
   I chuckle aloud. “But Frank you took the elevator.” 
 
   He laughs too, “Yeah, well don’t tell her that!”
 
   I shut the door behind him and bolt the locks. My curiosity is getting the better of me so I quickly open the card attached to the box. I open the small envelope and pull out a handwritten card that reads:
 
    Looking forward to seeing you in this
 
   ~Harrison.
 
    
 
   Oh my, there goes the tightening of my loins and I haven’t even opened the box yet. 
 
   I tug at the red satin ribbon and it falls to the counter. I lift on the big white lid and then pull away at the iridescent tissue paper to reveal something black and lacy. I reach in and pull out the first item and it’s a lace corset with sheer tulle and Swiss floral embroidery in black and baby pink, I see the tag says ‘Agent Provocateur’. It has panties to match and stockings attached to a garter. I notice a couple more items kind of hidden by the tissue, one is a black satin eye mask and the other is a small bottle of tasty love potion in Mandarin Orange. Aha, I was right about the flavor last night. Wow, the man is sexy and has exquisite taste. Or, did he actually have his assistant pick it out. That is yet another question to add to my list. If she picked this gift out, I’m probably going to turn crimson red every time I see her.  
 
   The rest of my day goes without a hitch. I manage to get everything on my list marked off. I pack my overnight satchel with plenty of cute ‘weekend at the winery’ options as well as his provocative gifts. I grab my phone and notice that I have missed another one of those unknown callers. I’m really sick of these telemarketers. Note to self, on Monday get phone number on the National do not call list. 
 
   I hear a buzz at the intercom and Frank’s boisterous voice. “Danielle?” I hit the button, “Yes, Frank?” Some hot shot in a hot rod is here to pick you up. Says you’re expecting him.” 
 
   I giggle; he is a hot shot. If Frank only knew it was his boss!
 
   “Thank you, Frank, I’ll be right down!”
 
   I grab my things, take a look around and lock the three deadbolts. Hey, can’t be too safe!
 
   I exit the elevator and Frank opens the front door for me and carries my bags out. I once again stop dead in my tracks. I’m becoming rather accustomed to my strange reactions to Harrison, but today he’s taken it to a new level. He’s standing there next to a black Aston Martin Vanquish. It’s the sexiest come fuck me car there is, in my book. I’m hardly aware of Frank waddling over to the car and depositing my things into the trunk. Harrison gives him what must have been a very generous tip as he practically kisses Harrison’s hand.  He bids me a wonderful weekend and disappears back into the building. He must have been flustered because he completely forgot to open my car door for me. Just as I am about to do so myself, I hear from behind me, 
 
   “Hang on Miss Austen, don’t do that, I’ve forgotten myself.” I turn to see Frank breaking out in a sweat as he waddles quickly to beat me to the car door. Once inside I look up at Frank to see beads of sweat forming above his brow and upper lip. I coo at him a thank you and assure him that it’s just fine. 
 
   He shuts my door and says something to Harrison that I can’t hear and then as he heads back into the building. Harrison hops into the driver’s seat. I feel my loins tighten and my breath hitch at the back of my throat. 
 
   He flashes me his award-winning smile and in a seductive almost whisper, he says, “Hi.”
 
   All I can do is lean over and whisper, “Hi.” back into his ear and then he turns to me and kisses me with unbridled passion. It’s like we are star-crossed lovers who would never see each other again. He deepens his probing tongue in my mouth. He smells like something spicy and musky, but tastes like mint. I’ve always had a thing for fresh breath. I can already feel the ache building in me and I now realize that this hour-and-a-half drive to Hood River is going to be the longest ride of my life. 
 
   We break away from each other and he smirks. “You ready?”
 
   I nod.
 
   “Then fasten your seatbelt, you are in for a ride.”
 
   Yeah, he isn’t kidding and I get the irony in his statement. I smile to myself. I like irony. 
 
   He’s wearing some hot dark worn jeans that fit his long and toned legs perfectly. A semi-fitted gray crew neck t-shirt and a brown leather jacket. To top it all off, he has a pair of Ray Ban Aviator shades on that make me want to take him right now in this hot car.
 
   “You wore the right thing, you look amazing,” he says as he eyes me up and down, stopping at my cleavage with a wicked grin. After that long sex fest, I have to keep him wanting. He usually sees me in professional attire and I thought I would play it up for him. I see that he’s already enjoying the white mini skirt and matching low-cut tank. I had slathered a layer of bronzing gel onto my smooth freshly shaved legs. There’s nothing better than tan skin against a sexy white outfit. I am also wearing my Tori wedges, a long gold necklace and gold hoop earrings to top it off.  
 
   The short drive to Hood River is just flying by, and the scenery is simply breathtaking. I’ve only been up here as a kid while we were heading to Mount Hood for ski trips. Harrison is pointing out the mountains, the best places to windsurf, and all of the amazing landmarks I had never even really paid attention to before. However, Harrison is the best scenery anyone could ever ask for!
 
    “So, no driver today I see.”
 
   “No, I wanted you all to myself,” he turns and gives me a wicked grin.
 
   “I thought you might enjoy something more laid back. I am free of all work for most of the weekend except for the event on Saturday, so I figured I would take you in the Vanquish.”
 
   “Event?”
 
   “Yes. Every year my Vineyard sponsors a Fall Gala that is also a fundraiser.”
 
   “I see. And when were you planning on telling me about this gala? You told me to bring nothing really! Well your exact words were, ’You won’t need any clothes.’”
 
   Oh, my, I’m shifting in my seat as the wave of warmth comes over me. How in the world could he not prepare me for such an event? Wait. This will be the first event we will be at together. Arriving together. Attending together. Leaving together. This will be all over the press! Shit!
 
   “Danielle. Everything is taken care of. Please, let’s just enjoy ourselves. The Gala is Saturday night so we have plenty of time to get you prepared.”
 
   I feel like I could hyperventilate. I can’t wait to see what the write up is going to say in the Monday Oregonian. Small town girl with Mega Mogul, who would have thought? 
 
   Harrison turns and looks at me, and takes off his sunglasses as the sun is now starting to set behind us. He reaches over and places his hand on my left leg, and my muscle tenses under his touch. 
 
   “I said, don’t worry. It will all be taken care of.” He pats my thigh. “Let yourself go, Danielle,” he says as he starts to rub my thigh, spreading his hands over my entire upper leg. It doesn’t help that I wore an incredibly short skirt. Hell, I was asking for it and frankly, I’m not complaining!
 
   I take my hand and place my fingers on my collarbone, gently brushing from side to side in anticipation of what I really want him to be doing to me right now. 
 
   His hand slips lower into my inner thighs, as he pushes my legs open violently with his hand. 
 
   “Ah, there,” he says, now keeping his gaze on the road but feeling me up with all five fingers. His hands trickle all the way up and down my left leg, then right leg. He stops and pulls my skirt up so it is now exposing my white lace panties.
 
   He turns and looks down at me. “God, what you do to me. Danielle, I can almost taste you right now. I want to taste you.”
 
   He takes two fingers and slides them into his mouth. He sucks on his fingers, getting them all wet for me. He then sticks his fingers in my mouth and I swirl my tongue around and pull them out with my hand. I take his middle finger and pump my mouth around it mimicking what I would do to that hard cock of his. He groans loudly, his breathing harsh as he shifts in his seat. It’s hard for him to not take his eyes off the road.
 
   “Look at me,” I say to him while I take his middle finger again in my mouth and reach over and grab his pants to feel his hard erection growing.
 
   He glances over for a second, “Damn, I want you to cum all over those fingers.”
 
   He can’t keep his eyes off of me, and he glances back from the road to my mouth. I take my own two fingers and slide my lace panties to the side, and place them inside my wet “P”. I am literally soaking through them they are so wet. 
 
   “Ah, damn, Danielle.” I smile, knowing exactly what I’m doing to him. He’s having a hard time concentrating on the road.
 
   “Watch where you are going, Towers.”
 
   “Honestly, Danielle? You think this is so easy?”
 
   “Your cock is just craving me, isn’t it?”
 
   He’s ready to bust out of his pants at this point. I slide my fingers out slowly and lean over to his seat. I take my fingers and place them inside his mouth while I bite and lick his right ear. I pull them out then back into his mouth slowly. He’s sucking hard now, like he wants to fuck the living shit out of me. The smell of sex is filling up the car as I tease him with my juices.
 
   “That, Harrison, is what you have to look forward to,” I say seductively in his ear and pull my fingers out of his mouth.
 
   I sit back in my seat with the biggest grin on my face. Poor Harrison is panting and breathing out of control with probably the hardest erection. 
 
   “Shit, Danielle. Are you fucking crazy?”
 
   We pass by the sign that reads 5 miles to Hood River.
 
   “Now’s not the time, just a taste of what’s in store.” I feel so in control and god it feels good. I wonder where this bravado is coming from. I would never have done such things with Bradley. It would never have occurred to me before now. My sex kitten is purring.
 
   “Now’s not the time? I’ll show you when the time is.”
 
   He starts to slow the car down and pulls off the side of the road at some hiking trail parking lot.
 
   “You drive me fucking insane, you know that?”
 
   He leans over and unbuckles my seat belt. He grabs me and pulls me on top of him in one quick swoop. He leans back his seat and attacks my lips as possessively and aggressively as I have felt with him thus far.
 
   I unzip his pants and let his hard cock spring free, throbbing in my hand.
 
   His hands slide up my back, lift off my white tank, and unsnap my bra. He places his other hand behind my head and shoves it into my hair; he pulls my waves with a burning desire.
 
   I can think of nothing but the insatiable hunger in me to ride his cock. Cars fly by and there’s no knowing if someone is around to catch us.
 
   His hands slide over my bare back as I moan and thrash, his lips biting and sucking mine. 
 
   He forcefully grabs my hair and pulls me back towards the steering wheel. He pants and his cock stands wanting.
 
   “I can’t get enough of you, Danielle.”
 
   He takes both of his hands and grabs my breasts as I lean back on the steering wheel and move my hips grinding against the length of his erection.
 
   “It’s my turn, Mr. Towers, location number six.” 
 
   I place both of my hands on his shoulders and straighten myself to gain some height. I lower myself onto his full and thick cock, slowly filling my tight sopping wet “P”. Harrison throws his head against the headrest with a loud primal growl as he grabs my ass.
 
   I move slowly over him, taking him in, then sliding off to the crown of his cock, and then crashing back down to the base. Over and over, getting slightly faster with each stroke. I circle my hips. He works my ass in directions that reach every aching desire within me. He knows where to put it and how. He slams his cock into me as gravity pulls me deeper. I’m so in need and craving his orgasm inside me.
 
   I move up his length faster and he thrusts into me deeper. Our bodies crash into one another, our skin moist and hot. His cock is warming inside me, creating this electricity that is going to make me cum so damn hard. He grabs my neck and spreads his fingers wide, holding my head up so I have nowhere to turn but to look at him. He grabs on tightly to the chain I’m wearing around my neck. The urgency and control of his grasp is so raw as my body starts to jerk and shudder out of control. The electric pulse inside me and his hand at my neck makes me climax all over his cock
 
   “Look at me when you cum,” he says while I keep cumming, a full body cum that lasts and lasts. My “P” is now wound so tightly around his cock and I can feel that my orgasm is bringing on his.
 
   “Christ, Danielle!” His grip tightens as I cum over and over again. His body spasms and trembles out of control. I’m possessed by his stare, our eyes still locking. He moans loudly and cums even harder.
 
   He tears his hand away and pulls me into him. He kisses me softly. There’s a look of unexpected vulnerability on his face. His features have softened. I wipe the sweat on his forehead and cup his face, brushing my lips against his. 
 
   “That’s exactly how I wanted you,” I whisper softly and gently in his ear.
 
   The urgency and passion between us is so intense. It goes beyond any thought or reason. We are completely raw with each other. There’s something innately primal about how sexually dominant, powerful and skilled this man is.
 
   I climb off Harrison and gather up my clothes. 
 
   “You might need these?”
 
   He sling shots my panties at me, and that is a first glimpse of his playfulness.
 
   “Yeah thanks. All soaking wet.”
 
   “Don’t wear them then. I take that back. Throw them out the window.”
 
   Oh, shit. Damn. Why the hell do I obey every goddamn command!?
 
   He unlocks the window and bam, my soaked panties, out they go.
 
   “Done.” 
 
   “Good, just the way I want you.” He displays a wicked grin.
 
   We both get dressed and Harrison hops back on the interstate. We’re nearing Hood River.
 
   “We should be in Hood River in a few minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, this drive is just gorgeous. How often do you travel up here?” I ask as I straighten myself out, flushed and hot from the event that just took place.
 
    
 
   “I am in Hood River at least two-three times a month.”
 
    
 
   He hasn’t yet told me exactly what we’re doing up here this weekend.
 
    
 
   “Danielle, have ever been to Hood River?”
 
    
 
   “I remember passing through here when I was a kid to go skiing at Mt. Hood, but that was a long time ago. You know, I really take for granted the beauty our state has to offer.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, the Gorge itself has so much to offer. It is the windsurfing capital of the world. There is so much to do up here, the wine, beer and some of the friendliest people you will ever meet. It is a little escape from my world that I really enjoy. You will too, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   We roll through a quaint town while entering Hood River. Little boutiques, restaurants and outdoor sporting goods shops line the streets. We head through a few stoplights and climb up a slight winding hill.
 
    
 
   “Ah, here we are,” Harrison says.
 
    
 
   There are two big gates in the front of the estate with the letter ‘T’ on each side. Oh my, so classy? I look to the right and there is another sign in bronze embedded in a beautiful stone wall that says, ‘Tower Vineyards’.
 
    
 
   “Tower Vineyards.” I read the sign out loud.
 
    
 
   “Yes. Welcome to Tower Vineyards, Danielle.” He opens the console and presses the button that opens the grand gates.
 
    
 
   Unbelievable. It’s getting dark, but I can make out that the estate is of Mediterranean architecture, red tile roof, stone, stucco and a majestic fountain sits out in the middle of the round drive. There is lighting all around the estate and lights lining the private drive. It looks huge under the glow of the full moon. I would expect nothing less.
 
    
 
   “It is dark now; I will show you the vineyards tomorrow. I thought we could have a snack and take a dip in the hot tub to unwind?”
 
    
 
   Oh, Shit. So are we talking location number 7?! Damn. This man can’t get enough! 
 
    
 
   There is a long pause. “Danielle, you have no idea what is in store for you this weekend. Here we are,” he says as we pull around the circle to the front door. He steps out of the Vanquish and walks around the car to open my door like a true gentleman. I’m so not used to this. Bradley never ever did that for me after the day he married me. It was chivalry out the door from that day forward.
 
    
 
   Harrison grabs our luggage from the trunk and opens the grand dark wood doors. We enter the foyer and the look of this place is straight out of a magazine. It does need some decorating touches here and there, but it is still amazing. Rustic, Italian/French accents and furniture, terracotta tile floors, dark hardwoods, and a stone fireplace that extends to the ceiling. Golden and cream touches of casual sophistication. Soaring ceilings once again in the great room while the whole back of the house is all arched windows from floor to ceiling.
 
   It’s like a European lodge straight out of Tuscany.  
 
    
 
   “Your thoughts?”
 
    
 
   “This is your escape? It’s exquisite. It’s funny I wouldn’t have pictured you in the wine business.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I have a vast business portfolio.” He changes the subject, “Come, I want to show you the outside.”
 
    
 
   He walks to the back door and holds it open for me, “After you.”
 
    
 
   The beauty of this property hits me like a ton of bricks. I can’t make everything out but there is a vineyard in the near distance. I can tell because there is an archway that’s covered in lights that leads out to the vineyard.
 
    
 
   The large stone patio has a rock wall around it. An infinity pool is lit under the glow of the moon. There’s a rock hot tub that sits above the pool and flows into it. Outdoor living at its finest, with multiple seating areas with a stone outdoor fireplace as the centerpiece. 
 
    
 
   Harrison turns and heads towards the screened porch. It houses more outdoor furniture, Viking range, flat screen TV, and a wine fridge. He comes back out with two chilled bottles of wine.
 
    
 
   “These are two of the wines that we produce and specialize at Tower Vineyards. Chardonnay and Pinot Griggio for whites. We also have a Pinot Noir which is excellent.”
 
    
 
   He opens both bottles, and pours me an oversize glass.
 
    
 
   Before he has a chance to look up, I take a few steps towards the bubbling hot tub and strip down to nothing. Every article of clothing is now lying on the ground except for the gold necklace. 
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Danielle.” His smile is both delighted and naughty at the same time.
 
    
 
   I give him a devilish smile and help myself to the sizzling hot water.
 
    
 
   He grabs both glasses of wine and makes his way towards me.
 
    
 
   “You really are trying to kill me, aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   He leans down and places my glass on the stone as he whispers in my ear, “You are doing a pretty good job of it, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   My sheer amusement is written all over my face. So what is he going to do now, strip for me and jump in?
 
    
 
   “I will be back. Just continue making yourself comfortable.”
 
    
 
   Oh great. Now where is he off to? He has a completely naked woman with a glass of wine in his hot tub. Who in their right mind says ‘I will be right back’?
 
    
 
   I grab the wine glass and take a sip of the cold Griggio. Mmmmm, this is divine. Who would have thought; Harrison Towers a wine maker and distributor among all the other ventures! How in the world did I end up here? Alright, I’ve got to ask him those questions I bargained with him for me to join him up here. He isn’t getting out of that one. The man is smooth, way too smooth for my own good. Not to mention he is oh so damn sexy.
 
    
 
   Harrison returns with only a white towel wrapped around his waist, holding a galvanized bucket. He sets the bucket to the side of him and sits down on the cold stone, dangling his legs into the hot tub next to me. Music starts to play in the background on the surround sound speakers, soft but seductive. Okay, it’s sexier and I want to throw you down on the bed type of music. Delicious!
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I think it’s time that you answer some of my questions.”
 
    
 
   “You think so, do you? You are naked, hot, with hard nipples in my hot tub. Now is the time, huh?”
 
    
 
   He throws back his glass of wine. “Alright, go ahead.”
 
    
 
   Of course, he hasn’t slipped down in with me. What is the deal with that? Is he just teasing me or is he really not getting in with me? What does a girl have to do!?
 
    
 
   “So, your family. Tell me about them, where do they live?”
 
    
 
   “All of my family lives in Montreal, Canada. I am the only child, although I was raised with two of my cousins. They are like brothers to me, I consider them nothing less.”
 
    
 
   “Are your parents retired?”
 
    
 
   “Actually no. My family owns an import/export company in Montreal.”
 
    
 
   “What kind of imports?”
 
    
 
   “Danielle, honestly can we revisit this another time?”
 
    
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, I see him reaching over into the galvanized bucket and it almost sounds like ice swishing around in there. He moves closer towards me and throws one leg over, so now he is straddling me from behind, my head facing away from him.
 
    
 
   “Okay, well what about all the calls you take where you talk in French, when I’m around?”
 
    
 
   “Ne vous inquietez pas belle.” He takes what I had guessed was a piece of ice and is running it along my shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Dear God... Care to translate, Towers?” The shivers of pleasure of the cold ice and the hot water are making my whole body tense up.
 
    
 
   He bends down and his lips brush my ears, “Don’t worry about it beautiful.”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, honestly.”
 
    
 
   “Shhhh... We are done with that conversation.”
 
    
 
   He slips the piece of ice slowly halfway into my mouth, silencing me. It works. This is hot. He continues to drag it down my neck. I straighten my back with such erotic pleasure and my breasts lift out of the water. He lowers the ice to one of my nipples, circling around it gently and slowly until it becomes fully erect. He does the same to my other nipple, and now they are both fully ready and wanting his attention. 
 
    
 
   “Ah, Harrison...That feels...”
 
    
 
   “Just let go.”
 
    
 
   He trails the ice back up my shoulder and lifts my hair into a ponytail. He pulls a little roughly and tugs my hair back as he caresses my breasts. 
 
    
 
   “What are you trying to do to me Harrison..?” 
 
    
 
   I turn out from his grasp and come up on my knees, facing him. I’m in the perfect position to let loose on his cock. I grab the white towel that is perfectly twisted around his lower abs, and pull open both sides. He’s already firm and ready for my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Now, it’s all about you. You won’t answer my questions... I may make you beg to answer me .”
 
    
 
   Harrison takes a sharp intake of breath as I take my tongue and run it over his length, from base to crown.
 
    
 
   I look up and Harrison is shoving both hands in his hair while keeping his gaze straight on me.
 
    
 
   Curling my tongue around his cock, my hands begin to take over and stroke him hard, gliding my fingers and palm up and down his shaft. I plunge my mouth down around him again and make a low humming sound that drives him crazy.
 
    
 
   “Fuck my cock with that sweet mouth of yours.”
 
    
 
   Holy shit, I’m turning his crank. My tongue and touch is going to send him into a shattering orgasm. I want his cum all over my mouth. I want to feel it slide down my throat as I consume all of him.
 
    
 
   “Take it, take it just like that,” he says while grabbing my head and again pulling my hair into a ponytail. Now he is in control of my rhythm and depth. My hands grip the insides of his thighs, pushing against his hold.
 
    
 
   His body is begging for more so I thrust into him deeper and fuck his cock like he wants. 
 
    
 
   “I want you to cum for me, Danielle,” he orders.
 
    
 
   He guides my hair and head back off his cock and grabs me. In one movement he has me straddling him. The air is cold and the chills send me to moaning loudly. He wraps his arms around me and slides them up and down my bare back as he kisses me like he will never see me again.
 
    
 
   He grabs my ass and holds me tight. He stands on the first step of the hot tub and lowers both of us at the same time into the hot bubbling water. Mmmmmh, that feels so good. He attacks my lips, darting his tongue in and around, softly biting my lower lip. His hands are all over my body, feeling me up my hips and down to my thighs. He moves his legs farther apart as I am straddled over him to make more room between my wanting thighs. His force is so intoxicating. He can take me over any way he wants.
 
    
 
   I slide one finger inside my pulsating “P”. The passion and the moment overtake me and I turn into a wanton seductress.
 
    
 
   “I want it, I want you right here.” He starts to rub my clit in circles over and over, as he takes me into his mouth. One hand behind my head, the other on my swollen clit. Both of my hands glide over his hair that is now dusted with water and he has never looked hotter.
 
    
 
   I release his hold on my lips and move my mouth to his ears, licking, sucking and taunting him. He forcefully grabs his erect cock and slams it into my ready and waiting “P”. 
 
    
 
   “I am going to fuck you over and over, Mr. Towers. Your hard cock inside me.”
 
    
 
   His hips slam up to meet mine as I ram down onto him. Riding him hard, then slow, keeping an uneven pace to make him crave me, crave what he has inside of me. Teasing, taunting, and then ramming my hot “P” back down to his base. He fills me so full. I bite my lip to hold back the screams I want to set free.
 
    
 
   “Make my “P” cum all over your cock. Make it cum hard.” I don’t recognize my own voice as the words spill out of my mouth. 
 
    
 
   With that, he lets out a growl so hard and thick that it rivets through my entire body. “When you cum, look at me.” He fixes his eyes on mine. I groan louder and he starts to cum hard, throwing his head back with all his muscles tensing. His full body cumming makes me climax too. My loud moaning makes him cum harder inside me. His body shakes as his orgasm tears through him. Our bodies stay connected and trembling from the intense ecstasy. Watching each other fall apart in our embrace.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
   The next day we spend a relaxing day exploring Hood River and lounging by the pool. By late afternoon I am dangling my legs in the cool water while Harrison is lazing on a lounge chair next to me. I am wearing a hot pink and black Hawaiian print two-piece string bikini with my hair pulled back in a ponytail. 
 
    
 
   “Danielle, I have an odd question for you.” 
 
    
 
   Oh, this has my interest piqued. With my large sunglasses on, I survey his hard body clad in European style light blue swim trunks. I look up into his face that is currently wearing a smirk.
 
    
 
   “When we were having sex last night, you said something about your “P” cumming on my cock. Is your “P” referring to your pussy?” He chuckles softly.
 
    
 
   Gasp! I would like to just dunk myself in this pool right about now! How fucking embarrassing! 
 
    
 
   He looks at me with eyebrows raised and the smirk is now filled with mirth. 
 
    
 
   Gah! “Yes, that does refer to my ‘PUSSY’. I am not a fan of the word so I shortened it to “P”. I know it sounds juvenile, but I have thought of it that way for years and actually have no intention of changing it now.” I am mortified and feeling a little defensive now. 
 
    
 
   He laughs out loud and looks straight at me. “I will try to remember not to use the forbidden word for your sake, but I happen to like it. Any other taboo words that I should know about?”
 
    
 
   I shake my head at him and quickly run my hand through the water to splash him up his body and face. As he lunges out of his chair, I jump into the pool. Harrison is close behind me.  We wrestle and splash each other in the water for about an hour and then get out to get ready for the evening. 
 
    
 
   By 6:45PM, I’ve finally finished getting my hair and makeup done, courtesy of Team Glam in the pool house. Harrison had made arrangements for a local salon to come out the vineyard and make me look glamorous. He had also personally picked out this dress.  Wow. This dress is beyond anything I could ever imagine. Red silk, floor length that clings to my curves with a revealing back.  
 
    
 
   I’m a little nervous, as I’m not fully aware of what exactly is in store for this evening. This must be something important to Harrison if his company is one of the main sponsors of the event. It puzzles me that he is being so vague about the event. It is obvious there is something that he wants to keep from me. Each time I have asked in the last 24 hours he has side stepped the questions. We are due to leave for the event soon and I am a pile of nerves. 
 
    
 
   As I step into the great room, I see Harrison sitting at the kitchen Bar with a glass of wine. He hears me enter the room and spins around on the barstool.
 
    
 
   He whistles. “Danielle, you look absolutely stunning, as I imagined you would in that dress. Red suits you.”
 
    
 
   “You look dashing yourself, Harrison.”
 
    
 
   Harrison is in a tailored tux. It fits him perfectly. Very James Bond. Damn he’s hot and dangerous, two very thrilling combos.
 
    
 
   He advances towards me with a glass of wine, which I presume is from his vineyard.
 
    
 
   “Try this. It’s from our latest production. It will loosen you up a bit.”
 
    
 
   “Loosen me up?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you seem nervous. To be expected I suppose.” He flashes me one his panty dropping smirks. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, can you please tell me what I should expect tonight? You’re right, I am nervous.”
 
    
 
   “First, I have something I would like to show you.”
 
    
 
   Oh god, what now. What could he possibly throw at me at this hour before the event. He walks behind the kitchen counter and grabs a white box of some sort. 
 
    
 
   Harrison turns the box so it’s facing me and lifts up the lid with its hinges back towards him.
 
    
 
   GASP! “Oh my. Is that...?”
 
    
 
   “A beautiful sapphire necklace for a beautiful woman.”  They are for you to wear this evening. One of our generous sponsors of the event designed it. I think it suits you.”
 
    
 
   Oh my lord I have never seen anything so exquisite. Harrison takes the choker length strand of large cushion cut sapphires all perfectly in a row from the box and walks behind me.
 
    
 
   “I want to see you in these and nothing else tonight.”His whisper dances on my ear. His lips brush up against the tender curve. My body tightens and everything inside of me pulses with intensity as he places it around my neck and kisses it briefly.
 
    
 
   Holy hell! I’ve completely lost my voice and breath! 
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Harrison.” I see my reflection in the kitchen window and the sparkles match how I feel on the inside. 
 
    
 
   “Exquisite on you. Our car is waiting. Shall we?” He places one hand on the small of my back and escorts me outside.
 
    
 
   Waiting in front of the estate is a slate grey Bentley Phantom with all the windows blacked out. A man is waiting at the back of the car. A different chauffer. An older man.
 
    
 
   “Good evening Sir, Madame.”
 
    
 
   “Aw Nicolas, so good to see you. How is the family?”
 
    
 
   “Very well, Sir. Thank you.”
 
    
 
   While whistling, the jovial Nicolas opens the back passenger door and assists me into the car. He sweeps up the bottom of my dress and tucks me neatly in. He walks around with Harrison as they chat for a few minutes. I wonder who this chauffer is. Harrison obviously knows him well to be chatting with him like he hasn’t seen him in quite some time. Nicolas opens the other passenger door and Harrison slides in next to me.
 
    
 
   “So, tell me. What exactly is the benefit this evening for, Harrison? I don’t believe you ever really answered last night in the hot tub.”
 
    
 
   Another of his devious smirks comes over his face as he looks out the window. He doesn’t look at me.
 
    
 
   “I sponsor this annual gala to raise money for “Reach out to Read Oregon”. The charity funds various literacy programs throughout the state.” 
 
    
 
   “Wow. That’s wonderful. The charity must be something that’s close to your heart?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “So, how did you get involved with this?”
 
    
 
   He hesitates and then sighs. “Well, I hate to bring the night down, Danielle. Let’s just have a good time. You do wear those jewels and dress with grace. If I forget to tell you tonight, you look beautiful.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   Bring the night down?! Lord, he sure knows how to skirt around a subject, doesn’t he? I have to find the underlying cause of this. There he goes again with providing no details and avoidance.
 
    
 
   We have been driving a few miles when we pull into another large estate. It has a security checkpoint at the gate. Two men standing on each side.
 
    
 
   “Good evening. Name and code please?”
 
    
 
   Harrison rolls down the window. “Towers. 0010.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Mr. Towers. Enjoy the evening.”
 
    
 
   We continue to drive onto the property. It’s a large estate sitting up on the hill, with another large rounded circle drive. There’s another road that veers off to the right. We travel down the smoothly paved road and in the distance, I can see a vineyard with thousands and thousands of tiny white twinkling lights above it. 
 
    
 
   “The event is outdoors?”
 
    
 
   “Yes. This year they chose ‘Vino under the Stars’ as the theme.”
 
    
 
   “How lovely. What a beautiful night for this.”
 
    
 
   His expression is still straight and steady. He’s more closed off than usual. He’s sitting very quietly and almost distracted. He grabs my hand, still looking out the window. He runs his thumb over the knuckles of my left hand. Sweet and delicate, as if he’s worried about something. This is all too confusing. Well, I’m just going to enjoy the evening. I make a mental note to revisit this at another time. 
 
    
 
   As soon as we pull to the second checkpoint, I can see the line of photographers and the flashes from their cameras. Oh great. Another guard asking for invitation, name and code. Nicolas gives the Towers, 0010 code, and we are ushered out of the car. The cameras begin flashing from all directions. There is chatter amongst the photographers. I’m sure they’re wondering who in the world Harrison is making his grand entrance with. All eyes are on us.  
 
    
 
   We walk along the raspberry colored carpet, stopping along the way to pose for the camera with each other.
 
    
 
   The gala decor is amazing. We stop at the entrance to retrieve our table number. I look up in complete amazement. I see a huge arch that was created to resemble grape branches intertwined with thousands upon thousands of tiny white lights threaded through. Breathtaking. What a beautiful concept. 
 
    
 
   “It is almost magical, isn’t it,” Harrison says while escorting me towards our table.
 
    
 
   There must be at least 300 people already at the event. Of course, we had to make our grand entrance. Mostly men come up to Harrison to talk about business and the vineyard. Women watch with their mouths literally wide open as we pass by. Jealous and inquisitive to say the least.
 
    
 
   I tactfully excuse myself and head over to the bar to grab myself a glass of wine. These large events really aren’t my kind of thing. But the cause would hit anyone in the heart. On the bar are little napkins that read, 
 
   ‘If you really want to change the world, teach a child to read.’ 
 
    
 
   Well isn’t that the truth. I truly am honored to be here to support Harrison and the gala.
 
    
 
   “What would you like Ms. Austen?” Okay the bartender knows my name. Odd.
 
    
 
   “Um. I will have a glass of Pinot Griggio, please.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course. How about Towers 2010?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Perfect. Thank you.”
 
    
 
   “Ahh, Towers 2010. That was an excellent growing season, Ms. Austen,” says a woman’s voice from behind me.
 
    
 
   Oh, shit. Now who. Why in the hell do all these people know my name?
 
    
 
   I turn to find this exotic looking woman smiling at me pertly. Dressed all in white, dark wavy shoulder length hair, cranberry stained lips, and a perfect olive complexion. She almost looks to be of Eastern Indian ethnicity.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, forgive me. I am Marion Deveraeux, one of the sponsors of the gala. They make it our business to know who will be attending with our grand patron sponsors.”
 
    
 
   “I see.” I look at her with a guarded stare.
 
    
 
   “You know, you are the first person Harrison has brought to this event since Adelaide. I really am quite shocked. You look stunning though. His type. It’s so nice to see you are supporting him in his ex-fiancé’s charity.”
 
    
 
   I stop dead in my tracks. Not a word comes out. It must be written all over my face how freaking shocked I am.
 
    
 
   “Oh darling, I am so sorry. He hasn’t told you, has he?”
 
    
 
   “What Harrison and I discuss is really none of your business,” I answer as I turn on my heel and walk away from this meddling bitch.
 
   Shit! Who the hell is Marion? Adelaide? And now an ex-fiancé? The sick feeling of disgust waves over every vein in my body. Ice cold. My breathing is now shallow and quickening. I’ve got to get out of everyone’s sight and digest all of this.
 
    
 
   I grab a seat a little outside of the gala’s main entrance. There are a few benches on the side inset in the vineyard. This is why he’s so secretive. He has too many dammed women in his life. And when in the world was he going to bring up his EX-FINANCE? Is she here? Shit! It is her charity, of course she would be here. I must be a damned fool to think I was the only woman currently in his life! I’m sickened by the thought that I may just have another Bradley on my hands. 
 
    
 
   I walk over and grab another glass of wine off the tray. I look around to make sure nobody is watching and throw all the wine back. Every last damn drop. Ah, now hopefully this will take a little of the edge off.
 
    
 
   I survey the area and finally catch sight of him. There he is. Grabbing two glasses of wine at the VIP bar. I wonder if he realizes I have run off to escape this soap opera. Oh god, of course! There goes brunette exotic bombshell to his side. Where in the hell does she come from? Her tight white, well above the knee dress showcasing every single asset. God, she’s stunning. Damn that wine witch! His back is to me so I can’t see the expression on his face right now. So who is she to him?
 
    
 
   They’re too close for comfort. She’s smiling and whispering in his ear. Oh, there goes a damn hand on his forearm. Are you kidding me right now? Harrison is starting to look around now that she has a hold on his arm. Yeah doesn’t look good, Towers.
 
    
 
   Now he’s on the damn phone again. Really? And he turns. Spot on catches my eyes, until I turn to break the connection. Shit!  Okay so he’s having me watched. Someone on the security team I guess is keeping tabs on me. There’s no way he could turn and find me that fast in this crowd. 
 
    
 
   I turn all my attention to watch all of the beautiful couples here tonight in their lovely regalia. I can feel his presence closing in on me. 
 
    
 
   “May I have this dance?”
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I’m really not...” I answer as I turn my head. It’s not Harrison. It’s some handsome rugged looking rock star type. Cheekbone length blonde hair, green eyes, 6’3 and yum! Where did he come from?
 
    
 
   “Um, yes! I would love to.” I’ll show Harrison a thing or two.
 
    
 
   “Danielle Austen.” I extend my hand.
 
    
 
   “Danielle, you’re stunning,” he says as he grabs my hand with one of his and wraps his other around my waist, helping me stand. A little too close. But hell, I’m going to get Towers back. A little jealousy will do him good.
 
    
 
   He escorts me on the dance floor swiftly. Our bodies close and his eyes intense as well. Christ, another hot one. Who in the hell is this, I wonder as he dips me back slowly and seductively. He pulls me up gently as I grab onto his shoulders for balance.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your-”
 
    
 
   “Paul. I will take it from here, thank you.”
 
    
 
   In one brief second, Harrison has cut in and taken over, spinning me into a tight hold close to his chest. Eyes intense and a stern look on his face.
 
    
 
   “Danielle, why did you run off? I have been looking for you.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure your security team can fill you in.”
 
    
 
   “My what? Okay, what happened?” He sighs.
 
    
 
   “Alright. So explain to me this without talking circles around me: One, who is Marion? Two, who is Adelaide? Three, who is your ex-finance and four, with all these women in your life, what the hell am I doing here?” 
 
    
 
   He smirks, “Ah, Marion got to you.”
 
    
 
   “She sure did. Thanks for the heads up.” I’m pissed off now. 
 
    
 
   “Danielle, I really wanted this to come from me, not some third party.”
 
    
 
   “Well, it didn’t. Perhaps you should have answered me straight when I asked you last night and again in the car on the way here. You’ve had plenty of opportunities to give me the lay of the land.  So...?”
 
    
 
   “I apologize. I shouldn’t have waited this long to bring up some of my past, especially bringing you here tonight. Marion is the Wine Manager for Tower Vineyards. She also oversees all distribution in Canada. Her family, the Devereauxs, are long time family friends and colleagues of the Towers family. That relation goes back for many generations.”
 
    
 
   “Number two and number three are the same person. My late ex-finance, Adelaide.”
 
    
 
   Oh, no. I was not prepared to hear that. His late ex-finance. Shit! This is not good, not good at all. No wonder he didn’t want to discuss why this event was close to his heart.
 
    
 
   “Adelaide passed away four years ago. She was in a car accident. Her work with children and her passion to help ensure that literacy is a top priority was her life’s work. I started the foundation after she passed. She would have wanted her work carried on.” His tone is low and restrained. His eyes dart around us, as he seems to be cautious of who may be near us listening.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Harrison. I’m so sorry. I had no idea.”
 
    
 
   “I know. You had every reason to be upset. I’m sorry that Marion got a hold of you tonight. I have let her know that she need not interfere in my personal business.”
 
    
 
   “She wants you, Harrison. I can see it in the way she looks at you.”
 
    
 
   “Danielle, seriously now. You have got to be kidding. We have very defined lines at Towers, and besides, we practically grew up together.”
 
    
 
   “Well you crossed every one of those lines with me, now haven’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Ah Ms. Austen. I do believe you are the exception to the rules. AND you are the only one who has all of my time. Don’t worry about that brunette trying to rile you up.”
 
    
 
   “Oh believe me, I can hold my own.”
 
    
 
   He chuckles then moves his hand around to the back of my head and pulls lightly on my hair, bringing his lips to mine. Hard but sensitive, sealing them with his wanting mouth. I’ll be damned if that wasn’t a clear message for miss wine witch. Ha! I can feel the whole place watching us. A million questions racing through their minds, I suspect.
 
    
 
   “You’re mine,” he whispers with possessiveness in my ear but as he holds me close.
 
    
 
   “Danielle, it occurs to me that you need to eat. Another eventful night lies ahead of you.”
 
    
 
   Oh God! This man is a sex maniac. Not that I’m complaining.
 
    
 
   We finish out the song and head back to our table. 
 
    
 
   Harrison’s phone starts ringing in his pocket. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison Towers.” Then he starts speaking in French again. He obviously doesn’t want me to hear when this person calls because he always talks in French! Damn I took the wrong language while in school.
 
    
 
   “Danielle, excuse me. I’m going to run to the men’s room to take this call. The ladies lounge is just on the other side of the event if you need it.” He scoots out of the event and into the main estate alongside the vineyard.
 
    
 
   Alone again. This must be what life is like with this man. No wonder he’s 42 and still single. I decide to go freshen up since our dinner has yet to arrive.
 
    
 
   There’s a two-person bathroom in the guesthouse next to the vineyard designated as the ladies lounge. I hop into a stall and check my phone. Nothing except for another missed call from a damned unknown caller. Jesus! Now who was that man again who started dancing with me? Paul, yes that’s it. I really do need to keep a running list of questions that seem to slip my mind! I clasp my clutch together and walk out of the stall.
 
    
 
   Low and behold, who has to be standing at the mirror applying lipstick, but the wine witch herself.
 
    
 
   “Ms. Austen. Nice to run into you again.”
 
    
 
   “Likewise.”
 
    
 
   “So, I’m assuming you are joining us in Montreal next week?”
 
    
 
   “Marion. I really don’t have the time or the inclination to discuss anything with you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh my. You have fallen for him haven’t you? I can see the way you look at him. Don’t fall too hard, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   “Honestly. Who in the hell asked you anyways?” I exit the lounge. 
 
    
 
   The fucking bitch. Who in the hell does she think she is. Great, so now they’re going to Montreal together. This better be a damn working deal they’re attending together. Where in the hell is Harrison!?
 
    
 
   I walk towards the estate to find the men's room he was talking about. There are signs pointing in the direction to the Sponsors’ Lounge. There is one door in the empty sponsors’ designated lounge that could be a restroom.
 
    
 
   I unclasp my clutch and grab my phone. Wait, I hear the French. He is still speaking French, for what like ten minutes now? In the bathroom? Seriously? Okay, I’m going to change up the game plan for the evening.
 
    
 
   I open up my text messages, and type a text.
 
    
 
   8:40 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Location #8?
 
    
 
   Then I hear through the door in English, “I need to go, we will revisit this at another time.”
 
    
 
   The door unlocks and there he is. He looks frustrated and a little tense.
 
    
 
   I push him back into the bathroom and lock the door behind me.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready for Location number eight, Mr. Towers? Unzip me.”
 
    
 
   He slowly unzips my dress and I carefully step out of it, placing it against the door. I’m wearing the black and pink Agent Provocateur lingerie corset and panties he gave me.
 
    
 
   “God, help me. I knew they would look scandalous on you.”
 
    
 
   In a millisecond, he has me pushed up against the bathroom wall.
 
    
 
   His hands grip both sides of my face as his tongue explores every inch of my mouth, neck, Oooh God my ears, the spot of my neck that makes me want to say, “Just Fuck me right now, I can’t take it any longer.” 
 
    
 
   I shrug off his tuxedo coat and unbutton his white crisp shirt. He smells of his cologne mixed with the fresh air of the vineyard; it overcomes me.
 
    
 
   He throws my hands above my head and pins them to the wall as he works my neck with his tongue. He works me all the way down to my breasts. I throw my head back against the wall in pure pleasure.
 
    
 
   Don’t stop... Don’t stop, I think to myself. The thought of us in this tiny one-person bathroom with hundreds of people on the outside, drives me insane.
 
    
 
   He reaches down and his hands slide up my thighs as he kisses me violently and possessively. He grabs my ass hard as he seals his lips over me.
 
    
 
   OH MY LORD... Can this get any hotter... I may cum right now. 
 
    
 
   His hands slide down over my lace panties.
 
    
 
   ”You are so wet for me, aren’t you.”
 
    
 
   He slips one finger inside me, pushing my panties aside.  DEEP inside me, then he pulls out. 
 
    
 
   He then drops down to his knees and grabs my ass as he pushes his face into my panties, fucking me with his tongue through my panties. I can’t take it! I can feel his wet throbbing tongue running up my thigh as he moves my panties a little, just teasing me and then he really starts to work his tongue over the top of the lace.
 
    
 
   I can’t take this. My body has chilling sensations all over, running through my veins as I grab his head and push him into me further. I moan louder and louder.
 
   I can’t take this, I want his tongue pushed inside of me, parting every inch of my “P”. My body is convulsing with pleasure. I throw one of my legs over his shoulders. I reach down and grab my panties, pulling them to the right side. He can’t resist. His tongue plunges down inside my soaking “P”, devouring every inch of me.
 
    
 
   I’m about to cum hard for him. Knowing that anyone could open the door at any time, just sets me off. My body starts to tremble and I cum so hard, wrapping around his tongue.
 
    
 
   I push him away from me, and gasp for air. My breathing is heavy and fast.
 
    
 
   I drop down to my knees as I push him back against the sink countertop. I unbutton his pants, while I grab his right hand and place his middle finger in my mouth. I slide my mouth up and down. I slowly suck on his finger from tip to base, mimicking what is coming next. I glance up to look at his face, and he throws his head back and pushes his hips further into me, letting out a long and much needed sigh of pleasure. I moan harder while licking his finger. Our eyes lock. I want him to watch me devour every inch of him. His erection is hard and wanting, and I unzip the rest of his pants to release his thick cock. I stroke his shaft with his finger still in my mouth. I can tell that he is about to combust. I begin to stroke harder, twisting his shaft and then I start sucking the crown of his cock, curling my tongue around it, twisting in circles that I can tell is driving him to the edge. I slowly point his erection upwards, licking the length while watching him. I smile, as I’m enjoying every single inch. I let him know how much I love serving his cock. Now I stroke harder and lick in rhythm towards him climaxing all over my tongue. I don’t ever think about slowing down. I tell him to hold his cock and cum inside my mouth. He is so overcome with pleasure that he shoots his cum deep inside me with a loud shattering moan. A few more finishing licks and I smile at him again.
 
    
 
   I hear voices outside the door. Shit. Well good for them now, we’ve finished. We’re both disheveled. My hair is rocking out that just fucked look. Harrison looks hot with my hands running through his locks. 
 
    
 
   Our breathing is still heavy as we slip back into our clothes. This is just what I needed. A little foreplay to get him thinking about what’s to come tonight. I brought that little box he gave me and I intend on using everything in it.
 
    
 
   “Did you bring the box, Danielle?” What is he, a mind reader now?
 
    
 
   “Yes. I’m sure you’re looking forward to that.”
 
    
 
   “You have no idea what I have planned for you, Ms. Austen.”
 
    
 
   Good God, he can make me cum again just talking to me like that and looking at me with those freshly fucked eyes.
 
    
 
   “We better get back to our table. There is a final speech at the end, and then Nicolas will be waiting to bring us back to the vineyard.”
 
    
 
   He zips up the back of my dress, kissing me up my back as he does.
 
    
 
   “This back is going to be pleased in ways you have never felt before.”
 
    
 
   With that, he unlocks the door. No one around. They must have left when they heard what was behind this door. Thank god! I walk through the door and Paul is standing next to the side of the building. Well, looks like we had a guard for that little romp! Harrison has security in every damn pocket of the country. I don’t know why he has such increased security tonight. I also don’t know how long it will take for me to get used to this.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
   We proceed to enter the Estate, and it takes my breath away. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I would love to slip into a hot shower.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, let’s get this dress off of you.”
 
    
 
   We move into the master bedroom and Harrison carefully slides the dress off me, leaving on the jewels.
 
    
 
   “You may want to remove the necklace in the bathroom. There is a case on top of the vanity to lay them in. I am going to grab us some champagne.” He kisses me sweetly on the cheek.
 
    
 
   I take a quick warm shower. It feels so good after the cool evening breeze and the course of events that took place. I want to wash everything away and start fresh tonight. 
 
    
 
   I hear something playing over the surround sound speakers in the master bedroom. A sexy, but house type of music. Not as sensual as before, but not too rough either. I never realized how a little music and some champagne could really loosen me up and take all of my inhibitions away. Oh, we are going to play tonight. The little box of pleasure is tucked away in my overnight bag. I better throw on my silk robe and go assess what’s going on outside that door.
 
    
 
   I head out of the master bath to a very dimly lit room. Dozens of candles are lit around the bed, dresser and large hidden TV console at the foot of the bed. He must be burning some sort of fragrant candle, it smells sexy and oh so sultry.
 
    
 
   Harrison walks up behind me and places one hand on my ass while in his other hand he’s holding two glasses of champagne by the stems between his fingers.
 
    
 
   “Oh the things we can do with this silk robe tie, Danielle,” he whispers softly, sending chills in my ear.
 
    
 
   I turn to face him and take one glass of champagne from his hand. I drink about half of it down, letting the bubbles tickle my throat on the way. 
 
    
 
   I walk over to the chair that is tucked underneath a small writing desk and pick it up. I place it in the middle of the room facing the bathroom door.
 
    
 
   “Take a seat, Harrison. Relax for a few minutes. I’m going to go freshen up a bit and then I’ll be out.”
 
    
 
   I walk back into the master bath and lock the door. Okay where is the black corset and matching panties? No wait, I have already worked him over with those at the gala. Okay what else? Ah, yes the black over the knee stockings, garters, and yes the black and pink corset. What the hell, let’s get some good use out of this sexy number. I slide on my black super sexy fuck me heels. Oh, shit! I can’t forget the sapphires. He did want me wearing these with nothing else. How hot is that! Tens of thousands of dollars’ worth of jewels flickering on my skin in the candlelight.
 
    
 
   I let out a long sigh of nervousness. Okay, when I walk out of this door I am going to completely transform myself into a sex goddess. This will help me get out of my head and into full swing sultry mode. Ava. That’s it. My new alter ego for the evening. When I walk out this door, I am no longer Danielle. I reach into my overnight bag and take out the box Harrison gave me. I throw the black silk robe back on and untie the box. Hmm, the silk mask. Was this for him? Me? This will be fun to play with. I’ll take the orange sensual gel out there as well. This may be for me more than him. Let’s see what he can work up with this.
 
    
 
   I’ve been making him wait for about 12 minutes or so. I know the anticipation is killing him. I unlock the door and walk out towards him. I stop and take the mask out of my pocket. The look on his face is of complete amusement. I undo the robe and let it fall to the ground so that it pools around my feet.
 
    
 
   Harrison lets out a long gasp. He starts to shift in his seat. I tuck the mask into the side of my panties and walk sensually towards him. The look on his eyes is like that of a hungry animal ready to tear off every single piece of my clothing with his teeth.
 
    
 
   I advance towards him and to his side. I grab the glass of his champagne, take the last sip, and place it underneath his chair. I place my hand on his shoulder and run it down his arm, back up and around to his back. Just a little bit of gentle teasing and touch. He has no idea what I’m going to do to him. I walk behind him and blow out the candles on the console at the end of the bed. There is still enough light in the room, and this adds more of a sultry effect.
 
    
 
   I walk back to Harrison from behind and place both hands on his shoulders. I lean over him, unbutton each button, one by one, and remove his shirt. His bare skin and body is tense. I run both of my hands down the sides of his shoulders to his forearms and up his carved chest back to his muscular shoulders.
 
    
 
   I grab a few of his blonde locks of hair and gently and ever so slightly pull his head back to my mouth. His ear rests on my lips. “It’s your turn, Harrison. A little bit of surrender.”
 
    
 
   I take the silk mask from my hipbone and place it firmly around his face, covering his eyes.
 
    
 
   “Danielle, this was not meant for me.”
 
    
 
   “It is now. Don’t worry, Harrison, just relax your mind,” I say in my best seductive voice. 
 
    
 
   Oh dear lord ‘Ava’, you can really work this! Ha! Being ‘Ava’ really is giving me an outlet to be in control and please him with a newfound sexual confidence.
 
    
 
   So, he was going to use this on me. Interesting. The tables have turned on him. I know he hates not being in control. Let’s see how he handles being the one dominated.
 
    
 
   I walk around him and sit in his lap backwards. The music is so sensual and the champagne is really kicking in. My hips begin to move in time with the music as I rest my hands on his hips and bend over his legs. He takes his hands and rests them on my thighs, moving them up and down. He can’t see. He can only feel. I glide down towards the bottom of his knees and bend over towards the floor, I feel him grasping my ass, running his hands over my back and down to my hipbones. He lets out a guttural moan as his grip tightens around my waist. He starts to undo the back of my corset, untying the laced ribbon as it loosens. He grabs my waist and pulls me back on top of his growing erection. I know this is turning him on, I feel like such a sexual goddess. He slides his hands down my breasts, pushing the corset down out of the way. He cups my firm breasts and slightly pulls them up and around. My head lies back on his chest on the side of his neck.
 
    
 
   “You naughty thing, using the mask on me. You love this, don’t you? Letting all your inhibitions fall at my feet.”
 
    
 
   I smile and tilt my chin up to nibble on his ear, tugging at the ear lobe. His hands reach further down to my “P”. Sliding his hands over my panties, feeling my wetness. I grab his hands and guide him back up to my breasts, and then down to my “P” again, taking back control. I take one of his hands and place his finger in my mouth, to heighten his senses. I suck and lick as his erection increases. He’s ready. Wanting. His breathing is rapid. The mask is intensifying all of his senses. I stand up and turn around to face him. I straddle his legs and grab onto his shoulders. I take the mask and gently lift it to his forehead, giving him a little view. I lean back, arching my spine and exposing my erect nipples. Harrison places one hand under my back, runs his other hand from my stomach to my chest, and stops at the Sapphires. He takes two fingers and runs them underneath the choker and up my neck, pulling a little on the necklace, bringing complete shocks through my body. He drags his deft fingers back down my neck and over my breasts all the way down to grab my “P” with his entire hand. He rubs and caresses as my hips start to circle to the rhythm of the music.
 
    
 
   I grasp his shoulders tight and pull myself back up straight. I take the mask and pull it over his eyes, and he growls at being taken away from all view. I stand, still straddling him, and grab the back of his head. I place it between my needing breasts. He goes crazy, pulling me in tighter. Licking, sucking, grabbing them hard with both hands and filling them into his warm mouth. As he works my breasts, I start to work his cock, teasing him through his pants, rubbing my aching “P” all over his hard cock. He rises up to meet me as my hips slam down on top of him. He can’t take it any longer.
 
    
 
   All of the sudden, he grabs me behind my waist and under my ass and picks me up. He starts to kiss me passionately as I remove his mask to let him gain his balance. I have unmasked an animal ready to take hold of me. He carries me, assaulting my lips all the way to the bed.
 
    
 
   He lays me on the silk sheets and takes the mask off of his head.
 
    
 
   “It’s your turn,” he says as he places the mask over my eyes.
 
    
 
   He leans over and kisses me, planting his lips on mine, and gently biting at my full lower lip.
 
    
 
   “Stay right here, and don’t move.”
 
    
 
   I lay still on the bed as I hear Harrison unzipping his pants. He’s walking away from me. He comes back in a matter of seconds and places my hands above my head. He starts to wrap a piece of silk around my wrists to bind my hands together. I hear him climb off the bed and walk away again. I feel cool air beginning to fill the room. He has turned the ceiling fan on. Oh my god. The cool air against my wet needing "P" is going to drive me insane. My whole body tenses up as I pull on the silk tie. I’m bound not only with my hands together, but he has tied the silk tie above my head to something on the bed. Shit. I’m locked firmly in place. The cool air is about to make me cum and not only has he taken away my sense of sight, he has taken away my sense of touch. 
 
    
 
   I hear Harrison returning from the direction of the master bathroom. I had heard the water running for a few seconds. This making me wait is starting to make me nervous, but it’s also turning me on to no end.
 
    
 
   I can feel the mattress dip as Harrison climbs back on.
 
    
 
   He’s down towards the bottom of the bed. He starts to run his hands over my legs and up my thighs. All of the sudden, he pushes my legs apart and bends them at the knees to make more room for them to spread wide open. God! The cool air is now intensifying my arousal. He knows exactly what he’s doing. I hear a clank of the glass on the nightstand and then Harrison is plunging his tongue inside of my “P”.
 
    
 
   I tense up and pull on the silk tie. Omigod, it’s wet and ice cold. His mouth is cold from what I’m assuming is water from the bathroom and it’s about to send me over the top. Cool against my wet hot “P”. His tongue works over my clit, fluttering over the top in circles as he plunges his face further inside of me. This man has an oral talent that doesn’t compare to any experience I’ve ever had. An oral god is more like it.
 
    
 
   Harrison abruptly pulls his tongue out of me. The teasing is going to drive me over the top. He gently flips me over onto my stomach, still leaving the mask on.
 
    
 
   I hear the clank of the glass for the second time. I feel his tongue at the base of my back where it meets my hips. His tongue makes small circles and then he draws it slowly all the way up my spine, wet and cold. It sends chills over my skin while bolts of electricity travel all through me. The intensity is too much.
 
    
 
   I can feel his naked hard body now on top of me, straddling slightly over my hips. He leans down and pulls my hair off my neck. He starts to suck on my ear lobe, dragging his mouth over my ear and flickering his tongue on all of the sensitive spots up and down my neck.
 
    
 
   “I told you I was going to work your back in ways you have never felt before,” he says in an authoritative tone as he pulls slightly on my hair. He reaches a million nerve endings and sets every last one on fire. My hips push into the cool silk sheets, dripping and getting them wet. Harrison starts back on my shoulders, running his tongue over every last inch of my back and body. Up my legs, down my thighs and over my hips. There isn’t one place he’s left untouched.
 
    
 
   “Now, I want you on your knees, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   Omigod. I’m going to cum so hard from having all control and senses taken away from me.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to have to release my hands.”
 
    
 
   He begins to untie my hands from the bed, but keeps them bound together. I’m able to balance with my fingers sprawled out and gripping the sheets. He isn’t relinquishing complete release of my hands.
 
    
 
   I hear him fiddling with something. Not knowing what’s in store is absolutely thrilling, and letting Harrison softly and sensually dominate me is exhilarating.  
 
    
 
   The minutes drag by, and it seems like he hasn’t touched my body in too long. He suddenly begins to cup my aching “P”. It’s ready to be taken, I’m craving my release and I’m not sure how much longer I’m going to be able to take this.
 
    
 
   All of the sudden, I feel one finger rubbing my clit and parting my wet tissues. It seems like there’s some liquid on his finger making me even wetter and his fingers glide easily over my “P”. Oh my. The orange lickable gel. That’s what he went back into the bathroom to get! How did I not see this coming!? The water running out of the faucet was to throw me off. Oh my. The warmth. The lickable lube is a warming gel. An edible warming gel... Good lord! The excitement is growing and now my whole “P” is warming up to a fiery sensation that promises to make my orgasm even more electric.
 
    
 
   He removes his fingers from inside me and gently pushes my head down into the pillow, positioning my hips up with my head down at a slight angle. I feel him parting my ass and cupping my “P” again. He places one pillow under my knees to gain some height as he plunges his tongue once again inside me. 
 
    
 
   I throw my head into the pillow to hide my screams. The pleasure is now unbearable as his tongue works my “P” into oblivion. The fiery sensation is sending me into overdrive. In one quick movement, he removes his tongue and slams his hard cock into me from behind. 
 
    
 
   Ahhhh I let out a hard scream of passion. Shit! That feels so fucking good. Harrison grips my hips tight with both hands and he knows how close I am to climaxing. He shifts to a slower pace while he fills my “P” up, then takes it out only leaving the crown barely inside me. Then again, he drills it inside me. Deeper and longer strokes as I rock my hips to meet every thrust. My “P” muscles tense around him as I can feel the warmness and his erection combined. He starts to slam into me at a fast and steady pace, really holding me tight now. My muscles prepare for an intense orgasm to explode all over his cock. Letting out a long and loud scream of pleasure, I call out Harrison’s name and he cums just as my orgasm is about to stop. The start of his orgasm and that hot warming gel sends me into a multi-orgasmic state. We shudder and tremble intertwined with each other as I buck back into him with my back arched. Our breathing flows out of control as I drop to the bed and he collapses next to me. He removes my silk mask with trembling hands and he throws it to the floor. He kisses me tenderly on my forehead and then on my lips.
 
    
 
   
 
   
Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
   We wake up late the following morning and pack up all of our things for the ride back home. The scene from the night before seems straight out of some erotic movie. How incredible was that last night. A night full of sensual and sensory pleasure.
 
    
 
   On the way home, we stop off at Multnomah Falls. We have a romantic brunch in a private room at the restaurant that overlooks the falls. I can’t help but replay the events that happened over the course of the weekend. It’s been such a mind-boggling weekend that I simply don’t want it to come to an end.  
 
    
 
   We are nearing Portland and I still have so many unanswered questions. If whatever we have going is to continue to move in the direction it seems to be moving in, then we have some serious discussions that need to take place. 
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I’m curious, did you pick out the lingerie or did you have your assistant do that for you?”
 
    
 
   Harrison smirks, “Well, I selected it online but she picked it up. Does that count?” 
 
    
 
   I feel my face warming from embarrassment. He gives me a side long glance and says, “Well? Does it?”
 
    
 
   “I guess it does, it’s just going to be hard to face her when I eventually meet her.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh don’t worry about it, she is discreet. You looked amazing in that by the way.”
 
    
 
   I blush again. “Thank you, you have good taste.”
 
    
 
   He grabs my hand and brushes the knuckles with his lips.
 
    
 
   “You would probably make a paper bag look sexy.”
 
    
 
   I giggle. “Well you make a wet towel look pretty damned good yourself.”
 
    
 
   We both laugh as we pull up outside of my condo building, right in front of my office. He steps out of the Vanquish and grabs my bag from the trunk. He walks over to open my door and extends his hand to help me out. I shut the door behind me and he leans in for the kill. No words. A sensual long and passionate kiss. Whoa!
 
    
 
   “Harrison, I had a nice weekend. Thank you.”
 
    
 
   “I did as well, Danielle.”
 
    
 
   “Here, let me help you in with your things.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no I can manage. I’m going to stop off at my office first. The weekend doorman will be able to help me if I need.”
 
    
 
   He nods, then is quiet for a couple beats. 
 
    
 
   “This weekend was... I had a great time, Danielle. I will be in touch soon.” 
 
    
 
   With that, he leans in and kisses me again with depth that almost knocks me off my feet. I blush again, at least eight shades this time.
 
    
 
   I stand in the doorway of my office watching Harrison race away is his sex mobile. So sleek and mysterious, the car fits the man. I need to grab a few things from my office to work on before the meeting first thing in the morning with my new clients. Ever since the Parade of Luxury homes, I’ve been consistently booked and I actually had to squeeze clients in where I could while I was working on the Towers project. Now I can focus on the others a bit more. 
 
   I put my things down by the inside of the door and sit down at my desk. Looking around at all the fabric swatches, paint chips, and furniture books, I feel my chest filling with pride. Look at how far I’ve come in such a short time.  I’m feeling optimistic for the first time in years. Everything is certainly looking up. 
 
   I let out an obnoxiously loud yawn and stretch. I’m so tired. No, that would be a gross understatement; I’m exhausted physically, mentally, and emotionally. I’m looking so forward to hitting my cozy bed. After such an eventful weekend, what I really need is a few days of rest to catch up on the sleep deprivation. I lament at the hedonist I have become in the short time since meeting Harrison Towers, and I feel my face going crimson on me again. 
 
   I snap back to my current situation and a wave of sadness comes over me. 
 
   Although I had an amazing weekend with Harrison, I came away from it more confused than ever. I have absolutely no idea where I stand with Harrison. I can tell he is into me but he gives me no indication that he’s into me for anything other than a casual dalliances. On paper, Harrison is perfect for me in every way. He’s smart, established, sexy-as-hell and he inspires me to head for my goals with vigor.  
 
   What I’m unsure about is all of the things I don’t know about him. I have to face it, I had felt like I knew who Bradley was and as it turned out, I didn’t know him at all. I trusted him and he betrayed me.  Now I’m left with built in distrust of men. It doesn’t help at all that Harrison is a hard read and that he is so secretive. I have this nagging question of whether I’m the only woman he’s seeing or not. I’m too scared to ask as I’m not fully prepared for the answer. 
 
   I shake my head at myself and realize that sitting here dissecting my so-called “love” life isn’t going to get me any closer to sleep. Besides, if my memory serves me, Simone should be home tomorrow and we have plans to catch up on everything. Might as well seize that and let her perform her amateur psychoanalytical garb on me. 
 
   I grab the books I need to look over and my overnighter, lock up the office and head up to my condo around the corner. 
 
   Once inside the building lobby it occurs to me, it’s Frank’s day off and it appears the weekend guy has gone home early. Shit!  I was hoping for some help up to my condo with these heavy furniture books and fabric swatches. I struggle onto the elevator with my loaded arms and manage to get off at my floor without dropping anything. I plunk my weekend bag on the floor next to the door and fumble with my keys to open the multiple locks. 
 
   Ugh, all these locks seemed like a good idea when I was leaving Friday. At last, the door springs open after the lock on the handle is opened. I kick it open with my foot and proceed to the kitchen.  I deposit my load on the countertop and head back to the door to retrieve my bag and keys. Once inside I lock all the bolts again. With my attention less diverted, I glance around my condo, ah, home sweet home. Except, what the hell is that? Something has caught my attention in my living room. 
 
   I feel all the blood drain my face. The door to my balcony is standing wide open with the white window sheers slightly flapping in the faint breeze. I hesitate to go toward the door but I have to investigate. It’s getting close to dusk, so it’s the time of day when shadows are just starting to appear. I quickly turn around and go back to the kitchen, open the junk drawer and feel around with my left hand while I keep my eyes fixed on the balcony door. I find what I’m looking for and head back to the living room with my kitchen shears in hand. On my approach to the balcony door, I switch on overhead lights and a floor lamp. Once at the balcony door I flip on the balcony light as I stand in the doorway with my scissors raised in an attack stance. I look to my left and then to my right, but there’s nothing there. A sickening feeling comes over me. What if someone is actually still in my condo? I shut the balcony door but don’t lock it. I quickly walk over to grab my mobile out of my purse and without giving it a second thought, I call Bradley. 
 
   After two rings, he answers.
 
   “Dani?”
 
   In almost a whisper, I say, “Yeah, it’s me. I know it’s strange my calling out of the blue, but um, are you in town right now?”
 
   “Uh, yes I am... Why?”
 
   “Well, I know the last time I saw you I said I didn’t really want to see you but...”
 
   Before I’m able to finish my sentence, he interrupts impatiently.
 
   “Just get to the point, Dani.”
 
   “I just got home from being out of town and my balcony door was standing wide open and I know for a fact that I didn’t leave it open before I left.”
 
   “Okay, don’t do anything, I’ll be right there.”
 
   “Please hurry, and by the way, I know you’ve been here but do you know what number I am?”
 
   He clears his throat.
 
   “No, the doorman wouldn’t tell me.”
 
   I smile, good old Frank. 
 
   “It's 1010, actually I think I may just meet you in the hallway just in case there’s someone in here.”  
 
   “Good idea, I’m on my way. Be there in five minutes.”
 
   “Thanks Brad,” I whisper. 
 
    I decide to grab my purse and head out to the hallway. I figure if someone comes after me in the hallway, I might have a better chance of escape than being locked in my condo. I don’t recall seeing any signs of forced entry. Once Bradley is here, we can assess things. Oh, hurry Bradley!
 
   After what seems like an eternity, I hear the ding of the elevator followed by heavy footsteps. I cross my fingers that it’s Bradley. With an immense amount of relief, there he comes, my knight in rusty armor. I catch my breath for a moment. I had forgotten how handsome Bradley is. Despite the furrow of his brow, no doubt due to his concern, he looks hot. He’s wearing a pair of red basketball shorts slung low on his hips and a white t-shirt peeking out from under a grey zipped up hoodie. I’m guessing he just got back from shooting hoops with his pals. One of his favorite pastimes. He flashes me a big smile, but I can see that he’s using restraint.
 
   I smile back tentatively and without speaking, we enter the condo. He gestures for me to stay behind him, but I don’t obey and advance next to him. He starts with the kitchen and checks out the pantry, then we head to the hall closet, and the built in cupboards in the living room. He then nods toward the bedroom and this time I do follow behind him. He takes a few steps into my room when I reach over to flip on the overhead light. Once the room is lit up and we can see everything, we both let out gasps. 
 
   What the fuck!! Everywhere we look there are pictures plastered in my room. There are pictures taped to the wall and scattered all over the floor so we can’t even see the hardwood. Spread out on the bed and even placed on the pillows. Bradley and I look at each. His eyes are open wide and I can’t breathe. My chest is too tight. Without speaking a word to me, Bradley takes his phone out of his hoodie pocket and places a call. “Yes, I would like to report a non-emergency break-in.”
 
   I tune him out and focus on the pictures. I nearly faint, I’m staring at pictures of me and Harrison in a variety of places. Holy shit! Placed on each of the pillows is a picture of Harrison asleep and then the same of me on the other pillow. I’m standing there gaping at the pictures when I realize that Bradley is standing right next to me gazing at the pictures on the pillows too. I turn to him and he doesn’t say a word, but I can see the muscle in his chiseled jaw flinching. I know that look, he’s mad.
 
   “The police said not to touch anything else until they get here. Since it’s a nonemergency it could be a while.”
 
   I nod, but I can’t make eye contact with him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   He proceeds to the bathroom.
 
   “Um, Dani, you may want to come in here.”
 
   With a sickening pit in my stomach, I walk to the bathroom. The intruder has decorated my bathroom as well. I follow Brad’s gaze and see pictures of myself and Harrison having sex on his veranda in the rain. All of the sudden I feel lightheaded and my body starts to sway. The last thing I remember is my head hitting the hard floor. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
   When I come to, I’m no longer in my master suite, but laying on my sectional in my living room with a wet dishtowel on my forehead. Off in the distance somewhere in my condo, I can barely here Bradley’s voice and it sounds like he is arguing with someone. 
 
   I move to sit up and feel a wave of nausea come over me. I decide to lay back down for a moment while I strain to hear what he’s saying or to make out who he’s talking to. My head is pounding so much that I really can’t hear over the ringing in my ears. 
 
   I do hear footsteps approaching and I turn my head to see that Bradley isn’t on the phone anymore, but he looks like he could punch a hole in the wall. 
 
   I sit up. 
 
   He nods toward me, “How’s your head?”
 
   “Pounding, but hopefully nothing an ice pack and a little Advil won’t solve. What’s going on with the police?”
 
   “I don’t know, but it’s really only been a few minutes since I called.”
 
   “Oh.” I gingerly touch the lump on my forehead. Kind of a strange place to get a lump when I’m pretty sure I fell backward.
 
   I move to get up but I kind of sway and feel unsteady. 
 
   “Dani, maybe you should stay put for a few minutes. Here, let me get you some ice for your head. Where’s the Advil?”
 
   “Help me up and I’ll get it. I have some in the bathroom.”
 
   “Well, that defeats the whole purpose of my getting things for you.”
 
   “I know, but I don’t actually know where in the bathroom and you could be in there for quite a while looking for it.”
 
   “Okay fine, let me help you into the room.”
 
   “Geeze, Brad, I’m not an invalid!”
 
   “I know you’re not, Dani, just let me help you.”
 
   I let out an exaggerated sigh and he helps me to my feet. Once I’m standing, and sort of leaning on him, it isn’t so bad. 
 
   We re-enter my room and I can’t help but to gasp and go through the shock all over again. I start to notice the subject matter of all the pictures is frightening. Someone has been taking pictures of me for the last YEAR! There’s even a picture of me walking on the beach right after my divorce. And one of me talking to Simone outside of the building her loft is in. Then there are a few shots of me and Harrison getting off the plane in New York. I notice that Bradley is very silent again, and I follow his gaze and there at my feet is a picture of Bradley and some woman in an embrace. Oh, and next to that is a picture of Bradley handing me the flowers the opening day at the building last Thursday. 
 
   I quickly head into the bathroom and use the kitchen towel still in my hand, I carefully open the upper cabinet door hoping not to smudge any possible prints. There’s my Advil. Thank goodness. Although I’m wishing that I had a stronger option at this point. I turn to exit the bathroom when yet another picture catches my eye; there’s a picture of Harrison and I having sex on the deck in the hot tub from two nights ago in Hood River. As if the other picture of us in compromising situations isn’t enough, this is awfully recent. It’s clear to me that we have a stalker and I’m not sure what to do. So far, no signs of an actual threat. I don’t know much about this stuff, but I know one thing for sure. Someone is trying to send me a message or all of us a message. But, why?
 
   I decide I had better call Harrison. This isn’t going to go well as he is most likely on a plane headed to Montreal right now.  I’m likely to get his voicemail. I pull up his number and hit send. I wander back out to the living room and when Bradley follows me in, he frowns upon seeing that I’m on the phone. 
 
   “Who are you calling? I’ve already phoned this in to the police.”
 
   “Seriously Brad, I know, I was lying over there when you called.”  I gesture to the sofa.
 
   “Right, sorry.” 
 
   “I’m calling Harrison. He needs to know what’s going on considering he’s part of this.”
 
   Bradley frowns and walks back toward the kitchen. 
 
   As I predicted, after the fourth ring, Harrison’s voicemail answers. Fuck! The sound of his voice makes me feel tingly. Too bad it’s a recording and not the real thing. I feel a pang in my stomach, I miss him and I really need him right now. There, I’ve admitted it to myself. 
 
    “Harrison, it’s me, Danielle. Listen, something’s happened and I need you to call me as soon as you can, no matter the time. It’s not an emergency but it’s very urgent. Talk soon. Bye.”
 
   Just as I hit end, there is a buzz on the intercom. Must be the Police. 
 
   I push the intercom button and a man on the other end announces himself as a detective from the Portland Police Department here about a potential break-in. I hit the buzzer to grant him access to the building.  About two minutes later, there’s a knock at the door. Bradley opens it to admit three men dressed in street clothes. 
 
   The husky guy who is probably in his mid-40’s steps forward and introduces himself as Detective Burke. He introduces his sidekick, this six foot tall male version of Carol Channing as Detective Reese, and the crime scene tech as Detective Cranston. He must be the rookie, as he doesn’t look a day over 25. 
 
   I invite them to come in and they all produce latex gloves and snap them on in an instant. I’m a little taken aback. I’m in such shock over the intrusion, that I don’t think I’ve fully absorbed the ramifications. 
 
   I introduce Bradley and then ask them if they want anything to drink. I can tell that the young gun wants something, but the look Detective Burke shoots him changes his mind, so they all decline. 
 
   “Miss Austen, let’s get right to it. We got a call that you had a break-in. Let’s hear it.”
 
   “Well, I was gone for the weekend and I got home around 5:00 PM, but I didn’t come straight up to my condo, first I went to my office around the corner. So, I guess I got up here around 5:45 PM. I opened all three of the deadbolts.” They all look at the door as I point to the locks. “When I came in after I set my belongings down, I noticed that the balcony door was standing wide open. I checked to see if anyone was on the balcony, but nobody was there. I shut the door and came in and called Bradley right away because it donned on me that someone could still be in here. He lives around the corner so he was here in less than five minutes.” 
 
    “Okay. I waited in the hallway for him and when he got here, we went back in. He checked out the pantry here, and then he looked in the hall closet, there.” I point to the closet and the rookie opens it and looks in.  Then I lead them to the bedroom. “This is the real reason we called though.” I hear a collective gasp. 
 
   Then Burke clears his throat. “Uh, Cranston, go back to the car and get the kit and camera. Looks like we have evidence to log in.”
 
   Cranston nods and then turns to me, “Say, can I borrow a book to prop open the lobby door so I can just let myself back in?”
 
   “Oh sure, here let me get you something.”
 
   I lead him back out to the living room area and grab a dictionary off the bookshelf. “Here, this ought to do it.”
 
   He thanks me and then heads out the door.
 
   I return to my room.
 
   “Miss Austen,” Burke begins, but I interrupt him.
 
   “Please, call me Danielle.” 
 
   “Do you have any idea why someone would break into your condo, plaster pictures of you and your, uh, boyfriend all over your bedroom and bathroom?”
 
   “No, not a clue. I don’t have any enemies that I know of, my ex is standing here, and we’re on decent terms. Besides, you would never do this kind of thing would you, Brad?” I say as I turn to him. 
 
   “Of course not.” He nervously chuckles. “Besides, I seem to be part of the subject matter as well.” He starts to reach over to pick up a picture of himself when Detective. Burke grumbles at him.
 
   “Son, that’s evidence, don’t touch.”
 
   Brad straightens his back and nods.
 
   The detective turns to Brad, gives him the look over and says, “Bradley, is it?” Brad starts to speak, but Burke interrupts, “Yeah, why don’t you see what you can do to help Cranston while I get some details from Danielle here.”
 
   Brad nods again and turns to exit the room. Then he turns around and says “Detective, what do you think all of this means?” He gestures at the room filled with hundreds of pictures.
 
   “I’m not exactly sure, but I plan to find out.”
 
   With that, Brad leaves the room. I can hear him in the kitchen talking to Cranston.
 
   Burkes turns to me. “I’m going to need the names of all the people in those pictures as well as locations of the pictures and if you can also establish a date of when you think the picture was taken, that would be helpful too.” 
 
   I gulp. It’s mortifying enough that pictures of Harrison and I doing intimate things to each other are here for everyone to see, but now they’re going to be taken into evidence, and subject to others seeing. I’ve never even taken my clothes off at a nude beach, much less had sex in a conspicuous place. The absolute worst part is that someone had entered Harrison’s penthouse last Friday morning between 5:00 AM and 8:00 AM, because I recall that Harrison had gotten up earlier than I had. It’s so creepy to think that someone is so twisted that they would invade someone when they are at their most vulnerable. Sleeping. 
 
   Once again, I must have drifted off into my thoughts for too long because Burke starts looking at me with expectant eyes. We set to work on the hundreds of pictures. He would pick up a picture with his gloved hands, put a sticker on the back and then write a number, then he would inventory it on a sheet he had on a clipboard. Then I would tell him who the people were, not hard to do as it was mainly Harrison and I with a couple of Brad and Simone. I had to get the name of the woman Brad was embracing in one of the pictures from Bradley in the other room. As it turns out, it was an old college friend. It wasn’t an intimate embrace, but it did look questionable at first glance. There were a lot of duplicate pictures so those helped to reduce the workload a little, but it still took a couple of hours to complete.  
 
   While Burke, and I work on that, Reese works with Cranston on taking pictures, looking for any evidence and taking lots of fingerprints around my condo. They have to take mine and Bradley’s for latent prints references. Once Burke and I finish with the pictures, he tells me that he has a few more questions for me. We sit down on the sofa sectional in the living room. 
 
   Brad fetches us each a glass of water while we wrap up the rest of the questions and the other detective and rookie finish the pictures and fingerprinting in the bedroom. 
 
   I look at Burke. I know that he knows who Harrison is. I decide to broach the subject.
 
   “Detective Burke. I have a concern about the discretion that needs to be exercised in this case. I’m a very small interior decorator trying to build my business. I’m sort of seeing Harrison Towers.” Burke interrupts with a chuckle, “I’ll say.” I flash him a drop-dead scowl. 
 
   “Look Danielle, I think I know where you’re going with this. We are very familiar with Mr. Towers, he is a large benefactor of the policeman’s fund and in good standing with City Hall. I can assure you that we will handle this with tact and keep it confidential.”
 
   “I appreciate that and I know for certain Harrison will appreciate that as well.”
 
   “I’ll admit, I’m puzzled by this case. You’ve had no threatening letters, phone calls, emails or anything of the sort. Do you suppose that this was directed at you or Mr. Towers?” 
 
   “Honestly, I have no idea at this point. I’m still stunned and I’m really having a hard time processing this.” I look at the clock on the fireplace mantle and am not surprised that it’s after 10:00 PM. Hopefully, I will hear from Harrison sometime soon. 
 
   I look over at Bradley and he too looks bushed. I’m hoping we will be done here soon, as it seems we both could use a break. 
 
   As Burke stands up, the other two come out of the bedroom. They’ve finished their before and after shots of the bedroom. They announce that they’re done.
 
   Burke turns to me as we all walk to the front hall by the kitchen. He pulls a business card out of his shirt pocket, hands it to me, and then hands one to Bradley. “If you can think of anything else that may help, please do not hesitate to contact me.” We both nod. “Also, if you think of anyone else who may have access to your condo I need to know.”
 
   “I can assure you that I will.”
 
    “Another thing, since there was no forced entry that means that someone either has key access or they figured out how to scale this brick building and help themselves to your balcony, which I seriously doubt unless they’re related to Spiderman, you know!” He chuckles, and I just look at him. How can he joke about this? “Anyway, I suggest you find somewhere else to sleep tonight. We just don’t have very much to go on, so better play it safe. Oh, and I just thought of something, besides you and your ex here,” he nods his head toward Bradley, “Who else has been in this condo in the last week?”
 
   “Well, nobody. Oh wait, Harrison Tower’s personal valet Philippe and my cleaning lady, she comes on Mondays.” 
 
   “Okay, since it’s late, why don’t you email me with their contact information tomorrow?”
 
   “Sounds good. Thank you for coming, Detectives.”
 
   Cranston laughs, “It’s our pleasure.” Burke shoots him the stink eye.
 
   Reese elbows him in the ribs and rolls his eyes. 
 
   Burke shakes Bradley’s hand, and then mine and then he leaves. I lock the bolts, then sink to the floor, and stare straight ahead. Standing over me, Bradley gives me a sympathetic smile.
 
   “You’re staying at my place tonight. Let’s get your things and get going. I’m beat!” I start to protest, but really, I don’t feel like checking into a hotel at this late hour. I couldn’t very well help myself to Harrison’s again. The last time I stayed there, alone, he hadn’t taken up occupancy yet, so it felt like a demo home, not someone’s personal space. Now I know firsthand how it feels to have your personal space invaded. Speaking of which, I had completely forgotten the whole reason I stayed at Harrison’s last week was because I had been spooked in the parking garage. When I email Burke tomorrow with Philippe and my cleaning lady’s info, I’ll have to mention that too. 
 
   I stand up with Bradley’s outreached hand as a way to steady myself. The room starts to spin and the bump on my head resumes its throbbing. I feel my stomach grumble and it occurs to me that I haven’t eaten since brunch with Harrison.  Wow, was that today? It seems like it was an eternity ago, not this morning. 
 
   I gather up fresh clothes and essentials into my overnight bag. I’m starting to feel like a vagabond. I haven’t slept in my own bed since last Tuesday. I’m really missing my luscious bedding and Tempurpedic. Of course, it would be even tastier if I had Harrison sharing it with me. I’ve so enjoyed waking up in his arms the last three mornings in the divine 1200 thread count bedding. 
 
   I rejoin Bradley in the entry hall. I indicate the books and my laptop are things that he can carry, and with that, I lock the bolts and we leave. 
 
   I’m shocked to find out that he literally lives four blocks away from my condo.
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me you lived so close? I mean, you told me last week that you had moved to the Pearl, but you didn’t tell me we practically live in the same building.”
 
   “I tried, but they didn’t have anything available.” He gives me a cheesy smile.
 
   “Haha, very funny. I do wish you’d told me though.”
 
   “Dani, I tried. You refused to take my calls and you thwarted my other attempts at contact. How else was I supposed to tell you, smoke signals?”
 
   “Okay, I get it.”
 
   We arrive at his loft and I plop onto his sofa. He offers me a glass of wine that I gratefully accept. He pulls out some leftover pizza that we both greedily devour. 
 
   “Dani, I think it’s time to hit the sack. Did you see that it’s almost midnight? I have to hit the road to Spokane around 8:00 so I’ll need to get up and running around 7:00, can you handle that?”
 
   “Oh totally, I have a 9:00 in Lake Oswego, so I’ll need to get rolling as well. I’m not as prepared as I’d wanted to be since I didn’t get to do any work, so maybe if I get up when you do I can do a little prepping.”
 
   “Okay then. I’ll set my phone alarm and get us both up. You can take my bed, I’ll take the sofa.”
 
   “You don’t have to do that. You’ve done more than enough, I’m happy to take the sofa.”
 
   “I won’t hear it, Dani. Now go, get to bed and try to turn that pretty little head of yours off and get some sleep.”
 
   “Thanks, Brad. You’ve really come to my aid.” I give him a kiss on his cheek, grab my bag and head into the bedroom.
 
   Once in bed, I plug in my phone charger. It’s 11:48 PM. I reach up and turn the light off. 
 
   I’m just about asleep when I hear buzz buzz buzz.  I sleepily reach over, pick up the phone, and see that it’s Harrison. Finally!
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Danielle, are you okay? I got your message, what is going on?”
 
   “Oh Harrison, it’s horrible, just horrible!” I start to cry and mortified, I choke back the sobs and keep it to a light trickle of tears.
 
   “What, what is horrible, Danielle?”
 
   I begin to relay the whole story, starting from when he dropped me off, to discovering the open balcony door, to calling Bradley. Then he interrupts me. “You called your ex- Bradley?” Uh oh, I can hear a tone in his voice that doesn’t sound happy.
 
   “Yes, I called Bradley, I had no one else.”
 
   In a stiff voice, “You have me.”
 
   “Harrison, you were en-route to another country. How could you have helped me? It’s midnight here and I’m just now hearing back from you. Was I supposed to sit outside of my condo for seven hours until I got your two cents? I would think you would be more interested in the rest of what I have to tell you. The door is only the tip of the iceberg.”
 
   “Okay. Sorry, continue.”
 
   I proceed to describe the scene in my bedroom and bathroom. I give him great detail about the various pictures and what we were doing in them and where the pictures had obviously been taken. He is stone cold silent. I have to ask if he is still there twice. 
 
   Once I’ve relayed the most important points, I can hear him take a deep breath. 
 
   “So, you are unharmed. That is the most important thing. I am glad you spoke to the detective about being discreet. I will give his Captain a call personally tomorrow to make sure the message is received loud and clear that those pictures must remain under lock and key and that none of this can be leaked to the press.”
 
   “Oh, Harrison, this whole thing is so humiliating and I still can’t get over the fact that someone stood over us sleeping and took our pictures. The Detective said we were lucky something worse didn’t occur. I about came unglued when he said that to me. His bedside manner is that of a rhino.”
 
   “I am going to make arrangements for one of Towers Holdings’ town cars to pick you up in about twenty minutes. Can you be ready by then?”
 
   “For what, Harrison?” Now I’m confused. 
 
   “Well, you can’t stay in that condo by yourself. I will have the driver take you to one of my properties. Do you prefer a boutique hotel or old world charm?”
 
   “No need Harrison, I’m staying at Bradley’s.” Oh shit, as soon as I say it I know I’ve screwed up. “What the hell, Danielle? Why would you be sleeping at your ex-husband’s? Do you have no common sense?”
 
   Whoa, no reason to be rude. “Why does it matter, Harrison? I have his bed and he’s on the sofa. We both have to get up and out of here early in the morning. Besides, he lives around the corner from me, so it was convenient.”
 
   “Convenient? More like pretty cozy, Danielle. It sounds like you are getting more comfortable with your ex than I care to hear.”
 
   What the fuck? I muster up as much patience as I can find at this late hour, then take a deep breath. 
 
   “Harrison, it occurs to me that you and I are both tired. This conversation is only going to get worse. I’m staying here with Bradley and that’s that. He’s been very helpful and supportive. I couldn’t have gotten through tonight without him. Instead of being angry, why not be glad I didn’t have to go through this all alone.”
 
   “I will admit that you have a point. Will you at least agree to check into a hotel tomorrow?”
 
   “Fine, Harrison, if that helps you sleep tonight then yes, I will check into a hotel tomorrow. After my meeting in Lake Oswego with those new clients.”
 
   “Fair enough. Now, I have to get going. I still have another 45-minute flight ahead of me to Montreal. I will contact you around noon your time tomorrow. Don’t bother driving to your meeting, I will have one of my company drivers take you to your meeting and then to the hotel.”
 
   “Fine.” I’m not even going to argue. I’m too tired and I know he is too. 
 
   I roll on my side toward the door that is ajar. I’m about ready to hang up with Harrison when I see a shadow on the wall outside my door. Is Bradley eavesdropping on my call?
 
   “One more thing, Danielle, I don’t want you around your ex anymore.”
 
   Despite the fact that I think it’s super creepy that Bradley is outside of the room listening to my conversation, Harrison’s words make me mad. Not so much that I want to be around Brad, it’s just that Harrison thinks he can tell me what to do. I decide to tell him so, in almost a whisper though, I wouldn’t want Brad to actually hear the words I’m saying. 
 
   “Harrison, this is hardly the time or the places to get into this, but why do you feel entitled to tell me whom I can and can’t communicate with or see? I mean, you’re traveling with Miss sexy wine lady.”
 
   He lets out a soft laugh.
 
   “Danielle, I told you, there is nothing between us but strictly professional interactions. Besides, what gives me the entitlement,” he says in a low authoritative voice,” is when you said yes to going to New York with me, you, in effect said yes to me. I am a part of you now.  As such, I am entitled to you.” 
 
   Holy shit. I have nothing to say to that. I think I’ve been rendered speechless. I can feel that warm feeling in my crotch building, not now! I had better hang up. 
 
   “Now, I have to catch my next flight.  I will talk to you tomorrow. In the meantime, please try to get some sleep. And Danielle, don’t worry, we will get to the bottom of this. I promise. Goodnight.”
 
   “Goodnight, Harrison, have a safe flight and just so you know, this conversation is far from over.”
 
   Then he’s gone. I look up to see the shadow move. What a total jerk to be listening to my conversation. I yell, ”Hey Brad, did you get a good earful?” He says nothing back. I’m too tired to pursue it so I plug my phone charger back in and drift off to sleep.
 
   It’s a fitful sleep full of disturbing dreams. I wake up a few times certain that somebody is in the room watching me. Too scared and tired to move or call for Brad, I finally fall into a deep sleep.  When Bradley comes in to wake me up at 7:00 AM, I feel like I’ve been hit by a ton of bricks. I sit up and my poor head is throbbing. Bradley heads into his closet and then comes out with an outfit before he disappears into his bathroom without a word. I hear the shower come on followed by his incessant whistling. One of my pet peeves is happy morning people. When we were married, he would always either sing or whistle in the shower just to irritate me. I’m guessing he’s trying to annoy me this morning too. I can’t understand why he would be pissy about my phone call. I didn’t say anything disparaging about him. Well no matter. We both have to be out of here soon and then he can whistle all the way up to Spokane. 
 
   While I wait for the bathroom to free up, I work on preparing for my clients. Apparently, they are professors at a private college in West Linn. They’ve had the same house for over 20 years and want to bring their furnishings into the twenty-first century. The catch is that they want to utilize objects and art from their extensive world travels. Very typical and cliché, I suppose, but I’m excited to evaluate what I have to work with. 
 
   I hear the whistling stop, finally, and then the water turns off. I’m seriously hoping that there’s some hot water left. This loft living doesn’t allow for a large water heater. The downside to urban living. 
 
   After another ten minutes, he emerges looking incredibly hot. If I didn’t have in depth personal knowledge of him and I just saw him on the street, I would stop and stare. He’s still one fine looking male specimen. It’s really too bad that his character is so damned flawed. He flashes me a smile and then says, “Your turn, grumpy.” Oh grrr.
 
   After a cleansing shower, I start to feel human again. The persistent headache maybe will be managed with some coffee, although the bump on my head is something else entirely. 
 
   I emerge from the shower with a towel wrapped around me and head for the bedroom door. I’m hoping to talk Brad into either making me some coffee or to get some at the coffee shop just around the corner. I round the foot of the bed when I can faintly hear Brad talking in angry hushed tones. It reminds me of the phone call he’d had last night. 
 
   I think better of going out there, so I move quickly back into the bathroom. I throw myself together as best I can. I’m just not into the hair and makeup thing today. With all of the recent events and the overall vibe with Brad here this morning, I just want to get out of here and get on with my day. I think about the email that I still have to send to the detective. I also think about the phone call with Harrison at noon and I feel butterflies flittering in my stomach. I would normally attribute that to hunger, but I’m not a person who’s hungry in the morning. Usually a coffee and banana take care of me until lunchtime. I wonder idly who Bradley could have been having such a heated argument with again. Oh yes, probably one of his hooches. 
 
   I put on a simple cream pencil skirt with a black and cream pinstripe long sleeved v-neck silk blouse that I tuck in. I wear my usual pumps and chain belt, which makes me blush thinking of how I wore just that while having sex on the white leather sofa with Harrison last week. I lick my lips at the thought. 
 
   I grab the rest of my things and shove them in my bag. I realize at some point that I will have to return to my condo to get more clothes, and hopefully get someone to come and change my locks as well.
 
   Quickly, I make Brad’s bed and I step out into the great room of his loft. I was so tired last night that I hadn’t really noticed my surroundings. Considering he isn’t a decorator, he did a great job pulling this place together. I find that I like it. It’s really his style with a chocolate brown micro suede sofa, a matching oversized chair and a leopard print ottoman. He has a few nice knick-knacks and prints on the wall. It isn’t overly exciting, but it’s nice. “You have done well here, Brad, I like what you’ve done with the place.”
 
   “Thanks, Dani. I like your place too, if I haven’t already told you.”
 
   I smile in response.
 
   “Well, Harrison is sending a company car to drive me to my appointment, I should get downstairs.” He raises his eyebrows. “I know, it seems excessive, but he was insistent and I should probably just be appreciative. Anyway, thank you so much for everything, Brad. I do appreciate you coming to my aide. I’m sure lucky you were in town!”
 
   He has the strangest shadow come over his face, but he recovers quickly and gives me a quick peck on my forehead. I pull away, feeling awkward. “I’m glad that I was able to be of help to you, Dani. Good luck with your clients, you’ll do great! Keep me posted on any developments with the case. I’ll be keeping an eye over my shoulder, that’s for sure.”
 
   I grab my things and head down the elevator to the lobby. The doorman helps me out with my heavy books, and as if on cue, here comes a white town car with the lettering ‘Towers Holdings’. The doorman loads my things into the trunk and I give him a couple dollars in tip and settle into my seat. 
 
   The driver asks for the address and we are off.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
   My new clients are fantastic. They’re so full of life and so totally in love with each other. They remind me of my parents, which makes me miss them.  Note to self, call parents once settled into the hotel.
 
   The town car remains there during my appointment. Jeff, the driver, sits out there the entire time. It’s odd to be saying goodbye to my newly signed clients at the door with both of their eyes looking over my head to the town car. I bid my goodbyes and make an appointment for the following week to show them my plans. I’m so excited to do this project. Once again, I have taken another step in the right direction for my business. These people are well known in the community and if they’re happy with my work, they will likely recommend me to their friends and colleagues. 
 
   Once settled back into the town car, I pull out my notepad to make some more notes about what we just discussed. I’m so engrossed in writing that I don’t notice that the driver is taking a different route on Highway 43 along the river. This is not the best way to the hotel. He should have turned off. 
 
   “Jeff, aren’t we going to the Vintage International Hotel?
 
   “No ma’am, I was instructed by Mr. Towers to take you to the Columbia Tower Penthouse.”
 
   “But, why?’
 
   “I don’t know, I’m just following orders.”
 
   I take out my phone to text Harrison to get to the bottom of this. 
 
   11:38 AM
 
   Me
 
   Why am I going to Columbia towers?
 
    
 
   11:38 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Because I decided it was best
 
    
 
   Ohhh, now I’m mad!
 
    
 
   11:39 AM
 
   Me
 
   Oh, you decided. Well what about what I want?
 
    
 
   11:41 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   What do you want Danielle?
 
    
 
   Huh? What do I want? I sit and think for a minute. I want Harrison. I look at my phone but I can’t bring myself to answer.  I’m not sure why I’m mad at him either. 
 
   11:45 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Hello?
 
    
 
   Oh geeze, I don’t actually want to do this right now. I shouldn’t have started this.
 
   11:45 AM
 
   Me
 
   Fine.  I give up. Are you still calling me at noon?
 
    
 
   11:45 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Oh, you want a nooner.
 
    
 
   Um yes please!
 
   11:46 AM
 
   Me
 
   Ok smarty. Are you calling or what?
 
    
 
   11:46 AM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Lol. Yes, talk to you in a little bit. 
 
    
 
   I stow my phone back in my bag as we pull up to the Columbia Tower, Harrison’s Tower.
 
    
 
   Jeff, the driver, gets out of the car, comes around, and opens my door. I think I could get used to this. He retrieves my overnighter out of the trunk and follows me to the building. Once inside, the receptionist greets me and then hands me an envelope.  How odd that she knew who I was. Then it dons on me that she could see that it says ‘Towers Holdings’ on the side of the car. I thank her and turn to the driver who is waiting patiently a few feet away. I open the envelope and pull out a new pass card for the penthouse.
 
    Wow, he sure works quickly. It didn’t even occur to me that the locks would need to be changed and re-issued here too. This is sure a mess, and my biggest worry is what comes next. I can’t believe that whomever is behind this is going to stop at the pictures in my condo. My biggest fear is that the pictures will get leaked to the unscrupulous media. I can just see my climatic face from the hot tub night plastered all over the National Exposer. So much for my little design business. Not to mention how it would impact Mr. International Mogul. Heck, it might actually boost his ratings. 
 
   The driver follows me to the private elevator and I tell him that I can handle it from here. He shakes his to refuse and says he has been given strict orders to personally escort me to the safety of the penthouse. I scoff, the safety of the penthouse? If memory serves me, a good portion of the scandalous pictures were taken at the building. I wonder how they got such a good shot of us on the veranda that night. The way his balcony is situated, no other buildings nearby would have a good view. No, it had to be a vantage point further away. That would have to be some high-powered zoom lens. I really know nothing about photography, but I do know that much. Although, even worse would be close range. That would imply someone was there with us. Now that I think about it, the veranda shots aren’t even the worst part. I’m still completely hung on the fact that someone stood over us while we were sleeping. That’s the part that has the hair on my arms standing at attention. I feel stone cold chills circulating through my body as we ascend to the top floor. 
 
   The elevator opens and we step into the foyer and are welcomed by the gentle shushing of the water wall. It calms me almost immediately. I feel a little smug as I think about what a great decision it was to install the water feature right when at the entrance of the space. It diffuses whatever irritations or anxiety might have ridden up in the elevator. It’s made me feel a little more at ease, at least for the moment. 
 
   Jeff deposits my overnight bag in the hallway. He then heads off to do a quick sweep of the penthouse to ensure the place is secured. He returns to where I’m standing in the foyer. “It appears to be secure. Would you like me to take your bag to your room?”
 
   “No Jeff, I can handle that. I’m sure you have important executives to shuttle around.”
 
   He smiles.
 
   “Well, the head executive gave me instructions to make sure you are settled before I depart. Is there anything you require?”
 
   “I’m good, Jeff. Thank you so much.”
 
   “So you can have my number handy, here is my card. Please let me know when you need to go somewhere and I’ll come get you.” I accept his card and say thank you and then he disappears into the elevator. 
 
   All of the sudden, I realize it must be close to noon or even after by now. I quickly reach into my bag and pull out my phone. Shit! I’ve missed three calls. I slide to unlock. I see that two were from Harrison and one was from a local number that I don’t recognize.
 
   I hit the voicemail button. 
 
   First voicemail is from Detective Burke, he needs me to call, he has some questions regarding the people who have been in my condo lately. Hmm. 
 
   The second and third voicemails are from Harrison. Oh how I love the sound of his voice. Problem is, every time I hear his voice I get butterflies in my stomach and my loins get moist. I must figure out a way to control that. It’s really an annoying response and is so inappropriate. 
 
   Just as I’m about to hit send to call Harrison back, he beats me to the punch and my phone is vibrating in my hand. I answer.
 
   “Hi.”
 
   “Where were you, I was getting worried that you had absconded or something.”
 
   “Not to worry, Jeff just left after he did a thorough check of all the rooms.”
 
   “Good. Jeff is a solid man, make sure you call him if you need anything, especially while I’m gone. How are you holding up?”
 
   “I’m okay. I just have a lot of questions. I’m not sure who or what to trust and it actually creeps me out to be here.”
 
   “It creeps you out? Why?” 
 
   “Harrison, a few of the pictures were taken here. It freaks me out that someone was standing over us taking pictures of us while we were sleeping. What kind of sicko does this sort of thing? I’m also worried because I don’t want the pictures made public. We were doing some extremely intimate things in a good portion of those pictures and the press would have a field day.”
 
   He sighs.
 
   “I understand what you are feeling. I am not sure who has done this, but we will get to the bottom of it. If it is paparazzi, we will skin them alive with law suits.”
 
   I’m silent.
 
   “Danielle?”
 
   I suck in my breath, I love the way he says my name, as if it is a melody.
 
   “Sorry, I’m just exhausted and worried. The detective called and wants me to call him back regarding some questions he had about people who have had access to my condo. I told him last night already so this is puzzling.”
 
   “Well, have you called him back? What did he say?”
 
   “No, I’m going to call him after I’m done talking to you.” 
 
   I really wish he were here in the flesh talking to me instead of almost three thousand miles away. I need his arms around me and those lips on mine. I need his closeness to reassure me that everything is going to be fine. 
 
   “After you talk to him I want you to give me an update. I have to go into another meeting in a few minutes, so I will call you around 4:00 your time to check in.”
 
   “Okay. Wait, Harrison. The night before the grand opening of the towers, did you send red roses to my condo and then have one of them left here in your penthouse by the elevator for me to find the morning of the opening?”
 
   “No! I did not! Why are you are just now bringing this up? Did you say anything to the detective yet?”
 
   I feel even more alarmed, “Nothing to the detective yet. It honestly slipped my mind and I could have sworn that I did ask you about it the day of the opening. But honestly, it doesn’t matter, I am telling you now.” 
 
   “Danielle, after we get through today, I want you to just forget about this as much as you can. I have my team on this and we will get to the bottom of it. I will tell the detective about the flowers. You don’t need to worry yourself any further.”
 
   “How can I not worry when my home has been invaded and I feel so violated and now add the mystery of the flowers?”
 
   “Could Bradley have been behind the flowers?”
 
   “No, remember he brought me a bouquet directly to the event. Plus, that’s just not his style to have them sent. He always wanted to see my reaction when he gave me flowers. Not that it would happen all that often, but when it did, he wanted the reaction, not some delivery guy. No, this was too sophisticated for him and how would he have been in your penthouse anyway?  
 
   “Hmmm. The roses are certainly a puzzle.” He pauses. “I’ll have my best man on this. He will be returning with me tomorrow. Time is of the essence, so he has already launched his own investigation from here. He has already changed the locks at your condo and at the penthouse. When he is back tomorrow he is going to do a sweep of the penthouse and your condo to see what he can dig up.”
 
   “Wow Harrison, I wish I could borrow some of your confidence. I lead a pretty simple life and these past six weeks have really taken me by storm. I feel like I’ve been holding my breath all this time.”
 
   “Breathe, Danielle.”  When he uses that tone of voice, I can’t do anything but hold my breath. My loins betray me again and I feel moistness down there. He’s too sexy even over the phone all those thousands of miles away. 
 
   “Now go help yourself to something in the refrigerator and maybe treat yourself to a nap.”
 
   “Well, after I call the Detective back.”
 
   He sounds a little on edge all of the sudden. Odd.
 
   “Right, okay, after you call him back, promise me you will take a break and disconnect for a little bit.”
 
   I hear a beep though on my phone.
 
   “Harrison, I think the detective is trying to call me back. I’ll take this and we’ll talk at 4:00.”
 
   “Ciao, Danielle”
 
   “Ciao.”
 
   I hit the accept button.
 
   “Miss Austen?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Detective Burke here. Did you get my message? I have some more questions for you and some interesting results of the fingerprinting.”
 
   “Yes, I got your message, but I was detained.” He interrupts me and I can tell he’s impatient.
 
   “No matter, listen, I still need those additional people for the list of those that had been in your condo. We got the fingerprints back and we found some that belong to a local petty thief. He’s been rather harmless in the past, but as with most crooks, their crimes escalate. I suspect that whomever is behind this, hired him to do their dirty work.”
 
   My blood turns cold. 
 
   “What’s this guy’s name?”
 
   “His name is Tony Kramer. He runs with a rough crowd, but he’s small time. We have a warrant for him and will most likely have him in custody by the end of today. So that’s the good news.”
 
   “Is there bad news?” I ask apprehensively.
 
   “Well, it’s relating to the rest of the fingerprints. There were prints we couldn’t identify and then there were a lot that match up to your ex. Now it’s none of my business, but I got the impression you were not working on reconciling with him.”
 
   I scoff “No, there’s definitely not a reconciliation happening with Bradley. Last night was the first time he’d ever been to my condo.”
 
   “Hmm.  Well then, he really got around last night. His prints were on your cupboards, the balcony door, your dresser drawers and a few door handles.” 
 
   I think for a second. When I fainted, he got me a cold cloth. That would explain the kitchen. I was so disoriented and in shock, I don’t really remember parts of the evening, but he probably was looking at things without thinking about the fingerprint issue.
 
   “Oh detective, he was just being helpful. Before you arrived last night, I passed out momentarily and then he went to find some Advil and a cold cloth for me.”
 
   “Ok. That’s probably it then. Now if you have a minute, maybe you could just run down your past week timeline again and give me the info on those other people who have been in your condo.”
 
   I proceed to rehash my comings and goings over the last week and then give him the info for my housekeeper, Simone, and Philippe. 
 
   Speaking of Simone, I find it strange that I haven’t heard from her today. She must not be back yet. I really need my girlie right now. 
 
   “Thank you for your help, Miss Austen. I have a call to make to Mr. Towers. I will be in touch with you soon.  Say, are you going back to your condo or are you staying somewhere?”
 
   I feel funny telling him where I’m staying. 
 
   “I am, uh, staying at Harrison Towers’ penthouse.”
 
   “In that case, I can just ask you for access to do a sweep for fingerprints and evidence.”
 
   “You want to go through the penthouse?” I suppose that makes sense, someone was obviously here.
 
   “I suppose it’s fine but I need to get permission from Mr. Towers first.”
 
   “Miss Austen, I understand your need to follow your boyfriend’s lead-” I interrupt him. “Mr. Towers is a business associate, not my boyfriend.”
 
   He clears his throat, then continues, ignoring my interruption.  
 
   “If you want us to get a case against this guy and whoever put him up to it, we need to move while the trail is hot. I want access this afternoon. I’ll be over with the guys within the hour. We have to move quick since our little friend Tony will likely be hauled in today. He’ll be arraigned tomorrow, so we need to get as much in to the DA as possible. “
 
   I know that Harrison is in a meeting and I have no idea how long it’s going to last. I know that I’m due to talk to him at 4:00, but it doesn’t sound like the detective is going to be happy waiting. 
 
   “Fine, but you should call Mr. Harrison to gain his approval regardless.” 
 
   “Oh, I have a few questions for him anyway, so I will be killing two birds as the saying goes.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Thank you for your cooperation. It sure makes my job easier.”
 
   I hang up with the detective and send Harrison a text. I’m hoping he isn’t cross with me for giving the detective the go-ahead. I really had no choice.
 
   12:54 PM
 
   Me
 
   Det. Burke wants to search the penthouse for evidence and fingerprints. I told him ok?
 
    
 
   12:55 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   No. I would rather be there.
 
    
 
   12:55 PM
 
   Me
 
   He needs to do today. They have a suspect and need further evidence to arraign him.
 
    
 
   12:56 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Damn it. I am in a meeting right now. I will have to agree. I will text Jeff at least to be there.
 
    
 
   12:57 PM
 
   Me
 
   Jeff? The Driver Jeff? Why him?
 
    
 
   12:57 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Have my reasons Danielle. Trust me. Ok?
 
    
 
   12:57 PM
 
   Me
 
   Ok. 
 
    
 
    
 
   12:58 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   I’ll call you at four. I’m sending Jeff msg. now. He will be there soon.
 
    
 
    
 
   12:58PM
 
   Me 
 
   Ok, thanks!!
 
    
 
   I head into the kitchen to find something to eat. I know if I don’t get something now, I may not get to eat until much later. I open the fridge to find a plate all ready to go. How does he do this? He’s like Philippe, he addresses my needs before I know I have the need. I shake my head and grab a plate with a small wedge of brie cheese, some sliced apples, spicy almonds and a few slices of bread. I sit at the island gazing out the window looking out to the river.  The food tastes really good. I hop down from the bar stool and open the fridge again to get something to drink. I grab a small bottle of Pellegrino and notice a new can of whipped cream and it makes me blush. I should be relieved that there weren’t any pictures of Harrison making me into a human Sundae. 
 
   Once again, I feel a warming come over my body. I seem to have no control over my body’s response to just the thought of him. It’s quite extraordinary. I would be willing to bet Dr. Brothers would have a field day with this, or maybe Dr. Helen Fisher, she’s the one who lectures about pair bonding and how some species mate for life while others mate for just a season. My ex just mated all the time with everyone but his mate. Now, Harrison is mating with me and I wonder if his intentions are for just a season. 
 
   I shake myself back out of my thoughts. I sit back at the counter and continue devouring the delicious plate. I expect the detective and his posse to arrive anytime. So much for that nap that I need so badly.
 
   I hate that Harrison isn’t here to handle this portion of the investigation. At least Bradley was there to help last night.  It’s kind of odd that he hasn’t checked in with me today. It only takes around five hours to drive to Spokane from here. If you drive like Bradley, shave another half hour off that. I swear, he drives that beamer like he’s in a rocket ship. What is it with men and their fast toys!!? He was behaving strangely this morning though. I wonder if it had to do with his listening in on my call with Harrison last night. Or, maybe it had to do with those calls he had where it sounded like he was arguing with someone. 
 
   I stick my plate in the dishwasher and then hear my phone go buzz buzz buzz. I have new text messages.
 
   Picking up the phone, I slide unlock. Well, Simone is back. I have eight text messages from her. 
 
    
 
   1:23 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Hey girlie! I’m Baaaack!! Did you miss me? How did the opening go?
 
    
 
   1:24 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   We have so much to catch up on… you around tonight?
 
    
 
   1:24 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Oh, I dumped the on-set writer guy. Turns out, he is lousy in bed. 
 
    
 
   1:24 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   He is a minute man. I got no satisfaction. Well, that’s not totally true, will give details later.
 
    
 
   1:24 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Plus he has bad breath. I know that would be a deal breaker for you!
 
    
 
   Nodding in agreement, I crinkle my nose and say eewwww to myself.
 
   1:25 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   I have to leave town again on Wednesday for another week. Missing you!
 
    
 
   1:25 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Who is Detective Burke? I have a voicemail just now. 
 
    
 
   1:27 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   Seriously. Call me. Are you okay? What is going on???
 
    
 
   Just as I get to her last text. I hear the intercom buzz. I walk over to the wall and guess at what button to push. “Hello?” 
 
   “Miss Austen, this is Misty, down here at Columbia Tower reception. I have a Detective Burke here to see you. I also have Jeff from Towers Enterprises here. He is bringing them up. I just wanted to give you a heads up.”
 
   “Oh, okay thank you, Misty.” 
 
   I pick up my phone and see that I received another text from Simone. 
 
   1:29 PM
 
   Simone’s Cell
 
   HELLO??? YOU THERE???
 
    
 
   Oh, geeze, now she is shrieking at me. 
 
   1:46PM
 
   Me
 
   I’m fine. Lots to tell you. Meet me tonight? Come to Harrisons’ penthouse at 6?
 
    
 
   Off in the distance I can hear the ding of the elevator. They’re here. I hit the lock key on my phone and head out to greet them.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
   Standing in the foyer admiring the water wall is the detective and his team.
 
   “Ah, Miss Austen. Thank you again for your assistance. I heard from Mr. Towers and helped him to understand the importance of obtaining the evidence today. We will stay out of your way but you need to stay out of stuff. We’re looking to lift prints and don’t want you smudging anything. Same drill as last night.”
 
   “Okay, I understand.” I start to walk away but turn back around. “Detective, how long do you think you will be?”
 
   “I’m not sure, it looks to be a large place so maybe a few hours, but there’s no telling. I’m hoping we can get out sooner than later, the misses has a pot roast in the oven at home and I intend to be there for it.”
 
   I walk back to the kitchen, grab my bottle of Pellegrino, and then go out to the balcony. It’s a pleasant day and maybe a little fresh air will do me good. I sit on one of the chaise lounges that face out over the river. It’s overcast but there’s a glare. I shut my eyes for a minute and absorb the peace and quiet. 
 
   Then here they come, Reese and Cranston followed by Jeff. I’m still unclear as to why Jeff needs to be here. 
 
   Oh, maybe Harrison doesn’t trust me to handle this and he wants someone to oversee his interests, and me. I start to feel a different reaction to Harrison this time and it isn’t related to pleasure. How dare he send a babysitter? I feel my phone buzzing again. I look and see that Simone has texted me back. 
 
   2:20 PM
 
   Clarke
 
   Oh heck ya! Hanging out at Harrison’s are we? I can’t wait to hear all of the dirt. Wait, why are you there? 
 
    
 
   I hear behind me that the guys are busy digging through the flowerpots, taking pictures and poking around. Oh, I just wish they would be done already.
 
    
 
   2:22 PM
 
   Me
 
   Great, I can’t wait to see you. When you get here, the lobby receptionist will be gone. Use the intercom outside the double glass doors. I will buzz you up, just like my condo.
 
   2:22 PM
 
   Clarke
 
   Is Harrison there? Maybe on second thought we should meet. I want some girlie time. Though would love to drool over that piece!
 
    
 
   2:23 PM
 
   Me
 
   No! Stop!  Harrison is not so let’s just meet here. Besides, my car is at condo. Long story. See you at 6. Bring wine?
 
    
 
   2:24 PM
 
   Clarke
 
   Are you sure you don’t want hooch?
 
    
 
   2:24 PM
 
   Me
 
   No just wine.
 
    
 
   2:25 PM
 
   Clarke
 
   What...Mr. Money Bags doesn’t have wine?
 
    
 
   2:25 PM
 
   Me
 
   Of course he does, I don’t want to impose. 
 
    
 
   Then I hear from behind me Cranston bark out, “Eureka!”
 
    
 
   I ignore her next text and quickly walk over to where all four guys are now standing. Cranston and Reese have been joined by Burke and are busy with cameras aimed at what looks to be a hidden camera behind one of the outdoor speakers mounted on the wall. The angle that it is aimed would be right in line with the pictures of Harrison and I having sex that night.  Talking amongst them, I hear that the camera is a surveillance variety. 
 
   “Detectives, isn’t it possible to make a still shot from video?” 
 
   They all turn to look at me and then go back to discussing the camera. 
 
   Jeff turns to me, “Ma’am, yes it is possible.”
 
   “Oh, okay good.”
 
   Burke then turns to me. “Miss Austen, would you show me which room the pictures were taken of you and Mr. Towers sleeping?”
 
   “Sure.” I blush as we walk back through the penthouse to the master bedroom in silence. 
 
   I gesture to the room and he nods and enters. He lets out a whistle and shakes his head. I think yeah, yeah, I know, Harrison Towers sure knows how to live. It is an impressive room, but let’s not forget who the excellent decorator is.
 
   I lean against the doorway while he wanders around looking at things. I’m not sure what he’s looking for. He walks over to the mirror on the wall facing opposite the bed.
 
   “That mirror fades and turns into a television. Here, let me show you.” I pick up the remote on the bedside table and push a button and the TV turns on. He walks over to the frame, lets out a whistle and runs his gloved fingers along the edge. He stops and then flashes me a yellow-toothed grin. Too much coffee I suspect.
 
    “Well, it looks like it’s also a great place to hide a little camera.” He produces a small little black box that I would have thought to be a part of the television. 
 
   “Wow! Is the whole place bugged or rigged with cameras? That at least would explain how someone was able to get those pictures. I’m relieved a little. It’s still super creepy, but at least there wasn’t someone physically standing over us while we slept.
 
   “I don’t know. We’ll have to do a sweep and see if we can find out where the cameras feed into. Meanwhile, have you heard from Mr. Towers? I left him a message a couple hours ago,” he says as he checks his watch.
 
   “I left my phone out on the balcony, but as of twenty minutes ago, I haven’t heard from him since around 1:00 PM.”
 
   “You might want to find something to do.  This is probably going to take a lot longer than we thought.” 
 
   I turn to leave the room.
 
   “So much for my hot pot roast sandwich,” he says under his breath. 
 
   I head back out to the balcony and resume my place on the chaise. I take the last swig of my Pellegrino. The guys have moved from the balcony to the den. I pick up my phone and slide it open to reveal a couple more texts from Simone and one from Harrison. 
 
   3:10 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Are they there? I just got done with meeting. Call you in a few. 
 
    
 
   3:21 PM
 
   Me
 
   Yes, they are here. You better call detective back. He needs to talk to you.
 
    
 
   I just wish Harrison were here to handle this. I don’t want to be in the middle any more. 
 
   3:21 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Did they find something?
 
    
 
   3:21 PM
 
   Me
 
   Yes, they did. Call the detective.
 
    
 
   I must have dozed for a minute because the next thing I know, the phone is buzzing in my lap and I pick it up to answer it. It’s Harrison.
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Danielle, how are you?”
 
   “I’m so tired of dealing with this.”
 
   “I realize that. I just talked to the detective and they are going to run things through me and my guys and try to avoid involving you when they can. I told you I would handle things and I meant it.”
 
   “Thank you.” I still wish he was here, not three thousand miles away.
 
   As if he can read my mind he says, “I will be home later in the morning. I am taking a red eye tonight.”
 
   “It will be good to have you back.”
 
   “You may not think so after I am done with you. I expect you to be wearing something enticing when I get back and then I am going to devour you for breakfast.”
 
   “Harrison! You are incorrigible.” Oh holy crud, there goes that heat in my loins and my face turning red again. 
 
   He laughs and I can picture his face right now with that smirk he gets matched by that smoldering look in his eyes. Uh!
 
   “Danielle, I have to run. I am heading to the airport soon and have to wrap up some details here. I’ll try to call later. If not, I will see you tomorrow. Make sure your schedule is clear. I mean it.”
 
   Oh.
 
   “I’ll see what I can do. Oh, one last thing, do you mind if I asked Simone to come see me tonight? She just got back in town today and I would like some company.”
 
   “Sure, Danielle. Be good, nobody else though. Understand?”
 
   Who else would I have over? He can’t be referring to Bradley can he? How bossy, even if it is his place. 
 
   “Of course,” I respond meekly. 
 
   “À demain. See you tomorrow,” he says with his accent pronounced. 
 
   Oh, we are speaking in romance language now.
 
   “Ciao,” I purr.
 
   He laughs and then the call ends. 
 
   I practically jump out of my chair when I hear someone behind me clear his throat. I forgot I wasn’t here alone.
 
   “Miss Austen?”
 
   It’s Jeff.
 
   “The detectives are getting ready to leave, and would like to speak with you.”
 
   I nod in agreement, get up from the chaise, and follow Jeff back into the foyer.
 
   It’s just Detective Burke standing there, it appears the other guys have already gone down to the lobby to take pictures and poke around.
 
   “Ah, Miss Austen. We are done here for the time being. I talked to Mr. Towers and understand he will be back tomorrow.”
 
   I nod. He looks at his watch.
 
   “Looks like I may get that pot roast after all.” He gives me his yellow grin again.
 
   “Thank you detective. Enjoy your pot roast.”
 
   “I will and we will be in touch soon.”
 
   I look at Jeff and he nods, and then follows the detective into the elevator and down they go.
 
   What a relief. I look at the clock on my phone and it’s already 5:00 PM. 
 
   Aha, just enough time to rest my eyes before Simone gets here.
 
   I walk back into the living room and lay down on the white leather sofa. I set my phone alarm for 5:45 PM so I can get up before Simone arrives. I drift into a deep sleep.
 
   Would someone get that damned ringing phone? Somewhere in the back of my mind, I hear an old-fashioned phone. It just keeps ringing. I slowly open my eyes and see light streaming in through the West facing windows. Oh, yes. I’m in Harrison’s penthouse. Then the ring, ring, ring again. I pick up my phone and slide the unlock pad. There, the ringing stops. I see that the time is 5:50 PM. Shit, I must have snoozed through part of the alarm! Simone is going to be here any minute. I grab my handbag and fish out the first lip-gloss I can find and slather some on. I run my fingers through my hair and straighten my clothes. I’m still wearing my clothes from my meeting this morning. Oh well, it’s just my best girl.
 
   There’s the ding I’m waiting for. I practically run to the intercom. 
 
   “Hi!”
 
   “Hey girlie I’m heeeere!”
 
   “Okay, I’m buzzing you in; I’ll send the elevator down for you. Go to the side hallway where it says private elevator.” 
 
   “Got it. See you in a minute.” 
 
   I go to greet her in the foyer. As she gets off the elevator her eyes get huge and she hands off her paper bag and walks toward the water feature. 
 
   “Wow, Danners, this is beyond amazing! I love this water fall!”
 
   “Thanks, this was such a fun project.”
 
   She turns to look at me and clicks her tongue while winking at me. “How much fun, Danners?”
 
   “Oh stop, you’re impossible!” I say while poking her in the rib.
 
   “So give me the grand towers tour and then let’s get down to business!”
 
   I laugh again, and then proceed to give her a tour of the entire place.  She is sufficiently impressed at my decorating prowess and of course, the magnificent views each room boasts. She proclaims in many of the rooms that she could get real used to this kind of living. So could I.
 
   Since it’s still nice outside, we decide to settle into the chaise lounges next to the outdoor fireplace. I have to admit, the flick of a switch beats having to bank a load of firewood and kindling.
 
   With a wine glass in hand and a twinkle in her eye, Simone turns to me and says, “Okay, now spill it. Tell me about you and the mogul. I want to hear everything!” 
 
   I sigh and then take a big swig of wine. It’s totally gauche to do anything but sip wine, but I need some quick liquid encouragement. I’m sure Marion would crinkle her perfect little petite nose at me! I realize that I’m scowling and Simone looks at me with a scowl to match.
 
   “What exactly do you want me to spill?”
 
   She grunts, “Um everything! You are shagging the most eligible bachelor on the planet and you are asking me what I want you to spill? Get real, Danners.”
 
   I might as well get it over with. “Fine, here goes.”
 
   She rubs her hands together and curls her feet up under her on the soft cushion of the chaise. I stretch out on my chaise and focus on the flames licking at the glass of the fireplace enclosure. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
   I begin at the tour of the towers with Harrison. I tell her about the New York trip, though I do leave out some of the juicy details. I’m not exactly the kiss and tell type. I also give her the highlights of the gala at the winery. I mention that we had a lot of sexy time and she perks up at that. I also tell her about the winery dragon lady. I just don’t trust that woman. I just know she’s up to no good and when I tell Simone about the interaction in the bathroom at the gala, she totally agrees that the whole conversation was an intentional attempt at planting seeds of doubt about Harrison. 
 
   Once I get to the point in my story about the last 24 hours, all of the giggles and the light mood disappear. Even the wine can’t help the heavy atmosphere that came over our pow-wow. I tell her a good portion of the break-in and the pictures, just not all the details of the contents of the pictures. I know I have to tell her most of it in case she’s contacted by the Portland Police for any questions. I also tell her about Bradley and she just about comes unglued.
 
   “Danielle! What the hell? What would possess you to call that shithead? He’s a good for nothing louse!”
 
   “Calm down, Simone. I literally didn’t have anyone else to call and besides, he really came to my rescue. I really owe him; he was supportive and didn’t try anything.”
 
   She shakes her head in disbelief. “Well, I guess even he has his limits, but I find this all so incredible. Seriously, I don’t understand why someone would be trying to get to you. It’s also strange that someone would go to this length without any blackmail notes or threats. It’s very suspicious.”
 
   “Honestly, Clarke, I don’t get it either but I know it must have everything to do with Harrison. I don’t have anyone in my past or present who would do something like this.”
 
   “I am confused though, why are we staying here when the place is bugged and rigged with cameras? I mean are we being watched or something right now?” I can see her shake off a chill out of the corner of my eye.
 
   “No, Clarke, the police did a full sweep and removed the cameras for evidence. I guess the wiring will have to be removed by a contractor though.”
 
   My phone starts buzzing on the teak outdoor table next to me. I pick it up to see who’s calling. 
 
   “Ugh, it’s that damned unknown caller.” 
 
   She shrugs.
 
   I’ve decided enough is enough, I’m going to answer. 
 
   “Hello!” Nothing. “HELLO!” I strain to hear something and the only thing I detect is the faint sound of someone breathing.
 
   “Put me on your DO NOT CALL list or I will report you!” I wait a couple seconds then I hear a hiss and then the call drops.  
 
   I look at Clarke and for once, her perky face looks ashen. I can tell she’s worried. 
 
   “It’s probably just some telemarketer, but it’s annoying because I’ve been getting these calls several times a day lately.”
 
   “When did they start?” She has this look like she already knows the answer.
 
   “Oh, I don’t know, maybe about a month ago.”  My voice trails off. “Oh, do you think this is related to all of this other nonsense?”
 
   “Do I, and how! Danners, I hate to say it but your mogul seems to have a stalker that has set their sights on you! Does Harrison know about these calls?” 
 
   “No, I don’t think I’ve told him. I kind of forgot, it’s been such a whirlwind this last week. Do you really think we’re dealing with a stalker? She nods.
 
   “Thanks a lot Simone! Now I’m freaked out! How am I supposed to sleep tonight?”
 
   “Is that an invitation for me to stay? ‘Cause I would be more than happy to!” she says as she rubs her hands together again and looks up at the twilit sky. 
 
   “Oh Clarke, thanks!” I say with a sigh of relief, knowing full well that she is thrilled to stay in this lap of luxury.
 
   We raid the refrigerator and then get ready for bed. We hop into the huge bed and snuggle under the luxurious 1200 thread count bedding. I make a mental note that someday I want 1200 thread count sheets on my bed!
 
   “So Clarke, you haven’t told me about your author boy. What happened? I thought you were smitten,” I say using my fingers to make an air quote.
 
   “Danners, my story is far less interesting, but I will tell you this, he wasn’t boring in bed. He could blow the roof off the hotel room, but the problem was his tendency to blow it too soon! Well, that and he was just so boring elsewhere. Our conversations were one dimensional at best.”
 
   My phone buzzes and I know it’s a text. She’s still talking about her author boy and I pick up my phone hoping it’s from Harrison. It’s not, it’s from Bradley.  
 
   10:40 PM
 
   Brad
 
   Sorry so late. It was a crazy long day. Just got back to P-town, where are you? You okay?
 
    
 
   Simone realizes I’m not listening, but am instead on my phone so she looks over my shoulder and groans.
 
   “Oh crap, can’t he leave you alone?”
 
   10:41 PM
 
   Me
 
   Thanks Bradley. I’m fine. At Harrison's with Simone here to keep me company. How are you?
 
    
 
   10:41 PM
 
   Brad
 
   Good but tired. I was worried about you, so I wanted to get back in town. You can stay with me again if you like.
 
    
 
   Simone is still looking over my shoulder and then she reaches over and grabs it out of my hands. I roll over and yell, “DO YOU MIND?”
 
   “Whoa, what are you so bent out of shape for? If you want to communicate with that moron then go for it.”
 
   She drops the phone next to me on the duvet cover.
 
   I grab it and resume my response.
 
   10:42 PM
 
   Me
 
   Thanks Brad but I am good here. Simone is keeping me company and we are going to sleep now. Talk tomorrow?
 
    
 
   10:42 PM
 
   Brad
 
   Sounds good. I am beat anyway. Night.
 
    
 
   I plug the charger in and place the phone on the nightstand and then turn out the lamp. I turn to Simone and I can tell she’s sulking.
 
   “Sorry, Clarke. I shouldn’t have barked at you.”
 
   She sniffs. “It’s fine. I just don’t get why you’re encouraging him.”
 
   “Clarke, it’s late and I’m tired and you probably wouldn’t understand anyway. Besides, I have no intention of taking up with him or anything like that, so I don’t see the harm of at least being friendly.”
 
   “Well, just be careful, you know men read into things.”
 
   “Oh yeah, well so do women.”
 
   She giggles. “Okay, I get your point and it’s well taken. Night, Danners.”
 
   “Night, Clarke.”
 
   I roll over onto my side and hear a buzz.
 
   She grunts, “Seriously, what was I just saying?”
 
   I look at the phone and it’s Harrison. I feel my stomach flip a couple times.
 
   I quickly unlock my phone with quivering fingers “Relax, it’s Harrison.” I’m practically giddy.
 
   “Oooh,” she purrs.
 
   10:48 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Have a short layover in NYC. Flight appears to be on schedule though so I will be back in time for my breakfast. 
 
    
 
   10:48 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Be ready.
 
    
 
   Gasp. That is hot. 
 
   Then I hear Simone gasp next to me. I was so absorbed in my own thoughts that I didn’t notice that Simone was looking over my shoulder again.
 
   “Well, I guess I’d better clear out of here good and early. I thought you said he was going to be back late morning.”
 
   “That’s what I thought. I didn’t bring anything that he asked me to. What am I going to do?”
 
   “That depends on what he asked you to bring.” She purrs again.
 
   “He wants me in something sexy, waiting for him when he gets here.” 
 
   “Oh. I got it; you did at least bring cute panties and bra?” I nod “Great, then you can just wear your panties and bra and let me see what we can raid from his closet.”
 
   I scrunch my face up, really? From his closet?
 
   Well, she is the stylist expert. I will trust her, I guess. She hops out of bed and walks across the room to his enormous under-utilized closet. He hasn’t really been here long enough to fill it up anyway.
 
   I decide I had better text him back and find out what time I should expect him.
 
   He answers me quickly and says he will be here by 8:00 AM.
 
   My gosh, that is early.
 
   From the closet, I hear Simone cooing over the exquisite wardrobe in there. “Danners! Come in here!”
 
   I let out a large sigh, switch on the lamp and hop out of bed. 
 
   Joining Simone in the closet, I see she is rifling through one of the built in drawers. Wondering what has her so excited, I walk over to the drawer she is now kneeling next to.  
 
   I peek inside and see a whole bunch of what looks to be sex toys and different liquids. I pick one up and I can feel my face turning crimson again. It’s similar to the lube he’s used on me twice now, but this one is watermelon flavor. I look at another rubbery looking thing with these little protrusions and hold it up to Simone with a raised eyebrow. She laughs and grabs it from me and sticks it on her finger and then wags her finger at me. ‘It’s a French Tickler. It enhances your pleasure.” I gasp and grab it off her finger and throw it back in the drawer. 
 
   She starts to dig through the drawer some more and I pull her hand out and shut the door. I shake my head NO at her, and she sticks her tongue out at me
 
   “So what am I going to wear tomorrow morning, wardrobe mistress?”
 
   “Let’s see.” She stands up and hands me one of Harrison’s black fitted suit jackets. “Put this on over the bra and panties.” She walks to the back of the closet and grabs a red silk tie off the tie bar. 
 
   She stands back and surveys the closet again. I see a wide grin spread across her face. She reaches up to the shelf above my head and pulls down a black newsboy hat. “Well.” She shrugs, “It may not be as sexy as a fedora, but this will do.” Then she puts it on her own head, and starts to dance around. I yank it off her head and examine it. “I don’t know Clarke, are you sure?”
 
    “Of course I am!” She grabs it and puts it slightly askew on top of my head. She skips just like a little girl to her side of the bed and grabs her bag. After she rummages for what seems like forever in her designer handbag, she produces a tube of MAC lipstick. “Here, this will be the finishing touch; a red lip always drives a man wild.” 
 
   I lay the jacket on the bed and then take the tube from her. “Thanks.” 
 
   I grab the tie and the jacket and then set them both on the settee in the corner and the lipstick on the bedside table. I set my alarm for 6:30 thinking that I had better give myself enough time to get ready. Then I crawl back into bed and turn the light off again. Simone crawls in next to me in her borrowed yoga pants and cami. “Night, Danners.”
 
   I yawn. “Goodnight, Clarke.”
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty-One
 
    
 
   The old-fashioned ringtone on my phone alarm wakes me out of a sound sleep. I pick up my phone and am irritated to see that I slept through the first fifteen minutes of it. Shoot, I really snoozed. I look over to see Simone still fast asleep. I decide to let her sleep for a little bit longer until I get out of the shower. It’s 6:45 AM as I head into the bathroom. I turn the shower on and set about getting my toiletries out of my overnight bag. I hop in the shower and as I allow the water to cascade over my body, I can’t help but to think about everything leading up to this very moment. It strikes me that I feel like I’m up getting ready for work, but instead I’m getting ready for some sexy play with Harrison. Everything about my life lately has been completely unconventional. I think more about that in just over an hour I will be in Harrison’s arms. 
 
   I think about the curve of his lips and the things he does to me with that tongue. I visualize his body and how it’s so sensual and the way it is built. It’s like every muscle and curve of his body was made just for me to follow with my own tongue and fingertips. I start feeling a swelling in my loins and I allow my hand to find my clit and start to rub in circular motions. I cup my left breast with my left hand and lightly pinch my nipple while the warm water runs down my body. It doesn’t take me long and I feel that hot tingling in my loins and I cum under my own touch. 
 
   I quickly finish rinsing my hair, get out of the shower and dry myself off. I stand in front of the mirror and carefully apply my makeup and then blow my hair dry. I pull my white lace and mesh panties and bra set out of my overnighter and put them on. I rub vanilla amber scented lotion all over my body. When I check my phone, I see that I have a new text from Harrison. Oh, he’s on his way. He’s going to be a little earlier than I expected!
 
   I hurry into the bedroom and start on the task of waking up Simone. She is a really heavy sleeper. Always has been. I can remember slumber parties when we were kids and she would literally sleep through all of the ruckus in the wee morning hours.
 
   “Clarke, Clarke!” 
 
   I re-make the bed as soon as Clarke gets out. She throws her own clothes back on and rubs some toothpaste on her teeth with her finger in the bathroom. She then grabs the suit jacket and helps me put it on, followed by the red silk tie. She then applies the red lipstick to my lips and instructs me to blot. 
 
   “I have to say, this is the first time I’ve styled someone for sex! Have fun!” She winks at me.
 
   “Okay, you’re embarrassing the hell out of me! Listen, thanks for staying last night. It felt good to catch up with you and have some laughs.”
 
   “That’s why I’m your one and only best girl!”
 
   We hug and then she disappears into the elevator.
 
   I hurry to the kitchen to grab a bottle of chilled champagne out of the refrigerator. I take out two champagne flutes and put them on the counter. I look in a couple cupboards for a tray but don’t find one, so I improvise and take out a gold charger and place the wine glasses on that instead. I fill each glass halfway with orange juice and then I pop the champagne. I have to wait for it to breathe long enough that I can pour it without it bubbling over. I grab my makeshift tray, tuck the bottle under my arm and head to the bedroom. I place the items on the coffee table by the settee. I look at the clock on the wall. Any minute he should be here. As I sit on the settee and cross my legs, I realize that I forgot the hat. I make it halfway across the room when I hear the distinct ding of the elevator. My heart starts to race. He’s here.
 
   Grabbing the hat, I put it on and take my place back on the settee. I can hear his footsteps approaching and my heart pounds out of my chest and as always, I’m holding my breath.
 
   Harrison enters the room and surveys the scene and when his searching eyes lock on mine, shivers move up my spine followed by waves of hot churning heat through my loins. Damn, he is beautiful.
 
   He drops his bag on the ground and walks towards me, without ever losing eye contact. Before I realize what is happening, he rips the hat off my head tosses it to the floor and then literally lifts me out of my seat and holds me there suspended in the air in his arms. He buries his face in my hair and nuzzles my neck. I breathe him in. 
 
   He smells heady, like a spice market in India. The feeling of his arms wrapped around me lull me into feeling safe and desired. He lowers me back onto my seat and as he does so, he fingers the silk tie and has a look of amusement on his face. 
 
   “What is this all about?”
 
   “We had to improvise.”
 
   His eyebrow raises “We?”
 
   “Well, I had Clarke,” I correct myself, “Simone, sleep here with me last night.” I bite my lip, “I hope that’s okay? I mean I know you were okay with her visiting. Anyway, she’s my best friend.”
 
   “Sure, as long you’re not staying with your ex-husband I am good with that.”
 
   “Honestly, Harrison!” He puts a finger to my lips to hush me. 
 
   “We can talk about it later.”
 
   He gives me his megawatt smile and in one quick movement, he removes my jacket and lays it on the chair next to us. He looks down at me with lust in his eyes, and I return his smoldering gaze with the same intensity. I want Harrison to take me now. He’s right, we can talk later, much later. 
 
   He lays me out on the settee and spreads my legs open wider, with one leg draped over the back and one foot on the floor. He removes his own jacket and shirt to reveal his body that is so beautiful it makes me gasp. 
 
   I reach up to feel his taught muscles under my hands and he intercepts me and starts sucking and teasing the ends of my fingers with his tongue. I feel my eager body preparing itself for his assault. My pink buds are standing at attention and the ache in my loins increases my desire. He releases my fingers to do their bidding to his body, while he moves into the free space between my legs. His fingers find my wet “P” waiting for him, and I hear a deep moan rise up out of his chest. 
 
   “You are always so wet for me.” 
 
   He moves his attention back up to my breasts that are still waiting for his touch. He leans down and pulls my bra to the side and takes out a pink swollen nipple then puts it into his mouth and gently tugs on it with his teeth while he uses his left hand to kneed and caress the other under the bra cup. He releases the nipple from his teeth and then sucks it and licks it and nibbles at it again. This sends shock waves straight to my central sexual core and my loins are simply on fire. The more he sucks my breasts and flicks that relentless tongue on my sensitive nipples, the more wet I become. I can feel a longing in my loins for his cock to be fully buried in me. My “P” is dripping wet with anticipation. 
 
   I claw at his back as he continues his full force attack of my body. I look down at him and while his mouth is full with my breast, he is looking up at me with his dark clouded eyes full of desire. My heart skips a beat and I want nothing more than to please him in every way. Holy shit does he ever want me! I can see it all over his face and in his hard cock rubbing against me. I reach down to free him of his pants and he stops his assault on my breasts and stands up. I sit up and unzip his pants and top button to free his manhood from its confines. I feel another wave of heat radiating from my loins as I reach into Harrison's boxer briefs and release his throbbing member. He moans and in one smooth motion, he has me off my feet and in his arms as he carries me to the enormous bed. 
 
   He lays me on the edge of the bed removes my panties and bra, and he then climbs on top of me in the 69 position. I can now feel my “P” pulsating with anticipation of his tongue and lips on me. I can hardly contain my desire. I hear a snap followed by his hand rubbing something wet and warm on my“P”. Oh, yes! He has that heating liquid. He rubs some on his cock. He moves me a little onto my side and then he takes his hands and spreads my legs so he can have better access and then he begins his invasion of my loins. 
 
   He spreads my lips with his fingers and traces the swollen folds with his tongue. His seeking mouth finds my clit and he takes it in his teeth and begins to nibble at it like he did with my nipples. I can hardly contain my desire as I feel another flood of wet release. He notices it too and groans and mumbles something about me being so wet. He darts his tongue in and out of my “P” while he uses his fingers to tantalize my clit. It dons on me that I’m not pleasuring him back, so I grab his cock with my right hand and start from the base and move it up and down. It is slick from the tasty liquid he put on it. I run my tongue up and down the length and swirl it around the swollen tip. He moans. I use my hand to create friction at the base by gently squeezing while my tongue tortures his tip. A little, of his sex juice escapes and I know his desire is building. 
 
   The more I rub and tease, the more he nibbles my clit and rams his two fingers into my overzealous “P”. I feel another wave of heat and he moans as I get even wetter. He removes his fingers from my “P”, gives my clit a kiss and then slowly kisses his way up my body. He reaches my mouth and gives my mouth a tongue bath. I taste my sex on his breath mixed with the mandarin from the love lotion. He reaches down to my crotch, takes his fingers once again to my love spot and collects some of my wetness in a wiping motion to rub it on his cock. He says nothing but locks eyes with blatant desire. 
 
   “Remember, I always expect you to look at me when you cum.”
 
   Gah, I think I could cum right now. Did he really just wipe my wetness on his cock? That is so embarrassing, yet hot as hell. I can feel all of my muscles tightening and throbbing, I need his cock in me right now!
 
   I reach down to stroke his cock and part my legs as far as I can so that he gets the message!
 
   He gets the message. Without waiting, he jams his cock’s full length inside of me with a loud grunt. I scream out in surprise and then he puts one hand on each of my legs to brace himself as he goes straight to pounding me with his hard length. He moves in-and-out in a rapid but smooth motion. I raise my hips up to meet each and every one of his thrusts. The pressure builds in my loins. I look up into his eyes and what I see are storm clouds ready to burst. I feel wetness at the corner of my eyes and realize that I’m weeping. The slamming continues and I can hardly breathe. The pain in my loins is not from physical harm but from sheer intense pleasure. This is what I can describe as pure ecstasy. I reach down with my hand and feel his cock gliding in and out of my “P”, and that is the undoing for both of us. Harrison’s eyes fly wide open and he screams out some expletive, though I don’t know what. Simultaneously, I feel a rapid fire of explosions in my loins. As he is cumming, he continues to move in and out of me and then he hits my magic hot spot again. 
 
   I feel my body shattering under his and I cum again and again with an intensity that I can’t control nor do I want to. I feel his cock thrashing around inside me as he blows his load. With another loud guttural growl, Harrison collapses on me. His cock is still inside me and I can feel the warmth from his load trickling out of me. The extraordinary connection I feel at this moment sends another aftershock through me. Harrison raises his head and looks at me. “Still?”
 
   I shrug my shoulders and he tilts his head to kiss me in a sweet and tender melding of lips. He then rolls off me, taking his pleasure piece with him. For a brief second I feel very empty. Removing his body from mine leaves me cold and void. I snap myself out of it right away and relish in the proverbial afterglow.
 
   He scoots out of bed, walks over to the coffee table and picks up the champagne flutes. He hands me one and then takes his and clinks his glass on mine. Before he gets a chance to speak, I purr, “Welcome home, Harrison.”
 
   “A man could get used to this kind of homecoming.” He gives me another of his smoking hot looks. I don’t think I will ever tire of looking at him or of the way he looks at me.
 
   I feel my loins stirring again and I think, down girl! Geeze, give it a rest for five minutes.
 
   I sit up and crawl into the covers, then drink the rest of the mimosa. He is lounging naked on top of the covers and I allow myself to indulge in committing to memory every curve of his well-defined body. I can’t imagine how he keeps so fit with the schedule he keeps. I smile to myself as I think I know one way.
 
   “What are you thinking about, you little vixen?”
 
   Feeling myself turn several shades of crimson again, I mask what I’m really thinking about. “Oh, I’m just thinking about how this is such a great way to start my day.” I smile and raise my glass.
 
   He looks at his fancy watch and then moves to get out of bed. “I have meetings all day.”
 
   I stick out my bottom lip. He plucks it with his finger then grabs my hand, “Join me in the shower, you have been dirty and you need to be cleaned.” 
 
   “Well I believe the same can be said of you.” He leads me into the bathroom.
 
   I follow him into the glass-enclosed shower and he turns on the multiple heads. He turns me around and sets to lather me up with the sweet and erotic smelling vanilla body wash, paying special attention to particular body parts. I then do the same to him. I start at his chest and work my way slowly down to his mid-section, caressing his stomach and then I work my way down to his cock, which is now erect again. 
 
   He moans and then as I think he is leaning around me to grab the shampoo, he presses his body to mine and pushes me up against the glass side of the shower with my breasts smashing against the glass. His hand fondles my “P” from behind. I feel my body responding to him and I attempt to turn around to face him, but he keeps me wedged against the glass while he sucks at my neck below my ear. He continues with his fingers probing my “P”. He takes both of his hands and lifts me up and moves closer to the glass wall.  
 
   As he expertly lowers me down onto his cock, I reach down with my hand to help guide him in. Once I am impaled on his cock, I put both of my hands on the glass to steady myself as he continues to hold me up against the glass and ram himself into me. We move as one body under the hot cascading water. I feel his body start to tense up and I reach down again to feel his cock sliding in and out of my “P”. It is so erotic feeling his cock in my “P” with my fingers. The steady in and out builds the tightening sensation in my loins. Harrison leans into me for one last thrust, and then both of our bodies cum in unison. He lowers me down off his cock and turns me around and grabs my face and shoves for a passion-filled exploration of my mouth. It’s too much for me to take. I feel like I’m going to collapse from the sheer passion. After he’s done with my mouth he returns to the task of washing. 
 
   He steps out of the shower, hands me a towel and then grabs one for himself. After he dries off, he disappears from the bathroom. I proceed to put on my makeup. I’m hastily drying my hair when he returns fully dressed in a pair of modern fit charcoal grey slacks, a white dress shirt tucked in with a sleek black belt and the red tie I was wearing earlier this morning loosely around his neck. He smiles at me and then yanks at the towel that’s wrapped around me. I scold him as the towel falls to my feet exposing my naked body. He just stands there eyeing me and then swats me on my behind. “Nice ass, Danielle.” Then he turns to finish his toiletries. 
 
   In the bedroom, I put on a simple pair of dark blue skinny jeans, a white fitted v-neck shirt and a black cropped fitted blazer. I top it off with a silver multi strand necklace and a silver wide cuff. I slip on my black Tori flats and admire myself in the mirror.
 
   Harrison re-emerges, putting on his cuff links as he strides over to me. I like what I see. His hair is perfectly messy and he smells like that spice market again. Oh, be still my loins!
 
   “As I mentioned, I have a meeting that will take me most of the day. I need to call the detective to get a full update on things. I think they apprehended the guy yesterday. I need you to give my assistant all of the contractors you used. The detective needs that information so they can track down who installed those cameras.” 
 
   “Okay, I can do that when I get to my office.” I guess fun time is over and it’s back to reality.
 
   “I will have Jeff drive you to your office and make sure everything is okay. My meeting is actually here at the towers so I will remain here.”
 
   He grabs his matching suit jacket and drapes it over his arm and while doing so he glances at his watch. “Shall we? I have just enough time to grab a quick bite. You worked up my appetite.”
 
   “You sir, worked up mine,” I say, attempting to keep a straight face.
 
   I set my overnight bag down by the water wall on our way to the kitchen. I hear a noise coming from that direction and get instantly freaked out. “Harrison!” I hiss, “Did you hear that? I think someone’s in the kitchen.”
 
   “Of course there is, Philippe and his son are here.”
 
   “What? You mean while we were in there making a ruckus they were out here? That’s mortifying Harrison!”
 
   “Relax, Philippe is very discreet. Besides, I doubt you can hear anything in the kitchen anyway. About 2800 square feet are between the kitchen and my master suite.”
 
   I can feel that my face is on fire again. Geeze, I’m not used to having extra people around when I’m having sex. Well, I’m not used to having so much sex period.
 
   We enter the kitchen and there is Philippe cooking at the stove and another dark-haired man sitting at the island on the stool I usually sit on. They’re speaking in French. 
 
   The man at the island turns to us as we enter and gives us a big grin, and then looks at Harrison and winks while saying hello in French. Harrison introduces me as Danielle Austen, but no mention of being his girlfriend or any other sort of endearment. I guess it’s too soon. He introduces the dark-haired man as Philippe’s son, Garrin Leone. He had flown down with Harrison last night and will be here working with Harrison for a while. He is staying at the hotel down the street that Towers Holdings owns, but he will be at the towers a lot. 
 
   I learn that Harrison is going to be selling the building that his company headquarters has been located in downtown for the last four years. He is moving all of his US offices to one location in the top two floors of the Rogue Tower. This is news to me. Another bit of intriguing information is that the building he is speaking of happens to be the same building that my attorney who conducted my divorce is located. How weird. He didn’t actually tell me it was the same building. I put it together when he told Garrin that he wanted to get a good aerial picture of his building. He wants to make sure it doesn’t contain the pink reflective building next to it because it is distracting. There’s only one building next to that pink building that would be tall enough for that to be an issue, and that is Tanya’s building. Not that it matters really, just an odd little coincidence. It reaffirms that I know very little about Harrison and he knows very little about me. We connect on such an amazing level physically, I wonder if that is the extent of our connection.  
 
   I remain rather quiet during breakfast as I find my appetite has slowly begun slipping away. I end up drinking my coffee and eating half of the veggie omelet that Philippe made for me. I feel left out of the conversation and I really don’t have anything to contribute. I wish that the handsome, dark-haired French man were at his hotel eating his breakfast, and that I could have Harrison to myself. Realizing the time, I make a move to clear my dishes, but Philippe won't let me. He takes my dishes from me and shakes his head while saying something in French. I turn to Harrison to say my goodbye, but he is engrossed in his conversation with Garrin. 
 
   “Gentlemen, I’m sorry to interrupt, but I must leave.” I look directly at Harrison and ask, “Will Jeff be waiting for me downstairs, or maybe it would be easier for me to grab a cab?”
 
   Harrison stands and scowls at me. “That is nonsense; you will not be taking a taxi. Jeff has been downstairs since 7:45 this morning when he brought us here from the airport.” 
 
   Oh, right you and your French entourage. This isn’t quite what I’d had in mind when he suggested we grab a bite before we go our respective ways. He failed to mention that we would not be alone. I was hoping to seize the opportunity to ask him a few questions. 
 
   I give Harrison a forced smile and then turn to Garrin, “It was a pleasure meeting you.” He takes my hand, kisses it and then says, “The pleasure was all mine, Mademoiselle.”  
 
   Harrison takes my arm and walks me to the foyer. “Don’t forget that list of vendors and contractors I need from you.” He kisses me a quick goodbye. The elevator opens and I walk in and turn around to see him looking me up and down with that smirk on his face. “Danielle. Tonight. Location number ten.”
 
   With that, the door shuts and I instantly feel wet.
 
   Later that day I’m sitting at my desk in my office not focusing at all. I got the list of vendors and contractors to Harrison when I first got to work. Then I began working on the proposal for the new clients in Lake Oswego. They are actually proving to be harder than I had thought they would be. The sourcing of the various materials I have in mind is becoming more of a challenge. I‘m scheduled to give them the presentation next week, and I don’t want to work over the weekend if I can avoid it. My mind keeps returning to Harrison. I’m so distracted and turned on by his last comment to me. Now he has another location in mind? I wonder what he has planned for me and I feel my loins warming at the thought. Oh no, not while I’m at work. Naughty girl, focus, focus. Honestly, it’s his fault anyway; he brought it up and then didn’t give me a time or place. I have no idea when he will send his driver Jeff to fetch me. I like having someone drive me, but really, it’s not necessary. I’m quite capable of driving myself to my appointments and to Harrison’s place. It strikes me that he has never been to my condo. Although it isn’t the sprawling lap of luxury that his penthouse is. My condo has charm and is quaint. Besides, the decorator did a pretty great job, if I do say so myself. I stand up, stretch and grab another swatch ring. I proceed to sit back down in my chair. I set back to work on designing the new sitting room, adjoining living and dining room. I lose complete track of time while I become so engrossed in my work. 
 
   My phone starts buzzing on the desk and I go to pick it up. Damn it! The caller ID shows it is another of those unknown callers again. Annoyed, I answer, “HELLO!”
 
   Nothing.
 
   “HELLO! Listen, you had better take me off your call list.”
 
   Then I hear someone snicker and the call drops. 
 
   A chill travels down my spine when it’s finally occurred to me that this is not a telemarketer. No, this is something far more sinister. I think this is linked to whoever is behind those pictures. 
 
   I look at the time and see that it is 3:40 PM. I’ve heard nothing from Harrison since this morning, except when he emailed back to thank me for the list that he forwarded to the detective. I debate on whether I should call Harrison or inform Detective Burke of the calls. I’m sure the detective would be interested in my suspicion that the two are linked. As fate would have it, my phone buzzes and it’s a new text from Harrison. 
 
   3:41 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   Counting down the minutes until I am back inside you.
 
    
 
   Holy shit! That is way beyond hot! There goes my automatic response system getting moist again.
 
   3:42 PM
 
   Me
 
   And when will that be Mr. Towers?
 
    
 
   3:43 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   How about now?
 
    
 
   Startled, I turn and see him standing in the window to my little space. He smiles and waves at me. Oh my goodness, that marvelous specimen of a man is here for me and he wants to get inside me. 
 
   I practically jump up from my seat and rush toward the door to greet him. He flashes me one of his megawatt smiles and walks through the door. In one swift movement, he has me in a full body embrace and I can feel his body responding to the closeness of mine. He’s hard and ready for business. I look up into his eyes and we lock wanton gazes. His eyes are shining as if with liquid luster and I can hardly breathe. When he looks at me like that, it feels like he’s looking into my soul. 
 
   “I need you, Harrison,” I utter breathlessly. 
 
   He reaches down to my crotch and he lets out a small gasp, “I believe you do. Shall I service you here?” He glances around the room with a smirk. “Or shall we take advantage of your condo around the corner?” 
 
   I would like to tell him to take me right here, right now, but I now know better than to be so careless as to get it on in space with no privacy or shades. “Let’s go.” I grab my purse, phone and keys, and then grab his hand. He follows me out, but grabs my keys and locks the door for me, then I point to the alarm and he pushes the remote button. 
 
   We barely say a word to each other as we walk briskly to my condo. The anticipation is building in my loins. In just a few short minutes, I will have his cock buried in my “P”. I’m so turned on that my loins actually ache with the need. I need Harrison. I need him. I glance up at him and turn crimson when I see that he’s looking at me and appears to be amused at something. I can barely utter, “What?” He always seems to take the air out of my lungs, rendering me perpetually breathless. I find that my thoughts are consumed by what he’s done to awaken my inner sex kitten. I had never thought of myself as a sexual being, but he brings that out in me in ways that Bradley never did. Even when I thought our sex was good, it really hadn’t been. Bradley was an immature and selfish lover and Harrison is a real man. The more I cum, the more turned on he seems to be. 
 
   I shake myself from my thoughts and take note that Harrison has taken me by the hand. It’s a very romantic gesture, however small it may be. We reach the lobby in no time and give Frank a brief but friendly hello. He stammers a bit and gives Harrison a bow. I giggle a little under my breath. It’s not like he’s the King of Monaco. On second thought, Harrison is certainly the lord of my loins. I giggle to myself again at that and Harrison shoots me a questioning look, then he smirks himself. He must have had the same thought about poor Frank. What would possess Frank to bow!?
 
   We reach the tenth floor and we walk down the hall to my condo. I let us in and it occurs to me that I haven’t been here since the police were here. The place smells a little closed up, so I open a window a little and let in a breeze. He walks around, sizing the place up. I set my things down on the granite countertop, open the refrigerator and pull out a bottle of Griggio. It isn’t from Harrison’s vineyard, because I haven’t had time to pick some up, but this is a good one. I take out a couple glasses and begin to pour the wine. Harrison comes up behind me, pulls me away from the counter and says, “Later.” He takes my hand and leads me to my bedroom. Oh my goodness! He’s so smooth and I am so turned on. 
 
   He slowly peels my jacket off me, followed by the white t-shirt. He then works on my jeans as I step out of my shoes. I’m standing there in my matching white lace panties and bra set from this morning. He moans, and sets to working on removing my bra and then panties. I’m standing there fully naked in all my glory. He licks his lips, and my lower lips start to throb. I’m so wet, I can just feel it. He reaches his hand between my legs as if he’s read my thoughts and wants to confirm it. He then shoves two fingers into my “P” and moves them around. I feel weak in the knees. He then removes his fingers and shoves them into his mouth. “You taste so sweet and ready for me, Danielle.” He reaches over to me and pulls me into him so that I can feel the strength of his taut muscles, and the firmness of his cock pressed against me. 
 
   I reach down to his slacks and pull the zipper down. He gasps as I pull his cock out and begin stroking it with a firm hand. I squeeze it sensually as I stroke. He pushes me over to the bed, as he does so I continue to stroke him faster and faster. He moans louder. He has me backed up against the bed and then he turns me around and pushes me onto the plush white duvet cover face first onto the bed. He pulls me up by my midsection so that I’m now on all fours.  I hear the sounds of fabric rustling and I look over my shoulder to see that he’s now removed his jacket and shirt but his trousers are still hugging his hips with his fly open and his impressive erection peeking out. He puts his hand at the base of my neck and then I hear and feel a loud SLAP! Followed by a hot stinging on my butt. Then again and again. He rubs his hand in a circular motion over the hot stinging parts. 
 
   “Oh, Harrison,” I moan loudly.
 
   He takes this as encouragement and does it again. This time, between smacks, he inserts his cock in my “P” and moves it in and out and in circular motions to match the movement of his hand. He stops moving his hips and keeps his cock still at every smack on my cheeks, then moves it again, in out and around. The pain and pleasure principal is not lost on me. I’m so turned on that I take one of my hands and start rubbing my own clit while he’s torturing me. It hurts, but feels good and just when the pleasure mounts, he spanks me again. 
 
   “Do you like this?” He spanks me again and then moves his hips in circles.
 
   I can barely breathe out a, “Yes.”
 
   “Good. Now brace yourself.”
 
   And with that, he starts pounding me from behind, slapping against my crotch with his balls and gently pulling my hair. He continues to move his cock in and out of me with a force and speed that sends me into an early explosion of desire. He ignores that I cum and continues at this rapid pulsating pace. He reaches one of his hands toward my front and goes to town on my clit, rubbing it firmly. Suddenly, he slows to almost a complete stop. He slowly moves his cock in and out of me so I can feel every last inch of his length pulsing in and out, in and out. My breathing matches his, ragged and sporadic. He then pulls his cock out and I feel his mouth on my raw exposed and engorged flesh. He’s fucked me raw and I want more. His searching tongue feels so amazing on my tender “P”. He traces his tongue along the entrance of my “P”, slowly inserts it, and then he slowly pulls it back out. He then traces the entrance again. He moves his way to my clit, sucks on it and caresses it with his tongue before he nibbles on it lightly. I’m clawing at the bedding and I feel that my body is ready for another release. “You are so wet for me!” He buries his face into my “P” and I’m about to collapse onto the bed. I feel a violent explosion in my loins and it keeps coming. He flips me over and takes my face in his hands. I open my eyes just as another wave of passion comes over me and I look into his limpid pools of desire. At that moment, it becomes clear to me. Harrison is mine for the taking. At least physically. 
 
   After my revelation, I want nothing more than to make this man cum harder than he ever has in his life. I want to be at the helm of his desire. I push him down onto his back and turn so my back is to him. I then straddle his hips and lower onto his full length; we are now pelvis-to-pelvis. As I start to move, he groans. I’m in a squatting position over his body, which allows me the best leverage. I then begin MY assault on his body. I move my hips and grind on him. His breathing has become raspy and loud. His hands rest on my hips, helping to guide me up and down on his shaft. He then stops me, “I’m about to cum, Danielle. I want you facing me.” I feel the anticipation building in me again. I slowly and carefully spin myself around on his cock so that I face him. We lock eyes. He takes each of my hands in his and we lace fingers together, making us even more intertwined. Using our locked hands as support, I begin moving in a slow rhythm, increasing the speed slowly. As I pick up the speed, Harrison’s hips move with mine. I keep grinding myself on his shaft and take him deeper each time I come back down the full length. I pull up to where the bulging tip teases the entrance to my hole and then I allow my body to slam down onto his cock with full force and a slap of bodies becoming one. With that, Harrison yells out one, “Oh, Danielle!” after another. I feel his cock cumming and cumming, his seed shooting up into me and the pulsing of my own muscles accepts his release and matches with its own. I finally collapse on his chest in full exhaustion with his cock still throbbing inside me. I lie there listening to his heart beating rapidly and his still sporadic and raspy breathing. I savor the moment. He strokes my hair. I can feel his heart slowing and his breathing returning to normal. His cock has returned to its normal length, but I remain laying on Harrison, feeling his warm body melding with mine. Reluctantly, I roll off him and lay next to him on top of the covers. 
 
   He rolls onto his side to face me. His bright blue eyes look into mine. He smiles at me and reaches a hand over to stroke my face. He cups my chin and kisses me passionately.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Two
 
    
 
   Sitting at my desk staring at my computer screen my mind wanders to the last three days. I’m glad that the weekend has finally arrived. It’s been a long week as Harrison has been spending a lot of time dealing with the sale of his building. Garrin, Philippe’s son, has been handling the police investigation. 
 
   I’m constantly looking over my shoulder. I find myself very jumpy and on edge. I’ve just received another of those unknown phone calls. I haven’t had much time with Harrison over the last few days, which is why I seem to keep forgetting to tell him about them.  We never seem to do much in the way of talking when we’re together. It’s been a constant exploration of each other’s bodies and blatant lust for each other.  Just the very thought of his hands on my body raises the blood to my face and the room all of the sudden feels very warm and almost spins. 
 
   I get up and step outside for a breath of fresh air. I can feel a change in the air; fall is looming. It happens to be a favorite time of year for me, so I’m looking forward to falling leaves and cooler temperatures.  Leaning up against the glass door of my suite, I enjoy watching the world go by. The hustle and bustle of the Pearl District is exhilarating. I close my eyes, stretch my arms and take a deep cleansing breath. When I open my eyes, I’m startled to see that Bradley is standing right in front of me. Gasp. Even though we’re so over and there isn’t a chance in hell of us getting back together, he’s still one handsome man to look at. He is smiling at me with that twinkle in his eye that I haven’t seen since before we got married. Hmmm, wonder what he wants. He used to get that look when he wanted something. 
 
   “Hi.” He advances forward and gives me a seriously awkward hug.
 
   “Well, hi to you.” I gently push away. “To what do I owe this pleasure?” 
 
   Well, not really, I think to myself, I’m just being nice. 
 
   “I just got back into town from Boise and thought I would see if my ex-wife would like to join me for happy hour?”
 
   I can’t have drinks with my ex-husband, can I? He tilts his to the side and gives me a questioning look.
 
   “Well, I don’t know, Bradley, I have work to finish and Harrison is picking me up soon.”
 
   He stands up straight and looks awfully hurt.
 
   “Aww c’mon Dani; it’s just a quick drink. Please?”
 
   I look up and down the street and then look back and lock eyes with Bradley. I see something brewing below the surface and I can’t tell what it is. Something tells me I should say no and go back inside to finish my work. But instead, I fold. I never could resist that puppy dog face he’s giving me. 
 
   “Fine, I have about 45 minutes and then I need to be back here. So one drink and I leave. Got it?”
 
   He gives me his big kid-like grin, “Got it, Dani.”
 
   “Hang on, I need to grab my bag and lock up.” I grab my phone, keys and bag and then lock up.
 
   Once back out on the street, we go by foot to the bar. We end up at a quaint little place called Davis Street Bar and Grill. It’s a dark little corner bar that has oiled wood floors, dark green walls and exposed beam ceilings. We find a seat at a little table in the window. I order a Blueberry Smash Up Martini and Bradley orders a local micro brewed beer. He laughs as the waitress walks away.
 
   “Since when are you into foo foo drinks, Dani? What happened to my microbrew girl?”
 
   I laugh, “Maybe I’ve grown.” 
 
   “Humph.” He scowls and looks away “More like mega bucks has gotten his hands on you and is molding you to his ways.”
 
   I look at his face and notice the twinkle has left his eyes and has been replaced by something far darker. I can tell by the twitch in the muscle at his jaw that apparently we’re no longer having a light conversation. 
 
   I shake my head, “Seriously Bradley, Harrison has nothing to do with my choice of adult beverages. I’m really hoping you didn’t invite me here to pass insults.”
 
   “No.” He takes my hand, “I miss you, Dani.” He looks at me straight in the eye and for a  brief second, I miss him too. The waitress comes with our drinks and I seize the opportunity to pull my hand away. He raises his glass and says, “To old Dani and her newfound success!” I clink my glass to his and think, what an odd toast, but I go with it.
 
   “Have you got any new updates with the investigation?” 
 
   I shake my head no. ”The guy they hauled in is a match for fingerprints and other evidence, but he isn’t talking and got his hotshot attorney in there right away. And, this hotshot attorney comes at a high price, so Detective Burke feels he’s being bankrolled.”
 
   “Do they have any idea who is bankrolling him? Or why?”
 
   I shake my head again, “Well, it’s obvious it has to do with Harrison, the big question is why. Harrison isn’t really sharing much information with me, and Detective Burke is dealing directly with Harrison’s right hand guy, Garrin, who happens to be his house man, Philippe’s, son.”
 
   He makes a quiet whistle “That’s a lot to follow, did they grant the guy bail?” 
 
   I take a sip of my drink. “Yeah, they think whoever is bankrolling him also posted his bail. He’s a petty criminal and since there hasn’t been an actual threat made, it wasn’t actually a large bail. The whole thing is weird and it has me completely on edge.”
 
   He shakes his head and takes another drink of his beer. I follow by taking a hefty drink of my tasty blueberry smash up. 
 
   “I feel like I’m being followed all the time. Harrison wanted me to have one of his guys with me, but I felt like that was being melodramatic. I’m still worried about what their intent is with those pictures of me and Harrison.” 
 
   He chokes on his beer and then grimaces at me. “Don’t remind me of those pictures. I really wish I hadn’t seen them myself. And don’t forget, I was in some of those pictures too.”
 
   “We are still waiting to hear back from Detective Burke about leads they have on the surveillance cameras found at Harrison’s penthouse.” 
 
   He snickers, “I wouldn’t be surprised if Mr. Wonderful himself had those installed and he just had the misfortune of someone intercepting the pics in cyberspace.”
 
   “Oh knock it off!” I scowl at him and he gives me a half smile.
 
   We continue to talk about his screwed up mess with his ex-girlfriend, Carrie. He’s now in a legal battle with her to get his name removed as the father of her baby on the birth records. She doesn’t want him removed because as long as he’s on there, he has to pay her child support. She’s lying about not knowing who the father actually is, and until he can legally get his name removed, he’s on the hook as far as the courts are concerned. On top of it all, she keeps hounding him for more money. 
 
   “I just got to ask, why did you ever take up with her anyway? It’s not like you didn’t have a wife at home.” My mouth tastes bitter as the words tumble out. 
 
   He shakes his head and looks away. He doesn’t look at me when he finally answers, but he looks out the window instead. “Dani, I never deserved you. I’ve always had a wandering eye. I can’t help myself. Even while we’ve been sitting here, I’ve checked out every woman that’s walked by this window and the frat boy in me has rated each one by how many beers it would take to sleep with her.” 
 
   I sit there with my mouth agape. “So why did you want to get married then? I mean if you’re a self-proclaimed womanizer, why would settling down with one person be remotely appealing to you?”
 
   He raises his empty glass as a gesture to the waitress for a refill. He lifts his eyebrow at me and I shake my head no. I realize that I’ve had three drinks now on an empty stomach. So much for sticking to one drink.  I’ll be lucky if I don’t break my neck walking back to the office in these heels.
 
   He looks back at me, “I think I got married because I knew that if I didn’t, I’d never be able to keep you.”
 
   I lean in closer and then in almost a whisper I say, “Since you’re being truthful, please tell me why you hated having sex with me, when all the while you were sleeping your way across the Pacific Northwest. Why was I such a chore?”
 
   He is chewing his lip just like a little kid. He’s always done that when he’s thinking and I’ve always thought it to be very sexy. Despite his significant character flaws, he’s still a catch. I give him my ’answer me’ look. 
 
   “I have no excuse other than maybe I felt guilty making love to you when I’d been sleeping with those other women. I guess I didn’t want to dirty you, so to speak.” He takes a big swig of the beer just brought by the waitress. 
 
   That isn’t really the answer I’d been fishing for. It strikes me as odd that Harrison can’t get enough of me and Bradley acted repulsed by me at times. Maybe he was experiencing self-loathing from his guilt and that was how it manifested itself. It really shouldn’t matter at this point, and maybe I should change the subject. I’m pretty sure Harrison wouldn’t approve of this conversation anyway. As if Bradley can read my thoughts, he asks me about Harrison and my relationship.
 
   “So, just what is the story with you and Mega Bucks? Is it getting serious?” 
 
   “Depends on what story you’re reading, literally. I’m not used to having my picture in local and national newspapers, not to mention those rags. It’s a surreal experience to be at the store and see my picture staring back at me. I’ve read a few of the captions, and so far nothing real scary.” 
 
   He studies me for a minute. “You know what I was asking, Dani.”
 
   I sigh, “Yes I do know what you are asking, and it’s a hard question to answer since I really don’t know what the story is. I guess you could characterize it as we’re taking it one step-at-a-time.”
 
   He lets out a small chuckle, “Well, that’s a politician response if I ever heard one.” He continues to chuckle while he downs more of his microbrew. I practically lick out what is remaining of the chocolate martini in front of me.  “Would you like another?” He asks, nodding at my glass.
 
   “No, I’d better not, I’ve had three now.” 
 
   He shakes his head and holds up four fingers. Oh no, have I had four drinks? This walk back is going to be brutal. 
 
   “I think I’d actually better get back.” 
 
   “Why don’t I buy you some dinner, or do you have plans with Mega Bucks?” I can hear the bitterness in his voice. I let it go, no sense in walking through that door. I’d rather end this on a good note. Besides, we’ve already had an uncomfortable enough conversation as it is.
 
   “Thanks, but I do have to get back and get my work wrapped up, and yes I do have plans with HARRISON.”
 
   He gives me his best wounded puppy look and then plunks down several twenties on the table. I start to stand up and the room begins to tilt. Shit! I drank way too much! He helps me up the rest of the way, and once out on the sidewalk, I start to sway a little. He braces me with his body and puts an arm around my back. We walk and laugh all the way back to my office. We come around the corner and who should be leaning up against his black sex mobile with his arms crossed, but Harrison. We both stop right there and Bradley’s arm around me drops. Harrison remains in his stance with his eyes locked on mine. I flash him a huge grin and advance toward him. 
 
   “Harrison, you’re early.” 
 
   “No, I believe you are late.” He’s still staring into my soul with those piercing blue eyes. The muscles in his jaw are pulsing. I can tell that he’s mad. 
 
   I walk over to him, trying not sway as I go. I stumble a little on the sidewalk. Damn it, even when I’m sober these stilettos are hard to walk in. Harrison's arm juts out to steady me just as Bradley advances forward to steady me from behind. I realize in one frightening moment, I’m caught between my past and my future. That’s if I didn’t just screw everything up. Harrison looks around me and Bradley gets the message and drops my arm. 
 
   “Have you been drinking, Danielle?”
 
   Geeze, I feel like a kid getting scolded for taking the last cookie from the cookie jar. 
 
   I look at him sheepishly, “Yes, I had a few drinks at happy hour with Bradley.”
 
   With his eyebrows raised he says, “It seems it was more than a few.” Then he leans toward my ear and says under his breath so only I can hear, “I thought I was clear on where I stand about you seeing your ex-husband.” He hisses an emphasis on the last two words. 
 
   I pull my head back and look at him. I can tell he’s fuming mad. He looks at Bradley and then back at me. He opens the passenger side door, 
 
   “Get in.” 
 
   I look back at Bradley who is standing there dumfounded. I mouth “sorry” and then g him a frown face with my lower lip sticking out. He smiles back at me and nods, then advances forward with his hand outreached. He looks Harrison straight in the eye and takes his hand. 
 
   “Take care of her.” 
 
   Whoa, I’ve never heard Bradley sound so assertive and domineering. He almost matched Harrison at that moment, almost.
 
   Harrison retracts his hand and looks Bradley square in the eye, 
 
   “I will, better than you ever could.” I stiffen, bracing myself and hoping this doesn’t lead to a pissing match.  To my surprise, Bradley straightens his stance and then says to me, 
 
   “I’ll check in with you soon, Dani. It was great catching up.” He then turns to Harrison and simply nods before turning and walking away from us. 
 
   Harrison finishes helping me into the car, shuts the door and then walks around to the driver side. My nerves are on fire and I’m still feeling fuzzy from my drinks. I reach into my purse to grab a breath mint, then quickly slather on some lip-gloss. 
 
   He gets in without saying a word and doesn’t even look at me. He pulls out and I wonder what he has planned. I don’t even have my overnight bag and he wasn’t due to get me until 6:00. I look at the clock on the dash and to my horror, it reads 6:37 PM. Oh no! We were at the bar for nearly two and a half hours. I steal a sideways glance at Harrison and he looks so damned hot especially because he’s mad. I open my mouth to speak and as if he anticipating it, he says, “Don’t say a word. Surely you know how furious I am that you defied me, and to add insult, you had me waiting, and not only that, I was starting to get worried.” 
 
   I turn my body to face him. He looks at me from the corner of his eye. He brings the car to a stop at a light and then with lightning speed, he shoves his right hand behind my head and pulls me to him with such a force that the air is sucked right out of my lungs. He then plunges his tongue into my mouth seeking my tongue. He kisses me with such passion and ferocity that I feel that he is going to devour me right there at the stoplight.  
 
   The light turns and reluctantly he pulls himself away and turns his attention back to driving. I sit there in stunned silence as my loins burn out of control and my face becomes a glowing ball of crimson. He says nothing else to me nor does he look at me. At the next light, he takes his hand off the stick shift and begins to seek his way up my skirt to find my wet pulsing “P”. Pushing aside the lace material of my thong, he shoves two fingers inside, but then the light changes and he has his hand back on the stick shift. 
 
   We’re going up Broadway on a Friday during peak travel time so I can see how this is going to turn into a game for him. Sure enough, at the next light he reaches back down between my legs and shoves my lace thong aside again. He takes his fingers and twists my clit between his fingers. He then firmly tugs at it.  The light changes and he once again removes his damned fingers. Okay, so two can play at this game. 
 
   I reach over and seek out his throbbing cock with my left hand and he groans deep in his chest. I start stroking his firmness through his pants, the fabric runs great interference with my devious plan. He parts his lips and starts to pant a bit. I find his zipper and pull it down to gain full access to his hard throbbing cock. He groans again and leans against his seat more. My own loins are getting wetter at his reaction to my touch. My gosh, I want him now! We’re stuck in traffic and there isn’t a hiker’s nature area to pull over to this time. 
 
   At the next stoplight, I lean over the console as far as I can and take his hard cock into my mouth. It isn’t easy but I at least manage to get the swollen tip in my mouth and I start my assault. Gently at first and then I start using my teeth to nibble the end while I suck and flick my tongue over it. He pushes my head now and reaches around my chest to shift gears, we’re moving again. I unfasten my seatbelt and enable myself to move into a better position to keep up my pursuit. I give little or no thought to whether people around can see into the darkly tinted windows. I take my hand and wrap it as far down the base as I can get and rapidly slide it up and down the shaft to provide friction while I continue to suck and flick my tongue over the end. I give the swollen tip one last nibble and then I feel him start to cum, I shove his cock into my mouth as far as I can, given the position I’m in, and he releases himself into my throat with a ferocious growl in his chest followed by a low guttural moan. 
 
   I quickly sit up and re-fasten my seatbelt. I had tuned out the dinging that the car was making the entire time I had my seatbelt off, but now it’s going off like gongs in my head. I wipe my mouth and then pull out another breath mint and re-apply my lip-gloss. I look over at Harrison and smile. He returns my smile with a mischievous smirk, “I am not done with you yet.”
 
   Whoa, there go my loins ready to spontaneously combust.  All he has to do is give me that look, but then he’s not done with me yet? Oh, that makes me feel like his naughty little sex kitten.  I can’t wait to see what he’s going to do to me.
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Three
 
    
 
   We arrive at the towers and park in the lot underneath the building. He zips his pants back up, gets out of the car and comes around my side to open my door for me. He’s kinky as hell but yet always a gentleman. He takes my hand to help me out of the car. He alarms the car and we head for the elevator. We get off at the lobby and then go to the private elevator. As soon as the doors shut, he turns to me, and firmly puts both hands on my face and looks me square in the eye. “I am only going to tell you this one last time. You are not to see your ex-husband ever again. Understood?”
 
   Whoa, who is he to tell me whom I can and cannot see? I have a real problem with this. I pull my face away from him and take a step backward as the elevator slowly ascends to the top floor. I feel my upper lip curling, “Maybe you should explain to me why you don’t want me to see Bradley?”
 
   He growls. ”Are you that naive? He is pursuing you and he wants you back now that you are with someone else. I will not allow it.”
 
   I snort and stamp my foot, “Bradley doesn’t want me back. I don’t understand why you’re insecure or threatened by him.” 
 
   He looks like he’s about the blow his stack with his eyebrows furrowed and his usually crystal blue eyes flashing like lightening. 
 
   “Let’s get one thing straight, I am not insecure or threatened by Bradley, I just don’t like to share what’s mine.” With that, he grabs me with his arm behind my waist and lands his lips on mine with a fierceness that can only be described as carnal domination. He’s taking what he deems to be his. I surrender as his tongue seeks mine. He groans and as the doors open, he leans over and sweeps me off my feet and carries me down the hall to his den. Hmm we haven’t utilized this room yet. 
 
   He lays me out on the charcoal gray postmodern sofa. I feel the velvety soft material on my thong clad ass as he lifts my skirt to my waist. He rips at my panties, oh, that seems to be his thing.  I feel myself bare and exposed to his exploring fingers. 
 
   He moans, “Sopping wet... Just how I like you.” 
 
   I thrash my head to the side as he enters me with two fingers and flicks my clit with his other finger. I moan again and he takes that as further encouragement. He stands up and starts to remove his clothing. I move to a sitting position and help him with his pants. I tug at the button and zipper on his black trousers and free him. He steps out of his shoes followed by his pants and boxer briefs. I feel my own body responding to the sight of his beautiful body and hard erection. I feel another release of wetness as I think to myself that hard cock is in reaction to me. It’s thrilling. 
 
   He reaches down and strokes his cock in slow fluid movements. I watch as he continues to pleasure himself standing right there in front of me. He’s still wearing his dress shirt but it’s fully unbuttoned to reveal he’s not wearing an undershirt, exposing his well-toned body to me. I stand up and remove my metallic gray fitted top and white pencil skirt. I’m still wearing my stiletto pumps and bra. He stops rubbing his cock and proceeds to turn me around and remove my bra. He then caresses my back with his hands and runs them along my spine down to my ass where he spends some time with his hands feeling the soft contours of my womanly figure.  
 
   He then gently pushes me onto the edge of the sofa, bends me at my waist, takes my hands and places them on the sofa back. He moves my legs a little further apart and then enters me from behind. He puts only the swollen end in at first, teasing my sensitive entrance. He takes his tip and dips it in and out, spreading my wetness around me with the head. It’s so kinky and erotic. It makes me feel another wave of tightness building in my loins. He inserts his cock a little further then grabs the sides of my ass with his hands and slams into me with full force, almost knocking the air right out of me. I feel myself gasping. He pulls out and repeats with the same level of force. He continues this, gradually picking up speed. He reaches under me with his right hand and finds my right breast, kneading it and lightly pinching my nipple. I feel close to my release and find that my hips are meeting his blows with a hunger and eagerness to be filled with his cum. We keep at this intense pace and he once again has both hands on my hips guiding his full length in and out of me. I reach my hand back and encircle my fingers around his cock to feel how it glides in and out of my tight “P”. 
 
   This always seems to be the demise of us both, as I feel my muscles seize up and then the floodgates open and I cum all over Harrison. I’m aware of my waves of passion wrapping around his cock and encouraging his load to spill up into my body. He screams out as we meld into one body, cumming in unison.  He remains like that for a few seconds. With a sigh, he removes himself from me and gently pulls me up to turn me around. I look up into his limpid pools again and lose myself. He leans down, kisses me passionately and then wraps me in an embrace. I feel so safe, cocooned in his arms feeling his skin on my skin, naked and vulnerable. With his arms still around me, he begins kissing my neck below my ear. The magic place instantly sends smoke signals to my loins bringing another wave of moistness. While he continues to suckle at my neck, I run my hands down his back to settle on his firm ass. I allow myself to feel the tautness, how soft his skin is under my probing fingertips. I can feel his growing excitement again rubbing against me. 
 
   Another wave of tightness forms in my loins. I’ve never in my life wanted a man so badly and so frequently. I never knew sex could  be this fulfilling and I marvel at Harrison’s stamina. I always assumed men over 40 were the ones buying the male enhancements. Not Harrison, he just keeps going, much to my delight. He releases me of the embrace and lays me down on the sofa. He spreads my legs open and kneels between my legs. He pulls my legs up in the air and uses the heels of my stilettos as handles. He swiftly re-inserts his length into me and starts pumping me with his full erection. I feel a wave of wetness oozing out of me as he moans something about my sweet wetness trickling down his balls as they slap against my pelvis. He continues to have my legs in the air as he uses them for a form of steadying himself. 
 
   He slows himself to a hypnotic rhythm while staring into my eyes. He licks his lips and looks at me with a hunger that I can feel in my soul. I’m hungry too, and Harrison is the only one who can feed that desire. I feel a wetness forming at the corners of my eyes again. The emotions I’ve been keeping buried deep inside are bubbling up. I can feel this pressure building in my soul and I can’t control it. I meet each of his thrusts while holding my breath, hoping that my soul doesn’t bare itself. It’s too soon; I can’t expose my raw feelings, not yet. He isn’t ready, nor am I. He keeps pumping me and my body takes every single thrust, waiting for the next with tortured anticipation of the promised release.
 
    His gaze darkens and he lets go of one of my shoes and shoves his finger into his mouth. Then, he reaches down to my “P” and shimmies his finger in to share the space with his gliding cock. I groan; being filled with his cock is enough, but his finger in there with it adds just that much more friction to where I’m about to unravel.  He removes his finger and then shoves it into my mouth and growls, “Suck it.” I taste my juices on his finger and it’s so erotic that I can hardly breathe. He removes his finger and then shoves it in his own mouth. Then he repeats the whole process while still pumping me with his engorged cock. 
 
   He suddenly stops his methodical pace and removes himself from me. He moves his body down to where he is now kneeling on the floor and has his head between my legs. He goes in tongue first and proceeds to lap at the folds of my clit and lips. He sucks at the entrance of my “P” and slowly moves his tongue in and out. His hot breath and wet tongue on my hole is almost more than I can handle. He moves up to nibble on my clit. I arch my back and push my pelvis toward him in response. He moans and then moves quickly to shove his pulsating cock back into my desperate “P”. I’m ready for our release. My body aches for its release. He pounds his cock into me with such force that it moves me backward to where my head hits the arm of the sofa. I hear a pleasure soaked scream escape my own lips as the last pummel hits my magic spot. Explosions of pleasure course their way through my entire body. I can actually feel my muscles convulsing and wrapping tightly around his magnificent cock. His own pleasure matches to mine, releasing what feels like a large amount of cum into me. He finally collapses on top of me. Our sweaty bodies stick to each other and fuse into one.  We lay like this until our breathing returns to normal. He raises his head off my chest, kisses one of my nipples and then reaches up to wipe away the tears rolling down my cheeks. “Did I hurt you?”
 
   Oh geeze. I’m crying, how embarrassing. “Not at all.”
 
   He moves up to kiss me softly and then, clearly puzzled, says “Why the tears then?”
 
   I shut my eyes and in that moment, I know why. I’ve fallen in love with Harrison Towers.
 
   After a few moments of silence, Harrison moves off me and stands by the sofa, reaching his hand out to help me up. 
 
   I’m horrified and stunned by my revelation. I wasn’t prepared for these feelings to come to surface, nor do I want them revealed to Harrison. I must keep my admission of love for him veiled. 
 
   “Are you certain you are okay?” His face shows his concern.
 
   I give him a nod and am now immensely embarrassed for letting my emotions become so raw. “I’m fine, really, that was just so intense that all of my senses must have wanted to get in on the act.” I try to make it sound light and airy, so I add a fake laugh. 
 
   To distract him, I reach up and give him a soft kiss on the lips. He smirks and then grabs me into a passionate embrace and kisses me with an intensity that matches how my insides feel. Oh, how he ignites wanton feelings in me. I’m ready to go for round three as my body begins to prepare itself for more sexy play. He leads me to the bathroom and says over his shoulder, “First I am going to ravage your body again, and then we’ll get ready, I am taking you out on the town.” My loins begin their dance of throbbing and aching for his body to fill mine. He leads me into the shower and as promised, we get dirty in there before we work on getting clean. 
 
   Harrison jumps out of the shower first and towels himself off before wrapping it around his waist. I love that look on him. I could never tire of watching him move about with only a towel covering his pleasure seeking cock. Oh, I have to stop thinking like this. It isn’t ladylike and ever since I started up with Harrison, I’ve been anything but a lady. He leaves the bathroom and I finish rinsing my hair. After I dry off, I put on the white robe hanging on the valet in the corner and put my hair in the towel like a turban. I stand there for a moment looking in the mirror. It occurs to me that I don’t have any clothes  or makeup here; I only have the hairbrush that I keep in my purse. Maybe we can stop by my condo on our way out.  Just as I contemplate the logistics of getting ready, in walks Harrison with my overnight bag. How does he do that? He’s like a magician.
 
   “Um, thank you? How did you pull that off?” 
 
   “Easy, I had Philippe go to your place and collect your things like he did before. I thought you would need some things to get ready.”
 
   Shaking my head at him, “You’re correct, I do need things to get ready but how and when did you have the ability to send Philippe there in back in such a short time?”
 
   “Danielle, just remember this, I am always going to be several steps ahead of you.” With that, he turns and leaves the room. He hollers from the main room, “We need to leave in 20 minutes, so you might want to get ready instead of standing there with your mouth gaping open.”
 
   How did he know?
 
   Despite that, I’m still reeling from his comment about his being steps ahead of me, but I manage to be ready twenty minutes later when he returns to the bathroom to collect me. I look at him and about melt into a puddle right here on the travertine floor. He’s wearing one of his retro fitted pants and jackets in that slate blue with a black trim that I love on him, along with a black fitted t-shirt underneath. He’s casual, elegant, and sexy as hell. A dangerous combination.  I’m wearing a black strapless short dress with a skinny patent belt at the waist and a pair of patent peep toe sling backs. I have made some soft waves in my hair with the brush and the blow dryer.   He looks me up and down and walks over to where I am standing in front of the vanity.
 
   “I don’t know if I can let you leave looking like that, Danielle. You are taking my breath away.” I turn to him and flash him what I hope to be a coy smile. He puts his hand behind my head, laces his fingers in my hair and pulls my lips to his. “Mmmh, you taste like candy.” He reaches under the skirt of my dress and places his hand on my now sopping wet crotch. He smiles and removes his hand. “Just checking. Shall we?” He loops his arm through mine. I grab my oversized handbag. “You won’t need that.” I leave it on the bedroom floor on our way out. I’m not used to leaving my phone and things behind. A purse is a woman’s security blanket.
 
   We head down to the main lobby and then to the elevator that gets us to the parking lot. I guess no driver again.  We must be taking the sex mobile. Once in the garage, he opens my door and helps me in my seat then walks around and gets in the driver side. I steal a quick glance at him as he peels out of the garage.  My breath catches in my throat when I think about how much I need this amazing man. He brings me back out of my thoughts by turning on the music. He turns up the volume to reveal some song I recognize by Maroon Five, something about a pay phone.  I’m not paying that much attention, as I’m distracted by the fact that he has grabbed my hand and is holding it at the light.  Traffic starts moving again and his hand moves back on the stick shift. It’s silly of me to put so much into something as simple as his holding my hand, but it’s a tender gesture that I hope it means there is more to us than just the obvious sexual attraction.
 
   It’s only about a ten minute drive to our destination. We pull up in front of what looks to be a hip restaurant lounge type of establishment downtown. The valet opens my door and then Harrison's. I wait for him on the curb while I see him hand the valet a black plastic looking card and then speak quietly to him. The valet disappears inside the sex mobile and then slowly pulls away. I’m guessing Harrison told him to take very good care of his car. That thing is worth more than that valet will most likely make in fifteen years. 
 
   We go into the restaurant and are seated immediately in a somewhat private dining area that is flanked by flowing floor to ceiling plum colored draperies. The mood is very down tempo. I notice as we walk through the restaurant to our seats that people stop to stare at us. We even have a lady snap a few pictures with her phone. I’m not accustomed to the attention that Harrison gets; it would take an awful lot of getting used to. He orders us a nice bottle of his own Griggio. “Would you like me to order for us, or would you rather choose for yourself?”
 
   “Hmm.” I smack my lips after tasting my delicious glass of wine. ”Please, surprise me.” He lifts his eyebrows and takes another sip of his wine. When the waiter returns, Harrison orders a starter of Maine Lobster Risotto and Butter Lettuce with Radish Salad. Then for the main course, Cedar Plank Wild Salmon served with Fingerling potatoes and Haricot Verts. I didn’t know until tonight that Haricot Verts are a fancy type of green bean. I also didn’t realize how incredibly hungry I am.  I’m not used to drinking on an empty stomach, then having my world rocked three times by this amazing sex maniac. To top it off, we’re eating at a time that most would consider a reasonable bedtime. My world has been turned inside out in such a short time. But who am I to complain? The alternative seems rather bleak. 
 
   Our conversation has been light and superficial, but I really want to get to the bottom of a few things. He always seems to be able to divert me. I decide to slip in a few probes to see what I can unearth. The waiter brings our first dish and we dig in. 
 
   “Harrison?”
 
   “Danielle.”
 
   I giggle and he feeds me a spoon of the risotto. I swallow the bite and then continue.
 
   “Why haven’t you ever married? A catch like you isn’t usually single.”
 
   He takes a bite of risotto and studies my face. Is he thinking of a clever response? Or maybe he’s coming up with a way to avoid answering. To my surprise, it’s neither.
 
   He gives me a dark scowl, “Danielle, remember I have been engaged. Since her, I have not met anyone else who has inspired me to pursue anything other than physical relationships. It is less messy that way.”
 
   My heart sinks to the bottom of the ocean to lie next to the remains of the Titanic. 
 
   So, that must mean that I’m just another one of his physical pursuits, because he’s given me no reason to think this is anything otherwise. Gulp. Maybe it would have been better to stick to the small talk about the Indian summer. 
 
   He offers me another spoon of the risotto, but I shake my head no. I’ve lost the mood. He turns the spoon to his own mouth and continues to eat; he is totally unaware that he’s just shattered my world. I’m relieved in an instant that I didn’t allow my rapture earlier this evening to get the better of me and cause me to proclaim my love for him. Now that is a reason to raise my glass.
 
   I take a large swig of my wine. He raises and eyebrow as I do so and picks up the bottle to refill my glass. I accept gladly. 
 
   He smirks at me, “What is going on in that sexy head of yours? You have become awfully quiet, which is unusual for you. Come on, is that all you have?” 
 
   I do believe he is mocking me, the nerve of him. He’s using me for sex and he sits there and toys with me knowing full well why I would be asking that question. Of course, he can have any woman he wants to; maybe I shouldn’t think so much into it. 
 
   He now looks at me seriously. “Danielle, you have to understand that I had a very difficult time getting over Adelaide.  I swore that I would never allow myself to be vulnerable like that again. You will have to either accept what I am offering, or you must realize what the alternative is.”
 
   I quickly swallow my wine. I should have stuck with my original plan, which meant I would have never let him  so close. 
 
   “Just what exactly are you offering, Harrison?” I can barely breathe now in anticipation of his answer. 
 
   “I am offering you my companionship, my body, and someday… Maybe even my heart. For now, I can only commit to the first two.” 
 
   Shit! I don’t know how I feel about that. Maybe. That word has never seemed to desolate until I hear Harrison use it now. I hate maybe. 
 
   “Is that something you can live with for now, Danielle?”
 
   What the hell am I supposed to say to that? Of course, it’s going to have to be something I live with for now because I apparently only have one other choice and that would be to say goodbye. I can’t do that. Not now. I need him too much even if it’s with restraint on his emotions. Since I have free reign elsewhere, I will just figure out a way to break down his barrier. I’ve already stepped over the line I had drawn in the sand when I divorced Bradley. I have nobody to blame but myself. 
 
   I give him the most seductive smile I can muster, one that I’m sure Simone is the master of. “I think I can live with that for now. “But I am a bit puzzled, Harrison. If all you want is a physical relationship, why should you care if I occasionally see Brad? It’s not like I am sleeping with him or anything of the sort. It is all very harmless and he is my past.”
 
   He takes an exaggerated sip of his wine with his eyes fixed on something straight ahead. He doesn’t answer me for what seems to be a millennium.  Gah! Shit, now what have I done?!
 
   Finally, he turns his gaze and locks eyes with mine, “I already told you, I don’t like to share and I don’t trust him. Don’t push this issue anymore, Danielle. Nothing is ever harmless when you spend time dealing with your past.” 
 
   He lifts his glass in a cheers stance and then takes a sip. The rest of our food arrives and my appetite has returned. My stomach is now churning. 
 
   “So I hate to turn this into a business meal, but I do have a bit that I would like to discuss with you.”
 
   “Oh?” So I guess we are done talking about that. Wow, talk about changing the subject. I can’t keep up. 
 
   “As you are aware, we are about to close the deal on the sale of the building that currently houses Towers Holdings. We are scheduled to close in two weeks and will be moving a week after that.” He takes another bite of salmon. “I want you to be in charge of decorating the new space.”
 
   Oh geeze, another short time frame. Is he really so unaware of time restrictions?
 
   “Harrison, I would love to, but are you aware that this is a really tight time frame if I’m to start from scratch?”
 
   “Actually, you won’t be starting from scratch. I want you to come to our current offices this week to see what we already have in terms of furnishings and decorations. I would like to save on expenses and re-use most of what we have already.”
 
   “Okay, then what exactly do you need me to head up if you already have it covered?”
 
   “I want you to put your touches on the decorating. You decide where to hang the artwork, the layout of the reception area and more importantly, how my office is going to be set. I know you are up for it.”
 
   I scoff, “I am huh?”
 
   The waiter comes over to remove our plates and asks us if we want desert. Much to my chagrin, he looks at me and then tells the waiter we already have desert covered. I blush another several shades of crimson. 
 
   “So, what do you say?” 
 
   As if, I have a choice to say no?
 
   “I would love to, Harrison, as long as I’m getting to re-purpose everything. I’m sure we can pull it off in the short time allotted.”
 
   “Excellent. Now let me pay this bill and let’s get back for, location number twelve is it?”
 
   I blush and smile, “I think I’ve lost track.” 
 
    
 
   

Chapter Twenty-Four
 
    
 
   I awaken to Harrison propped up on his arm lying on his side facing me. No, staring at me would be a better way to describe it. 
 
   He is grinning at me from ear to ear with that megawatt toothpaste ad smile. I feel very self-conscious. 
 
   “Good morning, Danielle, sleep well?”
 
   I yawn and stretch while trying not to share my morning breath.
 
   “Yes, I passed out from sheer physical exhaustion.  Oh and by the way, I think after last night we added three more locations, so I believe the count is now at fifteen.”
 
   He laughs. “I am glad I have found a woman that is able to keep up with me. Speaking of which, I would love to ravage your body right now, but that might delay with my plans for you today. Get up and get ready. I have some surprises planned.  
 
   I stretch again “Hmmm, I don’t usually like surprises, but I might be game today.” 
 
   “I think you will like the day I have planned. Now you had better get in that shower before I eat you for breakfast.” He plants a kiss on the tip of my nose. 
 
   I whip my head up from blow-drying my hair upside down and jump with a start as I see Harrison’s reflection standing behind me. I turn around to look at him and struggle to catch my breath. The mogul is going casual today. He’s dressed in a white very tightly fitted slight v-neck t-shirt, a pair of snug dark colored jeans that have a worn but expensive look. His hair is perfectly messy as usual, and he has hot as hell black motorcycle boots on. Oh my heavens, sex god here! I don’t know if I can handle seeing him dressed like that all day.  
 
   He hands me a large glossy white shopping bag. Okay, curiosity is piqued. I take the bag from him, and look inside. I find a black leather jacket with metal buckles. Below the jacket, there is a large shoebox. I open it to find, not shoes, but a pair of motorcycle boots much like the ones Harrison is wearing. Okay, so he wants us to dress like the Hell’s Angels apparently. I turn to look at him, but he’s already left the room. I find some jeans and a white loose t-shirt in the bottom of my overnight bag. I get dressed and grab the jacket and boots. I head out to locate Harrison. I hear him talking on the phone, in French.  Another one of those ominous calls based on the tone of his voice, and I can tell it’s not going well. 
 
   Hearing him on the phone reminds me that I haven’t checked my phone since yesterday. I grab my phone out of my purse and slide the unlock pad. I open it to find eleven missed calls and five text messages. Two from Harrison. I look at the time and notice that it was during the happy hour with Bradley. The other nine calls are from unknown caller with the times starting at 5:00 PM all the way until after 2:00 AM. That’s definitely not a telemarketer. I look at the text messages and see the usual suspects checking in on me, Mom, Simone and even one from Bradley wanting to know if everything is okay. I text back everyone so they don’t get worried, and then stow my phone in my back jean pocket.  
 
   It’s all of the sudden eerily quiet in the penthouse. I have the creepy feeling I’m being watched. I turn around and am relieved to find a smiling Harrison standing with an odd-looking large backpack in hand. 
 
   “Ready to go?” 
 
   “Yes! Where are we going?”
 
   “That’s for me to know. Now get your boots and jacket on.” 
 
   I lean over and put the boots on. They fit perfectly. He helps me into my jacket, but I still don’t understand the outfits we are wearing. However, it kind of excites me. 
 
   He grabs the strange bag and we head down the elevator. 
 
   Once we make our way to the garage, he heads over to a gated area instead of to the sex mobile. Okay, now I’m confused. He disappears behind a gate and then he comes back around and motions me to follow. I come around the gate and am surprised to see a motorcycle parked behind the gates. Harrison is busy strapping the big bag to the front of the bike on the tank. 
 
   He stands up and smiling at me says, “Your ride awaits, my lady.” 
 
   I feel my heart in my throat. Me on a motorcycle? Holy crap!
 
   “I don’t know, Harrison; I’ve never ridden on a motorcycle. I don’t know the first thing about riding on the back of one.”
 
   “Relax, I’ll take it easy on you.” He walks over to me and places a helmet on my head and then he puts on his. He helps me onto the back of the cycle and then gives me instructions on how to ride piggyback. I’m to lean with him when he leans and sit up straight when we’re going straight. I need to hang on to him at all times and to trust him. 
 
   “I have to tell you that I’m scared as hell. Motorcycles have always scared me.” 
 
   He gives me a stern look, “You will be fine, just go with the flow. We will have a great time.”
 
   With that, he turns the key and the Ducati motorcycle engine revs up. I feel the vibrations between my legs. He hops on in front of me and puts away the kickstand. I wrap my arms around him as he flips down the shield on my helmet and then his own. I’m freaking out. My stomach is churning and I feel like I might barf.
 
   He eases us out of the garage slowly onto the street. We are off. I close my eyes at first, but then open them to see why we are slowing. At the first stoplight, he puts his feet down to keep us steady. I start to follow his lead and he pats my leg with a gloved hand. I see the light change and I hold my breath again. About ten more lights and we’re finally heading out of the city proper toward the industrial part of Northwest Portland. I begin to feel a bit more at ease and relaxed. I’m still freaked out, but the feeling of my arms wrapped around his body and the power of the machine between my legs is exhilarating. I like how it makes my crotch tingle. 
 
   He turns off the main road and takes us into the country on winding roads. The leaves have started falling and billowing around us as we speed by. Despite the helmet, I can smell the musky scent of the decaying leaves. It’s a beautiful day with clear blue skies and the sun shining high. I never thought I would enjoy riding on the back of a motorcycle. I feel so alive and so free. I’ve never felt like this in my life and I know the ride will soon be over. For now, I want to enjoy the feeling. 
 
   We turn onto a narrow road and then take the next left through iron gates onto a tree-lined lane. He slows the bike even more as we continue along the long paved driveway to a clearing in the trees. Once through the clearing, we come upon a horseshoe shaped driveway that fronts to a huge yellow house that looks really run down. Well, actually it appears to be more of a mansion. It’s a craftsman style house with a painted white porch that appears to wrap around the whole place.  
 
   Harrison brings the bike to a full stop and pushes the kickstand down with his left foot. He dismounts the bike and then helps me off. Taking off his helmet, he nods at me to do the same. I remove my helmet and then shake out my hair. My back is stiff, so I stretch and turn side to side to loosen up. I’m embarrassed when I notice that Harrison is watching me.  In a swift movement, he grabs me, dips me down and plants a big kiss on my lips. He stands me back upright and I stand there grinning like an idiot. He works on removing the tank bag and then takes my hand. I follow him up the steps and around the covered porch to the backside of the house. I gasp at the view. Straight ahead, I see Mount Hood and to the left I see a glimpse of Mount St. Helens. Out in the overgrown formal gardens stands a lovely water fountain that is clearly not functioning. Over to the right is a horse stable and corral, and next to that is a huge white barn with a silo.  To the left there are tennis courts and an in-ground pool with an ivy covered cabana. I turned to Harrison who is taking it all in too. 
 
   “Okay, so what is this place? Is this yours?”
 
   He lays the pack down on the porch and then takes my hand and leads me down the steps. We walk out to a path that is hard to discern since it’s so unkempt. “Yes, this is mine. I am thinking about turning it into a bed and breakfast inn or perhaps another winery. It really seems to have its own micro climate and I am betting a Pinot would do well here.”
 
   We keep walking along the path out to the center of the gardens to the enormous water fountain. I stand there looking around and feeling overwhelmed. The sheer amount of work I can see all around me seems daunting. “What do you think?”
 
   “Honestly, I’m surprised, I don’t know if I see you running a bed and breakfast Inn. A winery, now that’s a different story.” I laugh. 
 
   He laughs out loud. “Honestly I don’t see me running a bed and breakfast either.” He laughs again. “However, I do see this being a part of my future.” 
 
   “Well, in that case, I love it! I can see the potential, despite the overgrown grounds.”
 
   “Are you hungry? I am starving!” He heads back up the path to the house and grabs his bag. 
 
   I stand waiting for him in the garden and take in the scene. This is not at all the kind of place I would picture Harrison in. He is a brilliant businessman, so I am sure this is a hidden gold mine of sorts.
 
   He interrupts my thoughts, smiling from ear to ear. He reminds me of a kid who has just caught a salamander. He nudges me toward the edge of the garden, “Shall we?” 
 
   He then lays out a blanket from the bag and then he pulls out a bottle of Pellegrino and two plastic cups. He pours us each some water, and then hands me one cup. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I’ve become. I gratefully drink all the bubbly water down as I sit next to him on the blanket.  He then pulls out several small containers and a brown bag. I watch him as he skillfully lays out the smorgasbord before us on the blanket. It looks like Philippe has been very busy preparing all of this for us. 
 
   We eagerly eat brie with baguette bread, slathered with honeycomb and toasted almonds.  We also enjoy a relish bowl of mini pickles, which I’m informed are called Cornichons and a mix of olives. For dessert, we have bite sized cheesecakes with a cherry filling. It’s a delicious lunch and the weather is just perfect. More importantly, the company couldn’t have been more sparkling. The birds’ singing and crickets’ chirping lull me into a completely relaxed state. 
 
   We have a lovely conversation discussing his plans to overhaul this property and make it a proper manor. He also informs me that he can see me out here roaming the grounds. Hmmm, I find it interesting that he would visualize me in his future when he’s the last to want anything messy, according to his own admissions. I discard the thought. I need to live in the moment. 
 
   I hear my phone buzzing from the leather jacket I had laid on the ground next to me.  I can’t remember which pocket I moved it to. I finally find the right pocket, and I look at the caller ID. It says Unknown caller.  I blurt out, “Damn it! Not again!”
 
   Harrison lounges on his side on the blanket, but he quickly moves to a sitting position. “What’s wrong, Danielle? Who is it?”
 
   “I don’t know, I’ve been receiving these calls from an unknown caller for weeks now. I’ve answered a few times and said to take me off their list, but there’s never anyone there. Or if there is, I just hear breathing.”
 
   He shakes his head and then thinks for a minute. “When did you say the calls started?” I have to think hard for a minute because I can’t really remember exactly, because at first I didn’t give them much credence. 
 
   “I’m not sure, I can’t remember exactly when, but they really became more noticeable around the towers grand opening and shortly thereafter.  I had a call last week that I actually answered and I heard breathing, and when I said for them to stop calling, they laughed and then hung up. It was really creepy.”
 
   He frowns at me and then in a gruff voice says, “Why have you not told me about this before?”
 
   “I just didn’t think it was important at first, but then I just keep forgetting to tell you. Plus, I originally thought it was just a persistent telemarketer . I’ve only answered a handful of the calls.”
 
   He bites his lip while he mulls it over. I want to lean over and bite that lip.
 
   “Maybe you should change your number?”
 
   “No way, that’s how my clients contact me. I can’t change my number. It’s not a good move businesswise.” I smile at him. “I guess I just get to keep dealing with my unknown caller stalker.”
 
   He turns his gaze on me and scowls while his eyes turn a dark ominous blue. “That’s really nothing to joke about, Danielle. I will have Garrin do some checking into it.”
 
   I wonder to myself what, if anything, Garrin from Montreal can possibly do to help. I’ve already contacted the detectives about it, but have heard nothing so far.
 
   “Harrison, have you heard anything else about the hidden cameras or any updates? I can’t believe they haven’t kept you up to date.”
 
   He turns his attention to plucking at a thread on his jeans. “They have been keeping me up to date. The detective said they have identified who installed the cameras,  but the trail has gone cold as to where the pictures were being fed to. The guys who installed the cameras and video feeds were just subcontractors so the police are following up with the contractor who hired them. The contractor who hired them is ‘conveniently’ out of town.  It appears to have been a fairly sophisticated operation.”
 
   I snort. “Yeah, I’ll say it was. So they have no leads on who is behind this?”
 
   “Danielle, I know you have an inquiring mind, but some things are better for you to just stay out of. I will have a talk with the detective about the unknown caller. It is probably nothing, but I don’t want to take any chances.”
 
   “But, I already contacted him and he didn’t get back to me.”
 
   He smiles, “I have my way with Detective Burke, so don’t you worry. Shall we?” He gestures toward the house. 
 
   “Oh yes! I can’t wait to see the inside, but Harrison, please keep me informed if anything new comes up.”
 
   “If I deem it necessary, I will tell you. Fair enough?”
 
   “I guess.” I give him a half smile. 
 
   I help to pack up the picnic and follow Harrison up to the manor house, as he called it, for a grand tour. He leads me around the front and lays his bag on the front porch.  He stops for a second and then gets an impish grin on his face. I follow his eyes to a swing hanging from the enormous oak tree across the circular drive. “Come on.” He grabs my hand and practically drags me off the porch. He runs, with me in tow, to the swing. “Sit,” he demands, pointing to the large wood plank suspended by two thick ropes knotted underneath. I tentatively sit down on the swing and put my hands on each rope to steady myself. He stands a few feet behind me and begins pushing me. It feels odd at first; I can’t remember the last time I was on a swing. Not to mention being in the country all alone with the sexiest man alive. The longer he pushes me, and the higher I go the more exhilarating it becomes. In that moment, I feel like we’ve left the real world and entered a world made just for the two of us. I almost don’t recognize that the giggles I hear are my own. I truly feel a moment of bliss. 
 
   He slowly decreases pushing me and lets the swing eventually come almost to a stop. He comes around to stand in front of me and grabs the swing to steady it before he leans down and kisses me softly at first and then he increases his intensity by probing my mouth. He tastes of sweet cheesecake and honey. Delicious. 
 
   He helps me off the swing and we head back toward the house. He points out plans for the grounds on the way. We reach the porch and he pulls out a key and unlocks the door. 
 
   We walk into a grand foyer and are greeted with an impressive crystal chandelier and a magnificent sweeping staircase. The floors, though they are worn, are a beautiful mahogany. We step further into the foyer and to my right there is a large sliding door that still functions great. Inside is a large sitting room with a lovely hand carved fireplace mantle and enclosure. There are built in window seats flanking the fireplace. Through another sliding pocket door, I find myself in the Master’s Den. In these old homes, it wasn’t uncommon for the men to hang out in the den while the women went to the sitting room. Back out across the foyer is an enormous living room with a dining room through an arched doorway. The dining room has a wall of  built-in china cabinets with leaded glass doors. Just stunning. The chandelier is something to behold, especially once the layers of dust is removed. Through a swinging door is a butler’s pantry with plenty of built in drawers, cupboards and even a little stainless steel sink. Then through even another swinging door, the impressive kitchen that hasn’t been updated since the 70’s with almond colored appliances, a large island with avocado green ceramic tiles, and even the valances show their age with layer upon layer of dust. It’s a bright and airy space with an enormous island, big walk in pantry, double ceramic apron sinks and windows flanking two walls of the room. It’s a sunny space despite the oppressive color palette. I would gut the room and start from scratch, but salvage the sinks, base of the island and the windows. I casually wonder what Harrison will have in store? Before I get a chance to ask, he leads me to a small door and up a skinny set of stairs.
 
    “How cool, it’s the servants stair!” 
 
   He chuckles, “Oh yeah, are you my chambermaid then?” I blush a few shades of crimson. 
 
   We reach the second floor and exit through another smaller door out into a long hall that runs the length of the house. Off the hall, there are several doors. We explore each of the empty rooms and I marvel at all the intricate carved woodwork and the number of built in cabinets. Though the closets are small, and I am quick to remind myself that back in the day, people just didn’t have large wardrobes.  We finally reach the master bedroom and it is amazing. It faces out the back of the house toward the mountains. The view is just lovely. It has a large bed that appears to have been carved right where it stands. Due to its enormity, I’m guessing it is original to the house. Nobody has wanted to move it, I suppose. 
 
   I turn to Harrison, who is watching me. “Well sir, I believe you have found yourself a project, but from what I can see, this home has been well cared for, so a lot of it is cosmetic.” He smiles at me. “So you approve, do you?” I look out the large windows with leaded glass inserts above and imagine myself living here for just a moment, and my heart begins to swell. I say almost as if to myself, “Yes, I more than approve.”
 
   With that, Harrison sweeps me off my feet, carries me over to the ancient dusty bed and deposits me there. He leans down and kisses me fiercely while I claw at his zipper with my hands. I free his cock of the confines of his jeans and pull it out through the open zipper. I move away from him and he lies  back on the ancient bed. I take his cock into my mouth and begin to flick my tongue on the end of his swollen tip while my hand begins stroking up and down. He moans and bucks his hips. I take his length into my mouth and start sucking. He moves his hips in time with my stroking and sucking. I can feel that my “P” is ready for action and true to form, it’s sopping wet. Harrison’s hands are reaching for me but I’m now standing beside the bed pleasuring his cock so he can’t reach me. While my mouth is teasing the tip again, I reach down, undo my own jeans, and let them drop. I still have my big boots on, so I just let both my jeans and lace thong panties drop down around my ankles. I release his cock from my mouth and clumsily climb onto the bed. I straddle Harrison with my boots, jeans and panties still around my ankles. He reaches down to my clit and begins to rub it in a circular motion. 
 
   “Ohhh,” he moans “You are so wet. I never get tired of how wet you are for me.” 
 
   I feel another wave of wetness releasing and I move to hover over his firm cock as I lower myself down onto his full length with pelvis touching pelvis. He is so deep in me and I sit still on his cock just to savor the sensation of our bodies fusing into one. He moans even louder. With my hands on each side of his torso on the bed and my feet almost bound by my restricting jeans, I move slowly up and down on his cock. It’s almost like torture as I don’t have the leverage to move much faster, so each stroke of his cock in and out of my “P” is slow and steady. 
 
   I can hear his breathing getting increasingly more jagged and shallow as the tension and excitement builds in both of us. He opens his eyes and locks them with mine. He grabs my hands and laces his fingers with them, further signifying a bond. He licks his lips and then he thrusts himself further up into me and I yell out in pleasure. I slide my “P” back up his cock and then when I come back down, he thrusts himself deep again. He unlaces one of his hands to allow his free hand to explore my breasts. He moves his hand up my loose shirt and firmly squeezes my nipple through the bra cup. I start to move a little faster as he sends more smoke signals to my loins. 
 
   My inner sex kitten is roaring, and I like being on top of him and in control of his pleasure. I lean further onto his chest so I can brace myself and really ride him. I begin to pick up the pace and he meets each of my thrusts with an even firmer one of his own. He reaches between my legs with his free hand and fingers my “P” while I ride his cock. This sends me over the edge and I scream out in wild abandon as he too cums in waves. I watch his body convulse under me and I cum again just from the sheer pleasure of watching him cumming under me. I reluctantly roll off him as my legs are beginning to cramp from being restrained with my jeans and panties around my ankles. He lies there for a minute and then lifts his head and looks down at both of our legs and the jeans puddled around our heavy boots.
 
   He turns onto his side and gazes into my eyes. “You are quite a surprise to me, Danielle.” 
 
   “I am? How so?”
 
   “You just do not seem like the kind of woman to be so adventurous. But, each time I throw something in your path, you leap at the challenge instead of turn away. I admire that.” 
 
   Hmm. I will take any compliment this man will offer me. 
 
   “Thanks.” I’m not sure what else to say. If I chat it up, I’m sure it will ruin the moment. No, I just want to savor the afterglow of the sex and the compliment.
 
   After a few minutes of recovering, Harrison hops up from the bed and while pulling up his pants, says, “This project is yours once I decide what I want to do with it.”
 
   “Mine? You mean as in the decorating?”
 
   “Precisely, it’s all yours, if you want it.” He looks at me over his shoulder, “It is going to be a big undertaking, are you up for the challenge?” Funny he should ask me that when he just got done saying that he likes how adventurous I am. 
 
   Oh. He’s not talking about the house, is he?
 
   “Well, you just got done pointing out that I’ve been up for your challenges, why should this be any different?” There Mr. Towers, a little sparring for you.
 
   “Maybe this challenge far exceeds anything you have taken on.”
 
   I pull up my panties and with my pants still around my ankles, I look him square in the face. “Then bring it.” He takes one step towards me and in one swoop he has me off my feet and back on the ancient bed. He pins me under him so I can’t move and he trails kisses from behind my ear down my neck and stopping just above the v of the neckline on my shirt. He sits up, pulls my shirt up over my head and throws it to the side. He moans and then reaches under me to undo my bra. He removes the bra to expose my erect pink buds ready for his mouth. He moans again and then takes my left breast into his mouth and sucks and kneads it with his hand, and then he moves his attention to the right. 
 
   All the while, I can feel the pressure building in my greedy loins. My “P” is wet for the taking again. I feel his hard manhood pressed into my hipbones and it almost hurts. He leaves my nipples, to work on removing my boots. I start to unbutton and unzip my jeans when he turns to look at me with an intense fire burning in his eyes, “No, this is my present that I want to unwrap.” He turns back to removing the other boot. He then removes his own boots and climbs fully onto the creaky old bed. He runs a finger under the waistband of my jeans, and then runs his hand over my crotch on top of the fabric. I want him so badly and I want these clothes removed now. I need to feel his skin on my skin, his wet tongue on my wet waiting “P”. He leans down and licks a trail down my belly. He stops and gives my belly button some consideration, then he works his way down to the top of my waistband. He stops and looks up at me. He smirks and then with nimble fingers, he deftly unfastens my button and zipper. He pulls my tight jeans off and drops them to the floor. He then puts his tongue back where he left off and trails down to the lace on my panties. With the lace between his teeth, he slowly peels back the fabric to reveal my quivering lower lips. 
 
   The throbbing in my loins intensifies and I moan as he looks up at me with such desire and lust and then spits out my now removed panties. I Pant, “It’s not fair that I’m naked and you’re fully clothed. Can’t I unwrap my present now?” His only response is a smirk that is half smile the rest just plain lust. I put my hands on the bottom of the hem of his shirt and pull it over his head to expose his beautiful chiseled body. I feel even wetter when I look at him up and down and take notice of the way his jeans cling to his hips with part of his love trail showing just above the top of the waistband. I want to release him of his binding pants again, but he looks so damned sexy in his jeans, laying there on his back, mine to do with as I wish. 
 
   I begin to run my hands over his chest, one of my favorite places on him. I feel every contour of his well-developed pecks. I run my tongue over his washboard stomach and he flinches and starts shifting under my tongue. I can feel his desire growing as I continue my exploration. I move to the top of his jeans, undo the top button and then unzip his pants. He lets out a loud moan. I continue downward by removing his jeans, and he lifts his hips to help shimmy out of his tight denim. What’s left of his clothing is his sexy boxer briefs that hug every contour of his erection. I follow his lead and take matters into my mouth instead of my hands to remove his boxers. His cock springs to action and my loins feel like they’re going to burst at any moment. “Enough. I am in charge now.” 
 
   I now have a lake between my legs. In one quick movement he has me pinned on my back again and he is spreading my legs so far open it almost hurts. He takes a finger and dips into my “P” as it to see if it’s ready. He groans and then dips his cock in and then he rubs me down there with his full hand. I realize that he’s spreading my wetness around. He takes his cock and glides it back in and then out and then in again. He continues this rhythm for a few minutes. He then removes his cock and moves me around to where I’m right on the edge of the high bed. He stands on the floor, puts my legs on his shoulders and then enters me again. Whoa, the angle allows for deep penetration and enables good leverage for moving his cock at a quicker pace. 
 
    
 
    
 
   By now, he is ramming himself in and out of me so fast that the bed is squeaking loudly, and I would be willing to bet we’ve scared all of the wildlife away. Despite unabashed desire, a giggle escapes my lips. I’ve never been in such a noisy bed in all my life. He’s now pounding me so hard that I will probably be sore later. His last slam into my body hits my magic spot and sends waves of ecstasy radiating through my whole being. He slams into me one more time for good measure, and I cum again. I lay there with my eyes transfixed on his. How can one person make me feel so whole? He pulls out and I always hate that feeling. It’s like a part of me has gone. I make a move to get off the bed and it creaks some more and we both burst out into laughter.  I am doubled over on the bed laughing hysterically, and the more I laugh the more the bed wiggles and the more it squeaks. He somehow comes to be lying next to me on the bed laughing too. Once our amusement dies down I begin thinking. “I wonder how many people have had sex in this bed.” 
 
   He laughs. “Do yourself a favor and stop right there. Let’s get off this decrepit thing before we both start to itch!”
 
   “Ewww, that’s a good point.” We both quickly dress in silence. I can’t wait for a shower now that we’ve spent the last hour and half on a mattress that probably has every kind of dust mite ever identified. 
 
   “We had better get going so we still have plenty of light on the ride home.” I nod in agreement. 
 
   The ride back to the Penthouse is serene and I feel at ease. I’m really getting the hang of riding piggyback on Harrison’s Ducati Motor bike. It’s one smooth and sexy ride, just like its owner. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Five
 
    
 
   The rest of the weekend we spend in Harrison's Penthouse, only coming up for air to eat and to assess Rogue Tower and the new space that will soon become Towers HQ. The remainder of our time is spent utilizing every surface in the home. By Monday morning, two main things are accomplished. One, Harrison’s penthouse is now officially broken in, and two, I think I may be walking bowlegged permanently now. I laugh to myself at having these thoughts on the drive from my condo to Harrison’s office. I hadn’t had any work clothes with me, and I insisted that I return to my condo to retrieve my own things. That is when the first of the arguments started. 
 
   “Danielle, you are not returning to your condo alone.” 
 
   “You don’t need to worry, Frank  will be  downstairs and he is on top of things. Besides, nothing but the unknown caller has happened lately, so maybe the breaking and entering was isolated and just a warning of some sort.”
 
   “I completely disagree and until there is more information in this case, you should just plan on living at the penthouse with me.”
 
   I am about to lose my cool. “No way! I am not  moving in!” Two can play this game. I am not budging on this one.
 
   “You will not say no to me, Danielle. I’ll send a car for you later.”  Then he turns and leaves down the elevator as I stand there with no transportation to the condo. Apparently, he thought he had left me stranded and I would have to rely on him. He thought wrong; I dress in my jeans and t-shirt and call a cab.
 
   Half an hour later, the cab pulls up in front of my building. I grab my overnight bag and climb out. Once in the lobby, I ask Frank if anyone has been to see me or if I’ve had any deliveries. “Negative, Miss Austen. It’s been quiet on the home front.” He seems to be looking through a journal type book. “Oh wait, it does look like Manny, the new weekend guy, noted that someone about 6 foot with blondish hair, average build, and blue eyes was here Saturday asking if Manny had seen you around.” I cock my head and think for a minute. “I wonder if it could be my ex-husband.” 
 
   “I don’t know ma’am, you’ll have to ask Manny. He’ll be in next Saturday morning.” 
 
   “Okay, thanks Frank.”
 
   I head up to my condo and let myself in. All seems to be in order. My phone buzzes as I lock the door behind me. I set my bag down and dig my phone out of my purse. It’s Harrison calling. I debate whether I should force him to fret or if I should just answer. I fold and answer the call.
 
   “Hi,” I say brightly.
 
   Coolly, he asks, “Where are you?”
 
   “I’m at my condo,” I answer sweetly.
 
   “I distinctly remember telling you to stay at my penthouse and I would send for you later. Why did you defy me?”
 
   Okay, now he’s bossing me around. 
 
   “Harrison, there’s nothing wrong with me coming back to my condo and getting my own clothes.” 
 
   He grumbles. “I am just looking out for your safety. We still do not know who put that creep up to breaking into your condo. Until we do, I need to ensure your safety. This conversation is getting old.”
 
   I sigh. I know he’s thinks he is just being chivalrous, but for as freaked out as I’ve been about the whole thing, I really feel okay right now. 
 
   “I get it, but you need to let me have some space here. I am perfectly safe right now. Can you please lighten up?”
 
   “For now I will, but just know that this conversation will be re-visited later. I’ll see you soon.” He hangs up. 
 
   How rude! He didn’t even say goodbye. He can be so overbearing and exasperating sometimes, but in a way it feels good to be with someone who is capable and concerned about my safety. 
 
   When I get ready, I decide I want to wear something to entice Mr. Mogul in his own territory, so whatever I come up with has to grab his attention. After all, there are probably lots of beautiful women in his office and building. I stand there staring at my closet and wishing that Simone would materialize right about now. I finally choose a black high waist tight pencil skirt that hits me about an inch above my knee, a pale pink stretch silk camisole tucked in with a black crop sweater shrug, and to complete the look, long silver chains mixed with pearls. I put some soft curls into my hair and spray on a light spicy perfume with key notes of vanilla and cinnamon. I put on my favorite suede black stilettos and stand back from the full-length mirror to evaluate my look. I look sexy but sophisticated if I do say so myself. I’ll put some gloss on my lips on the way out.
 
   On my drive to his office, my mind wanders on to the morning’s argument and then travels to the more pleasant weekend we just had. It’s mind boggling how I can feel so connected to a man, who is so walled off at times. I just hope that someday I can break down his barrier before I lose myself entirely.
 
   I pull into the underground parking lot at Towers Holdings Headquarters. I check myself in the mirror and dab on a little more gloss for good measure. I don’t know why I’m so nervous. We’ve been spending all of our free time together and I just saw him no more than three hours ago, but I feel like it’s the first time I toured the Towers with him a couple of months ago. I head up the elevator to the top executive suites. I come off the elevator and walk toward the reception desk. 
 
   A cute dimpled brunette sits at the desk smiling at me. She jumps up from the desk and comes around to greet me. She says, “You must be Danielle Austen. You look just like your picture in the paper.” She blushes, “I’m Hilary; I’m Mr. Towers personal assistant. I’m helping at the desk today as our usual receptionist is out sick. I am sorry, but Mr. Towers is in another meeting, he wasn’t expecting you for another half hour. Can I get you something to drink while you wait?” In my anxiety to get here on time I didn’t even notice how damned early I am. 
 
   “No, thank you, uh Hilary. Do you think I should come back?”
 
   “That is up to you. I will slip him a note in a few minutes to let him know you are here, if you like.” I contemplate trying to figure out where to go that will allow me to be back here in a half hour. Then I get a brilliant idea.
 
   “That sounds fine. In the meantime, I’m going to wander around the lobby and take some pictures of the artwork and other decorative items. Harrison, uh, Mr. Towers has asked me to utilize what is already here at the new space as best I can.”
 
   “Good, let me know if I can get you anything.”
 
   I smile; she is so young and bubbly, yet so proficient.
 
   ”Thank you, Hilary.”
 
   I set about the task of taking measurements, snapping pictures and filling in the diagrams of the new space that I had made over the weekend.  
 
   I end up at the corner of the enormous suite looking through the large windows down 36 floors. I turn and notice that I’m standing outside of Harrison’s office. The sign stenciled on the glass door gives it away.  I can hear a woman’s voice speaking with a heavy accent that I can’t detect, but I can tell that she does not sound happy. I then hear Harrison raise his voice, but I still can’t hear what’s being said. I pretend to be taking a picture and continue to strain to hear, but to no avail. Giving up, I walk back to the reception area and take a seat. I look at the clock on the wall and it is exactly 10:54 AM. I start thrumming my fingers on the arm of my chair. My appointment isn’t for another six minutes and Hilary has already taken a note to Harrison. I can hear the woman’s raised voice all the way out here
 
   I stow my camera back in my briefcase and continue to wait. At precisely 11:00 AM, Hilary looks up at me and announces. “Mr. Towers is ready to see you.” Geeze, finally, I think to myself. She starts to get up and I motion for her to sit back down. “That’s okay, I know the way. She responds with what I perceive to be a relieved smile. I grab my briefcase and head to Harrison's corner office. As I approach the door, I hear a woman’s voice coo in a French accent, “I’m not done with you yet.” Just then, she comes out the door and runs right into me. I drop my briefcase, and when I recover from leaning down to retrieve the case, who should be standing there in front of me but that wine witch, Marion Devereaux. She looks at me like the cat that just swallowed the canary. She smiles while she buttons the top button on her blouse, then pats down her hair. 
 
   “Oh, Miss Austen is it? Sorry for the little collision. Are you okay? I didn’t see you coming; my attention was a bit diverted.” She blushes and then darts her eyes toward Harrison’s office and then looks back at me.
 
   “So, I understand Harrison has hired you to decorate our new office. Perhaps we can meet individually to discuss my ideas for my new office?”  
 
   What is this about her new office? When was Harrison going to tell me about this? Holy shit!!
 
   “Well, how about I discuss the details with Harrison and we can set up a time perhaps later this week?” What the hell?
 
   “Oooh,” she purrs with her accent. “That will not be possible; we are heading back up to Montreal tomorrow. We have business to tend to. Perhaps when we return next week?”
 
   What trip to Montreal? He’s traveling with her again. Shit, I could barely cope with the last trip. I start to stammer, but calm myself. “Wha- When are you leaving?”
 
   She narrows her eyes at me. “Oh, Harrison did not tell you? We are leaving on a redeye tonight; something has come up of an urgent nature.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure he was going to tell me.”
 
   She gives me a smug smile like she thinks she’s won this match. “Sure. I will have Hilary contact you to make an appointment for us to meet next week.” Then she coolly walks past me while smoothing down her skirt as she heads down the hallway. What the hell was that all about?
 
   I enter Harrison’s office about ready to spit bullets. “There had better be a good explanation as to why that Wine Witch just left your office looking like she just got rocked!” Before he can respond, I continue. “I would also like to know when exactly you were planning to tell me that you’re heading up to Montreal again on a redeye with her. Oh wait, that isn’t all, I’m also informed that she’s planning to have an office in your new space, and  that I’m to meet with her to discuss the details of how she would like it decorated. What the fuck, Harrison?”
 
   He is now advancing toward me. He looks like he’s been caught. “Please, Danielle, I need you to sit down. We need to talk.” I raise my eyebrows at him while my insides start to churn. When someone says ‘we need to talk’, it’s not usually a good thing.  Reluctantly, I sit down in a chair facing him with his desk between us. I wait and then feeling extremely impatient when he doesn’t begin, I say, “Well, spill it now, Harrison.”
 
   He scratches his chin and studies me for another long moment. “Harrison!”
 
   He takes a deep breath, another stall tactic? “Listen, Danielle, there is a lot of existing business dealings that I have to address in Canada. I know you are uncomfortable with Marion, but she is the best person to handle the situation that has arisen. I will be flying with her tonight back to Montreal and will probably be there through the weekend, but I plan to be back Sunday night.”
 
   My mouth is dry as if I’ve just eaten a box of soda crackers. I’m now wishing I had a bottle of water. “It all sounds harmless, but why can’t you trust me to tell me things? I had to hear it just now out in the hallway from Marion. And, I might add, she was acting as if you were going away to Tahiti together for a romantic tryst.” 
 
   He laughs. 
 
   “Harrison this isn’t funny. You know how damaged I am from Bradley.”
 
   He nods, “I know, Danielle, but my business dealings really have nothing to do with you. Perhaps if you really think about it, you can understand why I would not share the trappings of running my company with you.” 
 
   “Regardless Harrison, you would not be happy if I were traveling with Bradley somewhere would you?”
 
   He scoffs, “Of course not and that is different anyway, he is your ex-husband.”
 
   “Yeah and Marion wants you more than anything, it’s written all over her face. You should have seen how she watched you from across the room at the gala. She also followed me into the ladies room to plant doubt in my mind.”
 
   He looks surprised, but says nothing. I continue. “I would still like to know why she’s getting an office in your new building.” 
 
   He sighs. “Honestly, Danielle, it would stand to reason, that while she works for me, she will require an office in which to work.” He stands up and moves around to where I’m sitting. He sits in the chair next to me and takes my hands. “Listen, I am not sure of who this insecure bombshell is who is sitting here in my office,” he says as his eyes survey me from head to toe, “But let me assure you, Marion means nothing more to me than a consultant that I have hired.” I try to swallow but the lump in my throat remains. 
 
   “That’s all fine, Harrison but I’m not convinced. She’s not simply someone you hired to consult on your holdings and wineries. You have a long history that you haven’t shared with me. All I can do is go on conjecture. That, and do you realize there’s pink lipstick on your lapel?” I get up from my chair and lean over to retrieve my briefcase when he jumps up, leans across his desk and grabs my arm with force. He moves around to stand next to me. 
 
   He’s pissed. “Let’s get one thing straight, there are many things you do not understand. I cannot explain everything at this time. I would advise you to drop it. All I am asking of you is to be patient. In time everything will make sense.”
 
   I grab my arm from him and start to leave, but something makes me stop. Maybe the fact that he’s flying out tonight and I won’t see him for several days. Despite how mad I’m feeling right now, I don’t want him to leave with us angry at each other. I turn back around and reach up to give him a passionate kiss.
 
   “Have a safe trip, Harrison. I’ll see you when you get back,” I snap at him. 
 
   “Danielle, wait, I still want you to stay at my Penthouse while I am gone. Philippe and Garrin are staying here and will be able to take care of you if needed.”
 
   “Harrison, I need to stay in my own place. I have work to do and I need to be able to access my office regularly. 
 
   “I can’t let you do that, Danielle, I want you safe and while I am out of the country that is the only way I can personally ensure that you are. You will stay at my penthouse. And by the way, this is not open for any more discussion.”
 
   Sheesh, I like it when a man takes charge, but this is over the top. I’m very put off that he’s commanding me to stay in his penthouse. He has no say over what I do. 
 
   “My flight doesn’t depart until late tonight we will have dinner together before I leave. 
 
   “Fine, I will see you then.” I know when to fold and something about his tone tells me to back down. My mom always told me to pick my battles.
 
   I’m almost through his office door “Oh and Danielle,” I hesitate in the doorway,  “You are right about the pink lipstick, it is from Marion, she made a pass at me.”
 
   In the best sarcastic voice I can muster, I answer, “Well, that’s a relief. Now how is that admission supposed to make me feel better?” 
 
   Aha, so I was right, she is after him.
 
   “Danielle, I want you to know I am not interested in Marion. Do yourself a favor and remember that, no matter what happens. Can you do that for me?”
 
   I nod.
 
   “Promise me, Danielle.” 
 
   “Um. Okay.” 
 
   “Promise me.”
 
    “Okay, I promise, I promise! I’ll see you tonight, Harrison. But just know, I’m now more leery than ever of Marion and I suggest you keep that in mind as well.” 
 
   “Oh Danielle. We haven’t discussed the decorating.” He flashes me one of his infamous panty dropping smiles. 
 
   “While you were fighting off Marion’s advances, I was out measuring the furniture, taking pictures and making notes. I have a good idea of what needs to be done. Do you have anything you actually need to add to that?”
 
   He is now smirking at me. “I think Miss Austen, that you have it under control. I suggest we reconvene this meeting a few days before the move.”
 
   “Fine. I’ll see you later.” I take my leave and nearly run into the door on my way out.
 
   Ugh! I’m so annoyed and that was weird and I have no clue what I should make of it. We aren’t actually in a relationship, so whomever he spends his time with is really none of my business. On the other hand, he should have no say in who I see either. With Harrison in Montreal, it might be good to have a couple days to myself to get my thoughts organized and to stash those feelings I have for him. I already feel too vulnerable and I’ve given him too much as it is. 
 
   I have to put more focus on my business anyway. And right now, I have a conference call to get back to the office for. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Six
 
    
 
   After several productive hours in my office, I feel good about my days work. I look at the clock and am surprised that it’s almost 5:00 PM. I lock up the office and head up to my condo to pack my bag. At least I can drive myself; He never said I couldn’t do that.
 
   At my condo, I pack enough for the rest of the week, although I don’t plan to stay at the penthouse. While I pack, I decide to change into a little sexy bustier set in cherry red that I’ve had tucked away and have never worn. Why not, he’s heading out tonight with the wine witch so this will give him something to remember while he’s gone. 
 
   I lock up the place and head to the penthouse. On the ten minute drive there, I rehearse some of what I want to say to Harrison. I need more from him than he’s giving. I want to know why he’s rushing off to Montreal and why does he need her to accompany him? Is there some kind of grape emergency? While I run these questions and more through my mind, I nearly collide with a bicyclist! Damn it, don’t they have their own lanes??
 
   I pull into the parking garage instead of the lot. He’d given me a parking pass for the garage. I stick it in the window and grab my things out of the trunk and head up. 
 
   I come off the private elevator and as I step out into the foyer, I can hear some sexy electronic music playing. It sounds like it might be coming from the terrace. I set my heavy bag down and go in search of Harrison. I head past the water wall into the living room and then my breath catches in my throat. Sure enough, there’s Harrison standing outside on the terrace. He’s wearing a fitted pair of worn jeans and a black linen shirt that hangs loosely around his well-developed body. His hair is messier than usual and he’s barefoot. He’s swaying to the music with a generous glass of wine in his hand. 
 
   I stand undetected in the doorway long enough that I get the rare opportunity to watch this beautiful man dance. The way he moves his body makes my pulse quicken and my body ache for his touch. He turns and sees me standing there and for a moment, I feel like I was interloping. He locks his eyes with mine, walks over to me and leads me out to the terrace. He puts his glass of wine down and then puts his left arm behind the small of my back and his right arm farther up my back. I put both of my arms behind his back and we begin to move together to the music. He smells of the exotic spice market again and I’m transported to some faraway land with this seductive prince. We continue to move together, swaying our bodies in time with the music. His hands begin to wander up and down my body. I feel my loins tighten and my desire builds under his expert touch. He looks down into my eyes and then kisses me tenderly. I shiver. He takes my hand and leads me back inside, down the grand hall, past the elevator and to the master bedroom. 
 
   He pulls me to the bed and then he hops on and props himself on some pillows. He grabs the remote and flicks on the same music from the terrace. “Dance for me, Danielle.”
 
   Holy shit! Dance for him? I hadn’t planned on that! “Oh Harrison, I don’t know.”
 
   “Dance for me. Seduce me.” Then he licks his lips.
 
   Oh my! I wish I had something in me that would make it easier. As if reading my mind, he hops off the bed and walks over to me and sways with me to the music like we just did out on the terrace. “Be right back, don’t move.”
 
   I stand there feeling nervous about dancing sexy for him. I like to dance, but there’s a big difference between girls just wanting to have fun and an erotic dance to turn a man on. 
 
   He returns with a bottle of his own Griggio and two glasses. He pours us each a glass and hands me mine. He clinks his glass to mine and gives me his seductive smirk. I down my wine like it’s  a shot of whiskey. He looks at me with utter amusement and then shimmies himself back onto the bed. I shut my eyes and sway to the hypnotic beat. I can feel my body getting into it. I can picture Harrison's cock thrusting into me in time with the music and that’s all I need to lose myself in wild abandon. That, and the wine kicking in on my empty stomach. 
 
   I begin by undoing the one button on my camisole top, lifting it over my head and letting it drop to the floor. I open my eyes when I hear his gasp. Oh yeah, I forgot that I have a little surprise for him under my clothes. Knowing what this is doing to him, I continue. I unzip my skirt from behind and wiggle my hips to the music and let it fall to the floor too. I step out of my clothes with only my necklaces, shoes and a bright cherry lace bustier and matching thong left. I sneak a peek at Harrison and I see his breathing has quickened and the lust in his eyes tells me all I need to know. He likes what he sees. 
 
   I continue my floorshow and as I think of his hands and tongue all over me, I start to touch myself. I cup my lace-clad breasts and began to knead and massage them. I run my hands down my taut tummy and then tuck my hand into my panties and rub my clit in time with the music. I throw my head back and allow myself to feel the wine warming my insides, the music vibrating through my core and the feeling of my own hands pleasuring my body all while Harrison watches and wants me. 
 
   My eyes fly open when I hear a rustling sound followed by Harrison’s arms wrapping around me and his mouth colliding with mine. His tongue is seeking my own, tasting of sweet wine. He pulls me to the bed and continues his exploration of me with his tongue. I don’t think I can ever get sick of feeling his tongue probing all the surfaces of my body. He makes his way straight to my clit and he makes easy work of lapping at my wet “P” and pleasuring me. He puts two fingers in my “P” and starts moving them in and out and I feel my insides tightening and preparing for their release. I know that his cock is going to be ready for action and its own release. He stands up and removes his clothing at lightning speed. He climbs onto the bed with me and parts my legs to gain entry to my “P”. He inserts his cock with a slow and tortuous pace and then he slowly starts to move his cock in and out to the beat of the music, just like I had hoped he would. I wrap my legs around his back and we kiss passionately as we make love. 
 
   Two hours later, I say goodbye to Harrison at the elevator. It’s not like other times that he has left to Montreal. This time feels really different. I don’t know if it’s because he’s flying with her and I now have proof that she wants him, or if it’s because each moment I spend with him, I fall harder and harder for him. Either way, my stomach feels queasy. The dinner Philippe left for us to eat was delicious but I couldn’t eat much because my stomach was in knots. Harrison could sense that too since he must have asked me a dozen times why I was so quiet. 
 
   “Harrison, I need to know more about Marion. What is the history there, don’t tell me there wasn’t something between you as some point.”
 
   He sighs, “The Devereauxs and Towers have a long history and Marion always had this fantasy that we would someday marry and bring the two families together. When I moved to the states, she finally gave up on that notion and married.”
 
   “Wow, she’s married and hitting on you? Nice. ”
 
   “Well, not exactly. She divorced after her husband pushed her for a family. After her divorce she started working with our US division in 2007 and moved here.”
 
   “So I don’t get why you are flying to Montreal with her tonight. Couldn’t she go by herself?” 
 
   He takes a sip of wine. “Now that falls under business dealings and not something you need to know about.” He looks at my disappointed face. “Danielle, I have the opportunity to close on a big deal that Towers Holdings has been in negotiations for over a year now. We finally get to complete the acquisition and Marion is a key player in this deal. Do you understand?”
 
   “I guess, it just makes me feel uneasy. Kind of how you don’t like me spending time with Bradley.”
 
   He scoffs, “I have pointed out to you on many occasions that the two are in no way similar. Marion is a hired business associate.  Bradley is your ex-husband. Got it?”
 
   I suck in a shallow breath. I see his clear eyes cloud over  and I know that means he is getting annoyed.  “Yeah, I got it.  One last thing, why do you feel it necessary for me to stay here at your penthouse while you’re gone? It’s going to feel weird being here without you.”
 
   For the last time, Danielle.” His voice is raising, “I want to ensure that you are safe. This penthouse it secure, where I don’t feel your condo is safe enough. Now drop it, we have gone over and over this.”
 
   I stand there in the lobby after he has left and contemplate our conversation over dinner. I just get this nagging feeling that there’s more to his relationship with Marion than he’s telling me. The only thing I know is that his family and her family have a long history and they knew each other as kids. He moved here over a decade ago and she started working with his wine division of Towers Holdings about four years ago. That’s all I know. If I am going to be held here like a kept woman, I think maybe while he’s gone I will see if I can probe Philippe or Garrin for information. 
 
   In the meantime, I need to get some sleep. I have a busy day ahead of juggling my current projects. 
 
    I wake up the next morning to a very big and lonely bed. I look over to where Harrison would normally be lying. The nauseous feeling in the pit of my stomach has returned along with some cramping. I pick up my phone and see that it’s time to get up, so no lounging in bed for me. I head to the bathroom and really feel the cramps. Then it occurs to me that I must be starting my period. Well that’s good timing while Harrison is gone. I set about getting ready when I realize I have no messages from Harrison. He should have gotten there about 5:00 AM my time. He said he would message me when the plane landed. He must have forgotten. 
 
   After I’m finished getting ready, I head into the kitchen to get something to drink and there is a note for me from Philippe.
 
   Miss Austen,
 
   Coffee is in carafe and breakfast in the warming oven. Please turn the oven off before you leave. 
 
   I will have your dinner ready for you tonight.
 
   Philippe
 
   How very thoughtful of him. I just wish I were hungry. I open the drawer to find one of his famous omelets. I take it out and turn off the oven. I help myself to some delicious black coffee and force down a few bites of the omelets and toast. I’m disappointed that Philippe isn’t here this morning so I can probe him about Harrison. Maybe tonight I can try. I scratch a thank you on his note and then leave to go to my office.
 
   I get into my office and settle into my days work. I check my phone again and still nothing from Harrison. This is very odd. I decide to send one to him.
 
    
 
   9:14 AM
 
   Me
 
   Hey! Did you get there safe? Getting worried! 
 
    
 
   I set my phone to the side and engross myself into my work selecting dining tables for the Professors to choose from. An hour goes by and I still haven’t heard anything. It makes the sick feeling in my stomach worse. I reason that I haven’t heard anything because maybe he went straight into meetings when he got there. I mean, they are in a different time zone, that puts them three hours ahead of us here. 
 
   I continue to focus on my work and then finally hear my phone buzzing on my desk. I pick up to see it is just that annoying unknown caller. I hit ignore.
 
   The day seems to drag on and I fail to hear back from Harrison. I’ve sent a total of four texts by the time late afternoon rolls around. I have half a mind to call his personal assistant, but decide against it. If I call, it might create office chatter and the last thing I want to do is seem like the spying girlfriend. Actually no, I’m not the girlfriend. I sit there for a moment in stunned silence realizing that we have no definition of our status. I don’t know if I’m just the woman he’s having sex with at the moment, or what. 
 
   The phone buzzes twice. That means two text messages.
 
   4:38 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   SO SORRY Danielle, I hit the ground running when we landed. I’ve been in meetings all day and now at dinner. I will call you in the morning. 
 
    
 
   4:38 PM
 
   Harrison Towers
 
   PS. I miss you.
 
    
 
   Well, I am glad that it’s as I suspected and that he was in meetings. I wonder, though, why he couldn’t have sent a quick text to let me know he was okay. On one hand, he claims he doesn’t want a relationship, and yet he has set this up as one. Here he is saying he will check in with me tomorrow. If all we are doing is having sex, then he would have said I’ll have sex with you when I get back, not I will call you and I miss you. It’s all so puzzling and I wish I could get him to stop sidestepping these things and just hit this head on.  
 
   I decide to send him a quick text back.
 
   4:40 PM
 
   Me
 
   So relieved you are safe. I look forward to your call in the morning. I miss you too. 
 
    
 
   I don’t receive a text back, so I assume that he’s focused on his dinner. 
 
   After I send my last email to my clients, I pack up my briefcase and lock up the office. Good time to end the day. I pull into the parking garage and head up to the penthouse. I walk into the cavernous space, feeling so alone and deflated. It occurs to me that this is what it would be like if we actually did live together. Without Harrison here, the place feels more like a museum than a home. I set my things down, kick off my shoes and seek out Philippe. I walk into an empty kitchen with another note from the little French man.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Austen,
 
   Your dinner is in the warming oven. Please remember to turn it off. There is a bottle of wine chilling for you. Enjoy your evening. I will be back in the morning to prepare your breakfast.
 
   Philippe
 
   Ugh! Don’t bother, I doubt I will have much of an appetite. A person has to be early to catch this one. I’m starting to wonder if I’m ever going to get to ask him my questions.
 
   I pour myself a generous helping of wine and take a healthy sip. It warms me as it moves down my throat. I’m not hungry, but I open the drawer out of curiosity. There is a lovely breast of chicken accompanied by a vegetable medley and couscous. It looks good but it just doesn’t appeal to me right now. Feeling like a repeat of my morning, I pull the plate out of the warming oven and as the note instructed, I turn it off. I sit at the island, picking at my food, by myself. It’s just depressing. I abandon the food, grab the bottle of wine and head out to the terrace. It’s a nice but cool evening, so I flip on the outdoor fireplace and sit. I pull out my phone to see if I’ve had any calls or texts. Nothing. Wow! 
 
   I decide to call my mom and catch up. We chat for almost an hour and by the end of the conversation, I feel a whole lot better. She asks about my big romance and I remind her that it’s a casual thing, so calling it a romance is a big stretch. This of course confuses her, and I tell her to join the club. We talk about my business, their gallery and then we make tentative arrangements for me to come down in a couple weeks. I think it might be nice to introduce Harrison to my family. Not that he’s expressed a desire to meet them, but I’d like them to meet nonetheless. I’m betting he will get a kick out of them. Below his reserved mogul exterior is a man with a big heart and a great sense of humor. I just have to pull it out of him. Besides, you can’t help but to feel good around my parents.
 
   The sun has gone down so I turn off the fireplace, lock things up, and head to bed. I pull out something to read for a little bit and drift into a troubled sleep. I have dreams again about being followed while I’m jogging on the beach and when I turn to see who it is, there’s only a dark figure with no features. This time though as the hand is grabbing me, I hear a ringing in the distance and the dark figure lets me go and runs the other way. I wake to the alarm on my phone ringing in the old-fashioned ringtone. I lie there staring at the sun soaked ceiling, recalling my dream while I take a few minutes to wake up. 
 
   I roll onto my side and face the vacant spot where Harrison should be lying. The thought of Harrison puts a smile on my face. I feel giddy as I remember that he said he would call this morning. I can’t wait to hear his low sexy voice. I decide to get out of bed and get ready for the day hopefully before his call. 
 
   While in the shower, I decide I can’t take the loneliness here anymore. Against Harrison's wishes, I decide I’m going to stay at my condo tonight. It’s less cavernous and a lot noisier since it’s in the heart of things. This place is just too quiet. I head out to the kitchen, hoping I’m early enough to catch Philippe. No such luck, once again I have the same note as yesterday. I write him back, noting that I have other plans so he doesn’t need to bother with dinner or breakfast for the next several days. Harrison will be back in town later Sunday, so that’s when I will plan to return. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
    
 
   My phone doesn’t ring all morning aside from another one of the unknown calls and a potential new client. I’m going stir crazy in my office, so I grab my white lightweight rain jacket and go out into the misty morning. It’s almost lunchtime so I think I will grab myself a bite to eat. 
 
   When I come out of the bistro, I practically run into Bradley. 
 
   “Hey stranger, how the heck are you? Did money bags let you off your leash?” He says as his eyes dart around, obviously looking for Harrison.
 
   “Very funny, Bradley. Actually, he’s out of town this week so I’m going solo.” I hold up my brown takeout bag as evidence.
 
   He lights up. “Then if you’re flying solo, I’m taking you to dinner tonight.” Before I can issue a protest, he holds his hand up to stop me. “I’ll swing by your office at 5:00, we can catch a happy hour here in the hood. No need to change, you look great.” He says as he eyes me up and down. 
 
   He gives me a quick hug, then turns, and walks away. I stand there in his wake and wonder where that self-assured take charge Bradley was when we were married. This Bradley is sexy and appealing. Wait, did I just agree to another happy hour? I cringe when I think about how Harrison will react when he finds out I had drinks with my ex again. Feeling smug at defying Harrison, I pull out my phone to see still no activity. 
 
   Apparently, Harrison is preoccupied and not one bit as concerned for me as he professes to be. In my wounded and damaged mind, it’s pretty much a foregone conclusion what has him so preoccupied. Marion must have her clutches on him. Or she’s at least attempting and that makes my blood curdle.
 
   Once back in my office I sit down at my desk to eat my lunch, but the knots have returned and I’m no longer hungry. I look at my phone again, willing it to ring or buzz with a new message. Anything would be better than this silence… I need a way to get Harrison off my mind. 
 
   Normally, I would go for a run as that always clears my head, but since I’m going to meet Bradley later, I don’t want to shower again. Then I remember that I need to finish the schematics for the new office space for Towers Holdings. I’d better get it done and send it over to the operations manager. They’re moving in just about two weeks and as they pack they need to label everything as I lay out. This will help when I come in with my team for the day of the installation. I also need to send emails to my team as they all do contract work for me so I don’t have to keep them on payroll. I delve into my project and manage to work the rest of the day without any further daydream interruptions. Only after I’ve sent the plans and sketches via courier do I give myself permission to ponder the silence again. I pick up my phone to text Harrison, but then I stop myself. It’s his turn to contact me. I just get this nagging feeling that he’s playing with me. I’ll become convinced of this if he doesn’t  contact me soon.  Before I become completely unhinged. 
 
   I look at the clock and am glad that it’s only a few minutes until Bradley’s due here. Good, another distraction. I’m about to head into the little bathroom to touch up my makeup when another courier comes through the door. “Oh, I’m sorry the package was already picked up.”
 
   The courier looks at his clipboard, “No ma’am, I’m not picking up, I’m delivering. Sign here.” He points to a spot on the clipboard and then hands me the envelope and tells me to have a good day. 
 
   I look at the envelope and there’s not a return address. How strange. I can’t imagine what it is. I turn it over and pull the tab strip to open it. I pull out a newspaper clipping with a note taped to it. I look at the handwritten note.
 
   Miss Austen, 
 
   It appears you have a penchant for choosing two timers. 
 
   Harrison Towers is obviously a busy man.
 
   Time for you to back off gracefully before someone gets hurt.
 
   An admirer 
 
   My mouth drops open and I start to tremble. I look at the clipping and instantly feel light headed. There are two pictures next to each other of Harrison and Marion. The first picture is of them in an intimate embrace while looking at the camera and the other is of Marion leaning in to  kiss Harrison.
 
   The sender has highlighted the caption in yellow, and the caption reads:
 
   After a successful business coup Tuesday, Harrison Towers and Marion Devereaux celebrate. 
 
   We here at the Examiner wonder what is next for these two. 
 
    
 
   I don’t bother reading the rest. In one moment, my entire world has now changed.  He has no interest in Marion my ass! I sit down on the settee to digest this information. My mind is whirling and I’m trying really hard not to jump to any kind of conclusions, but my assessment earlier today is true. Marion has her clutches dug deep, but to what degree, and is there any chance for me? For us.
 
   Sitting there staring at the clipping I hardly notice Bradley approaching the door. Oh no Bradley! I can’t do this right now. He comes bounding through the door like Tigger coming to see Pooh. I hand him the note and the clipping without saying a word. He reads it, then looks down at me, and then looks back at the pictures. He takes a deep breath and then sits down next to me. “Oh, Dani, I’m so sorry. I mean, I hated the thought of you seeing that guy, but the last thing I would want is for you to be hurt. I already took care of that.” 
 
   “Oh Bradley, I’m such a fool. I shouldn’t have been so blind and naive. I don’t really have a right to be mad. He never promised me happily ever after. He did lie to me though and said he wasn’t into her. What business associate kisses another on the lips and embraces like that?”
 
   “Honestly, none that I know of, but you never know with those crazy Canadians. But, you aren’t a fool, Dani, you just love the wrong people.”
 
   With the tears welling up and the bile from my upset stomach burning the back of my throat, I can’t bear the thought of going out in public. “Listen, Bradley, can I get a rain check on drinks tonight? I think I might hop in the car and head down to my parents’ house.”
 
   “Dani, I don’t mind being a shoulder to cry on, besides I really don’t think you should be driving. We could order in and I could hang out with you in your condo.”
 
   “I appreciate that, Bradley, but I would rather head down to my parents’, I need some space and time to think. It’s kind of you, but I am most likely going to be a blubbering idiot the rest of the night and you lie when you say you can be a shoulder to cry on. You always wimped out whenever I cried.”
 
   He laughs. “Yeah, you’re right. Then do me a favor and head down to your folks in the morning. I don’t think that drive is a good idea at night under the best of circumstances.” 
 
   “I don’t know, I’ll think about it. I really want to head to my condo for now and sort out my thoughts at the very least. I may head down in the morning.” I stand to show him to the door. 
 
   “Okay, fair enough. At least text me what you’re going to do so I don’t worry.”
 
   “Sure, I’ll try to remember to text you. Thanks, Bradley.” 
 
   He gives me a hug and an awkward kiss on the cheek and then leaves. I sigh and turn to grab my things when he pokes his head back in the door. “Hey, Dani, let me walk you back to your condo and see you safely inside. I feel a little weird about you getting packages from an undisclosed sender. Not to mention all the other odd stuff.”
 
   “Go, Bradley, it’s still light outside, I’m fine!” I insist. 
 
   “Okay, drinks next week though.” He makes the call me sign with his right hand and then he leaves.  
 
   I walk briskly around the corner to my building with my hackles up and fighting back the tears. I keep looking over my shoulder and am acutely aware of the man following me from about twenty yards back. I rush in the front doors of the lobby and see that Frank isn’t at his usual post. Of course! Of all days. I literally duck behind a large planted palm by the concierge desk. The man following me stops at the front lobby doors and peers in. I can hardly make out his face due to the glare, but if I didn’t know any better, I could have sworn it was Garrin Leone. I wonder if Harrison has him watching me? He leaves the front door and I make my move to the stairs at the side of the elevator. I get to the first floor and then summon the elevator from there. 
 
   Back in the comfort of my condo, I look in the refrigerator and now wish I had taken Bradley up on his offer for takeout. Despite my feeling sick to my stomach, I want to eat something. I pull some stale wheat crackers out of the pantry and settle down on the sofa. I send my mom a text. 
 
   5:30 PM              
 
   Me
 
   I am going to head down tomorrow. I need to get away. I will explain later. 
 
    
 
   5:31 PM
 
   Mom
 
   Are you okay baby girl? 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   5:31 PM
 
   Me
 
   Yes, no, it’s complicated. I need to see you and daddy. Be down around midday. 
 
    
 
   5:32PM
 
   Mom
 
   Okay, please drive carefully and text me when you leave Portland.
 
    
 
   5:32 PM
 
   Me
 
   Ok. 
 
   
 
   
Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
    
 
   While on my drive, I ponder my next step. The commute to Cannon Beach is swift and uneventful, which I’m thankful for.  A lot of times, traffic to the coast can take forever as it’s usually a single lane of slow moving vacationers, lollygagging their way to the beach. With it being mid-September, tourism has died down and now it’s just weekenders heading to the coast for their 2-day beach escapes.  It gives me a chance to play things over in my head without worrying too much about the other drivers since there are hardly any on the road. My Jeep Cherokee practically drives itself anyway. 
 
   I keep replaying my last conversation with Harrison over in my head. I’m trying to convince myself that for now, I can be happy with the status of my complicated relationship with him. He is hot, sexy, and he takes my body to places I never knew I could go. He makes me feel attractive and desirable. I never had these things with Bradley. The main thing I have to remind myself is that he’s been forthcoming about his intentions towards me. He’s never promised me anything more than what he’s already giving. I just find this whole mystery surrounding him and Marion hard to accept. It’s odd to me and I don’t think it coincides with his behavior, or does it?  I know one thing, I won’t be the other woman, nor will I allow him to have her on the side. It’s one or the other. 
 
   The problem is that I’ve fallen for him hard and his intentions toward me are devastating. He doesn’t want a committed relationship with me. I’m deathly afraid that he’s like Bradley and that he just wants to indulge in women. He’s so secretive about so many things that is has me wondering just what he’s doing in Montreal.  Worse yet, who, is the nagging question. Is he seeing her when he isn’t with me?  Where he’s open and honest about intimate things, he’s closed off and guarded about the rest of his life. His business dealings and his family seem to be off limits. And though the investigation into the so-called stalker directly involves me, he tells me to butt out and that it’s being handled. I can’t even get the detective to take my calls now. Detective Burke never did respond to me when I contacted him about the persistent unknown calls. 
 
   The nagging questions that I have are eating away at me and I don’t want to repeat history by sweeping it under the rug and forcing it to be something I can live with. No, I need to stand up for myself and what I need for a change. If I don’t learn how to do this now, I will never get the happiness I desire. I sigh, wishing Simone’s voice wasn’t nagging me at the back of my mind. She’s always my devil’s advocate or maybe more my voice of reason. Her philosophy is that if it doesn’t work for her, she moves on no matter if it’s a relationship or a professional situation. Maybe I should take her example. 
 
   I pull my Jeep into the driveway of my parents’ house. Good, it looks like they’re at the gallery. I welcome the time to collect myself and decompress before they assault me with their barrage of questions. I grab my overnight bag and head into the house. I let myself in with the spare key that’s kept in the fake snail in the planter by the front door. Not very discreet, I think to myself. The house is always so welcoming and feels safe to me right now. It’s just the rest and relaxation that I need. I head to my room and deposit my bag on the floor. True to form, mom has left a note and care package of wine, chocolate, and lavender-vanilla bath oil for me. 
 
   Baby Girl,
 
   Completely forgot we have an opening tonight at the gallery. Stop by if you’re in the mood, otherwise don’t wait up for us and will catch up in the morning. Enjoy the treats and help yourself to anything in the kitchen.
 
   Love, 
 
   Mom
 
    
 
   She’s so amazing. I don’t know how I would have gotten past the last year if it hadn’t been for their unconditional support.  I am truly blessed. If only I could have their kind of love for one another in my own life. I would have everything I ever wanted. 
 
   I hear my phone buzzing in my bag.  I pull it out and as if she has telepathy, it’s my mom calling. 
 
   “Hi mom, just got here.”
 
   “Oh good, baby girl, just calling to make sure you were okay. Your dad wants to know if you will be stopping by the gallery tonight?” 
 
   “Geeze mom, I don’t know yet. If not tonight, maybe I’ll go with you in the morning and check things out. I don’t know how social I’ll be feeling tonight.”
 
   “Okay, sweetie, just text me if you’re going to head over. Kiss kiss.” She makes a smooching noise with her mouth. 
 
   “Bye mom.” She sure knows how to put a smile on my face. 
 
   I turn to go about unpacking my bag when my phone buzzes again. This time it’s a text. I pick it up and see it’s from Simone. She must have been typing rapid fire as four new messages just came in.
 
    
 
   3:43 PM
 
   Clarke
 
   OMG!! Have you been on Twitter lately? You may or may not want to, depending on your mood today.
 
    
 
   Um no, I have not seen Twitter; I have been driving. 
 
   3:43 PM
 
   Clarke
 
   I am so sorry honey! I know you are super hung up on him.  Hope it is not true!!
 
    
 
   Hope what is not true???
 
    
 
   3:44 PM
 
   Clarke
 
    
 
   Maybe you should just call me.
 
    
 
   3:45 PM
 
   Clarke
 
   Wait, do you even use Twitter?
 
    
 
   Oh for crying out loud Clarke, I hate it when you do this. I don’t know what she’s talking about. I’m hoping it’s nothing. I don’t think I can take one more thing right now. 
 
   I dial Simone’s number and she instantly picks up.
 
   “Danners, holy shit! Did you see that Harrison has announced his engagement to Marion Devereaux?” She blurts out without taking a breath. 
 
   I feel a sickening thud in my stomach.  I almost drop the phone as my blood drains from my face.  
 
   “Wha… What? That’s impossible!” My heart is pounding in my throat. 
 
   “I just read it on Twitter and then I looked it up to confirm it on Global Next and it said that unknown sources confirmed that a union between the Towers and Devereaux families in Montreal has been announced.” She continues, “It says that it will be officially announced later today in a formal press release. I’m guessing since Montreal is like three hours ahead that something official has been released by now.” 
 
   I collapse to the floor. My breathing is shallow and raspy. I sit there in stunned silence and I momentarily forget that I’m on the phone. 
 
   “Danners?” Her voice brings me back to the moment. 
 
   “I refuse to believe that Harrison would get engaged without telling me personally. He just told me two days ago that he’s not into Marion Devereaux. We just made love before he left to Montreal Monday night. Not only that, as far as he knows, I’m staying at his penthouse. That is not someone that decides to get engaged to another woman.  No! Besides all that, he’s commitment phobic after his last fiancé passed away.” I know I sound like I am grasping at straws now. 
 
   “No, something is not right here.” The tears begin to flow freely and I continue to feel short of breath.
 
   She sighs. “I’m so sorry honey. I hope this is a prank or something. The last thing I want is for you to be hurt by some selfish mogul. Where are you anyway? Do you have someone you can be with until I get back?”
 
   I’m trying to keep my composure and not fall completely apart on the phone. I barely choke out that I’m at my parent’s house and that I will need to talk to Harrison first before I react to any of it.  
 
   “Okay, well I am stuck here until Monday with sketchy phone reception. Let’s try to keep in touch over the weekend and I will cross my fingers for you, okay hun?” 
 
   I think I need more than fingers crossed at this point. 
 
   I attempt to take a deep calming breath, but instead it feels jagged. “Thanks Clarke, I have to go, I need to reach Harrison. There has to be more to this and I don’t want to react until I know what the truth is.” The tears continue to spill down my face. 
 
   “Danners, please let me know what happens. I’ll be dying over here! I luv ya honey!” 
 
   I mumble acknowledgement into the phone and then hang up.
 
   I’m still collapsed on the floor when I hit send to call Harrison. Please pick up, please pick up I repeat over and over in my head. Damn it, I get his voicemail. I leave a quick message telling him to call me back immediately. I follow that up by sending a text of the same message. 
 
   I struggle to a standing position again. My legs feel like jelly and I seriously feel like I might get sick. My stomach is churning and I have bile in my throat. The thought of Harrison with another woman makes my head spin. I can’t bear the thought of some other woman’s hands on his body or having his children someday. Dear God, I think I’m becoming hysterical. I’m getting way ahead of myself. The room is spinning out of control and my thoughts have gone wild. While the image of that woman walking down the aisle with Harrison is stuck in my head, I quickly grab my windbreaker jacket and head outside for a walk on the beach. Hoping it will clear my head. I forget my shoes, but it doesn’t matter, I like the feeling of sand on my toes anyway. 
 
   Despite the cold drizzle, it feels really good to be outside walking along the shore. My toes feel numb from the cool wet sand. I raise my face to feel the salty mist cover my skin. I take a deep cleansing breath and feel my lungs fill with fresh clean air. I can’t get those grotesque thoughts of him with her out of my head and I still feel like I’m going to get sick, so I find a driftwood log and sit down. I watch the seagulls fight over some poor beached sea creature. It’s so savage; the irony is not lost on me. In a lot of ways, I feel like that little sea creature right now.  I’m being pulled in different directions and my fate is yet to be determined. My tears feel hot on my cool salt covered face. I swipe them away with my hand, but they continue to flow so it’s fruitless. I can’t seem to catch my breath. My nerves have gotten the better of me. Waiting for his call is torturing me as my mind races, thinking of all the possible explanations. My mind then settles on the news clipping I received yesterday. Of course, that was foreshadowing of today’s announcement. My god, I fear the truth. 
 
   I feel my phone vibrating in my pocket and I pull it out to see that it’s Harrison. I feel a cold wave of dread overtake my entire body and penetrate my soul. 
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Hi Danielle, I guess you have heard. I wanted to get to you first but…” 
 
   I gasp for air as the tears begin to gush out of my eyes and cascade down my face.
 
   I barely whisper, “It’s true then?”
 
   “It is complicated, Danielle and unexpected.” He sounds withdrawn and distant toward me.
 
   I choke on my own tears and clear my throat. 
 
   “What do you mean exactly, that it’s complicated? Are you or are you not engaged to Marion Devereaux?” I feel the pulse in my neck pounding and my breathing has now increased to a pant. 
 
   “Danielle, the short end of it is no, I am not marrying her, however, for all intents and purposes I am engaged to her. As I said, it is complicated and I need you to trust me. I can’t tell you anything else about it right now. ”
 
   What the fuck? I’m supposed to trust him? Oh no way. Enough is enough, so I let him have it.
 
   “I have no idea how I’m supposed to feel better that you’re engaged to her, but you have no plans to actually marry her? How is that grounds for trusting you? You need to do better than that! Why did you tell me she means nothing to you? Why did you insist that I stay in your penthouse while you were gone? And, why did you fuck my brains out right before you hopped on a plane with her?” I scream into the phone. 
 
   “I am not in a position to tell you the details surrounding my engagement. Just know that I am not marrying her and at the end of all of this, the truth will come out and all will be crystal clear at that time.” He sounds like he rehearsed that. Something just does not jive here.
 
   The tears start flowing heavily from my sheer frustration and despair. I’m trying to disguise my heaving and sobbing by holding the phone away from my mouth. I collect my breath. 
 
   “Damn it Harrison, you are cold and callous. You must think I’m just someone you can play with and then throw away when you’re done, I-”
 
   He interrupts. I stand up and start pacing a path into the compacted wet sand. I have my hair twisted around my fingers so tight it’s cutting off circulation. 
 
   “Whoa, Danielle, I have been nothing but honest with you about what I wanted from our arrangement. I never promised anything further. “
 
   “Arrangement? That’s what you call it?  Have you have been just using me for your own entertainment until you landed Marion?” I once again scream into the phone.
 
   “Oh no, don’t you get this mixed up with your ex-husband, Danielle. I have feelings for you. I just cannot act on them right now. I am asking you to trust me until this is over.” 
 
   He has feelings for me. That’s the first I’ve heard of any feelings other than how his body feels, which has always been rather evident. I think for a second and attempt again to dry my eyes.
 
   I try to calm down, “Harrison, if you want me to trust you, then you need to tell me the truth about EVERYTHING. I need questions answered now, truthfully.”
 
   He doesn’t answer right away. 
 
   In a cold and ominous hushed voice, “The truth is a dangerous game, Danielle.”
 
   What the fuck kind of answer is that?
 
   A second later, I get a beep and I hold the phone so I can see whom it’s from; it’s Unknown Caller, again. 
 
   That’s it, I’m done. I’m sick of being stalked by this phantom caller, I’m done with my home being invaded and having the feeling of being followed. And I’m done with feeling like I’m only entitled to half a relationship. With that, I hurl my phone as far and as hard as I can into the cold salty Pacific Ocean. With a splash that alerts the ravenous seagulls, my phone is gone. 
 
   Void of emotion, I say, “Goodbye Unknown Caller. Goodbye Harrison.”
 
   
 
   

Glass Towers-ShatteredBook Two
 
   

Chapter One
 
    
 
   Goodbye unknown caller. Goodbye Harrison.
 
   “Danielle… Danielle?”
 
   All he hears is a beeping and then a voice says, “Call failed.”
 
   “Damn it!”
 
   After throwing my phone in the ocean, I sit back on the log and have the biggest cry I have had since my dog, Barney, died when I was nine.  After sobbing uncontrollably for at least the better part of an hour, I stagger back to the house. I have a lump in my throat and need a glass of water. I take the glass back to my room. I undress and take a quick steaming hot shower. I then crawl into bed and sob myself to sleep. I sleep straight through my crazy parents coming home and through Stormy jumping into bed with me. I awake the next morning and am disoriented. For one brief second, I have forgotten all of the previous day and the end of Harrison and me.  When my mind snaps on, the despair sets in and then the tears return. I don’t notice that Stormy is in bed with me until I feel her snout nuzzling my head. I reach up to pet her and find a brief moment of solace. Then the guttural sobs ensue. My mom must have heard me from the kitchen. She knocks lightly and then pops her head in the door.  One look at me and she comes rushing forward while yelling for my dad to get in here. 
 
   With my parent’s shoulders to cry on and several days of them pampering and waiting on me hand and foot, I feel stable enough to return to Portland and to my condo. I leave early in the morning and arrive before lunchtime. Once inside my condo, I look around nervously to assure myself that nothing has been disturbed. Once I feel comfortable enough, I proceed to sit down to my laptop and catch up on emails. I will need to head to the mobile store at some point today to replace my damned phone. It feels weird not having a phone. I had to use my mom’s phone to contact Simone and let her know my whereabouts. I used their computer to make sure there weren’t any urgent business matters to tend to. Other than that, I had shut myself off from the world. From Harrison. 
 
   I open my personal email and notice there are dozens of emails from Harrison. I just can’t bring myself to open them presently, so I decide to just leave them for the moment. Maybe later I will look at them. Or maybe later I will just delete them. 
 
   I do notice one from Simone that intrigues me. The subject says: Brace yourself. So I do. I open the email and scan over it. It is a confirmation of what I have already had confirmed by Harrison himself a week ago. Attached to the email is a copy of the official press release. I don’t read the whole thing, but it just states that Harrison is indeed engaged to the Wine Witch and though the date has not yet been set, it is expected to happen by the New Year.  The Towers and Devereauxs are thrilled to bring the two families together. I feel a bitterness forming in the back of my throat. Why couldn’t Harrison have been honest with me?  It sickens me further to think that I have completely fallen for him. I can’t help but to wonder what the hell that charade was at the winery. If he was planning this the entire time, why would he flaunt me in front of her and the entire world at the gala? There is so much that doesn’t make sense, but at the end of it, he is due to marry her by the end of the year. Well, he isn’t one for long time frames, that’s for sure.  
 
   I feel the tears threatening and I take a deep breath and respond to Clarke to let her know that I don’t want her to forward anything else. It hurts too much and it’s insensitive. I also let her know that I will message her later in the day when I have a new phone number. I log out of my personal email and start to log in to my business email, when, despite my best efforts to stifle it, I start weeping uncontrollably, shuddering at the thought that Harrison has gone from my life. I’m not sure what I have to live for. My business has lost its excitement for me, I have no one but my parents, and Simone, and none of them are here in town to prop me up. I feel so alone and empty. How could I have allowed myself to let my guard down? I chastise myself. If there was this long-standing situation between Harrison and Wine Witch’s families, then I never stood a chance. I stop sobbing, wipe my eyes and blow my nose before I moved my attention back to the task of checking my overflowing business inbox. 
 
   I scroll down and yet another email catches my eye. It’s from Harrison’s personal assistant, Hilary. The subject: Appointment Confirmation. I open it. I scan the email and gasp. Oh no! They’re still expecting me to execute the decorating for the new space that HQ is moving into in just a few days. No way! I will not do this job. The pit in my stomach is growing to the size of a watermelon! I send Hilary a message explaining that it would be best if they find a more suitable designer for the job. I hit send, get up from my chair and walk over to the fridge. I pull out a bottle of wine and don’t even stop to notice what kind. I grab a water glass off the counter, pour the contents into the sink and replace it with a generous helping of the wine. I take a large swig of it, wishing it was something stiffer. After a couple more sips, I feel a little calmer. I lay down on my sofa and before I know it, I have fallen into a deep but disturbed sleep. I dream that I am running on the beach and someone is following me, but every time I look back, all I can see is an outlined shape. The shape has no face or features to use to make out who is pursuing me. Just as a dark hand reaches out to grab me, I wake with a start. I wipe the drool off my chin and sit up. I notice an envelope dancing across my screen. Yeah, yeah, I’ve got mail. I open my computer and find a few recent emails from my new clients in Lake Oswego, it appears they are thrilled with my suggestions and are ready to move forward. Well, that’s a piece of good news, a distraction. I look at the next email down and it is a response from Hilary. I suck in my breath and open the email. 
 
   From: Hilary Durand
 
   To: Danielle Austen
 
   Sent: Mon, Sept.26, 2011 1:23 PM
 
   Subject: Appointment Confirmation
 
   Ms. Austen,
 
   Thank you for your prompt response. I shared your email with Mr. Towers and he respectfully declines your resignation from this project. He feels that you are the best designer for this job. He also indicated that since our move is scheduled for next week it would be nearly impossible to find a suitable replacement. He is expecting you Wednesday at 10:00 AM at the Rogue Towers Suite to cover final preparations. 
 
   On a personal note Danielle, I beg of you that you complete the project. My sanity is at stake. 
 
   Talk soon, I hope.
 
   Hilary
 
   Harrison Tower’s Personal Assistant
 
   Towers Holdings, Inc. 
 
    
 
   Damn it! What does she mean her sanity is at stake? Why should I care about her sanity anyway? My own sanity is seriously in question at the moment and I’m supposed to care about hers?
 
   I sit there staring at the computer screen for what seems like an hour. I don’t want to meet Harrison at the damned building so we can discuss his fiancé’s fucking office. They can do it themselves. He’s screwed me over so why should I help him out? 
 
   I reply, 
 
    
 
   From: Danielle Austen
 
   To:  Hilary Durand
 
   Sent: Mon, Sept.26, 2011 2:45 PM
 
   Subject: Appointment Confirmation
 
   Dear Hilary,
 
   I can’t do it under the circumstances and maybe Mr. Towers should have thought of that before his trip to Montreal. 
 
   Good luck,
 
   Danielle
 
    
 
   Then I hit send, smiling to myself.
 
   There, I feel a little better. My mind wanders. Maybe with my new clients I can afford a vacation. I seriously need to get away and leave everything behind me for a week. Maybe somewhere tropical where I can hook up with someone tall, dark and mysterious. Maybe someone who doesn’t even speak English so I don’t have to think. Who am I kidding, that will never happen. It’s not like I would seriously have a vacation tryst. Now back to reality, I need a new phone. I head off to phone store. 
 
   “Here is your new phone, Miss Austen and the new number is printed right here on the paperwork. Is there anything else I can do for you?” He hands me a bag with my new smart phone along with the contract. 
 
   I shake my head and mumble thanks to the clerk. Out of my own stupidity and anger, my phone now lies on the sandy ocean bottom with my SIM card that contains all of my contacts. Now the shitty part is recreating all of my contacts. I’ll take the suggestion of the flirty sales clerk, Colin, and download my latest bill and try to re-create my contacts. I have saved business cards and emails that I can use too. No, it won’t be too hard to do, just time consuming. However, I will have plenty of time on my hands now that I’m not seeing Harrison. 
 
    
 
   After I return from the phone store, I lock myself in my condo after conducting a quick sweep to make sure all is clear. I set the bag down on my ottoman in my living room and refill my glass of wine. 
 
   I grab my new phone out of my bag and set to programming numbers in. I start with my stack of business cards then I go into my email contacts and add them. I set the phone down on the counter in the kitchen to refill my glass again. Cheers to Harrison Towers, I say to myself, congratulations on your nuptials, I’m now going to drink myself into oblivion. I hear a buzzing and look incredulously at my phone. Who the hell could be calling my phone, I haven’t sent out the blast yet to give everyone my new number. I pick up the phone… Fucking Unknown Caller. 
 
   I hit answer.
 
   “What the FUCK do you want? I am sick of you… GO AWAY!”
 
   I wait. 
 
   Nothing, I hear nothing but faint breathing. 
 
   Then a snicker and the call drops.
 
    
 
   I feel my insides turn to ice. I have heard this same thing before. Maybe it’s time to email Detective Burke again. 
 
   I hop onto my email and send a message to Detective Burke outlining the extensive amount of calls I have received over the last five weeks, explaining that I have call records to show as much. I give him my new phone number and ask him to contact me directly. 
 
   I then call Simone, but she doesn’t answer so I leave her a message.
 
   I have no idea what to do next. I drink more wine and wander aimlessly around the condo doing things like laundry and cleaning. I have downed almost an entire bottle of wine by 4:00 PM when I get a knock at the door. Shit! I’m tipsy and someone is at my door. Must be someone I know, otherwise they wouldn’t have gotten past Frank. I look through the peephole and just as I’m about the open the bolts, Frank belts out, “Hey Danielle, Miss Austen, you there? Got a delivery.”
 
   As he says this, I’m working on unbolting all of the locks. 
 
    
 
   He chuckles and looks at the locks, “Fort Knox, I see. Well a lady by herself in the city can’t be too careful. Listen, I have a delivery here for you.”
 
   I don’t see anything in Frank’s hands so I’m wondering where my delivery is. I’m starting to grow impatient, when Frank steps aside and who should step in front of the door but Harrison. I just about fall over. I scowl at them both and hiss at Harrison, “That was a dirty trick using Frank to get to me.” Frank looks at me sheepishly and then says, “Sorry, Miss Austen, he is my boss.” He shrugs and then disappears down the hallway. 
 
    
 
   Harrison turns to me and I notice that he looks like shit. I actually gasp aloud. I know I must look a fright with a tearstained face, swollen eyes and a red nose from blowing it so much. But Harrison looks like he hasn’t slept in days, there are dark circles under his eyes and speaking of his eyes, they are usually dancing and sparkling pale blue pools, but today they are cloudy and rimmed red. He has more than a five o’clock shadow and his clothes look slept in. Despite my sorrow and my rage, my loins betray me by stirring at the mere sight of him. I am momentarily taken off guard by his disheveled appearance, but I regain my composure and I realize that I need to shut him out. I can’t let him muscle his way in here. I start to close the door, but he moves his foot at lightning speed into the doorway.
 
   “Please, Danielle, can’t you just hear me out?” I start shaking my head rapidly, but I don’t move to continue shutting the door. Part of me wants to get my questions answered despite his ominous warning about the truth being dangerous. I have so many things I need to know just so I can move forward with my life.
 
   I finally let him pass.
 
   I lock one deadbolt but leave the rest unlocked so I can usher him out with ease in a few minutes. 
 
   He is looking at me expectantly. 
 
   “Look, Mr. Towers, you have exactly five minutes and then you WILL need to leave.” I look at the clock on the wall then back at Harrison. “Your time starts now.” I show him to the living room and he sits down next to the empty tissue box.  
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