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C h a p t e r O n e  
 

 

 
 

“Size eight,” I yelled out in excitement to my best friend, Carmen. We 

were at the lovely ZAM, a boutique store I frequented often, in the heart of 

the city. We were shopping for new outfits to wear to Shecky’s, a girls’ night 

out event. Thursday night Shecky’s was making its way back to DC for the 

fall event at DAR Constitution Hall, and we were getting ready to attend. 

With a big smile, Carmen brought me back a size eight in the chocolate 

brown strapless dress and complimented me on how great I looked after my 

recent weight loss. I returned an equally big smile to her because I was proud of 

my success. I had worked really hard the past ten or so months at reclaiming my 

life, getting healthier, and losing weight, which had obviously paid off so far. I’d 

been deeply depressed from my dark past and the years of infidelity and betrayal 

by my ex-fiancé, Gabriel, and ex–best friend, Karen. 

I had met Gabriel, the father of my ten-year-old daughter, Gabrielle, in high 

school when I was fourteen. He was now a successful and respected big-time 
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international sports agent and attorney. He willingly provided me with child sup- 

port and covered all of our expenses. Gabe was good looking, an eight out of ten, 

with a round face and athletic body. He had brown hair, ocean-blue eyes, and 

naturally tan skin. He had beautiful dimples that he was not afraid to use to his 

advantage, along with an amazing charm and smile. 

I’d met Karen that same year. We had become best friends, and she was one of 

Gabi’s godmothers. Almost four years ago, a couple of days before my wedding, I 

had not only found out that Gabe and Karen had been having an affair for years, 

but also that Karen had given birth to their daughter, Erma, my goddaughter, 

just two years prior. However, my dim, hellish past even before that had done the 

most damage to me. 

The sheer strapless dress complemented my shapely curves so well that I was 

mesmerized at the voluptuous reflection in the mirror. Carmen’s mouth hit the 

floor in astonishment, and I could not stop smiling from ear to ear. 

“Damn, girl!” Carmen yelled, grabbing the attention of several other custom- 

ers and employees. It sent me running back into the dressing room. 

I met Carmen in middle school, and we instantly became great friends. 

Through all of the fucked-up drama in my life, she had always been there. She 

had always been very beautiful, with an oblong face and soft jawline. She was tall, 

with long blonde hair and light-blue eyes. She had a slender, curvy frame and 

pale skin. 

Carmen pulled me back out of the dressing room. “Don’t be shy or embarrassed 

and try to hide that sexy-ass body of yours. Look at you. You look amazing, Abi.” 

And she was right. For the first time in years, I had a body that I was entirely 

happy and comfortable with. My five-foot-nine frame boasted sexy curves with a 
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small waist, toned thick thighs, and a full, round rear. My wavy hair was long and 

dark brown. My eyes were hazel green. 

“I’ll take this one,” I said to Carmen and the store manager. I headed back to 

the dressing room to change back into my street clothes. 

Carmen got the same dress in black, size four. Carmen tried on her dress and 

was pleased with the fit and look. She looked amazing in it, as she did in anything 

she wore. 

I grabbed a pair of dark pink, open-toe, 2.5-inch heels and a pink clutch to 

match. Carmen opted for the black open-toe 4-inch stilettos and black clutch. She 

headed back to the dressing room to change back into her clothes. 

After we paid for our items and proceeded out of the store, a tall, sexy, yum- 

milicious vessel of a man came up behind us with a heart-melting, panties-drop- 

ping, lustful smile. He had a soft olive complexion; short, curly brunette hair; 

medium thick eyebrows; and stunning gray-green eyes. His lips were luscious and 

kissable. His toned, sculpted frame was indeed delectable. He wore blue faded- 

effect denims with a navy blue button-down jersey shirt with an Italian collar. His 

shoes of choice were blue suede Collezioni. 

“Beautiful indeed,” he commented, referring to the word “Beautiful” that 

both Carmen and I had on our T-shirts. He had the most incredible voice I had 

ever heard. It was low and deep yet sensual, sexual, and domineering, which 

made my body quiver just hearing the words come from his beautiful mouth. His 

eyes were big, focused, and definitely burning with desire. Their smoldering gray 

and beaming green sparkled with mystery and adventure. He smelled incred- 

ible, too—like some kind of oak or other wood, musky and lightly sweetened, yet 

warm, elegant, and sophisticated. 
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Carmen looked at the hunkalicious man and said, “Thank you; so are you.” 

She blushed with a huge smile. 

I gave him a gentle smile and darted my eyes and head slightly down to my 

left, as if to say thank you, even though I knew he was likely speaking to Carmen. 

Damn…he is fine as hell and smells damn good, I thought. Mmm. 

“I’ll be over here,” I said to Carmen, to allow her a moment of privacy with Mr. 

Sexy. As I began to walk away, I noticed his eyes piercing me but thought nothing 

of it. Moments later Carmen returned, smiling, devilishly, from ear to ear. 

“He invited us out tomorrow night to that exclusive lounge, Sens.” 

“Us?” I asked. 

“Yes, us.” She grabbed hold of my left elbow as we walked down Massachusetts 

Avenue. 

 
Later that evening we arrived at DAR Constitution Hall a little before 8 p.m. 

Well-dressed women and different vendors advertising everything from cloth- 

ing and jewelry to fragrances and beauty products filled the room. We got our 

cocktail drinks and were making our rounds when Carmen’s phone rang. She 

answered the call pleasantly enough, but the conversation soon escalated to an 

argument. 

“Are you kidding me?” She was exasperated, with a look of violence in her 

eyes. “Whatever,” she yelled into the phone. 

Carmen ended the call and looked at me apologetically. I knew what it was 

without being told, as Carmen was forced to endure the same drama I did with 

my daughter’s father. 
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Matt had called Carmen to tell her that she needed to come and collect their 

daughter from his home because he had to take care of an imperative out-of-the- 

blue business deal for one of his major clients and good friend. A deal he had to 

make happen. 

“Dammit, Matt,” she cried out, shaking her head as we made our way to the 

exit. 

Matt and Carmen had a four-year-old girl, Megan, who was the pride and 

joy of both their lives. Matt and I had been close friends since we’d attended 

Georgetown together. He was one of a very, very short list of men I could trust to 

be near me. My mom and dad wanted me to study medicine, and I had originally 

wanted to be a doctor, just like my dad. However, those dreams remained dreams. 

Matt had studied law, and I had studied business, then economics, and finally 

health care administration and nursing. I loved the fields health care admin- 

istration and nursing until we had started discussing sensitive issues that were 

constant reminders of my past. Subsequently I had quit that, too, and then school 

altogether after completing my second miserable year. However, some good had 

come out of my years at Georgetown. During a campus event I had introduced 

Carmen and Matt to each other. Since that day, whether they admitted it or not, 

they had been head over heels in love. 

We arrived at the huge monogrammed brass gates at Matt’s luxurious man- 

sion in Chevy Chase. Carmen leaned over me from the passenger’s seat and swiped 

an electronic key. Once past the gates, I thought we had driven into heaven. The 

driveway was huge, with beautifully paved marble stone, and there was an enor- 

mous wrap-around pond. Carmen used her key to let us inside Matt’s home. 

Hmm. She never told me she had easy access to Matt’s home. 
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“Ah, Ms. Owens.” Matt’s driver and personal assistant, Randall, greeted us 

when we walked in. 

“Randall, you look amazing,” Carmen said as she hugged him. 

“You, as always,” he replied. 

“This is my best friend, Abigail. Abi, this is Randall. Without him, Matt will 

crumble.” 

He smiled in response. We exchanged pleasantries and proceeded through 

the foyer and into the living area, which had cathedral ceilings. Randall escorted 

us into Matt’s office. 

“Carmen, I am so sorry for cutting your evening short, but this is an issue 

that requires an emergency meeting at ten thirty tonight. It’s a huge merger deal,” 

Matt managed to get out in one breath before Carmen could rip him a new one. 

Carmen went over to Matt’s bar with fire in her eyes and poured herself a 

drink. Before she could give voice to the argument she’d been composing since we 

left Shecky’s, Matt noticed me. 

“Oh my God! Abi?” 

“Hi, Matt. How are you?” I answered with a pleasant smile. 

“Abi!” he said again, giving me a once-over from head to toe. 

“I know. She looks amazing. Doesn’t she?” Carmen temporarily forgot her 

anger. 

“You look really good, Abi. I am so happy to see you. What’s it been, two, two 

and a half years since I last saw you?” Matt approached me with his arms out- 

stretched, wordlessly requesting an embrace. 

“Something like that,” I replied under his tight squeeze. 

“I am so happy to see you,” he repeated. 



7  

Chapter One 
 

I was one hundred percent sure that Carmen had discussed my highs 

and lows with Matt just by his reaction to my presence. Matt was definitely the 

brother I’d never had. He was athletically built and the same height as Carmen, 

with brown eyes and dark hair. The last time Matt had seen me, I had been over- 

weight, depressed, devastated by betrayal and infidelity, and still trying to cope 

with my past. 

“Damn, Abi, if it wasn’t for Carmen, I would’ve thought you fell off of the face 

of the fucking earth. You just cut everything and everybody off. Why?” Matt asked 

with great concern. 

In response, I gave him a tight smile, hoping it sent the message not to push 

the issue. 

“OK. But one day soon we’re going to sit down and talk about this shit, in 

detail and in person.” 

I looked to my right, narrowing my eyebrows at Carmen, who quickly gave me 

an apologetic glance from the corner of her eyes. 

“Don’t give me that look, Abi,” Carmen said. 

Matt turned to Carmen and again apologized for not being able to honor his 

agreement to watch their daughter that night. Carmen narrowed her eyebrows 

and gave Matt a scolding look as he collected documents for his meeting that had 

ruined my first real night out in god knew how long. 

Racing out the door at 10:13 p.m., Matt yelled, “Carm, Meg is in the playroom. 

Tell her Daddy loves her and apologizes for running out on her, and I’ll make it 

up to her really soon.” 

“Tell her yourself, asswipe,” Carmen countered. 

“I’ll make it up to you, too, then,” he said with a mischievous grin. 
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Carmen grinned widely and just as mischievously at the thought of Matt 

making it up to her. I looked squarely at Carmen and gave an approving, blithe- 

some smile. 

“What the hell is that for?” Carmen asked. 

“What?” I countered with a shrug. My smile only widened. 

“You and those inquiring eyes of yours. You know that look you give people 

when you are internally scolding—that size-you-up-I’m-going-to-figure-you-out 

look.” 

“You and Matt are bumping and grinding and in love again, and don’t even 

try to deny it,” I said lovingly, gently bumping shoulders with her. 

I’d always hoped they would work out their differences because they had been 

such an amazing couple in the past. They were so perfect for each other. Matt was 

the only one who could tame Carmen, and Carmen was the only one who dared 

to put Matt in his place. 

“It was just a couple times. Nothing serious, and no, we are not getting back 

together,” Carmen said. Her composure was broken when a ginormous smile 

broke out across her face. 

That smile was another reason they were perfect for one another. She had 

never smiled like that until she met Matt. 

Shrugging, I let the matter drop for the moment, and we both smiled as we 

walked out of the office. Carmen showed me the rest of Matt’s beautiful home 

before we headed to the playroom where Megan slept. Carmen scooped Megan off 

the plush pink futon. Carmen turned on the security system and locked up the 

place, and we headed home. 
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I dropped Carmen and Megan off at their home in the Spring Valley area, 

not far from Matt’s home. My own home was only a ten-minute drive from there. 

My penthouse, which was in the same neighborhood, took up three full floors. 

It was about 18,850 square feet, with six bedrooms, six and a half baths, and a 

three-level, 8,750-square-foot wrap-around terrace with an enormous swimming 

pool and hot tub on the lower level. My mom, Gloria, had been babysitting my 

daughter for me while Carmen and I were out. She was patiently sitting in my 

living area, watching something on the CMT channel with my daughter asleep in 

her lap. My mom and I had a complex relationship, partly because she had always 

refused to believe me when I spoke the truth about the darkness of my past. 

Without a doubt, I loved my mother, but I hated the hell out of her for 

not choosing to believe me. My mom was a lovely and stunning woman with a 

kind and generous heart. She was very pretty, with black, wavy hair. She was of 

Tennessee Melungeon and white descent. She had fair skin, full lips like my own, 

big green eyes, and an amazing smile that she knew how to use to redirect my 

hate away from her. 

“How’d it go?” my mom asked in genuine excitement. 

“It was perfect and refreshing,” I responded, kicking off my heels and walking 

toward her and Gabi. 

I leaned over and laid a big juicy kiss on Gabi while she was sleeping before I 

surprised my mother with a loving kiss on her cheek. 

“Thank you for keeping an eye on Gabi. It means a lot to me.” 

My mom reached over and returned the gesture with a motherly kiss to my 

left cheek. 
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“I’ll do anything for you, Abi. Besides, sitting here with Gabi is no big deal. I 

am just glad to see you go out and enjoy yourself. That’s all a mother could ask for.” 

I smiled in response. Not my usual tight don’t-bother-me smile, but the way I 

used to before she had married my stepdad, Dr. Richard Shannahan, when I was 

twelve. Her eyes widened. 

“There’s my daughter,” she said with a tremulous voice, nearly crying. It had 

been a very long time since I’d shown her such affection. 

“Let me get her up so she can go to bed, Mother.” 

I had to change the subject immediately to avoid reliving the past and chang- 

ing personality on my mother in a blink of an eye, as I often did because of the 

past. I had accepted the fact that my past would always keep us at arm’s distance 

with each other, and my mother had learned that trying to get sincerely close to 

me in such a way would trigger friction. The lack in our mother-daughter rela- 

tionship was evident in my mother’s eyes and face when I looked at her. 

I woke my daughter to go to her bedroom on the second level of my pent- 

house. When I came back down, my mother was collecting her things, getting 

ready to leave. I gave her a tight hug to reassure her that I loved and appreciated 

her and meant no harm to her heart. We talked more about my day, and my mom 

was pleased to hear that I had really enjoyed myself. We said our good-byes and I 

love yous and called it a night. 

The alarm went off at 7:00 a.m. That will be the sweet sound of Friday morning, I 

said to myself. I went into my daughter’s bedroom to wake her. 

“Hey, sleepyhead,” I said. She was still half-asleep. 

“Good morning, Mom. I tried waiting up for you with Granny, but I fell asleep. 

Did you have fun?” Gabi asked. 
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“I did have fun, but I kept thinking about you all night,” I said, nuzzling her 

nose. 

I’d had Gabrielle when I was sixteen. It was a huge disappointment to my 

parents, who’d had high hopes for me. What parent didn’t have such hopes 

for his or her child? I was home alone one Friday night until Connor, my step- 

brother, had come home from college for the weekend. I had pulled away from 

his drunken grip, fallen down a flight of stairs, and busted up my head, which 

knocked me unconscious. I was transported to Sibley Memorial Hospital, where 

my dad and stepdad, both medical doctors, worked. Although I didn’t know it, 

part of the routine blood work performed that night revealed that I was preg- 

nant. I woke up later with a hell of a headache and a pair of very concerned and 

angry parents. 

My dad had sat beside me on the hospital bed and asked, “Do you know what 

beta hCG is, Abigail?” 

“Yes. Why?” 

“Tell me what it is, Abigail.” 

I frowned at my dad. It was not like him to interrogate. 

“Dad, I’m fine. I know who I am, where I am, the date, everything. I just have 

a killer headache. And maybe I feel a little nauseated.” 

“What is beta hCG, Abigail?” he demanded again, ignoring me. 

“Gosh, Dad. It’s a hormone that is detected when a woman becomes pregnant.” 

He handed me a printout of lab results and asked me to read it. The beta 

hCG level was 5020. It was high enough to confirm a pregnancy. However, that 

didn’t explain why my dad was pushing. I thought my stepmom was pregnant 

and they were trying to cheer me up with good news. 
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“Dad, is Elizabeth pregnant? Oh, my God, this is great news! I am so happy 

for you two!” I said ecstatically. 

“Liz is not pregnant, Abigail,” my dad replied. 

I looked over to my mom. 

“Don’t even look over here at me,” she said angrily. She crossed her arms over 

her chest and looked away. 

“Then who?” I asked. 

“Read the damn name,” my dad said in a harsher tone. 

I turned my eyes back to the report. There, in black and white type, was my 

name. I gasped, but my lungs didn’t fill with enough air. Pregnant? I began hyper- 

ventilating, which did not help my nausea. I tried to cover my mouth with my 

hand, but I was too late. My vomit flew all over my dad, and he recoiled in disgust. 

I hadn’t thought it possible, but he looked even angrier at me. I shook my head, 

looking back and forth at my dad, mom, and stepdad. Everything got hazy, and 

I went unconscious again. The last thought I had was that at least in sleep I could 

escape the disappointed stares. 

I was a zombie for the next few days, and my parents rarely spoke to me. 

When they finally did, they told me that they agreed with Dr. Epps, my psychia- 

trist, about terminating the pregnancy immediately. 
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On Friday, September 7, 2012, I was in my well-earned big corner 

office preparing for an out-of-the-blue merger of our company, Capitol 

Health, with Health Choice. A knock at the door announced that my dad and 

stepdad were in the building. 

My father, Adam Winterfield, was of Cajun and Atlantic Creole descent. He 

was tall with a solid build. He had golden skin, hazel eyes, and brown hair. My 

stepfather, Richard Shannahan, was tall but not as tall as my dad, with a medium 

build. He had blue eyes, pale skin, and sandy blond hair. Both men were hand- 

some and sociable and loved wearing the best fabric and shoes and sporting all 

the finest accessories that money could buy. 

The corporate office was on the twelfth floor of one of the McConnallay 

Enterprises high-rise buildings on Seventh Street NW. As physicians, my dad 

and stepdad worked primarily in various hospitals and the private practice they 
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had built together four years ago. They came to the headquarters once a week to 

discuss business, administrative issues, and other concerns. 

“Three thirty,” my dad said with cheer in his voice. He was excited about the 

prospect of the merger and the meeting that was about to start in fifteen minutes. 

“Almost done!” I replied without looking up. I was concentrating on a few 

proposals I had concocted to make sure my dad and stepdad got a fair deal when 

the two companies merged. I’d been hard at work since hearing of the merger 

when I had arrived at work at 8:30 a.m. during a quick morning briefing with my 

dad, stepdad, and other execs. The talk of this spontaneous merger had appar- 

ently started last night, without my knowledge, and for some reason, my dad and 

stepdad thought that merging would benefit us greatly. Needless to say, I had 

been given virtually no time to research Health Choice and its board members. 

I took what little information we had on the company from Ernie, my stepdad’s 

brother and the chief financial officer, and worked from that. 

Health Choice was successful and had all the resources to thrive on its own, 

which puzzled the hell out of me. Why would this well-established company want 

to merge with our small company that was relatively in its infancy? They’d been in 

business for twelve years, far longer than we had, and were ten percent owned by 

a group of five physicians and ninety percent owned by a silent partner, an angel 

investor who had become majority owner of the group practice seven years ago. 

Furthermore, it was this ninety-percent owner who had proposed the merger in 

the first place. 

I had no business degree—in fact, no degree at all—but I was shrewd and 

savvy enough to know how to manage the hell out of a $32.7-million-a-year busi- 

ness. I’d started working for my dad and stepdad about ten months ago. Back 
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then the practice had not been in the best shape, financially and publicly. The 

practice saw a ton of patients daily, but despite this, cash flow had been a major 

issue. 

After a few weeks working there, I put together what little knowledge I had 

gathered from Georgetown and my God-given common sense to write a new busi- 

ness plan. The financial proposal required $10 million to restructure a “thriving” 

private practice. Without my dad’s and stepdad’s knowledge, I falsified the com- 

pany’s financial and business information and presented the financial proposal 

to Right Choice Bank. After three weeks of back and forth, they granted me the 

funds, under a few conditions. With the $10 million in hand, I called my family 

for an unusual Wednesday dinner. 

 
 

We usually had  family dinner on Sunday nights at a different family 

member’s home. I had cooked all of our favorite foods and bought our favorite 

wines and champagnes as usual. Of course, my family was very surprised by 

my sudden Wednesday dinner, but they went along with it. After we all ate and 

drank well, I assembled everyone on the third level of my penthouse. I poured 

everyone of age more bubbly and told them the reason for the midweek dinner. 

“I know every one of you is wondering why I called you here tonight, so I 

won’t keep you in suspense any longer. I asked you here to talk about the health 

of Capitol Health.” 

“Gosh, Abi. I knew you were up to something. Leave the health of Capitol 

Health to those of us that know what we’re doing—those of us who’ve been there 

since its establishment,” Lauren, my evil stepsister, harshly commented. She was 
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tall with a medium build. She had blue eyes, shoulder-length brown hair, and a 

natural olive skin tone. 

I looked at her pointedly and said, “I’ve been working at Capitol Health long 

enough to know that business isn’t looking good, inside or out. Cash flow could 

be—” 

“Really, Abi? Do you always have to create a problem when there is none? 

Why do you even care about cash flow? Gabe makes sure you and Gabi are well 

taken care of,” Lauren commented again. 

I ignored her and continued. “I’m not talking about me, Lauren. I’m talking 

about the cash flow at the practice, which could be better than what it is now. 

Also, most of the staff is horrible. Only a handful of them take pride in the work 

they do, and the others lack work ethic, proper training, and are very insubor- 

dinate, which is evident by the negative public reviews. Needless to say, we need 

immediate restructuring.” 

“Restructuring?” Both Lauren and Richard exclaimed together. 

“Yes, restructuring. I—” 

“Sweetie, sit down and let it go. Your dad, stepdad, Uncle Ernie, and sister were 

managing the practice very well before you joined. Not everything can be as perfect 

as you have it here,” my mom said sarcastically, waving her hands in the air at my 

penthouse. She continued her sarcasm. “This is the first job you ever had, so you’re 

experiencing what it’s like to actually work and just comparing everyday work life 

to the easy and stress-free life Gabe spoiled you with all these years.” 

Before I could address my mom, my dad got up. “Darling, the practice is 

doing well,” he said. “Sure, some of the staff don’t take their work seriously enough, 

and I agree that this is an issue, but they’re getting the job done.” 
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“And that is my point, Dad. You allow and think substandard is fine when 

it’s not. Inferior is inferior, and until you stop camouflaging it with getting the job 

done, you and the practice will always have negative public reviews.” 

“What negative public reviews are you talking about?” my stepdad asked. 

“This is the first I ever heard of any.” 

Lauren opened her big mouth yet again to make another smart-assed com- 

ment. “Dad, you know the girl blows more smoke than her favorite idol, Willie 

Nelson. She doesn’t have anything to support her claim of these so-called negative 

public reviews.” 

“Huh! Willie and I aren’t the only ones blowing a lot of smoke these days. Are 

we, Lauren?” I arched my brow in her direction. 

I looked at Lauren, frustrated as hell. I grabbed my Dell XPS, logged in, and 

went online to vitals.com, a website that provided public information about physi- 

cians and their practices. It provided the public with patient reviews, both positive 

and negative. I connected an HDMI cord to the back of the laptop to display the 

patient reviews on the TV mounted on the wall. 

“Is this enough smoke for you, Lauren?” I asked with just as much attitude 

as she had given me since starting the discussion. While most of the reviews were 

bad, only a handful were actually positive. Some of the negative reviews men- 

tioned our abnormally long wait time, inconsistency in patient care from one staff 

member to the other, unprofessionalism from most of our staff, the lack in follow- 

ing up with the patients following a procedure, and how they honestly felt that 

they were not getting the best possible care. 

My stepdad, understandably upset, asked, “How the hell did this go unno- 

ticed? How many damn patients are we losing behind these negative reviews?” 
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“A lot. We all know very well that this affects the cash flow, which equals less 

revenue,” I said, looking at everyone’s faces. “I know how we can increase revenue 

tremendously and undo our negative image.” 

“You lack the degree and experience. I doubt—” 

“Let her talk already, Lauren,” Melissa said. She was my other stepsister from 

my dad’s marriage to Elizabeth. “Go ahead, Abi. Tell Dad and Richard how you 

can help revitalize the practice.” 

“I’m far from being inadequate to discuss Capitol Health’s dire need just 

because I don’t hold an MBA or have the years of experience that you have. You’re 

proof enough that I don’t need either,” I said, looking directly at Lauren, still fum- 

ing at her remarks. “No, I haven’t been with the practice since the doors opened 

more than four years ago, but I do have a lot to offer, despite this being my ‘first job’ 

or so you think.” I looked at my mother, referencing her sarcastic comment. “I don’t 

know why my opinion—that of someone who knows very little about the com- 

pany—upsets you when I give a little constructive criticism. Now if I may, I would 

like to introduce Capitol Health’s clean bill of health—the new business plan.” 

I exited vitals.com with its negative reviews and said, “Those reviews are unac- 

ceptable and will be addressed.” 

“You’re damn right they will be,” my stepdad said. 

I loaded PowerPoint and launched the restructuring presentation I had 

created. 

“First things first: we are expanding from just family medicine to a multispe- 

cialty group practice—a one-stop-shop facility with everything under one roof 

and within our group practice. No more referring out…that’s money we could have 

in our pockets. We—” 
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“Sweetie, we are not specialists,” my dad interrupted. 

“I am aware of that, Dad. Please allow me to finish so you can understand the 

new business plan.” 

“Sorry, princess. Go ahead.” He nodded his head. 

“As you can see, by converting our current business structure to one that 

offers more services, we not only retain our patients but also increase revenue by 

not referring out. By doing this, I expect a net of more than thirty million dollars… 

a huge turnaround in revenue, in a year, maybe less. And as we start adding more 

specialties to our group practice, that thirty million will more than triple over the 

next two years. After that, well, you can do the math. 

“So Lauren, you and I are going to update our practice information with all 

the insurance carriers so that we are indicated in their systems as a multispecialty 

group. Once we get the update confirmation letters from the payers acknowledg- 

ing the change, we can start with the expansion of hiring of specialists. We can 

also start renegotiating our contracts for higher reimbursement rates.” 

After I went through the presentation and new business plan, everyone agreed 

with my plan to operate with multiple specialties, which included family medicine, 

OB-GYN, sports medicine, hematology and oncology, radiation oncology, radiol- 

ogy, durable medical equipment, pharmacy, elective surgery, and a few more. 

Lauren looked at me, then at my dad and stepdad, then back at me, and said, 

“Abigail, sweetie. It’s completely impossible to add all these specialties. We don’t 

even have the facility to accommodate your idea.” 

“She’s right, honey,” my dad said. “I’m sure I can speak for Richard when I 

say your proposal sounds great and lucrative, and we would love to move in that 

direction if the funds were available.” He kissed me on the forehead. 
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I looked at him and asked, “If you had the funds, would you really move for- 

ward with my plans?” 

After looking at Richard, he said, “Yes.” 

“Good!” I said, pulling the $10 million check from my pocket and placing it in 

his hand. “Because I’ve got you covered.” 

My dad looked at the check twice before handing it off to my stepdad, who 

looked at it for about a minute before handing it off to my mom, who passed it 

along. The check went around the room, and every time it passed from one hand 

to another, they looked at me with their mouths agape. 

My mom finally asked, “Where and how did you get your hands on this 

much money?” 

The check had a date of December 14, 2011, and a check number of 10290724. 

It was made to the order of Abigail M. Winterfield, President, Capitol Health, Inc., 

though I wasn’t president. It was made out for exactly $10 million and no cents. 

I explained to my family what I had done and I how I’d done it. “I was working 

with Uncle Ernie one day, and when he left for lunch, he left all of the financial 

and business documents on his desk. I knew in my heart that the practice could 

and should be doing better and wanted to do something to see it thrive. So I made 

copies of the documents, studied them, and created a new—falsified—set of 

documents. I finagled the numbers a bit—OK, a lot—and took the falsified 

documents to the bank along with that proposal you were just watching, and 

here we are.” 

“You falsified documents and lied to a banking institution to get ten million 

dollars?” my dad asked. 

“Yes, I did.” 
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“This is a crime, Abigail,” he said, taking the check from Lauren’s hand and 

holding it up at me. “Why did you do it?” 

“Crime? I wouldn’t necessarily call it a crime. Just a very concerned daughter 

and stepdaughter securing needed funds to grow and maintain the viability of 

her dad and stepdad’s medical practice.” 
 

 
Now, nine months after I’d finagled some numbers to get what was needed to 

expand the practice, I was still damn proud of it. After all, had I not done it, we 

would not have had a $32.7 million business today for which to talk merger. 

“See you in fifteen,” my stepdad said before he and my dad headed to the con- 

ference room. They were both enthusiastic about the merger deal. I put my right 

hand up just above my head and nodded in response, never meeting their eyes. 

With five minutes to spare, I printed all the materials that I needed for the 

merger and called the assistants into my office to help me quickly put together 

the presentation binders. It was 3:45 p.m. sharp when Timothy, one of the admin- 

istrative assistants, buzzed me in my office. He told me that the attendees of the 

meeting were all waiting for me. 

“I’d be there already if I wasn’t here talking to you,” I said, trying to make light 

of the fact that I was late. “We can use your help hauling these binders up to the 

conference room.” 

Somehow we had prepared all forty-three binders for the meeting attend- 

ees in five minutes and were rushing to the conference room, which was on the 

fifteenth floor. We arrived at the conference room at 3:51 p.m., and while the 

assistants issued the binders to the attendees, I apologized to everyone for my 
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tardiness, looking specifically at my dad, stepdad, and Uncle Ernie. I sat to the 

left of Uncle Ernie, not paying attention to any of the other people in the room. 

The last binder was issued, and the assistants quickly left the conference 

room to return to their normal work duties. The silence that had fallen over the 

room was broken by the warmest breath I had ever felt. And the sexiest, most 

sensual, gentle, comforting, and mesmerizing voice I’d ever heard whispered close 

to my left ear, emphasizing each word, “Now we can start.” 

My heartbeat had picked up speed in a second, and I sighed while biting 

my bottom lip. My eyes darted to the left before I turned my head. I gasped out 

loud—it was Mr. Sexy from the boutique. 

Holy fuck! 

He looked intensely at me with his burning gray-green eyes. 

A few seconds later, Uncle Ernie whispered in my right ear, “He hates it when 

people are late for meetings and has a very low tolerance for it. Just take what he 

says, smile, and move on.” Apparently Uncle Ernie thought Mr. Sexy was giving 

me an earful about being late and that my reactions were the result of his scold- 

ing. Never turning my equally burning gaze away from Mr. Sexy, I nodded my 

head in slow motion at Uncle Ernie in response to what he told me about Mr. Sexy 

being turned on by me being late and how I must smile and tolerate his burning 

eyes. I thought that’s what he’d said. 

Mr. Sexy wickedly winked at me and finally released me from his burning 

gaze. Addressing the meeting attendees in a poised, I’m-ready-for-business tone, 

he said, “We will start the meeting now.” 

At that point I was already overheated and saturated in my own sweet juices 

from the burning whisper of Mr. Sexy’s voice and the thought of his gaze. I had 
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never felt that way about anyone, especially someone who had taken interest in 

Carmen. I’d been celibate for three and a half years and turned down every guy 

who had showed the slightest interest in me. But none of those guys had ever 

made my body respond the way it just had. What was Mr. Sexy doing to me? I 

cringed inside at the thought that a love interest of Carmen’s had gotten me hot 

and bothered. I squirmed in my chair at the thought of him. Focus, Abi. Focus. 

“Please turn to page one.” That voice brought me to focus. I glanced to the 

left of Mr. Sexy’s gorgeous self to see Matt. Holy shit! I grinned, and a few people 

noticed, including Matt himself, who briefly returned the grin. 

Uncle Ernie was in my right ear again. “Do you know him?” 

“He’s an old friend of mine from my short stint at Georgetown, and a damn 

good business-minded attorney.” 

“I gathered that,” he replied, referring to “damn good business-minded attor- 

ney.” I turned my attention back to their proposal and noticed that Mr. Sexy had 

pushed his chair closer to mine when he repositioned himself to give Matt the 

floor to speak. 

Mmm, he smells so darn good. The same cologne he had on yesterday. I closed my eyes 

to take in his scent. Stop it, dammit. I forced myself back down to earth to focus on 

the meeting and managed to keep my attention in check by thinking about how 

disappointed Carmen would be if she knew I was feeling the way I did about a 

guy who had invited her out. Occasionally during the meeting, Mr. Sexy would 

turn to me with lustful eyes and ask if I opposed. I shyly voiced my opinions and 

concerns if I did. 

Some four hours later, after presentations and back-and-forth negotiations, 

both sides agreed on a deal, and Matt began drafting the contracts on his laptop. 
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While Matt worked beside Mr. Sexy, everyone else took the opportunity to shake 

hands and express their joys of being able to work together and other pleasant- 

ries. I stood up to do the same but suddenly felt faintish. Joan, one of the women 

from Health Choice, asked if I were OK. I shook my head no and whispered that 

I was about to faint. She quickly grabbed a chair and sat me in it, attracting the 

attention of several people. Before I knew it, my dad had crouched down beside 

me and was asking me several questions about my symptoms. 

Someone with big, strong hands grabbed my left hand. It was Mr. Sexy, who had 

crouched down beside me as well. Even in my faint and confused state I couldn’t 

take my gaze away from him. My dad asked me when the last time I had eaten was. 

“I didn’t,” I said. I never took my eyes off Mr. Sexy. 

“That’s not smart,” Mr. Sexy said in a controlling, scolding tone. “I’ll have 

someone get you something to eat. What do you like?” 

Before I could answer, Mr. Sexy shoved a cup of water into my hand that Joan 

had gotten from the cooler. 

“Here. Drink up!” he said commandingly. 

I took small sips of water, and Mr. Sexy took the cup from my hands to hand 

it back to Joan. 

“What would you like to eat?” he asked again. 

“Ruth’s Chris is catering for us this evening, and it should be here any 

moment now,” I replied. My dad turned quickly to the conference room phone to 

inquire about the catering. 

My dad returned a few minutes later and told us the caterers had just parked 

and would be up with the food shortly. He continued, “Abi, why didn’t you eat 

today?” 
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“I was so busy in the emergency preparation for this merger that I honestly 

forgot to eat. I didn’t mean to cause all this drama,” I replied shyly to my dad. I 

looked at my stepdad, who stood behind Mr. Sexy with a puzzled look upon his 

face. With reassuring eyes, I reiterated, “It really slipped my mind.” 

My stepdad had that look of concern because he knew from experience that 

whenever I didn’t eat, I was going through a really bad depressive phase. He nod- 

ded, silently accepting my excuse. 

I looked back down at Mr. Sexy, who was still holding my hand and watching 

me like a hawk. My God. He is so damn gorgeous. His big, strong hand feels amazing on 

mine, and those eyes…Mmm. Those eyes of his are so goddamn beautiful—so mesmerizing 

and filled with wonder. Oh, God, I am getting turned on by this hunkalicious man you placed 

before me. I bit down on my lower lip. His lips curled up into a slight smile, and his 

eyes blazed in response. His strong fingers began discreetly stroking the inside 

of my wrist and lower arm just as the caterers entered the conference room with 

the food. 

Mr. Sexy stood from his crouched position, still holding my hand, and 

demanded that one of the caterers give me something to eat right away. 

“No, let them set up,” I replied softly. 

“Stubborn as always!” Matt came over to see how I was doing and gave me a 

smile and hug. 

“Stubborn as hell!” my dad and stepdad said simultaneously. 

“How do you know Abigail?” my stepdad asked Matt. 

Mr. Sexy turned his attention back to the conversation, watching with 

guarded interest. 

“I would like to know that as well,” my dad interjected. 
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“We’ve been good friends since our days at G-town,” Matt said. 

“Good  friends?  Like  friends  with  benefits?”  my  dad  asked  with  raised 

eyebrows. 

Mr. Sexy gripped my hand hard. 

“Dad!” I shouted. 

“Oh no, Dr. Winterfield, sir. Not like that at all. She’s very much like a sister to 

me.” Mr. Sexy loosened his grip but not my hand. “She actually introduced me to 

the mother of my daughter; they’re best friends,” Matt continued. 

“Carmen?” my dad asked in slight amazement. 

“Yes, Dad, Carmen. You know, my best friend, Carmen!” I was still a bit taken 

back by his assumption. “And why would you assume I would consent to any such 

thing?” 

“Honey, I am sorry to have assumed such.” 

I frowned at my dad in anger, and he kissed my forehead where it wrinkled, 

silently apologizing for upsetting me. 

“You know your dad is crazy at times,” he said in defense. 

“Ms. Winterfield, please, can I grab you something to eat now?” Joan asked. 

I thanked her. “I can manage my own plate.” 

She nodded with a small smile and watched as I stood with Mr. Sexy’s 

assistance. Before I grabbed a plate, I turned to Matt and apologized to him 

for my Dad’s insane moment. I noticed my stepdad looking nonplussed by 

Mr. Sexy, who had taken a controlling interest in my hand for an unusual 

length of time. 

There was a heavenly spread of some of Ruth’s Chris’s most popular dishes. I 

grabbed a crabtini and jumbo chopped salad and sat down to eat. 
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“You nearly fainted, and that’s all you’re going to eat?” Mr. Sexy asked in a 

scolding tone. 

“Yes,” I countered. He had a disapproving look. 

My stepdad had a look of doubt after hearing Mr. Sexy’s question. 

I gave my stepdad a pointed look and said, “I’m going out with Carmen 

tonight, and we will eat plenty.” 

I tried once again to reassure him that I was fine and that I did not skip eat- 

ing intentionally, but from the look on his face, he wasn’t buying it. He leaned in 

to my dad and whispered something. My dad turned quickly to look at me, nearly 

dropping his food on the floor. I watched cautiously as my dad walked casually 

over; he looked upset and frustrated, and I cursed inwardly. I looked at Mr. Not- 

So-Sexy-Right-Now from the corner of my eyes. My dad set a plate of food in front 

of me and told me to eat. 

Trying to avoid causing more of a scene than I already had, I softly said, “No. 

I am going to have a late dinner with Carmen tonight. Feel free to call both her 

and Mom to confirm.” 

At that point I was ready to leave and go home, so I looked over at Uncle Ernie 

and asked, “Do I need to be here for the signing of the contracts?” 

“Not at all, sweetie,” he said, eating a forkful of his medium-well T-bone steak. 

“Great. I’m going down to my office to collect my belongings so I can head 

home now.” 

My dad and stepdad looked at me, and my stepdad suggested that I at least 

eat the crabtini and salad. I grabbed them and left the conference room in relief. 
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Carmen picked me up a little before 10 p.m., and we headed to Sens. I 

wore a knee-length cobalt blue ruffled chiffon cocktail dress with open-back 

beaded detailing and black pumps with a cobalt heel and carried a black 

clutch. Carmen wore a short black bandage dress with cobalt pumps and 

clutch to match. We arrived at the exclusive lounge at 10:18 p.m. and 

headed straight to the back of the line that extended around the corner. 

“I’m not standing in this long-ass line,” I said to Carmen, who was more 

excited than normal. 

“Me neither. And I thought this lounge was supposed to be exclusive.” 

As we were getting out of the line, the bouncer approached us. He was a tall, 

sexy cocoa-brown hunk with long dreads. 

“Excuse me, Ms. Winterfield and Ms. Owens, would you follow me, please?” 
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Carmen and I exchanged glances, shrugged our shoulders, and walked 

behind him. 

“I thought this lounge was exclusive?” Carmen asked him. 

“It is,” he replied, looking back. 

“So what’s with the long line of people?” she asked. 

“One of our regulars gave up his arm and leg to host his birthday party here. 

Most of them are his guests, while the others are waiting to see if they can get in.” 

The bouncer removed the red velvet rope to allow us entrance into the lounge. 

He told us to enjoy ourselves and pointed out the waitress, who would usher us to 

a more private section of the lounge. The waitress was short and skinny and had 

blonde hair and green eyes. She looked at Carmen and smiled pleasantly but gave 

me a once-over, narrowed her eyebrows, and gave me a phony smile. We followed 

her to the designated area. 

“What the hell was that all about?” I asked Carmen. 

“I don’t know. But she better watch her fucking attitude before I give her ass 

something legitimate to frown at.” 

“This area is reserved for you,” the waitress said, gesturing in a this-is-all- 

yours motion. 

We sat down and the bitch—I mean, the waitress—handed us a menu and 

asked if she could start us off with something to drink. 

“I’ll take a Sexual Healing,” I said. 

Carmen giggled and said, “That is truly a fact.” 

“Shut up!” I said, pouting. 

“I’ll have an apple martini, dirtay,” Carmen said with a cheerful smile. “Bring 

her one too; she’s going to need it.” 
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“Mmm, dirtay, huh?” Matt said, coming from out of nowhere and surprising 

the hell out of us, causing Carmen to blush more than usual. Beside Matt stood 

Mr. Sexy with a big, sexy smile. 

Mmm…how about throwing him in a glass so that I can drink him up? Shit! Stop it, 

Abigail. 

He still had on his steel-gray custom-tailored Armani Collezioni suit with a 

crisp solid blue collar and a lovely lined tie with mixtures of blues. Matt had on 

his same suit with a gray Italian-collar shirt and silver and blue tie. Both men 

were dressed to the nines. 

I looked at Mr. Sexy and then over at Carmen. She was already fixated on 

Matt, who had casually taken a seat beside her. 

“The usual?” the waitress asked, blushing and smiling at Mr. Sexy as he sat 

down beside me. 

Fuck! He smells sooo good. 

“Yes, Lindsay,” he said, looking intensely at me. 

Mmm…he’s roping me in with his amazing eyes. 

“And you, Mr. Harrison, sir?” she asked Matt. 

“The same thing she’s having, but in a brandy glass,” Matt responded, refer- 

ring to Carmen’s drink. 

The waitress turned quickly with the drink orders and headed to place the 

orders with the bartender. 

“Matt, what are you doing here?” Carmen asked while I was mesmerized in 

Mr. Sexy’s eyes. 

“I found out about an hour ago that you would be here and thought you 

might need some company.” 
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Company? Why would Carmen need company if this guy invited her out? What the— 

“Carmen, come with me to the ladies’ room, please,” I said. 

I was going to tell her all that happened earlier between Mr. Sexy and me and 

apologize to her for having such feelings for someone who had taken interest in 

her, even though her interest was very much with Matt. 

“Excuse us,” I said to Matt and Mr. Sexy when Carmen and I got up. 

In the ladies’ room, I looked around to make sure no one else was there. 

“What’s up, Abi?” Carmen had a look of confusion. 

“I did something today that wasn’t very unfriend-like of me, and I am so sorry 

for it,” I began. 

“Abi, what did you do?” 

“Mr. Sexy flirted with me earlier today in the conference room at my office.” 

“Who the hell is Mr. Sexy?” She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. 

“The guy who’s sitting out there and apparently friends with Matt. The same 

guy who invited you out tonight.” 

“Why was he at your office today anyway?” 

“We had an out-of-the-blue merger meeting that my dad and Richard dealt 

on a whim. He was one of the attendees, as was Matt.” 

“Matt was there? So this explains why he had to interrupt our evening yester- 

day for an emergency meeting. OK, so finish telling me about the flirting.” 

“Mr. Sexy was flirting with me from the moment I sat beside him. He 

got me really turned on—hot and wet—and had my body doing things 

that it had never done before. Shit. I’m still trying to figure out why my 

body was so responsive to him. The weird part about all of this is I didn’t 

even stop him. I felt rather comfortable. Now that scares me.” I looked at 
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her to try to read her expression and got nothing. I continued, “I apologize 

for allowing myself to experience those feelings with someone who took an 

interest in you.” 

“Oh my, sweetie,” Carmen said, pulling me in close to her for a hug before she 

let out a huge wave of laughter. 

I pushed back from her. “Why are you laughing at me?” 

“Abi, it was always you,” she said, still laughing. 

“Always me what?” I was confused as hell. 

“I saw the way he’d looked at you yesterday in the boutique. And because I 

knew you would turn him down, I decided to confirm his interest in you when 

you stepped away from us. I told him that you didn’t do the dating thing, and he 

asked if I knew how to get the two of you alone. I told him not alone, but at least 

in his presence.” 

“Why would you do that, Carmen? You know how I feel about…Whatever. Just 

why did you do that?” 

“Abi, sweetie, you need to get out and have some fun, start enjoying yourself. 

It’s because I love you and know these things about you that made me try to 

set you up with…um…what do you call him? Mr. Sexy?” I looked at her, dumb- 

founded, and she continued. “Anyhow, he asked me to convince you to come out 

tonight. Now here we are. So let’s just go and have some fun. In your case, con- 

tinue to have some fun.” 

I looked at Carmen, feeling a bit shell-shocked. That was all that I could do. 

Yet again, she was absolutely right. I had already showed this man in the confer- 

ence room that I was interested in him when I didn’t stop him from flirting with 

me and stroking my wrist. In all honesty, I was tired of the vibrators. Shit, batteries 
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were expensive, and I hadn’t had any sex since Gabe, about three and a half years 

ago. 

Carmen looked at me lovingly. “Abi, I know it’s hard for you to trust men. No 

one should ever have to endure what you’ve been through, but don’t let it rob you 

of the life you want for yourself. Hell, and if Matt, who’s very cautious with his 

company, knows this guy and refers to him as his friend, then he can’t be that 

bad.” 

“He scares the hell out of me, Carmen.” 

“All men scare you, honey. Was he scaring you when he got you all wet and 

made kitty-kitty purr?” 

Oh, no she did not just go there. I didn’t answer. 

“Well, did he?” she asked again. “I’ll take your silence as a no.” 

“He’s so intense, though,” I countered as I left the ladies room, leaving her 

standing there. I didn’t know if I’d said it in curiosity or intimidation. 

“Everything OK?” Matt asked when we returned. 

I sat back down beside Mr. Sexy, who had eyed me every step of the way from 

around the corner. I focused my attention on my drink, which had been served 

while we were gone. 

“Peachy. Everything is peachy,” I said. 

“Peachy,” Carmen agreed with a smile, raising her eyebrows. 

“Should we toast?” Matt asked, holding up his Dirtay. Everybody held up 

their drinks. “To the newest president of First Choice Health and Wellness, Inc.” 

Clink, clink. 
Matt and Mr. Sexy sipped their drinks while Carmen and I looked at Matt. 

“Were you promoted to president?” Carmen asked. 
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“No, but Abi sure was.” Matt had a big grin on his face and pointed his right 

index finger at me. 

“What?” Carmen and I exclaimed in unison, even more puzzled this time. 

Matt explained, “After you left the conference room, before the merger con- 

tracts were signed, you were named president of the company, and everyone agreed 

on that and the new name, which is now First Choice Health and Wellness, Inc.” 

It took my brain a little while to register what Matt had just said, and when I 

finally came to, after knocking back my Sexual Healing, I asked, “Whose stupid 

and insane idea is this? Why would they put me in this position? I don’t have the 

experience.” 

“Your CEO’s,” Matt said, motioning in Mr. Sexy’s direction. 

“Mr. Se...x...” I said, turning my head to my right at Mr. Sexy, biting down on 

my bottom lip, trying to hold back from saying the word. 

“You?” I asked with drawn-in eyebrows. 

Mr. Sexy looked at me seductively, tilted his head, picked up his drink, and 

sipped. From behind the rim of the glass, he said “Mr. Sex?” There was a grin 

behind that rim. 

Fuck! Shit! I voiced silently, looking at Carmen for help. She apparently found 

it necessary to pretend cough behind the rim of her Dirtay. I looked angrily at 

Carmen before I closed my eyes and shook my head in pure embarrassment. 

“Why are you embarrassed? I’m not,” Mr. Sexy said in a calming voice that 

drew my attention to him. 

Matt grinned from ear to ear and asked, adding more flame to my face, “Abi, 

you call your boss Mr. Sex?” 

“Xy. Mr. Sexy,” Carmen interjected, now seeming helpful. 
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The waitress came back and asked if she could take our orders. I asked for 

another drink and silently thanked God for his rescue. 

“Another Sex-ual Healing?” Mr. Sexy asked with an impish yet charming 

smile and sparkling pale green-gray eyes. 

“No,” I replied, shaking my head with a slight grin. 

“Perhaps a Dirtay?” Carmen asked, motioning her head and darting her eyes 

in Mr. Sexy’s direction, which was her way of telling me to get dirty with him. 

“I’ll have a Perfect Angel,” I said looking back at Carmen, who pouted and 

dryly said, “Perfect angel, my ass.” 

“Ms. Winterfield, I’m afraid we have no such drink,” the waitress said behind 

a dark smile. 

“Surely the bartender can make the drink,” Mr. Sexy demanded. The 

waitress gave him a puzzled look before turning an evil-eyed glare in my 

direction. 

“What are the contents of the drink?” the waitress asked dryly. 

“Equal parts Jose Cuervo Eighteen Hundred Anejo and Eighteen Hundred 

Coconut and very little mint. Shake it well with crushed ice, strain, and garnish 

with a cherry. Also, salt and sugar mixed and lime and orange wedges for chas- 

ing,” I said happily. The waitress gave me another phony smile. 

“Make that two, Lindsay,” Mr. Sexy said. He was staring at me again—had 

he ever stopped? 

Carmen and Matt ordered T-bone steaks with asparagus and shrimp 

Alfredo. 

“I’ll take the salmon. Is it possible to have it stuffed with jumbo lump crab 

and peppered bacon?” I asked. 
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Before she could answer, Mr. Sexy said, “Of course it is,” looking at the 

waitress with a make-it-happen look. 

“How would you know what they can or can’t do in the kitchen? Maybe the 

chef doesn’t take special orders,” I scolded. 

“Surely the chef can accommodate your request,” he said, looking from the 

waitress to me. 

“Salmon stuffed with jumbo lump crab and peppered bacon, and what else 

would you like with that, Ms. Winterfield?” the waitress asked, frowning. 

“Asparagus  and  shrimp  Alfredo  with  peppered  bacon–wrapped  lobster 

bites.” I handed her my menu gleefully. 

“And you, sir. The usual?” 

“No, I would like to have what Ms. Winterfield is having. It sounds delicious.” 

He continued, “Oh, and Lindsay, bring back a few bottles of Dom Pérignon 

Oenothèque and the Oenothèque Rosé.” 

“And water,” I added. 

The waitress smiled and headed to the back with our orders. 

“So, Ms. Winterfield, care to tell me how I came to be called Mr. Sexy?” 

Fuck! He is so relentless. 

I ignored his question and tried to distract him with a few of my own. “Why 

did you promote me to president, knowing that I don’t have the experience or 

degree necessary to fill the position? And how is it that you are the CEO?” 

Knowing I was looking at him, waiting for him to answer my questions, he 

slowly pulled his drink to his luscious lips that he purposely licked seductively 

and took a sip. 

Mmm. That is truly a set of delectable lips. I bet they’re soft, too. 
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“I don’t remember seeing your name on any of the documents,” I quickly 

added to distract myself. 

I sat in a conference for over four hours with this man, who made me hot, bothered, and wet, 

and I don’t even know his name. How pathetic of you, I scolded myself. 

“Trust me, I was mentioned on the documents.” He grinned wickedly—he’d 

obviously figured out that I didn’t know his name or who he was. I was late to the 

meeting, so I’d missed the introductions. He continued with a charming smirk, 

“It wasn’t under Mr. Sexy.” 

I looked at him and smiled. “Where on the documents exactly?” I asked. Of 

course he didn’t respond. 

“Where on the documents?” I directed my question to Matt, who was in deep 

conversation with Carmen, all coquetry and smiles. 

“Where what, Abi?” Matt was still looking blissfully and passionately at 

Carmen. 

“I don’t remember seeing his name on any of the documents from the 

merger deal.” 

“Whose name?” Matt was smiling at Carmen, who had just kissed him. 

“Just ask me my name, Ms. Abigail Marie Winterfield.” Mr. Sexy leaned into 

my right ear seductively. He released an amazing, sensational wave of his warm 

breath upon my neck. The sensation was the same as in the conference room 

earlier. He must’ve taken notice of how I had responded then. Just as before, my 

heartbeat had picked up speed in a quick second, causing me to sigh deeply 

through my nose while biting down on my bottom lip. 

“Ask me my name, Ms. Winterfield,” he softly demanded again, barely nuzzling 

my neck with his nose while releasing another round of warm breath that kissed my 
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neck ever so gently. I squeezed my thighs closer together as my pussy started respond- 

ing to him once more. The way he demanded me turned me on, and I still did not 

know his name. I was slightly panting and could feel the blood boiling in my veins. 

The waitress returned with our drinks and the requested bottles on a rollaway table. 

Thank you, God! Again! 

“We have two more Dirtys.” 

“No, Dirtay,” Carmen corrected her in a sexy tone. 

“Dirtay,” The waitress rephrased with a favorable smile. “Two Perfect Angels, 

which I hope are made correctly.” She blushed at Mr. Sexy. “Water and three bot- 

tles of Dom Pérignon for the table. Do enjoy.” 

“Toast?” Carmen asked. We all raised our glasses as she toasted, “To being 

happy and free and having great friendship.” 

“And being a great president, who I trust can handle any position,” Mr. Sexy 

added, piercing me with his lovely eyes. 

We clinked our glasses and proceeded to drink. 

“So how do I drink this?” Mr. Sexy asked me, referring to the Perfect Angel. 

“Watch me; it’s all about the proper position,” I said flirtatiously. Since you want 

it dirty—dirtay—I’ll give you dirtay. 

I poured the salt and sugar blend on the bridge of my right hand, between 

my thumb and index finger, and stacked the lime and orange wedges on top of 

each other with my left hand. Seductively and slowly, while looking intensely at 

Mr. Sexy, I licked the salt and sugar and tossed back the shot, leaving the cherry 

behind. I grabbed the stacked wedges, sucked them together, and let some of the 

juices flow from my lips. I licked my lips, grabbed the cherry, and sucked Jose from 

it. He repositioned himself and tugged at his necktie. 
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it.” 
Our eyes were fixed on each other as I said, “This is the only way you handle 

 

 

“Perfect Angel, my ass!” Carmen said in amazement. Completely different 

tone from when she said it when I placed the order. 

Matt laughed, clapping his hands, and said, “Welcome back, Abi.” 

“Your turn, Zach,” Carmen whooped out. 

Zach! His name is Zach. 

I looked at him with a smile of victory, as I now had his name, and said, 

“We’re all waiting, Zach.” 

He smiled back wickedly and said, “I’m sure I can master the positions cor- 

rectly and handle it very well.” 

Doing exactly as I had, not missing a beat, he had my heart pounding, among 

other body parts. Daaamn! I squirmed in my seat. 

“Well done, Mr.—Zach.” I stopped myself before I could say the word. 

“Oh, Zach it is now, huh? I thought it was Mr. Sexy?” Zach said, stealing my 

victory away from me. 

“No. I’m afraid I don’t remember such,” I countered with flirty eyes and a 

smile. He smiled in response. 

I looked at the bottles of Dom Pérignon, and Zach asked if I wanted to try 

it. I nodded while locking eyes with him, and he poured and passed me a glass 

of the rosé. I smelled it as if it were wine, although I knew it wasn’t, took a sip, 

and allowed my palate to savor its magnificent taste. 

“Wow, this really does taste good,” I said, nodding in approval. 

We all drank some of the D. P. and must have had at least two glasses each 

before the waitress came back to the table with our meals. 
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We began eating while Matt and Carmen continued their deep conversation. 

Zach kept staring at me, and finally he asked me if the chef had prepared my 

meal to my liking. 

“Yes,” I said as I stuffed a big piece of bacon-wrapped lobster in my mouth. 

“Great. I’m glad the chef gets to keep his job tonight,” he said—jokingly, 

I thought. He took another bite of his stuffed salmon and leaned over, as he 

had done so many times that day, and whispered, “Ms. Winterfield, I am 

Zach Austin McConnallay, and I am very pleased with the meal you have 

chosen for me.” 

I blushed, smiled like crazy, and said, “Very nice to finally meet you, Mr. 

McConnallay, sir.” 

He sighed deeply through his nostrils and released a wave of warm sensation 

from his breath on my neck. He gave me a seductive look and ate more of his food, 

leaving me panting again. 

Damn, how does he do that? Surely he knows that shit turns me on. 

I locked eyes with him and took another bite, licking the corners of my mouth 

intentionally. I drank my drink and seductively licked my lips before and after. He 

repositioned himself in his seat a few times in response. 

Noticing that he was sexually aroused and kept shifting in his seat as a result, 

I leaned over and asked, “Un-com-for-table?” letting every syllable flow out of my 

mouth seductively. 

Then I saw a figure staring at us. Zach noticed my eyes and then the change 

in my mood. He looked to his right, and his body language said it all. He knew 

her and knew her well, and she him. He looked at her and then back at me, and I 

looked at Carmen and Matt, who looked at me. 
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“Excuse me!” the beautiful blonde said rudely. “I need to talk to Zach. Now!” 

She looked over at Matt and said, “Nice to see you, too, Matt.” 

Carmen’s face turned into a grimace, and Matt placed his hands over hers to 

calm her down. Zach stared at the woman without saying a word. 

Carmen whispered to Matt, “Who is that?” 

“Old flame,” I heard him say. 

“Looks like that flame is still very much alive. More like a fire to me,” I replied 

dishearteningly. 

Zach turned back to look at me but didn’t say anything, and he walked away 

with Ms. or Mrs. Sexy, the beautiful blonde. 

“What the fuck!” Carmen blurted out of her intoxicated mouth, looking in 

their direction. I looked to Matt to see if his eyes, face, or body language would 

give away what had just happened. All I got was Matt shrugging his shoulders 

and shaking his head, just as surprised as we were. 

“Excuse me,” I said, getting up to go to the ladies’ room. 

“Need me to come with you?” Carmen asked. 

“No. You stay here and finish playing bedroom eyes with Matt,” I said with a 

forced smile. 

“You sure, Abi?” She asked genuinely. 

I  nodded  my  head  and  headed  to  the  ladies’  room  to  hide  from  the 

humiliation. 

It was times like these that I wished I had a close relationship with my mother. 

She would know what to say. I called my mom, anyway, to check in on my daugh- 

ter, and just to hear my mom’s voice. My stepdad answered the telephone. 

“Abi!” he called out joyfully. “How are you doing, sweetie? Is everything OK?” 



43  

Chapter Three 
 

“Just fine. I was calling Mom to check in on Gabi, but I’m glad you answered. 

Do you know anything about why my position changed during the merger deal?” 

“Because you deserve it, sweetie—that’s why. And how do you know about 

that? You had already left the meeting before your promotion was discussed.” 

“It got back to me, Dad. You know I’m not qualified for that position.” 

My mom picked up the other phone in the house and countered, “Oh, sweetie, 

you are so qualified for the position. Just look at what you did for Capitol Health 

when you started. Don’t get so down on yourself like this, Abi. I can hear it in your 

voice, you know.” 

What you can hear is the sound of humiliation, I wanted to cry out. 

“We’ll discuss me not accepting the position over dinner Sunday night. How 

is Gabi, mother?” 

“She’s sleeping, Abi. Sweetie, don’t give up on this position. OK?” 

“Sunday, Mom. Got to go.” 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. 

“Holy Fuck!” I screamed out when I turned and found Zach standing there. 

“What the hell are you doing in here?” I continued in a not-so-friendly manner 

that made him throw up both his hands in front of his face. “You know what, 

don’t even answer that question. Just keep quiet and move out of my fucking way.” 

I was enraged and looked at him with my I-hate-the-fuck-out-of-you eyes. “I knew 

it. I fucking knew it. You are just another philanderer,” I said. 

“Abi, can I explain?” 

“Fuck you and your explanation. How dare you flirt and show interest in me 

when you have a woman? Now I’m standing here looking like a fucking home- 

wrecker to onlookers. What kind of woman do you take me for?” 
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Not giving him the opportunity to defend himself, quite frankly because I 

didn’t want to hear what came from his mouth, I left him standing there and went 

back to the table to find Carmen and Matt lip-locked. 

I sat down, grabbed two hundred-dollar bills from my wallet, and put them 

on the table. 

“Later,” I said. 

“Abi, wait, I’ll come with you,” Carmen said, looking apologetically at Matt. 

“No, Carmen. Stay with Matt. You know I need to be by myself.” 

Matt got up and gave me a hug. “We have to do this again. OK?” 

“You know it,” I replied. 

“I’ll call you first thing in the morning.” Carmen said. 

“You mean late afternoon,” I said, smiling at her and Matt. 

Zach came up behind me, asking again if he could explain. 

“Let her be,” Carmen demanded. 

I left Sens and hailed down a cab. I looked once more at Sens and saw Zach 

standing in the doorway before the cabbie pulled off. 
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