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    Chapter One


    Anna


    I didn’t know how long I stood there watching, scanning the heads of travellers on the other side of airport security, heading into duty free. Maybe he’d turn back, change his mind about leaving. Maybe he’d come and see if I was still here, watching for him. And if he did, I wanted to make sure I was.


    A small child ran into me and I moved my legs apart to keep from losing my balance. As I bent down to steady her, she ran off. It broke my concentration and I looked at my watch. Five minutes past take off time. I checked the board. It wasn’t delayed. He was in the air. Gone.


    The dull ache in my stomach that had been threatening to break through since last night engulfed me. I stumbled to a nearby bench and sat with my head in my hands. He was really gone. We’d finally had the discussion about the future. Ethan hadn’t asked me to go to New York. I’d wanted him to, but he hadn’t. But he hadn’t ended it either. He’d told me he loved me. He’d told me he wanted to make it work and I’d said it all back to him. We were going to do the long distance thing. Relief and elation had held off complicated for a few hours until now. Now the reality of him heading to another country was right here, and living on different continents meant complication. That reality was almost unbearable


    I fumbled in my bag, and took out my keys and my phone. What was next? I couldn’t remember.


    I stood resolutely. Home. That was what was next. I headed to the exit and found a cab. Had I told the driver where to go? I closed my eyes and let my head fall back.


    “Miss. Miss.”


    I lifted my head from the back of the seat. It was the cab driver. The car had stopped. I looked out of the window. Home.


    “Sorry to wake you, love,” he said. “You got jet lag?”


    He hadn’t woken me, not from sleep anyway.


    I mumbled at him and pushed some money into his hand.


    I was soothed by familiar surroundings as I entered the flat. It wasn’t home but it was the closest thing I had. The ache inside me pulsed as I remembered I’d have to find somewhere to live. I had this place until the end of March. What would happen between now and then? Nothing had been decided between us other than that we wanted to make it work.


    I kicked off my shoes, went into the bedroom and, fully clothed, I crawled under the covers. I could still smell him. Feel him.


    


    I woke to the sound of my phone muffled by my pillow. It was still dark. I flicked my fingers across the words “Sex God”.


    “Hey,” I croaked.


    “God, you sound so sexy when you’ve just woken.”


    I couldn’t help but grin through my cloud of half-sleep.


    “You sound sexy all the time,” I said. “Where are you?”


    “In a cab. Sorry to wake you.”


    “Don’t be sorry. I’ve missed you.”


    “Already?”


    I nodded. “Yes.”


    “Only three weeks, beautiful.”


    We had to get through Christmas first and then I was flying to New York. “Three weeks,” I repeated.


    “And I’m still going to make you come every day.”


    I groaned and squeezed my thighs together. Ethan had assured me that the long distance thing could work because he gave good phone sex, but the thought of not touching him, of him not touching me, for three weeks was horrifying.


    “Hearing you groan like that is making me hard, and that’s just not playing fair when you know I’m in the back of a cab.”


    I grinned again. I could get to him despite being three thousand miles away. That eased my ache slightly.


    “Sorry. I didn’t mean to.”


    “You don’t have to try. You just have to exist.”


    “God, I love you, Ethan.”


    “I love you. Now get in the shower because you have that meeting that starts at 8:30.” I loved that he knew my schedule. How long would that last? He knew what I was doing this week but what about the week after that?


    “What time is it?”


    “Just before seven your time,” he replied.


    I groaned again. I could sleep for a week, or maybe until it was time to fly to New York.


    “Stop, Anna.”


    “Sorry. Don’t go.”


    “You have to get in the shower. I’ll speak to you when I wake up later. Stop pouting.”


    I laughed. I was pouting.


    “Okay, I love you. Sleep well.”


    “I will, I’ll dream of you.”


    


    * * * * *


    


    I took the tube to work, like most of London, but I didn’t feel like most of London. Somehow the city didn’t seem as bright as usual, it was like someone had turned the contrast down—there was something gray about everyone. I felt disconnected, as if I knew something they didn’t. I walked at my new pace, people rushing past me, bumping me from left and right but it was okay because I was different. I knew. I knew what it was to really, truly, love someone. And it was incredible and entirely petrifying. I’d never felt so exposed and vulnerable.


    We hadn’t talked about things too far in the future, but we’d set some boundaries, created some rules. Of course we had.


    Rule one was that we would speak to each other every day. Even if it was for two seconds. Rule two was that we would see each other every month and we would always know when we would next see each other. Rule three was no bullshit. If either of us felt like it wasn’t working, we would talk about it and make it work better.


    But rules were meant to be broken, right?


    


    * * * * *


    


    “I can’t believe that I’ve got to be in the office without having Sexy Scott to look at.” Lucy landed her ass on my desk as I returned from my meeting.


    Did she think I liked her? I was pretty sure I’d never given her reason to be so deluded.


    I fingered the Hermès scarf that I’d worn to keep Ethan close to me and tried to ignore her. She kept yapping away as I opened my inbox and started going through my emails. I managed to tune her out.


    “Anna? Are you listening? He totally had the hots for me.”


    “Whatever you say, Lucy,” I said, my eyes fixated to my screen.


    “Jesus, you’re a miserable bitch.”


    “Whatever you say.”


    She finally left me alone and I cocooned myself in a bubble that I hoped screamed “leave me the fuck alone”. I wanted to get my work done and go home. Although Lucy irritated the living crap out of me, she was right. There was no joy in this place without Ethan. Not for me. Not now.


    Leah called, presumably because I wasn’t responding to her emails and texts.


    “We can just have a girlie night in. Daniel has a dinner,” Leah said.


    “I need to do a ton of laundry and call my parents. Maybe later in the week?” I was fobbing her off and she knew it. I just genuinely didn’t want company. I wanted to be surrounded by Ethan. And even though he was gone, I could feel close to him back at the flat.


    “Don’t become a hermit. You wouldn’t let me do that and I won’t let you.”


    “I appreciate you’re on hermit patrol and I thank you for your service, but it’s all good. I’ll speak to you later.”


    I delved into my work where I could be alone.


    


    Just past midday, my phone buzzed. “Hey,” I whispered.


    “I dreamt of you,” he said.


    I got up and closed the door to my office.


    “Was it a good dream?” I asked.


    “You were going down on me, so I’d say so.”


    “How romantic. You say the sweetest things.” I laughed.


    “I don’t like waking up without you,” he said, and my heart tripped.


    “I know. I don’t like you waking up without me either. Only three weeks until your next real-life blow job,” I said, trying to lighten the mood.


    I heard him groan on the other end of the phone. I laughed. “Get in the shower, you bum. I’ll call you when I’m home.”


    


    

  


  
    



    Ethan


    I put the phone down and headed into the bathroom. Was jerking off when she wasn’t on the end of the phone cheating? I was going to have to establish rules about that. I had the hard-on to end all hard-ons and it was ruining my concentration. I picked up my phone again to see what emails had come in overnight. That should help redistribute my blood flow better.


    We’d managed two snatched conversations since I’d left. Was this what it was going to be like? I had really held myself back when we’d finally talked about our future together. What I wanted to do was throw her over my shoulder and bring her back to New York with me. But I had managed to control myself. She seemed to want to understand what I wanted and it had been difficult for me to establish what was going to make her happy. When I’d suggested trying a long distance relationship she’d seemed relieved.


    I wasn’t sure which alternative had made her anxious—the thought of me taking her back with me, or ending it. But I hadn’t pushed her. Perhaps I feared her answer. We’d promised no bullshit, but as much as I felt she was holding something back, I was too. I hadn’t demanded that she come back to New York. The thought of her in London, without me, was fucking terrifying—she could change her mind about us, or meet someone else. The thought of me without her was fucking terrifying—she had become like oxygen. I couldn’t really remember myself before her and what I did remember, I didn’t like. I didn’t want to go back to sex without complications or ambiguity. Anna was everything I’d spent my life fighting against and now the only thing I wanted.


    Three weeks. How would I survive three weeks? I was struggling to get through a few hours. I needed a plan. I’d hit the gym. That would work. I’d need to be putting plenty of hours in at the office. That would be a good distraction. And I could hang out with my old college friends, Andrew and Mandy, this weekend. That was a plan. Now I just needed to set about making sure Anna wasn’t distracted by something or someone other than me. I was going to make sure I was always front and center of her mind.


    


    * * * * *


    


    “So, are you officially pussy whipped?” Andrew asked. My smile spread across my face and I shrugged. “I knew it would happen at some point,” he said.


    Andrew had suggested lunch and I’d had my assistant organize reservations at the place where we’d not-so-accidently “run into” Anna and Leah the morning after our first night together. I’d been crazy about her even back then.


    “What can I say? She’s worth being whipped for.”


    “So, she’s coming over for Christmas?”


    “New Year’s,” I corrected. “I’m taking my folks to Aspen for Christmas. They’re disappointed not to be with Izzy, so I thought Aspen might make it up to them. And then Anna flies in on the twenty-seventh.”


    “And then what?”


    “And then what what?”


    “Well, is she going to move over permanently? Are you going to London? Are you going to marry her?”


    Yes, yes and yes? No, maybe and one day? I didn’t have an answer. I shrugged again.


    “But you love her right?”


    I couldn’t stop the grin that spread across my face. “Yeah, I love her.”


    “So make it happen, dude.”


    Andrew was a great friend. He could have been giving me miles of shit for going soft but instead he wanted me to get my girl.


    “Thanks, man. I’m going to find a way for us to be together on the same continent.”


    “Good. Girls like Anna and Mandy don’t come around very often. Don’t fuck it up.”


    “Good advice. And so very eloquently put.”


    “So, do you want to spend New Year’s with Mandy and me, or do you have other plans?”


    “I know Anna would love to see you guys, but can we do it another night? Maybe the day before? For brunch or something? I have other plans for us on New Year’s.”


    My idea was to make the evening special. I just hadn’t decided how yet.


    “Is work busy?” he asked.


    “Yeah, hopefully it will be better now that I’m back in the US. The clients are so fucking demanding. It was hard managing it from London, but it should settle down.” I wasn’t going to be late tonight. I wanted to make it home by 7pm. I had a promise to keep. I needed to make sure my beautiful girl came every day. Shit, my dick started to stir. “How’s Mandy?” I asked, knowing talking about her should settle me down.


    “Good. She wants us to go out to dinner so she can give you a hard time about leaving Anna in London.”


    “I didn’t leave her there. She lives there.”


    “I know man, but you know what she’s like. She’s excited that you’ve found someone.”


    I couldn’t help but grin. I was excited that I’d found Anna, too. We just had to find a way to be on the same continent.


    


    

  


  


  
    Chapter Two


    Ethan


    On the way back to the office, I texted Anna


    E: I’ll be home by 7pm. Can you wait up?


    A: All night, for you.


    E: Good. I want you in bed and naked by the time I call.


    A: Yes, sir.


    E: Stop with the “sir”, you’re making me hard.


    A: That’s how I like you, sir.


    Fuck, she could get me like steel with a text from three thousand miles away. I was like a fucking teenager when it came to her. Maybe we should have a no text rule during office hours?


    I slipped back into my work routine. Managing things from London for three months meant that being back in New York made everything seem easier and I got through things quickly. But I did have a conference call at eight that evening that I could take from home. It meant I got an hour with Anna. The thought of her in bed and naked—her creamy-soft skin wrapped in our sheets—had my dick twitching, so I tuned it out and got on with the day.


    


    It was just coming up to 7pm and I was stuck in traffic. Fuckety fuck. I didn’t want to waste a minute with her, so I called her from the back of the cab.


    “Hey, my handsome man.”


    “God, I love you.” I couldn’t stop myself, I loved her and how she loved me.


    “Are you okay?” She sounded concerned. Because I’d told her I loved her? I wasn’t doing it enough if it raised questions.


    “Yes, I just wanted you to know. I’ve missed you all day.”


    “I’ve missed you, too. I don’t like being here without you. It doesn’t feel right.” My gut ached hearing her say that. It felt like she might be missing me as much as I was missing her.


    “Where are you?”


    “I’m in bed.”


    “Did I wake you? Were you sleeping?”


    “No, I was waiting for your call. You told me to be naked and in bed, so I am.”


    I groaned and the taxi driver shot me a look in the mirror.


    “Fucking traffic,” I spat.


    “Where are you?”


    “In the back of a cab. The traffic’s a bitch. I shouldn’t be too much longer. I just couldn’t wait to hear your voice.”


    “It’s fine. There’s no rush.” I hadn’t told her about my 8p.m. conference call because I didn’t want her thinking I was fitting her in amongst other things or that there was a time limit to our call. “How was your day?”


    “Good, actually. I saw Andrew for lunch and I got a lot done.”


    “How are he and Mandy?”


    “Good. They want to see you when you come over. I’m going to have dinner with them one night this week.”


    “I’m glad you have them.”


    “Me too. I left something for you, in the top drawer, where my stuff used to me. Go take a look.”


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    “You did? What is it?” I asked.


    “Go take a look,” he repeated.


    I scrambled out of bed, went over to Ethan’s drawer and pulled it open. The sight of the almost-empty space made my stomach flip. Another reminder that he wasn’t here anymore. But it wasn’t completely empty. There was a small orange box stamped with the now familiar Hermès logo. I grinned, grabbed it and headed back to bed.


    “Did you find it?”


    “I did. You don’t need to buy me gifts.”


    “I want to. I think you’re the only girl ever born who complains about getting gifts.”


    “I’m not complaining. I just don’t want you to think you have to.”


    “I want to. Do you like it?”


    “I’ve not opened it.”


    “We should be doing this by video call or something. I want to see you.”


    “Three weeks. Where are you now?”


    “We’re just pulling in. Open your gift.”


    I did. I loved that he’d thought about leaving me something when he was gone. He was good at this boyfriend thing, even if he hadn’t had much practice. It was a beautiful blue enamel bracelet. “God, Ethan, I love it. Thank you.”


    “Put it on. I want to imagine you in nothing but a bracelet.”


    I grinned at the thought of being his fantasy. And his reality. “It fits beautifully, thank you. I’ll send you a picture.”


    The sound of the street echoed more clearly on the other end of the phone. “Where are you?”


    “I got out to walk. I’m just at the end of the block.”


    “I want to hear more about your day.”


    “It was completely uninteresting compared to you in our bed, naked.”


    Our bed. He still thought of it as ours.


    “Tell me. I want to hear everything as if you were beside me chatting.”


    “If I was there and you were naked, I wouldn’t be talking about my day.”


    I wondered how many women had flirted with Ethan today, on a day I wasn’t going to be there to wrap my hands around his cock and make sure it was my eyes he was looking into when he came. I had to push the thoughts to one side


    “Tell me, what would you be doing?”


    “Oh, beautiful, you might be the death of me. But I’d die happy, that’s for sure.”


    My whole body heated. The thought of being the one that made him happy? That I could do that to him? It was all I could want. The sounds of the street began to fade.


    “If I were there now,” Ethan continued, “I’d lay you on your back on our bed and drink you in for a few minutes. I love your skin, how soft it is, how it tastes. I love the feeling of my fingers on you, in you, all over you.”


    There was familiar wetness between my legs at his words. It was if he was worshipping my body.


    His voice and the buzz across my skin made his absence more acute. I was aware of everything I didn’t feel. Everything he would be doing to my body if he were here. The almost too-hard press of his thumbs below my hips. The drag of his lips across every inch of my skin. The feel of his hard body under my fingers, my lips, my tongue.


    My nipples tightened and grazed the sheets I was wrapped in. I squeezed my thighs together. “I wish you were here with me.”


    “Beautiful, there’s nothing I want more, right this second.” On the other end of the phone keys jangled and doors slammed.


    “Are you hard?” I asked, almost embarrassed, but not quite. Our relationship had been, until now, so much about the physical stuff between us. It was how we communicated, it was how we were comfortable. We were in new territory here. I got confidence from his desire for me. Now I was blind. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself. I needed to be there with him, to see, to feel for myself.


    “Like a fucking stone. Like I said, you just have to exist to make me hard. Having the image of you naked on the other end of the phone makes me like steel. If I were there, would you be ready for me, baby? Tell me how wet you are.”


    “Ethan.” I wasn’t sure I could do this. It felt strange and unfamiliar.


    “I want you to reach between your legs. Stroke that perfect pussy of yours and tell me how wet you are.”


    Tentatively, I moved my free hand down across my stomach, then lower. I was ready for him, but I wanted to do what he said.


    “Tell me, Anna.”


    My slickness quickly coated my fingers. “I’m ready for you, Ethan. Really ready for you.”


    “You’re ready for my tongue, my fingers or my cock?”


    I couldn’t help but groan. “Ethan.”


    “That’s right, you’ll have all of them.”


    I started to circle my clit with my fingers and my back arched.


    “Jesus, I want to be inside you right now. I’m so hard. I want to be surrounded by your pussy. It’s my favorite place to be. I love the feel of you around me while I slide into you. The way your eyes widen every time, like I’m almost too big.”


    “Fuck, Ethan,” I whimpered.


    “That’s right, beautiful, tease that pretty clit. Imagine my tongue bringing out your pleasure.”


    I was close and then the phone slipped out of my hand. As I pulled it back to my ear Ethan seemed to slip away from me. My body went cold and my mind was distracted by his absence.


    Something left me and I wasn’t going to get there. It wasn’t enough for me to pretend that he was touching me. In fact, it was worse. It just made me more aware that he wasn’t there with me, doing what he did best.


    “I’m so hard for you. Are you close? I want us to come together,” he said.


    “Yeah . . . I love you Ethan.” I wanted him to get off even if I couldn’t. I wanted to make sure he wasn’t walking around with a hard-on without me being around. I wanted this to work.


    “Anna?” His tone changed quickly. He sounded serious. “Anna, are you bullshitting me?”


    “I . . . I . . .” How could I answer him?


    “Were you faking it with me?”


    “No! Never. I would n-n-never,” I stuttered.


    “But you’re not about to come.” It wasn’t a question.


    “I’m sorry. I was and then I just missed you and it left me.” The beginnings of tears began to gather in my eyes.


    “Don’t be sorry. Don’t ever be sorry. Jesus I wish I were there. I want my arms around you.”


    I laughed. “And the rest.”


    That broke the tension and Ethan laughed, too. “Yeah, and the rest. But seriously, this situation sucks.”


    “It does.”


    “You’ve never faked it with me, have you?”


    I laughed again. Ethan had never been insecure about the power he had over my body—to think that he had the slightest doubt about the way I responded to him was laughable. “I’ve never needed to fake a single thing about our relationship, and certainly not the way you make me come. I can’t say I’ve never faked it, but I’ve never faked it with you. I couldn’t stop myself from coming even if I tried when you touch me.”


    “You say the sweetest things. If I were with you I’d be fucking you for the second time tonight.”


    “Now I’ve left you with blue balls.”


    “Yeah, about that . . . is getting myself off cheating if you’re not on the end of the phone?”


    “No. I mean, did you when you were in London? Do you think it should be?” Why was he asking me this? It felt weird talking about it. But at the same time I was pleased. Ethan seemed to have no boundaries. He hid little from me and I loved that, but I wasn’t used to it. No one in my life had ever been as open as Ethan was with me. As much as it made me slightly uncomfortable at times, it was exactly what I needed.


    “I never did in London. But I spent half my time inside you.”


    I smiled. “Why would you think that I wouldn’t want you to?”


    “I just didn’t know how you would feel about it. So I wanted to ask you.”


    “You are the best boyfriend ever. Do you want to know how I feel about it, no bullshit? I think that I want you to get yourself off twenty times a day if you need to. Anything to ensure that you’re not tempted to go near another woman while we’re apart.”


    “Okay, that’s not what I was expecting you to say. You’re worried that I’m going to cheat on you?”


    Was I? I was worried that I would lose him, but would he cheat? I didn’t know if he could go without until the next time we saw each other. He did, after all, have the sexual appetite of a nineteen-year-old boy and he’d never had to think about being monogamous before. “I don’t think I’m worried, but it’s natural to notice other women, and I guess you’re more likely to act on that if you’ve not had sex for a while.” I was trying to sound rational. I was trying to feel rational. “You’ve never had to deny yourself before Ethan.”


    He was quiet on the other end of the phone.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Three


    Ethan


    I was left wounded by her admission. Wounded because she thought I was capable of betraying her. Wounded because she thought I didn’t have more self-control, but most of all I was fucking devastated that she couldn’t feel about me the way I felt about her—not if she thought that I could ever want anyone else.


    If she thought that sex with another woman could compare to her, she didn’t get it. The idea of some random hook-up made my skin crawl. Apart from the fact that Anna did things to my body that no one else did. I wasn’t convinced those things were entirely legal, they felt so good. The fucking was in a whole different category of sex that I hadn’t realized existed. But it wasn’t just fucking, it was connection, it was understanding. Or so I’d thought. But maybe it wasn’t like that for her. Maybe she’d had this before. Maybe this was good, but nothing special to her. She didn’t get how I felt about her. She couldn’t feel what I felt for her because if she did, she’d understand it wasn’t a possibility that I would even look at another woman. There would never be room in my brain, my heart or my soul for anyone else.


    “Ethan,” she breathed.


    “What can I do?” I asked. “To make it better, to reassure you that there will never be anyone else?”


    It was her turn at silence now.


    That gave me every answer I needed. There was nothing I could do. Nothing to show her how she wasn’t just another woman. I knew that she, and what we had, was different. She didn’t feel it and there was nothing I could do to show her. Especially from three thousand miles away.


    The grip around my heart tightened.


    I would lose her.


    Maybe I’d never had her to begin with.


    “Tell me about your day,” she said.


    I didn’t know if I should force the issue, make her talk about it. It was my natural instinct but I’d lost confidence in our magic formula of no bullshit. It didn’t seem to be enough.


    I started telling her in minute detail about everything that had happened. For some reason, it was important to get the details right. To be clear. To tell her everything. Time was ticking away. Eight was approaching, but I didn’t want to end our conversation. She should be sleeping now. Was she trying to stay awake?


    “How did you make it home so early?” she asked.


    “What do you mean?”


    “On your first day back? You must have left the office at six-thirty to be home now.”


    “I brought some work home. I wanted to speak to you. You . . . us. It’s my priority.”


    More silence.


    “I’m sorry I ruined it,” she said.


    “You didn’t ruin anything.”


    “But it wasn’t what you had planned.”


    “You weren’t what I had planned, and look how lucky I got. I love giving you pleasure, I love getting you off, but it’s not the only thing between us, beautiful. Not for me.”


    “Me either. But I want you to . . . you know.”


    I laughed. “What?”


    “You know, to, er, be satisfied.”


    I could feel the warmth in her cheeks from here. “All the things we’ve done and you can’t tell me you want me to come?”


    “Ethan.”


    “What? It’s pretty funny.”


    I loved the sound of her laugh.


    “I promise to jerk off in the shower.”


    “Promise to think of me.”


    “Beautiful, I can think of nothing else any time of the day or night.” It was true, she totally owned me, and I wanted her to know it. “We’re going to make this work, you know.”


    “Should it have to be an effort?” The giggle was gone. She sounded serious.


    Every part of her was having doubts. She was dripping in them. And I didn’t know how to stem the flow.


    “I don’t know about ‘should’,” I replied. “I’ve got nothing I can compare us to. All I know is that I want you and me to work more than I want anything else.”


    She sighed. Was I pushing too hard? “But you’ve got to talk to me, I’m not there to see it in your face, you’re going to have to tell me what you’re thinking.”


    I could almost hear her brain whirring at the other end of the phone. “It’s all jumbled up in my head. I’m not sure I have the words,” she responded.


    “They don’t have to be in a particular order, just talk.” Jesus, I was desperate for her just to spit it out, to talk to me. I could deal with anything if I understood what was going on in her head. I wasn’t sure I’d understood what anxious meant before I’d met her. I guess because she had the power to hurt me—the power to walk away. I couldn’t, didn’t want to control her, I wanted her to choose me.


    “I just wish you were here is all.”


    “I wish I was there, too. Or that you were here. Or that we were somewhere together. Anywhere.”


    “Careful, you’re turning into a romantic.”


    “Nu-uh. I just don’t bullshit and that’s how it is.”


    “I know,” she said.


    “You know?”


    “I do. I feel it. The same. I just . . .”


    “What? You’ve been here before and you’ve been hurt before?”


    “God no. No. Never. I’ve never been here before. Not like this. I think maybe that’s it. It’s because this is different.” Her voice was quieter as she spoke. As if she almost didn’t want to utter the words. “I’d never recover.”


    Her admission reassured me a little. It didn’t seem to be lack of feeling that was creating the doubt—if what she was saying was the truth.


    “You’ll never have to.”


    “I thought you didn’t make promises you can’t keep.”


    “That’s right.”


    “Ethan.”


    “I mean it. It’s not going to happen. I won’t let it.” But she was right. I couldn’t control it. She had her part to play as I did, and perhaps we’d need some good luck in there somewhere as well.


    “You’re going to have to be sure enough for the both of us sometimes.” Her voice dipped a little, thickened with something.


    “I can do that,” I assured her.


    “I’m sorry.”


    “You have nothing to be sorry for. Nothing.”


    “But I wish I could have, you know.”


    Fuck she was adorable—she still couldn’t say that she wanted to make me come.


    “Oh you will. And as you know, I don’t make promises I don’t keep.”


    She laughed again and I started to relax. But only slightly. I checked my watch. Fuck, it was coming up to my conference call. I wanted to stay on the phone to her. All night. Especially now. I didn’t want to have to hang up on her while the uncertainties were still so close to the surface. I wanted to soothe her for just a few minutes longer.


    “It’s late. I should sleep. And you have to work. Tomorrow will be better,” she said.


    Tomorrow would be better. I would make sure of it.


    We hung up a few minutes past eight and I quickly dialed into the call while powering up my laptop. I’d planned to send her various gifts throughout our time apart. I wanted to make her smile, and make her realize how I was thinking of her all the time, even if I wasn’t with her. When I’d bought her the scarves, I’d enjoyed real pleasure from thinking what she might like. I loved it when I got it right and her eyes lit up as she unwrapped the one I’d chosen to go with her hair, or that would look so beautiful against her skin or that would go with the new suit she bought. It was an extension of the sex between us. I got pleasure from giving her pleasure. It was a revelation to me. I hadn’t realized I could be happy because someone else was happy. I wondered if Andrew felt like this about Mandy, or if James felt this way about Jessica.


    I’d tried to stay awake so I could speak to her before she was properly awake. I loved the sound of her drowsy, half-awake voice. I couldn’t get enough of it.


    At some point I must have fallen asleep because I woke to horns, my laptop and papers still spread across my bed. I was at least sleeping back in the master bedroom now. Feeling her around me, seeing her in my apartment was exactly what I wanted. It was tortuous, but it was necessary. When I left for London I did everything to avoid memories of her in my apartment. Now it was exactly the opposite.


    I checked my phone. She’d be at work. I could get a head start on my day, maybe even hit the gym. I started to check my messages and found several texts from Anna. More than several. Almost a dozen. Shit, I hoped something wasn’t wrong. I opened them. As the realization of what I was seeing hit me, a heat crossed my body and I was aware of the blood in my veins.


    Pictures. Lots of pictures. Close up.


    I scrolled through them—her lips, slightly parted, just as they were when she came. The juncture of her upper thigh, her magnificent tits pushed together, with a hint of her hand. The curve of her ass. Her fingers, where I wanted mine.


    Jesus, I was hard. I wanted her with me, but this was the next best thing. She was beautiful. That skin, what those fingers could do to me, what that ass could do for me.


    She answered on the first ring. I grinned. She’d been expecting my call.


    “You’re up early.”


    “And you’re trying to kill me.”


    “That wasn’t the intention. Just a little reminder of what you’ve got back in London—and of who is visiting you in three weeks.”


    I groaned and reached down to my rock hard cock.


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    I loved that sound he made as if he were half-crazed with lust. I must have taken about a hundred pictures and sent him about ten. I wanted to try and make them so they weren’t sleazy, that they just suggested something.


    “Ethan,” I whispered as I closed my office door.


    “I want you on my cock, right now.”


    “Ethan,” I whispered again.


    “I need you.”


    “You have me.”


    I could hear him, his breaths shortening. I imagined what he was doing and I felt my underwear dampen. The thought of him, naked, in his bed. God, I was going to have to take a cold shower.


    “Stay on the phone.”


    “I’m here.” For some reason, I liked the fact he wanted me on the phone. I hoped it would make up for last night a little. I didn’t want to screw this up. I didn’t want to screw us up.


    “The picture of your lips. That’s my favorite.” He was panting now. I could hear a rhythm in his voice. “It’s the shape they make when you come.”


    “When you make me come,” I whispered.


    He groaned again.


    “Yes, when I make you. That’s what you look like. And I can’t get enough. It’s like I’m addicted.” His voice was wavering now. “I can’t get enough of your body, your mind, your soul.”


    “It’s all yours.”


    His breathing was heavy now, the grunts more consistent. I could imagine his neck strained as he gave into his orgasm. He was there and hearing him was the sexiest, most erotically intimate thing I’d ever heard. I wished I was back at the flat, somewhere where I could try again.


    But I wasn’t back at the flat and a knock at the door pulled me back to my surroundings.


    Paul Adams, the partner I did most of my work for, put his head round my door and saw I was on the phone and silently indicated I should call him. I was sure he could tell that I’d just got my boyfriend off at the other end of the phone. It must have shown in my face, surely. I nodded and he closed the door behind him.


    “Are you okay?” Ethan asked me.


    I laughed. “I am, it was Paul. I feel like we’ve been caught doing something we shouldn’t be.”


    “Well, it’s a good job we weren’t on Skype.”


    “Yeah, I think that would be a slam-dunk breach of the anti-frat.”


    


    * * * * *


    


    The rest of the day was better. I loved to hear him undone like that and even though we were three thousand miles apart, it felt like this morning had brought us closer somehow.


    Sometime after lunch, I came back to my office after a meeting to find two pieces of post on my desk. The first was a courier package, the second a hand written envelope marked ‘private and confidential’. I opened the courier package first, expecting some documents from a client but instead I found a book. But not just a book. It was a book titled “Pumpkin Carving in New England”. But before the word “Pumpkin” someone had handwritten the word “naked”.


    Lucy chose that exact moment to make her entrance, and it was always an entrance.


    “What have you got there?” She asked seeing me with a book in my hand and a grin on my face. Not that my grin lasted long.


    “What do you want Lucy?” I didn’t want anything spoiling my mood.


    “Just coming to say hi, that’s all. What’s this?” She asked picking up the book.


    “Nothing.” I snatched it from her fingers. I hadn’t had time to enjoy it yet. To think how thoughtful and silly and perfect a gift it was. I hugged it to my chest.


    “Jeez, someone’s touchy. You still pissed you’re not working with Sexy Scott?”


    “He’s back in the US.”


    “Yeah, but I’m still working with him. He emails me all the time. Can’t keep away. He’s such a flirt.”


    If I could have kneed her in the groin without anyone finding out I would have done. I wasn’t one for physical violence but it was like she was trying to wind me up. Did she know about Ethan and me? Maybe she suspected?


    “Okay, well enjoy that.” I snapped. “I’ve got a lot to do, Lucy.” I stood up and moved towards the door. She couldn’t keep talking to me if I wasn’t in my office. She got the hint and I went to the loo.


    When I got back to my desk I grinned inanely at the book Ethan had sent to me. As I flipped through the book I saw that he’d annotated it so that every time ‘pumpkin carving’ was written he’d added the word ‘naked’. The book was full of beautiful photographs of intricately carved pumpkins set against typical New England homes and landscapes. It was sweet and thoughtful and I loved it.


    I texted a quick message.


    A: I love my gift. And I love your obsession with nakedness. Oh, yeah, and I love you.


    Still grinning, I turned my attention to the handwritten envelope that had been on my desk with the courier package. It wasn’t Ethan’s writing and I couldn’t think who it could be from.


    Inside was a handwritten letter. It started “Dear Anna” but I still didn’t recognize the writing, so I skipped to the end.


    It was from Ben. Ben the Biker. Ben the Bastard. My ex-boyfriend who had been responsible for my flat being broken into, putting me in danger. What on earth was he writing to me for?


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Four


    Anna


    “Have you got it with you?” Leah asked. I had called an emergency wine meeting to discuss the letter from Ben the Bastard.


    I handed it over and she began to read from the beginning. I concentrated on my wine.


    For the next five minutes all I got was “God”, “Oh, wow” and “Well that makes sense.” And then I got a question. “And you had no idea?” she looked up at me.


    I shook my head. “Like it says, he got very good at hiding it.”


    She nodded, like she understood. Like it was understandable that I hadn’t realized he was an addict. I wasn’t sure it was. What did that say about my ability to read people?


    Leah continued to read. “Oh and this is him making amends. I see. It’s brave.” She looked up and I nodded. It was brave.


    When she got to then end she exhaled dramatically. “What did Ethan say?”


    “I’ve not told him yet. I’m going to call him when I get back. Anyway, this was all pre-Ethan. Before we met.”


    “So it doesn’t change anything?”


    “What? Between me and Ethan?” I looked at her to check she wasn’t high on something. “Of course it doesn’t change anything. What could it possibly change? Ethan and I are together.”


    “Okay, I just wondered if . . . well, whether you may still have feelings that might come back now you have an explanation about things.”


    “Leah!” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing from her. She knew, she must know, how I felt about Ethan. He wasn’t just another boyfriend to me.


    “What? I’m just asking.”


    “You know what it’s like between Ethan and me. How can you ask me that?”


    “All I know is that you’re three thousand miles away from each other without a plan.”


    “I have a plan. I have a fucking plan, Leah.” My voice started to tremble a little and from her expression that she hadn’t expected me to react as strongly as I had.


    “I’m sorry. Anna, please, I didn’t mean to upset you. I want you to be happy.”


    “I know, look, I’m going to go. I want to go home and speak to Ethan.”


    “I’m really sorry. Please don’t go, I feel terrible.”


    “There’s nothing to be sorry about. Really. I just need to go.” I was standing already. I had to be at home. But I didn’t want to make Leah feel worse than she clearly already did, so I sat down and topped up our glasses.


    “I’m pleased you’ve found Ethan.”


    I stayed silent. I didn’t want to carry on this discussion.


    “And I’m glad you have a plan,” she continued. I didn’t really have a plan, other than I was determined that Ethan and I would be together.


    “Maybe we’ll end up having a double wedding!” Leah said, clearly trying to make me laugh.


    “Fuck off Leah.” She knew how I felt about the whole wedding thing.


    “What? I think it would be a brilliant idea.”


    “We’re not getting married.”


    “Ever?”


    “You know how I feel about getting married. It’s silly and outdated and married people end up hating each other but staying together anyway. And I can’t bear the thought of wearing some meringue of a dress and having members of my family trying to hide their disdain for each other while eating over-priced chicken.”


    “Okay, so no double wedding. But when you’re bridesmaid at mine, I’m making you wear a meringue. And you’re going to be eating chicken. The rest of us will have venison.”


    I laughed despite myself.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Ethan


    The whole world was literally talking out if its asshole. No one had made any sense since I’d gotten into the office. It was like someone had infected everyone with a virus. Clearly I was immune, but the rest of them had it bad.


    “No, I don’t think that’s a good idea. It doesn’t take into account the fact that the value in this business has not been nailed down.”


    Fuck, this was obvious fucking stuff. Why was I having to make these points?


    I checked my phone and smiled at the text Anna had sent earlier. She’d liked the book. It was the least provocative of all the gifts I had planned for her. I was still holding my cell when another text arrived.


    A: When are you free? Can we talk?


    E: Are you okay? I’m in a meeting now, but I can excuse myself.


    A: No, when you are home. I just had a fight with Leah and I want to hear your voice.


    Jesus, the woman made me feel like a god.


    E: I’ll be home by 7pm again, beautiful.


    For the second time in two days I left the office at six thirty. It wasn’t sustainable. Just because I worked from home after I spoke to Anna wasn’t enough. I needed to be in the office. Three weeks until she got here, and then we needed to talk.


    I called her as soon as I reached my apartment. She sounded sleepy and the blood rushed to my dick. The feeling of being ready for her when she wasn’t here wasn’t getting any easier.


    “How was your day?” she asked.


    “A fucking nightmare. I hate dealing with stupid clients.”


    She laughed and the tension in my voice suddenly sounded ridiculous. I could do nothing but grin in response.


    “Anyway, none of that matters. Tell me about Leah. It’s not like you two to argue.”


    “We’re okay, it’s fine. It’s just, I got a letter from Ben.”


    “From who?” The pulse in the veins on my neck throbbed.


    “Hear me out.”


    “Hear you talk about your fucking dick of an ex?”


    She sighed and I felt like a dick, but really?


    “No, whatever. I thought you would want to know.”


    “Anna, what the fuck did the fucking letter say?” I didn’t need to ask. Of course, it would be begging her forgiveness, begging her to take him back. Fucking dick couldn’t keep her in the first place and now wanted a second chance.


    “I need you to calm down.”


    “And I need you to tell me what that fucking letter says before I get on the next plane to London to read it for myself.” The throb in my neck was getting wilder.


    “Calm the hell down, I am going to tell you if you give me a minute and stop acting like an asshole.”


    I had nothing to say to that. She was right. Some of that asshole virus must have got to me after all.


    “Okay, sorry, go on.”


    “I’m not one of your associates that you can boss around, Mr. Bossy Pants. Well not outside the bedroom, anyway.” That made me smile. “So, I got a letter at work from Ben today.”


    Was it me, or was she stringing this out. She needed to get the fuck on with it. And then I could arrange to have him killed or something.


    “And it was to make amends.”


    “I bet it was, the limp-dicked prick.”


    “No, it was like part of his treatment. He’s in AA or something for his addiction to drugs and alcohol. And it was a really lovely letter. Telling me how sorry he was for putting me in danger, for deceiving and manipulating me. How none of it was my fault . . .”


    “Of course it wasn’t your fault.”


    “Ethan, listen. It was nice. I was shocked to hear he was an addict. I didn’t know. And it kind of makes sense. But he hid it well and I’m pleased for him that he’s getting the help he needs.”


    “And does he want you back?”


    “No, that’s not what this was about.”


    My pulse calmed.


    “Okay, so why did you and Leah fight, or is it not connected?”


    “Yeah, well it’s kind of connected.” She was reticent.


    “So, talk to me.”


    “It’s nothing, and I overreacted. It’s embarrassing, really.”


    “Tell me.”


    “Okay, but you have to promise to hear me out. Don’t go bat-shit crazy again.”


    “Go on, Anna.”


    “Leah just asked if I would try and reconcile with Ben now that I’d read the letter. And I got really mad that she could ever think that, knowing how I feel about you. She knows how different it is between us compared to other boyfriends I’ve had. I mean, if she feels for Daniel even a tenth of what I feel for you, she would never say that. I just lost it. Totally lost it and I feel bad. I apologized and it will be fine, but I was so irritated.”


    I think my heart stopped. Literally, stopped dead. I didn’t think it was possible to love someone more than I knew I loved Anna but apparently it was.


    “Ethan?”


    “Yeah, I’m here, beautiful. I’m sorry you had that fight with Leah—no, scratch that. I’m not sorry at all. I needed to hear that from you today.”


    “You did?”


    “It’s all good. But we need a plan. We can’t live three thousand miles away from each other for long. I think it might just ruin me.”


    “I was thinking the same thing.”


    “So, let’s think of what we can do over these next few weeks, and then discuss the possibilities face to face when you’re in New York.”


    “I was hoping there was going to be a little less conversation and little more action when we see each other face to face.”


    “You’re quoting Elvis at me?”


    “I am.” She laughed.


    “Girls aren’t allowed to quote Elvis. It’s the law.”


    “Yes, sir.”


    “Really? And now you’re deliberately trying to make me hard?”


    “Maybe.” The smile pushed through her voice.


    “There’s going to be plenty of action, you don’t need to worry about that.”


    “I can’t wait. Can I make a request?”


    “A sexual request? Of course. Anything.”


    “Hardy har-har, Mr. Scott. You know I love Andrew and Mandy . . .”


    “I take it back, no requests involving swinging or foursomes.”


    “Once again, you’re killing me with the funny. Can’t stop laughing.” She was probably the most sarcastic person I’d ever met, and I loved it. “I’d like to see them, but I want it to be you and me as much as possible.”


    And my heart stopped again.


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    The next few weeks became a gigantic countdown. Ethan and I settled into a routine of sorts. We spoke to each other when he got up and then sometimes just before I went to sleep. He’d worked every weekend since being back in New York. It was selfish of me, but I liked that his life seemed to be about work. When he went out it was always business related. He’d only seen Andrew and Mandy once since he got back.


    Work was less and less interesting to me. It was difficult to know whether that was because Ethan was the ultimate distraction, or whether it was the job, the clients and the politics. Maybe it was all of the above. I just didn’t see my future at the firm any more. Once I realized that, it made it difficult to get up in the morning. I needed to be working toward an alternative, but I wanted Ethan as part of that. I didn’t want to be the girl whose future depended on a guy, but that ship had sailed. My future without him was unthinkable. I would never choose a job over him, it was as simple as that. Especially a job I felt, at best, ambivalent about. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to resign.


    


    The weekend before Christmas, Leah invited me to have her dinner with her and Daniel at their place. I was pleased to have the distraction. It was dark, wet and cold as I arrived at their place.


    “It smells delicious, Leah,” I said as I followed her into the kitchen. ”Did you cook?”


    “I did. I hope it’s all right.”


    “I’m not sure I’d ever bother cooking if I had a housekeeper.”


    “I know, but I feel really guilty about her doing everything for us all the time. And anyway, I quite like cooking. Daniel’s been in the study all day working, and I’ve been cooking. It’s been like something from the fifties. Wine?”


    “Of course wine. So where’s Daniel now?”


    “Behind you,” Daniel said as he came into the kitchen. “My spidey sense told me you were about to open some shitty wine, so I’ve come to save you and find the good stuff.”


    Leah grinned. “So how’s Ethan?”


    “Good. He’s still not asked me to go to New York. But we’re going to talk about it when I go over for New Year, so it’s all good.”


    “Have you offered to go?” Daniel asked.


    “I want him to ask me. I don’t want to feel I’ve backed him into a corner.”


    “He loves you. He’s not going to feel backed into a corner,” Leah said.


    “Then why doesn’t he ask me?”


    “Have you asked him to move to London?” Leah asked.


    I shook my head. “It’s difficult for him.”


    Daniel started laughing. “You know how ridiculous you sound, right?” Was it ridiculous to want Ethan to show me he was sure about us? “He’s in an impossible situation. He can’t ask you to move to New York without running the risk of looking like a dick because he’s asked a girl to give up a life and career for him.”


    I’d not thought about it like that. “I suppose.”


    “And moving to London has got to be tough for a New York lawyer. I mean, I’m not trying to say your career isn’t important, but he’s a partner, he’s built a practice. It would be hard for him to start again.”


    “I know. I’m happy to go to New York. I don’t love my job that much. I’m bored and I could do with a fresh challenge.”


    “I’m going to miss you so much,” Leah said as the kitchen timer started buzzing. “Will you two go and sit down. You’re distracting me.”


    “Are you sure you don’t want us to help?” I offered.


    Leah ignored me, and Daniel guided me toward to the table at the far end of the kitchen.


    “So, you think you’ll end up in New York?” Daniel asked.


    I shrugged. “I guess we’ll talk about it over New Year.”


    “Look, I don’t know if you’d be interested, but I need a lawyer for my hotels in New York. I’ve put a new management team in there recently. There was a whole lot of crap that happened earlier in the year. And I want someone I can trust working with them.”


    My stomach churned. Was he serious? “Daniel.”


    “What do you think? I mean, I was planning to kick off a search process, but if you’re interested . . .”


    “Did Leah put you up to this?”


    “What are you guys talking about? I heard my name,” Leah shouted from behind the counter.


    “Nothing. Tell you in a minute. Do you want a hand?”


    Leah didn’t respond.


    “Why would Leah put me up to this?”


    “Because she’s my best friend and she loves me and is trying to look after me.”


    “Well, okay, yes, that’s all true, but no, she didn’t put me up to this.”


    “Fuck.” It was all I could say. A million thoughts were whirring around my head. This could be a perfect solution—but I’d always worked in a law firm. Being corporate counsel was not something I’d ever considered. Could this work?


    “You might have to tone down the f-bombs in the office.” Daniel chuckled.


    “Are you serious?”


    “Of course. Are you interested?”


    “Interested in what?” Leah interrupted as she came to the table with a huge pot of something.


    “I just offered Anna a job.”


    “You didn’t. You’d have to interview me and everything,” I said, not thinking straight. This couldn’t be happening.


    “If you want the job, it’s yours, Anna.”


    “What job?” Leah asked, collecting plates from the counter and setting them on the table.


    “The General Counsel job at Palmerston.”


    “Oh my god, that’s perfect!” Leah said, starting to dish out the contents of the delicious smelling food from the pot she’d brought to the table.


    “You didn’t know he was going to do this?” I asked.


    Leah shook her head.


    “And it’s not a made up job? You were going to recruit someone?” I asked Daniel.


    “Yes, I told you. Think about it. I’ll send you the job spec. You wouldn’t be working for me, it would be the guys in the US. Do some research on the business. Let’s talk in a few days.”


    Jesus. Maybe Leah was right about the universe trying to bring Ethan and me together. Next, I’d be reading my horoscope and going to see psychics.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Five


    Anna


    I’d always loved Christmas. Loved the chaos and the needless presents, the rush to get everything done and the time spent with my parents and my brother. This year it felt like it was just a warm up for the main event of seeing Ethan.


    The actual day was fun, but not as fun as it could have been if Ethan and I had been together. Mum had sensed my distraction, telling me with a meaningful look in her eye to “take care” as I left them, which was the most demonstrative my mother ever got. Dad was oblivious, which suited me.


    Back in London, I gave in to the excitement of seeing him. I’d been patient enough. Now, I wanted to be in New York already. I’d packed and repacked about seven times. I would only be there a little under a week, and I planned to spend most of it naked, but just in case we ventured out, I wanted to make sure I had every base covered.


    My phone buzzed and “Sex God” flashed up on my screen. I grinned. He did, after all, live up to the self-titled nickname.


    “Hey,” I answered.


    “Are you packed?”


    “And hello to you, handsome.”


    “Sorry, I just want you here already.”


    I didn’t know when the ache for him started. Maybe I’d had it since New York, since our first night together. Maybe since he’d left London. I did know it was getting bigger, more needy, more pressing. Speaking to him made it worse.


    “I’m packed and just about to leave.”


    “Just bring a carry on. You won’t need any clothes anyway. And it means you won’t have to wait for your bags.”


    I laughed. “I’m not bringing just a carry on. Girls don’t do that. Well, I don’t anyway. Apart from anything else, I have to bring some of the gifts you’ve bought me.”


    “Well, any of the gifts that I want you to bring with you don’t take up much space.”


    Every couple of days a new gift had arrived from Ethan. It was mainly underwear but I also got a framed film poster of Pretty Woman signed by Richard Gere and Julia Roberts, after which I promised him head every hour we were together over New Year. I also got a vibrator, which I refused to use without him and wouldn’t need when I was with him. But there was lots of underwear. Underwear he made me try on and then take photos of myself in so he could “see if it fit”. I feigned exasperation but I loved that he wanted reminders of me. And I thought it was funny that he thought he’d have to convince me to send them.


    The underwear didn’t take up much room, and I’d packed every single piece.


    The door buzzed but I wasn’t ready to hang up on Ethan so I maneuvered my case out of the flat, and outside to the waiting cab while Ethan told me about his day coming back from Aspen. I wanted to ask whether he’d told his parents about us, but I held back. I didn’t know what New York would bring me on this trip. Last time it had brought me Ethan, but would this visit take him back from me? Would we find a way to be together? I pushed the thought from my head and tried to concentrate on what he was saying.


    “Were your parents unhappy to only have such a short time with you?”


    “I don’t think so. They seem to be delighted that there may be a prospect of continuing the Scott name. I’m sure they thought I was gay.”


    I half choked on the breath I’d inhaled. “So you told them about me coming to visit?” I managed to push the words out of my still-winded lungs.


    “Of course. Shouldn’t I have?”


    “Of course. I just . . . ”


    “Did you tell your family about me?”


    Jesus, was this going to be a thing?


    “Umm, kinda.”


    “Don’t bullshit me, Anna. You didn’t say anything?” He sounded puzzled more than anything.


    “Well, not specifically. I really don’t have that type of relationship with them. They knew something was going on. I mean, I spent my whole visit either on the phone with you or texting you.”


    “Wow.”


    “It’s no big deal, Ethan.”


    “Apparently not,” he said. I wasn’t quite sure what he meant by that. “Listen, it’s late. I’ll see you at the airport.”


    “Ethan.”


    “Have a safe flight. I love you, Anna.”


    And he was gone.


    


    My ache for Ethan intermingled with the anxiety that had sprouted out of our last conversation. I just needed to see him and it would be like it always was when we were together, wouldn’t it?


    Time on the plane seemed to pass at a different speed than in real life. I couldn’t focus on my book or any of the films. I just needed Ethan. I wanted him to tell me everything was going to be okay.


    By the time the plane arrived and I’d passed through security, my excitement and nerves had brought on full body shaking. Border control must have thought I was smuggling something illegal. I was surprised I wasn’t searched.


    Ethan spotted me before I saw him and the smile that spread across his face made my stomach curl. Jesus, I’d forgotten how handsome he was. I was tempted to dry hump him right there. Our eyes locked and he cupped my face with his hands and slid his lips across mine, softly, gently.


    “God, you smell good,” he said into my mouth. “And you taste good,” he said, trailing his tongue along my bottom lip. “And you look phenomenal. Are you sure you’re real?”


    He dipped his tongue past my lips and pushed against mine. I moaned. God, how I had missed the feel of him. I smoothed my hands up from his shoulders to find his neck, straining and tight under my fingers. He pulled me toward him, deepening his kiss, pressing my body to his, pushing his hardness against my stomach. I needed him, in every way, right there. He circled his hips and then pulled his head back.


    “We should go, or I’m going to get arrested.”


    “I think it would be worth it.”


    He growled and grabbed my abandoned suitcase in one hand, my arm in the other and started charging toward the exit. I had to half skip to keep up with his large strides and determined pace.


    “Like the idiot I am, I drove,” he said tightly. “Thought it would stop me from having you in the back of the car in front of Rory.”


    


    

  


  
    



    Ethan


    I heard Anna laugh and I turned my head. She was looking at me, laughing at me.


    “What?” I asked, without interrupting our breakneck pace to the car.


    “You.”


    “You’re laughing at me, Miss Anna?”


    “I am.”


    “I’m so pleased I amuse you.”


    “It’s forty minutes. I thought I wanted you bad, but it’s only forty minutes.”


    But I really couldn’t wait, or didn’t want to. It had been too long and now I wanted to feel her, touch her, taste her. I didn’t want to waste a single second.


    “Tell me what you have planned for us today.”


    We reached the car and I popped the trunk and looked at her quizzically as I put her case inside.


    “My plans are all about you and me naked for the rest of the day.”


    “I get that. Tell me what you have planned, exactly.”


    I studied her for a few moments, and she returned my look. She didn’t explain herself. Didn’t rush me. She just waited.


    “Well, I made a promise to you that I wasn’t able to keep, so I have some making up to do,” I said as we got into the car.


    “Yes, Mr. Scott, you told me that you’d make me come every day you were away. So I calculate that you owe me twenty-two orgasms.”


    I smirked at her. “You’ve been counting?”


    “Counting the days until I had you inside me again.”


    “Fuck, Anna.” I crunched the gears and sped out of the parking lot. “And don’t look at me like that. Not now. Not yet. Not when I can’t do anything about it.”


    “Like what?” she asked, innocently fluttering her eyelashes at me.


    “You know that I need to be inside you when you look at me like that.”


    “I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.” She grinned and it was all I could do not to pull over to the side of the road and have her.


    Driving had been a terrible idea. I wasn’t a patient man at the best of times, but with Anna sitting beside me, practically begging to get fucked, I was close to having an accident.


    “I was thinking,” she said. “Do you, you know, get tested regularly?”


    I quickly turned to look at her. “For STDs? Why? Is something wrong?”


    “No, it’s just, I got my annual check-up and I came back clear and . . . I’m on the pill, so, I just thought that if you got tested, then—”


    “I got tested about six months ago. A few weeks after you were in New York.”


    “Oh.”


    I could hear the unspoken question behind that one simple syllable and I reached across and stroked her leg. “There’s been no one since,” I said quietly.


    She slid her hand over mine and I turned my palm and clasped her fingers tightly.


    “Really?”


    “No one since I had you the first time. Really.”


    “Okay.” She paused. “Me too. No one since you.”


    The revelation sat heavily between us. There was meaning there.


    Eventually we pulled into my parking garage and I leapt out of the car, clumsily pulling her case from the trunk.


    “In a rush?” she sing-songed.


    “Whatever gave you that idea?” I raised an eyebrow at her and clamped my hand over hers as we headed to the elevators.


    “You know that midnight-blue underwear set you sent me?” she asked coyly as we stepped inside the elevator.


    “Er, yes.” There had been a lot of underwear. A lot of pictures. But I knew the set she was referring to.


    “You liked that a lot, I remember.”


    “I liked all of them a lot.”


    “So this one doesn’t stand out?” she asked, facing me as she pulled at the sides of skirt, revealing blue barely-there underwear.


    “Fuck.” Instinctively, I reached for her and cupped her mound. She was hot. Her head fell back but her eyes stayed on mine and I moved my whole body, pressing it to hers. “I thought you might want to freshen up before we fool around?”


    “Freshen up? I’m not dirty enough yet. I want you to make me really dirty, Ethan.”


    A sound erupted from the back of my throat. God, I wanted this woman. I sealed my lips against hers and the elevators doors sprang open.


    My erection throbbed, desperate for her—it was almost painful. She pushed her hands against my chest, separating us. She was panting and reluctantly I pulled away from her and almost dragged her into the lobby.


    I fumbled for my key as she stood behind me, kissing between my shoulder blades, rounding her hands across my ass and over my crotch. I groaned, dropped my keys, turned and grasped her face in my hands, taking her bottom lip between my teeth. The taste of her was so sweet. Had it been like this before? I ran my tongue along the inside of her upper lip, tracing the shape of her mouth, wanting to feel every inch of her, inside and out.


    She trailed her hands across my back and over my shoulders. It wasn’t enough, I wanted us skin to skin. Reluctantly, I retrieved my keys and made more of a determined effort to get them to work. It took more effort and concentration than usual, but the door sprang open and then closed behind us. There we were—together, in private with no plans for the rest of the day apart from to be together. The thought calmed me. She was here. We had time.


    The atmosphere changed between us. In the car the only thing I could think about was how my cock was going to feel buried in her pussy. Now, it was only one of the things I wanted to do with her.


    I grinned at her and she grinned back. I didn’t know where we should start. There was so much I wanted to share with her. I couldn’t wait for her to get to know my place properly. I wanted to hear about her journey and how things were at work. I would tell her about the office, my niece Izzy, catch her up on the news around my sister’s new job. And I wanted to fuck her so badly I could barely stand.


    We had time.


    I pulled her toward me, her head against my chest, and we stood in my hallway, our arms wrapped around each other’s waists.


    Finally she spoke.


    “In all seriousness, it would probably be a good idea for me to shower. Can you wait?”


    “Do you want company?”


    My phone rang before she could answer.


    “Shit.” I bellowed into the phone. “Scott?” With Anna’s arm still around my waist, I carried her case into my bedroom. She placed small, chaste kisses on my chest as I walked her backward into my bathroom and continued the conversation with work about nothing that I found remotely interesting or important. I had bought some toiletries that I thought she would like and I opened one of the cabinets to show her. She grinned at me in that way that she had that made me feel like a god. I turned on the shower and pulled some towels off the rack.


    “I’ll be ten minutes max. I’m sorry,” I whispered


    Don’t be. This is perfect, she mouthed back.


    She was perfect.


    I closed the door behind me to give her privacy, despite the fact I wanted to watch her naked in the shower, I kicked off my shoes and lay on the bed.


    There had been a disagreement between two associates at work on how to handle an issue that had cropped up with one of my clients. The case law was conflicting and they were taking opposing views. Trying to impress me, no doubt. Interrupting my time with Anna did not impress me in the slightest.


    The sound of Anna in the shower echoed through the bathroom door and the thought of her in there, the water cascading down her skin, across her perfect tits and between her legs kept my hard-on at the center of my attention. The water shut off sooner than I expected. This call was going to have to wrap up quickly.


    “I’m putting the phone down in five minutes, so if you want my decision on something then ask me. All I’ve heard so far is a battle of egos. And in a battle of egos, I’m always going to win, so get the fuck on with it.”


    I hung up a second before the door to the bathroom opened to reveal Anna wearing a smile and some underwear that should be illegal.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Six


    Anna


    I watched him as he licked his lips. I fought a grin and nerves knotted in my stomach. The action reminded me of the night we met. I was half thrilled, half terrified at the prospect of him devouring me. I moved toward the bed.


    “What are you thinking about?” he asked. “I can see your mind whirring.”


    “You,” I said.


    “And?”


    He always wanted more, everything. “I’m nervous.”


    He reached out and pulled me onto his lap, arranging my legs so I was straddling him.


    “Tell me.”


    His body against mine made my nerves multiply. “The expectation. We’ve both been waiting for so long. Maybe it’s not like we thought it would be.”


    “The sex?” he asked.


    I nodded, “And . . .”


    He nodded and reached for my breast, pinching my nipple through my bra. It peaked as if bringing attention to itself, wanting more.


    “You don’t think I’ll make it good for you, beautiful?”


    “Always,” I whispered. There was no doubt that he would make it good for me.


    “Let’s calm your nerves. You’ll feel better when you’ve come.”


    He pushed me onto my back and dragged his fingers down my body, skirting the top of my underwear. I’d missed the feel of his hands. His skin, his smell. My ache for him was overwhelming. I needed him to touch me everywhere.


    He hooked his fingers into either side of my underwear and pulled them off, almost irritatingly slowly. I needed him hard and fast. I didn’t want to wait any longer. He placed my feet over his shoulders and dropped a kiss on my shin. I shivered as he ran his hands along my legs. It was as if everywhere he touched brought me back to life. Slowly, he ran his mouth up my inner thigh—licking, sucking, nipping at my skin. I ground my hips into the bed and grasped the bedcovers holding back the urge to fling my hips to his mouth.


    As he reached the top of my thigh, he drew breath.


    “You smell delicious. Like honey.”


    I couldn’t help but moan at the prospect of him tasting me at any second.


    “I can see how ready you are for me to lick you clean Anna. So ready.”


    “Ethan,” I cried out in frustration and he dove his tongue along my slit in one fluid movement and then back up to circle my clitoris. The pleasure built quickly. I’d been waiting a long time to feel him on me like this. I couldn’t hold back and I pushed my hands into his hair, urging him deeper as I circled my hips beneath him.


    “Oh, baby, you’re crazy for my mouth today,” he mumbled against me.


    “Don’t stop,” I gasped and I couldn’t help myself as my hips lifted to get closer to him. His tongue pressed deeper and faster and over and over and then his fingers thrust into me. I was lost, my breath left me and my orgasm spread across every inch of my skin like a fire. His tongue slowed but didn’t stop, it kept lapping at my pulsing clit and it drew out my orgasm, pulling every last drop from me.


    I moved his head away from between my legs. I wanted him face to face. He crawled up my body “You’ve not lost your touch, Mr. Scott,” I said, breathless as I leaned forward to lick his chin.


    “Good to know, Miss Anna.” His tongue pushed against mine.


    We lay side by side, our eyes locked, Ethan’s hand trailing up and down my body as my breathing returned to normal. He was right, his tongue had brushed my nerves to one side. It was just Ethan and Anna now—no ambiguity, no promises, no bullshit.


    “You look so beautiful,” he whispered. “I’d forgotten just how beautiful.”


    “You look overdressed.” I laughed. He was still fully clothed. He smiled at me as I reached out to his shirt and started undoing the buttons. He gasped as my fingers trailed the opening of his shirt and down to his belt buckle.


    He seemed uncharacteristically happy to lie there as I undressed him, moving his body only to assist me as I peeled off his clothes.


    His erection strained through his boxers. I couldn’t take my eyes off him as I dipped my hand below his waistband and slid it down his length.


    He gritted his teeth and his head snapped back. “Fuck.”


    Heat rose within me again and wetness pooled between my thighs. Quickly, I removed his boxers and knelt between his legs. His eyes had returned to mine and he watched me as I licked him from base to tip. He grasped my hair, bunching it up behind my head, giving him an unrestricted view. I took the tip in my mouth and moaned.


    Ethan sat up. “Anna, no. Seriously, you’re going to make me come.”


    I released him from my mouth for a second. “That’s the point, handsome. I’ll get you hard again. It’s never a one-time deal with you.”


    He collapsed back onto the bed as I took him to the back of my throat, as deep as I could get, savoring the taste of him, the feel of him. He groaned, twisted his hips and I released him.


    “Ethan, will you fuck my mouth.” I wanted, no needed, him to be in control.


    He didn’t need to be asked twice and before I knew it, I was flat on my back as he dragged me to the edge of the mattress so my head tilted back. Ethan stood before me, his cock rubbing against my lips as he kneaded my breasts. I was more and more desperate for him. I reached down and found my clit with my fingers.


    “Oh, beautiful, you just can’t get enough can you?” he growled and I shifted, trying to get him closer to me, I wanted him in my mouth. “You want my cock, baby?”


    I nodded. “Yes.”


    “Keep touching yourself,” he growled as he pushed into me. He was trying to be gentle, but that wasn’t what I wanted. I needed him to take me, to claim me.


    “Jesus, Anna. Your mouth feels so good. So soft, so wet. Fuck.” He started pumping deep, just how I wanted it, and all too soon his hips juddered and his saltiness slipped down the back of my throat.


    “You undo me, Anna.”


    It was what I wanted to hear.


    He pulled me into his arms and we lay front to front, skin to skin, with nothing between us.


    “So I guess we needed that huh?” I asked.


    “That and a lot more. I want to be inside you, with nothing between us.” He pushed his growing erection against my thigh and I hooked my leg over his hip and reached between us, rubbing him against my wetness.


    He groaned. “So wet, so ready,” he breathed as he dipped his head and licked the base of my neck and kissed across my collarbone. We moved together, holding each other, grinding against each other—lips, tongues, skin, sweat.


    “Put your teeth on me,” I whispered as his mouth trailed up my neck. My marks had faded and I wanted new reminders of where he’d been. Ethan groaned again and pushed me gently to my back and crawled on top of me, still working his mouth against my neck.


    “No condom?” he asked.


    I was beyond sure. “Yes Ethan.”


    “Are you ready?” he asked. I wasn’t clear if he meant for his mouth or his cock, but I wanted them both. I nodded greedily, then gasped as he pushed into me inch by inch. Oh god. It was like the first time we’d been together—it had been so long since he’d been inside me I’d forgotten how he stretched and filled every space in me. My body had to adjust. I bent my knees at his sides, hoping to make myself wider.


    “Jesus, you’re so tight.” The veins in his neck pulsed as he pushed the words out, as if he were holding himself back. “The feel of you, Anna.”


    Slowly he dragged himself out of me and I allowed myself to breathe before he pushed in again, pulling my breath from me. I grasped at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin, trying to hold on to him, to this feeling.


    He started a slow rhythm, and brought his eyes to mine in between his kisses to my neck and the corners of my lips. It was loving and intimate and raw and perfect.


    A sheen of sweat coated us both.


    “Beautiful, I warned you, when you look at me like that . . .”


    His pace picked up and my back arched off the bed as my orgasm started to build. It came from somewhere deeper than before, right in the center of me.


    “Harder, Ethan, I’m close.” I screamed and he slammed into me again and again, in a relentless rhythm. His face dipped to my neck and his teeth brushed against my skin. “Oh god, oh god, oh god.” He was all over me, his teeth, his cock, his skin and my orgasm split me open a second before Ethan shuddered on top of me.


    His whole weight was on me, his face still buried in my neck, as I trailed my fingertips up and down his spine. We lay panting out the remnants of our orgasm.


    “Still nervous that it won’t be good?” he asked.


    I laughed underneath him. “It is always so good. You make it so good.”


    


    

  


  
    



    Ethan


    For the next hours and days we stayed like that, naked, together, never going without touching each other for more than a few seconds at a time. It was as if we were trying to squeeze the lost time into the present so it was more concentrated, more intense.


    We lay sweaty next to each other after Anna had ridden me spectacularly to a bone crushing climax.


    “I don’t think I can feel my legs.”


    “Baby, you rode me good.” I reached across her body, brushing the back of my hand over her breasts.


    “We should maybe get up, go for a walk or something,” she said.


    “Have you had enough of me already?” I bent over her chest and took a nipple in my mouth, teasing it with my teeth.


    “Oh god, no. That’s the whole problem. I can never get enough of you. I’ve been in New York for two days and we’ve not left this bed.”


    “Well, that’s not true because we’ve had bathroom breaks. We’ve also fucked in the kitchen and the living room. And I think we ordered take-out, but things are a bit blurry, maybe I imagined it.” I grinned at her.


    She play slapped me. “Seriously. We should go and be normal people for, like an hour or something. We need to talk. I need to tell you things.”


    My phone buzzed from somewhere and I ignored it but Anna reached over me in the most delicious way and handed it to me. “It’s Mandy. Answer her.”


    I groaned, but accepted the call. “Hey Mandy. What’s going on?” Jesus, she was talking at a mile a minute, trying to convince me to go to dinner. “I’ll pass you to Anna. She’s in charge.”


    She smiled at me and started talking to Mandy. I wasn’t at all surprised that they liked each other, but it still made me grin that it seemed to happen so quickly. I wanted her to have friends in New York. Maybe she’d be more inclined to move here.


    “Dinner tonight would be perfect,” Anna said and I shook my head and tried to wrestle the phone from her. She twisted her body away from me and I grasped her legs and pulled them to either side of me as I sat up on my knees. I stroked the smooth skin of her stomach and watched her laughing and animated, her hair fanned out behind her. She looked fucking perfect. I didn’t want to share her with anyone.


    “Seven? What’s the time now?” she asked, staring at me.


    Without looking away, I pushed my thumb against her clit and I started circling it. Her hips started to move, suggesting my hands weren’t unwelcome. I pulled her further toward me, my tip nudging at her entrance, her eyes glazed.


    “Five already? Can we make it eight?” She clamped her hand over her mouth to stifle a groan as I pushed in slowly.


    “Okay, we’ll see you then. Gotta run.”


    “Ethan” she screamed as she hung up. “Ethan,” she cried as he plunged into her again. I’d never get enough of her screaming my name like that, as if I were her god.


    We were going to be late for dinner.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Seven


    Ethan


    Andrew and Mandy lived on the Upper East Side. My driver Rory was visiting his family in Ireland, so we took a cab.


    “A driver is all well and good, but it’s being in the back of a cab that makes you feel like you’re in New York,” Anna announced.


    “If you say so. Getting out of bed was your idea. Doing things normal people do. Are you happy?”


    “I’m always happy when I’m with you.” She batted her eyelashes at me.


    “Are you being sarcastic? I can’t tell.”


    “And that’s how I like it, my friend.” She threw her head back and laughed. “But for the record, I wasn’t being sarcastic.”


    I pulled her toward me. “So, what did you want to tell me?”


    “You can’t ask me on the way to dinner. Let’s talk tomorrow.”


    “That sounds ominous.”


    “It’s not meant to. I just need to catch you up with stuff. I’ve not seen you for three weeks and things happen.”


    She was trying to cover up something, I could tell. Had she seen that loser ex-boyfriend of hers?


    The cab came to a stop at road works two blocks from Andrew and Mandy’s apartment.


    “So what? You won’t take us around the road works?” I asked the cab driver. He just shrugged and sat there. Looked like we were walking the last two blocks. “Jesus, it’s like minus twenty five out there.” I missed having a driver.


    “Come on, we can keep each other warm with our body heat. Don’t be a brat,” Anna said as she climbed out of the cab. “It’s not even that cold.”


    “Are you drunk? It’s artic, as you would say,” I replied as I joined her on the sidewalk.


    “Stop whining and put your arm around me.” She grinned at me and despite a brief attempt at staying mad, I ended up grinning back at her. Her smile was infectious.


    “Ethan?” A male British voice called out of the cold. Anna and I turned to face a couple wrapped up against the New York winter. “Hi.” The man in front of us pulled off his hat and stuck his hand out. “Oh, Anna. I wasn’t expecting . . . Hi.” It was Al, a junior corporate partner from the London office. Despite being in different offices, we were still subject to the anti-frat policy. Shit. He knew me. He knew Anna. In a city of eight million people, on the wrong side of the Atlantic. “This is my wife, Beverly.”


    We all shook hands, and exchanged hellos.


    “We’re here for the holidays,” Al said, clearly trying to explain why he was in the wrong city. I nodded, not knowing what to say.


    “Have you had a nice time?” Anna asked. It was so uncomfortable. The elephant in the room was sitting on my lap.


    Beverly nodded.


    “Well, I guess, I understand things a bit more now,” he said looking between us. I glanced at Anna; she was wearing a forced smile. “Let’s catch up when you’re back in the office, Anna.”


    “Yes of course, anyway, it’s freezing, so we’d better be going before my face turns blue,” Anna said. “Have a great evening.”


    We walked in silence. I turned to see how far away Al and Beverly had gotten before I let myself say another word. “Shit” was all I could manage once I’d established that Al couldn’t hear me. “Shit. Shit. Shit. Don’t let him bring up the anti-frat policy and fire you when you see him.”


    “He’s not going to fire me,” Anna replied. “How far is it to go until we’re there?”


    “It’s just on this next corner. You seem very confident.”


    “I am.”


    “I suppose you’re right. I guess it’s me that’s signed up to the anti-frat policy, not you.”


    Anna nodded. “You’re not going to get fired.”


    “They take it really seriously. I’m not saying some haven’t got away with it, but they have fired people before.” We arrived at Andrew and Mandy’s and Anna put her hand on my arm, stopping me from reaching the knocker.


    “I don’t want you to worry about this. They’re not going to fire you. I’m working my notice period. It’s not worth it to them to fire you if I’m leaving.” With that, she grabbed the knocker herself.


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    I hadn’t planned how I was going to tell him. But just as we were arriving for dinner at Andrew and Mandy’s definitely wasn’t the ideal situation to drop this particular bomb. Or was it a bomb? Even though I wasn’t sure I would take Daniel’s job offer, I decided to resign. I wanted to be with Ethan and it wasn’t realistic to expect him to move. I liked New York and Daniel’s offer at least proved that I had options around my career.


    Ethan grabbed my hand from the knocker, but it was too late, I’d already thumped out our arrival.


    “What did you say?” His eyes were boring into me, but I didn’t turn to meet his glare.


    “You heard what I said. Let’s talk about it later.” I could already hear rustling behind the door.


    “No, I want to talk about it now. You handed your notice in and didn’t think I might want to know?” I couldn’t tell if he was mad or just shocked. But he wasn’t happy, and I suppose I’d expected him to be. Frankly, I’d expected him to be bloody ecstatic.


    “Of course I thought you would want to know, which is why I said I had things to tell you.”


    “So do you have a new job? Are you going to India to be a yoga instructor? Or joining a cult? What the—” Mandy’s wide smile and bouncy hair greeted us as she flung open the door.


    “I’m so pleased you’re here.” She pulled me into a hug. “Get in before you let all the heat out. Andrew’s in the basement trying to find some wine that Ethan won’t spit out in disgust.”


    I avoided Ethan’s glare as we stripped off our coats, boots and scarves and headed into the kitchen.


    “Mandy, I just need a quick word with Anna in private—”


    “No you don’t.” It wasn’t the time to talk about this.


    “Okay, fine. We’ll do it in front of Mandy,” Ethan said.


    “No we won’t.”


    “Are you fighting?” Mandy looked worried.


    “Not fighting. I just found out about thirty seconds ago that Anna quit her job.”


    “Ethan!” I couldn’t believe he’d just said that. This was between us, it should be private.


    “You quit your job?” Mandy asked.


    “Who quit their job?” Andrew emerged from the basement carrying numerous bottles of wine.


    “Anna,” Mandy said. Oh my god, this was ridiculous.


    “Great. Are you moving to New York?” Andrew asked the sixty four thousand dollar question.


    I didn’t respond. My mouth opened and closed like a guppy. I was still in shock that the information I’d kept to myself so I could reveal it when the time was right was now being handed around like candy at a children’s birthday party.


    “You said you’d lost your mojo, but I thought that was temporary. I thought you liked your job,” Ethan said, trying to catch my eye.


    He didn’t sound excited. He didn’t sound happy. He sounded concerned, scared even.


    “I do, I did.”


    Andrew started handing out very full glasses of wine, thank goodness. “It’s just, well I have lost my mojo, and I thought about it and it’s never going to work out there. If we stay together there’s the anti-fraternization policy and if we were to split, I couldn’t be at that firm, there’s no way I’d handle it, so, I just . . .” Had I done the wrong thing? I’d been excited to tell Ethan. I thought he’d be pleased by the news, but maybe I’d been wrong.


    “If we stay together?” Ethan asked. “When did we become an ‘if’?”


    “Don’t get lost in the semantics, Ethan,” Mandy said. “Let’s sit down. Do you want us to leave you for a few minutes?”


    I really could have done without the audience. This was proper personal stuff and I was British. I wasn’t used to sharing this shit. But Ethan shook his head and I didn’t want to be any ruder than we were being already.


    “I didn’t mean anything by saying ‘if’, Ethan. I thought this could be a good thing for us. But I understand that it might be too soon and that’s fine, it doesn’t have to be a big deal,” I said. “I’m sorry about all this,” I said turning to Mandy. Tears started to form in the back of my throat. The last thing I wanted to do was start crying.


    Ethan reached for me and pulled me toward him. His arms around me felt like the best thing in the world. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled into his chest.


    “You have nothing to apologize for. I’m sorry. I just want to know these things,” Ethan whispered into my ear.


    “I didn’t want to put pressure on us. I don’t want you to feel like you have to do anything,” I replied.


    “What do you mean pressure?” Ethan asked.


    “You’re being such a guy, Ethan,” Mandy said. “She doesn’t want you to feel like she’s pressuring you into inviting her to New York. And you need to stop being such a girl, Anna,” she continued. “Ethan wants you in New York. He’s desperate for you to move here, but he’s been running around trying to work out how he can move to London, so you don’t have to give it all up for him.”


    The tears started to fall. I couldn’t stop them and Ethan pulled me closer. “You don’t think that do you? That I’d feel pressure if you quit your job?”


    I shrugged. “Maybe.”


    “Fuck that. If you want to come to New York, you’ve made me the happiest man in Manhattan. But if you want something else—”


    “I don’t, I want to be here with you.”


    “Do we have champagne in that cellar?” I heard Mandy ask as Ethan pulled my chin up. When I was finally looking at him he pressed his lips against mine.


    “I can’t believe it,” Ethan said as he pushed his hands through his hair. “I thought, I don’t know, I thought we’d have this long discussion about everything, and that I’d end up moving to London. I’d have to rebuild my practice and get new clients and it would be a complete ball-ache. You’ve just waved a magic wand and made everything so much easier. I mean, are you sure? You’re okay with this? You’re not going to change your mind?”


    I couldn’t stop myself from grinning at him as he scanned my face, waiting for me to tell him it was a big joke. I was so happy that he wanted me in New York, that he wasn’t angry, that he didn’t feel backed into a corner.


    “Yes, I’m sure. I’m really, really sure.”


    “Where’s that fucking champagne, Andrew?” Ethan bellowed.


    “So, when are you moving?” Mandy asked.


    “Well, I’ve only just been invited, so you know as much as I do,” I replied, still beaming at Ethan. “I have to work my notice though. Three months.”


    “Three months my ass. There’s no way you’ll have to work that if you don’t want to.”


    “Well, I’ll need to plan and do things in London before I leave, so I can’t just stay here.”


    “Please, beautiful, I can’t wait three months. Say you’ll be here quicker than that.”


    I reached up and stroked his handsome face. “I’ll speak to the partners when I get back and see what I can do. Maybe they’ll let me go earlier.”


    “This is so exciting,” Mandy said. “I can show you round Manhattan properly. It’s such a shame you don’t live up town, there’s the most fabulous nail bar three blocks from here.”


    “We could move if you wanted?” Ethan looked at me expectantly.


    “Wow, this is all a lot to take in,” I said.


    “You’re not smothering her are you, Mandy?” Andrew asked, emerging from the basement. “She probably wants to concentrate on getting a job rather than getting her nails done.”


    “You know, you don’t have to worry about that,” Ethan said. “But of course, if you want to work, I can speak to my contacts. I’m sure I can find something for you.”


    “Maybe I have my own contacts . . . and of course I want to work.” I play slapped him on his arm. “Actually, Daniel might have something for me. He’s hiring a lawyer based here in New York.”


    “Jesus, what other secrets have you been keeping from me?”


    


    

  


  


  
    Chapter Eight


    Ethan


    It felt like my chest was going to explode. I wanted to pepper her with questions about what else she’d been thinking and planning. It was all too good to be true. I was sure that she wouldn’t have to work her full three months’ notice. Maybe she’d have to do a month and then she’d be here, with me, in New York.


    “We should move,” I blurted out.


    “Ethan,” her hand was on my leg, “we don’t have to decide everything now. Let’s have a nice evening with Andrew and Mandy.”


    “Don’t you get it?” Mandy asked. “Ethan is our oldest friend. You can’t make this evening any better than you have. He’s been waiting for you his whole life.”


    “Mandy, you’re going to make me cry,” Anna said.


    “I mean it. He didn’t even know it himself and it took the longest time, but you’re the bit that’s been missing from his life. Now that you’re here, ready and willing to move to New York, I think you love him as much as he deserves and that makes me very, very happy.”


    I turned to Anna and her eyes were welling with tears. “Don’t cry, beautiful.” I cupped her face in my hands and brushed my lips against hers. “We’re celebrating.”


    “Time for a toast,” Andrew said, raising his glass. “To the newest member of our family.”


    “You’re killing me,” Anna croaked out.


    During the course of the evening, every now and then I pulled back and looked at the four of us as if I were an unobserved stranger, peering through a window. There was so much love and laughter, we looked so happy, all of us. Mandy was right, whether or not I’d known it, I’d been waiting for Anna my whole life. Right then, I knew how I was going to make New Year’s Eve special—I was going to propose. I squeezed Anna’s hand under the table, wanting to get closer to her, if that was even possible. She turned that beautiful smile on me and squeezed my hand back.


    


    We’d only just climbed into the cab to start the journey downtown when she turned to me. “Why did you suggest moving, I thought you loved your flat and your neighborhood?”


    I shrugged. “I do. But I want you to be happy. You might prefer a house? Or maybe to move closer to Mandy and Andrew or just get a place that’s not been mine first, that we can start in together.”


    She grinned at me. “What?” I asked.


    She laughed. “Nothing, it’s just, I think you’re the sweetest, most romantic, thoughtful man, ever.”


    “Fuck, don’t say that in public, ever. I’ve got a reputation to protect.” I laughed. “The nice stuff is reserved just for you. I’m an asshole to everyone else.”


    “I like the asshole, too,” she replied as she moved closer to me in the cab. I tightened my arm around her. “Let’s not move. Not yet. I’d like to get to know your neighborhood and Manhattan a bit more.”


    “I don’t want you to feel like you’re living in my apartment though, Anna. I want it to be your home.”


    “My home is wherever you are.”


    I couldn’t argue with that.


    “So you’ll move in here for now and then we’ll think about moving when you’ve gotten to know the place a bit better.”


    “So, live together straight away?”


    “Of course live together straight away. I’m not letting you out of my sight if I can help it.”


    “Okay.”


    “Okay?”


    She laughed. “Okay, good. I like that plan.”


    “I’ll speak to the partners and get them to let you go early.”


    “No, Ethan, I don’t want you to. I don’t think Al will say anything now that I’m working my notice, and there’s no point rubbing their nose in it.” But I wanted her as soon as possible. “I’ll speak to them when I get back. They asked me to think about it over Christmas, so it’s not common knowledge. I guess they think I might change my mind.”


    “Did you agree to that?”


    “What?”


    “Not telling anyone. Are you thinking you might change your mind?”


    “No, of course I’m not. I told you, me staying there doesn’t make sense for a hundred reasons. And you seem to be happy enough about it, so . . .”


    “In case there is any doubt, I’m fucking ecstatic about it.” I grinned at her and couldn’t resist kissing the corner of her up-turned mouth. “Okay, I’ll leave it to you, but if you don’t negotiate them down to a month—max—I’ll be forced to intervene.”


    “I’m an excellent negotiator, you’ll see.”


    I got the feeling we weren’t just talking about notice periods any longer. I’d give her anything she wanted. There was no negotiation to be had as far as that was concerned.


    “So, can we go back to spending all our time in bed now? I’m not sure I like this whole being clothed and in public thing,” I said.


    “No, you have to do all the touristy things with me before I move. I can’t live here without having been to the Statue of Liberty or Washington Square Park. I’ve never even been on that bridge in Central Park.”


    “Oh, god, really? You want me to show you the sights? My penis won’t do?”


    “It is an either or? I want both.”


    I chuckled. “Okay, I can live with that.”


    “Tonight though, it’s all about your penis,” she whispered into my ear as she rubbed her palm against my dick and then trailed her tongue along my jaw.


    


    * * * * *


    


    The next morning, I woke before her, and as quietly as I could, grabbed my boxers, a t-shirt and my phone, and made my way into my study. I had plans to make, things to buy—a night to remember to organize.


    I called Mandy first. “Hey, thanks for last night. It was a lovely evening.”


    “It was a really great to see you both. You two are so awesome together. It’s so good to see.”


    “Thanks. I need your help with something. I’m not good with this stuff, you know, the romantic shit . . .”


    “You seem to be doing just fine.”


    “Yeah, but this is different. I really can’t risk fucking it up when I propose to her.”


    All I heard was squealing on the other end of the phone. “What can I do? What do you need?” Mandy finally asked when she’d calmed down.


    “So you don’t think it’s too soon? That she’ll say no?”


    “She’s given up her job and is moving continents for you. She’s not going to say no. When are you going to ask her?”


    “This is what I wanted to ask you. Is New Year’s too predictable? I don’t know what girls want.”


    “Oh, wow. So before she goes back.”


    “Do you think it’s too much?”


    “No. And I don’t think it’s predictable, I think it’s wonderful. And you shouldn’t be asking me. You know her and what she likes much better than I do. You’ve got all the answers to this stuff. You don’t need me to tell you.”


    She was right. This shouldn’t be something Mandy planned and I went along with. This should be about Anna and me.


    “Okay, you’re right. Thanks.”


    When I put down the phone, I started scouting rings online. I was going to have to move quickly. I only had today. Tomorrow was New Year’s.


    “Baby,” Anna shouted from the next room.


    “In here,” I responded, clearing down my search history just as Anna poked her head around the door. “I was going to go for a run. Do you mind?”


    “Good idea. I can do some yoga here and then have a bath if that’s okay?” She sat on my knees and looped her arms around my neck.


    “This is your home now, Anna. You can do whatever makes you happy. There’s a mat in the closet in the small guest room. Or go to the gym downstairs.”


    She kissed my shoulder. “No, a mat is good.” I could tell that it wouldn’t take much convincing for her to get her naked and back in bed, but unfortunately, I had to get moving.


    I reached around her waist and stood up as she wrapped her legs around me. “You’re like a monkey.”


    “A pretty monkey, though, right?” She mock scowled.


    I laughed. “A very beautiful monkey.”


    She hopped down, “Okay, enjoy your run.” She pecked me on the lips and ran off to retrieve her mat.


    I quickly changed and managed to smuggle my wallet into the pocket of my Columbia University sweatshirt and headed out the door.


    I hoped Harry Winston would be open.


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    Whenever I finished a run, I looked like I’d escaped a kidnapping attempt—red faced, sweaty, hair everywhere. Ethan on the other hand, looked like he was mid-way through a Gucci photo-shoot when he got back to the flat. He was all tan with a slight sheen to his skin that made him look all the more male. I was desperate to jump his bones. In fact, I’d been desperate before his run, but he’d seemed determined to exercise—a desire that never seemed to grip me, unfortunately.


    “So, I thought we could go to the Met, or the Guggenheim,” Ethan said, breaking me from my haze of lust as he got dressed after his shower.


    “Sounds good.”


    “You don’t sound enthusiastic?”


    “I am, I’ll get my stuff.” This was good. Normal things that normal couples did. I just couldn’t get enough of him, I wanted to drag him back to bed.


    “Okay, I need to make a phone call, so I’ll be a few minutes.” He worked so hard but it was kinda hot. I liked his drive and determination.


    I was rooting through my case when Ethan came into the bedroom.


    “I’ll clear out my crap when you’re back in London, but there are some drawers free in the closet. Why don’t you unpack properly?”


    My stomach flipped and I bit back a grin. There were some things I brought with me that I could leave. A couple of dresses and a pair of shoes at least. “Okay, I will, later.”


    “Are you ready?”


    I nodded as I pulled on my hat and followed Ethan out to the hallway with my boots in my hand.


    “Fuck me, I didn’t realize you owned flat shoes. I’ve never seen you in anything other than heels, or naked. Sometimes in heels and naked.”


    “You see, this is when reality sets in. Real life starts right here, with my flats. It’s not all nakedness and high heels, baby. Are you ready? Ready for taking out the garbage and buying me tampons? Ready for seeing me puking up and not wanting sex? I might wax my top lip tonight—are you ready for that?”


    Ethan was laughing at me as I prodded his rock-hard stomach. “You’re fucking crazy and I’m more than ready. Come on shorty.”


    “You see, I used to be beautiful and now I’m shorty and I’ve not even moved in yet.” I sighed dramatically as I followed him out of his building.


    “You’ll always be beautiful, baby,” he said, snaking his arm around my neck and resting it on my shoulders.


    He went to hail a cab, but I stopped him. “No, I want to take the subway.”


    “Seriously? I’ve not taken the subway in a decade. It’s disgusting down there.” He winced as if he was in pain.


    “Don’t be a baby. I’ve never done it and I have to do all the things you would expect a New Yorker to do.”


    “Really?”


    “Really. We have to do the unglamorous day-to-day stuff, Ethan. It’s good for us.”


    “Okay, you get the subway and I’ll get a cab and meet you there. That feels like a day-to-day compromise.”


    We stood on the sidewalk laughing at each other. “Oh baby, when did I say anything about compromise? Come on, we’re going on the subway.” I dragged the sleeve of his coat and started walking. He reluctantly followed.


    “You know we’re going in the wrong direction for the subway.”


    “Ethan!”


    He grabbed me by my waist and kissed me hard.


    


    * * * * *


    


    “What was your favorite bit of the day?” I asked Ethan as we got home from several hours at the Met and what Ethan described as a reconnaissance trip of the Guggenheim.


    “What do you mean? The day’s not over and I enjoyed all of it.”


    “I’ve done favorite things since I was a kid, play with me,” I said. “What was your favorite bit, the favorite thing you saw or step you took or conversation you had.”


    “Let me think. Just one?”


    “We used to do top three.”


    “Okay, my favorite three things of today . . . one, I like that I got to see you in flats.”


    I grinned at him. Was he serious? Flat shoes sucked.


    “And then I liked how I got to kiss you in the street.”


    “Ethan! We’ve just seen some of the most beautiful art ever to have been created. Your top three things of the day can’t all be about me.”


    He raised an eyebrow at me. “Do you get to choose, or do I get to choose?”


    “I want a no-bullshit response.”


    “The other two were no-bullshit responses, Anna. I won’t lie to you.”


    “Okay.”


    “The last of my top three is a painting. The Velasquez. The one of his Moor slave. It’s my favorite in there. I feel like he’s trying to tell me something from the canvas. How he captured that is incredible.”


    His eyes softened as he spoke, but his face was serious.


    “You like art?” I asked.


    “What is fascinating about it was that it was a practice run for Velasquez’s portrait of the Pope at the time. He was just prepping and that’s what he came up with. Fucking brilliant.”


    “Have you been to Madrid? To see, you know, the one that Picasso did as well . . .”


    “Las Meninas.” He finished my sentence for me and looked at me as he nodded. There was something different in his eyes. “You like art?” he asked my question back to me.


    “A bit. I’m spoiled in London, there’s so much. I like baroque stuff—Caravaggio, Rubens and your man Velasquez. Did you get to see the Boy Bitten by a Lizard when you were in London? God, I love that painting. It’s tiny, but wild.” I caught myself making shapes in the air with my hands and quickly dropped my arms self-consciously. I looked across at Ethan to see if he had that ‘is she crazy?’ look on his face that he sometimes wore.


    “You couldn’t be any more beautiful to me than you are right now, Anna,” he said as our eyes met.


    My cheeks heated and he closed the distance between us and slid his arms around my waist.


    “Can we stay in tonight?” I asked. “Unless you had plans? I’d just like to be with you tonight.”


    “That sounds perfect.”


    He skimmed his hands down my back and began to harden against my stomach.


    “Me talking about gay boys and lizards gets you hot?”


    “Anna,” he growled in that disapproving tone he had that always made me laugh. He cupped my ass in his hands and he lifted me. I wrapped my legs around him. “Come on, pretty monkey.”


    


    

  


  


  
    Chapter Nine


    Ethan


    Unsurprisingly, it hadn’t been the lizard talk that had gotten me hot. It didn’t take much around her, I had an almost permanent hard-on when she was nearby. But hearing how she liked art, that she knew of Las Meninas and liked Baroque—that was fucking hot. I guess I never thought that this was how it could be with a woman. Anna’s brain could turn me on as much as her body could—she created one new experience after another in me.


    “What do you think?” She flashed me a smile over her shoulder as she shook her black-lace covered ass. She’d insisted on getting changed in the bathroom so I was trying to be patient, as much as I could be with a hard on and a beautiful woman who was about to move in with me three steps away.


    “I think you would look incredible in a garbage bag. Get over here already.”


    She stayed where she was, and ran her hands up over her body, cupping those perfect tits and pushing them together. “Do you know what would make these look even better?” She looked up at me from under her eyelashes.


    “My dick between them?”


    She bit her lip and nodded. It took everything I had not to come right there.


    She started to walk toward me and my phone buzzed loudly from the bedside table. Fuck. Ignore it. I was waiting for a couple of confirmations about tomorrow night. It had to be perfect. I quickly checked my watch. Shit, I wouldn’t have time to call them back if I didn’t get this, it was getting late. Anna’s eyes were pinned to mine.


    “Honey, I have to get this,” I said as she climbed on to the mattress and lay on her back as I got off the bed and grabbed my phone.


    “Do whatever you have to do, baby,” she said as she dipped her fingers into her underwear. “Whatever you have to do.”


    Jesus, the blood rushing to my cock was making me dizzy. I kept my eyes flitting between her face and her hand as she started to circle her clit. Fuck, this call was bad timing.


    “Scott,” I barked as I answered the phone.


    It was the woman making the arrangements for after dinner. Shit, shit, shit. Anna’s back arched as she let out a small moan. I kicked the bed frame and stalked out into the study. She couldn’t overhear this.


    


    * * * * *


    


    It took about ten minutes to get back to Anna.


    “Do you think we should get a TV in here?” she asked, the mood clearly having shifted.


    “If I’m in here, I want to be fucking you or sleeping. I don’t want to be one of those couples that just end up watching TV in bed. Beds should have only two functions. Speaking of, where were we? Did you finish without me?” I stripped my shirt off and stepped out of my pants.


    “I don’t work without you. I’m desperate for you.”


    “Desperate for me?”


    “Since this morning when you came in from your run, looking so handsome it should have been illegal.” She was pouting and it was fucking cute.


    I couldn’t help but grin at the thought of her wanting me since this morning. “What have you been desperate for me to do to you?” I asked, crawling over her lingerie covered body. “This?” I asked, pinching her nipple through the lace. She nodded. “And biting? You like my teeth, don’t you beautiful? The sharp rush that the pain brings?” She squirmed below me and grabbed my hand from her breast and pushed it lower. “You want me to feel you, beautiful?”


    She nodded again.


    “Tell me.”


    “I’m so wet, Ethan. Feel how wet I am.”


    My fingers found the edge of her underwear and dipped inside and pushed into the beginning of her slit. She was as wet as she described, just waiting for me to lick her dry. I dragged my fingers along her folds, coating myself in her. She squirmed under my touch, pulling away and pushing toward me as if she couldn’t decide whether she could handle it.


    I moved down her body, pulling her underwear from her thighs.


    “I need you inside me,” she whispered.


    I couldn’t deny her and I plunged my thumb straight into her, rubbing against the muscles that surrounded me.


    “No, I need your dick in me, Ethan. Please, I need it.” She whimpered.


    Jesus, her begging was too much, I couldn’t hold back even if I wanted to.


    “Oh, baby, you’re going to have my dick every fucking way.”


    I pulled off the bed, stripped off my boxers, stood facing the bed and pulled her across to meet me at the edge of the mattress.


    “You want it?” I stroked my erection up and down her folds, coating it in her wetness.


    “Ethan, please,” she cried.


    I positioned myself at her entrance. She was twisting her hips, trying to get me inside her, but I held her waist firmly so she couldn’t move.


    “Once I start, I’m not going to stop. Not ever,” I warned her.


    “Don’t ever stop, Ethan, I want you to fuck me forever.”


    I couldn’t wait any longer, I thrust balls-deep into her and watched as the air left her body, a mixture of pleasure and lust on her face. I pulled out quickly and pushed into her again and again and again. Quick, hard, rough strokes. She could do nothing but lie there, watching me as I drove into her over and over.


    “Oh god, yes,” she screamed.


    Hearing her tell me what she liked, what she wanted was a huge turn on. I loved her appetite, for sex, for me. It was intoxicating.


    She clenched around me, the beginnings of her orgasm flickering across her body. I wasn’t going to last long, but I had to get her there first.


    I palmed her breast and she arched into my hand. “Ethan, I’m close, I can’t wait.”


    My eyes darted from her face to between us, where our bodies joined. When I looked back at her she was watching as I pushed into her, so deep.


    “God, Ethan, I’m so full with you deep inside me.” Her voice cracked and there she was, her mouth parted and her eyes fixed on mine as her orgasm gripped her. I watched her for as long as I could before I gave in to my own climax and collapsed over her, burying my face in her neck.


    Seconds, minutes, hours later her fingers trailed down my spine and my mind wandered back into consciousness.


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    Somehow, he always knew what to give me. I had needed him fast and hard and that’s exactly what I got. The last twenty-four hours had unsettled me and sex had reminded me how well we worked together. Our dinner with Andrew and Mandy, during which it had been decided I would be moving countries, which I didn’t think he could have been happier about, had been wonderful and life changing. Then today the way this alpha male who barked into his phone and lost his temper so easily found beauty in such a modest, beautiful painting. I loved him for all of it. But it was close to overwhelming.


    The deeper I fell into my world with Ethan, the better the sex got. It was like he’d crawled inside my body and looked at me from the inside. It was thrilling and terrifying in equal measure. It was like I was giving myself to him, body and soul.


    “You’re amazing,” I said as I lay my head on his chest, trailing my fingers up and down his stomach.


    “Back at you.” He caught my wrist in his hand. “Stop or I’m going to have you again.”


    I twisted my hand free and moved off his chest and crawled down. I wanted to suck him. I liked it when I could fit him whole in my mouth, and he hardened against my tongue.


    I positioned myself on my knees between his legs and he groaned and widened his thighs before I’d even touched him. I held his hips and took him in my mouth, lapping around his length.


    I looked up to find Ethan propped on his elbows, his intense stare on me. He responded quickly and soon he was deep at the back of my throat. I moaned, and found his eyes with mine, knowing how he liked me to look at him.


    “No, Anna.” He pulled away from me, and before I knew it I was on my back and Ethan had his fingers against my clit.


    “Ethan, I want you in my mouth.”


    “I want inside you more. I know you’re ready for me.” He kept his fingers moving across my clit as he pushed into me. “You always get so wet from sucking me.” He rocked into me now in a perfect rhythm. “Do you know how hot that is? I don’t have to do anything to get you wet, do I? I just have to lie there and get my dick sucked and you’re ready for me.”


    “Oh, Ethan, stop. It’s too much,” I screamed. The sight of his muscles shifting beneath his skin, how it felt as he held himself back—he was doing everything he could not to come right that second. It was so good, so right.


    “I’m never going to stop, beautiful, I’m going to fuck you for the rest of our days.”


    I was grabbing at him, urging him closer, deeper despite my words. I clung to his shoulders, my nails pushing into his skin, I needed to be closer to him, still. The feel of my nails on his skin increased the ecstasy of it all, the pleasure and the pain merging and multiplying. I stretched my legs wider and moved my hips to meet his so they crashed into each other—skin slapping against skin, flesh digging into flesh.


    “That’s it, beautiful, I can feel you so tight, so needy,” he growled against my cheek before he licked across my lips, lapping at my moans. It was dirty and urgent. “Look at me, I want to see those beautiful eyes cloud over when you come.”


    I knew as soon as I opened my eyes, I’d be lost to him. The feel of him over me, pinning me to the bed . . . the smell of him—sweat and sex mixed together—if I looked at him, that would be it. But I couldn’t deny him anything and slowly I did as he asked. My body tensed and then juddered and my nails broke into his skin. I couldn’t hold back as I screamed, “Ethan, Ethan, Ethan.”


    He was there too, managing to hold off for just long enough to watch the beginning of my climax as he loved to do. His blood throbbed beneath his skin, transferring his heat to me—he was sweaty and panting and his jaw tensed as he poured into me.


    “Oh, beautiful,” he cried and his head dropped to my neck.


    Eventually, our breathing synchronized and slowed but he made no attempt to move. And I didn’t want him to. I loved him on top of me like that—heavy, vulnerable and all mine.


    “Do you mind if I stay here forever?” he asked.


    “Not even a little bit,” I whispered.


    He nuzzled against my neck and then licked across the still throbbing pulse. “You taste so good,” he mumbled. “I want to taste you every day, forever.”


    “Soon,” I said, turning my head to give him better access to my neck.


    He took full advantage and his teeth grazed against my skin. “You’re mine,”


    “I am.”


    “Forever,” he said as he bit into my skin.


    At some point we fell asleep because I woke up too hot, Ethan’s arms still tight around me. I tried to move him off me without disturbing him but it didn’t work. “Again, beautiful?” he mumbled and pulled me closer to him.


    “I need to go to the bathroom, let me go.” His limbs relaxed and I was able to pull away.


    It was gone 8 a.m. when I checked the clock. I wanted to make the most of the day so when I got back in bed, I reached between our bodies and stroked his semi-erect cock to life. In response, Ethan mumbled incoherently, his eyes still closed. He usually woke before me, so seeing him like this, before he was alert and ready for the world was new. I pushed him gently onto his back and sat astride him before taking him in my fist and guiding him into to me.


    “Fuck, baby,” he continued to mumble, his eyes still closed, as I slowly lowered myself onto him. I could feel him inside me, hardening still, and I let out a small moan as I started to raise and lower myself. He was so deep inside me with me on top. I sat back on my heels, pushing as low as I could and I circled my hips.


    Ethan’s eyes suddenly sprang open. “Shit!”


    I smiled at him. “It’s your 8 a. m. wake-up call, sir. Is there anything else I can do for you?” I asked as I pressed my palms against his stomach and lifted myself higher.


    His hands went straight to my hips to pull me down. “Do you want me on your cock, sir? You want to be deep inside me?” I let him push me onto his cock as he took over my rhythm and thrust his hips up so I didn’t have to move at all.


    “Jesus, Anna, what are you? Shit.” He was wide awake, responding to my grinding against him, his eyes huge and wandering from my face down my body to where we were joined and back up, always checking for my reaction to whatever he was doing to my body.


    “That’s it, Ethan, right there,” I screamed as he pounded into me faster and faster. I wanted to stay like that forever, circling the mountain, just before the pleasure peaked. I collapsed onto his chest and his hands cupped my ass, keeping me in place as he continued to pump in and out of me, dragging me further and further toward my orgasm.


    His fingers parted my ass cheeks and air curled against my sex. “You want to feel me here, baby?” he whispered into my hair as he brushed his fingers against the puckered flesh.


    “I do, oh god.” The thought was as erotic as the reality, and my body gave me my first warning that my orgasm was close.


    He pushed his erection deep into me and stilled. “Look at me Anna.”


    I wasn’t sure I was capable of moving, but I managed to straighten my arms so I was still leaning over him. His fingers circled and stroked and then one pushed through the barrier of muscles. The sensation was calming almost, intense, and I slowly circled my hips, allowing myself to feel more of him.


    “You like that?” he asked.


    “I like everything you do to me,” I replied. I stopped moving and another finger followed his first and started to slowly push.


    “And this?”


    “I want it deeper, Ethan.”


    He grunted and pushed his hips up into me and then stopped again before pushing his fingers farther into me. I was full of him.


    I snapped my head back in response to the sensation and I moved my hands to his chest, pushing deeper and farther onto him.


    “Fuck, Ethan, I’m coming.”


    “Look at me, Anna.”


    We were both still, frozen almost from the intensity of it and my eyes met his just as a world of intense pleasure washed over me, just from him being inside me.


    “Jesus, I’m going to come so hard,” he growled as he removed his fingers slowly, and without breaking the link between our bodies, flipped me to my back and pounded into me, taking his pleasure.


    “You. Make. Me. Feel. So. Good,” he said between his final thrusts as be poured into me. It was just what I needed to hear after him making me feel like no other man ever had or ever would.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Ten


    Ethan


    “So, what do you guys do on New Year’s Eve, during the day? Carve pumpkins?” Anna asked as I wandered back into the bedroom. I’d been making last minute arrangements for this evening.


    “No, we don’t carve pumpkins on New Year’s any more than we carve pumpkins on Thanksgiving.”


    “Oh, so what do you do?”


    I thought about it. Were there traditions that I’d forgotten? “Nothing, we can do the tourist thing again. Or wander into the village.”


    “What, not even tonight?”


    “I’ve booked us a restaurant for tonight. If they’re not partying, people normally watch the ball drop in Times Square on TV.”


    “Are we going to do that?”


    “It depends, do you want to stand outside in freezing temperatures from about three o’clock to reserve your space?”


    “That doesn’t sound like much fun.”


    “I can’t imagine it is. We’ll have a nice evening.”


    “I know, I always do when I’m with you.”


    Just before my heart exploded the intercom buzzed.


    Lucky for me Anna wasn’t quite ready, so I managed to intercept the courier from Harry Winston without too much suspicion. I took the padded envelope into the study and locked the door as quietly as I could. I wanted to see the ring and there was no way I could risk her walking in on me.


    I was pretty sure she’d like it, but they had said we could choose something else if it wasn’t right. It was plainer than the first ones the woman behind the counter first picked out—just a simple band and a single square diamond. I didn’t think Anna would like too much. She wasn’t a show off. Yes—it would suit her.


    My stomach began to churn. I really didn’t want to fuck this up. I wanted it to be perfect. I wanted her to return to London with my ring on her finger.


    


    * * * * *


    


    “You’re right, it’s absolutely freezing. How did that happen?” Anna asked as we sat down in the horse and buggy in Central Park.


    “If it starts shitting into that bag, we’re stopping this thing and going home,” I said.


    Anna started laughing at me. “Just focus on how bloody cold it is, that will take your mind off the bag of poo in front of you.”


    “Are we done with the touristy stuff after this?”


    “Yes, this experience has put me off doing anything else. I thought it would be more romantic than it is. But the cold and the poo has taken the sheen off.”


    “We can do romance later,” I replied.


    “You’re the most romantic man ever.”


    “Your sarcasm isn’t always a turn on, you know.”


    “I wasn’t being sarcastic,” she said as she pulled closer to me. “I mean it. Romance for me is someone who doesn’t bullshit, doesn’t play games and treats me well. Someone who loves me and doesn’t just say it, but shows it in everything he does. And you do all that, Ethan. I don’t want or need anything else from you.”


    I kissed the top of her head. “Does that mean we can get out of this buggy?”


    She laughed. “Yes, we can get off. As long as we can do the bridge.”


    “Deal.”


    Luckily we were only a few short minutes from Bow Bridge. We walked to the center point and then rested side by side against the railings, looking out across the water. The pond’s surface was still and the air was silent as if the rest of the world had paused while we had this moment together.


    She turned and stretched her arms around my waist and looked up at me. “This is perfect. I think I’m going to like it here.”


    “I think I’m going to like you here, too.”


    Maybe I shouldn’t wait, maybe I should ask her right now.


    “Let’s come here often,” she said and the moment was gone. “Maybe it could be a new tradition that we have every Sunday or something. You can push me over to the view across the lake in my wheelchair when I’m too old to walk anymore.”


    It was a glimpse inside her image of our future together, a picture she didn’t reveal very often.


    “Deal. I like the idea of having traditions of our own. Come on, the sun is going down and it’s going to get really cold.”


    She nodded. “Let’s go home.”


    We found a cab and headed back toward home.


    “You haven’t really told me what we’re doing tonight. What time are our reservations?” she asked as we got back.


    “We need to leave the apartment at just before eight.” I had decided to ask her just before midnight. There would be several moments tonight but there was no arrangement for a plane to carry a banner asking the question, or the ring to be in the bottom of a champagne glass. I wanted it to me more intimate than that. I wanted it to be just about us.


    She paused, looked at me and the quietly said, “I’d like to see New York tonight and then I’d like to come back here, take all the pillows and blankets and quilts and pile them all on the floor. Then turn off all the lights and then lie on our mountain of bedding and watch the river and listen to the city with you, naked.”


    “We can do that.”


    “Really? It doesn’t interfere with your plans? Did you have us going to some big, fancy party? I don’t mind.”


    “Of course I didn’t. Tonight was always just about you and me.”


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    I was relieved we weren’t going to some fancy benefit type thing that evening. I’d brought a full-length evening dress, just in case, but as it was just dinner, I kept things a little more casual in a tight fitting, high-waist satin pencil skirt and sheer-sleeved silk blouse. I also made a special effort with my hair, first curling it and then pinning it up loosely. When I was finished, I put some make-up in my clutch and went to find Ethan. I almost ran into him as he was coming out of his office.


    “Hey, I’m ready.”


    “You look incredible,” he said, reaching his hand out to cup my ass.


    “You don’t look so bad yourself.” What I meant was he looked heart-stoppingly handsome. He was wearing a suit but no tie. He seemed to get better looking, if that was at all possible. “I like your hair longer like that,” I said, pushing my fingers through the strands as he bent to kiss my neck.


    “You’ll need your coat. And gloves and a scarf.”


    “Thanks, Dad.”


    “Anna,” he growled.


    Ethan had hired a car for the evening and we headed uptown to the restaurant.


    To my surprise we pulled up at the entrance to the Time Warner building. We seemed to be going to the Mandarin Oriental.


    I looked at Ethan and he smiled at me and took my hand as we walked inside. We didn’t end up going to the hotel. Instead we headed to the fourth floor, to a restaurant called Per Se.


    “I thought you might like to look out from here. It’s lower than from the suite, but still beautiful and I know how you love that view.”


    “Ethan, it’s beautiful and thoughtful and—thank you.”


    They seated us kitty corner by the window and a stunning view of Columbus Circle and Central Park.


    “Have you been here before?”


    He shook his head “No. But I always wanted to come. I’ve never had the opportunity until now. And tonight seemed to be the perfect time to share this with you.”


    “You’re right. It is perfect.”


    I had butterflies in my stomach. The evening felt big. Ethan had clearly put a lot of thought into picking this place.


    “Shall we have a glass of champagne?” he asked


    I nodded a little too enthusiastically.


    “Maybe a bottle?” he asked the waiter. “Are you okay?” he asked me when we were alone again.


    “Yeah, of course. A bit overwhelmed coming back here, you know?”


    He nodded. “To where it all began? It was only going to be for the night and now you’re moving here.”


    “Are we being crazy?” I asked him. “Maybe this is a little nuts,” I said, thinking out loud, my heart starting to thump in my chest.


    “What do you mean crazy?”


    “I mean me moving to New York and us living together. I had a job and I have friends and family in London and I’m going to start again in New York. I mean it sounds like maybe it’s a little crazy?”


    “Are you worried? Are you thinking you might not want to?”


    I took a deep breath and thought about the question. Was I worried? I shook my head. “I don’t feel worried. I know in my heart like it’s the right thing to do, but I think that if I was looking at my decision, not knowing how I feel about you, then I’d think I was a little nuts. Does that make sense?”


    All I could think was that this was happening so quickly. Coming back here brought it all in to focus. I needed to calm down. It wasn’t like I couldn’t undo things if it all went badly wrong, right? If I could handle the worst case scenario—Ethan and I breaking up once I’d moved here—surely I would feel better.


    Ethan didn’t respond, he just looked at me. I couldn’t read him.


    “And it’s not like I don’t have a job. And we’re getting married or anything, god forbid.”


    “God forbid?”


    “Yeah, I mean, it will be fine. I’m looking forward to it.”


    Ethan was silent. I reached for his hand and he squeezed it as he looked out onto the view.


    “I’m sorry. I was thinking out loud. I shouldn’t do that. I just got overwhelmed coming back here, thinking back to our beginning and forgot my filter.”


    “I don’t want you to filter anything. I’ve told you. I need you to talk to me and I’m glad you did,” he said. There was something in his voice that told me however much he wanted me to talk to him, he was disappointed with what I’d said.


    “It doesn’t mean I have doubts. Not about you, or about us, Ethan.”


    He squeezed my hand and kissed me on the corner of my lips, in the way that made me melt. “God forbid,” he said.


    


    * * * * *


    


    I lost count of the number of courses when we got to five.


    “I’ve never tasted anything like this,” I said. “I think they have wizards in the kitchen.”


    “Wizards?” Ethan raised an eyebrow at me.


    “I think so. No human can create things to eat like this. It’s magic. Is it what you thought it would be?”


    “In some ways. Better because I’m sharing it with you, I think.”


    “Wow, you have all the lines tonight.”


    He chuckled. “I think maybe I lost one or two along the way tonight.”


    “You did?”


    “So, we’re going to make a stop on our way home, ring in the New Year and then go back to create an Everest of feathers in the living room to get naked on. Sound good?” he asked.


    “Sure. Where are we seeing in the New Year?”


    “You’ll see.”


    I grinned at him. “I can’t believe I’m flying home tomorrow.”


    “It’s gone quickly. But you’ll be back soon. You promise you’ll speak to them about your notice period?”


    “I promise.”


    “Because if they don’t shorten it to a month, I’m going to step in.”


    “Ethan, you’re not going to do anything. I’ll deal with it. You’ve got other things to do—like clearing out closet space.”


    “We can go shopping for the apartment when you get back if you like?”


    “What for? What do you need?”


    “Well, if you want to refurnish it or change things.”


    “I love your apartment, just like it is. Why would I want to buy new things for it?”


    “I want it to be our apartment.”


    I grinned at him “Well, we might need some new pillows after tonight.”


    


    * * * * *


    


    “So, Miss Anna. One more view for you before we head home.”


    I followed his eyes up toward the sky as I stepped onto the sidewalk and realized the car had stopped outside the Empire State Building. “I know you came with Leah, but it’s different at night.


    “Good evening, Mr. Scott,” the doorman said and we stepped into the lobby. I looked at him. The doorman knew his name? The lobby was quiet, with just members of staff peppered around, their eyes on us.


    We headed toward the elevator, which was being held open for us. I looked at Ethan but he kept his eyes straight ahead, his hand clasped in mine.


    “You have friends in high places,” I said to him as the lift doors closed.


    He grinned and looked down at me but didn’t say a word. We went straight to the Main Deck on the 86th floor. The elevator doors pinged and we stepped out to the internal viewing area to the sound of Tony Bennett singing Manhattan. I looked around and didn’t see a single other person. Did we have the place to ourselves? Was it closed?


    Apparently, it wasn’t closed to us. By the door there was a small table, on it an ice bucket holding a bottle of champagne and two glasses.


    “I can’t believe you’ve done this Ethan.” He was fighting a grin as he expertly opened the bottle of champagne.


    “I want your first New Year’s in New York to be a proper introduction to the city. From up here, you get to see your future.”


    “Our future,” I said feeling overwhelmed and breathless. “You’re amazing and I’m so lucky,” I managed to choke out.


    “You got that wrong. I’m the lucky one,” he said as he handed me a glass of champagne and kissed me lightly on the lips.


    He grabbed my hand and we headed outside.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Eleven


    Ethan


    I opened the door and we were hit by a rush of cold air.


    This was meant to be it. It was just coming up to midnight and the ring box in my pocket felt like it was on fire. It was going to have to stay where it was. God forbid I ask her to marry me. God forbid.


    “Is it too cold?” I asked as we walked slowly around the edge of the viewing area, stopping at various places.


    “I have you to keep me warm. And it’s too beautiful not to be out here. It’s incredible. How did you manage to get the whole place just for us?”


    It hadn’t been easy and it hadn’t been cheap, but it was meant to have been for a once in a lifetime moment.


    “I wanted tonight to be special, I told you.”


    I hadn’t pressed her on her earlier revelation. Did she mean she didn’t want to get married to anyone, or just me? Was she bullshitting me? I knew she loved me. I felt it, but I hadn’t expected this. I wanted to marry her. I wanted her to wear my ring and tell the world that she was mine. Fuck.


    I could feel her looking at me and without catching her eye, I bent down and kissed her on the corner of her lips.


    “Kiss me properly, Ethan,” she whispered and her hands went to my hair as she pulled me toward her. “I feel like I lost you a little.” She ran her tongue across the seam of my lips and I closed my eyes and breathed her in. She was right, I needed to feel her, to taste her. I parted my mouth and she pushed her tongue against mine. She felt so good. She always felt so good.


    “You’ll never lose me. You have me for as long as you want me,” I said, drawing away from our kiss.


    “Long enough for you to push me in my wheelchair over Bow Bridge?”


    “Longer.”


    “Long enough for you to have to remember things for me because I can’t?”


    “I do that already.”


    “That’s true,” she said thoughtfully. “Okay, long enough that I can’t take my bra off without my boobs hitting the floor?” My mouth twitched at the corners. “And don’t you dare say that happens already.”


    “Longer.”


    “Long enough for us to wave our grandchildren off to college?”


    “Longer.” My chest constricted but I managed to get that single word out. So kids were okay, grandkids were okay, but not marriage?


    Our Q&A was interrupted by the sound of horns honking and people cheering and the distant pop of fireworks.


    She grabbed my wrist to look at my watch and then up at me. “Happy New Year Ethan,” she said, grinning at me.


    I grabbed her around the waist and pulled her toward me. “Happy New Year, Anna.”


    


    * * * * *


    


    When our fingers and toes had turned blue from cold, we headed home. Anna seemed excited by our trip and although I was pleased to have made her happy, I had hoped the evening would have turned out a little differently.


    “Are you okay?” Anna asked as we carried pillows and blankets from the bedroom and arranged them on the floor opposite the views of the Hudson.


    “I’m always okay if I’m with you.”


    “Okay, if you’re sure.”


    I wasn’t sure at all. Something hard had lodged in the pit of my stomach. “Of course. I’m just going to miss you, that’s all.”


    “I’m going to speak to the partners as soon as I get in to the office. I’ll be back before you know it and then you won’t be able to get rid of me.”


    “I can’t wait,” I said and kissed her on the head, trying to give her the reassurance I needed.


    My phone vibrated against the table. Andrew and Mandy were calling.


    Anna looked at me. “Are you going to get that?”


    I shook my head. “No, let’s just be us tonight.” Mandy would be dying to hear about how my proposal went. What would I say?


    “Can we stay up all night in our den of nakedness?”


    “You’ll be begging for sleep before too long if you insist on being naked in our den.”


    “Betcha I won’t,” she teased as she started to undo her blouse.


    “That’s a bet I’ll take.”


    


    * * * * *


    


    If I’d taken much longer, Mandy would probably have called 911, but the traffic was a bitch on the way back from the airport.


    “Hey,” she said as she answered the door and handed me a whiskey. “I thought you might need this.”


    “Thanks,” I said and tipped my head back to take the glass full in two mouthfuls. “Can I come in?”


    “God, yes. Come in, come in.”


    I followed Mandy into the kitchen where she took my glass from me and poured me another.


    “Hey, dude,” Andrew said as he saw me. I forced a smile and then slumped on the breakfast barstool and pushed my hands through my hair. “I don’t know how to feel.”


    “Tell us what happened. Did she say no?” Mandy asked.


    I’d had about three hundred missed calls from Mandy in the past twenty-four hours and I’d texted her on the way to the airport that we were headed to the airport as planned and that things hadn’t gone to plan. In response Mandy had simply told me to come to their place on the way back from the airport. At first I’d started to text back that I was going to go straight home, but I found that I wanted some company. I needed some help to understand what had happened and what it all meant.


    “I didn’t ask her.”


    “Ethan!” Mandy screamed. “She’s perfect for you. You can’t have changed your mind.”


    “Mandy, honey, just listen to him,” Andrew said.


    “She told me before I got the chance that she didn’t want to get married. What was I meant to say? ‘I know you don’t want to get married, but I really do and I’ve got the ring already and so could you just change your mind?’”


    “She said she didn’t want to marry you? Are you sure?” Mandy asked, her face twisted in confusion.


    I shrugged and took another slug of whiskey.


    “What exactly did she say?”


    “I can’t really remember, it’s all such a blur—we were talking about her moving to New York and I could tell she was a bit anxious about it. She was talking really fast and her barely there filter had disappeared completely. And she asked whether her moving was the right thing and she was answering her own question and said that at least she had a job and it wasn’t as if we were getting married—and then this bit I remember clearly—she said ‘god forbid.’ Yes, she said, ‘It’s not like we’re getting married—god forbid.’ And then she was talking about something else.


    I looked up from my glass and Mandy was looking straight back at me with a scowl on her face. “Had you talked about getting married before? Kids, a dog? Had you ever heard anything like this from her before?”


    I took a deep breath in and exhaled slowly as I thought about her question. “No. We were all about living in the here and now. She didn’t want to talk about the future in London. And then we agreed to try the long-distance thing and suddenly the future’s here and I have no fucking clue what’s going on. I guess I just assumed that if she was prepared to move to New York for me, she would be prepared to marry me for fuck’s sake.”


    “More whiskey.” Andrew nodded at Mandy and she hurriedly poured out another glassful.


    “It doesn’t sound like she doesn’t want to marry you,” Mandy said.


    “She said ‘god forbid’, Mandy. Unless I’ve lost the ability to speak English, that’s not an exact translation of ‘Ethan, I’m desperate to be your wife and carry your children.’”


    “What I meant was, I don’t think it’s personal.”


    The whiskey was having the desired effect and it took my brain a few seconds longer than it should to process her words. “I’m not sure it matters,” I said finally.


    “Maybe she just doesn’t believe in marriage?” Andrew said.


    “That’s bullshit.” I tipped back my third generous glass of whiskey.


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    I hadn’t gotten much sleep on the plane, but I had managed to make it home to shower and change before going in to the office. I’d texted Ethan to say I’d landed, not wanting to wake him. When I next spoke to him, I wanted to be able to tell him that I’d had a conversation about my leaving date, which meant I had until about eleven to follow up with the partners.


    Just as I sat down at my desk, my phone buzzed. “Happy New Year,” I said to Leah as I answered.


    “Happy New Year to you, too. How was it? Did you go to a party?”


    “No, thank goodness.” I went on to explain about the most perfect evening ever.


    “He hired out the top of the Empire State Building for the two of you?” Leah asked.


    “Yes, it was amazing. Cold but amazing. The lights from the city were spectacular and you could hear all the horns going off and the cheers. It was kinda special.”


    “Wow, fantastic. It sounds like the kind of thing you see in a movie when the guy proposes.”


    My stomach lurched. “He didn’t propose Leah, don’t be silly.”


    “I’m serious. He didn’t propose? It sounds like the perfect setting.”


    My mind started running through the evening of events, it had been the perfect evening and so romantic. But we’d never talked about marriage.


    “There’s no way and I’m not interested in getting married. Ethan knows that.”


    “You would have said no? Now you’re being silly.”


    “Leah, I don’t have time to talk about this. He didn’t ask. I have to speak to Paul about my notice period, so I’ll catch you later.” Leah and I had arranged to have dinner tonight. I hung up and headed toward Paul’s office.


    Would I have said no? Could I deny Ethan anything I had to give him?


    I’d think about it later. I needed to focus on convincing Paul that I shouldn’t work my three-month notice.


    “Happy New Year, Anna,” Paul said as I put my head round his office door.


    “Happy New Year, Paul. Have you got five minutes?”


    “As long as you are going to tell me you’ve had a change of heart about leaving over the break.”


    I could tell by his expression that he wasn’t really expecting me to take anything back.


    “Yes, well about that. I really haven’t changed my mind. And I think I might have sorted out another job in New York. And it’s just going to take a lot of organization to move and adjust and sort everything here and as it’s the beginning of a year, I don’t have much work to do at the moment and I was wondering if you could at all think about whether you actually could see if you could perhaps—”


    “Take a breath! You’re usually a lot more eloquent than this, Anna,” Paul said, grinning at me. “You don’t want to work your full notice period?”


    I nodded.


    “Is it a law firm you’re going to in New York?”


    “No, General Counsel of Palmerston Hotels, I think. Nothing’s finalized yet.”


    Paul nodded. “Sounds interesting, Anna. Well, it’s not a competitor and it is quiet in terms of work at the moment. We’re expecting a busy quarter though. Let me have a think about it and I’ll talk to some of the other partners and come back to you.”


    “Thank you so much. Anything you could do, I would really appreciate.”


    I practically skipped out of the office and down the corridor. That sounded hopeful. It would be great if I had news before the next time I spoke to Ethan.


    Usually, the first week in January was all about catching up with colleagues and avoiding doing any work for as long as possible, but I set about compiling lists of things I had to do before I left. If they told me I didn’t have to work my notice, I wanted to be able to go as quickly as possible. My secretary was going to hate me because she was going to be ass deep in filing by lunchtime.


    By midday I still hadn’t heard from Ethan, so I sent him another text.


    A: Spoke to Paul. He’s thinking about it. I’m hopeful. I love you.


    SG: Good. Hung over, speak later. Love you.


    Hung over? Ethan was never hung over. Where had he been last night?


    Before I had a chance to ask him, Lucy barged into my office. “A little bird told me you were leaving,” she said.


    “Yes, that’s right.” I really wanted to be able to tell her that I was moving in with Ethan Scott, the object of her lust for the previous four months. But there was no point in making things difficult for Ethan.


    “Have you been made an offer you can’t refuse? I hear some firms are offering twenty percent raises to move. Have you got a good deal?”


    “I’m not moving for the money. I’m going to New York.”


    “New York?” she spat out.


    I nodded.


    “To work?”


    Lucy wouldn’t be someone from London I missed.


    “And live, yes.”


    “You have a job in New York?”


    “Yes.”


    “Well, I might be out there, too. I work so closely with Ethan that I’m bound to get the secondment I’ve applied for,” she announced.


    I raised my eyebrow and then grinned because I’d caught that move from Ethan. “Good luck with that,” I said.


    “Wouldn’t that be great? In New York together, doing the single girl thing?”


    “But maybe you’d be dating Ethan by then?” I added. It was mean and I shouldn’t have said it but I couldn’t resist.


    “That’s a good point. I’d probably be busy accompanying him to parties or dinners. I’m sure I could squeeze you in at some point.”


    “Well, you just let me know, Lucy. You’ll have to excuse me, I have to make a call.”


    Lucy spun around and stalked out of my office.


    I spent the rest of the day working hard. My heart and mind were somewhere else now and I wanted my body to catch up.


    When I left at seven thirty, there were few people left. Most of my colleagues were making the most of their clients still being distracted by the holiday season and leaving the office early.


    I was headed to dinner with Leah. London was cold but not as cold as New York. The thought made me realize I’d still not heard from Ethan. I pulled out my phone and dragged off my glove so I could more easily dial his number.


    He didn’t answer, so I hung up without leaving a message. Then I decided that maybe I wanted to leave a message and tell him that I’d spoken to Paul, so I dialed him again.


    He answered on the second ring. “Anna? What is it?”


    “Nothing, I was expecting your voicemail. I just called and you didn’t pick up.”


    “I’m in the middle of a meeting. I can’t just pick up.” He sounded pissed off and stressed.


    “I know. I didn’t mean to interrupt.” I paused, wanting him to say something but he didn’t. “I was just going to leave you a message.”


    “Well, I’ve picked up now, so what is it?”


    He’d never been so short with me. So cold. It winded me and left me grasping for words. “Nothing, I just . . . I spoke to Paul and I think he was open about my notice period. But it’s not urgent. We can talk about it this evening.”


    “Fine. I’ll call you later if I get a chance. Today’s going to be very busy. I gotta go.”


    “Okay, bye, I love you.”


    “Later.”


    “Ethan?”


    “Yes?”


    “Are you okay?”


    “Yes, busy.”


    “Okay,” I said, and then he was gone.


    I found that I’d stopped walking and I was standing with commuters rushing each side of me. What had just happened? Even when Ethan was busy and stressed with work he was never like that with me. He was never rude or snappy. Maybe Al had reported him for breaching the frat policy? But why would he be mad at me?


    Something felt wrong.


    I typed out a text.


    A: I’m worried about you. You sound stressed. Would a naked picture help?


    That would cheer him up surely? I smiled to myself and buried my phone back in my pocket and continued my walk to meet Leah at the restaurant.


    


    

  


  


  
    Chapter Twelve


    Ethan


    I’d snapped at Anna and I hated myself for it. I was being an asshole. But I couldn’t shake the black cloud that had settled over me, and part of me blamed her for it. I kept telling myself that it was my hangover, but I knew better. Was it such big deal that she didn’t want to marry me? It shouldn’t be. We could be happy together without being married, surely. But somehow and suddenly, it had become a big deal.


    


    

  


  
    



    Anna


    “Daniel’s just popped to the loo. Is it okay that he came?” Leah asked as she poured white wine into an empty glass opposite me at the restaurant.


    “Of course.” I would have preferred just Leah and me for dinner. Not that I didn’t adore Daniel, but it was always slightly different when it was the three of us.


    “Are you okay?” Leah asked.


    “Yeah, I just—Ethan’s stressed and he was a bit snappy with me on the phone. I know I’m being over sensitive, he’s just never been like that with me and it just makes it worse when he’s so far away.” My throat began to thicken and I took a sip of my wine. “Maybe it’s all getting a bit too real for him and he’s having doubts?”


    “He’s crazy for you. He’s not having doubts. It will be fine. Talk to him later.”


    Daniel came back to the table and kissed me on the cheek. “What’s going on?” he asked. Have you got a moving date?”


    “I’m still waiting to hear. I spoke to Paul earlier and he’s going to come back to me, but he sounded positive about it.”


    “I’m going to miss you so much,” Leah said.


    “God, Leah don’t. The mood I’m in, I’ll start bawling and you’ll have to carry me home.”


    Daniel pulled a glum looking Leah toward him. “I go to New York all the time—you can just come with me. You’ll see plenty of each other.”


    “The mood Ethan’s in, he’ll probably call it all off and I’ll be stuck here anyway.”


    “Don’t be silly,” Leah said. “He was going to propose, I’m sure of it.” Leah then proceeded to tell Daniel about our New Year’s Eve and how Ethan had hired out the top of the Empire State Building. “Don’t you think it’s the sort of thing you do when you propose?” Leah asked him.


    “He didn’t though?” Daniel asked.


    I shook my head. “Just because he did something thoughtful and romantic doesn’t mean he was going to ask me to marry him. And anyway, I have no interest in getting married.”


    “You don’t?” Daniel looked surprised.


    “No, not really. I’ve never seen the point. So many people end up unhappy or divorced. Isn’t it more romantic to stay together because you want to, rather than because you signed a bit of paper?”


    Daniel looked at me, almost as if he were concerned.


    “And anyway, guys hate the idea of marriage,” I continued.


    “Well, I’m a guy and I don’t hate the idea of marriage,” Daniel said. “I think it’s important to be able to say to the world and each other that you love someone, and you’re committing the rest of your lives together. I don’t know how I’d feel if Leah didn’t want to marry me. It’s true, I don’t care at all for the wedding, but the wedding and being married are two different things.”


    “Yeah, but you’re Daniel Armitage. You’re not most guys.”


    “Is Ethan most guys?” Leah asked.


    “I don’t even know why we’re talking about this. He hasn’t asked me. We didn’t talk about it and after our conversation today we’re never likely to.” I surreptitiously checked my phone. He’d not even responded to the naked photo offer. Something must be up.


    “Well, the top of the Empire State building for just the two of you on New Year’s Eve sounds like he wants you to be happy,” Daniel said. “And that can only be a good thing.”


    


    * * * * *


    


    Back at the flat, I’d still not heard from Ethan. I wanted to call him but I didn’t want to disturb him again. I decided to give Mandy a call instead. It would be about six in New York, so she was likely to be home and Andrew would still be at work.


    “Hey, soon-to-be New Yorker,” Mandy squealed as she answered the phone.


    I couldn’t help but smile. “Hey, I called to wish you happy New Year. Is now a good time?”


    “Of course. Happy New Year. I’m so pleased you called. How’s the jetlag? Have you got a date for moving yet?”


    “No date, but I’m hopeful I won’t have to work the full three months. I should hear in the next few days. I’ve started to pack things up in the office though, and I’ll start on the flat tomorrow.”


    “You don’t sound excited.”


    I didn’t feel it. I felt heavy. “Well, you know there’s a lot to do.”


    “Ethan is desperate to get you over here as soon as possible.”


    “Hmmm, maybe.”


    “What do you mean ‘maybe’? Of course he is. The man would do anything for you. He’s head over heels.”


    “He didn’t sound it earlier. I think we just had our first argument. Or maybe we didn’t and I’m just overreacting.”


    “What did you argue about? New Year’s?”


    “No, and what about New Year’s?”


    “What were you arguing about then?”


    “He was just snappy with me, and told me I was disturbing him and that he had a hangover. But what about New Year’s?” Was she deliberately avoiding my question?


    “Yeah, he had too much whiskey last night.”


    “He was with you?”


    “And Andrew, he came by on the way back from the airport.”


    Why hadn’t he said anything about going to Andrew and Mandy’s? It was so unlike him.


    “Anna?”


    I didn’t know what to say. Something felt really off, but there was nothing I could put my finger on. Mandy had just confirmed that he had a hangover. I knew today was going to be a busy day for him. Although his response was asshole-like, it shouldn’t have created the feeling that my heart was going to crash through my chest.


    “Yeah, I’m here. Mandy, tell me about New Year’s. Why would we be arguing about it? I know you’re Ethan’s friend but I need you to tell me which bit of the puzzle I’m obviously missing.”


    “I love you guys together. I want you two to make it work.”


    “Mandy,” I warned.


    “Anna, he will kill me if I tell you.”


    “And if you don’t, I will.” My mind was racing. Did he have a secret love child or a gay past? What was Mandy about to tell me?


    “Jesus, Anna, if you tell him I told you, I’ll kill you. How’s that?”


    “I won’t. I promise. Please put me out of my misery.”


    “He was planning to propose. On New Year’s.”


    Shit. Leah had been right.


    “Anna?”


    “I’m still here. On New Year’s Eve? Why didn’t he?”


    “Apparently you told him that you didn’t want to marry him earlier in the evening.”


    “When earlier?” We’d not talked about getting married.


    “I don’t know exactly. He was planning to ask you at the top of the Empire State Building, so sometime before that.”


    “I didn’t say I wouldn’t marry him, I’d not really considered it. I just don’t get marriage. It’s not important to me, but he knows that, I think. Was he seriously going to ask me?”


    “By the look of the ring I saw a picture of, I’d say he was as serious as he’s ever been about anything.”


    “And now he’s pissed off. I’ve hurt him.” It wasn’t a question—it just all made sense. If I thought about it, things had been off since that night. He’d seemed a bit distant and distracted. I’d not been paying attention.


    “He’s questioning himself and whether you want the same things that he does. You just need to talk about it. I know how you feel about him. And deep down, so does he. I reminded him that you’re moving continents for him, but all he can focus on is you not wanting to marry him.”


    There was nothing I wanted more in that moment than to be able to transport myself to New York. I needed to explain myself. “Thanks for telling me. Thank god you did. Please don’t tell him that we’ve had this conversation. I’m going to make this right.”


    I fished out my blackberry from my coat pocket and emailed Paul, saying that it was really important to me that I finish as soon as possible and that I needed to take next week off, even if they couldn’t let me go for good at the end of this week.


    I then found my phone and texted Ethan.


    A: I love you. I miss you.


    I couldn’t have him doubting my heart for a second.


    Then I logged on to my laptop and booked myself a one-way ticket to New York for Saturday. I had four days to pack up my life. If work didn’t release me from my contract, I’d take unpaid leave or go sick or something.


    I jumped at my phone’s text alert.


    SG: Good. Me too.


    I smiled at the words. I hadn’t expected him to reply given his earlier mood but I was glad that it didn’t sound like he’d given up.


    A: I spoke to Paul. He’s talking to the other partners. I’m going to speak to him again tomorrow.


    Before I’d put my phone down after I’d sent my text, it started to ring. The words ‘Sex God’ flashed up.


    “Hey handsome. How’s the hangover?” I answered.


    “Hey. Not good. I went to Andrew and Mandy’s last night and drank too much whiskey.”


    “I wish I were there so I could run you a bath and give you a head massage.”


    “Yeah?” He sounded tired. “I wish you were here, too.”


    “Really? You were pretty grouchy with me earlier.”


    “I know. I’m sorry. I just have a lot going on . . . ”


    “I thought we had a rule that we shared stuff.” I really wanted him to tell me what he wanted for our future. I wanted the no-bullshit Ethan.


    “It’s just boring work stuff.”


    I wondered if that had been the first time Ethan had bullshitted me.


    


    

  


  


  
    



    Ethan


    I hated that I wasn’t being honest with her. But I needed time. We had seemed to want the same things out of life up until now. I needed to talk to her about our future but it wasn’t a conversation we could have over the phone.


    I decided to go for a run. I’d spent most of the evening in the study, trying to get through a mountain of emails and I didn’t seem to be making any progress. A run would help me clear my head. I changed and headed off. It was quiet out. I normally ran in the mornings, so this was different for me. I should have worn a hat. It was colder than I expected. The warmth of the apartment had lulled me into a false sense of security. I picked up my pace, eager to warm up, and headed east toward Washington Square Park. I tread my familiar route of the smaller roads to my destination, not thinking about work, not thinking about Anna. I just concentrated on my breathing as I settled into a comforting rhythm.


    Nobody had told the shivering bodies in the park that it was cold and time to go home. People were scattered across the benches as if it were the middle of the summer. I grinned at a couple who looked like they were having an argument, but were still holding hands.


    The laces of my running shoes loosened and when I glanced down, my left shoe had come untied. I stopped at one of the empty benches to fasten it, more aware of my heavy breathing once I’d stopped running.


    “Ethan?” A female voice I half-recognized asked.


    I looked up to find Clarissa, one of the Hamptons set, walking toward me. I stood and kissed her on the cheek. “Hi Clarissa. Not seen you in a while.”


    “No, not since the summer. How are things? How’s work?”


    “Yeah, good,” I replied pushing my hands through my hair.


    “How’re Mandy and Andrew?”


    “Yeah, they’re fine. I saw them last night. And you? What are you doing downtown? Don’t you live uptown?”


    “You remembered,” she said, smiling at me as if it were a secret. We’d fucked a few years ago. It had been a one-time deal but we ran in the same circles and we bumped into each other here and there. “I was just having drinks with friends and I wanted to walk through the park before I got a cab home. I love it at this time of night.”


    I nodded. “It’s one of my favorite places.”


    “You could see me home if you wanted? I have an excellent single malt back at my apartment,” she said.


    My stomach flipped at the thought. “I’m with Anna. You met her right?”


    “Oh yeah,” she said. “The girl from the Hamptons. I remember her I think. But she’s not here now and,” she glanced down at my left hand and then back up at me, “I don’t see a ring.”


    I stepped back from her. “There doesn’t need to be a ring, Clarissa.” I looked at her because I wanted to see her understand what I was saying. “There doesn’t need to be a ring.” I repeated. “Have a good night.” I headed out of the park.


    And there it was. The answer I didn’t know that I’d been looking for. I didn’t need to marry her. I wanted her forever and a ring wasn’t what was going to guarantee that. I would just have to work hard every day to convince her to stay. I could do that.


    I checked my watch. It was gone ten. Too late or too early to call her, but a darkness had been lifted from me. Just because she didn’t want to get married didn’t mean that I couldn’t convince her to spend the rest of her life with me. And I wanted that life to start as soon as possible.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Thirteen


    Anna


    I needed to find a quiet corner of the airport to call Ethan, he’d just texted me, asking me if I was around. He still didn’t know I was flying over. I wanted it to be a surprise. In the end I went into the Gucci shop and pretended to be thinking about buying a handbag. Hopefully, Ethan wouldn’t guess where I was.


    “Hey beautiful,” he answered. His mood had shifted this week. Things were definitely better but I wanted to be there to make sure. I was eager to start our forever together.


    “Hey handsome. What are you doing? Why aren’t you sleeping?” It was first thing Saturday morning in London, so he was up late.


    “I will in a bit. I just need to finish off sending some emails.”


    “Sounds like a wild Friday night you’ve got going on there, Mr. Scott.”


    He chuckled on the other end of the phone.


    “What are you doing? Are you out with Leah tonight?”


    “I’m shopping and then I’m hoping for an early night.”


    “I’m going to take you to bed early every night when you get here.”


    “Is that a promise?”


    “It’s a guarantee.”


    “I’ll hold you to it. What are you up to tomorrow? Do you have plans?” I’d not even told Mandy I was coming, so Ethan could be out for the day when I arrived at around noon his time Saturday.


    “Work. I’ll go for a run. Then I thought I might call the realtor.”


    “Realtor?”


    “Estate agent, whatever you call it. To see what the market’s like. In case you decide you want to move.”


    “I love your place Ethan.”


    “Our place. I want us to live in our place. You’re not a houseguest. I ordered you a credit card as well.”


    “You did not.”


    “I did. What’s mine is yours.”


    “I’ll take your penis—that’s all I need.”


    “You’re sick.”


    “You love me.”


    “I do. Can I call you tomorrow? I need to finish this and then sleep.”


    “Of course. I love you.”


    “I love you.”


    I hung up, grinning like a fool.


    My smile didn’t fade once on my journey across the Atlantic. I would be back soon enough, to pack up and say my goodbyes but for now, I was headed toward my future.


    Even the glum taxi driver who smelled of fried chicken and looked like he hadn’t washed his hair since 1987 couldn’t dampen my mood. He hauled my case onto the pavement, or sidewalk as I would have to get used to calling it—and didn’t offer me any change. Whatever. I was here and I was grateful.


    


    

  


  
    



    Ethan


    It was coming up to lunchtime and I was still going through emails. I’d managed a run and a shower, but apart from that it had been all about work for me. When Anna got here, I wanted to make sure I had enough time for her, especially in her first few weeks. I hoped work calmed down a bit.


    My phone started to buzz and my girl’s picture flashed up.


    “Hey, beautiful,” I answered.


    “Hey, yourself. How was your morning?”


    “Crap. All about work. How was shopping. Did you buy anything? Hang-on someone’s banging on my door. Jesus, is the doorman asleep? Who the fuck is bothering me?”


    I swung the door open and my jaw hit the fucking floor when Anna looked back at me. “Hey, if I’m carrying bagels and coffee am I still technically bothering you?”


    “What the fuck?” I grabbed her and put my arms around her.


    “Can I put this coffee down so I can hug you properly?” she mumbled into my chest.


    I released her and she handed me the coffee as she started to maneuver two huge suitcases from the hallway.


    “What are you doing here?” I asked.


    “I heard you needed a houseguest?”


    “Anna,” I warned her.


    “Well, I thought we agreed I’d move in, so I’m moving in.”


    “You’re moving in?”


    “Yup.”


    “Now?”


    “Unless you’d prefer me to get a hotel?”


    I realized I was standing in the doorway. “Let me get those,” I said, passing her the coffee back so I could get her bags.


    “Are you here for good? Have you finished work?” I asked as I pulled the two concrete laden suitcases into the apartment.


    “Yes, I finished yesterday. Paul told me on Tuesday. It’s been killing me not telling you, but I wanted it to be a surprise.”


    “I can’t think of a better one. But I wish I’d known. I could have planned something.”


    “Like what? A ‘Welcome to New York’ banner?”


    I raised my eyebrow at her and hoisted her over my shoulder and carried her into the bedroom as she squealed. I threw her back onto the bed and pinned her arms to the bed.


    “I’ve missed you,” I said looking at her.


    “I’ve not been gone a week.”


    “I’ve still missed you. I’m sorry I was grouchy when you left..” It was all fine now. I hadn’t quite got up the nerve to take the ring back. Maybe I’d send Rory. But I understood now that her marrying me wouldn’t change her commitment to me and our life together.


    “I’m glad,” she said. “Can we take a shower? I feel yucky after the flight.”


    I bent down and placed soft kisses along the seam of her lips, from one end to the other. Before I’d quite finished, she opened her mouth and our tongues crashed together.


    I pulled away from her and off the bed. “Get in that shower. I have one more email to send and I’ll see you in there in two minutes.


    I charged into the study and re-read the email that I’d been drafting before I got the call from Anna. I made two small changes and then sent it off, racing back to the shower, hoping to find Anna naked and wet in all senses of the word.


    “Get in here,” she called from the cubicle. “My boobs are super dirty.”


    I grinned and pulled off my t-shirt and pants.


    “God, you’re so fucking perfect,” I said as I stepped into the shower and ran my eyes up her body.


    Her hands slipped around my neck, “I want a little less conversation and a little more action,” she said as she grinned at me.


    “I warned you about the quoting Elvis thing, Miss Anna,” I said as I backed her against the wall of the shower and dipped my fingers between her legs.


    “Ethan,” she cried as I started to circle her clit with my fingers with the exact amount of pressure that I knew drove her wild. Her hand found my cock and her eyes slid down between our bodies. “I want you inside me, Ethan.”


    She didn’t have to ask twice. I cupped her ass and lifted her against the wall and shoved myself right into her.


    “Fuck,” she screamed and her fingernails dug deep into my flesh. “I forgot. Even though it’s been less than a week, I forgot how big you are.”


    Jesus, she knew just the right thing to say and I twitched inside her. She squeezed in response.


    “Are you ready to be fucked so hard, beautiful?” I pulled out and her mouth formed a perfect “O” and then I slammed into her, pushing her farther up the tile. Her heels digging into my ass, urging me farther, deeper into her.


    “Faster, Ethan. I need you.”


    I was lost from that moment. The sounds of the water sloshing between us, our skin slapping together, her breathless cries were all muted by the blood rushing through my ears as I fucked her relentlessly.


    She pushed her hands through my hair as my mouth attached to her breast and I bit down hard. As my teeth sank into her flesh, she began to come apart underneath me, silently, breathlessly. I felt so powerful, being able to do that to her body, and do it so quickly. The thought pushed me over the edge and I emptied myself into her.


    “You make it so good baby,” she said, sounding sated and fatigued as she pulled her legs from around my waist.


    “You sit while I wash your hair,” I offered.


    She sat on the shower bench and grinned at me as I shampooed and conditioned her hair and then took a sponge and rubbed her whole body from her neck to her toes in small circles.


    “Can you do that every morning before work, Mr. Scott?”


    “You’ll have to earn it,” I teased.


    “I’ll do anything you ever ask of me. Anything,” she said. She sounded serious, more serious than the conversation warranted.


    In response I kissed her lightly on the lips. She sat on the bench as she watched me quickly wash myself and turn off the shower. I wrapped her in a towel and gave her another for her hair. She looked at me seriously as I pulled a towel around my waist.


    “You okay?” I asked.


    She nodded.


    “Shall I find you a comb?” I asked, looking around and then bending to open the doors of the vanity. As I stood, something caught my eye, a smear on the mirror. Except that it wasn’t a smear. I looked again. It was the words “marry me” created by the steam on the mirror.


    My heart started to race and I was pinned to the spot. Had I written that? No. I didn’t understand. I used my hands to steady myself against the sink. I couldn’t turn around as the realization of what was happening crept over me. Her front pressed against my back and her arms snaked around my waist.


    “Hey,” she mumbled into my back. “Turn around.”


    I took a deep breath and turned in her arms. She tilted her head to look at me. “Is this what you want?” I asked.


    She nodded. “I want you forever. I want to make you happy.”


    “Who told you? Mandy?” I asked. This wasn’t a coincidence.


    “I didn’t do this for any reason other than because I want to be married to you.”


    I groaned. It was what I wanted to hear but I knew it wasn’t the whole story. “Anna, I know you don’t want to get married.”


    “I would have said yes. If you had asked me at New Year’s. I would have said yes.”


    “Don’t bullshit me.”


    I walked her backward into the bedroom, our arms wrapped around each other.


    “No bullshit, I would have said yes. I could never say no to you, Ethan.”


    “But you don’t want to get married. You told me that night that you didn’t want to. If my memory serves me correctly, your exact words were ‘It’s not like we’re getting married or anything, god forbid.’”


    “Shit, is that what I said?”


    I nodded. The words were etched onto my brain.


    She pulled at me so we were both lying face up on the bed. “It’s how I’ve always felt.” I froze, not wanting to hear any more about how she didn’t want to marry me. “It’s how I felt right up until I heard you had been planning to propose.” I didn’t move, couldn’t move. “I’ve never wanted the big, white wedding. I’ve never been one of those girls. The thought is horrifying to me. And I’ve never associated marriage with anything particularly happy. My parents seem to be together because they have to be, rather than because they want to be. I’ve seen so many people divorce or waste time in unhappy relationships. I don’t want that. But when I heard you were planning to ask me, I realized that’s not us. We’re not unhappy and I don’t believe we ever could be. As long as I don’t have to wear a huge white dress and parade down an aisle, I want to marry you. I want to marry you because I want to be with you forever and I want the world to know but even more than that, I want to make you happy and if that’s what it takes, then I want it too.”


    I found my voice finally. “This can’t just be about what I want, Anna.”


    She lifted herself up onto her elbow so she was looking at me. She put her hand across my chest, across my heart. “I want to make you happy. That is good enough reason for me to say yes. I’d do anything for you Ethan. But actually, I want it for us, too. I want to tell the world you’re mine and I’m yours. I never thought I would feel like that but it’s different with you. I never expected to be lucky enough to have what we have.”


    “Okay,” I said.


    “Okay?”


    “I’ll marry you, since you asked so nicely.”


    She grinned at me. “Do I get the ring? I hear it’s awesome.”


    I threw my head back and laughed. “Oh, I get it. Jewelry can be very persuasive, huh?”


    She prodded me in the ribs. “I’ve done the hard bit. I asked the question. I think I deserve a reward.”


    I pushed her back against the mattress, and slid my lips across hers.


    “Maybe I took it back?”


    Her eyebrows knitted together. “Did you?”


    “Come on.” I slipped off the bed and pulled her up. “Put some clothes on.”


    I handed her her robe that she’d left from the last time she was here and I pulled on my boxers and took her hand.


    She trailed behind me as we made our way down the hall to the study. I lifted her to sit on my desk and then I sat down on my chair.


    She looked at me expectantly. I couldn’t help but chuckle at her.


    “Gimme, gimme,” she said, her fingers grabbing at the air.


    I leaned forward and opened the bottom drawer of my desk to reveal a red leather ring box.


    Her eyes widened as we both peered into the drawer, alternating glances between each other and the box.


    Eventually I grabbed the box and put it on the desk next to her.


    She wiggled off the desk and onto my lap. “Show me.”


    Slowly, I opened the box, revealing the ring that I’d carefully chosen for her. My heart was thumping through my chest.


    “Wow.”


    “Wow?”


    “It’s huge.”


    I kissed her neck. “I know, but simple right? I didn’t think you’d want anything too fussy.”


    “It’s perfect. I couldn’t have, wouldn’t have picked better myself. Did you rent it? I’m going to be really upset if this is another Pretty Woman tribute, because I’m not giving it back,” she said.


    “You like it?” I asked her, genuinely concerned.


    “Are you serious?” She started wiggling her fingers in front of me. I chuckled and reached for the ring and slid it onto her left hand.


    It fitted perfectly.


    She looked between me and the ring. I couldn’t see anything but her beautiful face.


    She was so fucking perfect, and she was going to be my wife.
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    Wowza...this book was jam packed with a hot, steamy, unadulterated sexual feast. I was frantically fanning myself throughout the majority of this book. I was completely hooked from the beginning. Page Turning Book Junkies


    “Such a wonderful story of finding that one true love.” Book Happiness


    


    Buylinks for Faithful


    US: www.amzn.com/dp/B00JK10BBS


    UK: www.amzn.co.uk/dp/B00JK10BBS


    Canada: www.amazon.ca/dp/B00JK10BBS


    Australia: www.amazon.com.au/dp/B00JK10BBS


    Coming soon on iTunes, Kobo, Nook and Barnes and Noble.


    


    A Week in New York: The Empire State Series – Part One


    Anna Kirby is sick of dating. She's tired of heartbreak. Despite being smart, sexy, and funny, she's a magnet for men who don't deserve her.


    A week's vacation in New York is the ultimate distraction from her most recent break-up, as well as a great place to meet a stranger and have some summer fun. But to protect her still-bruised heart, fun comes with rules. There will be no sharing stories, no swapping numbers, and no real names. Just one night of uncomplicated fun.


    Super-successful serial seducer Ethan Scott has some rules of his own. He doesn't date, he doesn't stay the night, and he doesn't make any promises.


    It should be a match made in heaven. But rules are made to be broken.


    A Week in New York is the first part of The Empire State Series, a series of three novellas.


    


    Praise for A Week in New York


    “Louise has done it again and created a fantastic read. Totally full of hotness and something you know in your heart maybe developing; nevertheless…This deserves every one of the five stars rewarded and more. Louise certainly can tell a story.” Kindle Friends Forever


    “The writing is excellent and you’ll be hooked from the very beginning. I am definitely looking forward to the next instalment of the series. I was a fan of Ms. Bay’s after reading her novel Hopeful earlier in the year and A Week in New York has only helped to make me a bigger fan.” Love Between the Sheets


    “One Week in New York is another sizzling tale from Louise Bay! Her characters have real depth and dimension and her story grabs you instantly with its heat. I can’t wait for the next instalment.” Agents of Romance


    “So, I LOVED this novella!!! Ethan and Anna’s story, for me, was addicting!! And you want to know why?? Humor and hot sex!! It had me laughing out loud and fanning myself.” Book Bitches Blog


    “I absolutely loved this story! I devoured it in one sitting and immediately messaged the author saying I was desperate for part 2! This is a hot story but one which actually has a decent story to go with it. Yes this one does have great sex scenes, but it also has a story which held my attention.” Fiona’s Book Reviews


    “This was a fantastic read and I cannot wait to get the next instalment of Anna and Ethan. This was 5 Fantastic stars for me.” Summer’s Book Blog


    “I have to say that this book is hot and sexy and so freaking honest. I loved how honest the characters are with each other. I absolutely LOVED This book. I can not wait for the next book.....” Book Happiness


    “Well, I guess its official...I am a dedicated fan girl of the amazing Louise Bay. You can really see how much she has grown as a writer since her debut novel, Faithful. This new series has got me in its hooks, and I am already antsy to get my greedy hands on the next one.” Page Turning Book Junkies


    “This book was sooo good. It was short, sweet, and to the point. The sex was really hot. Overall it just had everything. I’m so glad I took a chance on this book… Because it just blew me away.” We Like it Big Blog


    “This book is perfection, great chemistry, great sex, amusing banter all wrapped up in an Ethan Scott bow like I said PERFECTION!!!” Kelly’s Kindle Konfessions


    “An unforgettable first book in the series. It will leave you wanting more, but not frustrated. It was sexy and erotic, but felt authentic. I would absolutely buy this book, and can’t wait for the next two coming. I highly recommend it!!” Books and Beyond Fifty Shades


    “I loved everything about this story, from Louise’s trademark quirky characters to the snappy banter to the unabashed attraction and enjoyment with which Anna and Ethan approach their week. I … look forward to more sexy chemistry and game changing developments in the story the way that only Louise can write it. Five super-sexy stars!” Smut Book Junkie Reviews


    “The pain of their inevitable separation was my pain too. It was so romantic and full of longing. Now I'm really hooked and I'd love to read the next episode, Autumn in London. Sounds so good!” Literaria Book Reviews


    “..it's so masterfully done, that it feels fresh enough and hooks the reader almost from the first page. Ethan and Anna are both kick-ass, hot, fun characters. Their chemistry is undeniable, and their interlude is the best recipe for a relaxing couple of hours of reading.” More Books than Livros Reviews


    


    Buylinks for A Week in New York


    Amazon


    US: www.amzn.com/dp/B00NUDPR66


    UK: www.amzn.co.uk/dp/B00NUDPR66


    Canada: www.amazon.ca/dp/B00NUDPR66


    Australia: www.amazon.com.au/dp/B00NUDPR66


    Kobo


    http://store.kobobooks.com/en-US/ebook/a-week-in-new-york-3


    Barnes and Noble


    http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/a-week-in-new-york-louise-bay/1120612747?ean=2940150525573


    


    Coming soon on iTunes


    


    Autumn in London: The Empire State Series – Part Two


    Anna Kirby went to New York to escape heartbreak and have some fun. She wasn't meant to meet someone . . . someone like Ethan. Now, back in London, she's faced with another man to get over.


    Ethan Scott broke every one of his rules during his week with Anna and now he can't seem to go back to life before her. A business trip to London gives him the opportunity to change his rules for good. Will he take it?


    


    Praise for Autumn in London


    “First can I say how much I love this series. I love love this book and can not wait for the next book. I absolutely love this authors ability to pull me into her story. I fall in love with these characters just a little more with each and every word she writes. This book absolutely blew me away.” Book Happiness


    “A fascinating exploration of rich characters and meaningful dialog. I was filled with emotion from giddy, with a silly smile on my face to fears that I would be feeling the heartbreak along with the characters. I loved this book, the series, due to this Authors Rich writing style and unique story telling.” Books and Beyond Fifty Shades


    “You will not be disappointed, this was an easy 5 star read for me.” Summer’s Book Blog


    “5 “I don’t Bullshit” Stars! If you haven’t started this series, you need to now!! It’s an easy, quick, and smooth read that you are sure to enjoy.” Book Bitches Blog


    “I am so hooked on this series! I am now a certified fan for life of Louise Bay! I love her writing style. I love her characters and how real they are. They could be dear friends and I am the voyeur following their lives.” As You Wish Reviews


    “I’ve become a total Louise Bay junkie. Love everything I’ve read by her.” Bare Naked Words


    “I would give it 6,7,8,or 9 stars if I could.” Obsessed with Books


    “The Empire State Trilogy is one of the not only good ones, but GREAT ones. I am so in love with Ethan and Anna. Book Briefs


    “I am so drawn into these characters. I love the interplay between Anna and Ethan and their group of friends and family. I feel like I’m part of the mischief and their budding relationship. Yeah, I’m definitely invested!” Give Me Books Blog


    “Well deserved five stars for a fantastic book.” Kindle Friends Forever


    “It is INCREDIBLE!!! I give this book 5 stars with 5 hands down the pants. I CANNOT wait for the next book, hurry up Ms. Bay!!” Beautifully RED


    “Louise’s great dialogue and her mastery of the art of the supporting characters (I love the repartee between Ethan and his sister Jessica), are the icing on the cake, making her books all the more enjoyable. Five-plus stars for this hot, sexy, and romantic read.” Smut Book Junkie Reviews


    “I didn't think it was possible to love Anna and Ethan (especially Ethan ) any more but Louise surpassed herself with this novella not only is it an awesome follow up to A week in New York, it's even hotter… it's, sweet, funny, sexy, damn, hot and well written.” Kelly’s Kindle Konfessions


    “This series has been amazing.” More Books than Livros


    “Louise is most definitely an author that when she puts out a new book out I won't have to read the synopsis. It will def go on my TBR list. She is that good!!” Mommy’s Late Night Book Up


    “The continuation of Anna and Ethan's story was fantastic! I fell in love with both of them all over again. Another winner from Louise Bay! Recommended read.” Mid-West Book Lovers Club


    “I didn’t think this series could outdo itself but boy was I wrong. And I was shattered at the end. A beautifully written love story ...” Books Are Love


    “Louise Bay knows how to write a delicious story. This is well written, with a believable plot, dialogue that flows and interesting characters. ” Cocktails and Books


    “I didn't think this second book could be as good as the first, but it was. I absolutely loved both books and can't wait for the next. I felt the chemistry between them and loved the story.” Hooked on Books Forever


    “I loved it! It’s a quick and sexy read that will keep you entertained all the way through. It is what you would expect from the first one, same characters. Love the plot and the chemistry between the characters … Such a joy to read.” Mommy’s a Book Whore


    “You can feel every emotion with them as well as the passion between the two of them. I cannot wait for the final installment in this series. This series is a must read and one that I am loving!” Three Chicks and their Books


    


    Buylinks for Autumn in London


    Amazon


    US: www.amzn.com/dp/B00QHBKNB2


    UK: www.amzn.co.uk/dp/B00QHBKNB2


    Canada: www.amazon.ca/dp/B00QHBKNB2


    Australia: www.amazon.com.au/dp/B00QHBKNB2


    Kobo


    http://store.kobobooks.com/en-US/ebook/autumn-in-london


    Barnes and Noble (Nook US)


    www.barnesandnoble.com/w/autumn-in-london-louise-bay/1120844455


    


    

  


  
    Let’s Connect!


    If you enjoyed New Year in Manhattan, please leave a review on Amazon. Good reviews really help indie authors!


    I love hearing from readers – get in touch!


    Tweet me


    twitter.com/louisesbay (@louisesbay)


    Friend me


    www.facebook.com/louisesbay


    Like me


    www.facebook.com/authorlouisebay


    Pin me


    www.pinterest.com/Louisebay


    Friend me


    www.goodreads.com/author/show/8056592.Louise_Bay


    Circle me


    https://plus.google.com/u/0/+LouiseBayauthor


    Instagram me


    Louisesbay


    Find me at home


    www.louisebay.com
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