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Chapter One
 
   Anna
 
   “Just a drink? What have you got to lose?” Leah was trying to convince me to go on a date with one of her boyfriend Daniel’s old college friends.
 
   “Leah, please. I’ve said no about a hundred times. Can you drop it?” I replied.
 
   “I just hate to see you so sad Anna.”
 
   “I’m not sad. I don’t know what you mean.”
 
   Leah sighed.  “You know exactly what I mean. You’ve been like this for months, since we came back from New York.”
 
   “I’ve just had a lot going on since we came back. The flat—work has been busy. You know people are saying that we all might be out of jobs if the rumors are true about the firm being in trouble, and I’ve had so much work since Mindy left. There’s just a lot been going on and I’ve been distracted.” But although that was all true, Leah was right, I’d been under a black cloud since being back in London. Everything had just seemed a bit muted, and I couldn’t bring myself to feel enthusiastic about anything.
 
   “You’re not going to lose your job. And even if you did, you could walk into another tomorrow.”
 
   I’d managed to change the subject from New York. I wanted to scrub it from my memory and I wanted to relive it constantly at the same time. I’d had a perfect week with Ethan. I didn’t know if it was because we were both clear on our expectations—that the week would be uncomplicated and about enjoying ourselves and, most importantly, limited to only one week—but I’d never felt so comfortable in a man’s company before. There had been no pressure, no expectations, no bullshit. We’d just concentrated on enjoying ourselves and each other. He made me laugh—out loud—not many men could do that. I liked him and I liked the person I was around him. By the end, it had felt like there was something more between us. The fact that he’d brought me back to his place the last evening we had together had made me feel like I was special.
 
   “You could call him,” she said.
 
   “Who?” I pretended I didn’t know who “him” was.
 
   “You know who. Ethan.”
 
   “I don’t want to call him. It was just a holiday fling. And if I did want to, I couldn’t because I don’t have his number any more than I did the ten thousand times you’ve mentioned this before.”
 
   “You could Google him.” 
 
   I’d not told Leah, but I’d already briefly tried to internet stalk him with no success. There were plenty of Ethan Scotts but nothing that I could see was relating to my Ethan. I was grateful in a way. No ambiguity. No promises. No bullshit.
 
   “Drop it, Leah.”
 
   “Okay. Let’s change the subject. When does the flat go through?”
 
   My flat had been on the market since I came back from New York and I’d just accepted an offer. I was so relieved to be moving after the break in. I hated being in that place alone. Even though they’d not taken anything, the fact that uninvited strangers had been in my home was still terrifying.
 
   “Hopefully within a month. The buyers want to move quickly.”
 
   “But you’ve not found somewhere else? What are you going to do? I’ve told you, you can stay with Daniel and me if you’ve not found somewhere.”
 
   I shrugged. “Thanks.” For once in my life, I didn’t have a plan and I didn’t want one.
 
   “You could move to New York,” Leah said.
 
   “Jesus Christ, Leah. I have to get back to work.” I stood from our table at our regular lunchtime place.
 
   “Sorry,” she mumbled. “I just want you to be happy,” she said.
 
   “I don’t need a man to make me happy,” I replied.
 
   Leah ignored me. “Are you coming out on Saturday?” she asked as we climbed the stairs, making our way out of the basement into the rain of an autumn afternoon in London. It was a great time of year. It matched my mood perfectly: dark and dreary. 
 
   I shrugged. “It depends on work.”
 
   “It’s Saturday night, Anna.”
 
   “I’ll see.” 
 
   We kissed each other goodbye and headed off in opposite directions.
 
   I should make the effort to go on Saturday. It was our friend from law school, Alice’s, birthday. Work was busy but not busy enough to be working weekends. I was a little worried about my job. Leah was right, I probably could find something else but I’d been happy where I was and I liked the people I worked with. But if the firm was in trouble, we could all lose our jobs no matter how hard I worked.
 
   The bustle of the office disguised my mood. No one noticed that I wasn’t participating, that my mind and my heart were elsewhere. It felt like they were all moving at a million miles an hour and that I was stuck in treacle, unable to keep up. I shouldn’t take breaks at lunchtime. It broke my concentration and allowed ‘him’ to seep through the cracks. If I kept busy, it kept him at bay. That’s why I’d been spending so much time at work recently. It was when I wasn’t in the office that I imagined bumping into him. The way I had the lunchtime after our first night together. Leah had told me it was fate and I’d scoffed. As far as I was concerned scoffing was mandatory when someone said something was fate. But part of me, a part I kept buried deep, away from sunlight and reality, wondered if she might have been right. And it was thoughts like that, that were driving me a little closer to insanity. 
 
   He could be in London right? He could be visiting his sister. London isn’t so big. Thirteen million people isn’t so many, right? 
 
   Wrong Anna. You’re an idiot, Anna.
 
    
 
   I shot an email to Leah and told her I would go along on Saturday. I wasn’t going to get away with not going without a lot of grief, so I might as well give in now and not waste the energy. On balance, it was the easier option. I’d been working such long hours that I was almost up to date with everything. I needed a project. A distraction. Maybe finding a new flat would be a good place to start. I closed my office door and started trawling through the property websites. I called about a couple of places and set up appointments after work and on Saturday. I thought about seeing if Leah wanted to come with me but decided against it. I didn’t want her constantly reminding me of Ethan. I didn’t need reminding.
 
   I’d never told Leah, or anyone, that I’d developed . . . feelings . . . I suppose would be the best way to describe it, for Ethan. She knew the sex was amazing. She knew I’d spent every night with him and she’d seen my black mood After Ethan. Before Ethan, I’d never really spent more than three months in a relationship with a guy and although, most of the time, it was their bad behavior that ended things, it never took me long to recover. Ben the Bastard, and what he had gotten me mixed up with, had been awful. It meant I didn’t feel comfortable in my own home, but I wasn’t day dreaming about Ben and fantasizing that things could be different, that we could still be together. I’d never done that before. I’d been pissed off. I’d been hurt, but I’d just moved on. Ethan, on the other hand, was following me around like a ghost and I didn’t know how to shake him off.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Ethan
 
   Usually, I didn’t like flying, especially long haul. Today it didn’t bother me. I had too much to do to distract me from the fact we were thirty thousand feet up in a metal tube and the pilot was probably asleep, drunk or fucking the cabin crew. I had too much to think about. Tomorrow was a big day. I had to prepare. I’d not read the communications pack that had been couriered to my apartment yesterday and we were having interviews with press and meetings with clients all day tomorrow, and before that a meeting with the staff at 10 a.m. to announce the merger. 
 
   And then there was Anna to think about. I should never have brought her back to my apartment on that last night. Since then, I’d seen her in every room. She looked so fucking amazing coming in my bed. It was all I could see when I tried to sleep in there. I’d started spending my nights in the guest room because those images of her refused to leave me. 
 
   I liked that I could make her laugh out loud and that when she did, it was unaffected, with her whole body. We’d laughed a lot. I didn’t normally have fun with women—it had always been about the sex before Anna. And she’d seemed to understand about the demands of my job, which had surprised me. She hadn’t been sulky or demanding when I had to work—she got it. What I liked most of all was that she didn’t seem to give a shit about all the New York pretenses—the parties and the important people. She was real and she had gotten under my skin in a way no woman ever had.
 
   When the tin tube in which I was so precariously sitting hit the tarmac at London Heathrow in six hours, we would be in the same city. Breathing the same air. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Part of me was excited that I might see her again and part of me thought that that spelled complicated and I didn’t do complicated.
 
   If I wanted to find her, there were ways. But I hadn’t decided if that was what I wanted. I knew I wanted to fuck her again but I knew that my dick didn’t always have my best interests at heart. My brain knew I didn’t need the distraction—work was going to be demanding. And she might be distracted with someone else. It had been months and she had an appetite as voracious as my own. The thought churned my stomach. I hoped it was her vibrator keeping her hunger at bay rather than some prick who didn’t know how to make her come.
 
   “Would you like another whiskey, sir?” The blonde flight attendant leaned over, giving me a view of her less-than-perfect tits.
 
   She wasn’t my type. I wasn’t sure what was my type anymore. I was going through a dry spell. I was busy at work and well, every woman I met I compared to Anna and they just didn’t seem to make me laugh like her, or get me hard like her or do that cute thing waving their hands in the air when they talked like her.
 
   “No. Thank you,” I replied.
 
   She lowered her voice. “Well, if there’s anything you want, anything, you just let me know.”
 
   There was nothing subtle about her. Not her overly made up face, not her fake tits and not her come-on.
 
   “No, thank you,” I replied again. I didn’t want her hovering around me for the rest of the flight. She should go and find someone who would be more appreciative of her lack of subtlety.
 
   I’d been sent over to London by the New York office. Apparently, according to our communications manager, I wasn’t allowed to say “head office”. Fucking politics. New York would be head office. This wasn’t a merger, it was a takeover. I would be overseeing the “merger” of the New York law firm, where I was partner, with the London law firm Allen & Smith. Our firms had been in talks for months about a transatlantic merger but when Allen & Smith posted less than stellar profits three months ago, we knew the time was right. They were vulnerable, and we were ready. Without us, Allen & Smith would have probably gone into liquidation. I had been assigned to London for three months to head up integration. I wasn’t sure if integration was strictly the correct word. I was here to make sure London was doing what New York told them to do.
 
   When I got the first few days over with, I’d decide what to do about finding Anna. I didn’t need to think about it until then. I needed to work. To focus. I opened up my laptop and started preparing for Monday. 
 
   * * * * *
 
   My sister had become mildly hysterical when I’d announced I was coming to London. As soon as I’d told her, she’d started making plans on the spot. She had me mentally moved into their guest room in Hammersmith, wherever that was, and firmly palmed off with one the single mothers she knew. Eventually she gave in to me living on my own on the promise that I would have dinner with her and James and baby Izzy at least once a week. Izzy was a woman I could cope with. Jessica, not so much. I don’t know how James put up with her.
 
   She still insisted on meeting me at the airport as if I were a child. I would have preferred to wait to see her when Monday was over but it was one less argument to have with her. Jesus, she was hard work at times. But I couldn’t help but grin when I saw her and James waiting for me with a placard with my childhood nickname, Bond, written on it when I came out of baggage. I was obsessed with James Bond as a kid. The fast cars, the booze, the women. What wasn’t to like?
 
   I scooped Jessica up in a hug as soon as I saw her. “Stop nagging me,” I said.
 
   “I’ve not said a word,” she said, pushing me away.
 
   “Yes but you were about to,” I replied, ruffling her hair.
 
   “Don’t touch my hair.” She slapped my arm. “I don’t nag. I wouldn’t know how.” I looked at James who rolled his eyes as we shook hands. I chuckled. 
 
   “So where’s my favorite girl?” I peered into the stroller to see Izzy fast asleep.
 
   “Don’t wake her. She’s being a terror at the moment,” Jessica said.
 
   “Like mother, like daughter,” I teased.
 
   “Better that she’s like me than you.” Jessica sneered at me.
 
   Why did we revert to being thirteen around each other? I needed not to take the bait. “Come on—I need to prep for tomorrow so I need to get checked in to my hotel.”
 
   “Why won’t you stay with us?” Jessica whined. She did nothing but give me a hard time but she wanted me living with her? She was full of contradictions.
 
   “Because you’re a terror and I’m going to be working a lot. We discussed this. Come on.”
 
   We drove into the city and they dropped me at my hotel. I was going to stay here and see apartments the following week. I was here for three months so I didn’t want to be living in a hotel the whole time. As I checked in at the desk, I scanned the lobby. She could be here. What was she doing? Had she woken up with someone this morning? My gut clenched. I needed to focus. Tomorrow was a big day. It was an important time for the firm. There wasn’t room for distractions or complications.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
   Anna
 
   My hangover hit me hard. It was 4 p.m. and I was still lying in the dark on my sofa watching Sweet Home Alabama. The day had been a complete write off. I should have learned by now that I couldn’t drink white wine without a huge hangover. The problem was I couldn’t drink whiskey any more, not since New York. 
 
   Despite myself, Alice’s birthday had been fun. Leah was right, my mood had been off since New York. I’d pulled back a bit from things, from life, and I didn’t want to carry on like that. I’d plastered on a smile at Alice’s party and found that by the end of the night the smile had been genuine. Two guys had asked for my number and instead of rolling my eyes and dismissing them, which had been my reaction to anything male since I’d come back from New York I had agreed to take theirs. And who knows, I might use one of them. I missed Ethan but I’d only known him a week, he didn’t want anything more from me than what had happened between us and he was a continent away. I wanted to find an Ethan in London. Despite my hangover, I felt as if I’d pressed the reset button and by tomorrow everything should have reloaded, ready to start again.
 
    
 
   The next morning my new, positive attitude had decided to stick around so I dressed to kill and got into the office early. Except when I arrived, it didn’t seem that early. Passing through reception, there were people taking up seats, mobiles clamped to their ears. I checked my watch. Eight. It was weird, reception never had anyone in at that time.
 
   I wandered over to Julia, the head receptionist, who looked frazzled. “What’s going on?” I whispered.
 
   She shrugged. “Who the hell knows? But I’ve got Americans coming out of my arse.”
 
   I winced “Sounds painful. I’ll let you get on with it.”
 
   As I made my way to my desk I noticed the partners in our department huddled in one of our meeting rooms. Something was up. Maybe we were going into liquidation. Jesus. I was prepared for a new start but I didn’t want to kick things off by losing my job.
 
   Twenty minutes later, a few more associates were milling about and there was unmistakable tension in the air and not the good, sexual kind. I grabbed the phone and dialed Leah.
 
   “Something is going down,” I said in my best spy-like voice.
 
   “Well as long as he’s hot, I’d say open wide.”
 
   “Leah, what the hell is the matter with you? Your mouth’s dirtier than mine these days,” I said, genuinely shocked.
 
   She giggled. “I know, it’s Daniel. He’s a bad influence.”
 
   “I don’t want to know. Anyway. There’s definitely something up. I’ll rephrase that before you twist my words. Something is going on. Everyone’s jittery, there’s a bunch of activity in reception, and the partners look like they’ve been throwing up all night. It’s freaking me out.”
 
   “I’ll see if anyone here knows anything and I’ll text you.”
 
   Leah worked at another law firm and gossip among firms spread like wildfire. She was as likely to know something about my firm as I was.
 
   “Okay, good. Shall we meet for a drink tonight?” I suggested.
 
    “Yeah. That would be great.” Leah sounded shocked, I’d not been out much recently.
 
   The partners filed out of their huddle and a murmur passed across the office. People were exchanging glances. What had happened? My secretary caught my blank expression and whispered for me to check my email.
 
   All the associates were summoned to a firm meeting at 10 a.m. It was official. We were going under.
 
   I tried to concentrate on work but found myself surfing job websites. Was Leah right? Would I find something easily? Well, I wasn’t going to find anything between now and 10 a.m. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Ethan
 
   Since landing in London, the pull toward Anna had become stronger. She was becoming bigger in my thoughts and she wasn’t going away. I was going to have to track her down. I knew that now. The obvious way was through her friend’s boyfriend—Daniel Armitage. I could call him or maybe one of the other partners knew him – they probably ran in the same circles. Yes, Armitage would be the way in. 
 
   I picked up an unknown number calling my cell.
 
   “Scott,” I answered.
 
   “Hey, Ethan. It’s Phoebe.”
 
   Phoebe was one of the few women I’d fucked more than once. She lived in Boston and came to New York for work regularly. I didn’t have her number. She called me if she was in town and wanted to get laid. Until now I’d been happy to help her out.
 
   “So I’m in town and wondered if you were free tonight, say around ten?”
 
   “Actually,” I said closing the door to my temporary office, “I’m in London, for work, and . . .”
 
   “Okay, so I’ll call you next time.”
 
   “Er, Phoebe . . .”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “You know that I’ve never bullshitted you about our . . . relationship.” This was harder than I expected.
 
   “Yes, Ethan, I’m not in love with you, don’t worry that handsome face of yours.”
 
   I laughed, trying to sound casual. “Yeah, I know you would never be that crazy. It’s just . . . well, I don’t think we should catch up anymore when you’re in town.”
 
   “Oh. Okay. Did you go gay?” She laughed again, in a little less assured way this time.
 
   “Sorry, I just, well I met someone.”
 
   “Oh wow. First George Clooney, and now you? Well, I’m happy for you, I really am. Look, I’ve gotta go. Take care now.” The phone went dead.
 
   Relief pooled in my stomach and I collapsed back in my chair. It was only a half-lie. I had met someone and even though we weren’t together, our week together made my arrangement with Phoebe seem kinda sleazy. 
 
   Now I needed to focus. To concentrate. We were about to head into the conference room to make the announcement to the staff. Later today, I’d put a call into Armitage and see if I could find Anna.
 
   “Ethan, just to recap, I’ll speak for about ten minutes and then introduce you,” Frank, the outgoing senior partner addressed me. I nodded, half listening. There was no need to fucking recap. We weren’t conducting brain surgery, this was a staff announcement about a merger. 
 
   Would Armitage tell me where she was? Would she be back with her ex? Get your head in the fucking game.
 
   We filed into the conference room. You could feel the tension in the air, it was heavy. Lawyers didn’t like surprises and here was a room full of them scared out of their wits. As I scanned the room, eyes tried to catch mine, trying to see what was going to be announced seconds before the person next to them. My attention swept left and right and I tried to force a smile. I wasn’t here to announce bad news, after all. This was good for everyone. Their firm wasn’t going under and it would have if it hadn’t been for us. 
 
   My eyes were pulled to a group of lawyers at the side of the room, and something I couldn’t quite make out caught my attention. The faces gradually came into focus and there, standing behind the throng of chairs, she stood. Anna. My Anna. Looking straight at me, her mouth open, as if she’d seen a ghost.
 
   Fuck.
 
   I looked away quickly, and looked at the floor, trying to get my head together. My brain was fuzzy and I couldn’t organize my thoughts properly. She was here? She was a lawyer? The floor disappeared from beneath me as I tried to make sense of what I’d seen. I was meant to be saying a few reassuring words. She looked amazing. Different. Had Frank stopped speaking? 
 
   Fuck.
 
   Get your fucking shit together, Ethan. I brought my fist to my mouth and cleared my throat. 
 
   I looked up, stared straight ahead and tuned into what Frank was saying. He sounded beaten, exhausted.
 
   As he introduced me, I clapped him on the back. “Thanks Frank. I’m delighted to be here today with a number of my colleagues from New York to announce what will be the start of a new dawn for both our firms. Allen & Smith has a fantastic reputation for quality and client service and we’re all looking forward to working more closely together in these coming weeks, months and years. The merger is effective from the end of the month, after which we will be rebranded as one firm. We have some time for questions.”
 
   I concentrated hard on not looking in Anna’s direction. I couldn’t afford to be distracted on such a big day for both our firms. 
 
   The questions were inane and easy to answer, and I took each of them on auto-pilot.
 
   Would there be redundancies? Did anyone really expect a straight answer to that question? 
 
   What would the new name of the firm be? “That’s still being discussed” was the official answer, although in reality the names Allen and Smith were being dropped. 
 
   Would there be opportunities to work in the New York office? We hoped to create opportunities of all kinds for people across the firm.
 
   It was all ambiguity and bullshit. Two things I hated.
 
   That was when I let my eyes be drawn to her. She was staring at her feet, not at me. What was she thinking?
 
   We wrapped up and everyone trailed out. The rest of the day was spent in interviews with the legal press, meetings with clients and getting to know the other partners. Part of my role was to assess which of the partners made the cut. There was no doubt that people were going to get fired. We needed to improve profitability and quality, fast. That meant getting rid of dead wood. Frank would be the first to go. But I could tell today that he knew that and that he wouldn’t be a problem. 
 
   It was about 6 p.m. when things started to slow a bit. All in all, it had gone well. Apparently the legal press had been positive. I’d not seen it but my secretary passed me various articles throughout the day. I asked for a tour of the building to fill in the time before we went to dinner—the obligatory, first night in London welcome from the Allen & Smith partners. I really needed to check my messages but I wanted to see where exactly she worked and if I could spot her again. I insisted that Frank didn’t take me on the tour. He looked exhausted and could probably do with a break before dinner. Instead, Paul, a more junior partner showed me round. I tried to listen to what he was saying but really I spent my time scanning offices, trying to find her. I wasn’t quite sure what I’d say if I did come across her. I grinned at the thought of seeing her again. Although I’d only seen her for a few seconds, that open mouth she had was the same one I saw just before she came. Jesus, I could feel my cock stirring. Maybe seeing her again was not a good idea.
 
   I slapped Paul on the back and suggest we wrap up the tour and head off to the restaurant. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Anna
 
   I was waiting for Leah when she arrived, looking a bit flustered.  I was a glass ahead of her. Wine not whiskey, which I was sure to regret tomorrow but right then I didn’t care.
 
   I topped up my glass and poured Leah a glass, draining the bottle. I waved at the waiter, trying to get his attention so he could bring us more alcohol.
 
   “Jesus, Anna, it’s a Monday. I can’t get hammered,” Leah said as she sat down and took a sip of her wine.
 
   “So, I saw Ethan today,” I said.
 
   Leah looked confused. “What do you mean you saw Ethan?”
 
   I took another glug of my wine and nodded. “Ethan. In London. Announcing the merger.”
 
   Leah had emailed me when the news had broken online about the merger. I hadn’t responded other than to give her a time to meet up this evening.
 
   “What do you mean ‘announcing the merger’? I’m not with you.”
 
   The waiter appeared at our table.
 
   “We’re going to need more wine,” Leah said helpfully. At least she got that bit. “Start at the beginning.”
 
   “I told you the staff announcement was at 10 a.m. We filed in to the big conference room and there he was. Standing next to Frank.”
 
   “He was there?” she asked, catching on to what I was saying.
 
   I nodded. “Yup. Representing Flanders, Case & Burling, the US firm that’s taking us over. Why they bother calling it a merger, I have no idea, it’s a takeover - we were about to go under. He spoke, after Frank, I think. I can’t really remember.”
 
   “Shit.”
 
   I nodded again.
 
   “Did you get to speak to him?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Did he see you there?”
 
   “Yes, briefly, he looked at me.”
 
   “Do you think he knew you would be there?”
 
   I shrugged. “I guess. I’m sure he had employee lists. I don’t know,” I said.
 
   I shrugged again, and drank more wine.
 
   “So, what was it like? Seeing him?”
 
   It had been a shock seeing him again. A wonderful shock. A confusing shock. Excitement had coursed through me as I’d stared at him as he’d fiddled with some papers in front of him. And then, as he scanned the room, I knew he’d find me. And when he did, he snatched his gaze away as if I was the last person he wanted to see. It had stung.
 
   “Do you think he knew in New York?” I blurted. The thought had just occurred to me.
 
   “What? Knew where you worked? No. Do you think he did?”
 
   I drank more. The effect of the alcohol seeped through my body. Was he just playing some weird fucking game with me? Trying to get information on Allen & Smith? It was a pretty big coincidence for him to be a partner at the law firm that was taking over the place I worked, wasn’t it? 
 
   “I think he’s an asshole who was using me,” I stated.
 
   “Why? What would he be using you for? And anyway, he can’t have known. It’s just a coincidence. It’s the universe’s way of bringing you two back on the same continent, in the same city because it knows how good you are together.” Leah looked at me hopefully.
 
   “Shut the fuck up and drink with me,” I responded.
 
   That’s how he knew my name in New York. He’d not guessed my real name was Anna—there’d been no connection between us, which meant he could see who I really was without me having to tell him. He’d simply known. He’d played some weird mind game on me to try and get me to sleep with him. Using what he’d found in fucking due diligence to get laid. What a prick. He knew the whole fucking time.  Things were starting to make sense to me now. Thank you wine. 
 
   “Did he try and speak to you?” Leah asked.
 
   “No.” That had stung, too. He hadn’t looked at me again for the rest of the meeting. Not even a glance in my direction and I was sure about that because I hadn’t been able keep my eyes off him. What was he going to say to me anyway? “Sorry I lied and mislead you but it was business”? 
 
   And now I was going to be working for him. He was effectively going to be my boss or my boss’s boss or something. Well, hopefully he’d be back in New York by the end of the week and I wouldn’t hear his name again.
 
   “Well, I’m sure you two will catch up soon. This is exciting!”
 
   “It’s not exciting, Leah, it’s a disaster. I’m a walking disaster when it comes to men.”
 
   “You are not! This Ethan thing could work out well. How long is he in London for?”
 
   “He’s a liar and he used me. Maybe he was trying to get information about Allen & Smith. He’s an asshole.”
 
   “That seems pretty unlikely, Anna. You’re jumping to conclusions. Wine does not bring wisdom.” 
 
   I hadn’t told her that he’d guessed my name in New York. It was a weird thing to have happened, so I’d kept it to myself. Now I was pleased I hadn’t told her. I felt like such a fool for believing that it had been real. 
 
   * * * * *
 
   The next day at work my anger at Ethan and my hangover mixed into a mood that turned me into something that was straight from Greek myth and legend. I swear to god, I think if anyone had so much as looked at me wrong, I would have turned them to stone. I wasn’t taking any shit from anyone. I pounded through my work, refusing to think about anything but the contracts in front of me. The asshole that was Ethan Scott was not going to distract me or affect my career. Once again I’d proven to myself that I only attracted the lowest type of man. I was going to spend the rest of my life celibate. Decision made. It was easier all around, please move along, nothing to see here.
 
   I was close to not having anything to do. It was never like that but because I’d been working like a machine since I’d returned from New York—contracts were flying off my desk. I needed to stay distracted so I fired off an email to my boss telling him that I had capacity to do more. I was going to get employee of the year.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
   Ethan
 
   I sat at my desk trying to concentrate on my emails. I had twenty minutes until my next meeting and despite the fact I’d not had any sleep, I hadn’t used my insomnia to keep on top of work and emails from clients were piling up. I forwarded a lot of them to my assistant in New York but he wouldn’t be in the office for hours. If the volume of meetings continued like this, I was going to start to lose clients. I needed some people, a team, here in London, if this was going to work. And I needed to sleep. Despite being awake all night, I’d not been doing what I should have been and working through my in-box, instead I’d been going over the booklet of associate details I’d been handed when I arrived. Of course, there was only one associate I was interested in. It didn’t tell me much. Just her department, her office number and her personal contact details. 
 
   I left the dinner earlier than was polite. I needed some time to think. I wanted to speak to her. It had been so good to see her. She had looked fucking amazing. I wanted to kiss her, touch her, bury myself in her.  
 
   Walking through the corridors at the office, I kept scanning the people scuttling around me, trying to find her . . . but nothing. It was irritating because I kept catching people’s eyes as I looked for her. Everyone clearly knew me so I’d been trying to keep to my office between meetings.
 
   I flicked open the booklet. I could call her and invite her to lunch or something. I dialed her number. 
 
   “Anna Kirby,” she answered, sounding . . . irritated.
 
   “Anna, it’s Ethan,” I spoke softly.
 
   Silence.
 
   “Anna?”
 
   “What do you want?” she snapped.
 
   It was not the response I’d expected and my body clenched. I hadn’t thought this through.
 
   “I want to speak to you.” I would have thought it was obvious.
 
   “I’m at work.”
 
   “Anna.”
 
   “You’ve got all the information you could ever need about Allen & Smith, I don’t know why you need to speak to me about anything more.”
 
   She hung up. What was that? Did she understand that it was me? Did she get me confused with someone else?
 
   My secretary Theresa, interrupted my thoughts and gave me some papers for the next meeting. Anna would have to wait.
 
   “Can you get me in with Frank after this and before my lunch? I need to talk to him about resourcing my client work,” I asked.
 
   “No problem,” she replied.
 
   I liked her. She was efficient and pleasant but not a people pleaser and she wasn’t trying to blow smoke up my ass. She was the only one not being a kiss ass and I was grateful to her for it.
 
   * * * * *
 
   Back at my desk, I tried Anna’s extension again. No answer. It was 6.p.m. I’d declined a dinner invitation that evening so I could catch up on things but I wanted to speak to Anna, get to the bottom of her brush off earlier and, I don’t know, hang out with her, hear about what had been going on with her. What the hell was the matter with her? I worked out from her extension that she must be on the fourth floor so I went down in search of her. She couldn’t ignore me if I was stood right in front of her.
 
   I wandered left out of the elevators. All the floors were the same layout—a mixture of open plan seating and rows of offices Where to start? What was I going to say to her when I found her?
 
   One of the corporate partners, Al, found me before I had time to decide.
 
   “Ethan, Frank spoke to me earlier, I was just about to brief a couple of assistants I’ve identified to work with you. Do you want to come with me and meet them? They’re a couple of real stars, ready and eager to help you with whatever you need,” he said.
 
   “Sure,” I replied. Was there another appropriate response? It was the last thing I wanted to do. I wanted to find Anna.
 
   I followed Al as he went on about the associates he’d lined up and we walked across the floor, between the desks. I saw her before she saw me but only just. I smiled and she looked back down at what she was working on. Al charged into her office and she was forced to look up. She avoided looking at me. 
 
   “Anna, have you met Ethan?”
 
   She stood up and came out from behind her desk.
 
   “No, we’ve not met. I’m Anna Kirby.”
 
   I followed her lead and pretended not to know her. I took her hand to shake as she offered it to me. Her skin was as soft as I remembered but I wasn’t used to seeing her in formal work wear. She gave me a tight smile and focused on something over my shoulder, not looking at me. What the fuck? My eyes glided down her body, taking in skin above her shirt, her tight skirt, the bump on her thigh gave away that she was wearing a garter belt. I wondered who else had noticed. Who was she wearing that for?
 
   “Anna is one of our brightest associates and is going to be helping you out while you’re in London.” Al said.
 
   Al clearly hadn’t given Anna the heads up. She looked like she might vomit at the thought.
 
   “Anna, why don’t you put some time in Ethan’s diary?” He paused and looked at me. “Is tomorrow morning soon enough?” I nodded. “Invite Richard as well. The two of you will be assisting Ethan.” Al then turned to me. “Then if you need more resources, we can find more people. Does that work?”
 
   “That’s great, Al. I’m sure I’ll enjoy working with Anna.” I tried to catch her eye but she was looking everywhere except at me. I wanted to ask Al to leave us, leave me to say hello properly, to trail my hands across Anna’s thighs, underneath her skirt, to push into her underwear. Fuck, focus Ethan.
 
   “I have to get back but it was nice to meet you, Anna.” She didn’t respond.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Anna
 
   I couldn’t believe he had the nerve to request I work for him. What a total dick. He’d tried to call me again but I’d not picked up when I recognized the number.  What could he possibly have to say to me that I wanted to hear?
 
   My phone rang again and it was him. Again. He needed to stop harassing me. I sent the call to voicemail and logged off. If I wasn’t in the office, he couldn’t find me. Maybe I’d call in sick tomorrow. I was going to have to find an excuse not to work with him.
 
   I picked up a bottle of wine on the way home and collapsed on the sofa with a huge glass. Hangover or no hangover, I needed some kind of sedative. I considered calling Leah but I couldn’t risk her babbling on about fate or the universe or something equally ridiculous, so I switched on the TV and started to open my post. My mobile started vibrating on the coffee table, I didn’t recognize the number but I answered it. 
 
   “Anna, it’s Ethan. If you hang up, it will take me about thirty seconds to be at your front door.”
 
    “Are you stalking me? How do you have my home address?”
 
   “The Partner Booklet of associate details.”
 
   “Fucking hell, isn’t that a breach of my human rights or something, that’s outfuckingrageous—”
 
   “Let me in Anna.”
 
   “Where are you?” I peered through the peephole and saw him standing against the wall opposite my door.
 
   “You know where I am. You just checked your peephole.” He was very calm, just like I imagined a psychopath would be. 
 
   “Why are you even here? You got what you wanted. You made a fool out of me, now just pretend I don’t exist.”
 
   “Let me in.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Let me in.”
 
   “I said no.”
 
   “Do you really want to continue to have this conversation through the door for all your neighbors to hear? I’ll stay here all night if I need to. It’s not like I’m sleeping anyway.”
 
   What was the matter with this crazy guy? This flat was cursed. I couldn’t wait to move.
 
   “If I let you in, do you promise to leave after ten minutes?” I asked. 
 
   “I told you that I don’t make promises I can’t keep.”
 
   “You are full of total bullshit.”
 
   “What the fuck Anna? What is it that has made you so angry with me? We agreed I wouldn’t call you, that we wouldn’t stay in touch. I thought that’s what you wanted.” He raised his voice—it was the first time I’d ever known him to be ruffled. 
 
   I opened the door and looked at him, unwilling for the neighbors to further witness to my dating disasters.
 
   “I’m not angry you didn’t call, I’m angry because you used me.”
 
   He stepped toward me and I stood to the side to let him in. We might as well have this out as he was right in front of me.
 
   He stepped inside my flat and I closed the door and lent back.
 
   “I’m not a stupid guy but I’m having a hard time following your logic. We agreed it was going to be uncomplicated fun. I’m not pretending it wasn’t about sex for me but you can’t pretend it wasn’t about sex for you. I thought we were on the same page. If I’d known you’d expected me to call . . .”
 
   “What are you talking about? I didn’t expect you to call.” My voice had dropped to almost normal. I was exhausted from being so angry at him.
 
   “Then I don’t follow you,” he said.
 
   We stood in silence for a long minute. Thoughts were racing through my head and none of them made sense. Having him so close was not helping my clarity of thought. He was near enough to touch, to . . .
 
   “Do you want a drink?” I asked. He nodded and I headed to the kitchen and poured two glasses of whiskey. Another thing to be mad at him for—whiskey and Ethan were synonymous for me now.
 
   “Can you stop swearing at me for just a few minutes and talk to me?” he asked.
 
   I didn’t look at him, I couldn’t look at him as I handed him his drink and then moved past him into the living room and collapsed on the sofa.
 
   “Anna.”
 
   “You should have been honest with me from the beginning,” I said calmly.
 
   “About what? That I was a lawyer?” 
 
   I glanced at him and he looked confused.
 
   “Jesus.” Was he being deliberately stupid?
 
   “Anna, seriously? What?”
 
   “About the fact that you knew exactly who I was, that you wanted information about Allen & Smith, that you were using what you knew about me to get laid or something.”
 
   “What? When?” he asked.
 
   “In New York.” He couldn’t think I hadn’t realized what he’d been doing.
 
   “You think I knew you worked for Allen & Smith when we met?” he asked, his voice lighter. I didn’t respond. “How would I have known?” he asked.
 
   Silence.
 
   “What, and I arranged for you to be in New York, at the same bar as me?” I hadn’t quite worked out how he’d managed to bump into me.
 
   “And at lunch the following day.” I prompted.
 
   “Well, yes, that’s true. I did know you were going to be at lunch at that place the next day.”
 
   My head snapped round to look at him. 
 
   “I didn’t tell you because it made me look like a stalker but I wanted to see you again and the only information I got from the concierge about you was where you were going to be.”
 
   “Oh. My. God.” I knew it. I knew it. “And how did you know I’d be in that bar?”
 
   He stood up from the chair opposite me and took his jacket and tie off and came to sit next to me. I didn’t move a muscle.
 
   “Is that what you think? That I arranged the meeting with you to get information about Allen & Smith?”
 
   I stayed silent.
 
   “You are officially crazy,” he said softly.
 
   “Don’t try and make me out as crazy. You’re the one stalking me,” I huffed.
 
   “Think about it Anna. What information did you pass me about Allen & Smith?” I did think about it. I hadn’t even told him I was a lawyer, let alone anything about where I worked.
 
   “I found out you worked there during the announcement—when I saw you.”
 
   I looked at him sideways. 
 
   “Then how did you know my name was Anna?”
 
   He reached out and pulled me onto his lap. I didn’t resist him. Maybe I should have. But I wanted to believe what he was saying.
 
   “I didn’t know, beautiful. I just thought it suited you.”
 
   My stomach fluttered as he called me beautiful. Damn you stomach. 
 
   “And you strong-armed the concierge to find out where I was lunching the day after we met? That’s weird.”
 
   He nodded. “Yes, a little out of character for me.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because I wanted to see you again. Haven’t I told you, you’re fantastic in bed?” 
 
   He grinned and then nuzzled into my neck and I let him.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Ethan
 
   It felt so good to have her in my arms again. Too good. She’d calmed a little, but she seemed so stressed I wasn’t sure how long it would last.
 
   “So it was coincidence? Meeting at the bar and my name?” she recapped.
 
   “Yes,” I spoke into her neck, trailing my lips across her skin.
 
   “And your firm’s take-over or merger or whatever of my firm is coincidence?”
 
   “You think I arranged the merger so I could see you again? You’re not that good in bed.”
 
   She laughed and I felt her relax against me.
 
   “So that’s a lot of coincidences,” she mused, ignoring my erection that was pressing against her hip.
 
   “Uhuh,” I mumbled and nodded. 
 
   She lay her head on my chest and I stroked her hair.
 
   “It’s nice to see you again,” she whispered.
 
   “It is? I was getting the distinct impression you were thinking the exact opposite,” I teased her.
 
   She moved to look at me, our noses almost touching. “I’m sorry. It’s just . . .”
 
   “Don’t, it’s fine.” I moved my hand to cup the back of her head and she leaned forward, just a fraction. Did she want this? 
 
   “Ethan,” she whispered so softly I wondered if I’d heard it in my head. “Ethan,” she said, louder this time.
 
   I pulled her head toward me took her bottom lip between my teeth.
 
   I had to taste her. I slipped my tongue between her lips and I slid my hand under her shirt and down the back of her skirt, under her underwear to the base of her spine. I loved the feel of her skin against mine.
 
   Sharply, her hands pushed against my chest forcing our lips apart but I continued stroking my fingers on her bare back. “Ethan, no. You’re my boss now. We need to have rules.”
 
   I knew she was speaking sensibly but I didn’t care. “Later, beautiful. We can agree to rules later. Right now, I want to taste you.”
 
   Her breath hitched and I knew that I would be inside her soon.
 
   “You don’t have roommates due back do you?” I asked.
 
   “Why don’t you ask the concierge?” she quipped, giggling at herself. She wasn’t going to let me get away with that lightly.
 
   I lifted her up and put her down next to me and slid to my knees in front of her. Roughly, I pulled her hips to the edge of the sofa and reached under her skirt. “You are looking for trouble, Miss Anna,” I said and her cheeks pinked slightly. God she looked beautiful. I hooked my fingers into either side of her underwear and pulled them down. They pooled at her feet. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
   Ethan
 
   “I noticed something earlier,” I said as I trailed my hands flat along the front of her thighs, from her knees up underneath her skirt. I stopped as I found the garter belt. I swallowed. She wore this shit to work? Fuck. I was never going to be able to practice law again with her around. “I thought so.” Her eyelids fluttered and I removed my hands and fumbled for her zipper. I needed her skirt off so I could see what, exactly, she had on.
 
   I slid the tight navy crepe from her legs, exposing her naked pussy and her stockings. She was perfect. With her skirt off, I pushed her knees wide apart, and she held them there. That was what really did it to me, the way she unashamedly wanted me and wasn’t afraid to ask for it. And it wasn’t just that she wanted sex. She wanted what I did to her. And that felt fan-fucking-tastic.
 
   She was squirming before me, impatient for what was to come next. I watched her, eyes closed, head tilted back, lips parted. It was the best view in the world. “Ethan,” she moaned, urging me on. I trailed my fingers down the back of her thighs, up to her perfect ass. I could see her glistening already. 
 
   “You are fucking gorgeous.” I leaned forward and lightly trailed my tongue from her opening to her clit and down again and sat back. 
 
   “Ethan. Please. More.” Jesus, my entire blood supply surged to my dick. I plunged both thumbs inside her, twisting and stroking. Her eyes flew to what I was doing. I moved my thumbs up her folds and spread her open, her clit exposed as I flicked the hard bud with the tip of my tongue.
 
   “Ethan.” She bolted up onto her elbows.
 
   I flicked again.
 
   “Ethan, no.” She ground her hips into me, her body saying the opposite of her words. 
 
   I flicked once more and captured her ass in my hands and pulled her toward me as I sucked and licked. Her fingers went to my hair and she trailed her feet down my sides. I pushed her legs apart again with my elbows and thrust my fingers into her.
 
   I knew she was close as she tried to push me away from her. “Ethan. Oh god. Oh god. Oh god.”
 
   She pulsed beneath my tongue and I reduced the pressure as she arched her back and screamed my name. Fuck I’d missed watching her come - come apart so completely in front of me.  
 
   She pulled my head from between her thighs and brought me up to face her. Instead of kissing me, she trailed her tongue across my chin, licking herself off me. Jesus, the woman should be in jail for the things she did to me.
 
   “I want you inside me Ethan. I mean it. Now.” She rolled over to kneel on the sofa, stripped off her blouse and gripped the cushions at the back. 
 
   She was still so demanding.
 
   “Ethan,” she said, knocking me out of the daze of watching her bend over like that, offering herself to me. Jesus. 
 
   I found a condom in my wallet, peeled off my shirt, dropped my pants in record time and positioned myself, wanting to savor this moment before I slid into her. She pushed back impatiently.
 
   “We have all night,” I whispered. And I thrust into her and quickly withdrew completely. She gasped. “And all of tomorrow night.” I pushed into her again. “And the night after that.” She was whimpering. Incoherent. Crazed. I pulled at her waist, pulling her away from the sofa and toward me, her back against my chest. “Feel that beautiful?” I said as I kept thrusting as deep as I could. I’d not felt her around me for so long, and I wanted to get as deep as I could.
 
   “Yes,” she whispered.
 
   “You’re going to have my cock inside you every day now.” I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to stay away from her. I was going to have to have her, constantly, every day.
 
   “Oh god yes,” she responded.
 
   I pushed on her shoulders, trying to get deeper. Her breaths were short and quick. It wouldn’t be long.
 
   I needed to see her face. I pulled out and she fell forward, limp. I picked her up and walked across the room to the dining table. Sitting her at one end, I pushed back into her, she was so tight, so perfect. She lay back and I leaned over her, scanning her face for her reaction to our bodies. Her cheeks were flushed and a sheen of sweat on her forehead captured a few strands of her hair. That sleek office look that she wore during the day was gone and the Anna only I knew was back.
 
   I circled my hips and she twisted away from me. She was close.
 
   “Don’t resist it beautiful. You don’t have to save it up. I’ll make you come as often as you want.” 
 
   Her body juddered, her mouth parted and I saw her peak just as I poured myself into her.
 
   She slumped back on the table, boneless and beautiful. I grinned at her.
 
   “Stop looking at me like that,” she said, catching my grin.
 
   “Like what?”
 
   “Like you know something.”
 
   “I do know something.”
 
   “What do you know?”
 
   “I know you’re beautiful. I know that we’re going to do that again soon. And then again and again. And I know that I’m pleased to see you. I’ve missed you.”
 
   She turned her head to the side, not saying anything. 
 
   “I’ve missed you fucking me too,” she said eventually.
 
   “That’s not what I said,” I replied as I pulled her up to sit and then helped her off the table. “I’ve missed fucking you but I’ve missed all of you. Where’s the bathroom?”
 
   She indicated left and I pulled my arms around her waist and walked her backward in the direction of the bathroom. “Let’s shower,” I said.
 
   She stood still and silent as I turned on the shower and adjusted the temperature. “Come here.” I held out my hand to her and led under the water. “We never got a chance to fuck in the shower in New York.”
 
   “Ethan,” she admonished.
 
   “Now you’re going to turn coy, after you’ve licked your come off my face and begged me to fuck you?”
 
   She reached her hands around my neck and kissed my chest.
 
   “I just need to understand the rules, Ethan.”
 
   “Later,” I replied.
 
   “Later?”
 
   “Later.” I kissed the top of her head.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Anna
 
   It felt so strange but so comfortable having him in my flat, in my shower. He washed my hair for me, combed through my conditioner, covered my whole body in body wash and then rinsed me clean, all while trailing my body with kisses. We stood under the water facing each other, our tongues pressing together, exploring, kissing until the water ran cold.
 
   “This isn’t the Mandarin Oriental, I don’t have unlimited hot water I’m afraid,” I said as my skin puckered under the cool spray.
 
   He smiled at me, led me out of the shower and pulled a towel around me. “I don’t mind where I fuck you, as long as I’m inside you.”
 
   I dropped my towel and wrapped my hand around his erection. His eyes burned into mine and I fell to my knees. I’d given blowjobs before but it had always been to please the person on the receiving end. Right then, I wanted him in my mouth. There was a rush of liquid to my sex at the thought. I looked up at him from my knees and before my mouth had touched him, he groaned. I grasped the base of him and ran my tongue on the underside of his erection, from the very base of him right to the tip, my hand following, pulling on him. His eyes were wide with wonder when I closed mine, traced his head with my tongue and then took him deep in my mouth.
 
   He hands thrust into my hair and I could tell he was trying to stop himself from pushing into me. I didn’t want him to resist that urge. With him in my mouth I moved both hands to the cheeks of his bottom and pushed, urging him to fuck my mouth. He growled as he went deeper and held my head tighter. I wanted him to take from me what he needed. It was the ultimate turn on that I could give him that. I sat back on my knees and he slowed. I placed my hands over his on my head, reassuring him that this was what I wanted. He was in control. He could have whatever he wanted from me. His thrusts started in earnest, pushing in and out of my mouth. My nipples tightened as I kept my eyes on his,
 
   He angled himself right at the back of my throat and I gagged. The wetness between my thighs increased. I wanted him inside me.
 
   He knew. He pulled his cock from my mouth and dragged me to my feet to my bed.
 
   “You are so fucking sexy,” he growled as I lay back on the mattress and he stood over me.
 
   “Ethan.” I was shaking with lust for him. I wanted to know why he wasn’t inside me yet and then I heard the rustle of a condom wrapper. He crawled up my body and thrust into me. My head snapped back at the feel of him. As if he’d not been inside me half an hour ago. Like it was the first time I’d ever felt him fill me up. It was as if my body never quite got used to the size of him. I needed him close to me and I grabbed at him and pulled him against my body, wrapping my arms around his neck.
 
   “You can’t get enough, can you, beautiful?”
 
   He was right. He’d created this insatiable woman who was drunk on lust for him and would do anything to have the man above her inside her. It scared me and thrilled me in equal measure. I didn’t want to be so out of control. 
 
   He pulled his head back so he could see my answer. I shook my head slightly and he moaned and buried his face in my neck and sunk his teeth into my skin. A wave of pleasure washed over me and mixed with pain. The start of my orgasm began to fizz across my body.
 
   My hands moved to his shoulders and I tried to push him away slightly.
 
   “No,” he said sharply. “You will come for me. You won’t resist me anymore, Anna.” He increased his thrusts, deeper, harder and a white light blinded me as I fell and fell and fell.
 
   * * * * *
 
   I lay boneless and limp, with Ethan collapsed on top of me, his breath on my neck slowing, starting to return to normal.
 
   My hands trailed up and down his back. It felt amazing having him in my bed. In my city. But for how long? I didn’t want to think about it. 
 
   Eventually he moved off me, went to the bathroom and emerged looking so hot it hurt. His hair was ruffled and his eyes bluer than before. 
 
   “I think you might have exhausted me. I didn’t sleep at all last night,” Ethan said as he dived under the duvet and beckoned me into the crook of his arm.
 
   “Jetlag?” I asked.
 
   “A bit, and seeing you and work. You’re like a cure for jetlag and stress all mixed into one sexy little package.” He kissed the top of my head. “Oh, can I stay? I just . . .”
 
   I was pleased he couldn’t see the smile twitching at the corners of my mouth. “I’d like that.” 
 
   “So, what have you been up to since you left New York?” he asked.
 
   “Keeping busy working long hours at the law firm you just took over.”
 
   “Merged with,” he corrected me.
 
   “Whatever.” 
 
   “Disappointed I don’t work construction?” he grinned at me.
 
   “I never thought you worked construction, freak. Are you surprised that I’m a lawyer?”
 
   He sucked in a deep breath. “Surprised that you were at Allen & Smith? Yes. Surprised you’re smart and hardworking as well as sexy? No.”
 
   “I meant what I said about the rules. My job’s important to me. If tonight is just tonight—with your non-dating policy or whatever—that’s fine, but we need to be professional in the office until you go back to New York. I don’t want any drama.”
 
   Ethan didn’t respond, just continued to stroke my back. Was I being clingy or practical? No, I was definitely being practical. I wasn’t asking him for a ring, just some boundaries. Working for the same firm complicated things.
 
   “Look . . .” he started, clearly wanting to let me down gently.
 
    “I’m not trying to pressure you.”
 
   He pulled me tighter. “I know. You’re right, working together complicates things. You know we have a strict no-frat policy under the partnership agreement at Flanders, Case & Burling?”
 
   “A what policy?”
 
   “A rule that says the partners aren’t allowed to fuck the staff.”
 
   “I’ll let you into a little secret. You broke that rule. And you broke it good.” I giggled and then stopped suddenly. He was telling me nothing was going to happen between us.
 
   I tensed beside him and tried to shift away from his body but he pulled me closer.
 
   “So, no bullshit,” he said. I didn’t know if it was a question or a statement. “This is complicated for a lot of reasons. Yes, technically I’m your superior. Technically there’s a strict no-frat policy. And I’ve got a lot of shit to do while I’m over here.”
 
    “It’s okay, Ethan. You don’t owe me anything.” I tried to move away from him again but his arm clamped around me.
 
   “Let me finish. I’m trying to tell you what I’m thinking and I don’t do this with women often or well so you’re gonna have to be patient with me.” I stopped wriggling and his arm relaxed. “As you know, I don’t date. I don’t know how to date.” I could feel myself tense again but I tried to keep relaxed and allow him to finish what he was saying. “But I’d like to spend time with you while I’m in London.”
 
   “Have you really never dated?” I asked. 
 
   “Anna, I don’t bullshit. No, I’ve never dated.”
 
   “How come? I’m sure you’ve thought about it. You must have.” 
 
   “All sorts of reasons I guess. Work has always come first. I’ve always been ambitious and that requires a certain focus that I’ve seen my friends lose because they’ve been dealing with relationship drama.”
 
   “Do you mean Andrew and Mandy?”
 
   “Maybe. I meant my co-workers when I was more junior, but yes, Andrew to a certain extent. Ultimately, I’ve never met anyone that I’ve wanted to spend time with and I don’t bullshit. I’m always very clear about the fact I’m not interested in a relationship and no one has made me want to change my rule on that. Not until, well you know, we had our week together.”
 
   My body warmed at his words. I wanted to hear more.
 
   “And you’ve never felt like you wanted to try? You must have been under pressure to bring dates to parties. Isn’t it easier to be in a relationship?”
 
   “Is that a good reason to string someone along? So I have a date on hand when I need to go to an event?” he asked.
 
   “I guess not but I think that’s how a lot of relationships start.”
 
   “You might be right, but to me that’s bullshit.. If you want to be with someone, be with someone. If you don’t then don’t. No ambiguity.”
 
   “When do you go back? Saturday?” I asked, satisfied with his explanation for now.
 
   He turned his head sharply toward me. “No. I’m here three months.”
 
   My stomach flipped over and I sat up and hugged my knees to my chest. Three months. I could fall in love with this man in three months. This was more complicated than I expected. 
 
   Ethan stroked his hand down my back. “Hey. Come here.”
 
   I shifted out of bed and pulled on a T-shirt. I needed to think and I couldn’t do that naked.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five
 
   Ethan
 
   I hadn’t thought this through. My dick had been the one doing the thinking so far. All it could concentrate on was getting inside her. And she felt so good. It started to stir again. There was no getting enough of her.
 
   I stuck my hands behind my head, trying to come up with a solution. I wanted her. I’d wanted her in New York and I still wanted her in London. Fucking the staff did not go down well. The clause in the agreement had been used as a way of getting rid of low performing partners before. Although the ones that fucked their secretaries and still billed like champions seemed to get away with it. And I was bound to screw this up. I’d never dated anyone. It was new territory for me.
 
   “Anna?” I thought she knew that I was going to be at Allen & Smith for a while. And to be honest, it kinda stung that when I gave her the news her reaction was to jump out of bed rather than straight onto my cock. She was chewing her thumb, which she did when she was thinking. Wasn’t three months better than a week? Maybe not if she was getting back with her ex or had someone else she was dating. “Look, it’s no big deal if you just want to keep it about work.”
 
   “No bullshit?” She spun round and looked at me. “You want to hear what I’m thinking?” That’s exactly what I wanted. I nodded. “I think it’s complicated for all the reasons you said. And I don’t want to be fucking my boss, it doesn’t feel right.” Jesus, that was like a knife to my stomach. “But the idea of not fucking you feels worse.” Okay, that was better. “And then . . . three months. This is new information.” 
 
   She climbed back onto the bed, kneeling opposite me. “This is terrible and amazing.” 
 
   “Terrible and amazing?” Jesus, I couldn’t keep up.
 
   “Well, yes,” she said as if I’d missed an entirely obvious point. “Ethan, even after a week I missed you when I came back to London. How will I feel in three months when you go back to New York?” My pulse felt like it was going to jump straight out of my neck. This wasn’t about another guy. This was about her wanting me. I was elated by her confession.
 
   I pulled her toward me and she didn’t resist. 
 
   “Seriously, maybe you shouldn’t stay,” she said.
 
   “I’ll go if you want me to go,” I said.
 
   “I don’t want that. But . . .”
 
   “But?”
 
   “I don’t want to get hurt,” she whispered. “And I don’t want to lose my job.”
 
   “You think I’ll fire you if you don’t put out?” I was half teasing but I wondered if she was genuinely worried.
 
   “No, I’m not saying that. I’m just saying—it’s complicated.”
 
   “I don’t want to hurt you,” I said.
 
   “I believe you.”
 
   * * * * *
 
   The next thing I knew, I was waking up to the morning light, Anna still asleep in my arms. It felt good. I reached across to look at my watch. Shit. I should be in the office already, it was 7.30 a.m.
 
   It had been good to talk to her last night. It felt good to tell her what I was thinking and I could still punch the air at the fact she clearly wasn’t seeing anyone. But we hadn’t resolved the complications about the situation.
 
   Unfortunately, we didn’t have time for me to be inside her. I’d come to like morning sex. Having her fuzzy with sleep and working her up to a point where she was wide awake and screaming my name was the best feeling, but not this morning. I gently moved her off my chest and slid out of bed and into the shower.
 
   She was still sleeping by the time I was ready to leave. I had a clean shirt in my office so I wasn’t going to have to make a detour via my hotel, I could go straight to work, which was good because I was late already. I didn’t want to wake her but I didn’t want to leave without saying goodbye.
 
   I sat on the bed next to her, watching her as her eyelids started to flutter. I stroked her cheek and her eyes opened. 
 
   “Hey,” I said.
 
   “Hey,” she replied groggily. “What’s the time?”
 
   “Seven forty-five. I have to leave.”
 
   “I’m late.” She sat up. “My alarm. I must have forgot to set it.”
 
   I smiled at her. She looked amazingly rumpled and sleepy. My dick started to harden so I stood up. I couldn’t be distracted. I needed to leave.
 
   “I need to go, beautiful.” She nodded. “I’ll see you at work.”
 
   “Okay,” she said.
 
   Should I suggest we see each other tonight? I didn’t want her to feel pressured but I wanted to see her. We hadn’t come to any conclusions last night. No rules had been established.
 
   “I’ll miss you,” she whimpered. I felt that familiar stab in my stomach that only she could induce.  
 
   “Do you want to meet? Tonight? Talk more?” I asked. This was such new ground for me. I was used to knowing exactly what I wanted from the women in my life. The rules were clear. I took what I wanted and gave them what they wanted. It was clean and simple. This was anything but. I wanted her to be happy. I wanted to make her happy.
 
   She nodded in response to my question and I couldn’t help but grin. I leaned over her, trying to think about anything but her incredible naked body underneath the sheets. I swept her hair from her forehead and kissed her.
 
   “Do me a favour,” I said as I turned toward the door.
 
   She sat up, leaning against her elbows. “Don’t wear sexy underwear beneath your suit.”
 
   She giggled. “You won’t know if I do or not.”
 
   “I’ll know. I’ll see you tonight. My number is in your phone.” I looked back and she was grinning at me.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Anna
 
   I really couldn’t concentrate. Ethan being in London was completely bizarre. Sitting there with him and Richard talking about work was beyond weird. Richard was being a super suck up, hanging on every word that came out of Ethan’s mouth. What a creep. But he was one step ahead of me because I wasn’t listening to a word Ethan was saying. Seeing him in work mode, explaining the intricacies of a corporate structure, it was like I didn’t know him at all. It was hot, but weird. Weird but I wanted him. My body was still sore from his fingers, his tongue, his hips and his cock, but I wanted him again. The blood was rushing in my ears, my nipples straining at the lace of my bra, wetness between my legs. 
 
   “Does that make sense, Anna?” Ethan asked, looking at me, jolting me out of my head. He caught my expression and closed his eyes. “Richard, perhaps you could run with that and Anna can help me out with the Icarus file. Can you get something to me before you leave tonight?” Richard nodded and scurried out, leaving me sitting opposite Ethan. As soon as the door shut, Ethan looked at me. “Anna,” he whispered.
 
   I had no answer for him, I couldn’t think about forming words, I couldn’t think about anything but him. He moved around to my side of the conference table, so we were both facing the door. He took a seat beside me. “Anna,” he repeated. I turned my head to his voice and the breath on my neck. I braced my hands against the table, trying to retain some control over the situation. His hand grasped my thigh. I gasped. This couldn’t happen. He couldn’t touch me in the office. His fingers found the hem of my skirt and trailed underneath, stopping suddenly when he found the top of my stocking. “Anna. I warned you about this.” 
 
   I couldn’t stop myself from moaning at his admonishment.
 
   “Jesus woman, you’ll have us both fired,” he said as his fingers went higher and higher. I should make him stop but I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to move. He found the edge of my underwear and pushed his knuckle beneath. “Fuck, you’re so wet.” He slid back and forth across my slit and I collapsed forward, my elbows resting on the desk, my hands in my hair while his fingers worked across my pussy. “You’re going to smell of come all day. A constant reminder of what I do to you,” he whispered as he thrust two of his fingers into me. I tried to concentrate on not making a sound. I wanted to scream his name but I put every ounce of energy into keeping quiet.
 
   “You look so fucking beautiful all the time, but especially now. With my fingers inside you, feeling your wetness. You like that, don’t you?”
 
   If I spoke to answer him I’d be lost and I’d start screaming for him to make me come.
 
   “Anna,” he cajoled.
 
   I nodded. 
 
   “Beautiful girl.” He thumb rounded my clitoris, hard and relentless. I was on the verge of trying to resist him, and remembered that he’d warned me about not doing that. It was an instinct, I wasn’t sure where it came from. I didn’t know if I’d ever done that with my previous boyfriends, but none of them had made me come as often or as hard as Ethan. Without a thought, I squeezed my thighs together and he roughly forced my knees apart. “I warned you about that, too. I decide when you come.” Those words were all it took and I started to shudder and I snapped back, grabbing the arms of the chair, thrusting my hips in the air as I my orgasm spiraled through me. I don’t know if it was the silence, the location or the fact we were so close to a thousand people, any of whom could have walked in at any moment, but it was more intense than I was used to. 
 
   As the pleasure subsided, panic took over. My eyes flew open and Ethan withdrew his hand, stood and walked across to his desk. 
 
   “Ethan.” Horror flooded my quiet voice. What were we thinking?
 
   “I know.” He stopped me. “We need rules. You’re right. Tonight. We’ll talk about it tonight.”
 
   I started to gather up my notebook. My legs were wobbly and my hands were shaking. “I should go.” 
 
   He nodded. 
 
   “What about the Icarus file?” I remembered him mentioning it to Richard before he left.
 
   “There’s no such thing. I just wanted you on your own. That look you give me sometimes, Anna . . . It drives me crazy. We’re going to need some serious rules if we’re going to be within a hundred feet of each other at work. He slumped in his desk chair.
 
   “Do I look . . . er . . .”
 
   “Like you’ve just come all over my hand?” He grinned as he finished my sentence for me. My cheeks were burning. “No, you look beautiful, but very professional.”
 
   I needed out of there and compose myself. “Ethan,” I warned him. “Let’s just keep out of each other’s way until we speak later.”
 
   “Agreed.”
 
   “Oh, one last thing.” I looked at him from over my shoulder. “No one makes me come like you do.”
 
   “Give me a break, beautiful, my balls are already blue.” He groaned.
 
   I grinned and left him at his desk with his hard on.
 
   * * * * *
 
   “You’re in a better mood today,” Lucy, one of the other associates, said as she sat on my desk. I’d been grinning to myself. “Did you get lucky?”
 
   I scowled at her and she laughed. I tell you who I’d like to get lucky with. That guy from Flanders, Case & Burling, the tall, hot one, Ethan Scott.
 
   I raised my eyebrows at her, worried if I said anything it would give something away.
 
   “His eyes are so blue. Did you see that? I’m sure he could make me come just by looking at me.”
 
   “Lucy!” I hated that she was talking about him like that. 
 
   “And no wedding ring. Did you see?” she asked. “I bet he’s after a bit of fun while he’s in London. I’d be happy to be his fun for a few months.” She winked at me.
 
   Lucy was the office vixen and renowned for being a terrible lawyer. I wasn’t sure how she still had a job. Probably because she flirted up a storm with all the male partners and was indiscriminate about it. Young, old, short, tall—it didn’t bother her. I’m not sure that she had any control over it. It was her nature with men. It had never bothered me, until now. I couldn’t bear the thought of Ethan being subjected to her come-ons.
 
   “Lucy, I’ve got tons to get done. Get lost.”
 
   “But I wanted to pick your brain. You’re working with him aren’t you?” Something like that. “How do I get myself that gig?”
 
   “I mean it, get lost.”
 
   “I take it back about your improved mood. You need to get lucky, sweetie.”
 
   Lucky was exactly what I got.
 
   I rummaged through my bag for my phone and scrolled through to find Ethan. He’d filed himself under “Sex God” again. Of course he had.
 
   I’m looking forward to seeing you this evening. It’s good to have you in London.
 
   He replied right away. It’s good to be here. I’m glad we found each other. See you tonight, beautiful.
 
   My stomach lurched.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
   Ethan
 
   I knocked on Anna’s apartment door just after nine. It had been a long day and I was looking forward to seeing her. She relaxed me. When the door opened, I couldn’t take my eyes of her.
 
   “Hey,” she said.
 
   I didn’t reply, I didn’t want to waste a second. I walked toward her and without breaking stride, I grabbed her perfect ass and guided her backward into the hallway, at the same time, bringing the hem of her shirt up and over her head. All I could think about was being buried inside her and watching her as she came.
 
   “Hey Anna, how was your day?” She was mocking me. 
 
   I ignored her and pulled down her jogging pants. She stood in her underwear, not helping but not hindering me either. Jesus she was beautiful. I tugged at my tie as she continued her conversation with herself. “It was great, thanks, Ethan. I got a lot done despite a number of office distractions. What about you? I had a good day too, Anna, thanks, I had a number of meetings—”
 
   “Turn around and put your hands on the wall.” I interrupted her as I dropped my pants. Without a word, she did what I said and took position. I grabbed a condom out of my wallet. I was as hard as steel and I couldn’t wait another minute. The curve of her back offering me that perfect lace-covered ass was all I could concentrate on. I moved her panties to one side and thrust straight into her.
 
   “Fuck,” she screamed. I pulled out and slammed into her again. My hands wanted to be on every part of her body at once—her hips, her tits, her pussy, in her hair, across her stomach. Jesus, I couldn’t get enough. I throbbed inside her—I was going to come in about ten seconds.
 
   “Harder, Ethan.” 
 
   I pushed in again, relishing the feel of her around my cock. She was made for me. She grunted as I thrust in again and her fingernails pressed into the wall. I reached for her perfect tits. Her nipples puckered under my touch and I squeezed, perhaps too hard because her head snapped back onto my shoulder. There was too much of her to enjoy.
 
   “You were so ready for me Anna. Have you been wet for me all day?” I whispered into her ear.
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Tell me, Anna.”
 
   “I’ve wanted you all day. I’ve been thinking about you inside me.”
 
   I couldn’t hold anything back. The sound of my flesh meeting hers and the moans from her were all too much. The sight of her, the feel of her, the smell of her, the taste of her. She was everything. How could I have let her go back to London? How could I have not had her all these weeks? What had I been thinking? 
 
   She pushed back against me and I went deeper. I gripped her shoulder, riding in and out of her. She clenched around me, and her breath shortened. I slid my fingers around her hip and down to meet her clit. She bucked underneath me. I circled the nerves and the wetness around my cock increased. 
 
   “Yes. Just. Like. That,” she breathed.
 
   Her head dropped to between her arms as if she were defeated. She had given into me, into the pleasure of it all. She turned her head so her eyes met mine and she came with a look of vulnerability mixed with pure lust. That look ended me and I poured into her. 
 
   I stood still for a few seconds, catching my breath, her head resting on the wall in front of her. I pulled out of her and she whimpered as if my cock leaving her was the last thing she wanted. Jesus. She could corrupt the Pope. I picked her up and walked us into her bedroom. I lay her on the bed and quickly stripped off what was left of our clothes, then climbed under the covers with her, pulling her ass toward me.
 
   I drew my arms around her waist and nestled my chin against her neck. 
 
   “Hey, how was your day?” I asked and she giggled.
 
   “Oh, now you ask,” she said, stroking my arm.
 
   “Sorry, I just had to be inside you.”
 
   “I know. I like it.”
 
   “Like me being inside you?”
 
   “Yes, and that you have to be, like nothing is going to stop you, you’re going to take what you want.”
 
   “You make me sound like a Neanderthal.”
 
   “I like it,” she said simply. “But that’s why we need rules. And number one has got to be no orgasms in the office.”
 
   I chuckled into her neck. “You didn’t like that?”
 
   “Too much.”
 
   “I think it should be as little contact in the office as possible and certainly no physical contact. What about that?”
 
   “Sounds awful but yes, I agree.”
 
   “What next?” I asked. She’d clearly given this a lot of thought. I didn’t care what her rules were. I’d play any game she offered.
 
   “We can’t tell anyone at work. That frat thingy you were talking about and me not wanting to be the girl everyone thinks is sleeping her way to the top. It means we can’t tell anyone at work, and I mean anyone.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Okay? You don’t agree?”
 
   I liked that she could read the slight resistance in my words. “I do, but it’s not ideal is it?”
 
   “But—”
 
   “I’ve said I agree. What’s next?”
 
   “That’s as far as I got.” 
 
   I pulled her legs between mine, “Do you want to come apartment hunting with me at the weekend, and then dinner at my sister’s?”
 
   She pursed her lips. “So, are we dating?”
 
   I hadn’t really put a label on it in my head. All I’d thought about was her, and how I wanted to spend time with her and get to fuck her while I was in London.
 
   I shrugged. “I guess.”
 
   “Don’t sound so enthusiastic.” She prodded me in the thigh and I mock winced. “Okay, I have more rules,” she continued.
 
   I groaned and rolled to my back and she flipped over. “And then can I get a blow job?”
 
   “If you’re fucking me, you’re not fucking anyone else.” 
 
   “Babe, I’ve never even mentioned a threesome.” That earned me a playful, tiny fist in my stomach but I caught her hand and drew it to my lips. “Beautiful, if I get to fuck you why would I want to fuck anyone else?”
 
   “I’m serious,” she whispered.
 
   I pulled her closer to me. “So am I. You’re gonna have to be patient with me. I’ve told you, I don’t date so I’m not going to get this right all the time. But I don’t play games and I’m not going to start bullshitting you. If I’m with you, I’m with you and that’s where it begins and ends.”
 
   I could see her trying to fight her smile. “So we’re exclusive?”
 
   “Oh my god, and you’re one of our brightest associates? Fuck, we’re toast.” She gave into her grin this time. “Yes, we’re exclusive. I don’t want any guy coming near you.”
 
   * * * * *
 
   Being inside her was going to fast become my favorite way to spend an evening.. She was asleep, and lying in the nook of my arm like she was made especially for it. A sense of excitement washed over me about being in London. It was the job and a fresh challenge, but it was also being with her. She was as beautiful as I remembered, as funny, as wicked, as demanding but just as breakable. For the first time in my life, I was excited to be getting to spend more time with a woman. 
 
   Trying not to disturb her, I reached to the bedside table to get my phone, typing out a message to my sister
 
   Me: Dinner on Saturday sounds good. Can I bring someone?
 
   She texted straight back despite it being after 2a.m. That was what kids did to you. .
 
   Jessica: A girl?
 
   Me: A woman.
 
   Jessica: Is she a hooker?
 
   Me: Be nice. You’ll like her.
 
   Jessica: Who are you and what have you done with my brother? 
 
   Me: I’ll see you Saturday. Love you.
 
   Jessica: I don’t have ransom money, so you’ll just have to keep him.
 
   I put the phone down and grinned to myself.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Anna
 
   We were spending the day looking at apartments. Ethan was still technically checked in at the hotel, but he’d spent every night this week with me. And I liked it. I really liked it. And I really, really liked the sex, which just seemed to get better and better, but I liked him. He made me laugh. He didn’t take any of my shit, he was supremely self-confident and he seemed to like me. So far he wasn’t playing any of the games I was used to. There was no pretending, no bullshit and it felt good. It felt right. It felt free. 
 
   Because I knew we only had three months, I wanted to squeeze every last drop out of our time together. I guess he felt the same, because he came ’round every night after work, without excuse or explanation. He’d even brought his laptop back last night and worked a little while we ate and before bed where he went back to work on my body.
 
   I stood by the door, waiting for him so we could head off on our apartment hunting.
 
   “Have you forgotten anything?” he hollered from the living room.
 
   “Nope.” I grinned.
 
   He appeared in the doorway and took in my expression. “Are you laughing at me?” He bent his head and kissed me square on the lips.
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   “You know, I can wipe that grin off your face in two seconds flat. Your little mouth will be all parted and panty in an instant if I let my fingers do this . . .” He reached down to cup my sex. Sure enough, my grin subsided and my underwear dampened. Part of me wanted to continue what he’d started, but we needed to go apartment hunting.
 
   “Ethan, we need to go and I don’t need to be smelling of sex while we look at these rentals.”
 
   Ethan shrugged and led us out. “This is only weekend two. We have ten more to go. Ten more when I’m going to keep you naked and tied to the bed all weekend. There will be no going out.”
 
   Had he started a countdown in his head already? Ten weekends to go? “Promises, promises,” I managed to quip, disguising the clock that had just started ticking in my head.
 
   “So if someone spots us together, what are we going to say?” I asked as Ethan hailed a cab to take us to the first appointment.
 
   “They won’t”
 
   “Famous last words. What if they do?”
 
   “Then we’ll deal with it when it happens, but this is a city of eight million people. Keep your panties on.”
 
   “You want me to keep my panties on? That’s a one hundred and eighty degree turn for you. Am I boring you already?”
 
   “As I said, naked and tied to the bed all next weekend.”
 
   Ethan had told me he’d changed the brief to the realtor, as he called the estate agent, and made sure that all the flats we were going to see today were close to mine. I explained to him that I was due to be moving, but he didn’t seem to care. Part of me wondered whether he wanted me to offer to let him stay with me. Part of me wanted to. But I didn’t suggest it and he didn’t ask.
 
   We were due to see four flats.  All ten times bigger than any I’d been looking at. I’m sure any of them would be fine. Two were in the same block as each other so our hunting wasn’t going to take too long. Ethan seemed enthusiastic about the day, perhaps my poky little flat was getting to him. His apartment on the Hudson was amazing and in a totally different league from my place.
 
   We were a few minutes late to the first viewing and the realtor was waiting for us. 
 
   “I’m Marie, we spoke on the phone.” She held out her hand to Ethan who shook it and then turned to me.
 
   “This is my girlfriend, Anna.” 
 
   Marie gripped my hand as my stomach clenched. Girlfriend? Fear gripped me. I didn’t like the ambiguity that that word created between us. Girlfriend could mean so many things but for me it meant disappointment and heartache. I forced a toothless grin at Marie and stayed quiet.
 
   Marie and Ethan’s enthusiasm for flat hunting overshadowed any potential awkwardness that I might be projecting. The four flats were amazing and Ethan seemed to like all of them. I just nodded and smiled as he pointed out the great things about each flat.
 
   He agreed with Marie that he’d give her his decision that afternoon. I exhaled as she left. When it was Ethan and me, everything was so much easier. I didn’t need to think about a label for our relationship. I didn’t need to think about the future. I could just concentrate on him.
 
   “So, do you wanna go have lunch or go home and fuck?” he asked. 
 
   I laughed at his abruptness. “You can take the man out of New York but not New York out of the man,” I replied.
 
   “Home to fuck it is,” he replied. He grabbed me and pulled me against him with one hand and held out his hand for a cab with the other.
 
   We were within walking distance of my flat. I wasn’t sure if he had his bearings or he didn’t want to waste any more time with our clothes on. 
 
   “So, you look a bit brighter now that you’re going to get your rocks off.” He nudged me in the cab.
 
   “Was I looking dull before?” I asked.
 
   “You looked like you were going to puke there for a while when I called you my girlfriend. A man with a lessor ego could have been crushed.”
 
    I didn’t know what to say in response. “I’m sorry. I was just surprised.”
 
   “But you didn’t like it,” he pressed.
 
   “I struggle with the connotations the word brings with it.”
 
   “Hmmm,” was the only reply I got.
 
   “Anyway, I think you’re just trying to get a rise out of me. You’ve avoided having a girlfriend for like ever.”
 
   “I’m not trying to avoid anything. I think you need to ask yourself if you are,” he said and looked at me with something in his eyes that I couldn’t quite name. I leaned forward and pulled down the window of the cab, trying to find more air just as we arrived back at my flat. I jumped out and tried to pay the driver, but Ethan was already handing over cash inside the cab.
 
   We moved silently into my building, the tension bristling between us. I wished that what he was thinking would play out in subtitles above his head. 
 
   When we got inside the flat I went to the kitchen and switched on the kettle. I half thought that he’d grab me and we’d be fucking this tension away as soon as we got inside, but Ethan headed straight to the living room. I shifted from leg to leg as I tried to unscramble what I was thinking at the same time as speculating on what was going through Ethan’s head. We had a few hours before we had to leave for dinner at Ethan’s sister’s. We had time.
 
   Ethan was hovering in the living room, looking out the window when I brought in coffees for both of us. “Thanks, but I think I’m going to head back to the hotel and call the realtor,” he said. My heart tightened. I didn’t want him to go. I didn’t want to have caused this.
 
   “I thought we were going to fuck?” I said, trying to lighten the mood.
 
   “Jesus, really? You’re going to pretend this all about sex?” he asked, still looking out of the window with his back to me and reaching into his pocket and retrieving his keys. I’d not seen this side of him before. Normally, nothing ruffled him. He was always calm and in control.
 
   “Ethan,” I said and walked toward him. I went to stroke his arm and he pulled away from me. Anxiety swept through me. Had I upset him? Did I have the power to upset him? I hated this feeling. “Ethan, please. I don’t want you to go.”
 
   “I don’t know if I can do this with you Anna, I can’t handle it when you keep things from me.” he said simply, still not looking at me.
 
   My heart squeezed tighter and I struggled to breathe. I nodded but he couldn’t see. I was trying to be calm, but inside I felt anything but.  What could I say to make him stay? Maybe it would be better this way. Easier at work, anyway. The thought of seeing him in the office but knowing that we would be nothing to each other made my stomach clench and I clasped my fingers of one hand in the other and twisted, hoping to displace the pain. 
 
   “I understand. It’s complicated,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady but I failed and I managed an unattractive half-breath, half-sob at the end of the sentence. It didn’t go unmissed by Ethan and he turned to look at me. 
 
   “What is it?” he asked. “You’re upset? What’s wrong?”
 
   I shrugged my shoulders and a tear escaped.
 
   “Anna. Would you just talk to me? I’m not a mind reader. I don’t know what you’re thinking. You want to be exclusive but you get freaked out by me introducing you as my girlfriend. What’s that? And you’re distant in the cab and then all about the sex when we come up here? What’s going on?”
 
   “I’m trying,” I choked out. “Just because I’ve had boyfriends before doesn’t mean I’m good at it.”
 
   I turned away from him and covered my face with my hands. How did I feel this upset about him leaving me? What happened to the promise I’d made to myself that men were only going to be about fun from now on?
 
   “Then be honest with me. I can’t deal with the bullshit.”
 
   “I’m not bullshitting you.”
 
   “But you’re not being honest.”
 
   “I’m scared,” I bit out.
 
   “Of me? Of being honest?”
 
   I could feel him moving closer to me. I nodded but didn’t look up at him. He pulled my hands from my face and his head dipped as he tried to look me in the eye.
 
   “Anna, talk to me. What are you scared of?”
 
   It was like he’d uncorked a bottle of something fizzy and everything just spilled out. “I’m scared this, us, is more than sex. I’m scared that I want this to be more than sex. I’m scared of you leaving and I’m scared of you staying. I’m scared of how I feel about this, you. It’s just complicated and this wasn’t supposed to be complicated. You could hurt me, Ethan. Already, you could really hurt me.”
 
   I kept my eyes away from his, worried at what I would see if I looked. He just pulled me toward him and held me tight. “I know,” he whispered in my hair.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
   Ethan
 
   Her reaction to me calling her my girlfriend fucking hurt. I knew it shouldn’t but for the first time in my life, I wanted to be able to call someone my girlfriend and she practically fucking winced when I’d said it. I tried to not let it bother me, but it did. It really fucking bothered me.
 
   I didn’t follow what happened next. Her moods seemed to zigzag, throwing me off the scent every time I thought I’d caught up. She seemed to be quiet, angry and sad all within a sixty-second window
 
   I’d managed to get her to open up a bit but I was in new territory. Other than my sister, I’d never had to comfort any woman who was upset.
 
   I stood with her wrapped in my arms and wondered what I should say next. Fuck. 
 
   “Beautiful, how do we make this less complicated? How do I make this less complicated? I hate to see you sad.” Did she know what she wanted and was just too afraid to tell me?
 
   She made sounds against my chest but I’m pretty sure none of them were actual words. Jesus, she was usually so feisty, this sad side of her was one I’d never seen. How many did she have?
 
   “What are you thinking? No bullshit,” she asked. 
 
   Shit.
 
   “I’m thinking about you,” I replied, hoping that would placate her.
 
   “What about me? That I’m some kind of crazy emotional person?”
 
   “Maybe.” 
 
   She laughed against my chest and I felt so fucking relieved. I didn’t want her back in angry mode again.
 
   “Sorry, I just, it’s just—”
 
   I kept hold of her. “I don’t want you to be upset. I don’t want you to be frightened. I don’t want to hurt you. Ever. I want us to hang out, have hot sex, be together, be happy.”
 
   “I want that, too,” she said quietly. “But what happens when you go back?”
 
   I hadn’t thought about what would happen in three months. I didn’t even spend the night with the women I fucked, so every day with Anna felt different and special—like an adventure. I didn’t know what the road I was on held. “I don’t have all the answers. You might hate me in three months. All I know is that I’d rather spend this time with you and risk a broken heart than walk away. But if you don’t want to take that risk then—”
 
   She pulled away and looked at me, smiling softly. “Oh my god, you’re perfect. And I do want to do all those things. I just know I won’t hate you in three months.” She put her head back on my chest.
 
   “I’m anything but perfect, Miss Anna.”
 
   “Please don’t break my heart,” she whispered.
 
   I had a feeling that she might be the first girl capable of breaking mine but the thought didn’t scare me. I wanted to be with her more than I wanted to protect myself. I needed her to feel the same. I squeezed her close. I wanted to take all the doubt and worry away from her.
 
   We stood there for what seemed like hours, just holding each other, not wanting to be the first one to let go.
 
   Her phone going off finally separated us. 
 
   “Hey, Leah.”
 
   I scrubbed my face with my hands. This relationship stuff was—Anna caught my eye as she talked into her phone. She was grinning at me. She was so fucking hot, despite the mood swings. This relationship stuff was so totally worth it.
 
   “Okay, I’ll ask him. I have no idea. Er, when you hang up.”
 
   I slumped on the sofa and when she hung up she came over and straddled me. 
 
   “Leah invited us over for dinner on Tuesday,” she explained.
 
   “Great,” I replied
 
   “You want to go?” she asked
 
   “Of course.” I was looking forward to getting to see inside her life in London. Leah had seemed nice when I’d met her in New York and Armitage sounded like a decent guy.
 
   She took my face in her hands.
 
   “Are we good?” she asked.
 
   I flipped her to her back onto the sofa and her hands slid to my neck. “We’re very good.” I kissed her neck and she lifted her chin to give me better access. I loved the feeling of her fingers in my hair. Somehow it seemed so intimate, I was Samson to her Delilah—I knew she could ruin me in the way she thought I could ruin her.
 
   “Shall I cancel dinner at my sister’s?”
 
   “No, why?”
 
   “Well, we could stay home and do this all night,” I replied as I sucked on the flesh just below her collarbone. 
 
   “You’re going to leave a mark,” she said.
 
   “I hope so.” I moved to the other side of her neck. I liked the idea of people being able to see my lips on her.
 
   “Do you really want to cancel?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, but it’s not worth the grief I’d get from her. Do you mind?” 
 
   “No. I’m interested to meet her.”
 
   “Izzy is more interesting.”
 
   “Izzy?”
 
   “My niece. She’s adorable. She doesn’t get it from my sister, that’s for certain.”
 
   “Be nice.”
 
   “You haven’t met her. She’s a terror.”
 
   “I’m sure she just tries to keep your bad behavior in check.”
 
   “Great, talking about my sister has meant my hard-on has packed up and left, so we might as well go to dinner.” I dragged myself off her and pulled her up so she was sitting.
 
   “I thought you said we were due there at seven.”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “We have time,” she said as her hand brushed against my denim covered dick and she looked up coyly at me. “Can I see if I can convince your hard-on to stick around? You’ve not been inside me since this morning and I can’t wait until bedtime.” Her eyes were glazed and her voice was breathy. Women before her had said things to me to try and please me, because they thought they should. With Anna it sounded like she couldn’t not say it. That what was in her head just trickled out and turned me on. I could feel the blood rushing to my dick already.
 
   * * * * *
 
   Despite an excellent blowjob and burying myself in her for what seemed like hours, my hard-on seemed to be permanent around her. I wasn’t sure if it was the backless top that she was wearing, her heels or just that smile.
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked as we pulled up outside my sister’s place.
 
   I grinned in response. “Are you okay?”
 
   “Yeah. I’m ready for inspection.” 
 
   I suppose she was going to be under a bit of scrutiny from Jessica. Was that part of what had freaked her out earlier? I was just coming to see my sister and didn’t want to spend the evening without her. I’d not thought that this was an event. She was meeting my family. 
 
   “Just so you know, I don’t give a shit about my sister’s opinion about anything.”
 
   She playfully whacked me with her handbag as she got out of the cab. “Don’t say that, it’s not nice.”
 
   “I just mean this isn’t a test. It’s dinner.”
 
   “Stop worrying about me. You’ll be the next to have a meltdown. I’m looking forward to it.”
 
   “So we’re living in the moment?”
 
   She stopped just before the gate and grinned at me. I couldn’t help but grin back.
 
   “Kiss me,” she said.
 
   I bent over to peck her on the lips and she wrapped her arms around me. She delved into my mouth with her tongue, pushing it passionately against mine. I slid my hands across her naked back, pulling her against me. Her perfect tits crushed against my chest. Fuck, she wasn’t wearing a bra. 
 
   Abruptly, she pulled away. “Living in the moment. Especially moments like that. Tell your hard-on he’s off duty for a couple of hours.” She grinned and I grabbed her hand and set off up the path to my sister’s front door.
 
   “You’re cruel.” I huffed.
 
   “You’ve got the sexual appetite of a nineteen-year-old boy.”
 
   “And you’re the Virgin Mary?”
 
   “I’m thinking that you give me the appetite of a nineteen-year-old boy, too.”
 
   “Let’s just go home,” I whined. The last thing I wanted to do now was spend the evening with my sister. Anna stepped forward and pressed the buzzer and before I could suggest we make a run for it, shadows appeared through the frosted glass.
 
   James threw the door open. “The women in this house are not in a good place.”
 
   “Fuck off, James,” Jessica shouted from upstairs and Izzy started to wail. “Now look what you’ve done.”
 
   “Welcome to the happiest place on earth,” James said and moved sideways so we could go inside. 
 
   “This is Anna.” I deliberately did not drop the word “girlfriend”. 
 
   Anna and James greeted each other and I wondered if Anna was feeling awkward. My sister screaming down the stairs wasn’t the friendliest of greetings. But Anna was smiling and she seemed relaxed.
 
   “Jessica is just trying to settle Izzy, as you can hear. She’ll be down in a minute. And then once she’s downed a glass of merlot, she’ll almost be human.”
 
   “I heard that.” Jessica trilled as she came into the kitchen where we were gathered, James pouring us drinks. “You’d better pour me two glasses.”
 
   “Izzy down?” I asked.
 
   “Hey, Bond. Yes, for how long, who knows?”
 
   “Bond?” Anna asked.
 
   “Jessica, this is my—this is Anna.”
 
   Anna turned to look at me, grinned and then turned to Jessica. “I’m Ethan’s girlfriend, nice to meet you.”
 
   My heart jumped in my chest and a dull ache drummed in my stomach. As I pulled my eyes from Anna to Jessica, Jessica was looking at me as if she was waiting for me to say something. I tried to pull down the corners of my mouth but it wasn’t working. She was my girlfriend and I was very fucking happy about it. I grabbed her hip and pulled her toward me.
 
   “Well, wonders will never cease. Izzy’s asleep and Bond has a girlfriend. Fuck me.”
 
   “Don’t swear,” James said.
 
   “Izzy’s fucking upstairs. She can’t fucking hear us.”
 
   “We’re trying not to swear in front of her,” James explained.
 
   I nodded, not wanting to get involved. Jessica needed her Merlot.
 
   “So what’s with calling you Bond?” Anna asked. I groaned.
 
   “Oh this is going to be interesting. I can tell you all Ethan’s embarrassing stories.” Jessica was practically gleeful and I rolled my eyes at her. 
 
   “Jessica’s disastrous teenage dating years can trump anything she’s got on me. Bring it on,” I replied.
 
   Jessica laughed. “This is going to be fun.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Anna
 
   Ethan’s sister was pretty. Beautiful even. I suppose that should be no surprise given Ethan’s god-like features. You could definitely see the resemblance. What was more interesting to me was the relationship he had with her. It was playful and teasing and sweet. Being with them reminded me of being in the Hamptons, he was relaxed and happy—Ethan’s life was full of good people who loved him. Happy couples living happy lives. I wondered why he’d not dated before—didn’t he want that too? 
 
   “I bet you still have all the books out, like you’re trying to intellectualize a boyhood obsession,” Jessica taunted him. Jessica had explained all about Ethan’s James Bond obsession. There were worse obsessions to have.
 
   “They’re valuable. First editions,” he replied looking slightly wounded. “At least it’s more intellectual than the Boys II Men obsession you had.”
 
   “Yeah, but I don’t still have my Boys II Men posters on my wall. They came down when I started dating for real. Although I should have left them up. Rock star fantasies are so much better than the reality of dating grabby teenage boys.”
 
   “Or dating any aged men. It’s not just teenage boys that are grabby,” I said, forgetting my filter. “Present company excepted, of course.” I cringed and Jessica laughed.
 
   “You’re probably right. The last date I went on before I met James not only made me pay for dinner but spent the night texting an ex-girlfriend, which he excused by saying she was upset over a break-up.”
 
   I nodded. “I went on a date once and came out of the loo at our restaurant to find him taking the number of the waitress.”
 
   “Jesus.” Ethan recoiled.
 
   “And in college my long-time boyfriend ended up cheating on me with my best friend. Same thing happened to Leah before she met Daniel. I’m a shit magnet, what can I say.”
 
   “So what does that make me?” Ethan asked.
 
   “Hmmm, a knight on a white horse, his colors flying?” I grinned at him and he grinned back.
 
   “OMG, are you quoting Pretty Woman?” Jessica asked, grinning at me expectantly.
 
   I nodded. “I hear you’re a fan of the film, too?” 
 
   “I love it. Seen it a million times. I used to make Ethan watch it over and over.”
 
   “It paid off,” I said. “Did he tell you what he did in New York?”
 
   “Holy hell, Anna, you’re not telling that story.” Ethan groaned. “I think I preferred the ex-boyfriend talk.”
 
   “You have to tell me now,” Jessica squealed.
 
   “No, Anna. Jessica doesn’t want to hear about what her brother does naked,” Ethan interjected.
 
   “That’s true,” Jessica said. “No sex stories. Not ever. Well, not about my brother anyway. If they’re about a sexy man I’m not related to, then dish! I’ve completely run out of my own stories and I need to live vicariously!”
 
   “I don’t want to hear about you naked either, for Christ’s sake.” Ethan rolled his eyes.
 
   “Okay, more ex stories—my most recent ex owed money to someone he shouldn’t and they ended up breaking into my flat to scare me.”
 
   Ethan pushed his chair away from the table, the legs, scraping across the tiled floor. “Are you fucking serious?” I looked at him and his face was dark, his eyes boring into me. I was stunted by his reaction, and I didn’t have time to answer him. “The flat you’re in now?”
 
   “Ethan.” I reached across to him, taking his hand in mine. “I’m selling it, you know I am, and the police are involved.”
 
   “How could you not tell me?” He was scouring my face, as if looking for more information.
 
   “It hasn’t come up. And there’s nothing to tell.”
 
   “You’re not staying there,” he growled.
 
   “Ethan, I’ve stayed there since, it was months ago, and you’ve been there with me recently.” I grabbed his hand, trying to reassure him.
 
   “You’re not staying there on your own again,” he said, calmer but still resolute.
 
   “Okay,” I said, meaning it. I liked that he cared enough to want to protect me. It felt nice. It felt safe. He smiled at me and squeezed my hand.
 
   “Wow,” Jessica said and we both snapped our heads ’round to her voice at the same time.
 
   “What?” Ethan asked.
 
   She shrugged and started to clear the plates from the table. I stood up but Ethan pulled me back down, not letting go of my hand.
 
   “Let me help,” I said, trying to get up again. Ethan pulled me and my chair toward him with one hand, his other not leaving mine.
 
   “You two sit here. James and I will get this,” Jessica said.
 
   I leaned my head on Ethan’s shoulder. “Do you work with him?” he asked after a few beats. 
 
   “No, god no. He wasn’t . . . just no.”
 
   “Do you still see him?”
 
   I shook my head. “No, not at all.”
 
   “Talk to him?”
 
   “No, Ethan. Please. We can talk when we get home, but drop it while we’re here.” I smiled at him stiffly, aware Jessica and James would be back any minute.
 
   “I don’t like it,” he snapped.
 
   “Clearly.”
 
   James came back in with two bottles of wine. “I thought we might need extra supplies. I say, if in doubt, get pissed.”
 
   “It’s the only thing we have in common anymore,” Jessica said as she came in with a tray of chocolate mousse. “Getting wasted to block out reality.”
 
   “I hear it’s the only way to deal with children,” I said.
 
   “Absolutely,” James and Jessica chorused and then laughed. 
 
   I smiled and turned to look at Ethan who was staring at me as if he’d not heard any of the interaction. I squeezed his hand and he blinked and looked away.
 
   “What is this crap you’re drinking?” He grinned and threw back a glass of whatever it was, clearly not too concerned.
 
   “So, what do you do?” Jessica asked me.
 
   “Oh, I’m a lawyer. I work at the firm that Ethan’s firm just took over.”
 
   Jessica looked at her brother and then back at me. “So, you met working together? Is that allowed?” 
 
   “We met in New York, in the summer. It was coincidence that we work together. We didn’t know,” Ethan said.
 
   It was clear, Ethan hadn’t said much to his sister about me.
 
   “So you didn’t come to London to spend time with your sister and niece. Typical.” Jessica was obviously joking.
 
   “No, I came to do a job. I didn’t know where Anna worked until we bumped into each other at work.”
 
   “Oh, wow,” she said. “That sounds kinda romantic.”
 
   “It is what it is.” Ethan sat back in his chair, his hand still not releasing mine.
 
   “So, when are you going back to work?” Ethan asked. “Jessica’s a dentist. She’ll make a fortune in this country.”
 
   I elbowed him in the ribs.
 
   “Yeah, I’m going to see a few practices next week actually. I’m a bit scared about going back. I’ve probably forgotten everything. It’s been over a year.”
 
   “Hey, you’re great at your job. You won’t have forgotten anything.” Ethan turned to me. “Jessica is as smart as a whip. Top of her class.”
 
   It was cute to see him so proud of her. I grinned. “I’m sure it runs in the family. What do your parents do?” I asked.
 
   “Dad is a dentist, too. Mom stays at home. They have the perfect life. Did you hear about Uncle Alec?” Jessica asked Ethan. 
 
   Ethan nodded. “I spoke to mom yesterday.”
 
   I excused myself to pop to the restroom while they caught up on family stuff. This was a new Ethan. Family Ethan. Loyal, proud. It was nice. But I didn’t need a reason to like him more.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
   Ethan
 
   I was mad. She’d finally told me about the ex. But despite me asking a number of times in New York and her refusing to discuss him, she casually tells my sister everything at dinner. And he turns out to be a total prick and she’s not safe in her own home. I’m mad at her, I’m mad at her ex and I’m mad at myself for not getting this information out of her sooner.
 
   I’d managed to push it to one side during dinner but after leaving my sister’s it crept back into my head and I couldn’t stop thinking about it.
 
   We were in a cab, going back to her apartment, but there was no way we were staying there. I wasn’t fucking her in that bed, where she’d fucked other men, especially men who didn’t deserve her. Jesus, the thought made me want to punch something. 
 
   “You’re quiet,” she said. I’d not said anything since we’d left Jessica and James’s.
 
   Her hand was in mine, as it had been for most of the night, and I squeezed. Trying to give her reassurance of something. I wasn’t sure what.
 
   “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about Ben. I know you’ve asked me.”
 
   “Don’t say his name to me,” I said, staring straight ahead.
 
   “I didn’t bullshit you,” she said finally. She was right, technically she hadn’t lied but I hated that there was so much of her I didn’t know. She was mine and I wanted to know everything.
 
   When we pulled up outside her apartment, I could tell she was wondering if I was going to come in. As if I would leave her. She wasn’t spending another night in that apartment, certainly not alone.
 
   She tried to let go of my hand as I paid the driver but I wouldn’t let her. We made our way into the apartment. “I need you to pack a bag. We’re staying at my hotel tonight,” I said, still not looking at her.
 
   “Ethan—”
 
   “Don’t argue with me. Not about this.”
 
   She didn’t. I released her hand and she made her way around the apartment gathering her things. I stayed by the front door, waiting.
 
   I felt better when we were out of her place and back in another cab. But not good enough to be able to have a conversation with her. I was concerned I’d lose it. I wasn’t used to dealing with shit like this. She hadn’t done anything wrong but I was still angry at her for not telling me. And for dating other people before me. It was irrational but it was how I felt. I was angry at myself, that I’d not met her before this prick Ben, before all the other guys she dated.
 
   When we arrived at the hotel, I picked up my messages at the desk and led Anna to the elevator bank, wheeling her suitcase behind us. She’d packed a decent amount, which was a good thing because she wasn’t going back there.
 
   “When does your apartment sale go through?” I asked as the elevator doors opened.
 
   “The week after next.”
 
   I nodded. “Which apartment that we saw today did you like?”
 
   “They were all amazing.”
 
   “Which one do you prefer?”
 
   “It’s not for me.”
 
   “Anna.”
 
   “The second one.”
 
   I nodded. “Okay, I’ll speak to the realtor. It’s empty so we should be able to move in quickly. We’ll stay here until then.”
 
   “Ethan—”
 
   “Not a fucking word, Anna.”
 
   “I don’t get to speak?”
 
   “Not yet.”
 
   “Then when?”
 
   “When I’ve fucked you so hard you’ve forgotten what you wanted to say.”
 
   She didn’t respond and as we entered the hotel room, the door slammed behind us. I set her suitcase down and walked across the living area to the bed. 
 
   “Come here,” I said, trying to disguise the anger I felt. It was anger mixed with lust. I couldn’t look at her as I undid her shirt and peeled it from her shoulders. I concentrated on her soft, smooth skin. I wanted to mark it and I tipped her head to one side and attached my lips to her neck. I sucked hard. There would definitely be a mark and the thought increased my need for her and took the edge off my anger. She made no complaint, just held herself steady against my shoulders. I moved to the other side and did the same. 
 
   “Take the rest of your clothes off,” I ordered as I started to undress myself. 
 
   Silently, she complied. I could feel her looking at me, trying to catch my eye. I wasn’t ready to face what I’d see there. 
 
   Naked, I knelt before her. I could smell her perfect pussy right in front of me. I grabbed her bottom and her hands went to my hair. I pushed my tongue against her. She was soaked and I couldn’t hold back a groan.  Fuck, she was delicious.  I always loved going down on women. With most of them it was because it unravelled them to a point they’d do anything I cared to suggest. With Anna, it was the clouded look in her eyes that did it for me. The way she seemed to go to a slightly different place. She started to throb against my tongue almost immediately. She was so ready. One hand pushed her perfect ass against me, and I used the other to trace the wetness across her folds, then pushed my fingers into her and she tightened around me. Jesus, my cock started to pulse at the thought that it would soon replace my fingers. Her breath became shorter. She wouldn’t last long but I wasn’t going to make it that easy for her.
 
   “Ethan,” she mewed.
 
   I pulled away from her, refusing to give her release against my tongue. That’s not how it was going to happen. She wasn’t going to be rewarded so easily. I stood up and lifted her roughly onto the bed.
 
   “Turn around,” I barked and she flipped over onto her stomach.
 
   Kneeling behind her, I pushed her knees under her, raising that perfect ass of hers, ready for me while her face and chest remained flat to the mattress. I moved off the bed to get a condom and a better view.
 
   “Stay still,” I said as she went to push her chest off the bed. Again she complied without argument. This is what I needed. I needed her to show me that I was the man she wanted. That she would do whatever I asked of her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Anna
 
   I’d never experienced the Ethan that I’d seen today. He seemed on the verge of losing control. Maybe it shouldn’t have been, but it was hot.
 
   I felt a breeze over my sex as I lay there, exposed, my ass in the air. I knew he was looking at me, watching me ready for him. I had to stifle a moan at the thought. He’d brought me to the brink with his tongue and then stopped. I wanted to scream at him in frustration but I also wanted to give him what he wanted, what he seemed to need. He was trying to deal with his frustration by punishing me. Maybe I shouldn’t have been, but I was okay with that. I wanted to give him everything. 
 
   His large hands covered my ass and the bed dipped behind me. I stayed still. I knew I shouldn’t break position. I was his to do with what he wanted.
 
   He ran a finger from my clit to my ass and I bit down on the comforter to stop from showing my pleasure.
 
   “I can feel you, so ready for me, Anna. But this isn’t about your pleasure.” He growled and then thrust into me and pulled out straight away. 
 
   My heart was pounding and all I could focus on was him. His voice felt like it was coming from inside me, as if I were a part of him and him a part of me. He thrust again and my hands gripped the bedcovers.
 
   “You feel this?” he asked, pushing in to me again and then starting a relentless rhythm. “You feel what my dick can do to you?”
 
   I gasped in response.
 
   “No one can do this to you, can they Anna? No one fucks you like I do?”
 
   “No. No one.” I gulped.
 
   “You can’t help yourself can you? You come so easily with my dick inside you. But not yet. I’m not going to let you come yet, do you hear me?”
 
   His words sent sweet sensations to my clit and I knew that with a few more of his punishing strokes my orgasm would overtake me.
 
   “Answer me,” he growled.
 
   “Ethan, I’m . . .” I was close and I couldn’t stop, it was like a freight train hurtling toward me. And then he was gone. He was no longer inside me and his hands had left my hips. A small whimper escaped me along with my orgasm.
 
   I collapsed flat on my front as Ethan went into the bathroom. 
 
   Shit, he was really pissed at me. A loud bang came from the behind the door and I scrabbled to my feet and across the room, poking my head around the door.
 
   Ethan was sitting on the edge of the bath, his head in his hands, his knuckles scrapped.
 
   I knelt in front of him, placing my hands on his thighs. “I’m sorry,” I said softly. 
 
   He didn’t look at me. “You’re angry because I kept something important from you. And although I didn’t lie, I should have told you when you asked me and I’m sorry.”
 
   “It’s more than that,” he replied.
 
   My heart lurched. What was he going to say? That he couldn’t get past it? A fleeting thought of him leaving filled me with dread.
 
   “Tell me.” It was all I could manage.
 
   “I hate the thought of you with someone else. Anyone else.”
 
   It wasn’t what I was expecting and my dread gave way to warmth.
 
   “I’m not with anyone else. I’m not sure I ever have been.” Ethan was different. I knew that, right at that moment.
 
   His eyes lifted to mine, as if trying to see more of me. I wanted him to see inside me. I meant what I’d said to Ethan. Men before him were irrelevant to me. Time before him was irrelevant to me.
 
   He traced a thumb across my cheek. “This is difficult, I feel like I’m fucking this up.”
 
   Too difficult? “I only want you, Ethan. I’ve only ever been looking for you and you’re not going to mess this up—I won’t let you. And you’ve got to stop me from messing this up, too.”
 
   He looked pained and his hands dropped to my shoulders. I took one of his hands in mine and kissed the knuckle. 
 
   “What did you do?” I whispered.
 
   “It’s fine,” he said.
 
   “Don’t go punching walls. Talk to me. As much as you want me to communicate to you, it’s got to work both ways. We’re still getting to understand each other, it’s going to be lumpy but you were right when you said that talking things out is the way through the bumps.”
 
   He nodded. I stood up and held out my hand for him to take it. Instead he pulled me toward him and wrapped his arms around my waist and leaned his head on my chest. I kissed him on the head and pushed my fingers through his hair.
 
   We stayed there for long minutes, things settling between us. We had revealed new and hidden parts of ourselves today. Not deliberately, but fundamentally. We lay exposed and vulnerable. As if we had just climbed to the summit of a mountain, it felt like we needed time to recover and recuperate before we got up and enjoyed the view.
 
   Eventually Ethan stood and led me back to bed and we lay our limbs intertwined and our bodies as close as they could be, reassuring ourselves and each other.
 
   Ethan kissed the top of my head. “I’m sorry for overreacting,” he said.
 
   “You have nothing to be sorry for.”
 
   “I do. I underestimated you, me, us. I tried to punish you.”
 
   “Ethan, you fucking me will never be a punishment. It’s all pleasure.”
 
   He pulled me closer. “Are we okay?”
 
   “We’re more than okay.”
 
   “Can I fuck you properly now?” he grinned at me and I laughed at him.
 
   “Anytime baby.”
 
   Before the words were out of my mouth he had my body pinned to the mattress with his hips, his hard-on pressed against my thigh, his lips on my neck.
 
   “I’ve left a mark,” he said.
 
   “Always,” I replied, my hands trailing down his back.
 
   He brought his head up to look at me. “I’m serious, Anna. Your neck.”
 
   “It’s fine. I like it.”
 
   “You like it?” He cocked his eyebrow at me.
 
   “I do. It says that I belong to you.”
 
   “Jesus, you’re making me hard.”
 
   “And I like that as well,” I said as he started to rub himself up and down my thigh, getting higher and closer.
 
   “You do?”
 
   I nodded. He nudged at my entrance and I brought my legs up around his hips.
 
   “You’re insatiable,” he said, trailing his cock up to my clitoris. I arched against him.
 
   “Only for you,” I whispered.
 
   I grabbed a condom from the bedside table and he quickly sheathed his erection.
 
   He plunged into me and stilled, filling me body and mind. He pressed himself close to me, his forehead against mine, and moved slowly, pressing deeper and deeper. His weight on me made me feel safe and protected, his hands under my shoulders were pushing me toward him. The heat and sweat built between us, intermingling.
 
   “Anna,” he breathed into my mouth and I dug my heels into his bottom, urging him closer to me. I thought it couldn’t get better between us but this was different, closer, more intimate. I reached for his face and trailed across my fingers his cheekbones.
 
   “Ethan,” I whispered back. 
 
   It washed over me. Love. I loved him. All of a sudden, I was clear—all the emotions of the day had coming crashing down because I was trying to squash what we had together—what I felt for him. I was in love with this man. The beautiful man that was above me, inside me. “Ethan.” I didn’t say what my whole body felt. Today had been complicated enough. There would be time.
 
   I brushed my lips against his and squeezed my muscles around him and he groaned. I loved to hear what my body could do to him—it was such a turn on. My nipples hardened against his chest, dragging across his skin as he shifted above me. His pace quickened but his movements were still small and intense. His muscles clenched as if her were putting every ounce of his energy into his small movements.
 
   He circled his hips slightly and my moan caught in my throat. He watched me as I held my breath. He thrust again and again, reaching farther and farther inside and then we were both there. Right at the same time, in that white light, together, watching each other. 
 
   His body was rigid for a few long seconds and then he collapsed onto me, his head against my neck—panting, licking, sucking.
 
   “Fuck, beautiful,” he growled breathlessly.
 
   My breathing slowed “Hmmm” was all I could manage and I trailed my fingertips up and down his spine. I wanted him to stay on top of me like that forever.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
   Anna
 
   After that, things were still complicated but easier. Our relationship was everything it should be. What was between us was more than just a summer fling or a holiday romance—our hearts were open to each other.
 
   My flat sold but I only went back with Ethan to pack things up. I didn’t stay there again. I moved some of my things to Ethan’s rented apartment and the rest I put in storage. 
 
   I should have started looking for a new place but that meant thinking about the future and what I wanted to do. I’d agreed with Ethan that for the first time ever, I was going to live in the present. I wasn’t going to worry about the future. In the present Ethan was in London and that’s exactly where I wanted to be. I didn’t want to fast forward this relationship—the thought of him meeting my parents, or us moving in together properly, the thought of him as a father, us married—all that stuff that I used to think about with previous boyfriends, I couldn’t let myself think about with Ethan. All that mattered was the here and now.
 
   I managed to extract myself from working directly for Ethan, claiming I was too busy with another client’s work and my excuse wasn’t questioned. There were plenty of people lining up to take my place, wanting to impress the New York office. It was easier like that. I could separate work Ethan from my Ethan. Well, most of the time I could separate them. Every now and then we would pass each other in the corridor and our eyes would slam together and my underwear dampened and I knew he would be fighting a hard-on. 
 
   Our sexual attraction to each other didn’t dip, not even for a second. He was inside me every chance he got and he was right when he said I was insatiable. I couldn’t get enough of him. My body ached for him in the evenings while I waited for him to emerge from the office. Ethan worked hard, too hard. He always worked later than I did. He came home, it felt like our home, exhausted and stressed and I would pour him a whiskey, which we inevitably ended up sharing and then he would have me. My body was his. I would often be shuddering with anticipation by the time we were naked, as if his body was something I got to experience rarely, rather than every day, several times a day. Each time was better than the last as we fell deeper and deeper into each other.
 
   Friday evening Ethan and I left at a similar time, earlier than the rest of the week, wanting to extend our weekend together to as long as possible. Even when we did leave the office at similar times, we never left together. No one at work knew we were together—it was against the rules. The other associates speculated about Ethan’s love life and there were various rumors about an American girlfriend or a British gay lover. I listened, unconcerned. I was pleased they didn’t know Ethan. I wanted to keep him for myself.
 
   As I let myself into the flat, Ethan stood facing away from me, staring out the window, his forehead pressed against the glass. He turned as I closed the door and smiled at me. A tired smile, but a smile nonetheless. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Ethan
 
   “Hey, beautiful.” How did she manage to look so fucking amazing all the time? My cock stirred just at the sight of her. It had never occurred to me that I could remain physically attracted to a woman for this long. And the sex between us only got better. She seemed to know my body so exactly, she knew when to squeeze, bite, moan and beg for maximum impact. All these weeks later, I still had to concentrate on not getting a hard-on when I saw her in the corridors at work. Especially when she shot me that look. The look that made me feel like I really was her god. Fuck. 
 
   “Hey, my gorgeous man,” 
 
   I needed her right now. I needed her body to soothe my mind. Work was a bitch at the moment and it wasn’t getting easier. Trying to manage the London politics and hold on to my US clients meant I was working long hours. Anna hadn’t said anything but I wondered if she got pissed off at the lack of time I could spend with her, especially during the week. I bet her previous boyfriends had more time for her.
 
   “Whiskey?” she asked.
 
   I nodded and followed her to the kitchen.
 
   “You look fucking amazing . . . but you know that.” My eyes trailed over her perfect ass, covered by the tight red fabric of her dress.
 
   “I don’t know that. I’m glad you think so.”
 
   I stood behind her, wrapped my arms around her waist and buried my head into her neck as she fixed two whiskeys.
 
   “Do we have plans this weekend, other than for me to make you come over and over and over?” I asked.
 
   “I like that plan.” She relaxed her body into me my dick pressing against her. How long would I have to wait before I was inside her? “I guess I should really arrange some property viewings.”
 
   That was the last thing I wanted to do—schlep around London, looking at her future without me. Fuck that. I had hoped she would consider coming back to New York with me, but if she was still talking about buying a place here, she wasn’t thinking along the same lines. And I couldn’t raise it. We didn’t talk about the future, we had agreed to live in the here and now and I had to honor that.
 
   “I thought we had dinner with Daniel and Leah?” I wanted off the new apartment subject. My teeth pressed into the flesh of her neck and she tipped her head to give me easier access. 
 
   “Yes, tomorrow night.”
 
   My teeth sunk deeper and Anna moaned and grasped the back of my neck. She enjoyed me marking her, and I took full advantage. I slid my hands up to cup her tits and I pushed them together. I imagined my dick buried between them and pressed harder into her.
 
   “Work’s made you horny I see,” Anna breathed.
 
   “You make me horny. Nothing and no one else.” I wanted Anna to have no doubt that there was no one else but her for me. I never got the feeling that she needed my reassurance but I wanted to give it to her all the same. 
 
   My hands dropped from her tits to her hips and I slid her skirt up. Fuck, she was wearing stockings again. I’d warned her about that.
 
   “Anna,” I said admonishingly.
 
   “But I didn’t see you at all today to distract you, so what’s the problem?”
 
   “Then why?”
 
   “Because I know what it does to you. And I like that thought.”
 
   I’d dropped my pants—my dick wasn’t going to survive for long without her around it. I reached across her stomach and pulled her toward me. “Bend over beautiful. I curled my hand around her neck and pushed her down against the kitchen counter.
 
   “You managed to put panties on. That’s a compromise I suppose.” I tugged down the lace and they pooled at her heeled feet. My fingers trailed back to her delicious pussy. I wanted to be in her as quickly as I could, but I wanted her to be ready.
 
   “Fuck, you are soaking wet, beautiful.”
 
   She whimpered an answer, I couldn’t tell what she was saying, as long as it was stop or no, I didn’t really give a shit and by the way she felt, she was saying anything but stop. The way she got so wet for me was a complete turn on. Sometimes I wondered if she spent her time in a permanent state of semi-arousal, ready for my dick on a moment’s notice. Jesus. 
 
   I trailed my dick along her folds and she shuddered as she lay out in front of me, waiting for me to slam into her. I parted the cheeks of her perfect ass. She glistened for me, the pink, puckered flesh above winking at me. I’d never touched her there. But it seemed so ready for me. I hardened further at the thought. Just the slightest touch. My fingers replaced my dick, sweeping up and down her folds once, then twice and then, coated in her arousal, I edged higher. 
 
   “Ethan,” she said. I read curiosity rather than fear in her voice. I trailed around the puckered opening with my wet fingers and gently stroked. “Ethan,” she said again, the pleasure breaking through her curiosity. I reached around her with my other hand and found her clit “Ethan, Jesus, fuck.” She bucked and threw herself back against me, impaling herself on my finger. She gasped and gripped at me and we both stilled. I hadn’t meant to go as far.
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked.
 
   She nodded but didn’t speak and I didn’t move. My finger still buried halfway inside her ass, my other thumb on her clit. She exhaled and her hands relaxed slightly against my arms. My heart was thumping in my chest and my blood pounding in my ears but I kept as still as I could. Slowly, she started to move, I assumed at first she was trying to remove my finger from her ass but as she rolled her hips, it was clear she wasn’t moving away from me, she was pulling me in deeper. I groaned at the realization that she was enjoying it.
 
   “You like that, beautiful?” I asked as I pushed farther into her and circled in tiny movements. 
 
   She was panting as she nodded, as if she had too much to concentrate on. I was as hard as I’d ever been in my life, watching her ass fucking my finger, her pussy dripping wet. Before I could finish my next thought, she verbalized it for me.
 
   “I want you inside me,” she gasped. “Quickly, Ethan, please.”
 
   This beautiful, sexy, insatiable girl would be my undoing. 
 
   “You want me in your tight pussy while I finger fuck your perfect ass?”
 
   “Ethan!” She screamed as I pushed my dick and my finger into her at the same time. She fell forward, her hands slamming on the counter top as I slammed into her, again and again. 
 
   Jesus, the feel of her all around me, clamping around my dick and my finger, I couldn’t hold back, I wanted to get deeper, closer and I pounded again and again until her pussy contracted in the beginnings of her orgasm. She snapped her head back and her fingers gripped the counter. She was almost there. 
 
   She no longer resisted me right before she started to come. She didn’t try to escape the inevitable. She gave into it. Gave into me. She knew she had no choice but to come for me. She pulsed around me and then she sucked in a deep breath, there she was, right at the edge. I pulled my finger out sharply and she gasped. 
 
   With both hands on her hips, I concentrated on fucking every last drop of orgasm out of her before pouring myself into her. Again and again I thrust into her and as I saw her body slump, my head spun and my orgasm took me over. 
 
   Fuck she was beautiful, and she was mine.
 
   My cheek rested on her back as I came back to earth. God, I needed her naked and wrapped around me right now. Slowly I withdrew and threw the condom in the garbage. Her elbows rested on the counter top and she was still trying to catch her breath.
 
   She turned to look at me, her hair tousled, looking as amazing as she had ever had and I kissed her on her lips. “You’re amazing,” I whispered in her ear.
 
   “You’re amazing,” she whispered back to me and I led her to the bedroom, picking up an orange shopping bag I’d brought home with me.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
   Anna
 
   I scooted into the crook of his arm as he balanced a gift bag on his stomach.
 
   “Whatcha got there?” I asked.
 
   He pulled me closer to him. “It’s for you. A present.”
 
   “Oh, I heard that girls who are into anal get gifts.” I laughed. “You had this planned all along.”
 
   “Anna,” he growled, letting me know that he didn’t approve of my joke. He’d never bought me a present before. Not that I’d particularly noticed. Was this going to reveal his awful taste? Doubtful since his flat was amazing and his dress sense was impeccable . . . although he didn’t seem particularly interested in clothes—unless he was peeling me out of them.
 
   I turned the bag to reveal the Hermès logo. I pursed my lips, trying not to grin. 
 
   “So what’s this for?” I asked.
 
   “Well, like you said, I appreciate your ass.”
 
   I play-thumped him on the chest. “You pig.”
 
   “You love me.”
 
   “I do,” I said in a small voice. 
 
   He’d meant it as playful banter but he’d brought it up. I loved him and we had promised not to keep things from each other. “No bullshit.”
 
   He knocked the bag to the floor and pulled me down the bed and crawled over me. “You better,” he said. “Because I hear it’s no fun being in love with someone if they don’t love you back.” He paused. “I love you, Anna. No bullshit.”
 
   I held his face in my hands as he looked at me, his eyes sparkling. He was happy. We were in love. Everything was perfect.
 
   * * * * *
 
   The Hermès bag contained scarves. Scarves to hide Ethan’s marking of me. I’d been wearing turtlenecks a lot recently, and the weather wasn’t really cold enough to justify it. I liked the idea of wearing a scarf, especially one that Ethan had bought for me.
 
   “What about this one?” I posed in the bathroom doorway, naked apart from a scarf tied around my neck.
 
   “I’m thinking this is shaping up to be the best Friday night I’ve ever had,” Ethan replied. “And I can think of several uses for the scarf. I like the thought of tying you to the bed. I think I mentioned that before.”
 
   “One kinky step at a time, mister,” I replied as I unknotted the scarf, threw it at him and crawled back into bed.
 
   “Okay, we can leave that until next weekend.” 
 
   My stomach dropped at the mention of the following weekend. It was the last full weekend we had together before he was due to leave.
 
   We’d never spoken about him going. He’d forwarded me a couple of emails that set out details of his departure dates but I hadn’t replied and he never mentioned it when we were face to face. I took a deep breath and tried to bury the thoughts of him leaving. Two weeks was plenty of time. Plenty of time for him to ask me to go with him. 
 
   “Next weekend we’re carving out a bit of the USA here in London and having Thanksgiving dinner at your sister’s, remember? You can’t tie me to a bed for Thanksgiving.”
 
   “That’s where you’re wrong. I’d be very thankful if you were tied to the bed.”
 
   I bit into his shoulder in response and he pulled me over his body. I wanted to ask him what happened next. I wanted to ask him if he thought we could do long distance. I wanted him to ask me to move to New York.
 
   “What are you thinking?” he asked, brushing my hair away from my face. 
 
   I shook my head. “I was imagining being tied to the bed.”
 
   I grinned but he didn’t. “Don’t bullshit me.” 
 
   I looked down at his chest and traced my finger across his hard muscle. “Not now. Not yet.”
 
   He lifted my head up but I kept my eyes low. “Look at me, Anna.” 
 
   I wasn’t ready for the conversation about what happened next. I wasn’t ready for it to be over, either. I wanted to keep enjoying what we had. I wanted Ethan for longer than three months. This wasn’t how this was supposed to have gone. This was supposed to be the guy that helped me move on. This wasn’t supposed to be the guy I fell in love with.
 
   I lifted my eyes to meet his and his gaze was dark, intense—as if they were trying to pull something out of me. “When?” he asked. “We have to talk about it sometime.”
 
   I pulled my face from his hands and lay my cheek on his chest. “Soon,” I mumbled.
 
   * * * * *
 
   We had dinner regularly with Daniel and Leah—Daniel and Ethan seemed to hit it off.
 
   The boys were having a game of pool before dinner in Daniel’s games room leaving Leah and I to catch up in the kitchen, pretending we were cooking, when Daniel’s housekeeper had done it all and we were just warming stuff up. 
 
   “So, I’m in love with him,” I said abruptly to Leah as she poked about in the oven.
 
   She spun round to look at me. “You’re finally admitting it?”
 
   “What do you mean ‘finally’?”
 
   “Well, you’ve been in love with him since New York.”
 
   “I’d only known him a week in New York.”
 
   “Doesn’t mean you weren’t in love with him.”
 
   Leah had turned into a hopeless romantic since getting together with Daniel. There was no point in arguing with her. 
 
   “I told him.”
 
   She stared at me as she took a seat at the breakfast bar, nodding at me like a lunatic. “And?” she asked.
 
   “And what?”
 
   “Don’t be obtuse. Did he say it back? Ask you to move to New York? Did he propose?”
 
   “Don’t be ridiculous,” I said, trying to come across cool.
 
   “He didn’t say it back?” she asked, scrunching her eyebrows together.
 
   “Yes, he said it back.”
 
   “Well, that’s great. You’ve both finally admitted what we’ve all known forever.”
 
   “Stop, Leah. There are no happy endings here. We live on different continents. Our lives are on different continents.”
 
   “Are you telling me that if he asked you, you wouldn’t go to New York? And don’t you dare say no. Because he’s totally worth it. He makes you happy and you love him and he loves you and treats you like a queen and—”
 
   “I didn’t say I wouldn’t go, for god’s sake, Leah.”
 
   “So you would go?”
 
   “Yes!” I was exasperated. She was making me talk about things I really didn’t want to verbalize but I spent every spare minute thinking about.
 
   “Have you told him?”
 
   I shook my head. “We agreed to live in the present and not worry about the future while he’s here.”
 
   “But—”
 
   “I know. I’m just not ready to lose him if he doesn’t want what I want.”
 
   “But he loves you. What makes you think you’re going to lose him?”
 
   “It’s complicated.”
 
   “What’s complicated?” Daniel asked as he and Ethan clattered into the kitchen.
 
   “Making risotto balls,” I said quickly.
 
   “Yeah, like you were talking about making risotto balls,” Ethan said. “You can just about fry an egg.”
 
   “Whatever.” I shrugged and he wrapped his arms around my waist.
 
   “Don’t worry, you have other skills that keep me coming back for more.” He buried his head in my neck to kiss me.
 
   “Eww. TMI!” Leah exclaimed.
 
   We all laughed and set about dishing up dinner. I was relieved to have Leah and Ethan distracted at the same time. 


 
   
  
 




 
   Ethan
 
   The weekend had been perfect. I didn’t know how Anna would react to getting gifts. She didn’t come across as one of those New York girls dripping in labels and expecting to be bought things. But the scarves suited her. I loved seeing her naked in them and I loved seeing her at work, in her suit with one neatly tied around her neck, covering the signs that she belonged to me.
 
   It was our last full weekend together. My flight was booked for the following Sunday. I had pushed it out until that last possible chance so I was taking the latest flight out despite the fact that I had a full day of meetings on the Monday. It wasn’t the smartest choice but I didn’t want a minute in New York that could be spent in London with her. 
 
   Despite our agreement that we’d live in the present and wouldn’t worry about what happened when I returned home, I’d gently tried to bring up going back to New York with Anna a couple of times. First, I sent her a couple of emails setting out the date I was due back in New York. She hadn’t responded and so I hadn’t brought it up. It had been raised again this weekend. I could tell it was on her mind but for some reason she didn’t want to talk about it. I didn’t want to push her, I wanted her to be happy and if not talking about it was going to to do that then I’d live with it, for now.
 
   I’d never been in this situation before. I wasn’t good at complicated, I just wanted to make things simple and to me, talking about it would make it simple. I wanted her in New York, with me. That was simple. And if she wouldn’t move then we could do the long distance thing until I could work out a way for us to be together. I’d tried to extend my stay in London but my biggest client was being a pain in my ass about it and New York had said no. They wanted my billable hours back in New York. I could change firms but building a client base in London would not be easy. But she was worth it. She just needed to talk to me about it, to tell me what she wanted. If she didn’t want me then I would go and she’d never hear from me again, but I didn’t think that was it.
 
   It was Friday night, I was home later than normal because I had things to tie up in London. Despite the time, I’d returned to an empty apartment. I checked my phone to see if she’d texted me. Nothing. I slung my jacket on the back of one of the dining chairs and went into the kitchen to make myself a drink. Her keys jangled in the lock and I grinned, reaching for another glass. I was looking forward to seeing her. Twice this week, when I’d had client dinners, I’d come home to find her asleep with a note asking me to wake her when I got in. I hadn’t woken her and had been chastised the next morning on both occasions. She looked so beautiful when she slept, there was no way I could wake her despite wanting to bury myself in her.
 
   “Hey, beautiful. I’m in the kitchen,” I called out.
 
   Her head popped round the door. “You’re back.” She grinned at me. “I have a gift for you.”
 
   “The last gift you gave me was the only gift I could ever want.” Jesus, I felt my cock stir at the thought of her perfect tits wrapped in that black silk bow.
 
   “That wasn’t a proper gift. That was my body. This, I bought. I have two.” She placed a shopping bag on the counter and pulled down the sides of the bag to reveal a pumpkin. She grinned at me as if she’d just bought me a boat. Fuck, she was cute.
 
   “I like the other gift better,” I said.
 
   She ignored me “You missed Thanksgiving so I thought we could make a weekend of it. We’re going to Jessica and James’ tomorrow afternoon and in the morning you could teach me to carve pumpkins and do whatever else you yanks do this time of year.”
 
   “Well, we carve pumpkins at Halloween, not Thanksgiving. On Thanksgiving we fuck. We spend the whole weekend naked and fucking.”
 
   She smacked my arm. “You do not.”
 
   I grabbed her around the waist and pulled her toward me “We do. It’s a huge tradition.”
 
   “You’re crazy.”
 
   “Crazy in love with you.”
 
   That had the desired effect as she spun around in my arms and pressed her lips against mine. “Okay, we can carve pumpkins naked. How’s that for a compromise?”
 
   “You promise you’ll be naked?”
 
   She shrugged. “Sure.”
 
   “Deal.” Naked pumpkin carving. This would be a great new tradition.
 
   “So you’ve been out buying pumpkins all this time?”
 
   “I went to see a flat as well.”
 
   “Oh, you didn’t mention it.” A stabbing pain jolted my stomach. She was planning her life without me. She was getting ready to move on. “How was it?”
 
   “Vile. It only just came on the market and the agent was so pushy when she called me about it, but it was horrible.”
 
   “You know I paid the rent on this place until March. I did it earlier in the week. I didn’t want you to be . . .You know, so you can take your time.” Even if she was prepared to come to New York, she would have to give notice and I knew she didn’t want to have to live with Leah and Daniel.
 
   Her eyes soften as she looked at me but she didn’t say anything. This was the perfect time to discuss the after, the future. 
 
   “Anna?”
 
   “That’s really . . . you’re amazing.” She reached around my neck and into my hair. God, I loved the feel of her hands in my hair.
 
   “Anna? We need to talk.”
 
   One hand released my hair and rubbed against my hardening cock. She wasn’t subtle in her distraction technique. “Soon,” she whispered rubbing up and down. I should stop her and make her talk but she knew how to get exactly what she wanted.
 
   “When?” I groaned.
 
   She unzipped my zipper and her hand slid inside my pants.
 
   “Sunday. Right now, I want you inside me.”
 
   * * * * *
 
   I woke to the sound of her hairdryer and watched her at the dressing table doing her hair. For some reason, I loved watching her get ready. It was fascinating to me. The lotions and the potions and the nine different types of everything. She looked incredible before the ritual began so I wasn’t sure why she bothered. She looked most beautiful just after she came, which was the argument I’d used to keep her naked all morning.
 
   Naked pumpkin carving had quickly turned into naked fucking, my new favorite Thanksgiving tradition. I’d tried to convince her that we could cancel on my sister but it hadn’t worked and so I stayed in bed while she banned me from coming anywhere near her while she got ready. For some reason she didn’t like the idea of smelling of sex when we went to my sister’s.
 
   “You look beautiful,” I said as she switched the hairdryer off.
 
   “You always say that,” she said, still facing away from me, but meeting my eye in the mirror.
 
   “Because it’s true.”
 
   “Get in the shower, you bum.”
 
   “Will you rub me down? My dick is really dirty.”
 
   She laughed. “Are you fifteen years old? You’d think that I deprive you? We’ve spent most of our day focused on your penis.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   Anna
 
   Watching Ethan play on the rug in the family room with his niece Izzy, almost made my heart burst. He knew how to handle women, young and old. He spoke to her as if she understood every word he said and she watched him as if she did, occasionally reaching her hand out to enthusiastically pat his cheek.
 
   “He would make a great father,” Jessica whispered to me as I stood watching Ethan.
 
   I shrugged, pulling myself away from watching them and headed back over to the counter.
 
   “Don’t you think?” Jessica continued.
 
   “I’ve not . . . I guess.”
 
   I’d spent the last three months trying not to think about things like that. Trying not to do exactly what I did with all my other relationships—ruin them with “what ifs” before they even started.
 
   “Don’t tell me you’ve not thought about it. You’re a woman. That’s what we do.”
 
   “We don’t talk about that stuff,” I responded. It was true. We’d not talked about it and although thoughts about the future had entered my mind, I swept them under my trusty rug of denial along with unpaid credit card bill from last month and my lack of gym attendance since Ethan had arrived.
 
   “What stuff? Babies?”
 
   “Babies. The future. We’re here now and we’re happy and that’s what we’re focusing on.”
 
   “But you must think about it. He leaves tomorrow.” She was relentless. Couldn’t she tell I was uncomfortable?
 
   “I try not to. Can I help you with anything? I’m a great potato masher.” Please change the subject.
 
   She finally got the hint and set me up making a salad. I could tell from her silence she wanted me to offer up more about Ethan and our future but I resolutely stayed silent. I felt like a rabbit caught in the headlights, I’d been putting off these discussions for what seemed like forever but we had to talk. After tomorrow we were going to be on different continents. I just didn’t know for how long. He wasn’t staying or he would have told me and I wasn’t leaving to go with him. There was no plan to be together, no plane ticket booked. I had a life and a job and a family and commitments in London but I wanted him—I wanted to be with him.
 
   Ethan and James joined us at the counter, Izzy wriggling on Ethan’s hip.
 
   “You’re not letting her cook are you?” Ethan asked, watching me chop the cucumber. “Really, she’s terrible.”
 
   “I am not and anyway, I’m not cooking. I’m chopping.”
 
   “Thank god, I don’t need food poisoning on a transatlantic flight.” 
 
   My stomach lurched at the mention of his journey home and it must have shown in my face because he reached across and stroked my back in small circles. I squeezed out a grin. 
 
   “So, your flight leaves tomorrow night?” Jessica asked.
 
   “Yeah, the late flight back and I have an all-day meeting on Monday.”
 
   “Ouch,” James said.
 
   “So you two are going to do the long distance thing?” Jessica asked. Jesus she was like a dog with a bone.
 
   Ethan sighed. “I really hope you’ve not been pestering Anna about us, Jess. You’ll find out soon enough, so drop it. Please.”
 
   “Ethan, it’s not an unreasonable question. I just love you guys together. I love seeing my brother so happy and I want that for you. I want you to be happy.”
 
   She was right. It wasn’t unreasonable. We should have talked about this before now. Even if we decided that tonight would be our last night together, I wish I knew what our plan was. I wish I knew that there was a plan for us.
 
   “And I love you for it, but drop it unless you want to ruin tonight.” There was no arguing with Ethan when he meant business. His sister seemed to know that and she didn’t mention it again, but it hovered around us all evening. We both skirted the subject as we discussed what our plans were for Christmas. I explained that I always spent it with my parents and Ethan said he was flying to Aspen with his parents. 
 
   “And do you have plans for New Year’s?” Jessica asked me.
 
   “Umm. No, I usually end up at some party where I don’t want to be and leave at ten past midnight. I’m not a huge fan of New Year’s Eve.”
 
   God, starting a new year without Ethan sounded like the worst evening ever. I wanted him to tell me that he was flying back to London for New Year, that we could spend the evening naked, watching the fireworks across London’s rooftops.
 
   “And how’s work?” she asked, flitting her eyes between us. “After the merger, is it all going well?”
 
   I shrugged. Ethan nodded “Yeah, good. There’s plenty to do but I think it will be great to have a European network.” Ethan sounded enthusiastic. More enthusiastic than me.
 
   “I’ve lost my work mojo at the moment,” I murmured honestly. I’d not said it out loud before but once the words had left my lips, I realized that the thoughts that had been swirling around my head recently were more than the usual weekend blues as the prospect of another week ahead.
 
   “Really?” Ethan turned to me, his eyebrows knitted together.
 
   “A bit.” A lot. The thought of having no prospect of running into him at work made the thought of going in on Monday even bleaker.
 
   “Is Adams being a dick?” Paul Adams was the partner I did most of my work with.
 
   “Language,” Jessica hissed, pointing at the buggy where Izzy was fast asleep.
 
   Ethan rolled his eyes.
 
   “No more than usual,” I replied. “I just . . . I’m sure it will be fine and if it’s not, I can give it all up and go to India and become a yoga teacher.”
 
   Everyone laughed but Ethan’s was forced. I reached across and stroked his knee. He grabbed my hand.
 
   I wanted to leave right then. I just wanted it to be us. I turned my head sideways and he met my stare. He knew. He could see what I wanted and so we would leave at the first polite opportunity and have our last night in London together.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Ethan
 
   As much as I loved my sister, I wanted to be alone with Anna. Our last night together should be about us. We needed to talk, finally, about our future. Did she think we had one? Why was she putting off this conversation until the very last minute?
 
   When she looked at me, I knew she wanted to leave too. I loved the way I could see what was going on behind those beautiful eyes, most of the time.
 
   I stood up to help Jessica clear the table.
 
   “Thanks, Bond. James thinks I’m his personal slave.”
 
   James rolled his eyes. “If you weren’t obsessed with clearing the dishes as soon as the last person has swallowed their final mouthful then I might get a chance to help before you started nagging.”
 
   God, were they still in love? I couldn’t remember if they’d always been like this. Snipping at each other, throwing biting comments back and forth. It was exhausting to watch. I’d much rather be fucking Anna than fighting with her.
 
   The four of us cleared the table and I made our excuses. Jessica, for once, didn’t argue with me. I believed her when she said she wanted to see it work with Anna. Maybe that’s why she didn’t give me a hard time about leaving straight after eating.
 
   “Make sure you two talk it out. I want to see you happy together,” Jessica called as we made our way down their path to the street.
 
   Anna looked at me and rolled her eyes. “Your sister is relentless.”
 
   I smiled. “She is. But she’s right. The time is now. We need to talk.”
 
   Anna nodded but didn’t say anything as I flagged down a taxi. We sat close in the cab and I held her hand in both of mine, rubbing my thumb across her knuckles. The tension thickened between us. We sat in silence as the London streets zipped by. I’d miss this city. New York was part of my soul but so was Anna—and for me London was all about Anna, which made it the best place on earth. 
 
   I was trying to decide how I was going to say what I wanted to say. I’d had weeks, no months, to think about it and now the moment was almost here and I couldn’t quite decide how to put what I was feeling into words. I loved her. I wanted us to be together. But I needed her to want all the same things and I wasn’t sure if I was about to get my heart ripped out of my chest.
 
   As the cab pulled up, Anna took a deep breath. I tried to catch her eye but she avoided looking at me. I felt a dull thud in my chest. Fuck. I didn’t know if I’d survive this.
 
   We made our way into the apartment in silence. Anna was first to speak, thanking me as I took her jacket.
 
   “Whiskey?” she asked.
 
   I nodded. I followed her to the kitchen and she set about the now familiar routine of setting out the glasses, dividing the ice and then pouring the amber liquid. 
 
   We took our drinks and Anna forced a smile at me. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
 
   We settled on the sofa and I pulled her legs onto my lap. I loved being able to touch her any time I pleased. I loved that whenever we sat on this sofa, her legs were mine.
 
   “So,” she said.
 
   “So,” I replied.
 
   “So, you want to have the talk now?”
 
   Of course I wanted to have the talk now. Didn’t she? A lump formed in my throat. I couldn’t speak, so I nodded.
 
   “Okay,” she said.
 
   I nodded again. At work I used silence as a negotiation tactic. It was amazing how much someone would give away if you didn’t respond to their initial offer. They’d often negotiate against themselves. But my silence in that moment was helping me not get on my knees and beg her to come back to New York with me. I needed to know what she wanted. Did she see a future for us? 
 
   “So where do we start?” she asked.
 
   “You start,” I choked out and took a gulp of whiskey, hoping that it would numb any pain and allow me to get my words out when the time came.
 
   “What do you want me to say?” she asked.
 
   That fucking irritated me. What did she think I wanted her to say? At least the agitation seemed to neutralize my nerves slightly.
 
   “I want to you to tell me what you want. No bullshit, no ambiguity.”
 
   “And what about you?”
 
   “What about me?”
 
   “Don’t I get to hear the same from you?” she asked.
 
   “You do.”
 
   “So, go ahead.”
 
   Such a fucking lawyer. I chuckled. “No way, beautiful. I’m getting the last word here. You’re going to start and you’re going to tell me the truth. I want every single thought that’s spinning in that beautiful head of yours coming out of that beautiful, very talented, mouth of yours. Now, go ahead.”
 
   She looked at me, trying to decide what to say. Surely, she’d thought about this? Surely she knew what she wanted?
 
    “I like you,” she said, finally.
 
   “You like me?” I raised an eyebrow at her.
 
   “Well, you know. I really like you.” She started to laugh and she rolled her eyes at me. “You know I love you, Ethan.”
 
   I leaned forward and kissed her on the corner of her mouth. I couldn’t help it. I never got tired of hearing those words coming from her. “It feels like there’s a but coming.”
 
   “Well, the but is we live on different continents. You have a life and a career in New York and I have a life and career in London. I’d say that’s a pretty big but.”
 
   I nodded. To me, it wasn’t that big a issue. There were ways of making this work. Did she see them?
 
   “So, if I wanted to be a lawyer about it,” she continued, “we have various options.” 
 
   I nodded again, willing her on.
 
   “We could agree to part ways here and now. No complications, no ambiguity, no bullshit. . .” She looked at me, and I wasn’t sure if I should respond. She was using my words, was she thinking that was my preferred option?
 
   “For the record, that’s my least favorite of all the options.” The words tumbled out before I had a chance to stop them.
 
   A smile spread slowly across her face. “How do you know that the other options aren’t worse?”
 
   “I can’t think of anything worse than my life without you.”
 
   “Ethan.” My name came out in a half whisper. “It will be complicated.”
 
   “I’ve been trying to hold back, to allow you to tell me what you want, but I can’t wait another second. I want you, Anna. Whatever it takes.”
 
   “Whatever it takes?”
 
   I nodded. “So, you seem to have thought about this. Do you have a plan?” The words came out through her grin.
 
   “First I want to hear what you want. How much convincing do I need to do?”
 
   “You think you need to convince me?”
 
   I shrugged.
 
   She scrambled across my lap, her knees either side of my lap. “You don’t need to convince me of anything. I’m good at complicated.”
 
   I felt the air leave my chest and my body relax as I grabbed her face in my hands and pushed my lips against hers. Pulling away I said, “I fly tomorrow.” Why hadn’t we talked about this sooner, we could have been making plans?
 
   “Then let’s make every moment count. Don’t expect any sleep tonight, Mr. Scott.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
   Ethan
 
   I’d never realized you could feel physically fucking sick from missing someone. 
 
   We’d been in the air for two hours, which meant I hadn’t seen Anna in three, but I still missed her. During our time in London we’d spent plenty of time apart when we were at work but it hadn’t felt like this. It hadn’t felt like I’d been sucker punched. In my gut. In my heart.
 
   “I’ll have another whiskey. In fact, just keep them coming,” I said to the flight attendant. I don’t know what she said in reply. I just kept my eyes on the screen in front of me and tuned her out. I was watching Pretty Woman. Of course I was. I was a walking fucking cliché. I’d become the chick who wallowed in post-break-up misery. Except we hadn’t broken up. But it made me feel closer to her, knowing she’d watched it a million times and knew every line. She’d laugh if I told her. And I liked making her laugh.
 
   I had a mountain of prep for the meeting the next day but I couldn’t face it. For the first time in my life, I didn’t care if I went into the meeting tomorrow hung-over and unprepared. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered anymore. Nothing except being with Anna. That was the goal and I was going to make it happen.
 
   I nearly hadn’t made the flight, not wanting to leave. We stood at security for what seemed like hours, until the last possible moment. Our arms clamped around each other, we didn’t speak—we’d said all that we needed to say. We just needed to be with each other. And she held on to me tight, as if it were the end or at least the beginning of complicated.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Empire State Series concludes in the final instalment, coming January 2015.
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