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   Touch Me Book 1
 
    
 
   Jenny lifted her fist again but it just won’t do the deed. Her knuckles and the carved wooden door seemed to be the same magnetic poles, and refused to connect no matter how hard she tried. She glanced at the slip of paper in her hand for the tenth time in the past minute. 1202. She was standing outside the right apartment, she was in the correct building, but it didn’t make sense. Cooper can’t possibly live here! The building was opulent and classy aka ‘expensive looking’. Surely the boy she played with in the dirt fifteen years ago couldn’t be living there! A gasp escaped her lips as the door opened swiftly, and she glared at her fist accusingly. Had it knocked? No. But there was a man standing before her with his gleaming tanned torso bared, and his PJ bottoms hanging dangerously low on his navel. She swallowed and stepped back, struggling to drag her eyes away from the brown hair disappearing into the waistband of his trousers. The piercing blue eyes staring back at her crinkled at the corners and she recognized them. Bloody hell! 
 
   “Hey, Jen.”
 
   Her lips opened and she narrowed her eyes. Cooper? “Cooper!” she exclaimed as if it was a surprise to see him in the doorway of his own apartment.
 
   All bulging biceps and naked broad chest neared her face, and he wrapped his arms around her neck. His grip was tight, comforting, but she stood awkwardly, her body cringing at the intimacy.
 
   He pulled back but she was still struggling to fathom what was going on. “How are you?” 
 
   “Good,” she squeaked.
 
   “Come on in!” He grabbed her suitcase and dragged it inside, and she glared lecherously at the slim hips covered by gray trousers. 
 
   “I uh…” He turned at the sound of her voice, all smiles. He looked genuinely happy to see her. “Thank you so much for…having me over.” She dared not even glance at her suitcase. There was no way this man had invited her to stay with him while she found she a solution to her joblessness.
 
   “Are you kidding me? Where else would you go? We’re almost family.”
 
   Really? Some scrumptious family!
 
   She was disgusted by the direction her thoughts had taken. After all, it was Cooper, Cooper Farrell, the boy she had wrestled with and played with while growing up. It seemed almost illegal to think of him that way. 
 
   “Why are you standing there? Sit. Get comfortable.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   He narrowed his eyes. “What’s with the formality, Jen?”
 
   She bit her lip and tugged her jacket around herself. She felt gauche and awkward in his presence, surveying the impressive apartment. One wall was completely obscured by certificates. She crinkled her eyes to read what they said. I should’ve worn my specs! Who is he? He sat next to her, very close, and she tensed, discreetly pulling away. He reached for her face and she jumped.
 
   He laughed at her noticeable lurch, gripping a strand of long brown hair that was dangling over her cheek. “You grew your hair, tomboy. I'm surprised. You look like a girl!”
 
   She blushed and glanced at him. Wrong move. He was sitting too close. “And you look like a man,” she said breathlessly, as if she was having trouble dragging in air. The truth was, she actually felt like she had forgotten the lifelong habit of breathing evenly. His stomach was hard and lined with neat squares of muscle. God! “A half naked man,” she added tactlessly. Her eyes widened at her stupidity and he laughed out loud. 
 
   “Am I making you uncomfortable?” he joked gloatingly.
 
   “Of course not!” 
 
   He chuckled and stood up. “Let me grab you a coffee.”
 
   “No!” she cried out louder than she had intended to. When he gaped at her in puzzlement, she pasted a smile on her face. “No, thank you. I’ll get one myself. You don’t have to.”
 
   He stared at her, his blue eyes shimmering, and crossed his arms over his chest. It didn’t hide anything, only made his biceps bulge some more. Her throat was as dry as sandpaper. “Are you alright?” he asked sweetly, and she stood up, walking toward the kitchen while maintaining a safe distance from his magnificently naked body.
 
   “Yes. I just…feel overwhelmed,” she improvised, and when he clutched her upper arms, her eyes refused to lift from the thick matting of hair at the center of his chest. “I’ll…” She swallowed to quench the desert in her neck. “I won’t be here long. I have to visit another friend tomorrow so I’ll crash with her.”
 
   “What? Did you find a job during the ten hours since you and I talked over the phone?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Then you’re going nowhere. Stay here and find a job. I’ll help you.”
 
   “No, really- ”
 
   “Jenny?” he said forcefully and she glanced up into his eyes. He had gotten tall. His hair was short, sexy, and she pictured her fingers sliding through it. “Do you want…” He stopped, letting the words hang in the air. 
 
   She swallowed. Want to touch your body? Yes! 
 
   “Do you want me to grab a shirt?” he asked incredulously and Jenny blushed bright, shrugging his hands away.
 
   “That would be…great.”
 
   He stilled at her reply, and when he laughed, the sound ricocheted off the celling. She was glad he was finding it funny, because she sure as hell wasn’t. He punched her upper arm and she winced, thankful that he would be dressed appropriately soon. To her utter mortification, he walked over to the kitchen, obviously not planning to cover up his hunky manliness. 
 
   “You know what?” he called. “I think this is going to be fun.”
 
   “What is?” She strode behind him, urging her eyes to look anywhere but above his waist. His body emanated heat that was pulling her like a moth to flame. It was shocking because she wasn’t that type of girl. She wasn’t affected easily. No. Not Cooper. Definitely not Cooper. She had to get a grip. She wondered if it was the exhaustion, the stress, the utter confusion and helplessness. He had offered to let her stay, maybe that made her feel more…trusting and titillated. No! This doesn’t make any sense! 
 
   Handing her a mug of coffee, he shrugged, laughter twinkling in his eyes. “It’s going to be fun having you around.”
 
   She inhaled sharply. “I have to be somewhere else tomorrow.”
 
   He sobered instantly, glaring at her almost angrily. “When you called me, you said there was nowhere for you to go. What the hell happened?”
 
   “I...” Yeah. I did say that. I had also bawled like a baby at the first sound of your voice. 
 
   Growing up with her grandmother, Jenny had never had anyone but the Farrell’s. Their family was exactly what her family wasn’t – their family was complete – and they had included her in everything until she felt like one of them.
 
   “Jen?” She glanced up and the blue eyes had turned softer, warmer. “You and I…we’re family. Alright?” 
 
   She was so embarrassed. What had I expected? The same thirteen-year-old boy I had played house with? He had grown up, just like she had. “I don’t want to impose.”
 
   “Hey!” he urged. “Look at me.” She did and he placed his mug on the kitchen counter, clutching her shoulders persuasively. “I’m only going to say this once so you’d better listen close. You are going nowhere! Until things work out, you’re staying here. I have three spare bedrooms, and I’m always at work so you’ll have the place to yourself. Find a job, and then we might think about you going anywhere else.”
 
   That sounded like the Cooper she remembered. She looked at him like she had always looked at him and felt better – albeit only slightly. She nodded and he grabbed her again, holding her face pressed onto his chest.
 
   She tensed and clenched her eyes shut, not breathing in case she inhaled his scent. Just when I had relaxed, you had to spoil it by your nakedness again. His body shook as he began laughing. He was doing it on purpose. “Relax. It’s still me, Jenny.” 
 
   She smiled in the curve of his shoulder and he held her tighter. Tentatively, she placed her hands on his back and the naked skin didn’t feel so wrong. It shouldn’t have felt wrong from the very beginning. It was Cooper. She had to relax. He was right.
 
   “Do you think you could find a shirt somewhere though?” she joked, feeling the stiffness leave her body.
 
   He chuckled and pulled back, pushing her hair off her face affectionately. “Not really. I don’t have any shirts. And these trousers have to be laundered today so I’m afraid I won’t have these either.”
 
   A horrified laugh escaped her chest. “Shut up!” she stuttered, and he snickered adorably. She felt better – profoundly better. As he led her to the guest bedroom, she dragged her feet. She was exhausted. It seemed like so much had happened since she had woken up that morning. 
 
   Jason, her boyfriend of five years, had been asleep when she awoke. Hurriedly, she arrived at her office and was ushered straight to her boss’s office. She had been laid off.
 
   Worried and anxious, she had headed straight to an ATM to check her account statement. She had found $72 in her account. Seventy-two measly dollars left from five years of prudent savings. She had bolted home to find Jason still asleep, on his stomach, and she had woken him up so savagely that he had scared her with his lurch. 
 
   He had withdrawn it. A boyfriend who she had thought she would one day marry had stolen all her savings. 
 
   She sat at the edge of the bed while Cooper brought her a blanket, and surveyed her surroundings. It was lavish. That was the word. And opulent. It looked like one of those pictures in interior decorating magazines. She glanced at Cooper’s back as he placed her suitcase next to the wall. Affection swelled unbridled in her heart. It was just like Cooper to help out an old friend. He had always had that heart. 
 
   He had grown taller, broader, and his face had changed to become what girls’ dreams were made of. But he had still not wasted a second before saying: “grab a bus and come over now!”
 
   Tears welled in her eyes. She blamed the exhaustion once again. It was obvious he had changed more than just physically. The three-bedroom house he had grown up in had been filled to capacity with him and his four brothers. And now, he had obviously made something of himself. 
 
   The muscles in his chest rippled as he slapped his hands together, pretending to shake off dust. “There you go. What do you want to have for dinner?”
 
   She shook her head. “I had a sandwich earlier. I want to take a nap if that’s alright.’
 
   “Of course. It’s your room, your place, do whatever you like.” She fell back on the pillow and he leant over. His lips descended on her face and she stopped breathing, but their destination was her forehead. 
 
   Warm, masculine lips. Cooper’s lips. It didn’t feel as arousing as it was comforting. Thank God! She smiled and grabbed his hand. “Thank you, Coop.” Her voice broke and she pursed her lips. He caught the tears in her voice and smiled stiffly, clasping her hand tightly before placing it beside her. 
 
   “Nap. One hour!” He pointed meaningfully with his finger and she gave him a thumbs up sleepily. Exhaustion was clawing at her limbs and her eyelids. She fell asleep instantly, glad that her lecherous thoughts about Cooper had subsided. I had just been shocked, that’s all. I had been taken by surprise.
 
   **
 
   She opened her eyes and didn’t know what had woken her. “Times up!” Cooper yelled from the open doorway, and she knew she had heard that call before. 
 
   She fought the sleep dragging her in and threw her legs off the edge of the bed. She remembered Cooper’s naked torso instantly, his utter manliness, and rubbed her forehead in horrified defenselessness. She had to keep reminding herself that it was Cooper, and she couldn’t think of him that way. Hell! I had a boyfriend until this very morning. One who was the sole sexual relationship I had in my whole life. There’s a horny, lecherous, perverted demon possessing me.
 
   “Is pizza alright?”
 
   “Hm?” She pushed her hair off her face and Cooper stilled.
 
   With her lips swollen, her face slightly blushed and her hair tousled, she looked exactly like he had remembered her. “You look pretty,” he blurted out and she reddened. His eyes narrowed, mocking her reaction. 
 
   I have to be bolder around him.
 
   He had put on a shirt and a pair of blue jeans, and she was thankful for that. With his chest covered, she just had to deal with the effect his face had on her body. “You look better,” she grumbled hoarsely. If she was going to live with him for a while, she might as well get used to his abrupt, straightforward sentences. She had to be the same carefree, non-serious person she was before she landed at his apartment, jobless and broke.
 
   “Yeah, I thought a shirt might help you concentrate on what you’re saying.”
 
   Her lips parted in a horrified chuckle and he snickered, turning to leave. “The pizza’s getting cold,” he called out like a mom, and she slipped into the bathroom. 
 
   Splashing cold water on her face, she surveyed the bathroom in the large mirror. It was as big as her bedroom back at the place she had shared with Jason. There was a concealed shower, and a white marble bathtub sunken into the floor. The sight of it made her want to strip and plunge into it.
 
   She patted her face dry with a fluffy white towel and stepped out. In the living room, Cooper had laid out the pizza box and two plates, along with two chilled beers.
 
   After two slices, she sat back. He was busy annihilating his pizza slice so she used the distraction to survey his appearance. The lamp placed on a nearby table illuminated his face with its golden light, accentuating his features. His nose was strong, his chin square, and his eyebrows thick yet neat. His eyelashes cast shadows on his cheekbones and she smiled as she recalled how his brothers had always made fun of his girly lashes.
 
   “How are your brothers?” she asked, and he wiped his lips with a tissue. 
 
   “They’re good. Dexter is the only one in the states. The rest are in Australia.”
 
   “That’s nice.”
 
   “What is?”
 
   “You know, that you all found your place. Made something of yourself.”
 
   He chewed his bite slowly. “You’ll find a job sooner than you think.”
 
   “And how do you know?” she asked playfully.
 
   His expression was almost stern as he swallowed the remnants of his bite. “Because I’m going to make it happen.”
 
   She narrowed her eyes. “Like what…you’re going to storm in with me during interviews and scare them into hiring me?”
 
   “Something like that,” he smiled and her breath caught. She had always been a sucker for nice teeth on men. He had perfect teeth, and his lips stretched over them, giving her a glimpse of the perfect mouth. She swiftly looked away. It was 7 p.m. and she was alone in an apartment with a hunk. It was messing with her brain. She had never been in such a situation. She gritted her teeth and he raised his eyebrows questioningly, sliding closer to her.
 
   They were seated on the carpet, their backs against the couch, their arms touching, and their beers in their hands. He knew she was stressed out and nervous. When he had heard her voice over the phone, he had been ecstatic to finally hear from her, but then the voice had broken down. God! The moment he heard her sobbing and muttering something unintelligible about job, fired, and boyfriend, he had wanted to snatch her away from every damn thing that was hurting her. He had had the indescribably furious urge to protect her from everything. Jenny had been his friend, his best buddy since he was three and she was two. They had spent ten years together, and then parted after her grandmother died and she moved to live with an aunt. 
 
   He had missed her terribly for years. When she was leaving, he had begged his parents to adopt Jenny so they could stay together. With five boys to raise, his parents hadn’t even entertained the childish idea.
 
   As he sat next to her silently, all he wanted to do was assure her that everything was going to be fine. That he would sort everything out. That she didn’t have to worry. But he didn’t want to trample on her pride anymore. He had offered her a place to stay, and she had been embarrassed over that. He wasn’t going to add to her discomfort.
 
   Jenny savored the hushed support he was offering. The arm pressing onto hers was no longer arousing or uncomfortable. She felt like the twelve year old Jenny again, the one who had no one but Cooper. Tears welled in her eyes. She was exactly where she had been fifteen years ago. She was a pathetic mess. He was a successful man, evident from the lavish way he lived, and she had landed on his doorstep with seventy bucks to her name. She felt useless and worthless, and the fact that he was there meant more than he could have guessed.
 
   Wordlessly, he shifted and raised his arm. Jenny’s eyes widened and she gaped at him but he persevered, sliding it securely around her shoulders. She relaxed instantly, no longer feeling even the slightest bit of uneasiness. Snuggling closer, she rested her head on his chest while he held her. It felt like the most natural, tranquil spot. He took her beer bottle away and the silence, the gentle gestures, made her close her eyes and surrender. She surrendered to the strength of him, to the protective solace he was providing.
 
   Cooper placed her hand on his stomach and clasped her firmer, inhaling the fruity scent of her shampoo. She felt nice. Too nice. He shoved the thought away. She needs me. The realization made his fingers tighten over her arm and to his delight, she nuzzled nearer, no longer the rigid, uncooperative girl he had first hugged.
 
   “Jen?” he whispered on her hair, his lips pressing to the top of her head. “I'm glad you called me.”
 
   Jenny pursed her lips and fought the tears threatening to form a torrential fall down her cheeks. God, why am I so emotional? She felt broken. She felt safe. “Are you?”
 
   She knew how to spoil a perfectly good moment. “Shut up, Jenny.”
 
   She chuckled and tilted her head up. Her face ended up closer to his than she had projected, but he didn’t even glance anywhere but into her eyes. 
 
   At least one of us isn’t a pervert. “Thank you, Coop.”
 
   “If you say that one more time…” he threatened ominously and she bit back a smile. 
 
   “You’ll throw me out?”
 
   He narrowed his eyes. “I’ll make you do the dishes for a month.”
 
   She laughed. “A month! Let’s hope I get out of your hair before that.”
 
   She lay her head on his shoulder again and he stroked her arm. “Even if you land a job tomorrow, you’re not going anywhere for a while. I’ve missed you.” He inhaled her scent deeply and his eyes opened in shock. His body responded in a way that he didn’t want it to respond. His cock tightened, and his navel was alive with need. He felt her nearness differently. It was no longer familial warmth. It was more…
 
   He pursed his lips and fought to think of something else, but the throb in his cock kept growing. No, stop. He almost groaned in utter helplessness when she stroked his stomach from over his shirt. His abs flexed. Jeez, Jenny! Don’t touch me! Her fingers were so close to his dick. Just five inches lower and she would find it rock hard in his jeans.
 
   He wanted to distance himself from her lest he did something utterly, mindlessly stupid, but he couldn’t find the strength. Luckily, Jenny pulled away. “What time do you go to work?”
 
   He gaped at her, his face strained as he combated the ache in his dick. “Around eight or nine in the morning. Why?”
 
   “When I got here, it was nearly five o’clock and you were in your PJs. What time did you get back?”
 
   “I usually come back around seven, but when I got your call in the morning I came home.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   He sighed. Because I was worried sick about you. Because the sound of you crying was trapped in my brain and repeating itself until I couldn’t stay in my office anymore. Because I was pissed off at the people surrounding you and aching for you to make your way to my place, so you never had to think that you had nowhere to go. “I had to meet someone.”
 
   A light bulb went off in Jenny’s brain. She considered Cooper almost accusingly and looked away. He was an incredibly hot, apparently very successful man. She had invaded his bachelor pad and hadn’t even thought twice about it. What if he has a girlfriend? What if he has women over and I’m here?
 
   “A girlfriend?” 
 
   He laughed. “No, Jenny.”
 
   “Do you have a girlfriend?” She wanted to know in case a woman dropped by and misunderstood the situation between her and Cooper.
 
   “Umm…” He thought for a while.
 
   “You have to think if you have a girlfriend?”
 
   “No, not really.”
 
   “No you don’t have a girlfriend or no you don’t have to think?”
 
   “Both!” he said forcefully and she nodded.
 
   “I feel so bad imposing on you.” 
 
   “Will you shut up already? You're not imposing. I don’t feel like you’ve crowded the space and I sure as hell won’t have you staying anywhere but here. I don’t have a girlfriend, and I don’t usually have…people up here.”
 
   A giggle burst past her lips. “People?”
 
   He knew she had deliberately misunderstood. “No. A person, one at a time. I never had a woman up here,” he finally explained laughingly and she joined in. The sweet sound of her mirth sounded through his apartment and seeped through his flesh to warm him. “But I don’t have a girlfriend.”
 
   “I just wanted to know beforehand if there was going to be a girlfriend coming over… and we were going to have a bad situation on our hands.”
 
   He shook his head vehemently no. “No one’s coming here.”
 
   She nodded. It felt like she was with the old Cooper now, the one she could share anything with. She was transported to another time, when there were no work troubles, no relationships falling apart with deceit, and no heartbreak. It was just her and Coop, playing on their own and having a blast.
 
   She casually placed her hand on his knee. Cooper instantly looked away as if he was thinking and she took another sip of her beer.
 
   Cooper was not only thinking, he was planning on bolting out of his own apartment and never coming back. Never in his life had he had to hold back while he had the urge to kiss a girl. Hell, he had never felt so desperate. This girl with the long, wavy brown hair and brown eyes was making him nervous and jittery and he didn’t enjoy feeling like a teenager again at all.
 
   “What about you?” he blurted out, unable to quench his curiosity.
 
   “What about me?”
 
   “Do you have a boyfriend?” His eyes roved wistfully over her face. It had gotten leaner, her cheekbones more pronounced. He was glad she wasn’t looking at him, and he used the opportunity to study her pink soft mouth to his fill. She had had round lips as a child, which made her look like she was always pouting. As a twenty-seven year old woman, the lips had flattened out and become fuller, and he had to swallow to suppress the need to taste them.
 
   Darkness clouded her face and she glanced away. “Not anymore.”
 
   Good! “Okay. So fresh start!” he said stupidly, insensitively, and a horrified smile spread across her face. 
 
   “Yeah! Woohoo! Broke up with my boyfriend! Let’s celebrate!” she mocked and he laughed out loud, doubling over.
 
   “I didn’t mean it like that!”
 
   “I know.” She fell against his shoulder again as if it was the most natural thing in the world, and his arm automatically claimed her slim shoulders. They fit together perfectly, and he was wholly content with just holding her. Have I ever done this before? No. He had never just sat there talking and clutching a woman like he was scared she was going to disappear. Especially while they were alone in a place, which had a bed nearby. 
 
   “You have an interview at noon tomorrow,” he announced to subdue his erratic thoughts.
 
   “What?” She gaped at his face in confusion. 
 
   The nearness did not help his purpose at all. Maybe I should’ve waited until we were slightly further apart. “I called an old friend and asked if he had a vacancy at his bank. Luckily, they do, and it’s just your thing. Finance, money, accounts.”
 
   “Are you kidding me?”
 
   “What?”
 
   “How did you find me an interview so soon?”
 
   “I told you, I called a friend and he had a friend and so it happened.”
 
   “At noon, is it?”
 
   “Mhmm.”
 
   “I’ll need a map of the city. Do you have one?”
 
   “Not really, but I could get you one in the morning…or I could drive you there myself.”
 
   Her lips parted. “But you have work in the morning.”
 
   “No, I’m not going in tomorrow.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because you just got here, and I want to spend some time with you.”
 
   Her heart melted. The gorgeous, incredibly sensitive man before her had taken a leave from his job to devote time to her. She was flattered. “You don’t have to do that.”
 
   He took her hand and sandwiched it between both of his. “I don’t have to but I want to.”
 
   Their eyes met again, but his time, neither of them could look away. Warm electricity traveled through his orbs to her limbs and she saw Cooper’s Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed.
 
   Not a good idea, Cooper. You always mess things up. You can’t risk it with Jenny. “So, am I taking you?” He broke the awkward silence. Am I taking you? What is wrong with me?
 
   She sighed, feeling unnervingly giddy in her toes. She vowed to never look directly into his eyes again. They were magically addictive. Dangerously so.
 
   “If you’re sure it won’t bother you.”
 
   “It won’t.” He casually slid away from her to maintain a safer distance from her very appealing body. She’s heartbroken and very sensitive. I’m not going to give her something else to worry about. I’m all she has. I have to behave.
 
   “Do you want to go for a walk?” It was better if they were out in a public place. The novelty of having her around was clouding his judgment.
 
   Her face brightened up instantly. “Yes!”
 
   Ten minutes later Jenny was outside, inhaling the aroma of New York. She loved New York, always had. But every time she visited, she hadn’t called Cooper. She had been too busy, too involved in her own life, immersed in her relationship, in her work. Cooper had called her every Christmas, on every birthday, and although she had been ecstatic every time to hear from him, she had never attempted anything for him. And when she finally needed him, he hadn’t wasted a moment to give her his hand.
 
   She turned to smile at him adoringly and he grinned back at the very obvious expression. Linking her hand through his arm, she held him close while they walked. He had been busy too, but he had never forgotten her. With a sinking heart and guilty conscience, she faced the fact that she had let him go completely. But he hadn’t. 
 
   She grasped him tighter and for a while, Jenny forgot all her troubles. She had an interview the next day, and she had a bed to sleep in, which she wasn’t expected to share with her moronic ex-boyfriend. 
 
   **
 
   “Do you think I overdid the makeup?” Jenny asked for the second time, and he put the car in parking, switching off the engine.
 
   “What makeup?” he answered just like he had earlier, and she scowled. 
 
   “I'm nervous. Interviews always make me nervous. It’s like people will watch everything…nitpick petty details. It’s scary.”
 
   “You look great. Don’t worry.” He meant it. In her beige suit and starched white shirt, she looked like a different person. He had been taken aback when she came out of her bedroom that morning. The tousled brown hair was swept down her back neatly, pinned on top of her head to keep it off her face. Her subtle pink lipstick and barely-there mascara and blush was impeccable. If she had sauntered into his office, he would’ve hired her on the spot. But then again, he was dreadfully biased where she was concerned.
 
   She stepped out of the car, outside the small but impressive building of O’Malley Trust. “Aren’t you coming?”
 
   “I don’t think it’s a good idea to take your sidekick along on a job interview.”
 
   She chuckled. “No, I mean inside the bank at least.”
 
   “I’ll stay in the car. Take your time.”
 
   “Okay.” She breathed harshly, smiling, her full lips making his heart flip over.
 
   “And Jen…you look like a million bucks. Flaunt it.”
 
   She blushed with giddy happiness. Coming from his lips, she suddenly felt like a million bucks. “If all goes well…my treat. McDonalds. Cause that’s all I can afford until I actually get the job.”
 
   He laughed. “Done! Go now!”
 
   Two hours later, they were sitting inside McDonalds. Jenny took a sip of her cappuccino. “I feel good about this job, I really do. I can’t believe how quickly you arranged one but thank you. It’s really awesome of you.”
 
   “I did nothing.”
 
   She rolled her eyes and glanced at his midnight blue suit for the hundredth time, unable to keep her eyes off it. It fit him flawlessly, accentuating his broad chest and wide shoulders. With the button on his jacket undone, his shirt showed underneath, hugging his taught stomach. She could almost see through all the layers of fabric covering him. She had seen him half naked, and the trousers hanging from his hips when she arrived hadn’t really hidden much of the nether region either. 
 
   He caught her staring at his chest and she blushed. “Why did you wear a suit when it was my interview?” she improvised quickly and he chuckled. 
 
   For a moment, he had thought she was checking him out just like he was checking her out. “Because I have to stop at my office for a few minutes. There’s a Japanese investor waiting for me.”
 
   “Like…right now?”
 
   “Yup.” He sipped his coffee.
 
   “So why are you sitting here wasting time with me? You should go. I’ll take a cab back to your place.”
 
   “Not a big deal. He can wait for a while. And I’ll be inside for just fifteen minutes max so you can wait for me in the lobby. If that’s not a problem.”
 
   “Sounds good. Let’s go.”
 
   She pried his coffee out of his hand and made him quicken his pace, chiding him about not taking his job seriously.
 
   An hour later, she mutely marched behind him as they entered his apartment. The large metal letters outside his office building had almost made her head spin. Farrell Corp. Cooper actually owned the place he had stopped at. The high-rise building housing the headquarters of his corporation had been impressive to say the least, and she was even more daunted now than she had been before. She didn’t know how to deal with it. She didn’t even understand why she had to actually deal with it and not just brush it off as a minor detail. If she had known Cooper was as successful as he evidently was, she would never have mustered up the courage to call him for help. 
 
   “Do you mind if I smoke?”
 
   His voice made her turn around. “What?”
 
   “Smoke. I usually smoke inside but I wasn’t sure if you’d mind.”
 
   “Why would I mind? It’s your apartment. Smoke away,” she said sullenly.
 
   “What did I do now?”
 
   She realized how sulky she was. “No nothing. I just…I’ll freshen up.”
 
   “Jen?” She turned, pasting a cordial smile on her face. “Why do I feel like you don’t want to be here?”
 
   “I…” I’m so ungrateful. “I do…I just feel bad being here, cramping your space.”
 
   “It’s a big space, Jen. I don’t mind.”
 
   She bit her lip. “Why didn’t you tell me you owned a whole damn corporation instead of just saying you…you let me think you had a job.”
 
   “It didn’t come up. You’ve been here one night. It’s not something to hide.”
 
   “I just…” It was time to be honest. She could manage something; work out some other living arrangements while she found a job. Living with Cooper was not a good idea, especially when being near him made her jittery and nervous.
 
   “Why are you doing this?” she cried out suddenly.
 
   His eyes narrowed to slits, he slid his hands into his pants pockets as he neared her. “What am I doing exactly?”
 
   “Everything! Asking me to stay…helping me!”
 
   “We’re friends, Jen.”
 
   “But I’m a terrible friend! I never called you back, I never came to see you, and now when I’m a needy jobless loser I come banging on your door for help!”
 
   A gasp escaped her as he reached for her face. His palms caressed her cheeks warily, while his eyes bore holes into hers. “It doesn’t matter. Nothing matters. You matter to me, Jenny. You always have.”
 
   Silence followed his admission and he wondered if he had said too much. But words were tumbling over themselves in his brain, fighting to be let out. “When you called me, I was happy that you had called me. But then you started crying. I can’t…I can’t see you cry. No! Not happening! I wont allow you to cry over any fucking job or any worthless-piece-of-shit guy who doesn’t deserve to be within a hundred feet of you. You’re too...precious.” 
 
   The words were fierce, and she knew he meant them. He didn’t seem like the kind of man to say these kinds of things, but he was saying them to her. Her heart twisted in her chest and her breasts tingled in excitement. What is he saying? What’s going on? 
 
   “I don’t feel precious, Cooper. I feel like a moron. I feel like I’m using you- ”
 
   “Shut up.” 
 
   “No! I mean it! I don’t want you to feel like I’m taking advantage of you, because I feel like I am and I hate the feeling.” 
 
   He dragged her face up and stepped closer. Jenny’s heart skipped a beat as he gazed at her lips. “You’re not taking advantage of me. I don’t think that at all. But I think I’m going to take advantage of you being so close to me.”
 
   He bent his head and kissed her softly on the lips. Her eyes refused to close and she stared at his face, his cheek, his brows, as his lips forayed gently over hers, exploring the contours.
 
   Cooper had wanted to assuage her insecurities, but the moment his lips met hers, he knew that it was a lame excuse. There was a storm brewing in Cooper’s body ever since he had laid eyes on her, and he had just given in to it. Stop, Cooper! Stop! The voice in his head was screaming and ranting. But she tastes so good. Her lips parted slightly as she gasped, and he seized the moment to slip his tongue past them, tenderly, timidly, waiting for her to push him back. 
 
   For years, he had questioned his feelings. The feeling that he was in love with Jenny, the same Jenny he hadn’t seen since he was thirteen years old. It was a stupid idea, and Cooper wasn’t stupid. It had complicated his relationships with every woman he dated. His feelings always seemed feigned, like he was ushering them to the surface when they cowered and diminished. The only time he truly felt connected to someone was when he thought of Jenny.
 
   He was taking a monumental risk. The longer his lips stayed on Jenny’s mouth, the longer he caressed her face, the more he was on the verge of pushing her onto the couch and taking what he fiercely felt was his to begin with. He could lose her completely. He couldn’t afford to risk anything with Jenny. 
 
   He lifted his head abruptly, too soon. Jenny shivered, her eyes closing as the air hit her wet lips. “I’m sorry, Jen,” he stammered, swiftly pulling away. 
 
   She grabbed the front of his jacket, scrunching up the lapels in her palms to yank him back. “Sorry for…stopping?”
 
    Cooper’s last ounce of control, and his sense, snapped. He felt such fondness, such adoration for her face – for her – that the shattered words coming from her lips made him shake with need. She doesn’t want me to stop. With a groan of surrender, he slid his hands tighter on her nape and held her face imprisoned while his mouth swooped down to claim hers. This time, she parted her lips hungrily, kissing him back. When his tongue entered her mouth, she met it with her own eagerly, and the kiss exploded. His mouth slanted fiercely over hers, swallowing her moan of pleasure. 
 
   “Jen!” he whispered against her lips, pulling her closer until her pliant body was almost embedded into his. Her breasts were squashed on his chest, and his cock was branding its shape into her stomach. 
 
   They stood, their suits crumpling together as he sucked on her lips and tasted her mouth. There was so much riding on the moment. There was so much he was scared of. No way was he going to let her go after this – after tasting her mouth, after feeling her sweet response. There was no way he was letting her out of his damned sight. 
 
   That scared him. The feeling of helplessness, the fear of losing her, the way it made him cripplingly vulnerable so swiftly. That made him do what any other thought had failed to accomplish.
 
   He lurched backward and away from her, breathless, his eyes glued to her swollen, ravaged lips. “I…uhh.” He swallowed, sliding his tongue over his lip while he stared at the ceiling and then scrunched his eyes shut. “I have an important phone call to make.”
 
   Jenny stood with her shoulders slumped, her hands in the air as she watched his back. He closed the bedroom door behind him, and Jenny didn’t know what to think. 
 
   What am I supposed to do now? What in hell do I do now? One lifeline I had, one thing to hold on to, and I managed to destroy even that. She touched her lips unthinkingly; knowing that he had ended their kiss abruptly, knowing there was no freaking phone call he had to make. He had bailed. He hadn’t felt what she had felt, and he had bailed while he still had a chance.
 
   She squeezed her eyes shut and clasped her face tightly in both hands. The bastard! 
 
   Anger and boiling rage made her stomp toward the bedroom and push the door open. It crashed against the back wall and rebounded to slam shut in its frame. The windows rattled and Cooper turned, standing in the middle of the room.
 
   “You son of a bitch!” she cried. “Is this why you called me here? Was this your master plan all along?”
 
   His eyes widened. Fuck! She’s going to cry. “Jen- ”
 
   “You knew, you knew everything. You with your hotshot business and your fancy apartment. I’m not a bloody pauper! You can’t call me here and play me!”
 
   “Jeez, Jen.” He reached for her but she was furious. 
 
   “Don’t touch me! I’ll die before I ever let you touch- Unh!” 
 
   He captured the rest of her words in his mouth. His hands were frantic, frenzied as they dragged off her jacket while he backed her up toward the bed. She stumbled and gasped, grabbing him, grabbing onto the very thing that was making her lose all semblance of sanity.
 
   He caught her halfway and gaped at her for a split second, his breath harsh. Jenny clasped his neck and pulled him down for a kiss but he threw her brutally on the bed. Shock made her curl but he was on top of her instantly. His thigh pushed insistently between hers, making her skirt ride up while he rubbed her panty-covered pussy. His blood was pounding in his ears, obliterating any sound but her fevered moans.
 
   “Coop!” He bit her neck roughly, his hands almost violent as he attempted to undo the buttons on her shirt. A soft ripping sound marked the end of her shirt, and his warm hands splayed over her tits, pushing her bra up rudely. And then his head bent to her breasts. “Oh!” 
 
   Her fingers curled in his sandy-colored hair as his lips opened wetly on her nipple. He sucked, crushing her breast in one hand while his free hand delved down to the waistband of her skirt. She tugged at his shirt. “Take it off!” Her breasts were aching with the need to be crushed by his chest, the same chest she had seen naked and bronzed. “Take it- ”
 
   “Cooper?” A feminine voice sounded from the living room.
 
   She stilled and Cooper lifted off her body as if he had been jolted with a million watts of electricity. He gaped at Jenny, his hair disheveled. “She still has the key,” he muttered to himself while she lifted onto her elbows, her breasts squeezed together beneath the strap of her bra. 
 
   “Wha- ”
 
   The voice interrupted her again. “Cooper. Baby?”
 
   It was just outside the bedroom door now and Cooper’s face was as white as a sheet. He yanked her arm to pull her up and threw his suit jacket around her shoulders. She complied woodenly, and just as the door opened, he clasped her face tightly in both hands. Jenny tilted in the confining hold to see a tall blonde, who she was pretty sure she had seen on a magazine cover. Celia something…Jenny remembered in a daze. 
 
   “I'm sorry, Jen,” he whispered, before turning to the blonde who was as shocked as Jenny.
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   “What’s going on here?” Celia’s eyes were glued unmoving to Jenny, who was covered by Cooper’s jacket.
 
   Cooper gritted his teeth and strode toward her, grabbing her arm in a death grip before hauling her out of the bedroom. The door slammed shut behind them and Jenny scrunched up her face, pain and confusion swarming her.
 
   What have I done? She sat at the edge of the bed, clutching Cooper’s jacket closer around herself. She couldn’t wrap her mind around what Cooper had been thinking. She had been angry and frustrated and he had just…attacked her.
 
   Her pussy squeezed in itself and she cursed. The man is outside right now, with a woman who is very obviously his girlfriend. She had a key to his apartment, and he had said he didn’t have a girlfriend.
 
   Anger boiled inside her again. This is exactly what she had been talking about when she stormed into his room angrily. That he was not dependable. He was not what he seemed to be. Then why in God’s name had he asked her to come over and stay with him?
 
   It made no sense whatsoever. Unless he had just thought having a sex buddy around would be fun. She pursed her lips tightly. Now, because of her naïveté and stupidity, she had no place to live. If only she had kept her insane cravings for the man under control. 
 
   Sounds surfaced from the living room, and automatically, Jenny stood up to eavesdrop. They were arguing, and Cooper was doing most of the talking. Gingerly, she tiptoed to the bedroom door and pressed her ear to it.
 
   “I told you Celia! I made it pretty damn clear that you can’t do this.”
 
   “Why? Because you had her over?” she said her with such distaste that Jenny cringed. 
 
   “This has nothing to do with her. First, hand over my fucking key. You’re misusing it. There’s no reason for you to have it.”
 
   “Cooper, I’m willing to let this go. I am! I just…I can ignore this little tryst of yours if you promise- ”
 
   “Have you lost your mind, Celia?” Cooper raged. “Stop it. And please do not ignore this little tryst. Keep it in mind when you decide to barge into my property next time.”
 
   “But- ”
 
   “Key, Celia! Now!” he ordered in a chilling voice that didn’t seem at all like the Cooper Jenny knew. But then, she didn’t know him at all. Not now. She had known him once upon a time, but now Cooper Farrell was just a mystery.
 
   She jumped as the front door slammed in its frame, and lurched back guiltily as Cooper flung the bedroom door open. If she had been a fraction of a second late in pulling back, he would have cracked her skull into two.
 
   He gaped at her, understanding perfectly well that she had been listening to his conversation with Celia. Jenny scowled at him in furious rage, but she had a tiny seed of doubt planted in her mind. She hated that. She was too soft, too trusting. First, she had trusted Jason with everything she had, and now she was gambling again with Cooper.
 
   “Jenny, it’s not what it looks like.” He clasped her upper arms and she lurched back, glaring at him.
 
   “Don’t touch me. Know it, and keep it in your thick head that you don’t touch me! You don’t hug me, you don’t hold my hand, and you don’t stand within fucking three feet of me.”
 
   Cooper swallowed and stood back. With his shirt crumpled, his pants wrinkled past redemption, he looked sexier than ever before. Jenny forced her eyes to stay on his eyes.
 
   “You told me…you didn't have a girlfriend.” She bit out through clenched teeth, hugging his jacket tighter to sheathe her naked breasts.
 
   “I don’t. She’s not my girlfriend.”
 
   “But she has a key to your apartment. That screams girlfriend to me.”
 
   “Can we sit down and talk about this?” When she just gaped at him as if that was the most preposterous of ideas, he narrowed his eyes. “Please?”
 
   “No, Cooper. I’m not sitting down. On second thought, why are we even having this conversation? I don’t care. I’m not your girlfriend, and I don’t want to be your booty call!”
 
   She spun around and he grabbed her arm. “Don’t be stupid. You can never be my booty call!”
 
   She scoffed. “Yes, I can, Cooper. Look at me! I’m standing here half naked with your jacket on me, and we met when? Yesterday! After fifteen fucking years!” 
 
   “Jen, seriously, you’re taking this the wrong way.”
 
   “Am I Cooper?” She glared at him and he ground his jaw together.
 
   The truth was, he felt helpless. Everything had happened so fast. One second she had been standing in the living room feeling like an imposition, and the next she was beneath him, with her perfect pink nipple in his mouth. God! She had tasted good. If he had ever fantasized about her in that situation, half naked, crushed under his body, at the mercy of his mouth and hands, he would never have guessed it would be so damn good.
 
   “This is a mistake…all of it,” she cried, looking at the carpet. “I never should’ve. We never, we can’t ever…”
 
   “Jen, just hear me out all right? I hired an architect, and I met Celia when she tagged along with him one day. She’s my architect’s sister, and that’s why she has a key.”
 
   “I don’t…don’t have to hear this,” Jenny muttered, reaching for the bedroom door.
 
   “Jen please. Don’t spoil this.”
 
   “Spoil what? This is...this is nothing. This was all a stupid, crazy mistake. All I needed was a friend and …”
 
   “Okay then…we take a step back. I agree,” he said through a throat which seemed to be stuffed full of dry clay. His mind was in overdrive, trying to find a way to cease the catastrophe that was waiting to strike. “This was not...right. It was impulsive. And we can move past it.”
 
   Jenny stared at him with an expression that made his heart twist in his ribs. “I don’t know, Cooper. I don’t have the energy for this. I don’t have the fight in me...at least not yet. I should probably go, it’s for the best.”
 
   “No way!” he said with a horrified chuckle. “No way, Jenny- ”
 
   “This was wrong from the beginning. I felt wrong being here, and now after this...” She blushed and his gaze dipped stubbornly to the black bra visible at the opening of his jacket. She was clutching it in a death grip. “I’ll manage something. It’s probably best if we quit pretending like we’re the same…we were kids, nothing’s the same. We grew up, and now things can get…tricky.”
 
   She was going to leave. She was going to leave, and after the disaster that had just ensued, there was no way he was ever going to hear from her again. He grabbed her arms and yanked her straighter, keeping a safe distance from her very desirable body. His mind was foggy, and his loins contracted in agonizing disappointment as he began speaking.
 
   “I agree, Jenny. This was a mistake. It was wrong, and hell! I’m sure now we both know it’s not even like something we would want to do again. It was uncomfortable to say the least.”
 
   Jenny flushed but kept a straight face. Uncomfortable? Not for me! That’s why I want to run.
 
   “So we can just…we can let this go. If you can let this go, we can just coexist like friends again. Okay?”
 
    When she still seemed ready to argue, he hurried forward. “I have a weeklong conference in Sydney in three days,” he lied. “I’ll be gone, you’ll have the place to yourself, and I think it could take even longer than a week, because there’s been some…problems…there.” As long as she stayed, as long as she had a place to stay, he was willing to move out of his own damn apartment. “What do you say? And don’t even worry about this...” He motioned at her body and she glanced way. “It means noting, and we can deal with this. We’re adults. We can just ignore it ever happened.”
 
   **
 
   Jenny hummed to herself as she opened the front door. It had been ten days since Cooper had left for Sydney, and she hadn’t enjoyed having the place to herself. At all. After the very embarrassing discussion, she hadn’t even seen him again. He had left the next morning without even waking her up, and left a note saying he was needed in Sydney earlier than he had thought. 
 
   He hadn’t even said when he would be back. She had been miserable. Even though she had spent just one day in his presence, it was a good presence. It was a thrilling, and wonderful presence.
 
   The spacious apartment felt gloomy without him, and because she had been surrounded by stuff that he owned, she had felt awkward living there. She had accepted the fact that she just wasn’t the kind of person to feel at home at someone else’s home. It just won’t happen no matter what. The sooner she could get out of Cooper’s place the better.
 
   She checked the answering machine but there were no messages from Cooper. She fell onto the couch and inhaled deeply. At least something was working out. Cooper had been an impenetrable, unyielding wall of support. First he had let her stay, and then he had found her a job that was fantastic to say the least. It was better than her old job, more central to the workings of the bank, and she felt more like her old self again. 
 
   Cooper had called two days ago, and had been genuinely happy for her when she told him she got the job. Every time she heard his voice over the phone, she couldn’t help but feel a tug of need. He was never going to be just Coop, her friend again. The crazy frenzy of passion they had shared ten days ago had marred everything.
 
   The phone rang and she yanked it up on the third ring. 
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Hey, Jenny.”
 
   “Coop!”
 
   He chuckled. “You’re happy to hear from me.”
 
   She smiled. “I’m glad you called. I was worried about you.”
 
   “Yeah, I got your email.”
 
   “Why is your phone off?”
 
   “I've been busy, Jenny. I- ” The doorbell rang on the other side of the phone and he paused. 
 
   “There’s someone at the door. Can you hold on?” Jenny asked. She ran to the door and he heard her footsteps clatter on his hardwood floor. 
 
   Jenny didn’t want to make him wait. He was calling from freaking Australia to talk to her. She wasn’t that special. She opened the door and paused, her heart jumping up and beating erratically in her throat.
 
   “Jason?” she whispered and he smiled, walking inside. She surfaced from her shock instantly and pushed him right back outside the doorway. She grunted as her hands pushed at his chest.
 
   “What the hell are you doing?”
 
   “I need to talk to you.”
 
   “No. I don’t want to talk.”
 
   “Just give me a minute and I’ll explain, all right? Can I sit down?” With that he scurried past her and made himself comfortable on the couch.
 
   Jenny was reeling. He had some nerve to expect a conversation after doing what he had done. “How did you find me?” 
 
   “I called Annabel and she told me about your new job. I followed you from there to here.” He seemed very proud of his creepy stalking.
 
   “You called Annabel on her honeymoon to enquire about me?”
 
   “It’s not important. Here.” He handed her a brown envelope and she pursed her lips. 
 
   “I don’t care what’s in there, Jason. Really. You really need to leave.”
 
   “Just open it!”
 
   “Will you leave if I do?”
 
   He swallowed. “If you want me to.”
 
   She snatched a slip of paper out of the envelope, in a hurry to make him leave, and realized it was a check. 
 
   “It’s the money I withdrew from your account. I should have asked you before I withdrew it, but I needed it to settle some matters of my father’s estate. I was going to get it back and return it, but I forget to tell you. I didn’t think it was a big deal.”
 
   Jenny stared at the check. Wow. She had run off out of her place, leaving her boyfriend behind…over nothing. 
 
   “The check clears in three weeks. I hope that’s alright,” he added unhelpfully.
 
   Great. Now I feel like the scum of the earth.
 
   She should’ve been rejoicing, but she felt…Oh, my god! Cooper! She slipped off the chair and yanked the phone receiver up to her ear.
 
   “Hello?” she cried but it was dead. Cooper had hung up. Had he heard? Had he heard Jason and I talking?
 
   “What happened, Jenny?” Jason reached for her shoulders from behind and she lurched as if lightening struck her.
 
   “Get out, Jason. I mean it.”
 
   “What? I just explained. I had a reason- ”
 
   “Just go, Jason. I need you to go. I need to think this through.” Her mind was constantly just glued to one detail and it wouldn’t budge. Cooper had overheard everything. He knew she had Jason at his apartment. Would he care? I don’t care if he cares. He’s not my boyfriend, Jason is. Or was. Or still is. She was confused. Was there any reason to break up with Jason other than the money she had thought he had stolen? Why didn’t she feel ecstatic that he was the man she had once thought he was – the one she had planned to marry some day?
 
   He sighed. “I'm staying at the Crest Hotel. You can reach me there.”
 
   She closed the door behind him and trotted back slowly to the sofa. She could leave in three weeks. As soon as Jason’s check cleared she could leave Cooper’s apartment and be independent again. 
 
   She closed her eyes and rested her head against the back of the couch. A sharp knock made her jump and she strode to the door, opening it wide. Cooper stood in the doorway and his expression was…furious.
 
   “How did you...you were in Australia thirty minutes ago!” she cried, her heart warming at the sight of him.
 
   He strode in and walked forward, his eyes scanning the place woodenly. “Who said I was in Australia? I was calling you from the airport.”
 
   “You were? Why didn’t you tell me?”
 
   “There wasn’t enough time.” He turned, staring at her meaningfully. “Because you put me on hold to welcome your boyfriend, and then forgot about me.”
 
   She chuckled, blushing. “I didn’t forget about you.” His eyes narrowed and she blushed. “I was shocked to see Jason here. It was…I forgot.”
 
   “My point exactly. So are you going back?” He had to force the words through his lips.
 
   “Back? No, no. Of course not. I have a job here now. Can’t go back.”
 
   He relaxed instantly. “Job. Right. At least something’s keeping you here.”
 
   “Why are you being so cranky? It’s been ten days since I saw you!” she blurted out, and regretted it instantly as his gaze flicked to hers inquisitively.
 
   “Did you miss me?”
 
   “Of course not. I mean sure, but…not miss miss. Just …” She trailed off as he smiled knowingly. Flushing red, she plopped herself onto the couch. “How was your trip?”
 
   He chuckled at her attempt to change the topic. “It went well. Where is he anyway?”
 
   “He who?”
 
   “Your boyfriend. “
 
   “He’s not my boyfriend!” she said forcefully, trying to convince her own cluttered, mixed feelings.
 
   “Are you sure? I heard the whole conversation you know.” He motioned with his eye toward the check lying on the table.
 
   She laughed. “Couldn’t you have just hung up after you realized I had forgotten you were on hold?”
 
   “Of course. And miss out on all the details? Never.”
 
   She laughed, enjoying the normal friendly banter. Ten days away had certainly dulled the distracting longing she had developed for him. The impromptu make out, and aborted attempt at sex had certainly messed up her head. “You’re incorrigible.”
 
   “And you’re beautiful,” he said in the same casual tone.
 
   Bloody hell! He did not just say that! “Why do you have to do that again?”
 
   He didn’t reply. His lips pursed as if he was deep in thought and he glared at her meaningfully, before striding toward his room.
 
   **
 
   Jenny stood in the shower, hot water cascading down her body. She felt pathetic and helpless. In the past, she would’ve never been in this situation. She would’ve never had to live with a man who she didn’t want to live with.
 
   Her utter trusting nature, and precarious financial state had propelled her from one preposterous situation to the next. She had left her own apartment because she cringed at sharing a place with Jason, albeit over a misunderstanding. And now, she was here, helpless and at Cooper’s mercy, and she didn’t want to live with him. 
 
   No matter what Jenny thought, she had no place to go to. She didn’t have many friends she could count on and Annabelle, her only close friend, had just gotten married. There was no way she could go to her. It was just Cooper. He was all she had – the only friend she had been able to reach out for help.
 
   And now, the crazy, mindless lust that had overtaken her was as fresh in her mind as if it had happened two minutes ago. She cursed Cooper for bringing that up again. Why couldn’t he have just let it go? Now, she couldn’t get what happened out of her mind. He had kissed her, sucked her breast, stroked her bare skin, and then told her it was…uncomfortable.
 
   She clenched her eyes shut and focused on breathing evenly. She was heating up in embarrassment and shame. While she had been moaning and writhing, clawing at his head so he’d never let go of her mouth, he had been uncomfortable.
 
   It was the most stupid, cringe worthy situation, and she seemed to be having a lot of those since she came to Cooper’s apartment. The image flashed across her mind as if she had been a third party watching the moment. He had been so forceful, hurried, as if he couldn’t wait to get on top of her and inside her. He had kissed her with such ferocious urgency, and his tongue had claimed her mouth in fervent need.
 
   She opened her eyes and gawked at the marble wall, horrified at the direction of her thoughts. Stop! Stop it! Not happening! It’s not happening again!
 
   Her pussy tingled and burned and she fought to push away the tantalizing image. His hands had scorched her where they touched, and her breasts…the nipple Cooper had sucked and bitten had been swollen and red while the other one had remained perfectly fine. The scars of those few minutes in his arms had kept her awake for several nights. She swallowed to fight the urge to walk out and give herself to him, tell him that she wanted him inside her body, and that she couldn’t wait a moment more. But she knew she couldn’t do that. It just wasn’t her. She had always been reserved with men, and that’s why Jason was the only man she had ever been with. With Cooper, things had been so natural, so swift…so right.
 
   Uncomfortable!
 
   The word kept sliding back to claim her brain, thrashing all naïve hopes and impulses. Her pussy was the only thing that stayed unaffected. It clenched and unclenched, and unthinkingly, Jenny slid her hand down her navel to her pussy. It was wet, covered in the juices of her body’s insane demands. Her throat was dry as she tested the wetness, and thoughts of Cooper’s big hands crushing her breasts returned. Her tits tingled, her chest, her neck. She didn’t remember ever being so aroused before. Furiously, she yanked her hand away before swiftly turning off the water, grabbing the towel and drying herself off. 
 
   Stop thinking about him! Stop before you get yourself in deeper shit than you are now! He’s a player. He has the bad-boy aura around him, all the time. It’s going to be just sex for him, and it will never be just sex for you!
 
   Jason wanted her back. She didn’t know if she wanted to go back. She didn’t feel guilty about Jason anymore. She should’ve, but once she saw Cooper again, her resolve to stay away from Jason hardened.
 
   Regardless of everything, she couldn’t deny that Cooper had done a lot for her. If she had known beforehand who he was, if she had been even minutely interested in his accomplishments, she would’ve never come to him for help. Besides never being able to summon up the courage to contact the Cooper Farrell, she would’ve cringed at the idea that he would think she was using him. The call she had made to Cooper asking for help was one of the weakest moments of her life. She had been broken. She had been lost and bereft and she had grabbed a lifeline for survival.
 
   Now, she was terrified of letting the lifeline go. If she did, or the lifeline got damaged and broken, she would be submerged in the same lost, terrifying waters that would drown her.
 
   Cooper was her friend. He had been nothing but sweet to her from the beginning, but then her stupidity had shaken the balance. Their relationship would forever be tarnished by that few minutes of passion. Celia, the blonde model was still there in her head, but she forced herself not to think about her. Even if she was his girlfriend, it was Cooper’s problem not hers. She just had to keep her lips away from his and her legs clamped tightly shut. The rest would get sorted itself.
 
   **
 
   Cooper changed into black PJs and stood in front of the mirror. His lips were pursed, his expression ominous and dead at the same time. His mind wouldn’t stop whirling. He had seen the expression on her face when he had completely destroyed the friendly moment they had had. She had been shocked. 
 
   The moment he had heard Jason explaining himself on the other side of the phone, he had bolted back to his apartment. He had half expected to find him and Jenny locked in a torrid embrace. My Jenny. His jaw clenched. He didn’t know what he would’ve done if that had happened. As far as he was concerned, Jenny was his.
 
   She felt the same way. He felt it. When he said making out with her had been uncomfortable, she had hurt written all over her naïve face. She wasn’t so good at hiding her feelings.
 
    Maybe he was flattering himself, but she seemed to not agree on the statement he had made. She had not thought it was uncomfortable. He had known. He had felt it in the way she had clasped him to herself, the way she had met the harshness of his kisses with ruthlessness of her own. Her nipple, pink and soft, had felt so perfect in his mouth. The scent of her skin had been consuming. She smelled of herself, and soap. It was incredibly fascinating, and he had been full of the scent of her. He had showered just to get rid of it. It was embedded in his hands, in his lips, in his skin. 
 
   He glared at the bed accusingly.
 
   Although not uncomfortable in the least, it was a mistake. What happened that day was a horrible mistake. It was his fault. All of it. He had made the wrong call. When he had reached forward and kissed her, he had destroyed everything, the balance between friend and …whatever he had been thinking.
 
   But what if Celia hadn’t put an abrupt stop to their frenzy? What if she hadn’t barged in and stopped them? Would Jenny have been in his bed at that moment?  Would I have felt her naked body beneath mine?
 
   He shook his head and grabbed a shirt. There was no way he was going shirtless again. It was hard enough as it was. If she ogled his chest again, he was pretty sure he would throw her on his bed and take her. And that he could not risk. 
 
   A soft knock on the door made him turn. His heart began hammering wildly. Has she come to tell me that she wants to continue where we left off? 
 
   “Can I talk to you, please?” Jenny said from the doorway and he nodded, slipping his hands into his pockets. “Um...can I talk to you in the living room?”
 
   “Sure!” That was a better idea.
 
   He sat on the couch and she sat on the rug, her elbows resting on the coffee table.
 
   “About what happened before you left, Cooper, I feel like we were both too angry, and shocked to really sort it.”
 
   “What about that?”
 
   “Is…Celia your girlfriend? I’m only asking because you argued, and I feel bad, terribly. It’s obvious from the way she was calling you …baby,” she stammered, “that you’ve been…you know.” Cooper smiled and she caught it. “But it’s none of my business.”
 
   “Jen, stop acting differently. It happened. We forgot about it. It’s over.”
 
   She pasted a smile on her lips. Forgot? I’m still getting wet over it!
 
   “And Celia is not my girlfriend. She and I met several times,” he said meaningfully and Jenny bit her lip as her cheeks burned. 
 
   So Celia had felt what it was like to be naked with Cooper. Her eyes trailed hungrily over his long legs, over the cotton stretched taught over his crotch because his thighs were parted. She jolted her gaze back guiltily when he spoke again. 
 
   “She has never even been up here, and she shouldn’t have had a key. I'm going to have a word with my architect in the morning.” 
 
   “It’s none of my business though.”
 
   Cooper sighed. She was one tough cookie. “Are you sure we’re okay?”
 
   “What do you mean?’
 
   “I mean…we did have a bit of a…if Celia hadn’t come…”
 
   Jenny blushed and laughed swiftly, thinking madly for something else to talk about. “Isn’t she a model? She looked familiar.”
 
   “Yes, she is.”
 
   “Wow, Coop. I left you a pale thirteen-year-old, and I find you a rich businessman who dates models.”
 
   He chuckled. He was onto her. She was joking around, trying to make light of a situation that had so not been funny when it happened. “I'm not rich, and I didn’t date her,” he said pointedly with a wicked smile, and her grin faltered before getting wider. Cooper raised his brows as he chuckled. She was acting like a jealous girlfriend. She was feigning not caring, so she didn’t have to face her feelings.
 
   “Mhmm. And who else did you…not date…from the fashion industry?”
 
   “Uhh…there’s this blonde, Molly Klum? Have you seen her?”
 
   The conversion was getting really uncomfortable. She had not expected him to be so open about it. “Yeah, I have…not in person of course.”
 
   He laughed. “Well there was her and then…”
 
   Jenny had an impulse to hurl something at Cooper’s face. A few days ago, he had been fondling her naked breasts and kissing her like he wanted to have her for dinner. Now, he was telling her about all these models he had slept with. Who were all…blonde! “So you have a thing for blondes?” she burst out with a smile and he stilled.
 
   His Adam’s apple bobbed while she waited for him to say: ‘Yes, I have a thing for blondes.’
 
   Cooper suddenly didn’t like the game they were playing. There was no point in this game. It was obvious that she was forcing the conversation. It was obvious that there was no way in hell they were going back to the unforced cordiality they had enjoyed for a day before he left.
 
   “I have a thing…for a certain brunette,” he said slowly and stood up, striding toward the kitchen.
 
   Jenny bit her lip, and her eyes flicked from one side to the other as she tried to assimilate what he meant. A certain brunette? Does he mean me? Of course not! He had made it clear that they were friends. That what had happened was a mistake. That it had been uncomfortable.
 
   No! He can’t mean me. Not now, not ever. The man dates models! No…he doesn’t date! The bastard. 
 
   When she turned, he was holding a mug of coffee and staring into it as if it held an interesting treasure. She narrowed her eyes, getting irrationally angry. “What do you have there?”
 
   “What? Coffee.”
 
   “And how interesting is your coffee that you’ve been staring at it for the past minute?”
 
   He chuckled, smiling lopsidedly. He knew what she was trying to insinuate. “Would you like to watch a movie?” 
 
   “Sure!” she drawled as if she didn’t give a damn.
 
   He sat on the couch while grabbing the remote from the coffee table. “Do you want to sit on the couch maybe?”
 
   “No, I’m fine. Thank you.” The couch. He was sitting on the couch. She could not sit next to him. She didn’t trust herself and her out of control impulses.
 
   “Come on, Jenny.” He was getting pissed. “Just let it go,” he said meaningfully and Jenny swiftly stood up. She plopped herself down next to him. There was no way in hell she was letting him know that she couldn’t get over a minor make-out.
 
   He sat back and she felt her body tense, her follicles standing up in heat. She was cold and hot at same time and her breath became harsher. He tilted his head toward her and smiled. 
 
   Half an hour into the movie, just when she thought that she had gotten a grip over the insane effect of Cooper’s nearness, he reached around her and held her shoulders.
 
   Cooper couldn’t ignore it anymore. He had to admit the obvious fact. He wanted Jenny. She was there, and they were alone, and he had a constant erection for the past half an hour. She was stiff in his hold, and he knew the reason. 
 
   He stroked her shoulder and held her tighter, trying to make her relax. The urge to turn around and kiss her was too strong and he swallowed, looking at her. She tilted her face up, smiling sweetly, and he grasped her chin between his thumb and forefinger.
 
   Jenny’s heart stopped. His mouth was so close. When he had kissed her before, it had been quick, and she hadn’t known what hit her until her pussy responded with fervent need. But at that moment he was ogling her lips like he wanted to feast on them, like he was starving to bite them while stroking her chin gently. The movie played and he didn’t turn to glance at the TV, nether did she. His breathing was deep and even, but hers was getting shattered. I have a thing for a certain brunette. At that instant she knew; plain, brown-haired, brown-eyed Jenny was exactly what he had been talking about. 
 
   He’s playing me. He’s not looking for a relationship. He just wants to get laid and I’m here.
 
   No. He can’t do that. He can’t do that to me at least. She swallowed. She didn’t know anything about him. Cooper was definitely capable of anything. She barely knew the man that he had become. He just wants to get into my pants.
 
   The conflict went on furiously in her brain and he leant closer, clasping her chin tighter while gauging her expressions. She hadn’t pulled away yet. He had given her a chance to stop him. She hadn’t. No matter what she said or did, she wanted him to kiss her.
 
   He gazed into her eyes, watching the confusion cross her beautiful face, and pressed his thumb down onto her bottom lip. Her mouth opened and she gasped as he bent over determinedly. Pushing at his shoulders, she tilted her head to the side and jumped off the couch, striding to the kitchen as if nothing had happened.
 
   There was a storm spiraling in to madness in Jenny’s body. Her legs were shaking, and so was everything between her thighs. She grabbed a mug and poured herself a cup of coffee. He was going to kiss me. She hadn’t even known that she had pulled away until after she had, and now she was just in a daze. She brought the mug to her mouth and took a long sip, lurching backward as she burned her tongue and lip.
 
   “Unh!” she groaned and bit her lip, clenching her eyes shut as the scalding coffee burned a path down her chest. “God!” she whispered, clasping the marble counter, her eyes watering from the fire in her throat.
 
   “Are you okay?” 
 
   She whirled at the sound so close behind her and he grasped her face in both hands. She tensed, pulling backward, but the marble countertop was digging painfully into her back.
 
   “Yeah, I’m fine.” She attempted to push past him but his hold became tighter, unrelenting. She glared up at him and he stared emotionlessly back. “Let me go. I wouldn’t want to make you uncomfortable again,” she hissed irately through her teeth, and Cooper caught the hint of hurt in her eyes. 
 
   So that was it.
 
   His eyes narrowed and he let her face go free, moving out of the way. She strode back to the couch and sat on one corner, while he watched her from his vantage point in the kitchen. 
 
   Now he really was uncomfortable. His cock was aching, his balls getting heavier by the second. Having Jenny around in his apartment hadn’t been the smartest idea after all. Maybe I should set her up somewhere else. A hotel or some place. But she would never agree.
 
   As soon as he took a step toward the couch, she stood up casually, straightened her loose, baggy t-shirt, and moved toward her bedroom. “I'm exhausted. I think I should go to bed early.”
 
   “Mhmm?” He changed direction and stopped her from moving any further. “Jenny? Look at me.”
 
   His tone was harsh. She couldn’t help but do as he asked.
 
   “We’re not kids anymore.” He glared at her.
 
   “Yes, I see that.”
 
   “We’re adults, and we very obviously want each other.”
 
   “What?” she cried, chuckling in shock at his bluntness.
 
   He reached for her face and she lurched backward, but he grabbed her arm instead to draw her nearer. She shuffled in his hold, not meeting his eyes, her gaze glued to the front of his t-shirt. His hand rested on her back for an instant before sliding upward, lifting her baggy shirt, baring her skin, and stroking it.
 
   With a shattered gasp, she attempted to bolt but he was holding her tightly, her small body crushed against his tall, muscled one. Wordlessly, she struggled to pull away and wordlessly he rubbed her back, holding her imprisoned. 
 
   “Stop it, Cooper!” she whispered and the words didn’t have any commitment whatsoever. She cursed herself. Her pussy was tingling. Her boobs seemed to be tugged toward his chest by some force that she was trying very hard to fight.
 
   “Look at me!” he roared and she gazed up angrily. Her mind was in turmoil, her body distressed at being stroked…on only her back. She wanted to be wrapped in his arms, naked, their skin touching. The ache in her pussy was agonizingly obvious to her troubled resolve. “Do you feel that?”
 
   “What?” 
 
   “My hand. Do you know where I’d rather rub you?”
 
   No words formed. She was dying, shaking with the urge to give up. It didn’t matter that she thought he was a player. She only wanted to see his body naked, feel his cock stretching her insides. His blue eyes were drawing her into their depths. She remembered the old Cooper again. She couldn’t gaze into his eyes and not remember.
 
   His hand stubbornly slid over her back, over her ass, and delved down between the cheeks.
 
   “Unh!” she groaned and jerked. Her pussy was a wet, quivering mess.
 
   He yanked her closer and her face was pressed against his neck. “Do you feel how hard you make me, Jen?” It took a moment for her to realize that there was something very hard and unbending poking her in her stomach. The thrill of knowing that he was so aroused made her go limp and she inhaled sharply. “You can’t lie to me, Jen. I know you want me.”
 
   “I don’t!” she mumbled against his shoulder, her traitorous body relaxing a little as his fingers stroked her crack, and delved even lower. As soon as they touched the wet spot on her PJs where her pussy was juicing through, she lurched in shock and he instantly let her go.
 
   A smile spread across his face. “Liar!” he said with a chuckle and she pursed her lips, burning in mortification, her cheeks ablaze. She slammed the bedroom door shut and pressed the lock in the center of the knob. It wouldn’t catch. 
 
   Frustrated, she jerked off her wet PJ bottoms and baggy shirt, and slipped into a white tank top and blue shorts. She snuggled beneath the covers on the bed. Her breath was shattered. The lust flowing through her veins was unreal. She didn’t remember the last time she had felt so desperate to throw away everything and just claim the prize that was hiding in a man’s pants. 
 
   With Jason, she had always had to be urged to have sex. The last few months with him had been completely dull and sexless. She hadn’t even felt like she was missing out on something. And now, she did.
 
   Cooper’s dick had been hard for me. So hard. She clenched her eyes shut and squeezed her pussy. It was drenched through, wetting her shorts. It was annoying and she wanted to wash herself, but she didn’t trust herself to get out of the bed. I’m not moving. If she left the bed, she would surely go out and take off his pants to see his dick. It was an overwhelming craving.
 
   Two hours later, Cooper rubbed his eyes, while his gaze remained unfocused on the TV screen. The situation was insane. He was twenty-eight years old, a successful businessman, and he was sitting with an erection for the past couple of hours, aching for the girl asleep in his guest bedroom. The need to have her pussy, and feel the wetness sheathing his cock was obliterating everything. Going forward with Jenny would surely shift their relationship forever. But he had already shaken the balance beyond redemption. Seeing her after years had made him desperate to keep her close to him. If he slept with her…he couldn’t even imagine how vulnerable he would become.
 
   He was infatuated like hell and aroused like he had never imagined he could be. He felt nostalgic. He had only felt this sex crazed when he was a teenager. 
 
   Sighing, he stood up. He had already destroyed all pretense of not being into her when he held her and touched her ass. It had been too tempting. He wasn’t used to holding himself back. After what had already happened that night, he was terrified that he would wake up and she’d be gone. She would wake up in the middle of the night and disappear. 
 
   He had to make himself clear. He had to make her know what he wanted. No more games.
 
   He strode swiftly toward the front door of his apartment and locked the door, before pulling out the key and throwing it above the refrigerator. The heights of childish behavior he was willing to go to, just to make her stay, made him chuckle. 
 
   With Jenny, he had learned new things about himself. He had never had a long-term relationship. He had never lived with a woman, and he didn’t give a damn when they left after his unaffectionate nature became too much to bear.
 
   Now he gave a damn. 
 
   He knocked on Jenny’s bedroom door softly. When no reply came, he opened the door and saw her body curled into a fetal position. His breath was harsh as he took the gamble. If this paid off, he was sure as hell that he would be a very happy man. 
 
   “Jenny?”
 
   She didn’t move, so he stepped in. She lurched upright. “What do you want?”
 
   “Were you asleep?” he asked dubiously.
 
   “Maybe I was. Maybe I wasn’t. Do you have a problem?” she shot back furiously.
 
   He stared at her, and slid his hands into his pants pockets. In the mellow light of the lamp spilling over his strong features, he looked like a force to be reckoned with. He also looked heartbreakingly hot.
 
   “I have a problem.”
 
   “What?” she swallowed as his ominous expression registered.
 
   “My dick’s hard for you, Jen, and you’re so wet for it that I can taste it in the air. That’s my freaking problem,” he almost yelled. “I want to fuck you, Jen! That’s my problem! I want to touch your tits and feed on them all fucking night! That’s my problem! Now you tell me why you’re sleeping in the guest bedroom when you sure as hell should be sleeping with me?”
 
   Touch Me Book 3
 
    
 
   Jenny swallowed past the lump in her throat. She had goose bumps. She gaped at Cooper, who had a frigid expression freezing his face. She stared at the wall, at the bookshelf on the wall. Don’t look at him! She wished the bed would swallow her up whole.
 
   Why am I fighting? I want him.
 
   No! No way. He had planned this all along. He just wants to score.
 
   But it’s Cooper! And he threw Celia out, didn’t he? 
 
   The man had humbled himself enough, and he had tried enough. He could have any woman he wanted. 
 
   I have a thing for a certain brunette. 
 
   He has a thing for me. 
 
   Her cheeks flamed as the memory returned – the memory of his mouth on hers, his rough hands on her body. Cooper was harsh, there was a storm trapped inside him and once she relented, she was sure he would throw her around and do as he pleased with her.
 
   She slipped off the bed, and wordlessly pushed her hair off her face. Not once had the word relationship come up. She was glad somewhat. It gave her an excuse. She was sure she couldn’t deal with the drama of that for the next two years.
 
   Should I brush my hair? Should I brush my teeth? No. There wasn’t any time. She wanted to be with him. She had struggled enough. 
 
   She glanced up, her breath shaky, and he raised an eyebrow. His torso, naked and bronzed, gleamed in the mellow light. The contours were more pronounced, and her chest rose and fell rapidly as she imagined stroking his chest. Frustrated, she rubbed her face with both hands viciously.
 
   “Jen?” 
 
   Her gaze lurched up. She waited for him to say more, but when he didn’t, she jerked at the hem of her tank top obsessively. 
 
   Her long lean legs were shapely and gorgeous, and he gritted his teeth as he savored the delectable sight. He had never seen her legs, or her bare midriff. He certainly approved of her choice of sleepwear. 
 
   It was over. The game, the façade was done. He couldn’t do it anymore. He had laid out his cards, gambled everything, and now it was all up to her. The look on her face, her stance, made it clear that she knew the ball was in her court.
 
   Wordlessly, he reached for the covers and moved them off, away from her hips. 
 
   She stood up silently, facing him, her lips parted as she breathed. He reached for her hand and she gave it to him, giving up all the struggles at once. He laced his fingers through hers, watching her hand as if it was the best thing he had ever beheld. Her thighs were aching, her insides quailing in expectancy. His hand, long fingers and broad palm, tightened over her fingers, and he stroked them. Every little touch sent shivers straight to her pussy. She could almost taste what was ahead of her. His forcefulness, his consuming, unthinking passion…
 
   “You're warm.” His words were soft, breaking her reverie. 
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “And you’re shaking.”
 
   She blushed and chuckled. “I don’t know.”
 
   Her face mesmerized Cooper. She was looking at her hand, the one he held, and her parted lips made his balls ache. 
 
   She was tense, and she was overthinking everything. He didn’t want her to be stressed out. He had years worth of longings to quench inside the warmth of her body, and he wanted her willing, not shaking.
 
   “I’m scared, Coop,” she whispered as if sharing a precious secret she could only share with him.
 
   His fingers ached to slide down her thigh, touch the soft skin. He fought the urge and stroked her wrist instead, gently, and sensually. “Scared of me?” She thought for a moment before nodding. He smiled. “I think you keep forgetting Jenny, that
    
     ’s
     it
    
     ’
    s me. I’m still the same Cooper.”
 
   “But you’ve changed.”
 
   He swallowed and his fingers trailed along her knuckles. “So have you, Jenny.”
 
   “I don’t know what we’re doing, and why we’re doing it,” she stammered in confusion, feeling every little touch, his fingers scorching a path over her hand.
 
   “Come.” He dragged her along, out of the bedroom. “This is the guest bedroom. It
    
     ’
    s not meant for you anymore.”
 
   **
 
   Cooper closed his bedroom door behind them and sat on the bed, never leaving her hand as he lay back. She shifted, sitting at the edge, and her chest rose with a harsh breath as he dragged her hard onto the front of his trousers. Jenny’s gaze shot to his.
 
   She gasped and looked away, panting, her hand stiff yet warmed by the heat of his dick. Soft cotton covered his cock, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered. It felt good. She relaxed her fingers and shyly returned her gaze back to his. He breathed harshly, his nostrils flaring as he stared straight into her eyes.
 
   Gaining courage, Jenny scooted closer and slid her hand over his dick. She stroked the base and traveled sideways over the trapped length. 
 
   Her throat went dry. He was big. His cock was big. She had a sinking, comical feeling that she wasn’t built big enough for it. 
 
   “Do you see what you do to me?” He caressed her bare arm, dragging her closer. Parting his thighs, he trapped her exploratory hand between his legs. “Say it, Jenny. Do you feel how hard my dick gets for you?” He grabbed her nape and yanked her face down. She gasped. His lips were two inches away from hers. “It’s been this hard ever since you came here. Ever since you came to me,” he groaned as if in pain. Jenny breathed harshly, stroking his cock, while he held her face imprisoned, his words soft against her lips. “I want you, Jen.” His voice dropped to the barest of whispers. “I want my dick inside your pussy.”
 
   Jenny was no match for this kind of wordplay. She was naïve and inexperienced and she didn’t even know people talked liked that. Cooper was trapping her in a cocoon of hot and cold. She couldn’t breathe. 
 
   She waited for him to kiss her. He stayed still, letting her explore his cock over his trousers, letting her pant while she waited. There was no way he was going to let her back out of this. There was no way he was having another debate over how it was a fucking mistake. It was no mistake.
 
   “Tell me, Jenny,” he hissed. He jerked his trousers down his thighs with one hand. Greedily, she covered the hot, soft skin covering hard granite. His cock stood up arrogantly, lifting the covers with its unbelievable length. 
 
   “God!”
 
   “Do you want this?” He clutched her hand and made her stroke his dick harder. She tried to escape the question by bending down to kiss him. He seized her hair, yanking her head back. “Say you want it inside your body. It
    
     ’
    s all yours if you want it.”
 
   “I…” She blushed and fought to kiss him again, but his grip on her hair was unrelenting. 
 
   With a swift jerk, he yanked her upper body fully atop his. She moaned and he grasped her face in both hands. Jenny’s body was reacting volatilely. She was melting on top of him. Her breasts were crushed in her tank top, spilling over his bare chest. He was holding her face so…protectively.
 
   “Yes, yes, Cooper.”
 
   With a grunt derived by pure satisfaction, he dragged her face down and captured her lips in his. The kiss was harsh, consuming. His mouth slanted aggressively, while his fingers pressed into her jaw to make her mouth open wider. 
 
   “Unh,” she groaned as he grabbed her waist and pulled her beneath him with surprising agility and speed. She had expected to be thrown around so she wasn’t as shocked. He bent his knees, his thighs sliding beneath hers, and pressed his cock against the drenched spot on her shorts. “Ah!” Now she was shocked. It was hard, and she was still clothed. He thrust onto her crotch sensually and she opened her eyes to see him above her. He was looming dangerously, his neck lined with veins, his shoulders strained. He bent down and bit her lower lip teasingly, before abandoning it. Jenny clutched his shoulders and drew him down. Cooper chuckled into her mouth, seizing her lips in a deep kiss. His tongue slid between her lips, and she gave him hers fully. 
 
   She arched her back, surrendering to the heated demands of his body, and the torridness he emanated. His hands glided down her waist, and her tank top was thrown off a moment later. He was deft, and before she knew it, her shorts were off, until she lay in her bra. He moved back hurriedly and yanked her upper body up, reaching behind her to undo the clasp while he bit her lips ferociously. 
 
   Her breasts spilled out, and Cooper’s pupils dilated as he saw the round, firm mounds topped with pink nipples. “Jen!” he grunted angrily onto her lips while his hands splayed possessively over her boobs. “God, Jenny. You have such pretty tits.”
 
   She clasped Cooper’s back while he kissed her and fondled her breasts with his large hands. Staring into her eyes, he pushed her ruthlessly back onto the bed. His mouth clamped closed around one nipple and Jenny curled up in delight. Her pussy squeezed tightly as he sucked, holding both tits up and together. 
 
   He was going mad with need. He couldn’t concentrate. He wanted to claim every inch of her beautiful body at the same instant. His hand delved down between her thighs, and he forced his fingers up into her with a grunt.
 
   “Aah! Coop!” she whispered, aching, her insides welcoming the thick fingers.
 
   “You're tight! You’re so tight!” he said as if that was a problem. 
 
   That’s when her dazed mind remembered. His cock was bigger than average – if she assumed average to be Jason’s dick. She scrunched her eyelids and he plunged his fingers in and out of her pussy. His body was crushing hers, his knees holding her legs apart. 
 
   He bit her lips and she winced as sharp teeth grazed her lower lip. She gave him her tongue, and grunting, he moved his fingers deeper up her pussy. Jenny squeezed her ass tightly, feeling the tumultuous waves of orgasm grip her. 
 
   “Aah!” 
    
     s
    
    
     S
    he gasped and her lips parted, immobile, not participating in the kiss anymore. It didn’t deter him. He pulled his fingers out, bending his head to her pussy. “No!” She twisted to the side, attempting to clamp her thighs shut. He was too strong, and he held her thighs up and apart while his mouth disappeared between her thighs. She grabbed his head and slipped her fingers through his thick hair, moaning, mumbling incoherently. His tongue slipped along her slit, and his lips closed over her pussy to suckle. She blushed and gave in, her back arching, her eyes rolling back with pleasure. 
 
   Cooper watched the glorious expressions cross her face. She was innocent and sweet and wonderful, and she tasted incredible. The beautiful face scrunched up in desire and arousal made his heart slam onto his ribs with a vengeance. Her breasts were parted, pushing upward as he bit her pussy lips. With a groan, he was above her again, holding her face between both hands.
 
   “Jen!” His face was harsh as he fought the demands of his cock. He couldn’t wait. He was going to cheat on the foreplay. He was going to take her quickly or else he was going to explode. He positioned his cock on her pussy and she gasped, grabbing his waist. “Jenny! Look at me, Jen!” When she finally looked straight into his eyes, he rammed his dick into her.
 
   She screamed and her neck strained as her head fell back. Her back arched like a bow and she clawed at his shoulders. Cooper bit her neck as he slid his dick all the way out, and back in. He was going to cum too soon. He dragged his dick against the walls of her pussy, making her scream and her eyes widen. 
 
   “You’re so good,” he whispered. “You feel so good. Why did we wait so long?” He stroked her naked ass and rammed deeply. Jenny’s eyes clenched shut as an animalistic moan left her chest.
 
   Jenny couldn’t concentrate, her face was heating up, her sight blurring as the streaks of agonizing lust burst like an inferno in her core. “Oh! Oh!” Her screams ricocheted off the ceiling. She twitched beneath him, her legs tightening as she came. He shoved hard, forcefully, the head of his cock burrowing into the very end of her passage. The spasms of her orgasm gripped his cock, and he jerked, his muscular body going taut as he filled her with his cum. His face buried into her neck, his grunts vibrated onto her skin. 
 
   Instantly, he slid to the side, not wanting to crush her, and dragged her along with him. They were still intimately joined, and Jenny opened her eyes to stare at him. A blush stained her cheeks and Cooper grinned, dragging her face closer and kissing her wildly. He didn’t stop until they were both breathless and his cock had gone hard in her drenched pussy.
 
   It slipped out of her body and she moaned at the loss. 
 
   “You made me wait so long for this,” he murmured against her cheek, before pressing his lips to her eye, her brow. Jenny shivered at the affectionate move. 
 
   “I didn’t know you wanted this too.”
 
   His gaze shot to her face. “I've wanted this…since forever, Jenny.”
 
   Jenny slipped her hand around his nape and pushed him back. Straddling his thighs, she leaned over to kiss the matting of dark hair in the center of his chest. “I didn’t know it would be like this.” She pushed her pussy along the length of his shaft. He chuckled and his head fell back. 
 
   Grabbing her waist, he lifted her and positioned her over his cock, slamming her down with enough force to make a scream erupt from her lips. “I want you too, Jenny. Can you see? I want you…” He rammed up her body and she writhed, her hands splaying over his chest. “I want you all day...” He shoved upward again and clutched her hair in a tight fist. “And all night. Forever. For the rest of my life.”
 
   Jenny reeled at his words, but didn’t get time to analyze his meaning. He pushed her off and somehow she ended up on her hands and knees. He slammed his dick into her from behind and she yelped. “It hurts!” she cried out, pulling away, but he reached beneath her to clutch her tits. The instant his fingers trapped her nipples and rolled them around, she whined and pushed her hips back.
 
   His thrusts began rhythmically, hard, unstoppable, his balls slapping against her pussy, his pelvis banging onto her hips with incredible force. Jenny parted her lips and her toes curled. Streaks – wonderful, mesmerizing – were gripping her again. She squirmed, clenching her pussy tightly over his cock.
 
   “Jenny! Oh, God, Jenny!” His fingers were digging into her tits as he held her in place. His cock erupted, pooling her insides with the warmth of his load. 
 
   Everything stilled. It was like the calm after a storm. Jenny pushed her face into the mattress, her ass still in the air with his cock impaling her body. He kissed her back while stroking her ass, and pulled his cock out.
 
   She fell to her side and lurched in surprise. He grabbed her fiercely and pulled her back against his chest. Jenny opened her eyes. His breath was still harsh, and it was hot on her neck. He gripped her navel and dragged her closer until her asscheeks were crushed against his cock. Slipping his arm over her body, he slanted it across her bare tits. Time stopped as Jenny waited for her breathing to return to normal. 
 
   “I'm never letting you go,” he hissed in her ear, kissing her lobe gently. “Ever!”
 
   Jenny closed her eyes, drifting in and out of sleep. His words made her go warm every time, but she was at a loss for words. Tomorrow. Maybe tomorrow. She was too overwhelmed. She fell asleep, his large body holding her from behind. She hadn’t felt so safe and protected in years.
 
   **
 
   Jenny peeked through heavy eyelids, and saw Cooper standing in front of the dresser, straightening his tie.
 
   “You’re up,” he said, watching her in the mirror. Modestly, she pulled the sheets up to her neck. He chuckled, “It
    
     ’
    s nothing I haven’t seen before. I was feeling you up all night you know?”
 
   She guffawed, horrified. “Why didn’t I wake up?”
 
   He turned to survey her face. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks pink, and her blown hair tangled and spread over his pillow. “I have no idea. I tried really hard to wake you up...twice!” His expression was grave.
 
   Coyly, she covered her lips with the sheets. “Why were you trying to wake me?”
 
   His eyes narrowed. “Why do you think, sweetheart?” he joked. She chuckled, before sliding her legs off the side of the bed and dragging the covers with her. “Let go of the sheets.” She gazed up at him and his eyes were glued to her calves and bare feet.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because I want to see you naked before I leave for work.”
 
   She bit her lip, taking a step toward him. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. With your neat, pressed suit and all.”
 
   Smiling, he strode toward her and stroked her cheek, kissing her ear gently. 
 
   Jenny shivered. I want him. Now. “Are you leaving already?”
 
   “Mhmm. And you have work too, in case you forgot.”
 
   “I can go in a little late today.” She took a step toward the bedroom door and he grabbed her arm. “There’s the bathroom!” He pointed ominously.
 
   “But my toothbrush is in my room.”
 
   “That’s not your room anymore. This is your room. Fuck the toothbrush. I've got a spare one somewhere in the bathroom cabinet.”
 
   Jenny smiled, and as he grinned back, she let the sheets go, striding naked toward the bathroom.
 
   Cooper swallowed and his smirk vanished. He couldn’t look away from her round small ass, swaying, before disappearing into the bathroom. His cock strained in his boxers, and he turned away. She’ll be here when I come back home. He was looking forward to coming back already.
 
   **
 
   Jenny opened several cabinets before she finally found a toothbrush in a drawer. As she picked one up from the pile, she realized something. Why’s there a pile? 
 
   She stared at herself in the mirror. The happy, giddy aftermath of being with Cooper diminishing instantly. He had said he didn’t have women up in his apartment. So why did he have a stash of toothbrushes?
 
   She brushed her teeth swiftly and glared at her reflection furiously, before looking around for something to wear. A white shirt hung on the peg behind the door, and she slipped it on. It came halfway down her thighs so she didn’t need panties for the time being. She rolled the sleeves up and headed out. Cooper was sitting on a kitchen stool. One look at him and her worries allayed. Toothbrush pile meant nothing. Cooper was too good to be true, but that didn’t meant he wasn’t.
 
   He had made breakfast and there was one plate set out for her. He ate quickly, continuously glancing at his watch and her bare legs beneath his white shirt. “Move your stuff out of the guest bedroom and into ours, alright?”
 
   Jenny blushed. “Ours?”
 
   “Yes. Ours?” He stared at her deadpan. “Do you think you have a problem with that?”
 
   She shook her head “No! Of course not.” Ours. Our bedroom. She tried the words in her mind. They sounded beautiful but she was swamped by apprehension. Cooper was taking this too fast. It was true that they had known each other for years, but they were still getting used to each other. They still had so much to learn. I don’t date. He didn’t date girls. He just slept with them. A piece of sausage got stuck in her throat. He’s just trying to move me into his room because he wants me readily available for sex.
 
   “Actually, I think I’ll keep my stuff in the guest bedroom for now.”
 
   His eyes narrowed and he placed down his fork. “Is there something you’re not telling me?” 
 
   She cringed at the ominous look on his face. “There’s no need to…act so…weird. I just want to have my own room if that’s alright with you.”
 
   He shook his head swiftly. “You live with me. We’re living together and we’re sleeping together, and you stay in my room…with me!” Jenny didn’t know if she was annoyed or awed by his stubborn, dominating tone. “Is this about Jason?” He glared into her eyes.
 
   Her eyes widened as large as saucers. “No!” she sputtered. “Of course not! Why would you? Why- ”
 
   “Okay then…if it
    
     ’
    s not about your ex boyfriend, what’s it about?”
 
   Jenny stared into his eyes. She didn’t have to be scared of him. He was straightforward about everything that he wanted. She had to be blunt about her requirements and issues too. “Because we’re sleeping together. That’s all. It
    
     ’
    s not like this is a...a…”
 
   He tilted his head, incredulous. “Relationship?”
 
   “Yeah!” she exclaimed gratefully. “We’re not in a relationship.” She was glad that he thought the same way.
 
   He stood up and reached for a kitchen towel, wiping his hands and lips. “Have you lost your mind?” he said with a hint of a smile.
 
   “What do you mean?” 
 
   He chuckled, parting his lips and closing them as if he didn’t know what to say. “Do you think we have a …a friends with benefits kind of thing going here?”
 
   She blushed and swallowed. “Aren’t we?”
 
   He grabbed her upper arms gently, pulling her closer. “No, Jenny. We’re not. I don’t know what you’re thinking, but I don’t want that with you. I want you sweetheart, the real kind.”
 
   He pushed a strand of hair off her cheek and she shivered. He was really going all out for her. She was dazed and puzzled. “What’s with all the toothbrushes in your bathroom?” she blurted out before she had a chance to think it through.
 
   He gaped at her and laughed. “Is that what’s fueling this insane idea of yours? About separate bedrooms and all?”
 
   She bit her lip. She was only trying to be careful. 
 
   “I got them in bulk once because I travel a lot. There are more in the storage cabinet.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   He guffawed, sliding his hand around her waist and drawing her nearer. “Is my shirt all you’re wearing?” He instantly changed the topic and Jenny gawked at him, flushing. 
 
   “Yes.”
 
   He reached for his pants and undid the belt. Jenny pulled back. “You’re late for work.” But her eyes were glued to his fly as it parted, and he pulled his dick out. 
 
   “Work can wait.” He grabbed her waist and lifted her onto the kitchen counter. Jenny found his lips and moaned, kissing him urgently. He dragged her ass off the edge, his cock crushing her clit. “I don’t know how I’m going to fucking work today.”
 
   “Why?” She breathed onto his lips, clasping his shoulders firmly as he eased the long, thick dick into her parted pussy lips. She bit his lip and crushed his body tighter, wrapping her arms around him. He pulled back and pressed his forehead against hers, thrusting deep. Jenny moaned at the sight of his white shirt and impeccable tie. It was so pressed and sophisticated, crushing against her chest. It was incredible how every little thing he did was as arousing as his fingers up her pussy.
 
   “Because I’ll want to be here. Inside you.” He bit her lip and thrust while she lurched and jerked with every move. “Every second…I’ll want to be here.”
 
   “I’ll be here…when you come back.” She gasped, moving slowly, reaching for the wild orgasm coursing inside her body.
 
   “You better be,” he hissed, clutching her ass in one hand while he quickened his thrusts. She wailed and kissed him wildly, biting his lower lip like he bit hers. 
 
   “God!” she cried as her head fell back. The zipper of his fly was scratching her pussy lips, making them sore, but it all added up. She came with a burst, shaking and shivering. 
 
   He didn’t stop slamming against her. Biting her neck, his hips tensed as he prepared to cum. “Jenny!” he groaned onto her neck as his large body convulsed. She crushed the white shirt stretching over his wide shoulders. The now familiar heat of his cum spilled into her depths, and she kissed his cheek gently before finding his lips.
 
   He slipped his cock out of her and helped her off the counter, pulling the white shirt she wore down to her thighs. His cock was covered in white liquid, his and hers, and with a smile, she handed him a kitchen towel. He cleaned himself off swiftly before kissing her on the tip of her nose.
 
   “Move your stuff when you get back from work. No excuses.” He glared at her and she grinned.
 
   “I will.” 
 
   He visibly relaxed and Jenny walked him to the door. Just before he left, he pulled her close and kissed her. “I'm going to eat you up when I get back.” 
 
   Jenny shook with the need to have him inside her again. It was going to be a long day at work. “I’ll be waiting,” she said and he winked, chuckling as he left the apartment.
 
   **
 
   Two weeks later, Jenny was lying on the couch, laughing uncontrollably while Cooper gave her an impromptu strip show 
    
     on 
    
    
     to 
    a One Direction song. “Laugh all you want, sweetheart. It
    
     ’
    s your turn next.” He grinned, sliding his pants down and kicking them off. 
 
   “Ooh!” Jenny said and laughed harder.
 
   The last two weeks had been the best two weeks of her life. Cooper had surprised her with a mutiny of feelings. She was giddy around him with awe. Now, she recognized the handsome twenty-eight-year-old as the thirteen-year-old she once loved like no one else. He was sweet and charming and he took care of her every need. And he made her laugh. 
 
   She had never been the rolling-on-the-floor-laughing kind. With Cooper, she finally realized that she hadn’t been running with the right crowd. He gave her fits of hysterics that ended with her eyes watering and her stomach aching. 
 
   He slipped his hands into the waistband of his boxers, and Jenny slipped two fingers into her mouth, whistling so loudly that he lurched. 
 
   “What the fuck!” he hissed laughingly as he abandoned his boxers and strode to her. Clasping her waist, he lifted her clear off the couch.
 
   “Let me go!”
 
   “Your turn, missy. Strip for me! Now!” He smacked her hard across her ass and she tilted, the sting making her eyes water. 
 
   “That’s the last time you
    
     ’ve
     smack
    
     ed
     me!” she yelled with mock anger, wiping tears of hilarity from her eyes. 
 
   “Says who?”
 
   “Says the person to whom the ass in question belongs! It hurts!” she lied. Well it did hurt, but she liked it nonetheless.
 
   “I thought it belonged to me!” he said vehemently, feigning a sad, shocked face. 
 
   She grabbed a cushion and smacked him with it. “No, it doesn’t!”
 
   “Really?” His expression changed. He stood up, his boxers the only piece of garment on his large intimidating body, and marched toward her. 
 
   “No!” Jenny cried and bolted toward the bedroom, but he grabbed her around the waist before she took a single step. He hauled her writhing, fighting body to the couch and pushed her face into the seat.
 
   “Whose ass is it?” he asked breathlessly, overpowering her scuffles easily.
 
   She laughed harder, wheezing with rapid breaths. “Mine!”
 
   He pushed her down and jerked her PJ bottoms off her ass. Harshly stroking both cheeks with his hand, he grunted before smacking her hard. She yelped and pulled away. Her giggles continued but the pain made her face go red. 
 
   “Who ass is it, Jenny?” He slid his hand hand over the sore pinked spot before smacking her again, harder this time.
 
   “Unh! It hurts. Stop!” 
 
   He leant down, gliding his tongue over the soft pussy lips visible beneath the crack. She rocked and fell forward, the fight flowing out of her limbs, her toes, and her fingertips.
 
   His tongue pressed a circle around her pussy opening. It was already dribbling, owing to his rigorous handling and stiff smacks. It traveled up to her ass cheeks, sliding over the red spot that his hand had left behind. “It
    
     ’
    s my ass. All mine!” He bit a mouthful and Jenny whimpered, jutting her hips out, her fingernails digging into the couch.
 
   He released her body because she was no longer fighting him, and slipped two fingers down her crack to the quailing hole begging to be touched. He pushed the lips apart, and claimed her innards with possessive pride.
 
   “Oh, Coop!” She squirmed as the fingers slipped inside her wetly, and gasped as he dragged them out. 
 
   “Whose ass is it, Jenny?” He bit her flesh again, his sharp teeth grazing the already sore cheeks. She bit her lip, thrusting her hips back toward him. 
 
   “Yours. All yours!” she said through clenched teeth. As a reward, his fingers traveled up to her clit, finding it through the folds and crushing it harshly. “Yes!” she cried and he circled harder. He brought his lips to her pussy, sucking the opening while he tortured the clit.
 
   Jenny panted, her eyes widening in excruciating longing as the waves came within her grasp and disappeared. She wanted it. Quick. It was so close. “Yes, Coop! Yes!” she wheezed, swaying her hips, gyrating her thighs in time with his frenzied rubs. The tiny bump of her clit began to ache and burn and she screamed, her thighs clenching together as her orgasm burst riotously.
 
   Breathless, she fell onto the couch. Cooper abandoned her clit, his throat dry as he relished the cries of her nirvana. He slid his hand over her ass, over her thighs, and tugged at the PJ bottoms still rolled around her knees. She attempted to lift her head off the couch but he pushed it straight down fiercely, kneeling behind her, yanking his boxers down.
 
   Clasping her ass, he parted the cheeks and dragged his dick into her swollen, quivering warmth. Her insides were drenched in the seeping juices of her lust. 
 
   “Jen?” He placed his elbows beside her and grasped both of her hands. She clutched at them quickly and winced as he slammed into her. 
 
   “Aah!” 
 
   “Does it still hurt?” he whispered in her hair and she nodded.
 
   “It
    
     ’
    s too big for me. I told you,” she rasped as he thrust back and forth slowly, savoring the heat and the slippery tightness kneading his cock.
 
   “Shut up, Jenny!” He clenched his eyes shut and kissed her back, her neck, her nape. Whenever she said that, or anything regarding sex, Cooper couldn’t help but think that she was comparing him to Jason. It was stupid and irrational and very childish, but he couldn’t help it. “Babe,” he hissed while his cock gained speed, and his breath became 
    
     more 
    severe
    
     r
    . Jenny tensed her hips in place to meet his thrusts forcefully, and held his fingers in a vise-like grip. “I have to tell you something,” he murmured, fucking her harder, trying to dig through her and bury himself in her for eternity. 
 
   My Jenny. Mine! My Jenny! 
 
   I’m obsessing! 
 
   He clenched his eyes shut and fought the overwhelming rage of possessiveness pouring through his bloodstream. 
 
   “What?” She titled her back in an arc. His cock – every burrowing thrust of it – landed against her g-spot before sliding down the length of her passage. She was so close. She wheezed, her face wreathed in pain; agonizingly waiting for the moment she would erupt with bliss. 
 
   “I love you!” he yelled aggressively and slammed his cock into her, hitting her sweet spot and giving her the final burst she was awaiting. She shuddered wildly, thrashing beneath him, her legs quaking and her toes tingling into tight curls as her pussy secreted a gush of quim.
 
   She surfaced from the physical ruckus and he jerked at the same instant, joining her in sweet release. She stayed where she was, kneeling on the rug, her breasts crushed against the seat of the couch. The PJ bottoms were still at her knees, rolled up, her upper body still fully clothed. 
 
   Cooper always astounded her with his roughness and chaotic pace whenever he wanted to fuck. It was elating. Jenny was beginning to count on his spontaneity. When he tilted slightly and his softened cock slipped out of her, the arousal-fueled haze cleared. 
 
   I love you.
 
   Did I dream it? She whirled around and glowered at him. He was watching her, and it seemed as if he was waiting…for something.
 
   No. It was no fucking dream. Cooper loves me!
 
   “Excuse me.” She hoisted herself onto trembling limbs and dragged her trousers up. Bolting to the bedroom like her life depended on it, she stood awkwardly in the center, wondering what in hell had just happened. And why she had run. 
 
   She fled to the bathroom, locking the door behind her. Her elbows on the sink, she thought madly. 
 
   Do I love him? She stared at her reflection. I think I do. But am I thinking clearly? She hadn’t thought about it – about love, the consequences of falling in love, and the vulnerability that surrounded the emotion on all sides like a freaking curse. 
 
   The night he had come to the guest bedroom and ordered her to sleep with him, she had assumed it wasn’t supposed to be a real relationship. It had made the decision easier. Deluding herself had been tranquil. It simplified things. Later, when he clarified his intensions, she had been touched, but had conveniently shoved the revelation to the very back of her mind. She had planned to drag it out and dissect it someday, but hadn’t been too eager to blemish the state of utter bliss enveloping her. They had just been having lots of fun, and lots of sex – loads of it.
 
    “Aaargh!” She slapped the marble counter and splashed cold water on her face.
 
   “Jenny?” 
 
   She swallowed and opened the door. He wanted an answer. 
 
   “Hey? Are you alright?” he asked sweetly and Jenny’s heart twisted in her ribs. I do adore him. And I can’t think of being without him – at least right now. She swallowed in an impotent attempt of easing the conflict in her chest. Isn’t that what love is all about?
 
   “I'm fine.”
 
   “Why’d you run off?” 
 
   When she stared at him blankly as if he had lost his mind, he smiled and pulled her closer, sliding his arms around her neck and crushing her against his body. I scared her. I scared myself! He scoffed. I love you, Jenny. He had no doubt in his mind that she loved him back. Jenny just wasn’t the type to have sex without really feeling anything.
 
   Jenny relaxed into his chest, and her hands encircled his bare back, clutching him to her. Her face fit perfectly in the cleft in the center of his chest. It was the perfect little place in the world. Her favorite place. She snuggled closer. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t pushing her. He had just let the matter go. She warmed, sliding her hands over his chest. He felt so good. With a satisfied exhale, she lifted her face, and when he looked down at her, she smiled. 
 
   “I love you too, Coop.”
 
   Silence met her words. He swallowed, his Adam
    
     ’
    s apple bobbing. He bent down and kissed her softly – too softly – and led her to the bed. She grinned against his lips, and he bit her mouth while she chuckled. 
 
   “Again, Coop?” she joked.
 
   “Yes,” he breathed, pushing her back forcefully. She yelped as she fell on her side, and instantly, he grabbed her trousers and dragged them off her legs. “Again and again and again.” 
 
   **
 
   Cooper got up early the next morning because he had a meeting. Jenny shuffled about in bed and Cooper called her to have breakfast with him before he left. She was brushing her teeth when her gaze fell on another white shirt hanging on the peg. Feeling wicked, she pulled off her panties and wore just the shirt. 
 
   When she stepped out into the living room, Cooper’s coffee cup ceased halfway to his mouth. “Now that
    
     ’s
     just plain…unfair.”
 
   “What is?” she asked sweetly, opening the refrigerator door and bending over to retrieve an apple from the vegetable drawer. Cooper stared at her smooth, flawless ass, her pussy lips peeking beneath the crack, and shook his head.
 
   “You know I have an early meeting.”
 
   “So?” She placed her elbows on the breakfast table and bit into the apple. 
 
   Cooper sighed. His cock was already hard. The top few buttons on her shirt were undone, showing him a provocative glimpse of her tits, swollen and crushed together temptingly. “Jen!” he cried and she laughed.
 
   “I didn’t have anything else to wear!”
 
   “You liar.” He undid his fly swiftly. Jenny raised an eyebrow and put down the apple. All hilarity vanished as he grabbed her around the waist and lifted her onto the breakfast table. 
 
   “Aah!” She lay flat on her back and he spread her thighs apart, wide, flattening them to her sides. She squealed as his cock slipped inside. 
 
   He fucked her swiftly, hurriedly, and savored the sight of her small body jerking upward with every hard ram of his cock. She shuddered before him, her thighs tightening around his hips, her abs tautening visibly. With a shudder racking his frame, he spilled his load into her welcoming sheathe. 
 
   His limbs were still racked with quivers, and he covered her lips with his own before slipping his cock out of her body.
 
   She watched heavy-lidded as he cleaned up his dick and zipped his fly. 
 
   Her pussy was charmingly quenched and she felt light as a feather. She was getting addicted to early-morning swift quick fucks in the kitchen.
 
   “We should do this more often,” he said as she walked him to the front door.
 
   “Yes, we should.” 
 
   He stepped out and she grabbed his suit jacket, tugging him nearer before planting a long, deep kiss on his mouth. “I love you.” She opened her eyes a crack and her gaze shot to the very familiar man standing three feet behind Cooper. “Jason!”
 
   Cooper lurched backward and turned round, swiftly pushing Jenny into the apartment with his arm.
 
   Jason growled and pulled back his fist, bringing it onto Cooper’s face so fast, Jenny screamed and covered her eyes. A hard, thudding noise made her open her eyes again. Jason was sprawled on the ground, attempting to get up. 
 
   “Go inside, Jenny!” Cooper shoved her through the doorway while he shook his bruised fist in the air – the fist that had connected with Jason’s eye, which was bloody and black. The last thing she saw before Cooper slammed the door shut in her face was that two women from the apartment across the corridor were glaring at the two men, and Jason had stood up and charged toward Cooper like a maddened, unrecognizable beast.
 
   Her heart slamming against her ribs, her hands shaking, she moved away from the door. What the fuck? She wanted to know what was going on. She ran to the bedroom, stumbling over a pair of shoes and muttering expletives as her toe throbbed. She pulled on a pair of jeans lying on the floor, before running back and opening the front door a crack. 
 
   “Are you fucking her?” Jason screamed at the top of his lungs. 
 
   “Go!” Cooper roared at Jason. “And I won’t press charges for assault.”
 
   “Assault? You fucking bastard! You think she- ” His eyes fell on Jenny emerging fully from the apartment, and he chuckled sarcastically. “Why do you think I came, you moron? Jenny called me two days ago and told me she’s thinking about what to do. That she needed time! Now I find her thinking less and whoring more!” He rubbed the back of his hand over his lip and glared at Jenny. Cooper turned around and glowered at her too. She opened her mouth to say something but Jason swung at Cooper again. This time, Cooper didn’t see it coming. He staggered back, before grabbing Jason’s jacket and slamming him against the wall. 
 
   “Enough! Go! Now!” Cooper roared in a voice that rumbled through the corridor.
 
   A middle-aged man, who lived in the next-door apartment, strode forward, disentangling the two men before directing Cooper toward Jenny.
 
   Jason scowled at Jenny, but Jenny’s tongue was stuck seemingly irretrievably to the roof of her mouth. 
 
   Cooper was mad. There was pure, raw fury emanating from every pore on his body. He took her arm, hauling her inside the apartment and slamming the door shut.
 
   He stood seething four feet away, and reached for her before changing his mind and running his hands through his hair. 
 
   “What the fuck, Jenny?”
 
   “I know, Cooper.” She reached for him but he drew his arm away. 
 
   “What the fuck were you thinking?” 
 
   Jenny gaped at him openmouthed. “Me?’
 
   “Two days ago!” 
    
     h
    
    
     H
    e bellowed. “You called him two days ago and told him you were still thinking? Why didn’t you say it was over? Why didn’t you just put a stop to his fucking persistence?”
 
   “I...I didn’t mean it like that!”
 
   “Like hell you didn’t!” He smacked a tall lamp with the back of his hand and it smashed to the floor, the light bulb shattering like a bomb in the living room. Jenny reeled back. This was a different Cooper. She had never seen anyone in a violent rage like this one, especially with the rage directed at her. “You called him!” He seized her upper arms and brought his face close to hers. “You called him two days ago, and last night you told me you loved me?” he scoffed in disbelief. “What the fuck are you playing?”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Touch Me Book 4
 
    
 
    “Cooper, please.” Jenny reached for Cooper’s face and he pitched back as if she had scalded him.
 
   “Explain, Jen.” His voice was suddenly low, shattered, his face squeezed in remorse and confusion. “Explain why you thought keeping Jason in the picture was a good idea. Why you kept your options open?”
 
   “That’s not what happened!” Jenny screamed, tears stinging her eyes. As soon as he saw them, he looked away from her face. “I didn’t want to hurt him. I didn’t want to hurt, Jason…he’s done nothing bad to me. Look at me!” She tugged at his arm but he didn’t meet her eye. “Whatever happened with Jason, it was a misunderstanding. I left over money for Christ’s sake! I felt bad, and he kept badgering me to call him back. I just…I just thought…” She slipped her hand through her hair. “I didn’t think he would show up!”
 
   He scoffed and peeked a glance at her. “I don’t even know you right now…this person. Because last I checked, you weren’t this stupid.”
 
   “I'm telling the truth!” she wailed, her lower lip trembling.
 
   “I didn’t think he would show up? Really, Jen? That’s the explanation? Oh, I killed someone because I didn’t expect to be caught! That’s…” He sighed. “I’ll talk to you when I get back.”
 
   He left her standing in the center of the living room. The elevator took him down to the ground floor, and he sat in the backseat of his car before it sped out of the parking.
 
   Dejectedly, Cooper stared out the window. He had never imagined that he would love someone, anyone, like he had come to love Jenny. She ruled every waking thought, and her face lingered behind his eyelids when he went to sleep. She was innocent, and sweet, and a liar!
 
   He flexed his knuckles and saw the bruises marking them. How he had stooped so low, he failed to understand. He had engaged in a public brawl like a delinquent juvenile, all over Jenny.
 
   He glanced at his watch. He was late for his meeting, and for the first time in years of hard work, he didn’t give a damn. 
 
   **
 
   “Are you still not talking to me?” Jenny stood behind Cooper as he had his morning coffee in a blue t-shirt and gray trousers.
 
   He didn’t bother to glance her way. “I don’t have anything to talk about.”
 
   She bit her lip, and moved in front of him. “Come on, Cooper. It’s been three days. Talk to me! Please!”
 
   He glanced up then, and her heart began thudding wildly. It was the first time in days that he had looked at her. 
 
   “What do you want me to say, Jen?”
 
   “Say anything. Say how pissed you are at me. Tell me what a bitch I am. Then tell me you love me.”
 
   He scoffed, turning away with his eyebrow raised. “I think those words mean more to me than they do to you. “
 
   “Oh, Coop. I’m sorry. I…I've been thinking about it, and really, I still feel that I didn’t do anything wrong.” When he glared at her, she swiftly amended. “As in wrong wrong! I didn’t cheat on you. When I called him, I hadn’t been sure where our relationship was headed. I never planned to go back to Jason. No matter what.”
 
   “Then why’d you keep him tagging along?”
 
   “I didn’t want to hurt him! That’s all. That the whole sordid story behind that little thing you think was an indiscretion. I was thinking of easing into it, to tell him after a while that it wasn’t possible. What should have I said? Yeah, well, Jason…” she began in a thick, husky man voice. “I started sleeping with Cooper two weeks after I left you. I’m such a slut.”
 
   He crinkled his eyebrows. “Why’re you speaking in a man's voice?”
 
   She sniggered, encouraged by the softness on his face. “Come on, Coop. Don’t do this to us. Please.”
 
   He sighed. “Jen, it’s not really the fact that you called him that’s tearing into me, I always feel like you’re…I feel like Jason’s between us somewhere.”
 
   “What?” she cried.
 
   “Yes. When you say, ‘you’re too big for me’ or ‘you tire me out’ I think, oh, that’s new, and I automatically start envisioning how you felt when you were with him.”
 
   “That’s…silly.”
 
   He stared at her, and realized she was right. “I know. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”
 
   She bit her lip and neared him, sliding her hand over his chest. “I think you’re in love with me.” 
 
   He stared back at her deadpan. “I don’t like the idea of another man in your life…like that. It’s been years, and we’ve just found each other.”
 
   “It’s just you and me, Coop. I promise.”
 
   Slowly, he slid his hand over her cheek. “Okay. But you should know, it really tore me up.”
 
   She pursed her lips. “Never again,” she whispered. “I promise.” She rose onto her toes to press her lips against his. He grasped her face, slanting his mouth. 
 
   He didn’t close his eyes, and watched her face from up close, her long lashes casting shadows on her cheekbones as she kissed him back. Her hands slid down his back to push his trousers out of the way, and he instantly broke the kiss.
 
   “Not now.” He extracted his body from her eager limbs and sat on the couch. When he picked up the TV remote, Jenny glared at him with her hands on her hips.
 
   “Are you serious?” she exclaimed, stupefied.
 
   “Yeah.” He was shockingly indifferent.
 
   She scowled at him but he didn’t seem to notice. Striding forward, she blocked his view. “I believe I owe you a strip show!” she hissed, and yanked the remote controller out of his hand, switching to a music channel. An old Enrique Iglesias song sounded through the living room, and Cooper fought a smile. 
 
   God, she’s beautiful. Her hips round, proportionate to her full breasts, gyrated in time with the song. “You can dance,” he stated, eyes wide in appreciation and surprise. “I should take you out to a dance club sometime.”
 
   She hooked her thumbs through the waistband of her pink shorts, and slipped them down to reveal a white G-string. “You never have the time.”
 
   “I’ll make time…now!” he muttered slowly, his eyes following the descent of her shorts. His cock hardened in his trousers, and he straightened the fabric so it wouldn’t jut out too obviously. 
 
   “You're such a boy,” she hissed playfully, turning her back to him. He swallowed at the sight of her round ass, sliced in half by her crack. Her thong was lodged deep inside, and he had the undeniable urge to pull it out with his teeth.
 
   “Why? Because I’m enjoying a strip show by my girlfriend?”
 
   She turned around, gasping, her bare breasts covered by her hands. That was the first time that word had been used between them, and he had the nerve to blame her for being so ambiguous with Jason. “No. Because you’re enjoying a strip show!”
 
   He chuckled, ogling her body. He was starved. Three days without Jenny, sleeping in the guest bedroom, had been physically painful. He had gotten used to feeling her round ass pressed against his cock as he slept. It had been three long, lonely nights.
 
   “I missed your ass.” His balls tightened as she freed her tits. 
 
   “And these?”
 
   A contented smile spread across his face. “Yeah, those too.”
 
   Her face changed, darkening as they stared into each other’s eyes. Swiftly, she strode forward and was atop his thighs in a second, her mouth closing around his. He clasped her ass, squeezing the flesh while his tongue tangled with hers. His fingers toyed with the G-string, yanking at it, tugging, stroking. His hand delved down through her crack to explore and she groaned, pulling away, unintentionally pressing her pussy to the crotch of his trousers.
 
   It met hard, unyielding erection, and she snickered breathlessly. “Hello, Coop!” she murmured jokingly, referring to his dick. He chortled, sliding his hands over her arms as he ravenously sought her lips. She ground her pussy onto his cock again, riding him with his trousers blocking their path. 
 
   “Ohh!” Her moan escaped – tortured, needy – and she rose higher to grab both sides of his face. She raised her breasts to his mouth, guiding a nipple past the parted lips. He took it hungrily, his eyes closing as he suckled. His hands forayed lovingly over her back, sensually. Her spine arched as he trailed his wet lips to the other tit and smothered it with the same loving attention.
 
   His sharp teeth bit into the sensitive pink peak, and he slipped his tongue in torturous, wondrous circles around them. “I missed the taste of your tits,” he groaned and she drew back, tugging at his shirt fiercely. He swiftly threw it off, and she kneeled on the carpet between his feet, wrenching his trousers down. He helped her pull them off, and her lips pressed gently onto his hard, squared stomach. She trailed a path down the line of hair that traveled down to his dick, and clutched his balls in both hands lovingly.
 
   He exhaled sharply, sliding lower, his head resting on the back of the couch. She played with his balls, and saw a tiny drop of precum glistening on the tiny hole in the head. She licked it off hungrily, letting the sour salty taste cover her taste buds.
 
   Glancing up at Cooper, her blood pounding in her ears, she took the whole swollen head in her mouth and sucked hard, drawing it into her throat.
 
   “Oh!” he groaned, his back lifting off the couch slightly, but he didn’t open his eyes. He never did. When she sucked his dick, he let her have her way. That was the only time Jenny was in control. As soon as she abandoned his dick, she was thrashing and gasping as he threw her around.
 
   She let his cock slide deep into her throat, and felt more precum scalding her neck. It was sharp, delicious, and she rolled his balls around while her lips tightened around his shaft. She slid her mouth up and down, taking half the length inside because to take all of it would’ve been impossible. To make up for her amateur skills, she wrapped a hand around the base of his cock, and rubbed back and forth while her mouth tended to the rest of the length.
 
   “Jenny!” He stroked the back of her head, drawing her nearer, pushing his cock deeper against the back of her throat. She gagged and her eyes watered. Instantly, Cooper dragged her face away from his dick. 
 
   She pushed his hands away. “Cum in my mouth, Coop. I want to see what it’s like.” He shook his head but his eyes flamed at her words. “Please!” She pushed at his stomach and he fell back again. This time, his eyes stayed on her face. 
 
   She stroked his cock, his balls; her lips tight, her suckles harsh. The sight of her face so close to his cock, her lips straining to take his girth inside made him burst in her mouth. He groaned, grabbing the back of her head instinctively and pressing down.
 
   The warm spurt hit Jenny’s tongue and she swallowed it quickly. Gagging as the thick, foreign semen clogged her throat, she kept going. It tasted good, but the victorious feeling of making him cum in her mouth was mind blowing. 
 
   He twitched as she slid her lips along the length one last time, licking off all his cum. His eyes closed, he stroked the sides of his face as he surfaced, returned from the heaven where she had sent him. 
 
   When he finally opened his eyes, she had rested her head on his thigh. She was staring up at him, his cock lying limp and sideways over the other thigh. He stroked her hair, pushing it back. “Jen?”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Why were you confused about our relationship? Before I told you I loved you? Wasn’t it obvious that I'm crazy about you, and have always been?”
 
   She let the words warm her body. She didn’t want to hurt him, but after the fiasco with Jason she didn’t want to lie anymore. She had to gather her wits, her guts. Cooper was always straight about everything. It was high time she followed his example.
 
   “I wasn’t ready for it…I think. So I chose not to think about it, and I took everything…not very…seriously.”
 
   His eyes pierced into her. “Do you think you’re ready now? For more?”
 
   She deliberately misunderstood, and looked at his soft cock. “I'm ready whenever this guy’s ready.”
 
   Cooper laughed but he didn’t have his answer yet. “Do you think…you’d be comfortable if I wanted to take our relationship to the next level?”
 
   She inhaled sharply. “We’ve known each other for a month!” she exclaimed forcefully, trying to evade the question.
 
   “We’ve known each other for years, Jenny! We’ve known each other since you were in diapers!” he retorted just as fiercely.
 
   Jenny sighed, and lifted her head off his thigh. Her hands rested on his knees and she slid them up together, toward his cock. Looking at her hands, she slowly summoned up the courage. It was better that she be straight with him now, or else she could once again completely mess up the future. 
 
   “I don’t think I’m ready, Cooper.” She raised her eyes to gauge his expression, expecting hurt or even fury in his eyes, but she hadn’t considered the fact that Cooper was the most charming, sincere person she had ever met, and he was very, very understanding. “I don’t think I’m ready for more. Not yet.”
 
   “Okay.” He carted her up and pecked her sweetly on the lips.
 
   “You should know though, that you make me very happy!” Jenny whispered fiercely in his ear. 
 
   He grabbed her waist and stood up. She gasped as her feet left the ground. He threw her over his shoulder and held the back of her knees, while she clasped wildly at his bare back. “What are you doing?” she laughed, screaming.
 
   “I'm going to see if I can make you happier.”
 
   Jenny squealed as he carried her to the bedroom, and threw her on the bed like a sack of flour.
 
   **
 
   “Do you really have to go?” She clung to his arm like a child.
 
   He hugged her for the tenth time. “God, I’m going to miss you.”
 
   “I'm going to miss you too. Can you try and wrap everything up quickly? So you can get back in a couple of days?”
 
   “I will. Now go to work. I'm late for my flight.”
 
   “I hate Australia,” she mumbled as he opened the front door.
 
   He turned to smile. “It’s not Australia’s fault I have business there, sweetheart.”
 
   She giggled and waved, and he was gone.
 
   Jenny sighed, staring at the door, her heart sinking. A week wasn’t that long. But she knew what his empty apartment would be like without him – gloomy. The last time he had gone, they hadn’t even been together. They hadn’t been in love. “It’s going to be so much harder this time,” she whispered to the apartment, as she got ready for work.
 
   **
 
   Jenny sat in front of the TV, eating takeout Chinese. She was eternally grumpy, and bored. A few colleagues had planned a farewell party for the accounts executive, but she had no urge to go. She glanced at the clock. The days, the hours, everything… dragged without Cooper.
 
   The doorbell rang, and she swiftly got up to peek through the peephole. Her lips curved into a smile as she saw Cooper’s brother, Dexter, and yanked the door open.
 
   “Hi!” she cried, as he reached forward and wrapped his arms around her in a brotherly bear hug. 
 
   “Hi, Jen. Oh god, you’re so different!”
 
   She chuckled. “So are you. It’s so good to see you! Come in!”
 
   He made himself comfortable and she got him a beer from the fridge. “I've been asking Cooper for weeks about you.”
 
   “Weeks?” He seemed confused.
 
   “Yeah. Ever since I came here. And I heard you got married! Cooper is so vague, and honestly he is a little busy too.”
 
   “Yes that he is. So busy, that he didn’t tell me you’ve been here for weeks.”
 
   “He didn’t?”
 
   He shook his head, staring at her. “Why wouldn’t he tell me?”
 
   “I uh…I don’t know.” Her giddiness quickly evaporated, her brain flooded itself with negative thoughts – assumptions that would incriminate Cooper. “I've been here a couple of months now.”
 
   A smile spread across his face. “Here? In his apartment?”
 
   “Yeah.” She blushed.
 
   “So you two are a thing now?” he asked with a conspiratorial smirk.
 
   Jenny looked away laughingly. “Well, that depends on what he told you.” 
 
   Dexter chortled. “He didn’t really tell me. I mean…he wasn’t planning to I guess. I told him I needed his golf clubs and asked if he left the key with the security desk in the lobby…and it came up that he has someone living here.”
 
   “So Cooper didn’t tell you it was me?”
 
   “He had to when I asked. Because I was going to see you anyway when I came for the clubs.” He shook his head laughingly. “He mentioned very casually that you were staying here.” When Jenny nodded, and tried her damndest to think that Cooper wasn’t ashamed of her – the poor little nobody – while he…the CEO of Farrell corp.
 
   Dexter delved farther. “So you’re a thing then?”
 
   “Umm…” She snickered, unsure what to say. If Cooper didn’t want his brother to know, she didn’t want to tell him either. She tried to think sanely, without making Cooper the villain in the situation. Maybe he didn’t want anyone prying into our delicate, complicated relationship.
 
   “You know what, Jenny? A woman, in his apartment, that’s a big damn deal. So it’s pretty obvious that you’re together together.”
 
   She beamed at the pleasing statement. “Yes, I've heard he doesn’t have women up here. This is his domain. Only his.”
 
   He smiled, and Jenny felt the familiar tug of emptiness in her chest. Dexter looked so much like Cooper. She missed Cooper even more. 
 
   “I’m so happy…seriously, it’s about time,” Dexter grinned. “Cooper’s been pining over you for years.”
 
   Jenny choked on her beer, then wiped her lips. “He has?”
 
   “Yeah!” His eyes widened to enunciate. “Mom kept teasing him for years about you. That he would settle down only when his beloved Jenny returned.”
 
   Jenny bit her lip. “You're not serious.”
 
   “I am! I swear to God. Wait till mom knows about this. She’ll probably throw a party or something.”
 
   Jenny laughed out loud, and Dexter joined in. “I hope he comes back soon. It’s so annoying whenever he has to go to Sydney.”
 
   “Yeah. He’s been avoiding this trip for several months now.”
 
   “But he just went two months ago.”
 
   Dexter gaped at her, his eyes narrowed. “Ahan?”
 
   Jenny snickered. “He went for ten days. God!” She rolled her eyes. “I was so bored.”
 
   Dexter swiftly looked away and took another long swig of his beer.
 
   “Is something wrong?” confusion swamped Jenny. As soon as she mentioned Cooper’s last visit to Sydney, Dexter’s face had clouded.
 
   “No. Everything’s fine. Do you think you could get his golf clubs for me? He said they’re in his bedroom closet.”
 
   Jenny swiftly stood up to find them, wondering why in hell Dexter suddenly turned so aloof and distant. What was going on between the brothers? Did they have a personal rift, business problems? “Sure.” 
 
   “I’d get them myself but it’s probably…you probably live in that bedroom too.”
 
   Jenny couldn’t bite back a chuckle as he tried to probe. “Yes. That’s very thoughtful of you, Dex.”
 
   She found the clubs behind the array of Cooper’s suits, and Dexter stood up to leave as soon as she handed them to him. “Thanks, Jen. It’s been so awesome to see you. Now I’m going to go home and call mom to tell her the good news.”
 
   Jenny smiled and hugged him tightly. “Come over for dinner with your wife when Cooper returns.”
 
   “Will do,” he promised sweetly and left.
 
   Jenny still felt a tiny wiggle in her chest over what Dexter had said – or not said essentially. Something had made him shut down a little. She shrugged. I’ll ask Cooper. With Cooper being the founder of Farrell Corp., and later hiring all four of his brothers, things were bound to get tricky between them.
 
   **
 
   Three days later, Jenny pressed the phone to her ear as Cooper told her he loved her. “I miss you, Jen. I’m trying my damndest to hurry this up. Why don’t you fly over to see me?”
 
   “I told you. I can’t now. The auditing team is keeping the whole bank busy. I can’t ask for leave.” 
 
   He sighed. “I know.” 
 
   “Coop…do you and Dex have an issue? Like problems at work or something?”
 
   Cooper paused. “Not really. Why? Did he say something?”
 
   “No, he didn’t say anything. He just got a little weird while I was talking to him. I thought maybe you two…”
 
   “No. Dex is the only one I don’t have problems with. That’s why I've kept him in New York and the rest I’ve stationed in Sydney.”
 
   “Okay. Just had the niggling feeling.”
 
   “However, I think now he and I are going to have problems, since he told mom about you and she’s going bonkers.”
 
   Jenny chortled. “What did she say?”
 
   “She’s planning to come with me, to stay with us.”
 
   “That’s nice.”
 
   “No. I've told her it’s not a good idea. Not yet, not until we…you know.”
 
   “Have sex?” Jenny offered.
 
   He guffawed. “No. Until we both know what we have is headed in the right direction. That we have something worth showing.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “Listen, I have to go. I’ll call you when I get back to my hotel alright?”
 
   “Okay. Bye. Love you.”
 
   “Love you, too.” 
 
   She hung up dejectedly, and glanced around the apartment, wondering what to do.
 
   Her gaze fell on his desk in the far end of the apartment. It needed to be dusted and cleaned, so she got a dust cloth. She collected the random sheets of paper lying on the desk, and opened the top drawer to see if they needed to be sorted. It was stuffed full of papers, and as she extracted them out, she realized they were financial statements and credit card bills.
 
   She hadn’t planned to snoop, but her eye fell on a considerable amount of money charged by The Ritz. She sat at his desk and wondered why he had to stay at a hotel in the city, when he had an apartment. He probably didn’t have the apartment back then, which meant the papers were useless and old. She sighed at Cooper’s laziness, and checked the date.
 
   Feb 18.
 
   Feb 18?
 
   She knew the date well. On Feb. 17, she had lost her job and come to New York. And the next day, Cooper had left for Sydney.
 
   “What the hell?” she whispered, checking and double-checking the date on the statement. Maybe it’s last year’s statement. 
 
   No. 
 
   His credit card was charged with ten nights worth of stay, at The Ritz in New York. 
 
   In the days he had said he was in Sydney.
 
   She rested her chin on her hand. “What is this?” she hissed, confusion swamping her. Then a pretty image crossed her mind. Celia, blonde, gorgeous, model. She had walked in on them the previous night, and he had suddenly decided to get up and go to Sydney.
 
   Or The Ritz.
 
   Anger burned her insides.
 
   Cooper had been with Celia for ten days. At The Ritz. God! She shook her head, clasping her forehead. When Cooper came back, he had been so persuasive, so sure of what he wanted. He had barged in on her and commanded that she sleep with him.
 
   And being stupidly naively idiotic, she had thought he had a thing for her.
 
   “Oh, my God!” She couldn’t breathe, and felt nauseous. She covered her mouth with her hand. Relax! We hadn’t been together. We hadn’t been sleeping together. He had just had me over, given me a place to sleep, and then maybe he went off to meet Celia.
 
   For ten days.
 
   The anxiety returned. She could just picture Cooper’s bare, gorgeous body on top of…Celia’s.
 
   “Ugh!” Her heart was ripping up into a hundred pieces. She covered her face with her hands, and tears spilled from her eyes.
 
   What am I doing? Why is this so hard? Why can’t I just stop having these surprise demons crash into my life and scatter everything? 
 
   As soon as she got everything together, the shambles that was her life, something came along to destroy her balance once again. She sniffled and wiped the tears off her cheeks.
 
   Cooper hadn’t essentially cheated on her. But he had lied. He had said he was not sleeping with Celia, and he had said he was in freaking Sydney.
 
   Her lips parted and her eyes widened. So that’s what had happened to Dexter! As soon as she mentioned that Cooper had gone to Sydney two months ago, his face had clouded, and he had become reserved.
 
   Dexter was covering up for his brother. He had realized that Cooper had lied to Jenny.
 
   She felt pathetic. First Cooper didn’t even think she was special enough to tell his family about her, and then she had stupidly admitted in front of his brother how idiotically trusting she was. Cooper was a womanizer, just like she had thought earlier, and she had to run before this got out of hand.
 
   Angry, furious at being treated like a doormat by Cooper, she retrieved his iPad from the drawer and went through the contacts. There! She scribbled Cooper’s architect’s phone number on the back of the credit card statement.
 
   **
 
   Traffic roared behind her as she stood in front of the picturesque little apartment building. She stepped inside, and went straight to the lobby. “Celia Banks? She’s expecting me.”
 
   Her heart slamming in her chest, she wondered wildly what she was doing. Once the initial fury wore off, she was shaking, her legs trembling. Do I really want to see the woman Cooper slept with for ten days? While I lay in his apartment, believing stupidly that he was in Sydney?
 
   She swallowed and fidgeted outside Celia’s apartment. As she raised her hand to knock, nostalgia gripped her.
 
   Months ago, she had been engulfed in the same confusion, same embarrassment, when she had come to Cooper’s place. She had known she had to knock, but at the same time she hadn’t wanted to. It was utter helplessness.
 
   Sighing, she finally tapped on the door and almost instantly it was pulled open. Celia stared back at her, a polite smile on her face. “Hi.”
 
   Jenny was taken aback by her cordiality, “Hey, Celia.”
 
   “Come in, please!” She swiftly drew back. Jenny sat on a high backed chair next to the large windows that overlooked the street, and Celia came to sit beside her. “You wanted to talk? I’m sure this is about Cooper so fire away.” She chuckled shyly.
 
   “I'm sorry, Celia. I know you don’t owe me anything, but I really need to know something.” When Celia stared at her questioningly, Jenny looked away gutlessly. Did she want to know? If Celia admitted that she had been with Cooper, she was sure she was going to die. “Have you met Cooper since you came to his apartment?”
 
   Celia pursed her lips and stared at the carpet. “Yes.”
 
   Jenny’s breath escaped in a rush. “Great. Thanks,” she muttered bitterly and stood up, heading toward the door.
 
   “No! Wait, Jenny?” Jenny twirled back to meet the blonde’s eyes. Now Celia was going to rub it into her face. “I think you’re taking this the wrong way.”
 
   “Really? Am I, Celia? You were with him for days! How am I supposed to take this the right way?”
 
   “Days?” Her face twisted up, still pretty as a picture. Rage billowed in Jenny’s chest. “I just met him for dinner. He called me, but we just talked. I think I stayed for an hour. He explained how he…well…” She giggled. “He essentially scolded me for barging in that day.”
 
   Jenny felt the blood rush out of her. She swallowed. “You didn’t stay with him at the Ritz?"
 
   “God, no! He said he didn’t want to have anything to do with me, and he was done playing…he said he had…he said he’d found the one.”
 
   Tears burned Jenny’s eyelids, and she strode forward, ferociously wrapping her arms around Celia. Celia gasped. 
 
   “Thank you, Celia.”
 
   ** 
 
   Jenny’s cellphone rang for the tenth time since that morning, and she glanced at it, knowing it would be Cooper. Again.
 
   It was Dexter.
 
   So Cooper has enlisted assistance.
 
   “Jenny! Where are you?” Dexter yelled urgently, breathless, as if he had been running.
 
   “I'm at my place.”
 
   “Your place? What are you doing? Cooper has been calling like a madman. Why are you moving out of his apartment?”
 
   “I can’t explain to you, Dex.” She trapped her phone between her ear and shoulder, pulling out clothes from the suitcase and hanging them in her new closet.
 
   “Why not? He’s getting on a flight tonight. Can you just call him and explain why you’re moving out? He’s losing his mind.”
 
   “Dexter…I’ll talk to him when he gets here, alright? I can’t do the phone thing anymore. He gets pissed and yells, and I want to smack him through the phone. This phone is the worst thing ever invented…it’s a curse to long distance relationships.”
 
   “You're making no sense.”
 
   “See? It’s this damn phone! I can never get my point across.”
 
   Dexter sighed. “Where have you moved?”
 
   Jenny bit her lip and gave him the address, and he hung up, telling her he’d call back once he talked to Cooper.
 
   Jenny felt bad for using a mediator to talk to Cooper. But she had made it clear; she was too emotionally underdeveloped to deal with the drama of a serious relationship. So, she bailed.
 
   **
 
   A sharp knock on the front door, along with the constant ringing doorbell awoke her. She glanced at the clock, wondering if Cooper had come back and decided to give her a visit. A glimpse through the peephole and her heart began beating frantically. 
 
   She opened the door and Cooper stood fuming outside, with a harassed looking security guard behind him.
 
   “Could you have at least left my name on the expected visitors’ list?” he raged.
 
   Jenny shook her head to clear it. “Come in,” she finally managed after a long pregnant pause.
 
   Cooper stomped in, turning to face her. “What happened, Jenny?” 
 
   “Nothing happened.”
 
   He pursed his lips. “Then why are you here? And not back at our apartment?”
 
   “I needed…” She tried desperately to remember all the things she had rehearsed in her head. “I need some space. I need to be independent.”
 
   He nodded. “I can give you space.” 
 
   “I got tired of all the…drama.”
 
   “What drama, Jenny? What happened with Jason…I've let it go, you know that.”
 
   She shook her head, walking toward the couch in the center of her small apartment. Plopping herself onto it, she waited until he sat and then breathed deeply. “It’s not about that. I mean it is…but it was just a constant barrage of drama. I just want to rest…I want peace. I don’t want to feel like an over-emotional yoyo all the freaking time!”
 
   “What are you talking about, sweetheart?”
 
   She stared straight into his eyes. “I found your credit card statement and…saw the ten day stay at The Ritz.”
 
   His face went white and his lips parted. “You're misunderstanding that. I only lied to you because you were on the verge of leaving my place, because we kissed…and Celia barged in…and then I…I didn’t have a choice so I moved out of the damn apartment so you didn’t have to go anywhere.”
 
   “See? The drama! God! It’s like we’re constantly just…” She sighed. “I told you I’m not ready for anything serious. I wasn’t even willing to have a relationship. But it happened and…I don’t like the person that I've become!”
 
   “I like the person that you’ve become.”
 
   “I don’t, Cooper. I’m always worried over something or the other. You know what I did when I found the statement? I called your architect for Celia’s number- ”
 
   “What?” He shook his head in disbelief. “Celia had nothing to do with that!”
 
   “I know. But I went all Nancy Drew. Heartbroken Nancy Drew, and I don’t want to feel that pathetically vulnerable again.”
 
   “What did Celia say?” He wondered if she had lied to cause a rift between him and Jenny.
 
   “She told me the truth. She was really sweet.”
 
   “Is that why you moved into her apartment building? Are you two buddies now?”
 
   She chuckled. “No. I just liked her apartment when I came to talk to her.”
 
   “Okay.” He paused staring at the ground. “So you want us to…date? Or what? Take it slow?”
 
   Jenny swallowed. “I want a break.”
 
   “Ahan!” He turned his face away and shifted on the couch, linking his fingers together, lost in thought.
 
   “Cooper…you know I love you.”
 
   “That’s why you need break!” he scoffed
 
   She grabbed his arm as he stood up, but he didn’t let her clutch him. “I was so…whiny, needy, dependent. While you were in Sydney this time, I moped around all day. I’m becoming pathetic.”
 
   He looked down at her, and shook his head. “You were in love with me. And you missed me. It was normal. Why do you have to psychoanalyze everything?”
 
   She stayed silent, and scratched the cushion cover lazily. He stared down at her, before walking out of her apartment. Her heart twisted painfully in her ribs, and she clenched her eyes shut to squelch the ache. Remorse made its presence known. She pulled in the tears that brimmed behind her eyelids. Dreary fogs engulfed her, and she already felt the missing link to her happiness. Cooper.
 
   **
 
   Jenny gathered the files off her office desk and stuffed them inside her laptop sleeve. Gracie – her colleague and new friend – shuffled past. 
 
   “Are you heading back already?” Gracie asked.
 
   “Yup.” 
 
   “Do you want to go out for a drink tonight?” She peeked at Jenny hesitantly.
 
   Jenny pursed her lips. It had been two months since she had moved into her own apartment. During that time, a lot of stuff had changed. She had made two new good friends. The first one was Gracie, and the other was the most ridiculous prospect of all – Celia Banks. 
 
   Gracie knew the Cooper Farrell episode, and surprisingly, she hadn’t sympathized with Jenny – at all. Her view of Cooper Farrell bordered on adoration and worship, and she always insisted that Cooper was a catch, and that Jenny had been a fool to let him go.
 
   “I don’t feel like it tonight,” Jenny mumbled. “You carry on without me. I think I’ll stay in and watch a movie.”
 
   “Mhmm. Don’t you think you should do something else? Besides staying home and feeding the cats?”
 
   “I don’t have any cats.”
 
   “The way you’re going, it’s only a matter of time, Jenny.”
 
   Jenny smiled. “Don’t be ridiculous.”
 
   “By the way, I think there’s something you should know.” When she had Jenny’s full attention, she scooted closer, her voice lowered to a whisper. “I was in the manager’s office this morning, and I overheard…” She gazed at Jenny, worry marking her features.
 
   “What? You overheard what? You’re scaring me.” 
 
   Gracie sighed. “O’Malley trust is owned by…Farrell Corp.”
 
   Jenny swallowed, her throat going dry. “What?” 
 
   “I didn’t want to upset you, Jen. But I thought you should know.”
 
   “Yeah!” Jenny fought back tears, grabbing her bag and walking speedily out of the bank.
 
   **
 
   Cooper slid into his car and slipped his key into the ignition. A sound from his right made him turn and the passenger side door opened. “What the?” Then he realized it wasn’t a mugger.
 
   “Jenny?”
 
   “Hi, Cooper!” she almost shrieked breathlessly.
 
   He inhaled hastily, his eyes roving over her face. “What happened? Are you alright?”
 
   Jenny’s lower lip trembled as she battled the sobs from erupting from her chest. Even when she deserved nothing but distaste, he was still worried about her. 
 
   “I’m alright, boss.” When Cooper just furrowed his eyebrows, she unsteadily spoke again. “You own O’Malley trust.” 
 
   Cooper looked away. “Is there anything else you have to say? Because I’m in a hurry.”
 
   “I’ll go with you.” She sat straighter, securing the seatbelt across herself.
 
   He turned, finally getting angry. “Go where? I’m going home…to my place. You should go home…to your place.”
 
   “No, take me to your place,” she cried stubbornly.
 
   “What- get out of my car!”
 
   “No!” Jenny shouted, and Cooper saw the tears, the dampness on her eyelashes. 
 
   She had been crying. Wordlessly, he put the car into gear and they pulled out of basement parking, out into the last filtering streaks of dusk.
 
   They rode in silence until Cooper’s apartment building came into view. He finally turned to her determinedly. “Can I drop you off somewhere?”
 
   “No.”
 
   He stopped the car, turning to face her. “What kind of childishness is this now? Can’t you just grow up? You’re pissing me off and this is not the first damn time. I can’t deal with this immaturity anymore.”
 
   Jenny’s heart warped excruciatingly. He’s being rude. Is he over me? Has he forgotten me already? Has he found someone else?
 
   “Is there someone else at your apartment?” 
 
   Cooper slapped his hand onto the steering wheel and Jenny jumped. “Enough! Enough of these assumptions…these asinine thoughts that just pop into your little brain and you speak them out loud. I can’t even dignify them with a response anymore.”
 
   “Why are you so mad at me?” she cried. 
 
   He gaped at her. “Have you…have you got something up here?” He pointed to his head. “Take a moment, and think…why am I pissed at you? Hmm. Is it really that hard to solve that query?”
 
   Jenny bit her lip. “I think I owe you an explanation.”
 
   “No, thank you very much. Save it! Tell me where I can drop you off.”
 
   “Listen to me!” She grabbed his hand and pulled it onto her lap, but he gently towed it off. “I don’t know…why I did what I did. It seemed like such a good idea at the time. Ever since I landed on your doorstep, broke, pathetic, I…I wanted to leave. You know that right?”
 
   “Yes, I know.” He didn’t look at her.
 
   “The last few months with Jason…” She began slowly. 
 
   That sparked his interest, and he quickly looked at her face. Gauging every word now, every expression. He had always thought she had bailed because of Jason.
 
   She inhaled deeply before continuing. “I wasn’t happy, but I thought I was. I was just in a routine. Living with him, believing that this was it. This was my life. I didn’t know it could be any different, and didn’t expect it to be. When I met you, it was so sensational, dynamic…but I always assumed that it would soon become as dull and meaningless as it was with Jason.”
 
   “And it did. For you.”
 
   “No, it didn’t! But I stayed scared, always, every second. I was waiting for it to become dreary and dull. I wanted to stay happy because you kept me happy. But at the back of my mind, I always knew that I was never good enough for you.’
 
   “You have lost your mind!”
 
   A sob escaped her chest. “I thought you stayed with Celia for ten days, and my chest was on fire with agony. Then I found out that it wasn’t true, but I thought it was only a matter of time…before you would find someone as exciting as yourself.”
 
   “You're crazy.” He looked out of the window again. 
 
   “Do you think, Coop…do you think you could give me another chance?” His gaze swiveled toward hers, serious, cold, unfeeling. Her heart sank. “I really want to give us another chance.”
 
   “But you need space. And you don’t like the person you are when you’re with me.”
 
   She sobbed, her lips trembling, her eyes crinkling as tears spilled down her cheeks. “That person was better than this person. I hurt all the time, Cooper.”
 
   He exhaled, staring at her, but he couldn’t bring himself to touch her, comfort her. Not yet. He had given up on the idea of her, accepted the fact that she would never feel about him the way he felt about her. He was petrified that if he reached forward and touched her, the illusion would disappear, that she couldn’t possibly be saying this.
 
   “What do you…” He cleared his throat as he fought the urge to wipe her tears. “What do you want me to do now, Jenny? You’re not ready for commitment and I...”
 
   “I’m ready. I want to commit. Whatever you say. I…”
 
   He put the car into gear and sped straight into his apartment building. As soon as the car stopped, he jumped out and opened the passenger side door, hauling her out by the arm. Jenny just gaped at him, unsure what he was trying to do. They traveled up the elevator in silence and Jenny dared not smile. She couldn’t believe that Cooper had given in so easily. But then she remembered how much the man had loved her, and she gawked at him longingly.
 
   He didn’t meet her eyes, and as the bell marked their arrival to his floor, he towed her along to his apartment. He unlocked the door, but instead of opening it, he turned to face her, his orbs liquidly furious, blocking her path.
 
   “There’s only one way you can make me forget what you did.”
 
   “And that is?”
 
   “Marry me.”
 
   The words hung in the air, and Jenny’s eyes widened, her lips joining in the gaping stare. “What are you saying?” she whispered. 
 
   “You heard me, Jenny. Marry me! No more drama. No more of your tantrums. Marry me.”
 
   A sob tore from her chest, and she threw her arms around Cooper’s neck, her feet leaving the floor as he held her waist and hugged her. “I’m sorry. I’m so so sorry,” she wailed loudly into his neck.
 
   “Before you say yes, you should know that I intend on locking you up so you can never run from me again.”
 
   She laughed between sobs, and grasped him tighter. “Yes! Yes!”
 
   THE END
 
   *
 
   Popular writer Lucia Jordan is proud to release Four Series Collection Volume 5 containing four of her Bestselling Series.
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   Flirting With Desire:
 
   Hanna’s life should have been perfect. She had a boyfriend she adored, a wonderful job and few worries. Oh, except the fact that she’d just been promoted to work for the worst boss in corporate history. Damian Rush. Damian was a man who liked control. Hanna knew from the first day that they would never get along. And as for the sparks that flew each time she saw him, she chose to ignore the signs. She had a man in her life and she’d like to keep him. Even the strange thrills her commanding, magnetic and totally hateful boss brought coursing through her body would not overcome her. She was stronger than her deepest, heated desires. Or was she?
 
    
 
   Possessing Me:
 
   When Taylor Heaton, a supermarket assistant, went to her first day of work, she wasn’t expecting any surprises, just a paycheck. But a messy accident with a mysterious customer leaves her reeling. He neither acknowledges her, nor her flustered apology, and instead surveys her like an object for sale. She is affronted, but before her senses recover to form a scathing retort, he disappears. The next morning he returns to offend her again, urging her to follow him around like a personal assistant. But Taylor is oblivious to the fact that Michael White is testing her boundaries, unabashedly judging her submissive aptitude for his dominant needs.
 
    
 
   Learning To Love:
 
   After his girlfriend of six years publicly rejects his marriage proposal, Marc is hurt and pissed off. All he wants to do is get away, but he hadn’t planned for the blizzard that causes him to go off the road. Forced to walk a mile in the blinding snow, he happens upon a bed and breakfast owned and operated by Alyson – the girl from college he always used to fantasize about. Alyson vaguely remembers Marc, but definitely not as clearly as he remembers her. But as they begin to talk, things heat up and Alyson finds herself naked and orgasming beneath him. It’s glorious, but when it’s over, the reality of what she has done comes crashing down around her. She’d sworn to stay true to her fiancé, Greg, who had died while serving his country. But she hadn’t, and the guilt is consuming her.
 
    
 
   Trusting His Heart:
 
   Becky is still devastated over the loss of her husband and best friend, Edward. A year has passed and it becomes essential for her to find a job that will allow her to support her and their young daughter, Tessa. When she lands a job for one of the most prestigious magazines in town, Becky rejoices in her extremely good fortune and strives to embrace her new life as a single parent. But a surprising blast from her past appears, throwing things out of focus, and shedding some much needed light on many details that until now had completely escaped her notice. But can Becky handle the angles and turns that come with life through a lens.
 
   CLICK HERE to get your copy of the COMPLETE COLLECTION
 
    
 
   Volume 5 is a seriously hot and provocative collection by Lucia Jordan, written in her signature style of passion, searing depictions and high emotion.
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