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JESSICA’S IPHONE CHIRPED with the dreaded fifteen-minute warning. She groaned, 
berating herself for stopping at Starbucks with so little time to spare. But a double shot of 
something caffeinated was an absolute must for this meeting. 

The all-too-perky barista called her name and she grabbed the cup, hoping to find a 
taxi outside the café. It was an optimistic yet unrealistic expectation since she was in Palo 
Alto, not Manhattan. 

Cars raced up and down El Camino Real and Jessica released an impatient sigh. Not 
one taxi in sight. Seriously? She headed toward the intersection, just in case one 
magically materialized out of thin air. 

Her heart pounded as she concocted potential excuses for her jackass boss Charlie. If 
she missed the meeting—No, it just wasn’t an option. This client was too important to 
their consulting practice and she was a key presenter. This is my big chance. If I land the 
client, he’ll have to put me up for that promotion. I need to get there in time. Dammit, are 
there any taxis in this town? 

Jessica sprinted to the corner in five-inch Louboutins, wincing at the uncomfortable 
tingling sensation in her toes. Just ignore the pain, Jess. It became her mantra over the 
past several months but she was only resisting the inevitable. Sure, they’re manageable 
now but who knows how much worse these symptoms will get? It was a question that 
plagued her every day since she received the diagnosis. My career is all I have left and 
this promotion represents everything I’ve been working toward. I refuse to let this disease 
derail me. 

Walking across town to the client site was out of the question. In fact, surviving 
another few blocks would be nothing short of a miracle. A taxi rolled up to the red traffic 
light and she waved her arms to get the cabbie’s attention. The timing was perfect; it 
would only take about ten minutes to get down to— 

“Aahhhh!” Jessica lurched forward as the unexpected impact sent her phone flying 



into the air. Searing coffee splashed over the side of the cup, soaking her blouse and 
pants. She recoiled, her hand bright red and throbbing. “What the fu—?” 

A strong hand gripped her shoulder and she snapped her head around to get a good 
look at her assailant. 

“Are you okay?” 
Jessica regarded him with a cold stare, ignoring his gorgeousness. “Does it look like 

I’m okay? Actually, let me rephrase that. Do I look presentable for a business meeting 
with a multimillion-dollar client, which I’m now going to be late for, by the way?” 

He grinned. “Ah, no, you don’t.” 
Jessica gritted her teeth. His eyes were so blue. If circumstances were different, she 

could float away in those pools. She clenched her fists. “What the hell are you smiling at? 
You crash into me and that’s all you can do? My hand is going to balloon up in about ten 
more seconds, and you’ve got nothing else. Really?” 

“Um, I hate to break this to you, but it didn’t exactly happen like that. You crashed 
into me, so I think your angst is a little misdirected.” He winked. 

Jessica regarded the irreparable damage to her beige suit. Taking off the jacket 
wouldn’t help either. She resembled a spring breaker in a wet t-shirt contest. Too bad, the 
view might actually help her land the client. No, no, no, she needed another suit and fast. 

“I am wearing an entire cup of scalding hot coffee because you were more concerned 
with your phone than with where you were walking.” 

“Actually, I’m kind of surprised you even noticed, considering the fact that you 
barreled across the sidewalk without so much as a glance.” He raised an eyebrow, 
challenging her further. 

Jessica gasped. Crap. That was unexpected. He didn’t look very handsome anymore. 
No, she wasn’t attracted to him at all now. 

She flashed a sarcastic smile. “Well, it’s been a pleasure. Thanks for such a 
memorable morning.” Flouncing off, she caught sight of a large digital clock across the 
street. The meeting would begin in just ten minutes and she was a complete disaster. 
What the hell was she going to do now? Were there any clothing stores around here that 
were even open? Tears formed behind her eyelids but she refused to let them fall. At the 
very least, her eye makeup would remain intact. 

“Listen, I’m heading to Brooks Brothers. It’s right around the corner, if you’re 
interested. I’m sure you can find something there to change into, right?” 

Jessica stiffened at the sound of his voice behind her, but quite frankly, she was 
desperate. Letting out a deep sigh, she turned around. “Brooks Brothers? Not my typical 
style, but I suppose it’ll have to do.” She fired off a text to Charlie with an excuse that her 
last meeting ran over. Exactly ten seconds later, the phone rang. Jessica grunted and 
declined the call, not equipped to deal with his blistering commentary. 

“Are you going to be okay walking in those shoes?” the young man joked, failing to 
lighten Jessica’s mood. 

Without a word, Jessica sprinted down the street. A spark ignited between them 
during that collision; it was undeniable. It was clear he felt it as well because he hadn’t let 
her walk away. But a spark was all it could ever be. There wasn’t time for it to become 
anything more. And even if there was, it wouldn’t matter. She was emotionally out of 
commission. 

Jessica raced around the corner and flung open the door to Brooks Brothers. A 



middle-aged saleswoman ran up to her. 
“Can you please help me? I’m in such a rush. I need an outfit for an important 

business meeting that’s starting in exactly five minutes on the other side of town.” 
The woman smiled at her stained ensemble. “Yes, of course, dear, I’m happy to help. 

Size four, right?” 
Jessica smiled. “Yes, thank you so much!” 
The young man who’d bumped into her headed into the shop. He stood there a 

minute, then spotted her. Before he could speak, Jessica stalked back to the fitting room. 
Why can’t I stop acting like such a spoiled brat? If it weren’t for this guy with the 
amazing eyes, I’d be wandering around Palo Alto in coffee-stained clothes, searching for 
the unemployment office. Charlie would terminate me faster than I could say severance. 
She let out a groan. And Derek? He’d be a shoo-in for that promotion if I disappeared. 
No way am I letting that happen. 

Within seconds, she stripped out of her suit and pulled on a dress the saleswoman 
selected. It looked perfect. It was also the most expensive option in the dressing room. 
Figures. It was just that kind of day. Her phone rang as she admired her appearance in the 
mirror. 

“Hey, Li. Can’t really talk right now. I’m in a fitting room.” 
“Why are you shopping? Don’t you have that huge client meeting now?” 
Jessica let out an exasperated sigh. “Yes, I do, but some guy practically steamrolled 

me in front of Starbucks and knocked a full cup of coffee all over me. Can you believe it? 
Completely destroyed my suit, and since I needed a super quick change, here I am, in a 
fitting room.” 

Lisa giggled. “I’m sure Charlie will love hearing that story.” 
Jessica scowled. “Yeah, it gives him another reason to hammer my ass.” 
“Screw it, Jess, don’t drive yourself nuts over this. Shit happens. Hey, so what did 

the guy do? Was he hot at least?” 
“He didn’t even apologize! He said I wasn’t watching where I was going! So yes, he 

was hot at first, but now? Total asshole. Listen, let me go, I need to zip up and get out of 
here. I’ll call you later, okay?” 

“Good luck! Text me all the juicy details!” 
Jessica emerged from the dressing room a couple of minutes later with her hair 

freshly fluffed, feeling much calmer in a form-fitting tweed dress belted around the 
middle. She spotted the saleswoman and sailed past Blue Eyes. “Thank you again so 
much for your help. Do you have the receipt for me to sign?” 

“Oh, well, actually this gentleman already paid for it.” She gestured to the handsome 
stranger who was taking in the scene with amusement. The saleswoman held out a 
shopping bag that contained Jessica’s original outfit and whispered to her, “You might 
want to at least tell him your name, dear. He seems like a very thoughtful young man.” 

Jessica’s eyes widened and she blushed, again feeling a little embarrassed at her 
behavior. Shit, did he overhear her conversation with Lisa? No, he couldn’t possibly have 
heard her call him a total asshole. Oh, please don’t let him have heard that! Whatever, it 
wasn’t like she’d ever see him again anyway. 

Clearing her throat, she held out her hand. “I’m Jessica. Thank you so much for 
taking care of this, but I insist on paying you back.” She studied her nails to avoid his 
penetrating stare. “I’m sorry for the way I acted. It wasn’t your fau—” 



He shrugged and grasped her hand, his touch sending a little shiver down Jessica’s 
spine. “Please, don’t worry about it. I know you’re in some kind of rush, I was just trying 
to help out.” He winked and walked in the direction of the fitting area with three suits and 
several ties over his arm. 

“Wait. You didn’t tell me your name.” 
He turned back to Jessica, a lopsided grin lighting up his tanned face. “That’s 

because you didn’t ask. Good luck with your meeting, Jessica.” To the shock of both 
Jessica and the saleswoman, he disappeared into one of the rooms. 

Oh my God, I feel like such a bitch right now. He bought the dress for me after I 
treated him like that? She shook her head in wonder. So far from perfect and it didn’t 
seem to faze him at all. Drew would never have— 

Jessica’s phone rang for the third time, startling her out of the thoughts. She couldn’t 
avoid the confrontation any longer. Torn between wanting to run back to the stranger 
whose name remained a mystery and rushing out the front door, she made the safer 
choice to preserve her livelihood. 

“Charlie, hi, yes I know I’m late, but—” 
“Jessica, do you have any idea how much effort it took to set up this meeting?” 
She cringed as Charlie’s abrasive tone assaulted her ear. “I do know, and I’m on 

my—” 
“I don’t want any excuses. This is your job, and you better start remembering that.” 
Jessica stood on the sidewalk after Charlie hung up, shuddering to think of what else 

might be in store for her that day. It’s barely ten o’clock in the morning, for chrissakes. 
 
 

THE BLACK ACURA Integra sped along I-280 towards the Palo Alto business district, 
Bose speakers blaring the Foo Fighters’ greatest hits. James Callahan weaved in and out 
of lanes to make up time, preoccupied with thoughts of Jessica whatever her last name 
was, and the way she looked in that dress. He wondered if she made it to the meeting. 
With her sharp tongue and fiery green eyes, he was sure she’d kick ass in any boardroom. 
James couldn’t remember the last time he allowed a girl to permeate his thoughts with 
such persistence. 

He slammed his hand on the steering wheel. Dammit! Am I ever going to get out of 
my head enough to move on with my life? What the hell am I waiting for? But he knew 
deep down it was the assortment of unresolved feelings that made him keep everyone else 
at bay. 

Moving back to Palo Alto was the right decision for me. LazerShark is exploding and 
thanks to Chris, investors are coming out of the woodwork for a stake. Things with Mom 
are ... better. Maybe I’ll get past this once and for all. 

Traffic was light for some unknown reason and James was anxious to beat Chris 
back to their office. This little adventure was definitely going to cost him, in more ways 
than one. 

Dave Grohl’s voice faded as his cell phone rang. Shit. Not quick enough, Jay. Stifling 
a groan, he answered. 

“Jay, what the hell is taking you so long? I told you the accountants are coming at 
one o’clock and we still have to get through a ton of crap before they show up!” 

James sighed at the exasperation in his best friend’s voice. “I know Chris, you’ve 



gotta relax. I’m on my way now.” 
“What have you been doing? You were supposed to be here by eleven. Tell me you at 

least got a suit.” 
“Yeah, I did, but I also charged something else on the account.” James reminisced 

again about how the dress hugged every curve of Jessica’s body and gave him plenty to 
daydream about in the past hour. The circumstances around their meeting weren’t ideal, 
but she was a knockout. Volatile temperament and hot as hell—a magic combination. If 
he was looking. 

It’s probably better this way. There’s too much going on right now. 
Running a premier online video gaming website commanded all his waking hours. 

When he wasn’t working, he was strategizing and mapping out the next three to five 
years. He was a planner by nature; this was a critical time for the company. LazerShark 
was well positioned to take over the digital gaming world, leaving no room for romantic 
prospects that carried more potential risk than reward. Just move on, Jay. You’ve got 
plenty of other things to occupy your time right now, like the pitch meeting with Blue 
Coat Capital. Concentrate on getting that funding. 

Chris laughed. “Let me guess: pocket square?” 
James snickered. If only. “Actually, no, I charged a dress. Long story, but don’t 

worry, it looked great.” 
“I’m not even going to ask, dude. I don’t want to know. Just get back here asap so we 

can go through the presentation again. Grab something for lunch, too, I’m starving.” 
Like he’d even have time for a girl with Chris all over his case. James shook his 

head. Maybe the whirlwind that became his life would calm down after they had the 
check in hand. At least he could hope. 

*** 
 
 
 

 



 
 

JESSICA EXITED THE conference room wearing a smug smile. Screw Charlie; she 
owned that meeting and he knew it. She was the only one on the team who knew enough 
about this client’s technology to convince them that they had to contract with DMC. After 
only an hour, they were ready to sign on the dotted line. Finally. It took months to get this 
meeting, and she just scored a major victory. Not that Charlie was gracious about it. 
Beyond introductions, he didn’t even acknowledge her. God, it would be so amazing to 
finally call the shots at these client meetings. I’m so close, I can feel it! 

Derek doesn’t look pleased. She flashed him a toothy grin. What a tool. I know 
you’ve been plotting against me for this promotion. But it won’t work. Nothing is going to 
stand in my way, not you, not Charlie and not my health. I just can’t let it happen. It’s the 
only way. 

Michele Hanson, the head of technology for Barclay Investments, accompanied them 
out. “Jessica, Charlie, Derek, thanks so much for your time. We’re really excited to get 
started.” 

“Michele, it’s been a pleasure. We’ll look forward to seeing you in a couple of weeks 
to kick everything off.” Charlie shook her hand. As soon as Michele walked away, he 
glowered at Jessica. 

“I need you to handle a recruiting event this afternoon over at Stanford. You have 
exactly thirty minutes to get there. Think you can handle it? I mean, you should be in 
good shape to get there on time since this meeting didn’t run over, right?” Crossing his 
arms, a mean smile spread across his face. “Please don’t take any detours.” 

Stunned, Jessica’s jaw dropped but she snapped it shut. What a prick. “What are you 
talking ab—” 

Charlie leaned forward, dropping his voice. “Did you think I wasn’t slick enough to 
check on the status of your last meeting? I know exactly when you left that site and I 
know that you were half an hour late to this one. So, don’t insult my intelligence with 
your bullshit excuses. You’re lucky Michele was so understanding, but I most certainly 
am not pleased.” 

“Charlie, I can’t go to Stanford. I need to get back to the office to review some 
materials for tomorrow morning. Why can’t you send Derek?” 

“I need Derek to handle some meetings this afternoon. Go back to the office later. 
This is important. You’ll be meeting with the summer intern candidates. I need someone 
from the group to weed these kids out, otherwise we’ll be at the mercy of human 
resources. I need interns who can do more than pretty up a PowerPoint presentation. Got 
it?” 

Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted Derek’s smug look. 
Panic rose in Jessica’s throat. There was too much to do at the office. Interviewing 

interns, for chrissakes? She’d be there all afternoon with no reprieve. “How am I 
supposed to sign the rest of my clients when you keep interrupting my work? I need to 
meet with as many of these start-ups as possible while we’re out here. You agreed to it.” 

“Listen Jessica, let me be perfectly clear. I’m running the show and you’ll do what I 
tell you to do. You don’t get to dictate priorities.” Charlie narrowed his eyes. 

“I didn’t take this role to be your lackey. I’ll go to Stanford but I will get these clients 
signed.” 



“I certainly hope so. The deadline is looming and the partners are expecting results.” 
Charlie pulled out his phone and stepped back into the conference room. 

“Don’t worry, Jess. I’m sure meeting with the interns will be a productive use of 
your time while I close some more deals to solidify my promotion.” Derek snickered. 

“The game’s not over yet, Derek. And I believe I’ve already won this round.” 
“It won’t be enough, Jessica.” He folded his arms and shot her an icy glare. 
She picked up her laptop bag and stormed out of the building, cursing Charlie, Derek 

and that damned intern program under her breath. 
She noticed a black Town Car parked out front and clapped her hands in excitement. 

Charlie’s ride? Oh, please, please, please! 
“Hi there.” She sidled up to the passenger window. “Are you waiting for Charlie 

Locke with DMC?” 
“Good afternoon, miss. Yes, I dropped him off here about an hour ago.” The driver 

gave a polite smile. 
She surveyed the courtyard. Charlie was nowhere in sight. Stifling a mischievous 

smile, Jessica slid into the backseat. “Well, then, this is my lucky day. I work for Charlie 
and he told me to take his car over to Stanford.” 

“No problem, miss. Should be there in about twenty minutes.” He pulled away from 
the curb. 

Jessica’s heart pounded. She’d catch an earful for this stunt. But since Charlie would 
always find something to bitch about, why not take advantage of the situation? I hope 
they get stranded here for hours! 

She smoothed the front of her new dress, her thoughts involuntarily returning to the 
mysterious stranger with those ridiculously dreamy eyes. Enough! Remember your 
priorities, Jess. If you want that promotion, keep your eye on the prize and away from all 
other distractions! Besides, she was only out in Palo Alto temporarily. Even if she was in 
the market for a relationship, long-distance romance rated right up there with the flu and 
refried beans. 

The Town Car pulled up to a picturesque building on Porter Drive exactly twenty 
minutes later. “Here you go, miss.” 

Jessica signed the charge slip and stepped out of the car. The architectural design was 
so eclectic, with its unique mix of historical and contemporary buildings lined with lush 
green foliage. Grabbing the handle of her laptop bag, she headed into the building with 
ten minutes to spare. 

The hallway leading to Career Services was lined with students dressed to the nines, 
confident they would be offered their dream jobs that afternoon. Jessica meandered 
through the eager crowd and found her assigned room. Ten interviews? She stifled a 
groan and reviewed the list on the conference table. Jesus, I’m not going to get back to 
the office until dinnertime! She grabbed a bottle of Poland Spring from a table and 
chugged it to silence her growling stomach before the first bright-eyed candidate arrived. 

Two and a half hours later, Jessica shook the hand of her fifth interviewee and 
escorted him out of the room. She collapsed into a chair and stretched her arms overhead. 
Was she really only halfway through? This whole experience was grating on her nerves. 
If she had to listen to any more self-important Stanford undergrads tell her why they were 
so perfect for the DMC intern program, she was going to scream. Their sense of 
entitlement was shocking and a little aggravating, to say the least. If they knew she 



graduated from Boston University—forget the intern program—they’d no doubt tell her 
how much better equipped they were to do her job. 

It was time for some fresh air. Jessica grabbed her purse and informed the 
receptionist that she had to take a call. 

Much as she hated to admit it the tingling in her feet intensified with each step. The 
numbness in her limbs was bad enough. She sighed, recalling the upcoming appointment 
with Dr. Martin. Would test results indicate that the multiple sclerosis was progressing 
faster than he expected? The reality was always on the forefront. She’d forever be 
plagued with uncertainty and fear, not knowing how the disease would affect her long-
term. It’s smarter for me to be on my own right now, to focus on my career. It’s the only 
thing I have control of anymore. I refuse to deal with another Drew situation. If I don’t let 
anyone get close, I’ll never get hurt like that again. 

She took a few deep breaths of the crisp California air, trying to clear her mind of 
any negative thoughts. Just relax, Jess. Concentrate on what’s right within your reach. No 
stress, just success. She could almost hear her father’s voice, chanting those very words. 

The phone chirped with a text from Charlie, an unwelcome sound yanking her back 
to reality. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard in mid-reply when a figure about twenty 
yards away caught her attention. 

Hazy memories rushed back with sudden and astonishing clarity. Oh my God. It can’t 
be ... can it? Despite her excessive consumption of vodka on that night so many months 
ago, there was no forgetting his face, or body for that matter. It was Paul. 

Her heart raced. Jessica wasn’t the type to have a one-night stand; it was never even 
a consideration. But she’d gotten swept away in a moment of weakness, a final attempt to 
bury the pain and anger confronting her on a daily basis. Being diagnosed with multiple 
sclerosis was scary enough, but being cast aside by the man she was supposed to marry 
drove her over the edge. 

That lying bastard Drew abandoned his promise to love her for better or worse, in 
sickness and in health. He couldn’t deal with the unknowns surrounding her illness, so he 
broke off their engagement. Just like that, with no regard for her at all. He wanted a 
perfect life and he no longer had a perfect partner. The outright rejection was devastating 
and she buried herself at work to escape the heartbreak, until one Friday night, when her 
best friend Lisa decided it was time for Jessica to move on with her life. 

She met Paul at happy hour, which was ironic and apropos at the same time. Jessica 
wanted a distraction from her emotional turmoil and Paul was it, a delicious, sensual, and 
carnal diversion. His lustful gaze made her shiver with anticipation and his body made 
her explode with erotic sensations so powerful her knees threatened to buckle at the mere 
thought of him. They barely spoke at all, but their physical connection more than made 
up for the lack of conversation. 

Jessica froze. But I met him in New York—what are the odds of running into him 
three thousand miles away? Not that she’d bothered to ask where he lived or worked. 
Hell, she didn’t even know his last name; it was one of the many things they neglected to 
cover that night. 

It was clear there was no future with Paul. He did this often, she was sure of it. He 
played his part remarkably well and helped her forget the pain. She wasn’t in the market 
for anything deeper, intent on burying the steamy encounter with Paul in her memory. But 
she’d never regret it; the experience empowered her to start living again. 



Paul spun around and Jessica’s heart raced as recognition washed over his chiseled 
features. She struggled to calm her breathing while a slow sexy smile spread across his 
mouth. Lord, I remember that mouth ...  

Jessica forced her eyes to look somewhere else, anywhere else, but they wouldn’t 
obey. Unable to break the spell, she fixated on the perfect specimen of a man walking 
toward her. 

“You left without saying goodbye.” His deep blue penetrating gaze sent a chill down 
her spine. 

Jessica felt her face flush. “I, um, I’m sorry ... I, uh, I just didn’t want things to be 
awkward or anything, and—” 

Paul laughed. “Right. No awkwardness here.” 
Jessica flashed a self-conscious smile, her mouth dry. “Yeah.” Seriously? How is this 

happening to me? My first and only one-night stand back to haunt me months later. I am 
so not doing that ever again! 

“I guess I should introduce myself since we never quite got there last time.” Paul 
flashed a sly smile and held out his hand. “Paul Emerson.” 

Jessica snapped to attention. “With Blue Coat Capital?” Blue Coat was the top 
venture capital firm in the country for technology start-ups, the exact types of clients she 
needed for her consulting practice and Paul Emerson was the principal. Did I actually 
sleep with Paul Emerson? Holy shit! 

Paul nodded. “Very good. And you are ... ?” 
She cleared her throat. “Jessica Latham.” 
“Looking for a job?” He motioned to the building behind them. 
“Um, no, I work for DMC. I’m here doing some interviews for our summer 

program.” She smiled, trying to relax. “But I needed a break. I’m kind of surprised at 
how overqualified these kids think they are for our internships. There are some big time 
superiority complexes here, you know?” 

Paul chuckled. “Yeah, I’d say you’re dead-on with that conclusion.” 
“I just never realized how snooty these undergrads would be, I mean, they’re the 

ones looking for jobs. You’d think they’d have their best foot forward. Instead, they’re 
telling me how they’ll transform DMC with all the skills they acquired here.” Jessica 
furrowed her brow as Paul chortled. “What’s so funny?” 

“I’ll make sure to pass your comments on to the head of Career Services.” He 
winked. 

“Excuse me?” She shifted in her shoes to alleviate the tingling, confused at his 
comment. A few seconds later, it dawned on her. “Wait, where did you—?” 

“Here. And since I sit on the board, I know they’d appreciate the constructive 
criticism of a Fortune 50 company.” 

“Oh! I’m so sorr—I mean, I hope I didn’t offend you, it’s just that I’m not used to—” 
Dammit! Couldn’t quit while you were ahead, right Jess? She wished the ground would 
swallow her up. 

Paul laughed. “Trust me, I don’t offend that easily. I didn’t mean to rattle you, but the 
look on your face was priceless.” 

Jessica’s phone bleeped again before she could choke out a response. Charlie. 
“Would you excuse me for a second while I send a quick message?” Frustrated, Jessica 
stabbed at the keyboard in response. For once she’d love to tell Charlie to fuck off. Just 



once. 
“Boyfriend?” Paul raised his eyebrow as she typed. 
Jessica’s breath caught in her throat as she met his curious gaze. God, he was so 

sexy, the sound of his voice made her tremble. Jesus, Jess, get a grip. 
“Boss.” She crossed her arms. “Hovering, impatient, intolerable boss.” 
“Ah, giving you the grunt work.” 
“Yeah, real nice, right? Diverting me from what I’m supposed to be getting done.” 
“Which is?” 
“Well, for the past six months, I’ve been building a new consulting practice for 

DMC. I wanted a different job, and after putting some feelers out, one of the partners 
asked me to run this project.” 

Paul whistled his approval. “Very impressive. Sounds like you’re intent on growing 
your career, good for you. That kind of loyalty is rare. Most people will jump ship before 
considering an internal move. Just like these over-privileged undergrads probably 
would.” He pointed a thumb toward the building, a look of mock disapproval on his face. 
Jessica giggled. “So, what’s the new practice all about?” 

“I work with technology start-ups that need help taking their companies public. I 
signed a couple of clients out here this week and I have a few things moving along back 
in New York. It’s slow going though, because I’m basically the sales team and I need to 
make a recommendation on whether or not it’s going to be a profitable business for us.” 

“How much time do you have left?” 
“Ummm, almost none.” Jessica grinned. “The review meeting is already scheduled 

in New York. I’m hoping the partners will see the potential and let me run the practice.” 
Paul nodded and leaned forward with a seductive smile that made her heart flutter. 

“You know, it could be beneficial for you to learn more about the venture capital industry, 
since investors play a pretty significant part in the whole IPO process. Might not hurt to 
network a little, maybe even find some more clients to sign?” 

Oohhh. He wants to see me again. Oh my God, how the heck would that even work? 
He’s Paul Emerson! The guy can get any woman he wants. I mean, yes, he’s sexy as hell 
but I just ... no, I’m not heading down that path again. I’d be another notch on his 
bedpost and that’s not who I am, not who I want to be. “How exactly would I go about 
that?” She gave a mock quizzical look, already knowing his answer. Easy, Jess, you’re in 
the lion’s den now. 

“Well ... I’ll be in my New York office next week. I’d be happy to give you an 
overview of the industry, if you’d like.” That sexy smile was back. 

If I meet him in the office, it’ll be purely professional, right? Having him as a 
connection can really help me sell this practice to the partners. He’s a major player in the 
technology industry, infamous really. She was torn but desperate. Charlie’s insinuation 
about the impending deadline was a reminder that she needed to present a 
recommendation for this practice in the very near future. You don’t really have a choice, 
Jess. Take the opportunity. It may not come around again. “Wow, that would be really 
helpful. Are you, um, sure you’d have time for that? You seem like a pretty busy guy.” 

“I think I can make some time.” He handed her a business card. “Give me a call and 
we’ll set something up.” 

“Okay, great.” Jessica gave him a card of her own. “Thanks so much for the offer, I 
really appreciate it.” She hesitated, too nervous about the prospect of seeing him again to 



think straight. 
The receptionist popped her head outside and she was rescued. “Miss Latham? Your 

next round of interviews was supposed to begin five minutes ago.” 
Jessica sighed. “Of course, I’ll be right up.” She turned back to Paul. “Sorry, I’ve got 

to go. I need to meet with more arrogant kids who are plotting to steal my job.” She 
chuckled. 

Paul gave her a lazy smile and leaned against a statue. “It was really nice seeing you 
again, Jessica Latham. I hope I’ll hear from you.” 

Jessica ran a hand through her hair. The uneasy feeling in her stomach was more than 
nerves. There was something unsettling about Paul, but she couldn’t pinpoint it. She 
backed away. “Yes, thanks again. Really appreciate it.” 

Holy crap. She hurried towards the building. Against her better judgment, she 
glanced over her shoulder and drew in a sharp breath when Paul met her gaze. So 
incredibly sexy and self-assured, but still way out of her league. 

Something about Paul captivated and frightened her at the same time. The exterior 
was glossy and polished, but her instincts told her that anything more than a platonic 
meeting would end badly for her. He’d never settle for less than perfect. Somehow, I can’t 
see him being too anxious to push me around in a wheelchair in twenty years and the last 
thing I need is another Drew in my life. 

*** 
 


