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      The phone buzzed noisily on the nightstand.

      Lexi groaned. She wasn’t ready to get up and go to work yet. Throwing her arm out to the nightstand, she tried to switch off the alarm, but it continued to ring. Peeling her eyes open, she grabbed the phone off the nightstand.

      “Who is it?” Ramsey murmured, pulling her back against him.

      The screen flashed in her hand—Jack Howard. It was too early for that. She had to be at work soon, and she had far better things on her mind.

      “Jack.”

      “Too early,” Ramsey whispered, kissing her shoulder.

      “You read my mind.”

      Lexi clicked the Ignore button and let it go to voice mail. “I’ll call him back.”

      “Mmm…” His lips traveled up to her neck. “Time for you to get up anyway.”

      “No,” Lexi said, pulling the white covers up over her eyes.

      “Come on, you’re going to be late for work,” Ramsey said, prying the covers from her hands.

      She squirmed against him under the sheets, tangling their legs together.

      “Can’t make me,” she quipped, turning over and burying her face into his toned chest.

      “Oh…I can make you late,” he murmured into her mass of curly brown hair.

      His nose found her ear, and he lightly brushed against it, causing her to squirm for all new reasons.

      “Good,” Ramsey said. His hand trailed lightly down her spine before resting comfortably at the small of her bare back.

      She hummed into his chest as he kneaded the tight muscles. Lexi’s hands wound up into his hair, and she slowly peeked back up at him. The smile on his face was lazy, comfortable, and so incredibly endearing. She couldn’t believe that after everything they had been through, he could still look at her like she was the greatest prize he had ever won.

      “You’re so distracting,” she grumbled, pulling lightly on his blond hair.

      “I’m the one trying to get you out of bed even though all I want to do is keep you in it all day,” he said before kissing her forehead.

      “You’re going to make me late,” she teased, tugging harder on the locks of blond hair and pulling his lips down to her.

      He didn’t argue with her as their lips melded together. She couldn’t figure out how he always tasted so unbelievably delicious. She hadn’t felt him get out of bed to brush his teeth, but the faint taste of peppermint lingered on his breath.

      Nibbling slightly on his bottom lip, Lexi sucked it into her mouth. His breathing hitched, and he grasped her hips forcefully between his hands. She could feel the indents he was making in her lower back, which only fueled her forward. Sliding her leg across his body, Lexi straddled his hips and slowly started grinding herself against him. He assisted her in the movement, rocking her hips and pushing her harder against him. She could feel him growing for her through his green boxers. She wasn’t far behind him.

      “You can’t go into work,” he groaned into her ear. “I’m not letting you.”

      Lexi responded by pressing her lips to his. He smiled against her lips, encouraging her onward. He tried to push her harder, but she resisted, teasingly licking his lips as lightly as she could manage.

      He growled deep in the back of his throat and grabbed her head, crushing their lips together. Lexi opened her mouth, allowing their tongues to connect, and she responded with her own enthusiasm. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she relaxed into his eager embrace.

      He broke from her lips to kiss across her jawline, and she happened to take a glance at the alarm clock.

      “Shit!” she cried, rolling off of him.

      Ramsey groaned, reaching back for her. “Are you serious?”

      “I’m actually going to be late if we continue,” she said, lying on her side next to him. She watched his chest heave up and down. A smirk crossed her face as she realized how turned-on she had gotten him.

      “If you keep looking at me like that…” He trailed off, running his hand seductively down her side.

      She giggled and swung her legs off the bed. “Sorry, I still need to shower.”

      “I need a cold shower,” he mumbled, watching her stand up in nothing but peach lacy underwear.

      “Well, you can go after me. Must be nice being your own boss,” she said with a shrug as she walked to the bathroom.

      “I’ll let you boss me around.”

      Lexi twirled around, her hair swishing over her shoulder, to look at Ramsey. Her expression was scandalized as if she couldn’t believe he would say such a thing. She tried to remain serious for as long as possible, but the devilish look on his face as he stared at her like he was going to eat her up broke her resolve.

      “Get your ass over here,” he demanded, scooting up on the bed to get a better look at her.

      “You can watch my ass as I walk out the door,” she said, popping open the bathroom door.

      Ramsey’s playful expression faltered and then fell off his face. When Lexi realized what she had said, she anxiously pushed her messy hair behind her ear. She hadn’t meant it the way it sounded, but with their history, it hadn’t been exactly the best phrasing.

      Gulping hard, Lexi ducked her embarrassed face into the bathroom. She knew it was stupid to get so flustered about her statement, but some habits were hard to break. They’d had too many ups and downs to take her comment lightly—even if she had meant it that way.

      Two years just hadn’t been long enough for them to completely forget about their breakup—at least, not with everything else that had happened since then.

      Especially not with what had happened last month…

      She knew their relationship was strong, but sometimes, it didn’t feel as strong as it should. Sometimes, it felt like too many other things got in the way of their relationship.

      Sighing at her thoughts, she flipped on the shower and stepped inside, letting the water pour over her head. The water beat down on her as she tried to block out the heartbroken look on Ramsey’s face. Taking a deep breath, she held it in as she slowly counted to ten and then blew it out. The boiling hot water helped clear her head and dissolve the concerns that she still harbored. She couldn’t beat herself up about everything in her past and his past—their past.

      A knock on the glass door broke her out of her thoughts. Cracking the door open, she stuck her head out to see Ramsey standing before her, still wearing nothing but his green boxers. She smiled at him, thinking he was going to join her.

      “Jack keeps calling,” he said, holding up her phone to show her the two missed calls on the screen.

      “Why is he calling this early?” she asked, her brows furrowing.

      “Who knows?” he said with an easy shrug. “I thought you’d want to call him back when you’re done.”

      “Yeah, I will. Let me just finish.” Just as she said that, her phone lit up again with Jack’s name on the screen. “Damn it.”

      “Do you want me to answer?”

      Lexi immediately started shaking her head. “Nah, I’ve got it,” she said, reaching back and turning off the water. “Can’t even finish my shower.”

      Ramsey smiled at her and handed her a towel. She dried off as fast as she could.

      “Just answer it,” she told him, knowing she would miss the call if she waited any longer.

      “Hey,” Ramsey said, answering the phone. “Yeah, she’s right here. Just give me a second to go and get her.”

      Ramsey held out the phone to Lexi as she hastily knotted her towel.

      “Thanks,” she murmured softly, shaking out her wet hair and taking the phone out of his hands.

      “No problem,” he said, stripping out of his boxers and stepping into the shower she had just vacated.

      Asshole, she mouthed to him at the display before her.

      He just shook his head at her and shooed her on. She knew this was payback for leaving him on the bed, but she didn’t like it.

      “Hi, Jack,” she said cheerfully before sticking out her tongue at Ramsey as she left the bathroom.

      “Lex,” he breathed into the phone.

      Her heart stopped. She and Jack spoke on a regular basis but not like this. It had been a while—a long while—since she had heard the desperation, need, and desire in his voice. Had Ramsey heard it? Would he have known? She glanced back at the closed shower door and then felt bad for doing it. It had been two years since she and Ramsey had left Jack’s wedding together. Ramsey knew better.

      Taking a deep breath, she tried to act like she hadn’t heard it either. “Hey, what’s up?”

      “Do you have some free time today?” he asked.

      “I really don’t. I’m going to be late to work as it is,” she told him happily, trying not to feed into his mood.

      “What about after work or during your lunch break?”

      “What’s going on?” she couldn’t help but ask. Curiosity was getting the better of her, and she wanted to know what was wrong.

      “I just need to talk to you,” he murmured hastily into the phone.

      “Maybe after work,” she told him. She wouldn’t normally spend the time, but something in his voice kept her from denying him.

      “Thank you,” he said, breathing a sigh of relief.

      “Yeah, of course. Jack,” she began, unsure of how best to proceed, “are you okay?”

      He paused before answering. It felt like forever as the silence dragged on between them. She knew the answer even before he said anything. There was no one she could read better.

      “I don’t know.”

      “Can I help?” she asked, concerned and confused.

      “I’ll meet you after work. Do you want me to pick you up?”

      “No, I’m driving today,” she told him. She didn’t mind driving through the city, but she despised parking, so Ramsey usually dropped her off just to avoid the hassle.

      “Okay,” he said wistfully as if he had been looking forward to picking her up from work.

      “Jack, really, what’s going on? I’m going to be thinking about this and stressing all day at work. I’ll be distracted, and you know I have that big case,” she reminded him.

      “I know, but we have to talk in person. I…I can’t talk about this on the phone,” he said, his voice cracking.

      Lexi’s mind was swimming with possibilities. She wished she had actually woken up on time. Then, she wouldn’t have to wait until after work to find out. “All right. I’ll see you after.”

      “See ya,” he said before hanging up the phone.

      Ramsey walked out of the bathroom a minute later, towel-drying his blond hair, nude. Her eyes traveled over his gorgeous body from his messy blond hair, to his bright green eyes, to his strong jawline, across his hunky shoulders, down the six-pack abs he had worked so hard for, to the defined V, leading to where she really wanted to look.

      “You checkin’ me out?” he drawled as if he hadn’t come out of the bathroom like that on purpose.

      “Yep. Wondering how late I can be without getting yelled at,” she said.

      Ramsey chuckled, wrapping the towel around his waist to cover up some of the distraction. “I don’t want you to get yelled at.”

      “It might be worth it,” she murmured, watching him walk into his closet.

      “So, what did he want?” Ramsey called from the other room.

      “Bah,” she grumbled, not really giving him an answer.

      “That good, huh?”

      “He’s so…Jack sometimes,” she said, putting on cream lace underwear with a matching bra.

      “Can he be anything else?” Ramsey asked.

      Lexi wandered into the bathroom and diffused her hair over the sink as she contemplated the question. Could Jack be anything other than himself? It was something she had taken a lot of time to think about over the past two years. It was something she didn’t really want to think about with his desperation still ringing in her ears.

      After applying her makeup for the day, Lexi tangled her hair into a tight bun on the top of her head. She thought it looked more professional in court than her wild curls.

      She walked back into the bedroom and changed into a pencil skirt and a mint-green silky blouse, giggling at the appropriateness of wearing this around her Ramsey.

      “We’re still on for dinner, right?” Ramsey asked, peeking around the corner of the closet to stare at her as she threw on a blazer over the blouse.

      “Fuck,” she said, whirling around. “I thought that was tomorrow night.”

      Ramsey shook his head. “Tonight. Can you still make it?”

      Lexi bit her bottom lip. “I just promised to meet Jack, and I have that case right now—”

      “It’s okay. We can reschedule,” he said, his expression falling. He disappeared back into the closet.

      “I don’t want to though,” she said, adjusting the jacket. “We’ll make it work.”

      “Sure,” he said, coming back into the room with a crisp white button-up, undone to reveal his toned abs.

      She just stared at him. “You’re going to make me even later,” she whispered, eyeing his body.

      He smiled and walked over to her. She trailed her hands down the defined muscles and to the waistline of his pants.

      “You’re going to get out of your obligations?” he asked, pushing his hands up into her still damp bun and bringing his lips down onto hers.

      “Of course I am,” she murmured as she pulled away. “I’m a good girlfriend.”

      “Yes, you are.” He brushed his nose against hers. “Now, get out of here before you’re actually late,” he said, smacking her ass.
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      The day at court was as grueling as ever. She had gotten a job in corporate law, and she had spent more time in court working with assholes than she ever thought possible. This week though was really hitting her quota for the amount of time she could spend dealing with such stupidity. Her nerves were constantly on edge, and she had been returning home just to spend more time working on the one case she didn’t want to think about. She had hoped she would get out of court early, but the likelihood of that happening was practically impossible. She had never met anyone who could bicker so fiercely. Half the time, she felt more like a babysitter than a lawyer.

      She would have handed the case over to a colleague long ago if it hadn’t been such a good commission, and she wanted to prove she could get through it. The last thing she wanted to be seen as in the firm was the girl who couldn’t hack it. She hadn’t been there long enough for them to take her seriously.

      By lunch, she wanted to pull her hair out. Nothing was going as she had planned, and her client was being completely uncooperative. She kept trying to give the company the legal advice they were paying her for, but then they would go in the opposite direction of her judgment.

      Pulling her phone out of her purse, she walked down the hallway as far away from everyone in the courtroom as possible. She knew she should be spending her break devouring her lunch and reviewing her materials, but she just wanted to forget everything else.

      The line clicked over, and Jack’s voice filled her phone. “Hey, Lexi. I thought you didn’t have time for lunch.”

      He sounded like himself again, and she breathed a sigh of relief.

      “I don’t,” she told him, opening up a side door to a meeting room before locking herself away from the outside world.

      “You sound tired,” he mused.

      “Thanks,” she grumbled. “I appreciate it.”

      “Just an observation.”

      “Well, keep it to yourself.”

      “Are you okay, Lexi?”

      “Yeah,” she said, leaning her head against the doorframe. “Just stressed.”

      “I know you are. I
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      f you ever need to talk and take your mind off the case, you know I’m free,” he told her.

      “I know, Jack,” she murmured softly.

      “If you want me to be here for you, I am.”

      She held her breath and closed her eyes, counting to ten before releasing the breath. This wasn’t why she had called him. She knew he would be there for her if she needed him to be.

      “I just called because I can’t meet after work. I forgot that I already have plans,” she vaguely told him.

      “You can’t meet?” he asked, the need filling his voice once more. “Lex, I really need to talk to you.”

      “I know, I know. And I want to talk, but I can’t tonight. Can you wait until tomorrow?” she asked, struggling to turn him down. She had completely forgotten about her plans with Ramsey, and she didn’t get enough time with him as it was. She couldn’t cancel everything just because Jack needed her.

      “Yeah,” he whispered. “Yeah, it can wait.”

      She could almost see the defeated look on his face—those blue eyes begging and pleading, the forward tilt of his head. “I’ll…I’ll talk to you tomorrow then.”

      “Yeah, all right,” he muttered into the phone.

      “Are you going to be all right until then?” she couldn’t help asking, knowing he was going to shrug it off regardless.

      “I’ll survive. Will you make it through court?”

      It was Lexi’s turn to shrug. “Can I murder my clients?”

      “Can you be your own defense attorney?”

      “Yes?”

      “Then, do it. You’re the best.”

      Lexi chuckled, loving the easy banter between them. Today was one of those days when she wished she could get out of work to go have lunch with Jack. When he was around to lighten her mood, it was easier to forget the headache that had become all but a constant fixture from this job.

      “You’re silly,” she told him through her laughter.

      “There’s that smile. That’s better.”

      She could tell his own smile had returned.

      “Thanks, Jack.”

      “Anytime. I’m here.”

      “See you tomorrow.”

      “Bye, Lex.”

      She hung up the phone, her mission accomplished, and she went back to the insufferable job of working with these corporate hacks. Sometimes, on days like today, she wanted to turn them all in and make them handle their cases on their own. They weren’t worth the trouble she had to go through for them.

      Knowing she had plans made the day drag on longer than usual. Her client even noticed how antsy she was to be dismissed from court for the day. Her feet were tapping under the table, her legs were bouncing up and down, and she couldn’t help continually checking her watch. She practically sprinted out of the courtroom as soon as the judge released them.

      She found a place to change into something more appropriate and raced across town on autopilot. She floored the car, weaving through traffic, on her way to the restaurant.

      Snatching her phone out of her purse, she pressed the button for Chyna.

      She answered on the first ring. “Chica!” Chyna cried over the background noise.

      Lexi rolled her eyes. She loved her party-animal best friend. “Hey, C. Are you drunk already?”

      “Well on my way,” she said with a giggle. “What’s wrong?”

      “Wrong?” Lexi asked. How did Chyna always know these things?

      “You think I don’t know you, chica? Come on, spill it!”

      Lexi thought that she knew her best friend pretty well, but sometimes it felt like Chyna could read her mind.

      “Jack called me this morning.”

      “And? Isn’t that normal?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, it is,” Lexi said, trying to figure out how to explain. “But he sounded like…Jack.”

      Chyna was silent for a second. All that Lexi could hear was the music in the background and a cacophony of people talking.

      “You mean he sounded like…Jack?”

      “Yeah…I mean, I don’t know. He just said he had to talk to me, and he sounded desperate. Am I reading into things?”

      “I’d tell you to trust your instincts, but your instincts suck.”

      “Chyna!”

      “What? Jesus, do you think he’s going to try anything? I’ll come kick him in the balls again for you, if you think that.”

      “No, I don’t think he’s going to try anything.”

      “Then, go see him. Are you on the way now?” Chyna asked. “I bet you are.”

      “I have dinner plans with Ramsey.”

      “Is not knowing eating you up? Do you want to skip dinner?” Chyna giggled.

      “Oh, shut up. I can’t skip dinner.”

      “But you want to.”

      “I have to go, Chyna. Tell Adam hey for me.”

      “Will do, chica. Tell Ramsey and Jack hello for me.”

      Lexi hung up the phone with a shake of her head. Chyna had a way of reassuring her while also throwing her off-balance.

      Lexi would figure out what to do about Jack tomorrow. She was already running behind for dinner, and that should be her priority.

      Slamming on the brakes in front of the valet booth, Lexi rushed out of her car and tossed the keys to the waiting valet. He looked at her in surprise as she tugged her skimpy dress down and hobbled past him toward the entrance. She reached down and adjusted her slingback heels. She was late. She was unbelievably late, and she felt like nothing short of a disaster. With curly tendrils falling haphazardly from the ponytail holder, her hair was still knotted into the messy bun she had worn to court that morning. Her makeup was still intact, but she hadn’t checked it anytime recently. At least her assistant had remembered to pick up the black halter dress from the dry cleaner, and her slingbacks had still been in her car. She slung her wildly inappropriate hobo bag over her shoulder and steeled herself to walk into the restaurant.

      The maître d’ gave her a once-over as she paraded into the restaurant, and then he turned back to the buxom blonde before him. Lexi ground her teeth in irritation. She didn’t want to deal with these people any more than she had to. The blonde seemed to occupy all his attention, so Lexi just continued walking toward the dining room.

      “Reservation?” he asked, blocking her path.

      “Bridges,” she explained confidently with the arrogance and authority she had sometimes seen Ramsey use.

      “Ah…Mrs. Bridges,” he said with a fake smile.

      “Oh!” she said awkwardly. “We’re not married.”

      “My apologies,” he said, the contempt returning. “Easy mistake.”

      “Yeah,” she grumbled.

      It was a mistake that had happened way more than she liked. Everyone mistook her for Ramsey’s wife. They had been to so many functions where that happened. It wasn’t like she wore a goddamn ring or anything! Just because they had been together for two years didn’t mean they had to get married immediately! She wished that people would just stop asking her! Rings made her nervous. Why ruin a good thing when it was working without a ring? Ugh!

      “We’ll have someone escort you to your seat,” the man said, snapping his fingers at a hostess.

      “Thank you,” Lexi said, following the snobby woman through the restaurant.

      Watching the crowd of people made Lexi entirely uncomfortable—the couples picking at their food, the women barely munching on a piece of lettuce, the men distracted by someone else’s wife. Was this where her life was heading? She shuddered at the thought and tried to push it aside. She had never liked Ramsey for his money, and oft times, she would forget he was as wealthy as he was. She was bringing in a handsome salary herself, but something about the way these people were acting tonight ruffled her feathers. She had never been that person, but it was easy to see how money changed people. Holding back her unmitigated qualms, she forced a smile on her face and tried to hide her apprehension.

      “Here you are,” the woman said, smiling politely at Ramsey.

      “Hey,” Ramsey said. His gorgeous smile appeared on his face at Lexi’s approach.

      “Hey,” she managed, walking past the hostess.

      Ramsey stood, wrapped his strong arms around her, and kissed her forehead. She breathed him in, during even the briefest of embraces, and smiled at the minty smell he exuded. It never got old.

      “It’s so good to see you,” he murmured.

      Lexi couldn’t help but giggle at his cute PDA moment. Maybe those other couples could take note and pay more attention to each other. Taking her seat across from him, Lexi crossed her legs under the table and unfolded her napkin before laying it on her lap.

      “So…you’re late,” he mused with a knowing glint in his eyes.

      “Yeah, court ran over. I’m sorry,” she told him.

      “You didn’t end up seeing Jack?” he asked, only half-joking.

      “No, I ended up rescheduling with him,” she said, shrugging. “I’ll talk to him tomorrow, I guess.”

      “Well, I took the liberty of ordering for us. I hope you don’t mind,” he said, gesturing to a vodka-cranberry placed before her.

      “No, that’s fine. I needed this,” she said with a laugh.

      “I figured as much. This case is taking a lot out of you.”

      “The people are relentless,” she said before sipping on her drink. “I just can’t catch a break. One asshole client to the next.”

      “We should get away,” he told her.

      “That’d be nice,” she said, sending him an amused smile. “What did you have in mind? And when can we make it happen?”

      “When does the case end?” he asked.

      The look on his face showed that he knew it wasn’t going to be over anytime soon. She didn’t even need to voice that. She had been up late, working on it, for far too long.

      “We’ll go after,” he added.

      “Sure,” she murmured softly. She took another sip of her drink. “Why did you choose this place anyway?”

      “The restaurant?”

      She nodded.

      “Because you like it. You do like it, right? Should we have gone somewhere else? We can still leave,” he mumbled, trying to recover from a misstep he hadn’t made.

      “No, no, it’s fine,” she said quickly, giggling to herself at his adorable reaction. “I do like this place. It’s so classy though. Sometimes, I feel dirty when I walk inside.”

      “Isn’t it supposed to have the opposite reaction?” he asked curiously.

      “Let me rephrase. I don’t feel clean enough to eat here. I feel like someone needs to polish me, like the silverware,” she said, holding up and examining a pristinely polished fork. “I could never get forks this clean.”

      “What’s this about, Lexi?” Ramsey asked, reaching across the table and taking her hand. He didn’t let go, and he slowly swirled a figure-eight pattern against the top of her hand.

      “I’m just tired,” she murmured, glancing away from him, “and I didn’t get to eat lunch. Just irritable, I guess.”

      “Hey,” he said, tugging on her hand lightly until she looked back at him. “I love you. You’ll get through this case.”

      She sighed and nodded. She wished she could tell him about all the other things on her mind, but this wasn’t the place. How could she ask him in the midst of these people whether or not she was going to end up like them?

      Lexi knew that she was thinking too much into it, and her stress was starting to seep into her personal life, but she had a hard time preventing it from happening. Being surrounded by such opulence reminded her too much of the people she worked for—the people she wanted to forget.

      Trying to clear her mind, she placed a smile on her face and asked Ramsey about his day. He already knew that hers had been stressful, but she needed to remember that he had a stressful job, too. Sometimes, it was easy to get wrapped up in what she was going through at work and the doubts she was having about her future. Putting in the effort to find out about Ramsey’s day eased her mind, and dinner arrived shortly after.

      By the end of the meal, her apprehension about the evening had dissipated, and they had slipped effortlessly into a debate about who was going to pay for the meal. Ramsey won, of course. He always won, but Lexi found it amusing to prod him on the subject. Maybe one day she would be able to convince him otherwise.

      Latching on to his arm, Ramsey led Lexi out of the dining hall. She wished that they could do this more often…that they had more time. Snuggling against his arm, they exited through the main entrance and into the late October air. The valet smiled at their approach and motioned to his assistant to grab the keys.

      “Take a walk with me,” Ramsey said, pulling Lexi away from the parking lot and waving dismissively at the valet.

      “But our cars.”

      “They’ll take care of it. Don’t worry about it,” he said, continuing to lead her away from the restaurant.

      “Are you sure?” Lexi asked. She was concerned about leaving the only real possession she cherished alone in a parking lot so late at night.

      “Of course. Where do you think we are?”

      “I guess you’re right,” she agreed reluctantly, glancing back over her shoulder at the valets standing around. “Where are we going?”

      “I just wanted to walk with you and forget the rest of the world. I miss our time together. We’re both so busy.”

      “I know this case is really something else.”

      She felt like she was always making excuses. She never had enough free time anymore, and when she did, she would have so much else to do that she wouldn’t get to spend it with Ramsey.

      He laced his fingers with hers as they veered toward the nearest intersection. The city lights gleamed all around them, and she shuddered a little bit as the crisp evening air reminded her that winter was just around the corner.

      “Are you cold?” he asked, putting his arm around her and rubbing her arm.

      “Just a little.”

      “I’m glad we were able to get dinner tonight. It’s nice to see your pretty face.”

      Lexi giggled slightly at all his compliments. She was now glad he had asked her to walk with him. She had forgotten how nice it was to just get away. He hadn’t been lying at dinner when he said they needed a vacation. They both worked too much to do it though.

      Ramsey gestured for her to cross the street, and she traipsed across the grimy crosswalk in her slingback heels, being careful not to trip over a pothole.

      “Let’s go in,” he said with an easy smile as he motioned toward one of the entrances to Piedmont Park.

      “This late at night?” she questioned him, slightly uncomfortable at the prospect.

      “Yeah, let’s go together.”

      “Isn’t it dangerous?” she asked, biting her lip.

      She hugged her arms around herself as he stood, silhouetted by the lights at the entrance. He did look smashing tonight in a black button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up to three-quarter length and charcoal slacks. His green eyes stood out in contrast to his dark outfit, and she just wanted to kiss him.

      “You feel like you’re in some kind of danger with me?” he asked, his lips quirking up at the sides at the humor in his statement.

      Lexi reached up on her tiptoes and lightly kissed his lips. “I’m not the only one with a pretty face tonight.”

      “You’re trying to change the subject,” he murmured against her lips.

      “Is it working?” she asked, wrapping her arms around his neck.

      “Are you in any way unsafe with me?” he asked, circling his arms around her waist.

      “Depends on what you plan to do with me tonight,” she whispered huskily.

      “After this morning? You’ll be lucky if I let you out of bed.”

      “You think being out of bed would be lucky?”

      Ramsey shook his head. “Into the park,” he demanded, pointing at the entrance.

      “Nope. We should go home now.”

      Ramsey smiled, clearly contemplating her suggestion. Then, as she began to drag him back to their cars, he hoisted her up into his arms and carried her into the park himself.

      “Oh my God! Ramsey, what are you doing?” she squealed as he walked forward.

      He held her gingerly in his arms as if she weighed nothing.

      “I can walk! I can walk!”

      “Are you going to behave?” he asked, smirking down at her face.

      “Not if you keep carrying me!”

      “Then, why would I put you down?”

      She threw her head back, exasperated, and he just laughed at her.

      “All right, all right. I’ll put you down.” He placed her lightly on her feet.

      “Thank you,” she said, steadying herself against him in her high heels. “Can we try to act like civilized adults now?”

      “What’s the fun in that?”

      “You have a point.”

      As they walked farther into the park, the trees began to cluster together, and the city lights gradually disappeared. The characteristic speeding of cars on the interstate and honking of horns in traffic through the commuter city faded away to a dull hum, and they were left with each other. The winding path they had selected was even farther off the beaten track, and Lexi actually noticed that some stars were overhead. The stars had come out for she and Ramsey tonight, like the stars had known they were going to take this moonlit stroll through the city.

      The weight of his hand was peaceful against hers, and the sound of each other’s breathing kept a slow, easy rhythm about their movements—so much so, that she hardly realized just how dark it was where they were. They had walked so deep into the woods that even the lights in the park were missing or had been extinguished. It reminded her of the night when they had ridden four-wheelers in the woods back when they were first exploring each other, first accepting what was happening, first falling in love.

      “Ramsey,” she whispered, not even sure why she was being so quiet. “It’s really dark out here. Don’t you think we should go back?”

      “Yeah, probably,” he agreed, stopping and staring down at her. “Let’s just go a little farther, and if we don’t find the other side, we’ll circle back.”

      Lexi nodded.

      After another minute of walking on the darkened path, they followed a bend in the trail, and suddenly, light illuminated the path before them.

      “Oh, good,” she murmured, breathing a sigh of relief. “We made it.”

      Ramsey smiled back at her. “We did.”

      Lexi looked into his face and saw a glint of something she hadn’t recognized before. Had she not been looking? He appeared absolutely ecstatic. She hadn’t even realized how happy he was and that such a small walk with her could brighten his mood.

      Walking forward along the path, Lexi noticed it narrowed as they ventured toward the light. Her eyes widened as everything came into focus.

      No wonder he was grinning like an idiot.

      White candles of all different shapes and sizes flickered along the path. Hundreds of them illuminated their way, and she noticed, where she hadn’t before, the streetlights were all still in place but had been shut off to allow the red-and-orange flames to be the only source of light. He had turned off the world in Piedmont Park to give Lexi one of her own.

      She stared forward, perplexed and in awe at what was materializing, as she followed him down the pathway. The candles opened up to a small clearing where a giant blanket was laid out with a picnic basket and a dozen long-stemmed red roses in a clear vase.

      “What is this?” she whispered, facing Ramsey once more.

      He just smiled. “Dessert?”

      Lexi didn’t even have words right then. How was he always able to surprise her with such unbelievable acts of kindness? Would she ever be able to reciprocate his immense love and admiration for her?

      He slowly pulled his dress shoes off his feet and padded onto the plush blanket that she suddenly realized was the same one they had used at Stone Mountain on their very first date. Kicking her heels off her feet, she walked forward, toward him, her face still a mask of shock.

      She stood there, and without her heels on, she had to tilt her head back to look into his face. “How long have you been planning this?”

      “Long enough that I wasn’t going to let you miss dinner,” he murmured.

      “Sneaky.”

      “I’m so in love with you.” He reached up, took a hold of the ponytail holder, and freed her long, flowing hair. It fanned out around her face and past her shoulders in giant waves from the spiraled tight bun. “That’s better. That’s more like you.”

      Lexi beamed up at her boyfriend. He had planned all of this. She couldn’t believe it. Her mind wasn’t even functioning properly as she realized just how much he really loved her. He was full of surprises. He had been from day one.

      “What’s for dessert?” she murmured, licking her lips.

      “There will be plenty of time for that,” he said huskily. He lightly brushed his lips against hers.

      “Now?”

      “Later,” he said before kissing her once more.

      “Now?” she repeated, reaching up on her tiptoes to try to capture his lips again.

      “Alexa, my Alexa, I don’t know how to say this any other way.” He pushed a lock of her hair out of her face.

      “Say what?” She was still staring at his lips.

      “You are and always will be everything I want in my life. You get me through even the cloudiest of days by making the sun shine all around you. I could never in a million years find the right words to let you know how much you mean to me. So, I thought I’d start my explanation with this.” Ramsey slowly sank to one knee.

      Lexi gasped, her hand rising to her mouth. “Oh my God,” she murmured as she watched him pull a small black box out of his pocket.

      He slowly opened the lid and revealed what lay beneath. She stared in wonder as hundreds of flames reflected off the engagement ring. Perfect, simple, elegant—it was everything that represented their relationship and more. A perfectly cut pear-shaped diamond sat all alone on a thin silver band. It needed no adornment. It needed no decoration. It was flawless all on its own.

      “Alexa Mae Walsh,” Ramsey began, holding the ring out for her viewing, “will you do me the honor of spending the rest of our lives together as my wife?”

      Tears welled in her eyes, and she brushed them aside with her free hand. Her heartbeat was accelerating, and she couldn’t keep from staring at him with her mouth open. Her eyes shone with unadulterated shock at the turn of events.

      “Lexi?” he murmured her name again softly. He was still waiting for an answer.

      She could see the concern beginning to creep onto his face.

      “Yes! Yes, oh God, yes! Of course, Ramsey,” she told him, leaning down and kissing him full on the lips.

      His arms came up around her, and he picked her up off the ground and swung her in a circle. “You said yes.”

      “Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes,” she said over and over again.

      Placing her lightly on her feet, he took her left hand in his own and slowly slid the ring onto her finger. The diamond glittered in the candlelight, and they both stared at how perfectly it fit.

      “You said yes,” he repeated.

      “Did you think I’d say anything else?” she whispered, transfixed by the diamond resting on her finger.

      “No.” He brushed his finger against her ring. “It suits you.”

      “You suit me, Ramsey Bridges.”

      “Forever and always.”
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      Lexi blinked into the afternoon sun. It was all but blinding and caused her to sneeze three times, back to back to back.

      “That’s really cute,” Ramsey told her.

      She glanced at him to retort, but then she let out another sneeze as she looked up into the sun over his shoulder. He chuckled softly to himself, clearly trying to hold it in.

      “Thanks,” she muttered. She sniffled at the onslaught. She walked over to his parked Mercedes and hopped inside.

      It had been twenty-four hours. Just twenty-four hours. A whole fucking twenty-four hours. The longest and shortest twenty-four hours of her life.

      They had walked out of Jack and Bekah’s wedding.

      They had actually walked out of their wedding!

      Her head still swam with the thought. She couldn’t believe they had done it. She couldn’t believe Ramsey had come with her. She couldn’t believe how much mind-blowing, earth-shattering sex they had had in the past twenty-four hours.

      From where they had been just one week earlier, she was hard-pressed to believe all that could happen in such a short period of time. She hadn’t even left his bedroom until a minute ago when they had both caved and decided eating was in their best interest.

      Not to mention, she had a plane to catch.

      Ramsey kept trying to talk her out of it. He wanted her to stay in Atlanta for a while longer. She didn’t have a job lined up yet, but she wasn’t ready to just move in with him. Call her crazy, but jumping into things right after the madness of the past week didn’t sound like the best idea. She wanted to try to work everything out with Ramsey. She wouldn’t mind considering moving in with him again, but maybe she would do it eventually—like after they got all of their trust issues out of the way.

      “Come on, just stay one more week,” Ramsey said, sliding his hand into hers across the car.

      “Nope. Can’t do it. I need to get home and work out some things there—find out about the jobs I applied for, settle things with Chyna, make sure Rachelle hasn’t kicked me out of the apartment.” Talk to John. Yeah, she still needed to talk to him before she could settle all of this with Ramsey.

      “All things that can be done a week from now.” Ramsey backed out of the driveway and started to zip through the city.

      “Psh. If I let things sit with Chyna, she’ll eat me alive when I see her next.”

      “She’ll get over it. If we’re okay, then she should be, too.”

      “You clearly don’t know my best friend and her ability to hold a grudge,” Lexi told him.

      “I’m just glad that you don’t have the same affinity for it.”

      Really? She was pretty sure she could benefit from holding on to a grudge a bit tighter. Lexi could think of one too many times when she had been too forgiving, too understanding, too accepting. Jack Howard.

      No, she wouldn’t think about him today. She wouldn’t think about their past and everything that had led to her walking out of his wedding. Today was the day that she wanted to move forward and be okay with the fact that she had left with Ramsey. She would just think about Ramsey today.

      Maybe tomorrow, she would let the weight of what she had done sink in—when she was all alone and could start to process what had happened. Maybe after she found out whether Jack had gone through with it…

      “Where are we getting food anyway?” Lexi asked, changing the subject. She might have also forgiven Ramsey too easily. She wouldn’t think about that right now either.

      “I was thinking Flip Burger,” he suggested.

      Her stomach growled at the mention of food, and feeling embarrassed, she placed her hand on it.

      “I guess we waited too long to eat.” Ramsey smirked at the suggestion.

      She was sure that he was thinking about their sexcapade last night.

      Her cheeks heated as she replayed her body sliding against his, his hands running through her hair, their hot breaths mingling in the dark room.

      “Uh…Flip sounds fine,” Lexi said, pushing a lock of hair behind her ear and staring out the passenger window.

      Sex had been a nice distraction from all the problems they had to face. She had unabashedly reveled in it, knowing they had too much to talk about when they were finished. She wondered if they would be having this conversation over lunch or if it would wait until later, like maybe when she was back in New York. Lexi had so many decisions to make, and she didn’t even know where to start.

      Ramsey pulled into the Flip Burger parking lot and took the last remaining spot. As Lexi stepped out of the Mercedes, the August heat pressed down on her from all sides, and the humidity caused her dark curls to tighten from the added moisture. She couldn’t believe how just three years in New York City could change her ability to handle the humid Southern summers. A twinge in her chest reminded her how much she missed the city, and she couldn’t wait to get back even though returning would do nothing to help her relationship.

      “Shall we?” Ramsey asked, coming around to her side of the car and extending his hand in front of them.

      “I believe so.”

      They made it up to the front of the building and pushed through the crowd waiting to be seated.

      “Welcome to Flip. How can I help you?” the waitress asked when they approached.

      “What’s the wait for two?” Lexi asked.

      “About twenty to thirty minutes.”

      “Okay, that’s fine. Lexi, for two.”

      “For four,” Ramsey said over her head.

      Lexi turned around and glared at him. “What?”

      “Four,” he said, holding up four fingers and smiling at the hostess.

      “What do you mean four, Ramsey?” she demanded.

      “People are meeting us.”

      “Ramsey, what did you do?” Lexi shook her head and took a deep breath. She turned back to the hostess. “Lexi, for four. Thank you.”

      Lexi grabbed Ramsey’s shirtsleeve and yanked him out of the busy restaurant. She dragged him to the edge of the building before dropping his arm. “Are you out of your mind?”

      “No.”

      “Look, this can’t happen. It just can’t. I’m tired of going into things blind and running headfirst into a brick wall. Step one of our relationship rehab is I know everything! I want to know every single thing that you are planning, orchestrating, and organizing. I want to know everything about your past, and I want to know everything for the future. You can’t keep me in the dark anymore, or this isn’t going to work. That’s the deal, and it’s the only one I’m willing to offer.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

      “Whoa, Lexi! All of this over adding two people to lunch?” Ramsey asked, his brow furrowing.

      “Yes! It might seem like I’m overreacting, but everything in my past tells me I’m not. We have a lot to figure out about how to make this work, Ramsey. I’ve been a forgive-and-forget kind of girl my whole life, but I can’t be that person anymore—not if I want a real relationship. And I’m willing to give it a shot, but I can’t be lied to. I just can’t.”

      “I wasn’t lying to you—”

      “Stop. Just stop and listen for a second while I try to explain. I’m just going to flat-out say that I’m emotionally messed-up. I’ve discovered that. And I think I’ve let myself get taken advantage of one too many times because of that. Second, third, fourth chances were in my repertoire. I swore I wasn’t going to give out any more, but then you happened,” Lexi told him.

      She glanced out across the full parking lot, trying to collect her thoughts. She knew she was rambling, but he needed to hear it. He needed to know what he was up against.

      “I’m giving you a second chance even though I told myself I was done with chances. You fuck up, and you’re done. That’s what I wanted to do when I went back to New York, but I couldn’t. So, prove me right. No more lying.”

      “Okay, Lexi,” Ramsey said. He actually looked uncomfortable.

      Had she ever seen Ramsey look uncomfortable? She sure as hell couldn’t remember a time when she had.

      She hadn’t meant to explode like that, but she hadn’t been able to keep it in. Didn’t he know how much easier this all could be if he would just tell her things? It wasn’t hard to be like, Hey, I’ve invited two people to have lunch with us. She wouldn’t have cared—unless, of course, those people were Bekah, Jack, or Parker. Then, she would care. But she didn’t think he was that stupid.

      “Okay then,” she said awkwardly.

      Ramsey reached out for her hand and threaded their fingers together. “Hey,” he whispered, pulling her into him. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “I know.”

      “This is new for me, too. If we want this to work, I know we both have to put in the effort in the relationship. I’m willing to work on it, and I’ll listen when you call me out when I fuck up…like you just did.”

      Lexi giggled. “Yeah, I guess I overreacted a bit.”

      “You’re just being the adorable woman I fell in love with. I wouldn’t want you any other way.”

      He brought her hand up to his lips and kissed her knuckles. Lexi smiled and glanced away from his entrancing green eyes.

      How did he always wash the anger right out of her like that?

      “I’m going to try your everything route,” Ramsey told her. He turned her chin, so she was staring up at him again. “I’m going to tell you everything until it’s so annoying that you’ll beg me to stop.”

      “I don’t think I’d ever beg you to stop,” she said huskily.

      Ramsey chuckled and shook his head. “Right now, I want to take you back to my apartment and fuck you into tomorrow. I think I’ll start with you on top and then from behind and then maybe the stairs…”

      Lexi flushed all over, her body heating at his words.

      “And then, I think I’m going to clean you up in the shower and not keep my hands to myself,” he murmured into her ear.

      “Okay, okay!” Lexi took a few stutter steps backward and cleared her throat. “Maybe…maybe not everything.”

      Ramsey laughed boisterously. “You’re already asking me to stop!”

      “You know what I mean. I can’t be turned-on all the time when we’re together.”

      Ramsey arched an eyebrow, and with that one look, he asked, Why not?

      “I just want you to tell me everything that you might think about keeping from me. After yesterday, I’m pretty sure that has nothing to do with our sex life.”

      “All right, Lexi,” he said, closing the distance between them again. “I’ll do whatever I can to make this right.”

      “We can start with, who is meeting us for lunch?” She stared up into his handsome face and sighed.

      She sure hoped he meant what he had said. She couldn’t go through this all over again. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.

      “I meant for it to be a surprise, but I see that surprises are going to be…difficult.”

      That was one word for it.

      “I’ve invited my new development team for the medical wing of Bridges.” He scratched the back of his head in that cute way she had grown accustomed to. “I, uh…thought you’d want to meet who I’ll be working with for the next year as we build and staff the new wing.”

      Fuck. Of course, he was trying to do something sweet for her. Well, as long as that team doesn’t include Parker.

      “That…sounds nice,” Lexi said.

      “I should have told you. No more surprises from now on.”

      “You’re so funny.” Lexi rolled her eyes.

      “Okay, okay. I’ll be more attentive to your feelings,” he amended with a kiss to her lips. “Can we go back inside now?”

      “Yes.” She felt sheepish for blowing up on him like that, but she was glad that she had stood her ground. She refused to let her cycle continue.

      They walked back up to the front of the restaurant just as her name was being called. They were ushered inside to a big red booth. Ramsey took a seat after Lexi, and she held his hand as they ordered drinks and waited for his new business associates. She wasn’t sure what to expect or why he was springing all of this on her so quickly. They had just gotten back together, and they weren’t even official yet or anything. While she was glad that he wanted her to know everything happening in his life, she wasn’t sure how ready she was for the next big step.

      “They should be here any minute,” Ramsey said with a megawatt smile for her.

      “So, what does the development team do exactly?”

      “They mostly make sure we get the project off the ground in the time that we desire. Since my father really wants this medical wing up and running and fully functional within the year, he hired a private company to do a lot of the logistical work.”

      Lexi’s mouth popped open. “Within the year? I thought that you didn’t even think this was ever going to get off the ground.”

      Ramsey sighed. “My father called me this morning, and after he finished lecturing me about walking out of Bekah’s wedding, he let me know about hiring this new team.”

      “When did you have time for a phone call?” Lexi asked.

      She was seriously going to have to break him of the habit of hiding things. They had been sleeping together all day and all morning. There had barely been enough time for her to sleep, let alone think of checking her email.

      “I woke up before you did.” He shrugged. “Anyway, he wanted me to speak with them this morning, but I told him I wouldn’t be available. I don’t think he’s going to like the discretion he put into my contract.”

      Lexi giggled. “Probably not.”

      “He said it had to be today though since the pair just flew in from New York.”

      “Your dad hired people from New York for this?” Lexi asked, impressed.

      “He wanted the best. That shouldn’t surprise anyone. So, yeah, here we are. I could have waited to meet them after you flew back home, but since they’re just here to consult this week, I thought I would start the process as soon as possible. Plus, I really want you to be involved in this, Lexi. I don’t want you to feel like you’re on the outside of anything I’m doing. Since I’m working with…Parker, I don’t want you to think this will mean anything different for us,” Ramsey told her, staring deep into her eyes for emphasis.

      She sure hoped he was right.

      “So, are we okay? I can include you on all of the planning now? After all, this was all for you.”

      “Yes,” Lexi murmured. “I want to be involved. It’ll take some getting used to, but I want to be there for you.”

      “Good.” Ramsey brought his lips to hers once more.

      Then, drinks were placed before them.

      “Are y’all still waiting for two more?” the perky blonde asked, leaning her hip against the table.

      “Yes, they should be here any minute. Thank you,” Ramsey said dismissively. “Oh, I would guess that’s them.”

      Ramsey pointed out a girl who walked in, wearing a black pantsuit with a pink blouse. Lexi couldn’t believe that the girl could wear black pants and a jacket in this weather. It certainly wasn’t cool enough back home, but here, it was atrocious. She was pretty and about average height without her heels, and she had super straight blonde hair. Lexi didn’t know how the humidity wasn’t making it frizzy. She contemplated asking the blonde for the secret.

      The next person who walked in made her stomach drop—not just out of her body, but also to the floor. No, it was more like through the floor. She couldn’t believe this was happening. Only her luck was this terrible.

      John.

      His hazel eyes landed on hers across the room, and the shock was as evident on his face as it was on hers. She couldn’t even begin to hide it.

      He looked really handsome in a black suit with a white shirt and a blue-and-silver striped tie. His dark brown hair was cut short, and he looked very professional. As he approached, she remembered just how tall he was. He wasn’t as tall as Ramsey, but he was close to it. And those shoulders. How had she forgotten those shoulders? Underneath that suit, he had a swimmer’s body with muscular shoulders and a sexy six-pack that cut down to a trim waist. And the tattoos—she hadn’t forgotten those either.

      But she had to forget all of that right now, and she needed to remember where she was and what he was doing here.

      John was consulting on the Bridges medical wing. She knew he worked at Global International, a leader in the New York business sector. They were a massive conglomerate, specializing in everything from consultation on business development to international business expansion. Whatever John did for the company, Lexi had assumed it was on the international side, which would explain why he was always out of the States. So, what was he doing in Atlanta consulting on the Bridges project?

      Ramsey was standing and shaking the blonde’s hand. Lexi hadn’t even noticed. She was too engrossed in the fact that the guy she had slept with—Adam’s brother, the person Ramsey had found out existed only yesterday, the person she was supposed to figure things out with when she got back to New York—was right in front of her in Atlanta.

      “Jessica, this is Lexi,” Ramsey said, introducing her to the blonde girl.

      “What a pleasure to meet you,” Jessica said.

      Lexi shifted her gaze to the other woman and mechanically shook her hand.

      How could she fix this? She needed to clue everyone in on the train wreck they had just walked into. Ramsey didn’t know who John was, and John didn’t know who Ramsey was. She was just standing there in the middle, wondering how the hell she could make all of this less embarrassing and awkward.

      “Ramsey,” Lexi whispered, turning to face him and dropping Jessica’s hand. She needed to be blunt about the impending collision.

      “One second,” he said with a smile. “You must be John. Thanks for consulting with Bridges.”

      “Pleasure,” John said, shaking his hand.

      Lexi could see the flicker of confusion in John’s eyes, but he was trying to stay professional. If she could just collapse back into the booth and throw her head into her hands, it would be better than what was going on right now.

      Instead, she just stood there and waited for her chance to butt in.

      “John, this is—” Ramsey began.

      “Lexi,” she said, sticking out her hand immediately before Ramsey could say anything further.

      John slid his hand into hers. He had such big hands with long fingers that grazed her wrist when they shook. “Hello, Lexi.”

      He didn’t immediately release her hand, and she had to clear her throat as she pulled her hand back.

      “How have you been?” John asked, never breaking away from her gaze.

      “Good. Uh, Ramsey,” Lexi said frantically, “this is John.”

      “Right. We met,” Ramsey said.

      “No, Ramsey…this is Adam’s brother…John,” she said softly.

      And there was the realization. Ramsey’s entire body went rigid, and all conversation halted. He stared into her eyes, then to John, and then back to Lexi, like he couldn’t believe what she had just said. She couldn’t blame him for that either.

      “I’m sorry. Am I missing something?” Jessica asked. “Do you know each other?”

      All three stared off uncomfortably, not sure who should be the one to answer that question. Lexi knew that they all needed to stay professional. Nothing good would come from blurting out that she had slept with both of these men.

      “It’s a bit complicated,” Lexi finally admitted. “John is the brother of my best friend’s boyfriend. I just graduated from NYU Law, and I still live in the city.”

      “Oh, a New York girl and law at that. I love it,” Jessica said with a genuine smile. “We should get drinks in the city when we get back. I always love to consult after-hours.”

      “Jessica is a partner at Global International. She’s the main point of contact for the project,” Ramsey explained, finding his voice.

      “Wow, congratulations.”

      Jessica looked really young to be a partner. Either her looks were deceptive, or she was an unbelievably driven, ambitious person. Lexi suspected a bit of both.

      “Thank you,” Jessica said. “Mind if we sit now?”

      “Of course not,” Ramsey said, taking his seat next to Lexi again.

      John and Jessica sat across from them.

      Lexi’s eyes found John’s across the table, and he was giving her a pointed look. He had questions. She was sure of that, but she wasn’t sure how to answer them. She would have preferred to have that conversation when she got back to New York—in the safety of her own city and thousands of miles away from Ramsey. John’s eyes slid from her face to her chest, and she quickly averted her gaze.

      Jessica immediately launched into a full campaign of information and began presenting how they were going to get the entire Bridges medical wing on its feet in just one year. She was certain that it was possible. Lexi didn’t know how much of that was bullshitting and how much of it was determination. Lexi didn’t think these things happened that fast, but apparently, based on the packet of information and the tablet full of slides, Jessica was going to make this happen. She covered everything Lexi could think of and more—building construction, insurance, employment, equipment acquisition, security systems, and so on.

      As far as Lexi could guess from the presentation, the Bridges project was the first full-scale assignment Global International was allowing John to consult on, which would explain why he was here and not working on an international case. Just her luck.

      Lexi kept her eyes glued to Jessica’s display. She wouldn’t even let her eyes wander to John when he was discussing his aspects of the plan.

      She was here for Ramsey. She was here for Ramsey. She kept repeating that over and over in her head, hoping it would sink in.

      Over an hour later, when it seemed Jessica’s project overview had come to a close, the four stood from the table to leave.

      “Thank you so much for meeting with us today,” Ramsey said. He shook Jessica’s hand and then John’s. “It was really rather enlightening.”

      “Thank you for trusting us with your medical wing. It is a huge step for your company, and we’re glad to put the Global name behind it,” Jessica said.

      She was clearly a pro.

      “I’ll be in contact to schedule meetings for the rest of the week. I’d like to introduce you to the other half of my team, so we can start setting the foundation as soon as possible,” Ramsey said. He seemed to speak to both Jessica and John, yet only Jessica at the same time.

      Lexi tried not to look at anyone in particular as they walked out of the restaurant.

      As Jessica asked Ramsey a few additional questions about the project, John turned to Lexi. “Can I speak to you privately before you leave?”

      “Um…” She glanced over at Ramsey. She thought his undivided attention was on Jessica, but it was clear that he was watching her. “Let me see if we have time. I have a flight to catch tonight.”

      “Ah, right…you’re going back to New York,” John said.

      “I thought you were going to be in the city when I got back,” she said quietly.

      “I was, but this was a last-minute job. I heard about it on Friday, and I just got the to come down here yesterday afternoon. We’ve been working on our proposal all night. Otherwise, I likely would have found the time to let you know I would be in town,” John said. Leaning in a bit closer than he should have under the circumstances, he spoke softly, “Just give me five minutes, Lexi. I want more, but I can wait. I’m patient.”

      Lexi swallowed and stepped back. She pushed her hair behind her ear and then dropped her hand, remembering that it was her tell. “Sure. Hold on.”

      Five minutes would be okay. She would totally be fine in that amount of time. She would just tell John the truth and break things off, and then everything would be peachy keen. Because that was how simple everything was in her life…

      “Sorry for interrupting,” Lexi told Jessica. “Ramsey, are we okay on time still? I’m going to talk to John for a couple of minutes.”

      Ramsey’s green eyes searchingly bore into hers. She knew he was trying to trust her, like he wanted to. She knew he was trying to let it all slide off of him with ease, but it couldn’t be easy. He had only found out about John yesterday.

      “Yeah, we should be fine,” Ramsey said, bending down. He wrapped an arm around her waist and kissed her full on the lips.

      Lexi came back blushing when he released her. Since when was Ramsey the type to stake his claim so publicly?

      Maybe since she ha left him, and he ha found out that she had slept with Jack before his engagement and John when she returned to New York…

      “I’ll, uh…be quick,” she murmured. She turned and walked back to John.

      He still looked calm despite the display Ramsey had just put on.

      “Five minutes,” she told John.

      They walked out into the parking lot and away from prying eyes and ears. John strode over to a black BMW and leaned back against one of the doors.

      “Is this your rental car?” she asked, making small talk.

      “You’re dating Ramsey Bridges?” John asked incredulously.

      “Uh…yeah. Kind of.”

      “Well, that’s inconvenient. I’m pretty sure you weren’t yelling his name when we were together,” he mused.

      Lexi laughed, which she immediately turned into a cough, as she glanced away from him. This was not the territory she wanted to venture into.

      A little over two weeks ago, she had slept with the irresistibly handsome man in front of her. When she had returned to New York after breaking up with Ramsey, she had been distraught from another failed relationship, another lie, another heartbreak. Chyna had been in Milan, and her roommate, Rachelle, had been away, working as a law associate for the summer. Adam had been the only one around who she had wanted to hang out with. He had been the only one who could understand since he and Chyna had broken up before she left.

      Hanging out with Adam meant being around John, who Chyna despised for an instance that had occurred earlier that year when John had come on to her. But with Chyna gone, Lexi had found that she got along easily with John. She had let herself hang out with him without Adam, and then that had moved on to a couple of dates, which then moved on to the bedroom. To be honest, she had just liked not having to think or act or tiptoe or anything else. She hadn’t cared that it was a rebound. It had felt comfortable, and that had been what she needed. She wasn’t going to apologize to Ramsey about what had happened, but she couldn’t let it continue either.

      “So, how long have you been together?” John asked casually.

      She could tell he wasn’t as casual as he sounded though. His eyes were vigilant, and he seemed to be assessing her in a way she wasn’t used to from him. He was usually so relaxed and in control. This must have thrown him off-balance.

      “We were together for almost a year, but I broke up with him and moved back to New York at the end of June,” she confessed. “I came back to Atlanta for a, uh…mutual friend’s wedding, and we decided to try to work it out.”

      “And you were going to tell me…”

      “When I got back,” Lexi said.

      “Why are you getting back together with his guy?” he asked.

      She shifted her feet uncomfortably and chanced a glance back into his hazel eyes. He seemed legitimately interested, and she wasn’t sure how to answer.

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, you broke up with him, moved back to New York, and started your life over. You don’t seem like the type of person who just runs back to a guy who hurt her. He did hurt you, right?”

      She nodded softly.

      “So, what made you change your mind?”

      “Why does it matter?” Lexi asked, sidestepping.

      “I want to know, so I can figure out how to change it back.”

      Lexi’s mouth dropped open before she had a chance to realize what she was doing. She had not been expecting that. She had been planning to let him down easy, hoping that they could keep their relationship civil while he was working on the Bridges medical wing. She hadn’t thought he would want to continue seeing her.

      “I, uh…”

      “Go out to dinner with me,” he said, reaching out for her hand and pulling her a little closer to him.

      Lexi stumbled forward a step, but she quickly dropped his hand. She was too close, and this was a really, really bad idea. She was used to bad ideas, but this—well, this was even worse.

      “I can’t. Sorry.”

      “Come on, you were going to tell me you were dating someone else when you got back to New York anyway. Go out to dinner with me when I get back. Then, you can tell me if your relationship is still perfect, and you have no doubts in your mind,” he said in an almost mocking tone.

      “John,” she warned.
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