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THE #1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLERTHE SENSUAL SAGA OF EVA AND GIDEON
CONTINUES in the hotly anticipated follow-up to BARED TO YOU...the New York Times
bestselling novel of "EROTIC ROMANCE THAT SHOULD NOT BE MISSED."-- Romance Novel
News Gideon Cross. As beautiful and flawless on the outside as he was damaged and
tormented on the inside. He was a bright, scorching flame that singed me with the darkest of
pleasures. I couldn't stay away. I didn't want to. He was my addiction... my every desire...
mine.My past was as violent as his, and I was just as broken. We'd never work. It was too hard,
too painful... except when it was perfect. Those moments when the driving hunger and
desperate love were the most exquisite insanity. We were bound by our need. And our passion
would take us beyond our limits to the sweetest, sharpest edge of obsession...

Novel by Manuel Puig, published in 1976 as El beso de la mujer arana. Mostly consisting of
dialogue between two men in an Argentine jail cell, the novel traces the development of their
unlikely friendship. Molina is a middle-aged homosexual who passes the long hours in prison by
acting out scenes from his favorite movies. Valentin is a young socialist revolutionary, who
initially berates Molina for his effeminacy and his lack of political conviction. Sharing the
hardships of a six-month prison term, the two eventually forge a strong relationship that
becomes sexual. In an ironic role reversal at the end of the novel, Molina dies as a result of his
involvement in politics while Valentin escapes the pain of torture by retreating into a dream
world. -- The Merriam-Webster Encyclopedia of LiteratureAbout the AuthorManuel Puig is the
acclaimed author of many novels, including Betrayed by Rita Hayworth, Kiss of the Spider
Woman, and The Buenos Aires Affair. He was born in Argentina in 1932 and died in Mexico in
1990.
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PRAISE FORBared to You“Full of emotional angst, scorching love scenes, and a compelling
story line.”—Dear Author“I love the writing, the sexual tension, and the intricate dance the
characters do as they get together.”—Carly Phillips, New York Times bestselling author“So hot it
practically sizzles, Bared to You charts the life of Manhattan newbie Eva and her steamy
romance with the unspeakably dashing Gideon. Move over Danielle Steel and Jackie Collins,
this is the dawn of a new Day.”—Amuse“The secondary characters are just as flawed as Eva and
Gideon, which makes Bared to You richer and more real to me than many of the contemporary
books I’ve read in a while.”—Romance Junkies“Day writes indulgent fantasy at its most
enjoyable, in a story populated by high-society beauties and rakes, all of them hiding dark
passions and darker secrets behind their glittering façades . . . Filled with catty socialite drama,
dysfunctional personalities, and deliciously explicit love scenes, Bared to You takes a sensual
look at a darker side of love.”—Shelf Awareness“Bared to You was getting tons of fanfare on
Goodreads. People were going crazy over it! It didn’t take long for me to understand why . . . This
book was just incredible. I couldn’t put it down! The sex was so hot and the relationship was so
juicy that I just had to know what was coming next!”—Read Our Lips“Filled with equal amounts
of emotion and heat, Bared to You can easily be devoured in one evening. Day creates two
multidimensional characters in heroine Eva and hero Gideon, whose successful and attractive
exteriors hide traumatized pasts. These layers will help readers connect with the pair, and make
this a story that sticks in the mind.”—RT Book Reviews (4½ stars)“I read this story over a
sweltering weekend. And I was glad I had the air conditioner on full blast since this book cranked
up the heat even more! Reaching the last page in this lusty, earthy book was sweet yet sad. I
wanted more time with these fascinating characters.”—FIRST for Women“Bared to You
obliterates the competition with its real, emotionally intense characters that deal with pain and
pleasure with honesty. I felt these characters bare their hearts and souls in this story. Sometimes
it was so intense it was painful to watch as they hurt themselves and each other with actions or
words. Yet, this is what makes the story unique and unforgettable. I became so attached to Eva
and Gideon that I actually hurt for them. I shared their pain and their joy as they fought to keep
each other.”—Joyfully Reviewed“Bared to You is an intense novel full of hardships, heartbreak,
overcoming obstacles, trust, and most of all . . . trying to find love in a relationship that may seem
hopeless. I truly and wholeheartedly was amazed by this book. It literally blew my mind and after
finishing it, I wasn’t able to stop thinking about it!”—Happily Ever AfterA Touch of Crimson“Will
rock readers with a stunning new world, a hot-blooded hero, and a strong, kick-ass heroine. This
is Sylvia Day at the top of her game!”—Larissa Ione, New York Times bestselling author“Angels
and demons, vampires and lycans, all set against an inventive, intriguing story world that hooked
me from the first page. Balancing action and romance, humor and hot sensuality, Sylvia Day’s
storytelling dazzles. I can’t wait to read more about this league of sexy, dangerous guardian
angels and the fascinating world they inhabit . . . A paranormal romance lover’s feast!”—Lara



Adrian, New York Times bestselling author“Explodes with passion and heat. A hot, sexy angel to
die for and a gutsy heroine make for one exciting read.”—Cheyenne McCray, New York Times
bestselling author“Sylvia Day spins a gorgeous adventure in A Touch of Crimson that combines
gritty, exciting storytelling with soaring lyricism. Adrian is my favorite kind of hero—an alpha-male
angel determined to win the heart of his heroine . . . This is definitely a book for your keeper
shelf.”—Angela Knight, New York Times bestselling author“Absolutely perfect! There are so
many levels to this book—plots, subplots, shades of gray—it was brilliantly constructed and
written . . . Not only is the story magnificent, but it is truly one of the hottest books I’ve read this
year.”—Rage, Sex, and Teddy Bears“Catapults you headfirst into the action from the very first
page . . . A Touch of Crimson had everything I could hope for in a book. Fantastic characters, a
hunk of a leading man . . . a sympathetic and headstrong leading lady and an awesome story
line . . . It is packed with action, killer one-liners, and gripping cliffhangers.”—All About Me“A
gripping, touching, and scintillating page-turner. [Day] skillfully blends a timeless tale of love lost
and found. [This] is a perfect romance with excellent world building that’s rich with angels,
lycans, and vampires.”—RT Book Reviews (4½ stars)Berkley titles by Sylvia DayThe Crossfire
NovelsBARED TO YOUREFLECTED IN YOUENTWINED WITH YOUCAPTIVATED BY
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class act.ACKNOWLEDGMENTSI’m so grateful to Cindy Hwang and Leslie Gelbman for their
support and encouragement, and most important, their love for Gideon and Eva’s story. It takes
passion to write a book and passion to sell it. I’m very thankful they have it.I could write an entire
book about everything I need to thank my agent Kimberly Whalen for. The Crossfire series is a
massive multinational, multiformat endeavor, and she never misses a trick. Because she’s
always on the ball, I’m freed to focus on my part of our collaboration—the writing!—and I love her
for it.Behind Cindy, Leslie, Kim, Claire Pelly, and Tom Weldon are dynamic teams at Penguin and
Trident Media Group. I wish I could mention everyone by name, but really, it takes a village.
There are literally dozens of people to thank for their hard work and enthusiasm. The Crossfire
series is being cared for and looked after by Trident and Penguin on a worldwide scale and I’m
so grateful for the time you’ve all spent on my books.My deepest gratitude to editor Hilary Sares,
who is so instrumental in making the Crossfire series what it is. She keeps me straight.Big
thanks to my publicist, Gregg Sullivan, who makes my life easier in many ways.I must also thank
all of my international publishers (more than three dozen of you at the time I’m writing this) for
welcoming Gideon and Eva into your countries and sharing them with your readers. You’ve all
been so wonderful and I appreciate you.And to all the readers around the world who’ve
embraced Gideon and Eva’s story—thank you! When I wrote Bared to You I was so sure I’d be
the only person who loved it. I’m so thrilled that you do, too, and that we’re following along on Eva
and Gideon’s journey together. Hot, bumpy roads are best traveled with friends!ContentsPraise
for Sylvia DayBerkley titles by Sylvia DayTitle
PageCopyrightDedicationAcknowledgmentsChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter
5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter
14Chapter 15Chapter 16Chapter 17Chapter 18Chapter 19About the Author1ILOVED NEW York
with the kind of mad passion I reserved for only one other thing in my life. The city was a
microcosm of new world opportunities and old world traditions. Conservatives rubbed shoulders
with bohemians. Oddities coexisted with priceless rarities. The pulsing energy of the city fueled
international business bloodlines and drew people from all over the world.And the embodiment
of all that vibrancy, driving ambition, and world-renowned power had just screwed me to two toe-
curlingly awesome orgasms.As I padded over to his massive walk-in closet, I glanced at Gideon
Cross’s sex-rumpled bed and shivered with remembered pleasure. My hair was still damp from a
shower, and the towel wrapped around me was my only article of clothing. I had an hour and a
half before I had to be at work, which was cutting it a little too close for comfort. Obviously, I was
going to have to allot time in my morning routine for sex, otherwise I’d always be scrambling.
Gideon woke up ready to conquer the world, and he liked to start that domination with me.How
lucky was I?Because it was sliding into July in New York and the temperature was heating up, I
chose a slim pair of pressed natural-linen slacks and a sleeveless poplin shell in a soft gray that
matched my eyes. Since I had no hairstyling talent, I pulled my long blond hair back in a simple
ponytail, then made up my face. When I was presentable, I left the bedroom.I heard Gideon’s
voice the moment I stepped into the hallway. A tiny shiver moved through me when I realized he



was angry, his voice low and clipped. He didn’t rile easily . . . unless he was ticked off with me. I
could get him to raise his voice and curse, even shove his hands through his glorious shoulder-
length mane of inky black hair.For the most part, though, Gideon was a testament to leashed
power. There was no need for him to shout when he could get people to quake in their shoes
with just a look or a tersely spoken word.I found him in his home office. He stood with his back to
the door and a Bluetooth receiver in his ear. His arms were crossed and he was staring out the
windows of his Fifth Avenue penthouse apartment, giving the impression of a very solitary man,
an individual who was separate from the world around him, yet entirely capable of ruling
it.Leaning into the doorjamb, I drank him in. I was certain my view of the skyline was more awe-
inspiring than his. My vantage point included him superimposed over those towering
skyscrapers, an equally powerful and impressive presence. He’d finished his shower before I
managed to crawl out of bed. His seriously addictive body was now dressed in two pieces of an
expensively tailored three-piece suit—an admitted hot button of mine. The rear view of him
showcased a perfect ass and a powerful back encased in a vest.On the wall was a massive
collage of photos of us as a couple and one very intimate one that he’d taken of me while I was
sleeping. Most were pictures taken by the paparazzi who followed his every move. He was
Gideon Cross, of Cross Industries, and at the ridiculous age of twenty-eight, he was one of the
top twenty-five richest people in the world. I was pretty sure he owned a significant chunk of
Manhattan; I was positive he was the hottest man on the planet. And he kept photos of me
everywhere he worked, as if I could possibly be as fun to look at as he was.He turned, pivoting
gracefully to catch me with his icy blue gaze. Of course he’d known I was there, watching him.
There was a crackling in the air when we were near each other, a sense of anticipation like the
coiled silence before the boom of thunder. He’d probably deliberately waited a beat before facing
me, giving me the opportunity to check him out because he knew I loved to look at him.Dark and
Dangerous. And all mine.God . . . I never got used to the impact of that face. Those sculpted
cheekbones and dark winged brows, the thickly lashed blue eyes, and those lips . . . perfectly
etched to be both sensual and wicked. I loved when they smiled with sexual invitation, and I
shivered when they thinned into a stern line. And when he pressed those lips to my body, I
burned for him.Jeez, listen to yourself. My mouth curved, remembering how annoyed I used to
get at pals who waxed poetic about their boyfriends’ good looks. But here I was, constantly awed
by the gorgeousness of the complicated, frustrating, messed-up, sexy-as-sin man I was falling
deeper in love with every day.As we stared at each other, his scowl didn’t lessen, nor did he
cease speaking to the poor soul on the receiving end of his call, but his gaze warmed from its
chilly irritation to scorching heat.I should’ve become used to the change that came over him
when he looked at me, but it still hit me with a force strong enough to rock me on my feet. That
look conveyed how hard and deep he wanted to fuck me—which he did every chance he got—
and it also afforded me a glimpse of his raw, unrelenting force of will. A core of strength and
command marked everything Gideon did in life.“See you at eight on Saturday,” he finished,
before yanking off the earpiece and tossing it on his desk. “Come here, Eva.”Another shiver slid



through me at the way he said my name, with the same authoritative bite he used when he said
Come, Eva, while I was beneath him . . . filled with him . . . desperate to climax for him . . .“No time 
for that, ace.” I backed into the hallway, because I was weak where he was concerned. The soft
rasp in his smooth, cultured voice was nearly capable of making me orgasm just listening to it.
And whenever he touched me, I caved.I hurried to the kitchen to make us some coffee.He
muttered something under his breath and followed me out, his long stride easily gaining on mine.
I found myself pinned to the hallway wall by six feet, two inches of hard, hot male.“You know
what happens when you run, angel.” Gideon nipped my lower lip with his teeth and then soothed
the sting with the caress of his tongue. “I catch you.”Inside me, something sighed with happy
surrender and my body went lax with pleasure at being pressed so close to his. I craved him
constantly, so deeply it was a physical ache. What I felt was lust, but it was also so much more.
Something so precious and profound that Gideon’s lust for me wasn’t the trigger it would’ve
been with another man. If anyone else had attempted to subdue me with the weight of his body, I
would’ve freaked out. But it had never been an issue with Gideon. He knew what I needed and
how much I could take.The sudden flash of his grin stopped my heart.Confronted with that
breathtaking face framed by that lustrous dark hair, I felt my knees weaken just a little. He was so
polished and urbane except for the decadent length of those silky strands.He nuzzled his nose
against mine. “You can’t smile at me like that, then walk away. Tell me what you were thinking
about when I was on the phone.”My lips twisted wryly. “How gorgeous you are. It’s sickening how
often I think about that. I need to get over it already.”He cupped the back of my thigh and urged
me tighter against him, teasing me with an expert roll of his hips against mine. He was
outrageously gifted in bed. And he knew it. “Damned if I’ll let you.”“Oh?” Heat slid sinuously
through my veins, my body too greedy for the feel of his. “You can’t tell me you want another
starry-eyed woman hanging on you, Mr. Hates-Exaggerated-Expectations.”“What I want,” he
purred, cupping my jaw and rubbing my bottom lip with the pad of his thumb, “is you being too
busy thinking about me to think about anyone else.”I pulled in a slow and shaky breath. I was
completely seduced by the smoldering look in his eyes, the provocative tone of his voice, the
heat of his body, and the mouthwatering scent of his skin. He was my drug, and I had no desire
to kick the habit.“Gideon,” I breathed, entranced.With a soft groan, he sealed his chiseled mouth
over mine, stealing away thoughts of what time it was with a lush, deep kiss . . . a kiss that almost
succeeded in distracting me from seeing the insecurity he’d just revealed.I pushed my fingers
into his hair to hold him still and kissed him back, my tongue sliding along his, stroking. We’d
been a couple for such a short period of time. Less than a month. Worse, neither of us knew how
to have a relationship like the one we were attempting to build—a relationship in which we
refused to pretend we weren’t both seriously broken.His arms banded around me and tightened
possessively. “I wanted to spend the weekend with you down in the Florida Keys—naked.”“Umm,
sounds nice.” More than nice. As big of a kick as I got out of Gideon in a three-piece suit, I much
preferred him stripped to the skin. I avoided pointing out that I wouldn’t be available this
weekend . . .“Now I’ve got to spend the weekend taking care of business,” he muttered, his lips



moving against mine.“Business you put off to be with me?” He’d been leaving work early to
spend time with me, and I knew that had to be costing him. My mother was on her third
marriage, and all of her spouses were successful, wealthy moguls of one kind or another. I knew
the price for ambition was very late hours.“I pay other people a generous salary so I can be with
you.”Nice dodge, but noting the flash of irritation in his gaze, I distracted him. “Thank you. Let’s
get some coffee before we run out of time.”Gideon stroked his tongue along my bottom lip, then
released me. “I’d like to get off the ground by eight tomorrow night. Pack cool and light. Arizona’s
got dry heat.”“What?” I blinked at his retreating back as it disappeared into his office. “Arizona is
where your business is?”“Unfortunately.”Uh . . . whoa. Instead of risking my shot at coffee, I
postponed arguing and continued on to the kitchen. I passed through Gideon’s spacious
apartment with its stunning prewar architecture and slender arched windows, my heels
alternately clicking over gleaming hardwood and muffled by Aubusson rugs. Decorated in dark
woods and neutral fabrics, the luxurious space was brightened by jeweled accents. As much as
his place screamed money, it managed to remain warm and welcoming, a comfortable place to
relax and feel pampered.When I reached the kitchen, I wasted no time in shoving a travel mug
under the one-cup coffeemaker. Gideon joined me with his jacket draped over one arm and his
cell phone in his hand. I put another portable mug under the spout for him before I went to the
fridge for some half-and-half.“It might be fortunate after all.” I faced him and reminded him of my
roommate issue. “I need to knock heads with Cary this weekend.”Gideon dropped his phone into
the inner pocket of his jacket, then hung the garment off the back of one of the bar stools at the
island. “You’re coming with me, Eva.”Exhaling in a rush, I added half-and-half to my coffee. “To
do what? Lie around naked, waiting for you to finish work and fuck me?”His gaze held mine as
he collected his mug and sipped his steaming coffee with too-calm deliberation. “Are we going to
argue?”“Are you going to be difficult? We talked about this. You know I can’t leave Cary after
what happened last night.” The multibody tangle I’d found in my living room gave new meaning
to the word clusterfuck.I put the carton back in the fridge and absorbed the sensation of being
drawn to him inexorably by the force of his will. It’d been that way from the beginning. When he
chose to, Gideon could make me feel his demands. And it was very, very difficult to ignore the
part of me that begged to give him whatever he wanted. “You’re going to take care of business
and I’m going to take care of my best friend, then we’ll go back to taking care of each other.”“I
won’t be back until Sunday night, Eva.”Oh . . . I felt a sharp twinge in my belly at hearing we’d be
apart that long. Most couples didn’t spend every free moment together, but we weren’t like most
people. We both had hang-ups, insecurities, and an addiction to each other that required regular
contact to keep us functioning properly. I hated being apart from him. I rarely went more than a
couple of hours without thinking of him.“You can’t stand the thought, either,” he said quietly,
studying me in that way he had that saw everything. “By Sunday we’ll both be worthless.”I blew
on the surface of my coffee, then took a quick sip. I was unsettled at the thought of going the
entire weekend without him. Worse, I hated the thought of him spending that amount of time
away from me. He had a world of choices and possibilities out there, women who weren’t so



screwed up and difficult to be with.Still, I managed to say, “We both know that’s not exactly
healthy, Gideon.”“Says who? No one else knows what it’s like to be us.”Okay, I’d give him
that.“We need to get to work,” I said, knowing this impasse was going to drive both of us crazy all
day. We’d sort it out later, but for now we were stuck with it.Resting his hip against the counter,
he crossed his ankles and stubbornly settled in. “What we need is for you to come with
me.”“Gideon.” My foot began to tap against the travertine tile. “I can’t just give up my life for you. If
I turn into arm candy, you’ll get bored real quick. Hell, I’d get sick of myself. It shouldn’t kill us to
spend a couple days straightening out other parts of our lives, even if we hate doing it.”His gaze
captured mine. “You’re too much trouble to be arm candy.”“Takes a troublemaker to know
one.”Gideon straightened, shrugging off his brooding sensuality and instantly capturing me with
his severe intensity. So mercurial—like me. “You’ve gotten a lot of press lately, Eva. It’s no secret
that you’re in New York. I can’t leave you here while I’m gone. Bring Cary with us if you have to.
You can butt heads with him while you’re waiting for me to finish work and fuck you.”“Ha.” Even
as I acknowledged his attempt to lighten the strain with humor, I realized what his real objection
to being apart from me was—Nathan. My former stepbrother was a living nightmare from my
past that Gideon seemed to fear might reappear in my present. It frightened me to concede that
he wasn’t totally wrong. The shield of anonymity that had protected me for years had been
shattered by our highly public relationship.God . . . we totally didn’t have the time to get into that
mess, but I knew it wasn’t a point Gideon would concede on. He was a man who claimed his
possessions utterly, fought off his competitors with ruthless precision, and would never allow any
harm to come to me. I was his safe place, which made me rare and invaluable to him.Gideon
glanced at his watch. “Time to go, angel.”He fetched his jacket, then gestured for me to precede
him through his luxurious living room, where I grabbed my purse and the bag holding my walking
shoes and other necessities. A few moments later, we’d finished the descent to the ground floor
in his private elevator and slid into the back of his black Bentley SUV.“Hi, Angus,” I greeted his
driver, who touched the brim of his old-fashioned chauffeur’s hat.“Good morning, Miss Tramell,”
he replied, smiling. He was an older gentleman, with a liberal sprinkling of white in his red hair. I
liked him for a lot of reasons, not the least of which was the fact that he’d been driving Gideon
around since grade school and genuinely cared for him.A quick glance at the Rolex my mother
and stepfather had given me told me I’d make it to work on time . . . if we didn’t get boxed in by
traffic. Even as I thought this, Angus slid deftly into the sea of taxis and cars on the street. After
the tense quiet of Gideon’s apartment, the noise of Manhattan woke me as effectively as a jolt of
caffeine. The blaring of horns and the thud of tires over a manhole cover invigorated me. Rapid-
moving streams of pedestrians flanked both sides of the clogged street, while buildings
stretched ambitiously toward the sky, keeping us in shadow even as the sun climbed.God, I
seriously loved New York. I took the time every day to absorb it, to try to draw it into me.I settled
into the leather seat back and reached for Gideon’s hand, giving it a squeeze. “Would you feel
better if Cary and I left town for the weekend? Maybe a quick trip to Vegas?”Gideon’s gaze
narrowed. “Am I a threat to Cary? Is that why you won’t consider Arizona?”“What? No. I don’t



think so.” Shifting in the seat, I faced him. “Sometimes it takes an all-nighter before I can get him
to open up.”“You don’t think so?” he repeated my answer, ignoring everything but the first words
out of my mouth.“He might feel like he can’t reach out to me when he needs to talk because I’m
always with you,” I clarified, steadying my mug with two hands as we drove over a pothole.
“Listen, you’re going to have to get over any jealousy about Cary. When I say he’s like a brother
to me, Gideon, I’m not kidding. You don’t have to like him, but you have to understand that he’s a
permanent part of my life.”“Do you tell him the same thing about me?”“I don’t have to. He knows.
I’m trying to reach a compromise here—”“I never compromise.”My brows rose. “In business, I’m
sure you don’t. But this is a relationship, Gideon. It requires give and—”Gideon’s growl cut me
off. “My plane, my hotel, and if you leave the premises, you take a security team with you.”His
sudden, reluctant capitulation surprised me silent for a long minute. Long enough for his brow to
arch over those piercing blue eyes in a look that said take it or leave it.“Don’t you think that’s a
little extreme?” I prodded. “I’ll have Cary with me.”“You’ll forgive me if I don’t trust him with your
safety after last night.” As he drank his coffee, his posture made it very clear that the
conversation was done in his mind. He’d given me his acceptable options.I might’ve gotten
bitchy about that kind of high-handedness if I didn’t understand that taking care of me was his
motivation. My past had vicious skeletons, and dating Gideon had put me in a media spotlight
that could bring Nathan Barker right to my door.Plus, controlling everything around him was just
part of who Gideon was. It came with the package and I had to make accommodations for
that.“Okay,” I agreed. “Which hotel is yours?”“I have a few. You can take your pick.” He turned his
head to look out the window. “Scott will e-mail you the list. When you’ve decided, let him know
and he’ll make the arrangements. We’ll fly out together and return together.”Leaning my shoulder
into the seat, I took a drink of my coffee and noted the way his hand was fisted on his thigh. In
the tinted window’s reflection, Gideon’s face was impassive, but I could feel his
moodiness.“Thank you,” I murmured.“Don’t. I’m not happy about this, Eva.” A muscle in his jaw
twitched. “Your roommate fucks up and I have to spend the weekend without you.”Hating that he
was unhappy, I took his coffee from him and set our travel mugs in the backseat cup holders.
Then I climbed into his lap, straddling him. I draped my arms around his shoulders. “I appreciate
you bending on this, Gideon. It means a lot to me.”He caught me in his fierce blue gaze. “I knew
you were going to drive me insane the moment I saw you.”I smiled, recalling how we’d met.
“Sprawled on my ass on the lobby floor of the Crossfire Building?”“Before. Outside.”Frowning, I
asked, “Outside where?”“On the sidewalk.” Gideon gripped my hips, squeezing in that
possessive, commanding way of his that made me ache for him. “I was leaving for a meeting. A
minute later and I would’ve missed you. I’d just gotten into the car when you came around the
corner.”I remembered the Bentley idling at the curb that day. I’d been too awed by the building to
take note of the sleek vehicle when I arrived, but I had noticed it when I left.“You hit me the
instant I saw you,” he said gruffly. “I couldn’t look away. I wanted you immediately. Excessively.
Almost violently.”How could I not have known that there’d been more to our first meeting than I’d
realized? I thought we’d stumbled across each other by accident. But he’d been leaving for the



day . . . which meant he had deliberately backtracked inside. For me.“You stopped right next to
the Bentley,” he went on, “and your head tilted back. You were looking up at the building and I
pictured you on your knees, looking up at me that same way.”The low growl in Gideon’s voice
had me squirming in his lap. “What way?” I whispered, mesmerized by the fire in his eyes.“With
excitement. A little awe . . . a little intimidation.” Cupping my rear, he urged me tighter against him.
“There was no way to stop myself from following you inside. And there you were, right where I’d
wanted you, damn near kneeling in front of me. In that minute, I had a half dozen fantasies about
what I was going to do to you when I got you naked.”I swallowed, remembering my similar
reaction to him. “Looking at you for the first time made me think about sex. Screaming, sheet-
clawing sex.”“I saw that.” His hands slid up either side of my spine. “And I knew you saw me, too.
Saw what I am . . . what I have inside me. You saw right through me.”And that was what had
knocked me on my ass—literally. I’d looked into his eyes and realized how tightly reined he was,
what a shadowed soul he had. I had seen power and hunger and control and demand.
Somewhere inside me, I’d known he would take me over. It was a relief to know he’d felt the
same upheaval over me.Gideon’s hands hugged my shoulder blades and pulled me closer, until
our foreheads touched. “No one’s ever seen before, Eva. You’re the only one.”My throat tightened
painfully. In so many ways, Gideon was a hard man, yet he could be so sweet to me. Almost
childishly so, which I loved because it was pure and uncontrolled. If no one else bothered to look
beyond his striking face and impressive bank account, they didn’t deserve to know him. “I had no
idea. You were so . . . cool. I didn’t seem to affect you at all.”“Cool?” he scoffed. “I was on fire for
you. I’ve been fucked up ever since.”“Gee. Thanks.”“You made me need you,” he rasped. “Now I
can’t stand the thought of two days without you.”Holding his jaw in my hands, I kissed him
tenderly, my lips coaxing and apologetic. “I love you, too,” I whispered against his beautiful
mouth. “I can’t stand being away from you, either.”His returning kiss was greedy, devouring, and
yet the way he held me close to him was gentle and reverent. As if I were precious. When he
pulled back, we were both breathing hard.“I’m not even your type,” I teased, trying to lighten the
mood before we went into work. Gideon’s preference for brunettes was well known and well
documented.I felt the Bentley pull over and to a halt. Angus got out of the car to give us privacy,
leaving the engine and air-conditioning running. I looked out the window and saw the Crossfire
beside us.“About the type thing—” Gideon’s head fell back to rest against the seat. He took a
deep breath. “Corinne was surprised by you. You weren’t what she’d expected.”My jaw tightened
at the mention of Gideon’s former fiancée. Even knowing that their relationship had been about
friendship and loneliness for him, not love, didn’t stop the claws of envy from digging into me.
Jealousy was one of my virulent flaws. “Because I’m blond?”“Because . . . you don’t look like
her.”My breath caught. I hadn’t considered that Corinne had set the standard for him. Even
Magdalene Perez—one of Gideon’s friends who wished she were more—had said she’d kept
her dark hair long to emulate Corinne. But I hadn’t grasped the complexity of that observation.
My God . . . if it was true, Corinne had tremendous power over Gideon, way more than I could
bear. My heart rate quickened and my stomach churned. I hated her irrationally. Hated that she’d



had even a piece of him. Hated every woman who’d known his touch . . . his lust . . . his amazing
body.I started sliding off him.“Eva.” He stayed me by tightening his grip on my thighs. “I don’t
know if she’s right.”I looked down at where he held me, and the sight of my promise ring on the
finger of his right hand—my brand of ownership—calmed me. So did the look of confusion on his
face when I met his gaze. “You don’t?”“If that’s what it was, it wasn’t conscious. I wasn’t looking
for her in other women. I didn’t know I was looking for anything until I saw you.”My hands slid
down his lapels as relief filled me. Maybe he hadn’t been consciously looking for her, but even if
he had, I couldn’t be more different from Corinne in appearance and temperament. I was unique
to him; a woman apart from his others in every way. I wished that could be enough to kill my
jealousy.“Maybe it wasn’t a preference so much as a pattern.” I smoothed his frown line with a
fingertip. “You should ask Dr. Petersen when we see him tonight. I wish I had more answers after
all my years of therapy, but I don’t. There’s a lot that’s inexplicable between us, isn’t there? I still
have no idea what you see in me that’s hooked you.”“It’s what you see in me, angel,” he said
quietly, his features softening. “That you can know what I have in me and still want me as much
as I want you. I go to sleep every night afraid I’ll wake up and you’ll be gone. Or that I scared you
away . . . that I dreamed you—”“No. Gideon.” Jesus. He broke my heart every day. Shattered
me.“I know I don’t tell you how I feel about you in the same way you tell me, but you have me.
You know that.”“Yes, I know you love me, Gideon.” Insanely. Outrageously. Obsessively. Just like
my feelings for him.“I’m caught up with you, Eva.” With his head tilted back, Gideon pulled me
down for the sweetest of kisses, his firm lips moving gently beneath mine. “I’d kill for you,” he
whispered, “give up everything I own for you . . . but I won’t give you up. Two days is my limit.
Don’t ask for more than that; I can’t give it to you.”I didn’t take his words lightly. His wealth
insulated him, gave him the power and control that had been stolen from him at some point in his
life. He’d suffered brutality and violation, just as I had. That he would consider it worthwhile to
lose his peace of mind just to keep me meant more than the words I love you.“I just need the two
days, ace, and I’ll make them worth your while.”The starkness of his gaze bled away, replaced by
sexual heat. “Oh? Planning on pacifying me with sex, angel?”“Yes,” I admitted shamelessly. “Lots
of it. After all, the tactic seems to work well for you.”His mouth curved, but his gaze had a
sharpness that quickened my breath. The dark look he gave me reminded me—as if I could
forget—that Gideon wasn’t a man who could be managed or tamed.“Ah, Eva,” he purred,
sprawled against the seat with the predatory insouciance of a sleek panther who’d neatly
trapped a mouse in his den.A delicious shiver moved through me. When it came to Gideon, I
was more than willing to be devoured.2JUST BEFORE I exited the elevator into the vestibule of
Waters Field & Leaman, the advertising firm I worked for on the twentieth floor, Gideon
whispered in my ear, “Think about me all day.”I squeezed his hand surreptitiously in the crowded
car. “Always do.”He continued the ride up to the top floor, which housed the headquarters of
Cross Industries. The Crossfire was his, one of many properties he owned throughout the city,
including the apartment complex I lived in.I tried not to pay attention to that. My mom was a
career trophy wife. She’d given up my father’s love for an affluent lifestyle, which I couldn’t relate



to at all. I’d prefer love over wealth any day, but I suppose that was easy for me to say because I
had money—a sizable investment portfolio—of my own. Not that I ever touched it. I wouldn’t. I’d
paid too high a price and couldn’t imagine anything worth the cost.Megumi, the receptionist,
buzzed me through the glass security door and greeted me with a big smile. She was a pretty
woman, young like me, with a stylish bob of glossy black hair framing stunning Asian
features.“Hey,” I said, stopping by her desk. “Got any plans for lunch?”“I do now.”“Awesome.” My
grin was wide and genuine. As much as I loved Cary and enjoyed spending time with him, I
needed girlfriends, too. Cary had already started building a network of acquaintances and
friends in our adopted city, but I’d been sucked into the Gideon vortex almost from the outset. As
much as I’d prefer to spend every moment with him, I knew it wasn’t healthy. Female friends
would give it to me straight when I needed it, and I was going to have to cultivate those
friendships if I wanted them.Setting off, I headed down the long hallway to my cubicle. When I
reached my desk, I put my bag and purse in the bottom drawer, keeping my smartphone out so I
could silence it. I found a text from Cary: I’m sorry, baby girl.“Cary Taylor,” I sighed. “I love you . . .
even when you’re pissing me off.”And he’d pissed me off royally. No woman wanted to come
home to a sexual clusterfuck in progress on her living room floor. Especially not while in the
middle of a fight with her new boyfriend.I texted back, Block off the wknd 4 me if u can.There
was a long pause and I imagined him absorbing my request. Damn, he texted back finally. Must
be some ass kicking u have planned.“Maybe a little,” I muttered, shuddering as I remembered
the . . . orgy I’d walked in on. But mostly I thought Cary and I needed to spend some quality
downtime together. We hadn’t been living in Manhattan long. It was a new town for us, new
apartment, new jobs and experiences, new boyfriends for both of us. We were out of our element
and struggling, and since we both had barge loads of baggage from our pasts, we didn’t handle
struggling well. Usually we leaned on each other for balance, but we hadn’t had much time for
that lately. We really needed to make the time. Up for a trip to Vegas? Just u and me?Fuck yeah!
K . . . more later. As I silenced my phone and put it away, my gaze passed briefly over the two
collage photo frames next to my monitor—one filled with photos of both of my parents and one
of Cary, and the other filled with photos of me and Gideon. Gideon had put the latter collection
together himself, wanting me to have a reminder of him just like the reminder he had of me on
his desk. As if I needed it . . .I loved having those images of the people I loved close by: my mom
with her golden cap of curls and her bombshell smile, her curvy body scarcely covered by a tiny
bikini as she enjoyed the French Riviera on my stepdad’s yacht; my stepfather, Richard Stanton,
looking regal and distinguished, his silver hair oddly complementing the looks of his much
younger wife; and Cary, who was captured in all his photogenic glory, with his lustrous brown
hair and sparkling green eyes, his smile wide and mischievous. That million-dollar face was
starting to pop up in magazines everywhere and soon would grace billboards and bus stops
advertising Grey Isles clothing.I looked across the strip of hallway and through the glass wall that
encased Mark Garrity’s very small office and saw his jacket hung over the back of his Aeron
chair, even though the man himself wasn’t in sight. I wasn’t surprised to find him in the break



room scowling into his coffee mug; he and I shared a java dependency.“I thought you had the
hang of it,” I said, referring to his trouble with the one-cup coffeemaker.“I do, thanks to you.” Mark
lifted his head and offered a charmingly crooked smile. He had gleaming dark skin, a trim
goatee, and soft brown eyes. In addition to being easy on the eyes, he was a great boss—very
open to educating me about the ad business and quick to trust that he didn’t have to show me
how to do something twice. We worked well together, and I hoped that would be the case for a
long time to come.“Try this,” he said, reaching for a second steaming cup waiting on the counter.
He handed it to me and I accepted it gratefully, appreciating that he’d been thoughtful about
adding cream and sweetener, which was how I liked it.I took a cautious sip, since it was hot, then
coughed over the unexpected—and unwelcome—flavor. “What is this?”“Blueberry-flavored
coffee.”Abruptly, I was the one scowling. “Who the hell wants to drink that?”“Ah, see . . . it’s our
job to figure out who, then sell this to them.” He lifted his mug in a toast. “Here’s to our latest
account!”Wincing, I straightened my spine and took another sip.I was pretty sure the sickly
sweet taste of artificial blueberries was still coating my tongue two hours later. Since it was time
for my break, I started an Internet search for Dr. Terrence Lucas, a man who’d clearly rubbed
Gideon the wrong way when I’d seen the two men together at dinner the night before. I hadn’t
gotten any further than typing the doctor’s name in the search box when my desk phone
rang.“Mark Garrity’s office,” I answered. “Eva Tramell speaking.”“Are you serious about Vegas?”
Cary asked without preamble.“Totally.”There was a pause. “Is this when you tell me you’re
moving in with your billionaire boyfriend and I’ve got to go?”“What? No. Are you nuts?” I
squeezed my eyes shut, understanding how insecure Cary was but thinking we were too far
along in our friendship for those kinds of doubts. “You’re stuck with me for life, you know
that.”“And you just up and decided we should go to Vegas?”“Pretty much. Figured we could sip
mojitos by the pool and live off room service for a couple days.”“I’m not sure how much I can
pitch in for that.”“Don’t worry, it’s on Gideon. His plane, his hotel. We’ll just cover our food and
drinks.” A lie, since I planned on covering everything except the airfare, but Cary didn’t need to
know that.“And he’s not coming with us?”I leaned back in my chair and stared at one of the
photos of Gideon. I missed him already and it’d been only a couple of hours since we’d been
together. “He’s got business in Arizona, so he’ll share the flights back and forth, but it’ll be just
you and me in Vegas. I think we need it.”“Yeah.” He exhaled harshly. “I could do with a change of
scenery and some quality time with my best girl.”“Okay, then. He wants to fly out by eight
tomorrow night.”“I’ll start packing. Want me to put a bag together for you, too?”“Would you?
That’d be great!” Cary could’ve been a stylist or personal shopper. He had serious talent when it
came to clothes.“Eva?”“Yeah?”He sighed. “Thank you for putting up with my shit.”“Shut up.”After
we hung up, I stared at the phone for a long minute, hating that Cary was so unhappy when
everything in his life was going so well. He was an expert at self-sabotage, never truly believing
he was worthy of happiness.As I returned my attention to work, the Google search on my
monitor reminded me of my interest in Dr. Terry Lucas. A few articles about him had been posted
on the Web, complete with pictures that cemented the verification.Pediatrician. Forty-five years



of age. Married for twenty years. Nervously, I searched for “Dr. Terrence Lucas and wife,”
inwardly cringing at the thought of seeing a golden-skinned, long-haired brunette. I exhaled my
relief when I saw that Mrs. Lucas was a pale-skinned woman with short, bright red hair.But that
left me with more questions. I’d figured it would be a woman who’d caused the trouble between
the two men.The fact was, Gideon and I really didn’t know that much about each other. We knew
the ugly stuff—at least he knew mine; I’d mostly guessed his from some pretty obvious clues. We
knew some of the basic cohabitation stuff about each other after spending so many nights
sleeping over at our respective apartments. He’d met half of my family and I’d met all of his. But
we hadn’t been together long enough to touch on a whole lot of the periphery stuff. And frankly, I
think we weren’t as forthcoming or inquisitive as we could’ve been, as if we were afraid to pile
any more crap onto an already struggling relationship.We were together because we were
addicted to each other. I was never as intoxicated as I was when we were happy together, and I
knew it was the same for him. We were putting ourselves through the wringer for those moments
of perfection between us, but they were so tenuous that only our stubbornness, determination,
and love kept us fighting for them.Enough with making yourself crazy.I checked my e-mail, and
found my daily Google alert on “Gideon Cross.” The day’s digest of links led mostly to photos of
Gideon, in black tie sans tie, and me at the charity dinner at the Waldorf Astoria the night
before.“God.” I couldn’t help but be reminded of my mother when looking at the pictures of me in
a champagne Vera Wang cocktail dress. Not just because of how closely my looks mirrored my
mom’s—aside from my hair being long and straight—but also because of the mega-mogul
whose arm I graced.Monica Tramell Barker Mitchell Stanton was very, very good at being a
trophy wife. She knew precisely what was expected of her and delivered without fail. Although
she’d been divorced twice, both times had been by her choice and both divorces had left her
exes despondent over losing her. I didn’t think less of my mother, because she gave as good as
she got and didn’t take anyone for granted, but I’d grown up striving for independence. My right
to say no was my most valued possession.Minimizing my e-mail window, I pushed my personal
life aside and went back to searching for market comparisons on fruity coffee. I coordinated
some initial meetings between the strategists and Mark and helped Mark with brainstorming a
campaign for a gluten-free restaurant. Noon approached and I was starting to feel seriously
hungry when my phone rang. I answered with my usual greeting.“Eva?” an accented female
voice greeted me. “It’s Magdalene. Do you have a minute?”I leaned back in my chair, alert.
Magdalene and I had once shared a moment of sympathy over Corinne’s unexpected and
unwanted reappearance in Gideon’s life, but I’d never forget how vicious Magdalene had been to
me the first time we’d met. “Just. What’s up?”She sighed, then spoke quickly, her words flowing
in a rush. “I was sitting at the table behind Corinne last night. I could hear a bit of what was being
said between her and Gideon during dinner.”My stomach tensed, preparing for an emotional
blow. Magdalene knew just how to exploit my insecurities about Gideon. “Stirring up crap while
I’m at work is a new low,” I said coldly. “I don’t—”“He wasn’t ignoring you.”My mouth hung open a
second, and she quickly filled the silence.“He was managing her, Eva. She was making



suggestions for where to take you around New York since you’re new in town, but she was doing
it by playing the old remember-when-you-and-I-went-there game.”“A walk down memory lane,” I
muttered, grateful now that I hadn’t been able to hear much of Gideon’s low-voiced conversation
with his ex.“Yes.” Magdalene took a deep breath. “You left because you thought he was ignoring
you for her. I just want you to know that he seemed to be thinking about you, trying to keep
Corinne from upsetting you.”“Why do you care?”“Who says I do? I owe you one, Eva, for the way
I introduced myself.”I thought about that. Yeah, she owed me for when she ambushed me in the
bathroom with her catty jealous bullshit. Not that I bought it as her sole motivation. Maybe I was
just the lesser of two evils. Maybe she was keeping her enemies close. “All right. Thank you.”No
denying I felt better. A weight I hadn’t realized I was carrying around was suddenly
relieved.“Something else,” Magdalene went on. “He went after you.”My grip tightened on the
phone receiver. Gideon always came after me . . . because I was always running. My recovery
was so fragile that I’d learned to protect it at all costs. When something threatened my stability, I
ditched it.“There have been other women in his life who’ve tried ultimatums like that, Eva. They
got bored or they wanted his attention or some kind of grand gesture . . . So they walked away
and expected him to come after them. You know what he did?”“Nothing,” I said softly, knowing
my man. A man who never spent social time with women he slept with and never slept with
women he associated with socially. Corinne and I were the sole exceptions to that rule, which
was yet another reason why his ex sent me into fits of jealousy.“Nothing more than making sure
Angus dropped them off safely,” she confirmed, making me think it’d been a tactic she’d tried at
some point. “But when you left, he couldn’t chase after you fast enough. And he wasn’t himself
when he said good-bye. He seemed . . . off.”Because he’d felt fear. My eyes closed as I mentally
kicked myself. Hard.Gideon had told me more than once that it terrified him when I ran, because
he couldn’t handle the thought that I might not come back. What good did it do to say that I
couldn’t imagine living without him when I so often showed him otherwise with my actions? Was
it any wonder he hadn’t opened up to me about his past?I had to stop running. Gideon and I
were both going to have to stand and fight for this, for us, if we were going to have any hope of
making our relationship work.“Do I owe you now?” I asked neutrally, returning Mark’s wave as he
left for lunch.Magdalene exhaled in a rush. “Gideon and I have known each other a long time.
Our mothers are best friends. You and I will see each other around, Eva, and I’m hoping we can
find a way to avoid any awkwardness.”The woman had come up to me and told me that the
minute Gideon “shoved his dick” in me, I was “done.” And she’d hit me with that at a moment
when I was especially vulnerable.“Listen, Magdalene, if you don’t cause drama, we’ll get by.”
And since she was being so forthright . . . “I can screw up my relationship with Gideon all by
myself, trust me. I don’t need any help.”She laughed softly. “That was my mistake, I think—I was
too careful and too accommodating. He has to work at it with you. Anyway . . . I’ve taken up my
minute. I’ll let you go.”“Enjoy your weekend,” I said, in lieu of thanks. I still couldn’t trust her
motivation.“You, too.”As I returned the receiver to its cradle, my gaze went to the photos of me
and Gideon. I was abruptly overwhelmed by feelings of greed and possession. He was mine, yet



I couldn’t be sure from one day to the next whether he’d stay mine. And the thought of any other
woman having him made me insane.I pulled open my bottom drawer and dug my smartphone
out of my purse. Driven by the need to have him thinking as fiercely about me, I texted him about
my sudden desperate hunger to devour him whole: I’d give anything to be sucking your cock
right now.Just thinking about how he looked when I took him in my mouth . . . the feral sounds he
made when he was about to come . . .Standing, I deleted the text the moment I saw it’d been
delivered, then dropped my phone back in my purse. Since it was noon, I closed all the windows
on my computer and headed out to reception to find Megumi.“You hungry for anything in
particular?” she asked, pushing to her feet and giving me a chance to admire her belted,
sleeveless lavender dress.I coughed because her question came so soon after my text. “No.
Your choice. I’m not picky.”We pushed out through the glass doors to reach the elevators.“I am so
ready for the weekend,” Megumi said with a groan as she stabbed the call button with an acrylic-
tipped finger. “A day and a half left to go.”“Got something fun planned?”“That remains to be
seen.” She sighed and tucked her hair behind her ear. “Blind date,” she explained ruefully.“Ah. Do
you trust the person setting you up?”“My roommate. I expect the guy will at least be physically
attractive, because I know where she sleeps at night and paybacks are a bitch.”I was smiling as
an elevator car reached our floor and we stepped inside. “Well, that ups your odds for a good
time.”“Not really, since she found him by going on a blind date with him first. She swears he’s
great, just more my type than hers.”“Hmm.”“I know, right?” Megumi shook her head and looked
up at the decorative, old-fashioned needle above the car doors that marked the passing
floors.“You’ll have to let me know how it goes.”“Oh, yeah. Wish me luck.”“Absolutely.” We’d just
stepped out into the lobby when I felt my purse vibrate beneath my arm. As we passed through
the turnstiles, I dug for my phone and felt my stomach tighten at the sight of Gideon’s name. He
was calling, not sexting me back.“Excuse me,” I said to Megumi before answering.She waved it
off nonchalantly. “Go for it.”“Hey,” I greeted him playfully.“Eva.”I missed a step hearing the way he
growled my name. There was a wealth of promise in the roughness of his voice.Slowing, I found I
was speechless, just from hearing him say my name with that edginess I craved—the sharp bite
that told me he wanted to be inside me more than he wanted anything else in the world.While
people flowed around me, entering and exiting the building, I was halted by the weighted silence
on my phone. The unspoken and nearly irresistible demand. He made no sound at all—I couldn’t
even hear him breathing—but I felt his hunger. If I didn’t have Megumi waiting patiently for me, I’d
be riding an elevator to the top floor to satisfy his unvoiced command to make good on my
offer.The memory of the time I’d sucked him off in his office simmered through me, making my
mouth water. I swallowed. “Gideon . . .”“You wanted my attention—now you have it. I want to hear
you say those words.”I felt my face flush. “I can’t. Not here. Let me call you later.”“Step over by the
column and out of the way.”Startled, I looked around for him. Then I remembered that the Caller
ID put him in his office. My gaze lifted, searching for the security cameras. Immediately, I felt his
eyes on me, hot and wanting. Arousal surged through me, spurred by his desire.“Hurry along,
angel. Your friend’s waiting.”I moved to the column, my breathing fast and audible.“Now tell me.



Your text made me hard, Eva. What are you going to do about it?”My hand went to my throat, my
gaze sliding helplessly to Megumi, who watched me with raised brows. I lifted one finger up,
asking for another minute, then turned my back to her and whispered, “I want you in my
mouth.”“Why? To play with me? To tease me like you’re doing now?” There was no heat in his
voice, just calm severity.I knew to pay careful attention when Gideon got serious about sex.“No.”
I lifted my face to the tinted dome in the ceiling that concealed the nearest security camera. “To
make you come. I love making you come, Gideon.”He exhaled harshly. “A gift, then.”Only I knew
what it meant for Gideon to view a sexual act as a gift. For him, sex had previously been about
pain and degradation or lust and necessity. Now, with me, it was about pleasure and love.
“Always.”“Good. Because I treasure you, Eva, and what we have. Even our driving urge to fuck
each other constantly is precious to me, because it matters.”I sagged into the column, admitting
to myself that I’d fallen into an old destructive habit—I’d exploited sexual attraction to ease my
insecurities. If Gideon was lusting after me, he couldn’t be lusting after anyone else. How did he
always know what was going on in my mind?“Yes,” I breathed, closing my eyes. “It
matters.”There’d been a time when I’d turned to sex to feel affection, confusing momentary
desire with genuine caring. Which was why I now insisted on having some sort of friendly
framework in place before I went to bed with a man. I never again wanted to roll out of a lover’s
bed feeling worthless and dirty.And I sure as hell didn’t want to cheapen what I shared with
Gideon just because I was irrationally scared of losing him.It hit me then that I was off balance. I
had this sick feeling in my gut, like something awful was going to happen.“You can have what
you want after work, angel.” His voice deepened, grew raspier. “In the meantime, enjoy lunch
with your co-worker. I’ll be thinking about you. And your mouth.”“I love you, Gideon.”It took a
couple of deep breaths after I hung up to compose myself enough to join Megumi again. “I’m
sorry about that.”“Everything all right?”“Yes. Everything’s fine.”“Things still hot and heavy with you
and Gideon Cross?” She glanced at me with a slight smile.“Umm . . .” Oh yes. “Yes, that’s fine,
too.” And I wished desperately that I could talk about it. I wished I could just open the valve and
gush about my overwhelming feelings for him. How thoughts of him consumed me, how the feel
of him beneath my hands drove me wild, how the passion of his tortured soul cut into me like the
sharpest blade.But I couldn’t. Not ever. He was too visible, too well known. Private tidbits about
his life were worth a small fortune. I couldn’t risk it.“He sure is,” Megumi agreed. “Damn fine. Did
you know him before you started working here?”“No. Although I suppose we would have met
eventually.” Because of our pasts. My mother gave generously to many abused children’s
charities, as did Gideon. It was inevitable that Gideon and I would’ve crossed paths at some
point. I wondered what that meeting would have been like—him with a gorgeous brunette on his
arm and me with Cary. Would we have had the same visceral reaction to each other from a
distance as we’d had up close in the Crossfire lobby?He’d wanted me the moment he saw me
on the street.“I wondered.” Megumi pushed through the revolving lobby door. “I read that it was
serious between you two,” she went on when I joined her outside on the sidewalk. “So I thought
maybe you’d known him before.”“Don’t believe everything you read on those gossip blogs.”“So



it’s not serious?”“I didn’t say that.” It was too serious at times. Painfully, brutally so.She shook her
head. “God . . . listen to me pry. Sorry. Gossip is one of my vices. So are extremely hot men like
Gideon Cross. I can’t help but wonder what it’d be like to hook up with a guy whose body
screams sex like that. Tell me he’s awesome in bed.”I smiled. It was good to hang out with
another girl. Not that Cary couldn’t also be appreciative of a hot guy, but nothing beat girl talk.
“You won’t hear me complaining.”“Lucky bitch.” Bumping shoulders with me to show she was
teasing, she said, “How about that roommate of yours? From the photos I saw, he’s gorgeous,
too. Is he single? Wanna hook me up?”Turning my head quickly, I hid a wince. I’d learned the
hard way never to set up an acquaintance or friend with Cary. He was so easy to love, which led
to a lot of broken hearts because he couldn’t love back the same way. The moment things
started going too well, Cary sabotaged them. “I don’t know if he’s single or not. Things are . . .
complicated in his life at the moment.”“Well, if the opportunity presents itself, I’m certainly not
opposed. Just sayin’. You like tacos?”“Love ’em.”“I know a great place a couple blocks up. Come
on.”THINGS were going well in my world as Megumi and I headed back from lunch. Forty
minutes of gossip, guy-ogling, and three awesome carne asada tacos later, I was feeling pretty
good. And we were returning to work a little over ten minutes early, which I was glad for since I
hadn’t been the most punctual employee lately, even though Mark never complained.The city
was thrumming around us, taxis and people surging through the growing heat and humidity as
they crammed what they could into the insufficient hours of the day. I people-watched
shamelessly, my eyes skimming over everyone and everything.Men in business suits walked
alongside women in flowing skirts and flip-flops. Ladies in haute couture and five-hundred-dollar
shoes teetered past steaming hot dog vendor carts and shouting hawkers. The eclectic mix of
New York was heaven to me, stirring an excitement that made me feel more vibrant here than
anyplace else I’d ever lived.We were stopped by a traffic light directly across from the Crossfire,
and my gaze was immediately drawn to the black Bentley sitting in front of it. Gideon must’ve just
gotten back from lunch. I couldn’t help but think about him sitting in his car on the day we’d met,
watching me as I took in the imposing beauty of his Crossfire Building. It made me tingly just
thinking about it—Suddenly, I went cold.Because a striking brunette breezed out of the revolving
doors just then and paused, giving me a good, long look at her—Gideon’s ideal, whether he’d
been aware of it or not. A woman I’d witnessed him fixate on the moment he’d seen her in the
Waldorf Astoria ballroom. A woman whose poise and hold over Gideon brought out all my worst
insecurities.Corinne Giroux looked like a breath of fresh air in a cream-colored sheath dress and
cherry red heels. She ran a hand over her waist-length dark hair, which wasn’t quite as sleek as
it’d appeared last night when I’d met her. In fact, it looked a little disheveled. And her fingers were
rubbing at her mouth, wiping along the outline of her lips.I pulled my smartphone out, activated
the camera, and snapped a picture. With the proximity of the zoom, I could see why she was
fussing with her lipstick—it was smeared. No, more like mashed. As if from a passionate
kiss.The light changed. Megumi and I moved with the flow, closing the distance between me and
the woman who’d once had Gideon’s promise to marry her. Angus stepped out of the Bentley



and came around, speaking to her briefly before opening the back door for her. The feeling of
betrayal—Angus’s and Gideon’s—was so fierce, I couldn’t catch my breath. I swayed on my
feet.“Hey.” Megumi caught my arm to steady me. “And we only had virgin margaritas,
lightweight!”I watched Corinne’s willowy body slide into the back of Gideon’s car with practiced
grace. My fists clenched as fury surged through me. Through the haze of my angry tears, the
Bentley pulled away from the curb and disappeared.PRAISE FORBared to You“Full of emotional
angst, scorching love scenes, and a compelling story line.”—Dear Author“I love the writing, the
sexual tension, and the intricate dance the characters do as they get together.”—Carly Phillips,
New York Times bestselling author“So hot it practically sizzles, Bared to You charts the life of
Manhattan newbie Eva and her steamy romance with the unspeakably dashing Gideon. Move
over Danielle Steel and Jackie Collins, this is the dawn of a new Day.”—Amuse“The secondary
characters are just as flawed as Eva and Gideon, which makes Bared to You richer and more
real to me than many of the contemporary books I’ve read in a while.”—Romance Junkies“Day
writes indulgent fantasy at its most enjoyable, in a story populated by high-society beauties and
rakes, all of them hiding dark passions and darker secrets behind their glittering façades . . .
Filled with catty socialite drama, dysfunctional personalities, and deliciously explicit love scenes,
Bared to You takes a sensual look at a darker side of love.”—Shelf Awareness“Bared to You was
getting tons of fanfare on Goodreads. People were going crazy over it! It didn’t take long for me
to understand why . . . This book was just incredible. I couldn’t put it down! The sex was so hot
and the relationship was so juicy that I just had to know what was coming next!”—Read Our
Lips“Filled with equal amounts of emotion and heat, Bared to You can easily be devoured in one
evening. Day creates two multidimensional characters in heroine Eva and hero Gideon, whose
successful and attractive exteriors hide traumatized pasts. These layers will help readers
connect with the pair, and make this a story that sticks in the mind.”—RT Book Reviews (4½
stars)“I read this story over a sweltering weekend. And I was glad I had the air conditioner on full
blast since this book cranked up the heat even more! Reaching the last page in this lusty, earthy
book was sweet yet sad. I wanted more time with these fascinating characters.”—FIRST for
Women“Bared to You obliterates the competition with its real, emotionally intense characters
that deal with pain and pleasure with honesty. I felt these characters bare their hearts and souls
in this story. Sometimes it was so intense it was painful to watch as they hurt themselves and
each other with actions or words. Yet, this is what makes the story unique and unforgettable. I
became so attached to Eva and Gideon that I actually hurt for them. I shared their pain and their
joy as they fought to keep each other.”—Joyfully Reviewed“Bared to You is an intense novel full
of hardships, heartbreak, overcoming obstacles, trust, and most of all . . . trying to find love in a
relationship that may seem hopeless. I truly and wholeheartedly was amazed by this book. It
literally blew my mind and after finishing it, I wasn’t able to stop thinking about it!”—Happily Ever
AfterA Touch of Crimson“Will rock readers with a stunning new world, a hot-blooded hero, and a
strong, kick-ass heroine. This is Sylvia Day at the top of her game!”—Larissa Ione, New York
Times bestselling author“Angels and demons, vampires and lycans, all set against an inventive,



intriguing story world that hooked me from the first page. Balancing action and romance, humor
and hot sensuality, Sylvia Day’s storytelling dazzles. I can’t wait to read more about this league
of sexy, dangerous guardian angels and the fascinating world they inhabit . . . A paranormal
romance lover’s feast!”—Lara Adrian, New York Times bestselling author“Explodes with passion
and heat. A hot, sexy angel to die for and a gutsy heroine make for one exciting read.”—
Cheyenne McCray, New York Times bestselling author“Sylvia Day spins a gorgeous adventure
in A Touch of Crimson that combines gritty, exciting storytelling with soaring lyricism. Adrian is
my favorite kind of hero—an alpha-male angel determined to win the heart of his heroine . . . This
is definitely a book for your keeper shelf.”—Angela Knight, New York Times bestselling
author“Absolutely perfect! There are so many levels to this book—plots, subplots, shades of gray
—it was brilliantly constructed and written . . . Not only is the story magnificent, but it is truly one
of the hottest books I’ve read this year.”—Rage, Sex, and Teddy Bears“Catapults you headfirst
into the action from the very first page . . . A Touch of Crimson had everything I could hope for in
a book. Fantastic characters, a hunk of a leading man . . . a sympathetic and headstrong leading
lady and an awesome story line . . . It is packed with action, killer one-liners, and gripping
cliffhangers.”—All About Me“A gripping, touching, and scintillating page-turner. [Day] skillfully
blends a timeless tale of love lost and found. [This] is a perfect romance with excellent world
building that’s rich with angels, lycans, and vampires.”—RT Book Reviews (4½ stars)PRAISE
FORBared to You“Full of emotional angst, scorching love scenes, and a compelling story line.”—
Dear Author“I love the writing, the sexual tension, and the intricate dance the characters do as
they get together.”—Carly Phillips, New York Times bestselling author“So hot it practically
sizzles, Bared to You charts the life of Manhattan newbie Eva and her steamy romance with the
unspeakably dashing Gideon. Move over Danielle Steel and Jackie Collins, this is the dawn of a
new Day.”—Amuse“The secondary characters are just as flawed as Eva and Gideon, which
makes Bared to You richer and more real to me than many of the contemporary books I’ve read
in a while.”—Romance Junkies“Day writes indulgent fantasy at its most enjoyable, in a story
populated by high-society beauties and rakes, all of them hiding dark passions and darker
secrets behind their glittering façades . . . Filled with catty socialite drama, dysfunctional
personalities, and deliciously explicit love scenes, Bared to You takes a sensual look at a darker
side of love.”—Shelf Awareness“Bared to You was getting tons of fanfare on Goodreads. People
were going crazy over it! It didn’t take long for me to understand why . . . This book was just
incredible. I couldn’t put it down! The sex was so hot and the relationship was so juicy that I just
had to know what was coming next!”—Read Our Lips“Filled with equal amounts of emotion and
heat, Bared to You can easily be devoured in one evening. Day creates two multidimensional
characters in heroine Eva and hero Gideon, whose successful and attractive exteriors hide
traumatized pasts. These layers will help readers connect with the pair, and make this a story
that sticks in the mind.”—RT Book Reviews (4½ stars)“I read this story over a sweltering
weekend. And I was glad I had the air conditioner on full blast since this book cranked up the
heat even more! Reaching the last page in this lusty, earthy book was sweet yet sad. I wanted



more time with these fascinating characters.”—FIRST for Women“Bared to You obliterates the
competition with its real, emotionally intense characters that deal with pain and pleasure with
honesty. I felt these characters bare their hearts and souls in this story. Sometimes it was so
intense it was painful to watch as they hurt themselves and each other with actions or words. Yet,
this is what makes the story unique and unforgettable. I became so attached to Eva and Gideon
that I actually hurt for them. I shared their pain and their joy as they fought to keep each other.”—
Joyfully Reviewed“Bared to You is an intense novel full of hardships, heartbreak, overcoming
obstacles, trust, and most of all . . . trying to find love in a relationship that may seem hopeless. I
truly and wholeheartedly was amazed by this book. It literally blew my mind and after finishing it,
I wasn’t able to stop thinking about it!”—Happily Ever AfterA Touch of Crimson“Will rock readers
with a stunning new world, a hot-blooded hero, and a strong, kick-ass heroine. This is Sylvia Day
at the top of her game!”—Larissa Ione, New York Times bestselling author“Angels and demons,
vampires and lycans, all set against an inventive, intriguing story world that hooked me from the
first page. Balancing action and romance, humor and hot sensuality, Sylvia Day’s storytelling
dazzles. I can’t wait to read more about this league of sexy, dangerous guardian angels and the
fascinating world they inhabit . . . A paranormal romance lover’s feast!”—Lara Adrian, New York
Times bestselling author“Explodes with passion and heat. A hot, sexy angel to die for and a
gutsy heroine make for one exciting read.”—Cheyenne McCray, New York Times bestselling
author“Sylvia Day spins a gorgeous adventure in A Touch of Crimson that combines gritty,
exciting storytelling with soaring lyricism. Adrian is my favorite kind of hero—an alpha-male
angel determined to win the heart of his heroine . . . This is definitely a book for your keeper
shelf.”—Angela Knight, New York Times bestselling author“Absolutely perfect! There are so
many levels to this book—plots, subplots, shades of gray—it was brilliantly constructed and
written . . . Not only is the story magnificent, but it is truly one of the hottest books I’ve read this
year.”—Rage, Sex, and Teddy Bears“Catapults you headfirst into the action from the very first
page . . . A Touch of Crimson had everything I could hope for in a book. Fantastic characters, a
hunk of a leading man . . . a sympathetic and headstrong leading lady and an awesome story
line . . . It is packed with action, killer one-liners, and gripping cliffhangers.”—All About Me“A
gripping, touching, and scintillating page-turner. [Day] skillfully blends a timeless tale of love lost
and found. [This] is a perfect romance with excellent world building that’s rich with angels,
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1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter
10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter 15Chapter 16Chapter 17Chapter
18Chapter 19About the Author1ILOVED NEW York with the kind of mad passion I reserved for
only one other thing in my life. The city was a microcosm of new world opportunities and old
world traditions. Conservatives rubbed shoulders with bohemians. Oddities coexisted with
priceless rarities. The pulsing energy of the city fueled international business bloodlines and
drew people from all over the world.And the embodiment of all that vibrancy, driving ambition,
and world-renowned power had just screwed me to two toe-curlingly awesome orgasms.As I
padded over to his massive walk-in closet, I glanced at Gideon Cross’s sex-rumpled bed and
shivered with remembered pleasure. My hair was still damp from a shower, and the towel
wrapped around me was my only article of clothing. I had an hour and a half before I had to be at
work, which was cutting it a little too close for comfort. Obviously, I was going to have to allot time
in my morning routine for sex, otherwise I’d always be scrambling. Gideon woke up ready to
conquer the world, and he liked to start that domination with me.How lucky was I?Because it
was sliding into July in New York and the temperature was heating up, I chose a slim pair of
pressed natural-linen slacks and a sleeveless poplin shell in a soft gray that matched my eyes.
Since I had no hairstyling talent, I pulled my long blond hair back in a simple ponytail, then made
up my face. When I was presentable, I left the bedroom.I heard Gideon’s voice the moment I
stepped into the hallway. A tiny shiver moved through me when I realized he was angry, his voice
low and clipped. He didn’t rile easily . . . unless he was ticked off with me. I could get him to raise
his voice and curse, even shove his hands through his glorious shoulder-length mane of inky
black hair.For the most part, though, Gideon was a testament to leashed power. There was no
need for him to shout when he could get people to quake in their shoes with just a look or a
tersely spoken word.I found him in his home office. He stood with his back to the door and a
Bluetooth receiver in his ear. His arms were crossed and he was staring out the windows of his
Fifth Avenue penthouse apartment, giving the impression of a very solitary man, an individual
who was separate from the world around him, yet entirely capable of ruling it.Leaning into the
doorjamb, I drank him in. I was certain my view of the skyline was more awe-inspiring than his.
My vantage point included him superimposed over those towering skyscrapers, an equally
powerful and impressive presence. He’d finished his shower before I managed to crawl out of
bed. His seriously addictive body was now dressed in two pieces of an expensively tailored
three-piece suit—an admitted hot button of mine. The rear view of him showcased a perfect ass
and a powerful back encased in a vest.On the wall was a massive collage of photos of us as a



couple and one very intimate one that he’d taken of me while I was sleeping. Most were pictures
taken by the paparazzi who followed his every move. He was Gideon Cross, of Cross Industries,
and at the ridiculous age of twenty-eight, he was one of the top twenty-five richest people in the
world. I was pretty sure he owned a significant chunk of Manhattan; I was positive he was the
hottest man on the planet. And he kept photos of me everywhere he worked, as if I could
possibly be as fun to look at as he was.He turned, pivoting gracefully to catch me with his icy
blue gaze. Of course he’d known I was there, watching him. There was a crackling in the air
when we were near each other, a sense of anticipation like the coiled silence before the boom of
thunder. He’d probably deliberately waited a beat before facing me, giving me the opportunity to
check him out because he knew I loved to look at him.Dark and Dangerous. And all
mine.God . . . I never got used to the impact of that face. Those sculpted cheekbones and dark
winged brows, the thickly lashed blue eyes, and those lips . . . perfectly etched to be both
sensual and wicked. I loved when they smiled with sexual invitation, and I shivered when they
thinned into a stern line. And when he pressed those lips to my body, I burned for him.Jeez,
listen to yourself. My mouth curved, remembering how annoyed I used to get at pals who waxed
poetic about their boyfriends’ good looks. But here I was, constantly awed by the gorgeousness
of the complicated, frustrating, messed-up, sexy-as-sin man I was falling deeper in love with
every day.As we stared at each other, his scowl didn’t lessen, nor did he cease speaking to the
poor soul on the receiving end of his call, but his gaze warmed from its chilly irritation to
scorching heat.I should’ve become used to the change that came over him when he looked at
me, but it still hit me with a force strong enough to rock me on my feet. That look conveyed how
hard and deep he wanted to fuck me—which he did every chance he got—and it also afforded
me a glimpse of his raw, unrelenting force of will. A core of strength and command marked
everything Gideon did in life.“See you at eight on Saturday,” he finished, before yanking off the
earpiece and tossing it on his desk. “Come here, Eva.”Another shiver slid through me at the way
he said my name, with the same authoritative bite he used when he said Come, Eva, while I was
beneath him . . . filled with him . . . desperate to climax for him . . .“No time for that, ace.” I backed
into the hallway, because I was weak where he was concerned. The soft rasp in his smooth,
cultured voice was nearly capable of making me orgasm just listening to it. And whenever he
touched me, I caved.I hurried to the kitchen to make us some coffee.He muttered something
under his breath and followed me out, his long stride easily gaining on mine. I found myself
pinned to the hallway wall by six feet, two inches of hard, hot male.“You know what happens
when you run, angel.” Gideon nipped my lower lip with his teeth and then soothed the sting with
the caress of his tongue. “I catch you.”Inside me, something sighed with happy surrender and my
body went lax with pleasure at being pressed so close to his. I craved him constantly, so deeply
it was a physical ache. What I felt was lust, but it was also so much more. Something so precious
and profound that Gideon’s lust for me wasn’t the trigger it would’ve been with another man. If
anyone else had attempted to subdue me with the weight of his body, I would’ve freaked out. But
it had never been an issue with Gideon. He knew what I needed and how much I could take.The



sudden flash of his grin stopped my heart.Confronted with that breathtaking face framed by that
lustrous dark hair, I felt my knees weaken just a little. He was so polished and urbane except for
the decadent length of those silky strands.He nuzzled his nose against mine. “You can’t smile at
me like that, then walk away. Tell me what you were thinking about when I was on the phone.”My
lips twisted wryly. “How gorgeous you are. It’s sickening how often I think about that. I need to get
over it already.”He cupped the back of my thigh and urged me tighter against him, teasing me
with an expert roll of his hips against mine. He was outrageously gifted in bed. And he knew it.
“Damned if I’ll let you.”“Oh?” Heat slid sinuously through my veins, my body too greedy for the
feel of his. “You can’t tell me you want another starry-eyed woman hanging on you, Mr. Hates-
Exaggerated-Expectations.”“What I want,” he purred, cupping my jaw and rubbing my bottom lip
with the pad of his thumb, “is you being too busy thinking about me to think about anyone else.”I
pulled in a slow and shaky breath. I was completely seduced by the smoldering look in his eyes,
the provocative tone of his voice, the heat of his body, and the mouthwatering scent of his skin.
He was my drug, and I had no desire to kick the habit.“Gideon,” I breathed, entranced.With a soft
groan, he sealed his chiseled mouth over mine, stealing away thoughts of what time it was with a
lush, deep kiss . . . a kiss that almost succeeded in distracting me from seeing the insecurity he’d
just revealed.I pushed my fingers into his hair to hold him still and kissed him back, my tongue
sliding along his, stroking. We’d been a couple for such a short period of time. Less than a
month. Worse, neither of us knew how to have a relationship like the one we were attempting to
build—a relationship in which we refused to pretend we weren’t both seriously broken.His arms
banded around me and tightened possessively. “I wanted to spend the weekend with you down
in the Florida Keys—naked.”“Umm, sounds nice.” More than nice. As big of a kick as I got out of
Gideon in a three-piece suit, I much preferred him stripped to the skin. I avoided pointing out that
I wouldn’t be available this weekend . . .“Now I’ve got to spend the weekend taking care of
business,” he muttered, his lips moving against mine.“Business you put off to be with me?” He’d
been leaving work early to spend time with me, and I knew that had to be costing him. My
mother was on her third marriage, and all of her spouses were successful, wealthy moguls of
one kind or another. I knew the price for ambition was very late hours.“I pay other people a
generous salary so I can be with you.”Nice dodge, but noting the flash of irritation in his gaze, I
distracted him. “Thank you. Let’s get some coffee before we run out of time.”Gideon stroked his
tongue along my bottom lip, then released me. “I’d like to get off the ground by eight tomorrow
night. Pack cool and light. Arizona’s got dry heat.”“What?” I blinked at his retreating back as it
disappeared into his office. “Arizona is where your business is?”“Unfortunately.”Uh . . . whoa.
Instead of risking my shot at coffee, I postponed arguing and continued on to the kitchen. I
passed through Gideon’s spacious apartment with its stunning prewar architecture and slender
arched windows, my heels alternately clicking over gleaming hardwood and muffled by
Aubusson rugs. Decorated in dark woods and neutral fabrics, the luxurious space was
brightened by jeweled accents. As much as his place screamed money, it managed to remain
warm and welcoming, a comfortable place to relax and feel pampered.When I reached the



kitchen, I wasted no time in shoving a travel mug under the one-cup coffeemaker. Gideon joined
me with his jacket draped over one arm and his cell phone in his hand. I put another portable
mug under the spout for him before I went to the fridge for some half-and-half.“It might be
fortunate after all.” I faced him and reminded him of my roommate issue. “I need to knock heads
with Cary this weekend.”Gideon dropped his phone into the inner pocket of his jacket, then hung
the garment off the back of one of the bar stools at the island. “You’re coming with me,
Eva.”Exhaling in a rush, I added half-and-half to my coffee. “To do what? Lie around naked,
waiting for you to finish work and fuck me?”His gaze held mine as he collected his mug and
sipped his steaming coffee with too-calm deliberation. “Are we going to argue?”“Are you going to
be difficult? We talked about this. You know I can’t leave Cary after what happened last night.”
The multibody tangle I’d found in my living room gave new meaning to the word clusterfuck.I put
the carton back in the fridge and absorbed the sensation of being drawn to him inexorably by the
force of his will. It’d been that way from the beginning. When he chose to, Gideon could make me
feel his demands. And it was very, very difficult to ignore the part of me that begged to give him
whatever he wanted. “You’re going to take care of business and I’m going to take care of my best
friend, then we’ll go back to taking care of each other.”“I won’t be back until Sunday night,
Eva.”Oh . . . I felt a sharp twinge in my belly at hearing we’d be apart that long. Most couples
didn’t spend every free moment together, but we weren’t like most people. We both had hang-
ups, insecurities, and an addiction to each other that required regular contact to keep us
functioning properly. I hated being apart from him. I rarely went more than a couple of hours
without thinking of him.“You can’t stand the thought, either,” he said quietly, studying me in that
way he had that saw everything. “By Sunday we’ll both be worthless.”I blew on the surface of my
coffee, then took a quick sip. I was unsettled at the thought of going the entire weekend without
him. Worse, I hated the thought of him spending that amount of time away from me. He had a
world of choices and possibilities out there, women who weren’t so screwed up and difficult to
be with.Still, I managed to say, “We both know that’s not exactly healthy, Gideon.”“Says who? No
one else knows what it’s like to be us.”Okay, I’d give him that.“We need to get to work,” I said,
knowing this impasse was going to drive both of us crazy all day. We’d sort it out later, but for
now we were stuck with it.Resting his hip against the counter, he crossed his ankles and
stubbornly settled in. “What we need is for you to come with me.”“Gideon.” My foot began to tap
against the travertine tile. “I can’t just give up my life for you. If I turn into arm candy, you’ll get
bored real quick. Hell, I’d get sick of myself. It shouldn’t kill us to spend a couple days
straightening out other parts of our lives, even if we hate doing it.”His gaze captured mine.
“You’re too much trouble to be arm candy.”“Takes a troublemaker to know one.”Gideon
straightened, shrugging off his brooding sensuality and instantly capturing me with his severe
intensity. So mercurial—like me. “You’ve gotten a lot of press lately, Eva. It’s no secret that you’re
in New York. I can’t leave you here while I’m gone. Bring Cary with us if you have to. You can butt
heads with him while you’re waiting for me to finish work and fuck you.”“Ha.” Even as I
acknowledged his attempt to lighten the strain with humor, I realized what his real objection to



being apart from me was—Nathan. My former stepbrother was a living nightmare from my past
that Gideon seemed to fear might reappear in my present. It frightened me to concede that he
wasn’t totally wrong. The shield of anonymity that had protected me for years had been
shattered by our highly public relationship.God . . . we totally didn’t have the time to get into that
mess, but I knew it wasn’t a point Gideon would concede on. He was a man who claimed his
possessions utterly, fought off his competitors with ruthless precision, and would never allow any
harm to come to me. I was his safe place, which made me rare and invaluable to him.Gideon
glanced at his watch. “Time to go, angel.”He fetched his jacket, then gestured for me to precede
him through his luxurious living room, where I grabbed my purse and the bag holding my walking
shoes and other necessities. A few moments later, we’d finished the descent to the ground floor
in his private elevator and slid into the back of his black Bentley SUV.“Hi, Angus,” I greeted his
driver, who touched the brim of his old-fashioned chauffeur’s hat.“Good morning, Miss Tramell,”
he replied, smiling. He was an older gentleman, with a liberal sprinkling of white in his red hair. I
liked him for a lot of reasons, not the least of which was the fact that he’d been driving Gideon
around since grade school and genuinely cared for him.A quick glance at the Rolex my mother
and stepfather had given me told me I’d make it to work on time . . . if we didn’t get boxed in by
traffic. Even as I thought this, Angus slid deftly into the sea of taxis and cars on the street. After
the tense quiet of Gideon’s apartment, the noise of Manhattan woke me as effectively as a jolt of
caffeine. The blaring of horns and the thud of tires over a manhole cover invigorated me. Rapid-
moving streams of pedestrians flanked both sides of the clogged street, while buildings
stretched ambitiously toward the sky, keeping us in shadow even as the sun climbed.God, I
seriously loved New York. I took the time every day to absorb it, to try to draw it into me.I settled
into the leather seat back and reached for Gideon’s hand, giving it a squeeze. “Would you feel
better if Cary and I left town for the weekend? Maybe a quick trip to Vegas?”Gideon’s gaze
narrowed. “Am I a threat to Cary? Is that why you won’t consider Arizona?”“What? No. I don’t
think so.” Shifting in the seat, I faced him. “Sometimes it takes an all-nighter before I can get him
to open up.”“You don’t think so?” he repeated my answer, ignoring everything but the first words
out of my mouth.“He might feel like he can’t reach out to me when he needs to talk because I’m
always with you,” I clarified, steadying my mug with two hands as we drove over a pothole.
“Listen, you’re going to have to get over any jealousy about Cary. When I say he’s like a brother
to me, Gideon, I’m not kidding. You don’t have to like him, but you have to understand that he’s a
permanent part of my life.”“Do you tell him the same thing about me?”“I don’t have to. He knows.
I’m trying to reach a compromise here—”“I never compromise.”My brows rose. “In business, I’m
sure you don’t. But this is a relationship, Gideon. It requires give and—”Gideon’s growl cut me
off. “My plane, my hotel, and if you leave the premises, you take a security team with you.”His
sudden, reluctant capitulation surprised me silent for a long minute. Long enough for his brow to
arch over those piercing blue eyes in a look that said take it or leave it.“Don’t you think that’s a
little extreme?” I prodded. “I’ll have Cary with me.”“You’ll forgive me if I don’t trust him with your
safety after last night.” As he drank his coffee, his posture made it very clear that the



conversation was done in his mind. He’d given me his acceptable options.I might’ve gotten
bitchy about that kind of high-handedness if I didn’t understand that taking care of me was his
motivation. My past had vicious skeletons, and dating Gideon had put me in a media spotlight
that could bring Nathan Barker right to my door.Plus, controlling everything around him was just
part of who Gideon was. It came with the package and I had to make accommodations for
that.“Okay,” I agreed. “Which hotel is yours?”“I have a few. You can take your pick.” He turned his
head to look out the window. “Scott will e-mail you the list. When you’ve decided, let him know
and he’ll make the arrangements. We’ll fly out together and return together.”Leaning my shoulder
into the seat, I took a drink of my coffee and noted the way his hand was fisted on his thigh. In
the tinted window’s reflection, Gideon’s face was impassive, but I could feel his
moodiness.“Thank you,” I murmured.“Don’t. I’m not happy about this, Eva.” A muscle in his jaw
twitched. “Your roommate fucks up and I have to spend the weekend without you.”Hating that he
was unhappy, I took his coffee from him and set our travel mugs in the backseat cup holders.
Then I climbed into his lap, straddling him. I draped my arms around his shoulders. “I appreciate
you bending on this, Gideon. It means a lot to me.”He caught me in his fierce blue gaze. “I knew
you were going to drive me insane the moment I saw you.”I smiled, recalling how we’d met.
“Sprawled on my ass on the lobby floor of the Crossfire Building?”“Before. Outside.”Frowning, I
asked, “Outside where?”“On the sidewalk.” Gideon gripped my hips, squeezing in that
possessive, commanding way of his that made me ache for him. “I was leaving for a meeting. A
minute later and I would’ve missed you. I’d just gotten into the car when you came around the
corner.”I remembered the Bentley idling at the curb that day. I’d been too awed by the building to
take note of the sleek vehicle when I arrived, but I had noticed it when I left.“You hit me the
instant I saw you,” he said gruffly. “I couldn’t look away. I wanted you immediately. Excessively.
Almost violently.”How could I not have known that there’d been more to our first meeting than I’d
realized? I thought we’d stumbled across each other by accident. But he’d been leaving for the
day . . . which meant he had deliberately backtracked inside. For me.“You stopped right next to
the Bentley,” he went on, “and your head tilted back. You were looking up at the building and I
pictured you on your knees, looking up at me that same way.”The low growl in Gideon’s voice
had me squirming in his lap. “What way?” I whispered, mesmerized by the fire in his eyes.“With
excitement. A little awe . . . a little intimidation.” Cupping my rear, he urged me tighter against him.
“There was no way to stop myself from following you inside. And there you were, right where I’d
wanted you, damn near kneeling in front of me. In that minute, I had a half dozen fantasies about
what I was going to do to you when I got you naked.”I swallowed, remembering my similar
reaction to him. “Looking at you for the first time made me think about sex. Screaming, sheet-
clawing sex.”“I saw that.” His hands slid up either side of my spine. “And I knew you saw me, too.
Saw what I am . . . what I have inside me. You saw right through me.”And that was what had
knocked me on my ass—literally. I’d looked into his eyes and realized how tightly reined he was,
what a shadowed soul he had. I had seen power and hunger and control and demand.
Somewhere inside me, I’d known he would take me over. It was a relief to know he’d felt the



same upheaval over me.Gideon’s hands hugged my shoulder blades and pulled me closer, until
our foreheads touched. “No one’s ever seen before, Eva. You’re the only one.”My throat tightened
painfully. In so many ways, Gideon was a hard man, yet he could be so sweet to me. Almost
childishly so, which I loved because it was pure and uncontrolled. If no one else bothered to look
beyond his striking face and impressive bank account, they didn’t deserve to know him. “I had no
idea. You were so . . . cool. I didn’t seem to affect you at all.”“Cool?” he scoffed. “I was on fire for
you. I’ve been fucked up ever since.”“Gee. Thanks.”“You made me need you,” he rasped. “Now I
can’t stand the thought of two days without you.”Holding his jaw in my hands, I kissed him
tenderly, my lips coaxing and apologetic. “I love you, too,” I whispered against his beautiful
mouth. “I can’t stand being away from you, either.”His returning kiss was greedy, devouring, and
yet the way he held me close to him was gentle and reverent. As if I were precious. When he
pulled back, we were both breathing hard.“I’m not even your type,” I teased, trying to lighten the
mood before we went into work. Gideon’s preference for brunettes was well known and well
documented.I felt the Bentley pull over and to a halt. Angus got out of the car to give us privacy,
leaving the engine and air-conditioning running. I looked out the window and saw the Crossfire
beside us.“About the type thing—” Gideon’s head fell back to rest against the seat. He took a
deep breath. “Corinne was surprised by you. You weren’t what she’d expected.”My jaw tightened
at the mention of Gideon’s former fiancée. Even knowing that their relationship had been about
friendship and loneliness for him, not love, didn’t stop the claws of envy from digging into me.
Jealousy was one of my virulent flaws. “Because I’m blond?”“Because . . . you don’t look like
her.”My breath caught. I hadn’t considered that Corinne had set the standard for him. Even
Magdalene Perez—one of Gideon’s friends who wished she were more—had said she’d kept
her dark hair long to emulate Corinne. But I hadn’t grasped the complexity of that observation.
My God . . . if it was true, Corinne had tremendous power over Gideon, way more than I could
bear. My heart rate quickened and my stomach churned. I hated her irrationally. Hated that she’d
had even a piece of him. Hated every woman who’d known his touch . . . his lust . . . his amazing
body.I started sliding off him.“Eva.” He stayed me by tightening his grip on my thighs. “I don’t
know if she’s right.”I looked down at where he held me, and the sight of my promise ring on the
finger of his right hand—my brand of ownership—calmed me. So did the look of confusion on his
face when I met his gaze. “You don’t?”“If that’s what it was, it wasn’t conscious. I wasn’t looking
for her in other women. I didn’t know I was looking for anything until I saw you.”My hands slid
down his lapels as relief filled me. Maybe he hadn’t been consciously looking for her, but even if
he had, I couldn’t be more different from Corinne in appearance and temperament. I was unique
to him; a woman apart from his others in every way. I wished that could be enough to kill my
jealousy.“Maybe it wasn’t a preference so much as a pattern.” I smoothed his frown line with a
fingertip. “You should ask Dr. Petersen when we see him tonight. I wish I had more answers after
all my years of therapy, but I don’t. There’s a lot that’s inexplicable between us, isn’t there? I still
have no idea what you see in me that’s hooked you.”“It’s what you see in me, angel,” he said
quietly, his features softening. “That you can know what I have in me and still want me as much



as I want you. I go to sleep every night afraid I’ll wake up and you’ll be gone. Or that I scared you
away . . . that I dreamed you—”“No. Gideon.” Jesus. He broke my heart every day. Shattered
me.“I know I don’t tell you how I feel about you in the same way you tell me, but you have me.
You know that.”“Yes, I know you love me, Gideon.” Insanely. Outrageously. Obsessively. Just like
my feelings for him.“I’m caught up with you, Eva.” With his head tilted back, Gideon pulled me
down for the sweetest of kisses, his firm lips moving gently beneath mine. “I’d kill for you,” he
whispered, “give up everything I own for you . . . but I won’t give you up. Two days is my limit.
Don’t ask for more than that; I can’t give it to you.”I didn’t take his words lightly. His wealth
insulated him, gave him the power and control that had been stolen from him at some point in his
life. He’d suffered brutality and violation, just as I had. That he would consider it worthwhile to
lose his peace of mind just to keep me meant more than the words I love you.“I just need the two
days, ace, and I’ll make them worth your while.”The starkness of his gaze bled away, replaced by
sexual heat. “Oh? Planning on pacifying me with sex, angel?”“Yes,” I admitted shamelessly. “Lots
of it. After all, the tactic seems to work well for you.”His mouth curved, but his gaze had a
sharpness that quickened my breath. The dark look he gave me reminded me—as if I could
forget—that Gideon wasn’t a man who could be managed or tamed.“Ah, Eva,” he purred,
sprawled against the seat with the predatory insouciance of a sleek panther who’d neatly
trapped a mouse in his den.A delicious shiver moved through me. When it came to Gideon, I
was more than willing to be devoured.1ILOVED NEW York with the kind of mad passion I
reserved for only one other thing in my life. The city was a microcosm of new world opportunities
and old world traditions. Conservatives rubbed shoulders with bohemians. Oddities coexisted
with priceless rarities. The pulsing energy of the city fueled international business bloodlines and
drew people from all over the world.And the embodiment of all that vibrancy, driving ambition,
and world-renowned power had just screwed me to two toe-curlingly awesome orgasms.As I
padded over to his massive walk-in closet, I glanced at Gideon Cross’s sex-rumpled bed and
shivered with remembered pleasure. My hair was still damp from a shower, and the towel
wrapped around me was my only article of clothing. I had an hour and a half before I had to be at
work, which was cutting it a little too close for comfort. Obviously, I was going to have to allot time
in my morning routine for sex, otherwise I’d always be scrambling. Gideon woke up ready to
conquer the world, and he liked to start that domination with me.How lucky was I?Because it
was sliding into July in New York and the temperature was heating up, I chose a slim pair of
pressed natural-linen slacks and a sleeveless poplin shell in a soft gray that matched my eyes.
Since I had no hairstyling talent, I pulled my long blond hair back in a simple ponytail, then made
up my face. When I was presentable, I left the bedroom.I heard Gideon’s voice the moment I
stepped into the hallway. A tiny shiver moved through me when I realized he was angry, his voice
low and clipped. He didn’t rile easily . . . unless he was ticked off with me. I could get him to raise
his voice and curse, even shove his hands through his glorious shoulder-length mane of inky
black hair.For the most part, though, Gideon was a testament to leashed power. There was no
need for him to shout when he could get people to quake in their shoes with just a look or a



tersely spoken word.I found him in his home office. He stood with his back to the door and a
Bluetooth receiver in his ear. His arms were crossed and he was staring out the windows of his
Fifth Avenue penthouse apartment, giving the impression of a very solitary man, an individual
who was separate from the world around him, yet entirely capable of ruling it.Leaning into the
doorjamb, I drank him in. I was certain my view of the skyline was more awe-inspiring than his.
My vantage point included him superimposed over those towering skyscrapers, an equally
powerful and impressive presence. He’d finished his shower before I managed to crawl out of
bed. His seriously addictive body was now dressed in two pieces of an expensively tailored
three-piece suit—an admitted hot button of mine. The rear view of him showcased a perfect ass
and a powerful back encased in a vest.On the wall was a massive collage of photos of us as a
couple and one very intimate one that he’d taken of me while I was sleeping. Most were pictures
taken by the paparazzi who followed his every move. He was Gideon Cross, of Cross Industries,
and at the ridiculous age of twenty-eight, he was one of the top twenty-five richest people in the
world. I was pretty sure he owned a significant chunk of Manhattan; I was positive he was the
hottest man on the planet. And he kept photos of me everywhere he worked, as if I could
possibly be as fun to look at as he was.He turned, pivoting gracefully to catch me with his icy
blue gaze. Of course he’d known I was there, watching him. There was a crackling in the air
when we were near each other, a sense of anticipation like the coiled silence before the boom of
thunder. He’d probably deliberately waited a beat before facing me, giving me the opportunity to
check him out because he knew I loved to look at him.Dark and Dangerous. And all
mine.God . . . I never got used to the impact of that face. Those sculpted cheekbones and dark
winged brows, the thickly lashed blue eyes, and those lips . . . perfectly etched to be both
sensual and wicked. I loved when they smiled with sexual invitation, and I shivered when they
thinned into a stern line. And when he pressed those lips to my body, I burned for him.Jeez,
listen to yourself. My mouth curved, remembering how annoyed I used to get at pals who waxed
poetic about their boyfriends’ good looks. But here I was, constantly awed by the gorgeousness
of the complicated, frustrating, messed-up, sexy-as-sin man I was falling deeper in love with
every day.As we stared at each other, his scowl didn’t lessen, nor did he cease speaking to the
poor soul on the receiving end of his call, but his gaze warmed from its chilly irritation to
scorching heat.I should’ve become used to the change that came over him when he looked at
me, but it still hit me with a force strong enough to rock me on my feet. That look conveyed how
hard and deep he wanted to fuck me—which he did every chance he got—and it also afforded
me a glimpse of his raw, unrelenting force of will. A core of strength and command marked
everything Gideon did in life.“See you at eight on Saturday,” he finished, before yanking off the
earpiece and tossing it on his desk. “Come here, Eva.”Another shiver slid through me at the way
he said my name, with the same authoritative bite he used when he said Come, Eva, while I was
beneath him . . . filled with him . . . desperate to climax for him . . .“No time for that, ace.” I backed
into the hallway, because I was weak where he was concerned. The soft rasp in his smooth,
cultured voice was nearly capable of making me orgasm just listening to it. And whenever he



touched me, I caved.I hurried to the kitchen to make us some coffee.He muttered something
under his breath and followed me out, his long stride easily gaining on mine. I found myself
pinned to the hallway wall by six feet, two inches of hard, hot male.“You know what happens
when you run, angel.” Gideon nipped my lower lip with his teeth and then soothed the sting with
the caress of his tongue. “I catch you.”Inside me, something sighed with happy surrender and my
body went lax with pleasure at being pressed so close to his. I craved him constantly, so deeply
it was a physical ache. What I felt was lust, but it was also so much more. Something so precious
and profound that Gideon’s lust for me wasn’t the trigger it would’ve been with another man. If
anyone else had attempted to subdue me with the weight of his body, I would’ve freaked out. But
it had never been an issue with Gideon. He knew what I needed and how much I could take.The
sudden flash of his grin stopped my heart.Confronted with that breathtaking face framed by that
lustrous dark hair, I felt my knees weaken just a little. He was so polished and urbane except for
the decadent length of those silky strands.He nuzzled his nose against mine. “You can’t smile at
me like that, then walk away. Tell me what you were thinking about when I was on the phone.”My
lips twisted wryly. “How gorgeous you are. It’s sickening how often I think about that. I need to get
over it already.”He cupped the back of my thigh and urged me tighter against him, teasing me
with an expert roll of his hips against mine. He was outrageously gifted in bed. And he knew it.
“Damned if I’ll let you.”“Oh?” Heat slid sinuously through my veins, my body too greedy for the
feel of his. “You can’t tell me you want another starry-eyed woman hanging on you, Mr. Hates-
Exaggerated-Expectations.”“What I want,” he purred, cupping my jaw and rubbing my bottom lip
with the pad of his thumb, “is you being too busy thinking about me to think about anyone else.”I
pulled in a slow and shaky breath. I was completely seduced by the smoldering look in his eyes,
the provocative tone of his voice, the heat of his body, and the mouthwatering scent of his skin.
He was my drug, and I had no desire to kick the habit.“Gideon,” I breathed, entranced.With a soft
groan, he sealed his chiseled mouth over mine, stealing away thoughts of what time it was with a
lush, deep kiss . . . a kiss that almost succeeded in distracting me from seeing the insecurity he’d
just revealed.I pushed my fingers into his hair to hold him still and kissed him back, my tongue
sliding along his, stroking. We’d been a couple for such a short period of time. Less than a
month. Worse, neither of us knew how to have a relationship like the one we were attempting to
build—a relationship in which we refused to pretend we weren’t both seriously broken.His arms
banded around me and tightened possessively. “I wanted to spend the weekend with you down
in the Florida Keys—naked.”“Umm, sounds nice.” More than nice. As big of a kick as I got out of
Gideon in a three-piece suit, I much preferred him stripped to the skin. I avoided pointing out that
I wouldn’t be available this weekend . . .“Now I’ve got to spend the weekend taking care of
business,” he muttered, his lips moving against mine.“Business you put off to be with me?” He’d
been leaving work early to spend time with me, and I knew that had to be costing him. My
mother was on her third marriage, and all of her spouses were successful, wealthy moguls of
one kind or another. I knew the price for ambition was very late hours.“I pay other people a
generous salary so I can be with you.”Nice dodge, but noting the flash of irritation in his gaze, I



distracted him. “Thank you. Let’s get some coffee before we run out of time.”Gideon stroked his
tongue along my bottom lip, then released me. “I’d like to get off the ground by eight tomorrow
night. Pack cool and light. Arizona’s got dry heat.”“What?” I blinked at his retreating back as it
disappeared into his office. “Arizona is where your business is?”“Unfortunately.”Uh . . . whoa.
Instead of risking my shot at coffee, I postponed arguing and continued on to the kitchen. I
passed through Gideon’s spacious apartment with its stunning prewar architecture and slender
arched windows, my heels alternately clicking over gleaming hardwood and muffled by
Aubusson rugs. Decorated in dark woods and neutral fabrics, the luxurious space was
brightened by jeweled accents. As much as his place screamed money, it managed to remain
warm and welcoming, a comfortable place to relax and feel pampered.When I reached the
kitchen, I wasted no time in shoving a travel mug under the one-cup coffeemaker. Gideon joined
me with his jacket draped over one arm and his cell phone in his hand. I put another portable
mug under the spout for him before I went to the fridge for some half-and-half.“It might be
fortunate after all.” I faced him and reminded him of my roommate issue. “I need to knock heads
with Cary this weekend.”Gideon dropped his phone into the inner pocket of his jacket, then hung
the garment off the back of one of the bar stools at the island. “You’re coming with me,
Eva.”Exhaling in a rush, I added half-and-half to my coffee. “To do what? Lie around naked,
waiting for you to finish work and fuck me?”His gaze held mine as he collected his mug and
sipped his steaming coffee with too-calm deliberation. “Are we going to argue?”“Are you going to
be difficult? We talked about this. You know I can’t leave Cary after what happened last night.”
The multibody tangle I’d found in my living room gave new meaning to the word clusterfuck.I put
the carton back in the fridge and absorbed the sensation of being drawn to him inexorably by the
force of his will. It’d been that way from the beginning. When he chose to, Gideon could make me
feel his demands. And it was very, very difficult to ignore the part of me that begged to give him
whatever he wanted. “You’re going to take care of business and I’m going to take care of my best
friend, then we’ll go back to taking care of each other.”“I won’t be back until Sunday night,
Eva.”Oh . . . I felt a sharp twinge in my belly at hearing we’d be apart that long. Most couples
didn’t spend every free moment together, but we weren’t like most people. We both had hang-
ups, insecurities, and an addiction to each other that required regular contact to keep us
functioning properly. I hated being apart from him. I rarely went more than a couple of hours
without thinking of him.“You can’t stand the thought, either,” he said quietly, studying me in that
way he had that saw everything. “By Sunday we’ll both be worthless.”I blew on the surface of my
coffee, then took a quick sip. I was unsettled at the thought of going the entire weekend without
him. Worse, I hated the thought of him spending that amount of time away from me. He had a
world of choices and possibilities out there, women who weren’t so screwed up and difficult to
be with.Still, I managed to say, “We both know that’s not exactly healthy, Gideon.”“Says who? No
one else knows what it’s like to be us.”Okay, I’d give him that.“We need to get to work,” I said,
knowing this impasse was going to drive both of us crazy all day. We’d sort it out later, but for
now we were stuck with it.Resting his hip against the counter, he crossed his ankles and



stubbornly settled in. “What we need is for you to come with me.”“Gideon.” My foot began to tap
against the travertine tile. “I can’t just give up my life for you. If I turn into arm candy, you’ll get
bored real quick. Hell, I’d get sick of myself. It shouldn’t kill us to spend a couple days
straightening out other parts of our lives, even if we hate doing it.”His gaze captured mine.
“You’re too much trouble to be arm candy.”“Takes a troublemaker to know one.”Gideon
straightened, shrugging off his brooding sensuality and instantly capturing me with his severe
intensity. So mercurial—like me. “You’ve gotten a lot of press lately, Eva. It’s no secret that you’re
in New York. I can’t leave you here while I’m gone. Bring Cary with us if you have to. You can butt
heads with him while you’re waiting for me to finish work and fuck you.”“Ha.” Even as I
acknowledged his attempt to lighten the strain with humor, I realized what his real objection to
being apart from me was—Nathan. My former stepbrother was a living nightmare from my past
that Gideon seemed to fear might reappear in my present. It frightened me to concede that he
wasn’t totally wrong. The shield of anonymity that had protected me for years had been
shattered by our highly public relationship.God . . . we totally didn’t have the time to get into that
mess, but I knew it wasn’t a point Gideon would concede on. He was a man who claimed his
possessions utterly, fought off his competitors with ruthless precision, and would never allow any
harm to come to me. I was his safe place, which made me rare and invaluable to him.Gideon
glanced at his watch. “Time to go, angel.”He fetched his jacket, then gestured for me to precede
him through his luxurious living room, where I grabbed my purse and the bag holding my walking
shoes and other necessities. A few moments later, we’d finished the descent to the ground floor
in his private elevator and slid into the back of his black Bentley SUV.“Hi, Angus,” I greeted his
driver, who touched the brim of his old-fashioned chauffeur’s hat.“Good morning, Miss Tramell,”
he replied, smiling. He was an older gentleman, with a liberal sprinkling of white in his red hair. I
liked him for a lot of reasons, not the least of which was the fact that he’d been driving Gideon
around since grade school and genuinely cared for him.A quick glance at the Rolex my mother
and stepfather had given me told me I’d make it to work on time . . . if we didn’t get boxed in by
traffic. Even as I thought this, Angus slid deftly into the sea of taxis and cars on the street. After
the tense quiet of Gideon’s apartment, the noise of Manhattan woke me as effectively as a jolt of
caffeine. The blaring of horns and the thud of tires over a manhole cover invigorated me. Rapid-
moving streams of pedestrians flanked both sides of the clogged street, while buildings
stretched ambitiously toward the sky, keeping us in shadow even as the sun climbed.God, I
seriously loved New York. I took the time every day to absorb it, to try to draw it into me.I settled
into the leather seat back and reached for Gideon’s hand, giving it a squeeze. “Would you feel
better if Cary and I left town for the weekend? Maybe a quick trip to Vegas?”Gideon’s gaze
narrowed. “Am I a threat to Cary? Is that why you won’t consider Arizona?”“What? No. I don’t
think so.” Shifting in the seat, I faced him. “Sometimes it takes an all-nighter before I can get him
to open up.”“You don’t think so?” he repeated my answer, ignoring everything but the first words
out of my mouth.“He might feel like he can’t reach out to me when he needs to talk because I’m
always with you,” I clarified, steadying my mug with two hands as we drove over a pothole.



“Listen, you’re going to have to get over any jealousy about Cary. When I say he’s like a brother
to me, Gideon, I’m not kidding. You don’t have to like him, but you have to understand that he’s a
permanent part of my life.”“Do you tell him the same thing about me?”“I don’t have to. He knows.
I’m trying to reach a compromise here—”“I never compromise.”My brows rose. “In business, I’m
sure you don’t. But this is a relationship, Gideon. It requires give and—”Gideon’s growl cut me
off. “My plane, my hotel, and if you leave the premises, you take a security team with you.”His
sudden, reluctant capitulation surprised me silent for a long minute. Long enough for his brow to
arch over those piercing blue eyes in a look that said take it or leave it.“Don’t you think that’s a
little extreme?” I prodded. “I’ll have Cary with me.”“You’ll forgive me if I don’t trust him with your
safety after last night.” As he drank his coffee, his posture made it very clear that the
conversation was done in his mind. He’d given me his acceptable options.I might’ve gotten
bitchy about that kind of high-handedness if I didn’t understand that taking care of me was his
motivation. My past had vicious skeletons, and dating Gideon had put me in a media spotlight
that could bring Nathan Barker right to my door.Plus, controlling everything around him was just
part of who Gideon was. It came with the package and I had to make accommodations for
that.“Okay,” I agreed. “Which hotel is yours?”“I have a few. You can take your pick.” He turned his
head to look out the window. “Scott will e-mail you the list. When you’ve decided, let him know
and he’ll make the arrangements. We’ll fly out together and return together.”Leaning my shoulder
into the seat, I took a drink of my coffee and noted the way his hand was fisted on his thigh. In
the tinted window’s reflection, Gideon’s face was impassive, but I could feel his
moodiness.“Thank you,” I murmured.“Don’t. I’m not happy about this, Eva.” A muscle in his jaw
twitched. “Your roommate fucks up and I have to spend the weekend without you.”Hating that he
was unhappy, I took his coffee from him and set our travel mugs in the backseat cup holders.
Then I climbed into his lap, straddling him. I draped my arms around his shoulders. “I appreciate
you bending on this, Gideon. It means a lot to me.”He caught me in his fierce blue gaze. “I knew
you were going to drive me insane the moment I saw you.”I smiled, recalling how we’d met.
“Sprawled on my ass on the lobby floor of the Crossfire Building?”“Before. Outside.”Frowning, I
asked, “Outside where?”“On the sidewalk.” Gideon gripped my hips, squeezing in that
possessive, commanding way of his that made me ache for him. “I was leaving for a meeting. A
minute later and I would’ve missed you. I’d just gotten into the car when you came around the
corner.”I remembered the Bentley idling at the curb that day. I’d been too awed by the building to
take note of the sleek vehicle when I arrived, but I had noticed it when I left.“You hit me the
instant I saw you,” he said gruffly. “I couldn’t look away. I wanted you immediately. Excessively.
Almost violently.”How could I not have known that there’d been more to our first meeting than I’d
realized? I thought we’d stumbled across each other by accident. But he’d been leaving for the
day . . . which meant he had deliberately backtracked inside. For me.“You stopped right next to
the Bentley,” he went on, “and your head tilted back. You were looking up at the building and I
pictured you on your knees, looking up at me that same way.”The low growl in Gideon’s voice
had me squirming in his lap. “What way?” I whispered, mesmerized by the fire in his eyes.“With



excitement. A little awe . . . a little intimidation.” Cupping my rear, he urged me tighter against him.
“There was no way to stop myself from following you inside. And there you were, right where I’d
wanted you, damn near kneeling in front of me. In that minute, I had a half dozen fantasies about
what I was going to do to you when I got you naked.”I swallowed, remembering my similar
reaction to him. “Looking at you for the first time made me think about sex. Screaming, sheet-
clawing sex.”“I saw that.” His hands slid up either side of my spine. “And I knew you saw me, too.
Saw what I am . . . what I have inside me. You saw right through me.”And that was what had
knocked me on my ass—literally. I’d looked into his eyes and realized how tightly reined he was,
what a shadowed soul he had. I had seen power and hunger and control and demand.
Somewhere inside me, I’d known he would take me over. It was a relief to know he’d felt the
same upheaval over me.Gideon’s hands hugged my shoulder blades and pulled me closer, until
our foreheads touched. “No one’s ever seen before, Eva. You’re the only one.”My throat tightened
painfully. In so many ways, Gideon was a hard man, yet he could be so sweet to me. Almost
childishly so, which I loved because it was pure and uncontrolled. If no one else bothered to look
beyond his striking face and impressive bank account, they didn’t deserve to know him. “I had no
idea. You were so . . . cool. I didn’t seem to affect you at all.”“Cool?” he scoffed. “I was on fire for
you. I’ve been fucked up ever since.”“Gee. Thanks.”“You made me need you,” he rasped. “Now I
can’t stand the thought of two days without you.”Holding his jaw in my hands, I kissed him
tenderly, my lips coaxing and apologetic. “I love you, too,” I whispered against his beautiful
mouth. “I can’t stand being away from you, either.”His returning kiss was greedy, devouring, and
yet the way he held me close to him was gentle and reverent. As if I were precious. When he
pulled back, we were both breathing hard.“I’m not even your type,” I teased, trying to lighten the
mood before we went into work. Gideon’s preference for brunettes was well known and well
documented.I felt the Bentley pull over and to a halt. Angus got out of the car to give us privacy,
leaving the engine and air-conditioning running. I looked out the window and saw the Crossfire
beside us.“About the type thing—” Gideon’s head fell back to rest against the seat. He took a
deep breath. “Corinne was surprised by you. You weren’t what she’d expected.”My jaw tightened
at the mention of Gideon’s former fiancée. Even knowing that their relationship had been about
friendship and loneliness for him, not love, didn’t stop the claws of envy from digging into me.
Jealousy was one of my virulent flaws. “Because I’m blond?”“Because . . . you don’t look like
her.”My breath caught. I hadn’t considered that Corinne had set the standard for him. Even
Magdalene Perez—one of Gideon’s friends who wished she were more—had said she’d kept
her dark hair long to emulate Corinne. But I hadn’t grasped the complexity of that observation.
My God . . . if it was true, Corinne had tremendous power over Gideon, way more than I could
bear. My heart rate quickened and my stomach churned. I hated her irrationally. Hated that she’d
had even a piece of him. Hated every woman who’d known his touch . . . his lust . . . his amazing
body.I started sliding off him.“Eva.” He stayed me by tightening his grip on my thighs. “I don’t
know if she’s right.”I looked down at where he held me, and the sight of my promise ring on the
finger of his right hand—my brand of ownership—calmed me. So did the look of confusion on his



face when I met his gaze. “You don’t?”“If that’s what it was, it wasn’t conscious. I wasn’t looking
for her in other women. I didn’t know I was looking for anything until I saw you.”My hands slid
down his lapels as relief filled me. Maybe he hadn’t been consciously looking for her, but even if
he had, I couldn’t be more different from Corinne in appearance and temperament. I was unique
to him; a woman apart from his others in every way. I wished that could be enough to kill my
jealousy.“Maybe it wasn’t a preference so much as a pattern.” I smoothed his frown line with a
fingertip. “You should ask Dr. Petersen when we see him tonight. I wish I had more answers after
all my years of therapy, but I don’t. There’s a lot that’s inexplicable between us, isn’t there? I still
have no idea what you see in me that’s hooked you.”“It’s what you see in me, angel,” he said
quietly, his features softening. “That you can know what I have in me and still want me as much
as I want you. I go to sleep every night afraid I’ll wake up and you’ll be gone. Or that I scared you
away . . . that I dreamed you—”“No. Gideon.” Jesus. He broke my heart every day. Shattered
me.“I know I don’t tell you how I feel about you in the same way you tell me, but you have me.
You know that.”“Yes, I know you love me, Gideon.” Insanely. Outrageously. Obsessively. Just like
my feelings for him.“I’m caught up with you, Eva.” With his head tilted back, Gideon pulled me
down for the sweetest of kisses, his firm lips moving gently beneath mine. “I’d kill for you,” he
whispered, “give up everything I own for you . . . but I won’t give you up. Two days is my limit.
Don’t ask for more than that; I can’t give it to you.”I didn’t take his words lightly. His wealth
insulated him, gave him the power and control that had been stolen from him at some point in his
life. He’d suffered brutality and violation, just as I had. That he would consider it worthwhile to
lose his peace of mind just to keep me meant more than the words I love you.“I just need the two
days, ace, and I’ll make them worth your while.”The starkness of his gaze bled away, replaced by
sexual heat. “Oh? Planning on pacifying me with sex, angel?”“Yes,” I admitted shamelessly. “Lots
of it. After all, the tactic seems to work well for you.”His mouth curved, but his gaze had a
sharpness that quickened my breath. The dark look he gave me reminded me—as if I could
forget—that Gideon wasn’t a man who could be managed or tamed.“Ah, Eva,” he purred,
sprawled against the seat with the predatory insouciance of a sleek panther who’d neatly
trapped a mouse in his den.A delicious shiver moved through me. When it came to Gideon, I
was more than willing to be devoured.2JUST BEFORE I exited the elevator into the vestibule of
Waters Field & Leaman, the advertising firm I worked for on the twentieth floor, Gideon
whispered in my ear, “Think about me all day.”I squeezed his hand surreptitiously in the crowded
car. “Always do.”He continued the ride up to the top floor, which housed the headquarters of
Cross Industries. The Crossfire was his, one of many properties he owned throughout the city,
including the apartment complex I lived in.I tried not to pay attention to that. My mom was a
career trophy wife. She’d given up my father’s love for an affluent lifestyle, which I couldn’t relate
to at all. I’d prefer love over wealth any day, but I suppose that was easy for me to say because I
had money—a sizable investment portfolio—of my own. Not that I ever touched it. I wouldn’t. I’d
paid too high a price and couldn’t imagine anything worth the cost.Megumi, the receptionist,
buzzed me through the glass security door and greeted me with a big smile. She was a pretty



woman, young like me, with a stylish bob of glossy black hair framing stunning Asian
features.“Hey,” I said, stopping by her desk. “Got any plans for lunch?”“I do now.”“Awesome.” My
grin was wide and genuine. As much as I loved Cary and enjoyed spending time with him, I
needed girlfriends, too. Cary had already started building a network of acquaintances and
friends in our adopted city, but I’d been sucked into the Gideon vortex almost from the outset. As
much as I’d prefer to spend every moment with him, I knew it wasn’t healthy. Female friends
would give it to me straight when I needed it, and I was going to have to cultivate those
friendships if I wanted them.Setting off, I headed down the long hallway to my cubicle. When I
reached my desk, I put my bag and purse in the bottom drawer, keeping my smartphone out so I
could silence it. I found a text from Cary: I’m sorry, baby girl.“Cary Taylor,” I sighed. “I love you . . .
even when you’re pissing me off.”And he’d pissed me off royally. No woman wanted to come
home to a sexual clusterfuck in progress on her living room floor. Especially not while in the
middle of a fight with her new boyfriend.I texted back, Block off the wknd 4 me if u can.There
was a long pause and I imagined him absorbing my request. Damn, he texted back finally. Must
be some ass kicking u have planned.“Maybe a little,” I muttered, shuddering as I remembered
the . . . orgy I’d walked in on. But mostly I thought Cary and I needed to spend some quality
downtime together. We hadn’t been living in Manhattan long. It was a new town for us, new
apartment, new jobs and experiences, new boyfriends for both of us. We were out of our element
and struggling, and since we both had barge loads of baggage from our pasts, we didn’t handle
struggling well. Usually we leaned on each other for balance, but we hadn’t had much time for
that lately. We really needed to make the time. Up for a trip to Vegas? Just u and me?Fuck yeah!
K . . . more later. As I silenced my phone and put it away, my gaze passed briefly over the two
collage photo frames next to my monitor—one filled with photos of both of my parents and one
of Cary, and the other filled with photos of me and Gideon. Gideon had put the latter collection
together himself, wanting me to have a reminder of him just like the reminder he had of me on
his desk. As if I needed it . . .I loved having those images of the people I loved close by: my mom
with her golden cap of curls and her bombshell smile, her curvy body scarcely covered by a tiny
bikini as she enjoyed the French Riviera on my stepdad’s yacht; my stepfather, Richard Stanton,
looking regal and distinguished, his silver hair oddly complementing the looks of his much
younger wife; and Cary, who was captured in all his photogenic glory, with his lustrous brown
hair and sparkling green eyes, his smile wide and mischievous. That million-dollar face was
starting to pop up in magazines everywhere and soon would grace billboards and bus stops
advertising Grey Isles clothing.I looked across the strip of hallway and through the glass wall that
encased Mark Garrity’s very small office and saw his jacket hung over the back of his Aeron
chair, even though the man himself wasn’t in sight. I wasn’t surprised to find him in the break
room scowling into his coffee mug; he and I shared a java dependency.“I thought you had the
hang of it,” I said, referring to his trouble with the one-cup coffeemaker.“I do, thanks to you.” Mark
lifted his head and offered a charmingly crooked smile. He had gleaming dark skin, a trim
goatee, and soft brown eyes. In addition to being easy on the eyes, he was a great boss—very



open to educating me about the ad business and quick to trust that he didn’t have to show me
how to do something twice. We worked well together, and I hoped that would be the case for a
long time to come.“Try this,” he said, reaching for a second steaming cup waiting on the counter.
He handed it to me and I accepted it gratefully, appreciating that he’d been thoughtful about
adding cream and sweetener, which was how I liked it.I took a cautious sip, since it was hot, then
coughed over the unexpected—and unwelcome—flavor. “What is this?”“Blueberry-flavored
coffee.”Abruptly, I was the one scowling. “Who the hell wants to drink that?”“Ah, see . . . it’s our
job to figure out who, then sell this to them.” He lifted his mug in a toast. “Here’s to our latest
account!”Wincing, I straightened my spine and took another sip.I was pretty sure the sickly
sweet taste of artificial blueberries was still coating my tongue two hours later. Since it was time
for my break, I started an Internet search for Dr. Terrence Lucas, a man who’d clearly rubbed
Gideon the wrong way when I’d seen the two men together at dinner the night before. I hadn’t
gotten any further than typing the doctor’s name in the search box when my desk phone
rang.“Mark Garrity’s office,” I answered. “Eva Tramell speaking.”“Are you serious about Vegas?”
Cary asked without preamble.“Totally.”There was a pause. “Is this when you tell me you’re
moving in with your billionaire boyfriend and I’ve got to go?”“What? No. Are you nuts?” I
squeezed my eyes shut, understanding how insecure Cary was but thinking we were too far
along in our friendship for those kinds of doubts. “You’re stuck with me for life, you know
that.”“And you just up and decided we should go to Vegas?”“Pretty much. Figured we could sip
mojitos by the pool and live off room service for a couple days.”“I’m not sure how much I can
pitch in for that.”“Don’t worry, it’s on Gideon. His plane, his hotel. We’ll just cover our food and
drinks.” A lie, since I planned on covering everything except the airfare, but Cary didn’t need to
know that.“And he’s not coming with us?”I leaned back in my chair and stared at one of the
photos of Gideon. I missed him already and it’d been only a couple of hours since we’d been
together. “He’s got business in Arizona, so he’ll share the flights back and forth, but it’ll be just
you and me in Vegas. I think we need it.”“Yeah.” He exhaled harshly. “I could do with a change of
scenery and some quality time with my best girl.”“Okay, then. He wants to fly out by eight
tomorrow night.”“I’ll start packing. Want me to put a bag together for you, too?”“Would you?
That’d be great!” Cary could’ve been a stylist or personal shopper. He had serious talent when it
came to clothes.“Eva?”“Yeah?”He sighed. “Thank you for putting up with my shit.”“Shut up.”After
we hung up, I stared at the phone for a long minute, hating that Cary was so unhappy when
everything in his life was going so well. He was an expert at self-sabotage, never truly believing
he was worthy of happiness.As I returned my attention to work, the Google search on my
monitor reminded me of my interest in Dr. Terry Lucas. A few articles about him had been posted
on the Web, complete with pictures that cemented the verification.Pediatrician. Forty-five years
of age. Married for twenty years. Nervously, I searched for “Dr. Terrence Lucas and wife,”
inwardly cringing at the thought of seeing a golden-skinned, long-haired brunette. I exhaled my
relief when I saw that Mrs. Lucas was a pale-skinned woman with short, bright red hair.But that
left me with more questions. I’d figured it would be a woman who’d caused the trouble between



the two men.The fact was, Gideon and I really didn’t know that much about each other. We knew
the ugly stuff—at least he knew mine; I’d mostly guessed his from some pretty obvious clues. We
knew some of the basic cohabitation stuff about each other after spending so many nights
sleeping over at our respective apartments. He’d met half of my family and I’d met all of his. But
we hadn’t been together long enough to touch on a whole lot of the periphery stuff. And frankly, I
think we weren’t as forthcoming or inquisitive as we could’ve been, as if we were afraid to pile
any more crap onto an already struggling relationship.We were together because we were
addicted to each other. I was never as intoxicated as I was when we were happy together, and I
knew it was the same for him. We were putting ourselves through the wringer for those moments
of perfection between us, but they were so tenuous that only our stubbornness, determination,
and love kept us fighting for them.Enough with making yourself crazy.I checked my e-mail, and
found my daily Google alert on “Gideon Cross.” The day’s digest of links led mostly to photos of
Gideon, in black tie sans tie, and me at the charity dinner at the Waldorf Astoria the night
before.“God.” I couldn’t help but be reminded of my mother when looking at the pictures of me in
a champagne Vera Wang cocktail dress. Not just because of how closely my looks mirrored my
mom’s—aside from my hair being long and straight—but also because of the mega-mogul
whose arm I graced.Monica Tramell Barker Mitchell Stanton was very, very good at being a
trophy wife. She knew precisely what was expected of her and delivered without fail. Although
she’d been divorced twice, both times had been by her choice and both divorces had left her
exes despondent over losing her. I didn’t think less of my mother, because she gave as good as
she got and didn’t take anyone for granted, but I’d grown up striving for independence. My right
to say no was my most valued possession.Minimizing my e-mail window, I pushed my personal
life aside and went back to searching for market comparisons on fruity coffee. I coordinated
some initial meetings between the strategists and Mark and helped Mark with brainstorming a
campaign for a gluten-free restaurant. Noon approached and I was starting to feel seriously
hungry when my phone rang. I answered with my usual greeting.“Eva?” an accented female
voice greeted me. “It’s Magdalene. Do you have a minute?”I leaned back in my chair, alert.
Magdalene and I had once shared a moment of sympathy over Corinne’s unexpected and
unwanted reappearance in Gideon’s life, but I’d never forget how vicious Magdalene had been to
me the first time we’d met. “Just. What’s up?”She sighed, then spoke quickly, her words flowing
in a rush. “I was sitting at the table behind Corinne last night. I could hear a bit of what was being
said between her and Gideon during dinner.”My stomach tensed, preparing for an emotional
blow. Magdalene knew just how to exploit my insecurities about Gideon. “Stirring up crap while
I’m at work is a new low,” I said coldly. “I don’t—”“He wasn’t ignoring you.”My mouth hung open a
second, and she quickly filled the silence.“He was managing her, Eva. She was making
suggestions for where to take you around New York since you’re new in town, but she was doing
it by playing the old remember-when-you-and-I-went-there game.”“A walk down memory lane,” I
muttered, grateful now that I hadn’t been able to hear much of Gideon’s low-voiced conversation
with his ex.“Yes.” Magdalene took a deep breath. “You left because you thought he was ignoring



you for her. I just want you to know that he seemed to be thinking about you, trying to keep
Corinne from upsetting you.”“Why do you care?”“Who says I do? I owe you one, Eva, for the way
I introduced myself.”I thought about that. Yeah, she owed me for when she ambushed me in the
bathroom with her catty jealous bullshit. Not that I bought it as her sole motivation. Maybe I was
just the lesser of two evils. Maybe she was keeping her enemies close. “All right. Thank you.”No
denying I felt better. A weight I hadn’t realized I was carrying around was suddenly
relieved.“Something else,” Magdalene went on. “He went after you.”My grip tightened on the
phone receiver. Gideon always came after me . . . because I was always running. My recovery
was so fragile that I’d learned to protect it at all costs. When something threatened my stability, I
ditched it.“There have been other women in his life who’ve tried ultimatums like that, Eva. They
got bored or they wanted his attention or some kind of grand gesture . . . So they walked away
and expected him to come after them. You know what he did?”“Nothing,” I said softly, knowing
my man. A man who never spent social time with women he slept with and never slept with
women he associated with socially. Corinne and I were the sole exceptions to that rule, which
was yet another reason why his ex sent me into fits of jealousy.“Nothing more than making sure
Angus dropped them off safely,” she confirmed, making me think it’d been a tactic she’d tried at
some point. “But when you left, he couldn’t chase after you fast enough. And he wasn’t himself
when he said good-bye. He seemed . . . off.”Because he’d felt fear. My eyes closed as I mentally
kicked myself. Hard.Gideon had told me more than once that it terrified him when I ran, because
he couldn’t handle the thought that I might not come back. What good did it do to say that I
couldn’t imagine living without him when I so often showed him otherwise with my actions? Was
it any wonder he hadn’t opened up to me about his past?I had to stop running. Gideon and I
were both going to have to stand and fight for this, for us, if we were going to have any hope of
making our relationship work.“Do I owe you now?” I asked neutrally, returning Mark’s wave as he
left for lunch.Magdalene exhaled in a rush. “Gideon and I have known each other a long time.
Our mothers are best friends. You and I will see each other around, Eva, and I’m hoping we can
find a way to avoid any awkwardness.”The woman had come up to me and told me that the
minute Gideon “shoved his dick” in me, I was “done.” And she’d hit me with that at a moment
when I was especially vulnerable.“Listen, Magdalene, if you don’t cause drama, we’ll get by.”
And since she was being so forthright . . . “I can screw up my relationship with Gideon all by
myself, trust me. I don’t need any help.”She laughed softly. “That was my mistake, I think—I was
too careful and too accommodating. He has to work at it with you. Anyway . . . I’ve taken up my
minute. I’ll let you go.”“Enjoy your weekend,” I said, in lieu of thanks. I still couldn’t trust her
motivation.“You, too.”As I returned the receiver to its cradle, my gaze went to the photos of me
and Gideon. I was abruptly overwhelmed by feelings of greed and possession. He was mine, yet
I couldn’t be sure from one day to the next whether he’d stay mine. And the thought of any other
woman having him made me insane.I pulled open my bottom drawer and dug my smartphone
out of my purse. Driven by the need to have him thinking as fiercely about me, I texted him about
my sudden desperate hunger to devour him whole: I’d give anything to be sucking your cock



right now.Just thinking about how he looked when I took him in my mouth . . . the feral sounds he
made when he was about to come . . .Standing, I deleted the text the moment I saw it’d been
delivered, then dropped my phone back in my purse. Since it was noon, I closed all the windows
on my computer and headed out to reception to find Megumi.“You hungry for anything in
particular?” she asked, pushing to her feet and giving me a chance to admire her belted,
sleeveless lavender dress.I coughed because her question came so soon after my text. “No.
Your choice. I’m not picky.”We pushed out through the glass doors to reach the elevators.“I am so
ready for the weekend,” Megumi said with a groan as she stabbed the call button with an acrylic-
tipped finger. “A day and a half left to go.”“Got something fun planned?”“That remains to be
seen.” She sighed and tucked her hair behind her ear. “Blind date,” she explained ruefully.“Ah. Do
you trust the person setting you up?”“My roommate. I expect the guy will at least be physically
attractive, because I know where she sleeps at night and paybacks are a bitch.”I was smiling as
an elevator car reached our floor and we stepped inside. “Well, that ups your odds for a good
time.”“Not really, since she found him by going on a blind date with him first. She swears he’s
great, just more my type than hers.”“Hmm.”“I know, right?” Megumi shook her head and looked
up at the decorative, old-fashioned needle above the car doors that marked the passing
floors.“You’ll have to let me know how it goes.”“Oh, yeah. Wish me luck.”“Absolutely.” We’d just
stepped out into the lobby when I felt my purse vibrate beneath my arm. As we passed through
the turnstiles, I dug for my phone and felt my stomach tighten at the sight of Gideon’s name. He
was calling, not sexting me back.“Excuse me,” I said to Megumi before answering.She waved it
off nonchalantly. “Go for it.”“Hey,” I greeted him playfully.“Eva.”I missed a step hearing the way he
growled my name. There was a wealth of promise in the roughness of his voice.Slowing, I found I
was speechless, just from hearing him say my name with that edginess I craved—the sharp bite
that told me he wanted to be inside me more than he wanted anything else in the world.While
people flowed around me, entering and exiting the building, I was halted by the weighted silence
on my phone. The unspoken and nearly irresistible demand. He made no sound at all—I couldn’t
even hear him breathing—but I felt his hunger. If I didn’t have Megumi waiting patiently for me, I’d
be riding an elevator to the top floor to satisfy his unvoiced command to make good on my
offer.The memory of the time I’d sucked him off in his office simmered through me, making my
mouth water. I swallowed. “Gideon . . .”“You wanted my attention—now you have it. I want to hear
you say those words.”I felt my face flush. “I can’t. Not here. Let me call you later.”“Step over by the
column and out of the way.”Startled, I looked around for him. Then I remembered that the Caller
ID put him in his office. My gaze lifted, searching for the security cameras. Immediately, I felt his
eyes on me, hot and wanting. Arousal surged through me, spurred by his desire.“Hurry along,
angel. Your friend’s waiting.”I moved to the column, my breathing fast and audible.“Now tell me.
Your text made me hard, Eva. What are you going to do about it?”My hand went to my throat, my
gaze sliding helplessly to Megumi, who watched me with raised brows. I lifted one finger up,
asking for another minute, then turned my back to her and whispered, “I want you in my
mouth.”“Why? To play with me? To tease me like you’re doing now?” There was no heat in his



voice, just calm severity.I knew to pay careful attention when Gideon got serious about sex.“No.”
I lifted my face to the tinted dome in the ceiling that concealed the nearest security camera. “To
make you come. I love making you come, Gideon.”He exhaled harshly. “A gift, then.”Only I knew
what it meant for Gideon to view a sexual act as a gift. For him, sex had previously been about
pain and degradation or lust and necessity. Now, with me, it was about pleasure and love.
“Always.”“Good. Because I treasure you, Eva, and what we have. Even our driving urge to fuck
each other constantly is precious to me, because it matters.”I sagged into the column, admitting
to myself that I’d fallen into an old destructive habit—I’d exploited sexual attraction to ease my
insecurities. If Gideon was lusting after me, he couldn’t be lusting after anyone else. How did he
always know what was going on in my mind?“Yes,” I breathed, closing my eyes. “It
matters.”There’d been a time when I’d turned to sex to feel affection, confusing momentary
desire with genuine caring. Which was why I now insisted on having some sort of friendly
framework in place before I went to bed with a man. I never again wanted to roll out of a lover’s
bed feeling worthless and dirty.And I sure as hell didn’t want to cheapen what I shared with
Gideon just because I was irrationally scared of losing him.It hit me then that I was off balance. I
had this sick feeling in my gut, like something awful was going to happen.“You can have what
you want after work, angel.” His voice deepened, grew raspier. “In the meantime, enjoy lunch
with your co-worker. I’ll be thinking about you. And your mouth.”“I love you, Gideon.”It took a
couple of deep breaths after I hung up to compose myself enough to join Megumi again. “I’m
sorry about that.”“Everything all right?”“Yes. Everything’s fine.”“Things still hot and heavy with you
and Gideon Cross?” She glanced at me with a slight smile.“Umm . . .” Oh yes. “Yes, that’s fine,
too.” And I wished desperately that I could talk about it. I wished I could just open the valve and
gush about my overwhelming feelings for him. How thoughts of him consumed me, how the feel
of him beneath my hands drove me wild, how the passion of his tortured soul cut into me like the
sharpest blade.But I couldn’t. Not ever. He was too visible, too well known. Private tidbits about
his life were worth a small fortune. I couldn’t risk it.“He sure is,” Megumi agreed. “Damn fine. Did
you know him before you started working here?”“No. Although I suppose we would have met
eventually.” Because of our pasts. My mother gave generously to many abused children’s
charities, as did Gideon. It was inevitable that Gideon and I would’ve crossed paths at some
point. I wondered what that meeting would have been like—him with a gorgeous brunette on his
arm and me with Cary. Would we have had the same visceral reaction to each other from a
distance as we’d had up close in the Crossfire lobby?He’d wanted me the moment he saw me
on the street.“I wondered.” Megumi pushed through the revolving lobby door. “I read that it was
serious between you two,” she went on when I joined her outside on the sidewalk. “So I thought
maybe you’d known him before.”“Don’t believe everything you read on those gossip blogs.”“So
it’s not serious?”“I didn’t say that.” It was too serious at times. Painfully, brutally so.She shook her
head. “God . . . listen to me pry. Sorry. Gossip is one of my vices. So are extremely hot men like
Gideon Cross. I can’t help but wonder what it’d be like to hook up with a guy whose body
screams sex like that. Tell me he’s awesome in bed.”I smiled. It was good to hang out with



another girl. Not that Cary couldn’t also be appreciative of a hot guy, but nothing beat girl talk.
“You won’t hear me complaining.”“Lucky bitch.” Bumping shoulders with me to show she was
teasing, she said, “How about that roommate of yours? From the photos I saw, he’s gorgeous,
too. Is he single? Wanna hook me up?”Turning my head quickly, I hid a wince. I’d learned the
hard way never to set up an acquaintance or friend with Cary. He was so easy to love, which led
to a lot of broken hearts because he couldn’t love back the same way. The moment things
started going too well, Cary sabotaged them. “I don’t know if he’s single or not. Things are . . .
complicated in his life at the moment.”“Well, if the opportunity presents itself, I’m certainly not
opposed. Just sayin’. You like tacos?”“Love ’em.”“I know a great place a couple blocks up. Come
on.”THINGS were going well in my world as Megumi and I headed back from lunch. Forty
minutes of gossip, guy-ogling, and three awesome carne asada tacos later, I was feeling pretty
good. And we were returning to work a little over ten minutes early, which I was glad for since I
hadn’t been the most punctual employee lately, even though Mark never complained.The city
was thrumming around us, taxis and people surging through the growing heat and humidity as
they crammed what they could into the insufficient hours of the day. I people-watched
shamelessly, my eyes skimming over everyone and everything.Men in business suits walked
alongside women in flowing skirts and flip-flops. Ladies in haute couture and five-hundred-dollar
shoes teetered past steaming hot dog vendor carts and shouting hawkers. The eclectic mix of
New York was heaven to me, stirring an excitement that made me feel more vibrant here than
anyplace else I’d ever lived.We were stopped by a traffic light directly across from the Crossfire,
and my gaze was immediately drawn to the black Bentley sitting in front of it. Gideon must’ve just
gotten back from lunch. I couldn’t help but think about him sitting in his car on the day we’d met,
watching me as I took in the imposing beauty of his Crossfire Building. It made me tingly just
thinking about it—Suddenly, I went cold.Because a striking brunette breezed out of the revolving
doors just then and paused, giving me a good, long look at her—Gideon’s ideal, whether he’d
been aware of it or not. A woman I’d witnessed him fixate on the moment he’d seen her in the
Waldorf Astoria ballroom. A woman whose poise and hold over Gideon brought out all my worst
insecurities.Corinne Giroux looked like a breath of fresh air in a cream-colored sheath dress and
cherry red heels. She ran a hand over her waist-length dark hair, which wasn’t quite as sleek as
it’d appeared last night when I’d met her. In fact, it looked a little disheveled. And her fingers were
rubbing at her mouth, wiping along the outline of her lips.I pulled my smartphone out, activated
the camera, and snapped a picture. With the proximity of the zoom, I could see why she was
fussing with her lipstick—it was smeared. No, more like mashed. As if from a passionate
kiss.The light changed. Megumi and I moved with the flow, closing the distance between me and
the woman who’d once had Gideon’s promise to marry her. Angus stepped out of the Bentley
and came around, speaking to her briefly before opening the back door for her. The feeling of
betrayal—Angus’s and Gideon’s—was so fierce, I couldn’t catch my breath. I swayed on my
feet.“Hey.” Megumi caught my arm to steady me. “And we only had virgin margaritas,
lightweight!”I watched Corinne’s willowy body slide into the back of Gideon’s car with practiced



grace. My fists clenched as fury surged through me. Through the haze of my angry tears, the
Bentley pulled away from the curb and disappeared.2JUST BEFORE I exited the elevator into
the vestibule of Waters Field & Leaman, the advertising firm I worked for on the twentieth floor,
Gideon whispered in my ear, “Think about me all day.”I squeezed his hand surreptitiously in the
crowded car. “Always do.”He continued the ride up to the top floor, which housed the
headquarters of Cross Industries. The Crossfire was his, one of many properties he owned
throughout the city, including the apartment complex I lived in.I tried not to pay attention to that.
My mom was a career trophy wife. She’d given up my father’s love for an affluent lifestyle, which I
couldn’t relate to at all. I’d prefer love over wealth any day, but I suppose that was easy for me to
say because I had money—a sizable investment portfolio—of my own. Not that I ever touched it.
I wouldn’t. I’d paid too high a price and couldn’t imagine anything worth the cost.Megumi, the
receptionist, buzzed me through the glass security door and greeted me with a big smile. She
was a pretty woman, young like me, with a stylish bob of glossy black hair framing stunning
Asian features.“Hey,” I said, stopping by her desk. “Got any plans for lunch?”“I do
now.”“Awesome.” My grin was wide and genuine. As much as I loved Cary and enjoyed spending
time with him, I needed girlfriends, too. Cary had already started building a network of
acquaintances and friends in our adopted city, but I’d been sucked into the Gideon vortex almost
from the outset. As much as I’d prefer to spend every moment with him, I knew it wasn’t healthy.
Female friends would give it to me straight when I needed it, and I was going to have to cultivate
those friendships if I wanted them.Setting off, I headed down the long hallway to my cubicle.
When I reached my desk, I put my bag and purse in the bottom drawer, keeping my smartphone
out so I could silence it. I found a text from Cary: I’m sorry, baby girl.“Cary Taylor,” I sighed. “I love
you . . . even when you’re pissing me off.”And he’d pissed me off royally. No woman wanted to
come home to a sexual clusterfuck in progress on her living room floor. Especially not while in
the middle of a fight with her new boyfriend.I texted back, Block off the wknd 4 me if u can.There
was a long pause and I imagined him absorbing my request. Damn, he texted back finally. Must
be some ass kicking u have planned.“Maybe a little,” I muttered, shuddering as I remembered
the . . . orgy I’d walked in on. But mostly I thought Cary and I needed to spend some quality
downtime together. We hadn’t been living in Manhattan long. It was a new town for us, new
apartment, new jobs and experiences, new boyfriends for both of us. We were out of our element
and struggling, and since we both had barge loads of baggage from our pasts, we didn’t handle
struggling well. Usually we leaned on each other for balance, but we hadn’t had much time for
that lately. We really needed to make the time. Up for a trip to Vegas? Just u and me?Fuck yeah!
K . . . more later. As I silenced my phone and put it away, my gaze passed briefly over the two
collage photo frames next to my monitor—one filled with photos of both of my parents and one
of Cary, and the other filled with photos of me and Gideon. Gideon had put the latter collection
together himself, wanting me to have a reminder of him just like the reminder he had of me on
his desk. As if I needed it . . .I loved having those images of the people I loved close by: my mom
with her golden cap of curls and her bombshell smile, her curvy body scarcely covered by a tiny



bikini as she enjoyed the French Riviera on my stepdad’s yacht; my stepfather, Richard Stanton,
looking regal and distinguished, his silver hair oddly complementing the looks of his much
younger wife; and Cary, who was captured in all his photogenic glory, with his lustrous brown
hair and sparkling green eyes, his smile wide and mischievous. That million-dollar face was
starting to pop up in magazines everywhere and soon would grace billboards and bus stops
advertising Grey Isles clothing.I looked across the strip of hallway and through the glass wall that
encased Mark Garrity’s very small office and saw his jacket hung over the back of his Aeron
chair, even though the man himself wasn’t in sight. I wasn’t surprised to find him in the break
room scowling into his coffee mug; he and I shared a java dependency.“I thought you had the
hang of it,” I said, referring to his trouble with the one-cup coffeemaker.“I do, thanks to you.” Mark
lifted his head and offered a charmingly crooked smile. He had gleaming dark skin, a trim
goatee, and soft brown eyes. In addition to being easy on the eyes, he was a great boss—very
open to educating me about the ad business and quick to trust that he didn’t have to show me
how to do something twice. We worked well together, and I hoped that would be the case for a
long time to come.“Try this,” he said, reaching for a second steaming cup waiting on the counter.
He handed it to me and I accepted it gratefully, appreciating that he’d been thoughtful about
adding cream and sweetener, which was how I liked it.I took a cautious sip, since it was hot, then
coughed over the unexpected—and unwelcome—flavor. “What is this?”“Blueberry-flavored
coffee.”Abruptly, I was the one scowling. “Who the hell wants to drink that?”“Ah, see . . . it’s our
job to figure out who, then sell this to them.” He lifted his mug in a toast. “Here’s to our latest
account!”Wincing, I straightened my spine and took another sip.I was pretty sure the sickly
sweet taste of artificial blueberries was still coating my tongue two hours later. Since it was time
for my break, I started an Internet search for Dr. Terrence Lucas, a man who’d clearly rubbed
Gideon the wrong way when I’d seen the two men together at dinner the night before. I hadn’t
gotten any further than typing the doctor’s name in the search box when my desk phone
rang.“Mark Garrity’s office,” I answered. “Eva Tramell speaking.”“Are you serious about Vegas?”
Cary asked without preamble.“Totally.”There was a pause. “Is this when you tell me you’re
moving in with your billionaire boyfriend and I’ve got to go?”“What? No. Are you nuts?” I
squeezed my eyes shut, understanding how insecure Cary was but thinking we were too far
along in our friendship for those kinds of doubts. “You’re stuck with me for life, you know
that.”“And you just up and decided we should go to Vegas?”“Pretty much. Figured we could sip
mojitos by the pool and live off room service for a couple days.”“I’m not sure how much I can
pitch in for that.”“Don’t worry, it’s on Gideon. His plane, his hotel. We’ll just cover our food and
drinks.” A lie, since I planned on covering everything except the airfare, but Cary didn’t need to
know that.“And he’s not coming with us?”I leaned back in my chair and stared at one of the
photos of Gideon. I missed him already and it’d been only a couple of hours since we’d been
together. “He’s got business in Arizona, so he’ll share the flights back and forth, but it’ll be just
you and me in Vegas. I think we need it.”“Yeah.” He exhaled harshly. “I could do with a change of
scenery and some quality time with my best girl.”“Okay, then. He wants to fly out by eight



tomorrow night.”“I’ll start packing. Want me to put a bag together for you, too?”“Would you?
That’d be great!” Cary could’ve been a stylist or personal shopper. He had serious talent when it
came to clothes.“Eva?”“Yeah?”He sighed. “Thank you for putting up with my shit.”“Shut up.”After
we hung up, I stared at the phone for a long minute, hating that Cary was so unhappy when
everything in his life was going so well. He was an expert at self-sabotage, never truly believing
he was worthy of happiness.As I returned my attention to work, the Google search on my
monitor reminded me of my interest in Dr. Terry Lucas. A few articles about him had been posted
on the Web, complete with pictures that cemented the verification.Pediatrician. Forty-five years
of age. Married for twenty years. Nervously, I searched for “Dr. Terrence Lucas and wife,”
inwardly cringing at the thought of seeing a golden-skinned, long-haired brunette. I exhaled my
relief when I saw that Mrs. Lucas was a pale-skinned woman with short, bright red hair.But that
left me with more questions. I’d figured it would be a woman who’d caused the trouble between
the two men.The fact was, Gideon and I really didn’t know that much about each other. We knew
the ugly stuff—at least he knew mine; I’d mostly guessed his from some pretty obvious clues. We
knew some of the basic cohabitation stuff about each other after spending so many nights
sleeping over at our respective apartments. He’d met half of my family and I’d met all of his. But
we hadn’t been together long enough to touch on a whole lot of the periphery stuff. And frankly, I
think we weren’t as forthcoming or inquisitive as we could’ve been, as if we were afraid to pile
any more crap onto an already struggling relationship.We were together because we were
addicted to each other. I was never as intoxicated as I was when we were happy together, and I
knew it was the same for him. We were putting ourselves through the wringer for those moments
of perfection between us, but they were so tenuous that only our stubbornness, determination,
and love kept us fighting for them.Enough with making yourself crazy.I checked my e-mail, and
found my daily Google alert on “Gideon Cross.” The day’s digest of links led mostly to photos of
Gideon, in black tie sans tie, and me at the charity dinner at the Waldorf Astoria the night
before.“God.” I couldn’t help but be reminded of my mother when looking at the pictures of me in
a champagne Vera Wang cocktail dress. Not just because of how closely my looks mirrored my
mom’s—aside from my hair being long and straight—but also because of the mega-mogul
whose arm I graced.Monica Tramell Barker Mitchell Stanton was very, very good at being a
trophy wife. She knew precisely what was expected of her and delivered without fail. Although
she’d been divorced twice, both times had been by her choice and both divorces had left her
exes despondent over losing her. I didn’t think less of my mother, because she gave as good as
she got and didn’t take anyone for granted, but I’d grown up striving for independence. My right
to say no was my most valued possession.Minimizing my e-mail window, I pushed my personal
life aside and went back to searching for market comparisons on fruity coffee. I coordinated
some initial meetings between the strategists and Mark and helped Mark with brainstorming a
campaign for a gluten-free restaurant. Noon approached and I was starting to feel seriously
hungry when my phone rang. I answered with my usual greeting.“Eva?” an accented female
voice greeted me. “It’s Magdalene. Do you have a minute?”I leaned back in my chair, alert.



Magdalene and I had once shared a moment of sympathy over Corinne’s unexpected and
unwanted reappearance in Gideon’s life, but I’d never forget how vicious Magdalene had been to
me the first time we’d met. “Just. What’s up?”She sighed, then spoke quickly, her words flowing
in a rush. “I was sitting at the table behind Corinne last night. I could hear a bit of what was being
said between her and Gideon during dinner.”My stomach tensed, preparing for an emotional
blow. Magdalene knew just how to exploit my insecurities about Gideon. “Stirring up crap while
I’m at work is a new low,” I said coldly. “I don’t—”“He wasn’t ignoring you.”My mouth hung open a
second, and she quickly filled the silence.“He was managing her, Eva. She was making
suggestions for where to take you around New York since you’re new in town, but she was doing
it by playing the old remember-when-you-and-I-went-there game.”“A walk down memory lane,” I
muttered, grateful now that I hadn’t been able to hear much of Gideon’s low-voiced conversation
with his ex.“Yes.” Magdalene took a deep breath. “You left because you thought he was ignoring
you for her. I just want you to know that he seemed to be thinking about you, trying to keep
Corinne from upsetting you.”“Why do you care?”“Who says I do? I owe you one, Eva, for the way
I introduced myself.”I thought about that. Yeah, she owed me for when she ambushed me in the
bathroom with her catty jealous bullshit. Not that I bought it as her sole motivation. Maybe I was
just the lesser of two evils. Maybe she was keeping her enemies close. “All right. Thank you.”No
denying I felt better. A weight I hadn’t realized I was carrying around was suddenly
relieved.“Something else,” Magdalene went on. “He went after you.”My grip tightened on the
phone receiver. Gideon always came after me . . . because I was always running. My recovery
was so fragile that I’d learned to protect it at all costs. When something threatened my stability, I
ditched it.“There have been other women in his life who’ve tried ultimatums like that, Eva. They
got bored or they wanted his attention or some kind of grand gesture . . . So they walked away
and expected him to come after them. You know what he did?”“Nothing,” I said softly, knowing
my man. A man who never spent social time with women he slept with and never slept with
women he associated with socially. Corinne and I were the sole exceptions to that rule, which
was yet another reason why his ex sent me into fits of jealousy.“Nothing more than making sure
Angus dropped them off safely,” she confirmed, making me think it’d been a tactic she’d tried at
some point. “But when you left, he couldn’t chase after you fast enough. And he wasn’t himself
when he said good-bye. He seemed . . . off.”Because he’d felt fear. My eyes closed as I mentally
kicked myself. Hard.Gideon had told me more than once that it terrified him when I ran, because
he couldn’t handle the thought that I might not come back. What good did it do to say that I
couldn’t imagine living without him when I so often showed him otherwise with my actions? Was
it any wonder he hadn’t opened up to me about his past?I had to stop running. Gideon and I
were both going to have to stand and fight for this, for us, if we were going to have any hope of
making our relationship work.“Do I owe you now?” I asked neutrally, returning Mark’s wave as he
left for lunch.Magdalene exhaled in a rush. “Gideon and I have known each other a long time.
Our mothers are best friends. You and I will see each other around, Eva, and I’m hoping we can
find a way to avoid any awkwardness.”The woman had come up to me and told me that the



minute Gideon “shoved his dick” in me, I was “done.” And she’d hit me with that at a moment
when I was especially vulnerable.“Listen, Magdalene, if you don’t cause drama, we’ll get by.”
And since she was being so forthright . . . “I can screw up my relationship with Gideon all by
myself, trust me. I don’t need any help.”She laughed softly. “That was my mistake, I think—I was
too careful and too accommodating. He has to work at it with you. Anyway . . . I’ve taken up my
minute. I’ll let you go.”“Enjoy your weekend,” I said, in lieu of thanks. I still couldn’t trust her
motivation.“You, too.”As I returned the receiver to its cradle, my gaze went to the photos of me
and Gideon. I was abruptly overwhelmed by feelings of greed and possession. He was mine, yet
I couldn’t be sure from one day to the next whether he’d stay mine. And the thought of any other
woman having him made me insane.I pulled open my bottom drawer and dug my smartphone
out of my purse. Driven by the need to have him thinking as fiercely about me, I texted him about
my sudden desperate hunger to devour him whole: I’d give anything to be sucking your cock
right now.Just thinking about how he looked when I took him in my mouth . . . the feral sounds he
made when he was about to come . . .Standing, I deleted the text the moment I saw it’d been
delivered, then dropped my phone back in my purse. Since it was noon, I closed all the windows
on my computer and headed out to reception to find Megumi.“You hungry for anything in
particular?” she asked, pushing to her feet and giving me a chance to admire her belted,
sleeveless lavender dress.I coughed because her question came so soon after my text. “No.
Your choice. I’m not picky.”We pushed out through the glass doors to reach the elevators.“I am so
ready for the weekend,” Megumi said with a groan as she stabbed the call button with an acrylic-
tipped finger. “A day and a half left to go.”“Got something fun planned?”“That remains to be
seen.” She sighed and tucked her hair behind her ear. “Blind date,” she explained ruefully.“Ah. Do
you trust the person setting you up?”“My roommate. I expect the guy will at least be physically
attractive, because I know where she sleeps at night and paybacks are a bitch.”I was smiling as
an elevator car reached our floor and we stepped inside. “Well, that ups your odds for a good
time.”“Not really, since she found him by going on a blind date with him first. She swears he’s
great, just more my type than hers.”“Hmm.”“I know, right?” Megumi shook her head and looked
up at the decorative, old-fashioned needle above the car doors that marked the passing
floors.“You’ll have to let me know how it goes.”“Oh, yeah. Wish me luck.”“Absolutely.” We’d just
stepped out into the lobby when I felt my purse vibrate beneath my arm. As we passed through
the turnstiles, I dug for my phone and felt my stomach tighten at the sight of Gideon’s name. He
was calling, not sexting me back.“Excuse me,” I said to Megumi before answering.She waved it
off nonchalantly. “Go for it.”“Hey,” I greeted him playfully.“Eva.”I missed a step hearing the way he
growled my name. There was a wealth of promise in the roughness of his voice.Slowing, I found I
was speechless, just from hearing him say my name with that edginess I craved—the sharp bite
that told me he wanted to be inside me more than he wanted anything else in the world.While
people flowed around me, entering and exiting the building, I was halted by the weighted silence
on my phone. The unspoken and nearly irresistible demand. He made no sound at all—I couldn’t
even hear him breathing—but I felt his hunger. If I didn’t have Megumi waiting patiently for me, I’d



be riding an elevator to the top floor to satisfy his unvoiced command to make good on my
offer.The memory of the time I’d sucked him off in his office simmered through me, making my
mouth water. I swallowed. “Gideon . . .”“You wanted my attention—now you have it. I want to hear
you say those words.”I felt my face flush. “I can’t. Not here. Let me call you later.”“Step over by the
column and out of the way.”Startled, I looked around for him. Then I remembered that the Caller
ID put him in his office. My gaze lifted, searching for the security cameras. Immediately, I felt his
eyes on me, hot and wanting. Arousal surged through me, spurred by his desire.“Hurry along,
angel. Your friend’s waiting.”I moved to the column, my breathing fast and audible.“Now tell me.
Your text made me hard, Eva. What are you going to do about it?”My hand went to my throat, my
gaze sliding helplessly to Megumi, who watched me with raised brows. I lifted one finger up,
asking for another minute, then turned my back to her and whispered, “I want you in my
mouth.”“Why? To play with me? To tease me like you’re doing now?” There was no heat in his
voice, just calm severity.I knew to pay careful attention when Gideon got serious about sex.“No.”
I lifted my face to the tinted dome in the ceiling that concealed the nearest security camera. “To
make you come. I love making you come, Gideon.”He exhaled harshly. “A gift, then.”Only I knew
what it meant for Gideon to view a sexual act as a gift. For him, sex had previously been about
pain and degradation or lust and necessity. Now, with me, it was about pleasure and love.
“Always.”“Good. Because I treasure you, Eva, and what we have. Even our driving urge to fuck
each other constantly is precious to me, because it matters.”I sagged into the column, admitting
to myself that I’d fallen into an old destructive habit—I’d exploited sexual attraction to ease my
insecurities. If Gideon was lusting after me, he couldn’t be lusting after anyone else. How did he
always know what was going on in my mind?“Yes,” I breathed, closing my eyes. “It
matters.”There’d been a time when I’d turned to sex to feel affection, confusing momentary
desire with genuine caring. Which was why I now insisted on having some sort of friendly
framework in place before I went to bed with a man. I never again wanted to roll out of a lover’s
bed feeling worthless and dirty.And I sure as hell didn’t want to cheapen what I shared with
Gideon just because I was irrationally scared of losing him.It hit me then that I was off balance. I
had this sick feeling in my gut, like something awful was going to happen.“You can have what
you want after work, angel.” His voice deepened, grew raspier. “In the meantime, enjoy lunch
with your co-worker. I’ll be thinking about you. And your mouth.”“I love you, Gideon.”It took a
couple of deep breaths after I hung up to compose myself enough to join Megumi again. “I’m
sorry about that.”“Everything all right?”“Yes. Everything’s fine.”“Things still hot and heavy with you
and Gideon Cross?” She glanced at me with a slight smile.“Umm . . .” Oh yes. “Yes, that’s fine,
too.” And I wished desperately that I could talk about it. I wished I could just open the valve and
gush about my overwhelming feelings for him. How thoughts of him consumed me, how the feel
of him beneath my hands drove me wild, how the passion of his tortured soul cut into me like the
sharpest blade.But I couldn’t. Not ever. He was too visible, too well known. Private tidbits about
his life were worth a small fortune. I couldn’t risk it.“He sure is,” Megumi agreed. “Damn fine. Did
you know him before you started working here?”“No. Although I suppose we would have met



eventually.” Because of our pasts. My mother gave generously to many abused children’s
charities, as did Gideon. It was inevitable that Gideon and I would’ve crossed paths at some
point. I wondered what that meeting would have been like—him with a gorgeous brunette on his
arm and me with Cary. Would we have had the same visceral reaction to each other from a
distance as we’d had up close in the Crossfire lobby?He’d wanted me the moment he saw me
on the street.“I wondered.” Megumi pushed through the revolving lobby door. “I read that it was
serious between you two,” she went on when I joined her outside on the sidewalk. “So I thought
maybe you’d known him before.”“Don’t believe everything you read on those gossip blogs.”“So
it’s not serious?”“I didn’t say that.” It was too serious at times. Painfully, brutally so.She shook her
head. “God . . . listen to me pry. Sorry. Gossip is one of my vices. So are extremely hot men like
Gideon Cross. I can’t help but wonder what it’d be like to hook up with a guy whose body
screams sex like that. Tell me he’s awesome in bed.”I smiled. It was good to hang out with
another girl. Not that Cary couldn’t also be appreciative of a hot guy, but nothing beat girl talk.
“You won’t hear me complaining.”“Lucky bitch.” Bumping shoulders with me to show she was
teasing, she said, “How about that roommate of yours? From the photos I saw, he’s gorgeous,
too. Is he single? Wanna hook me up?”Turning my head quickly, I hid a wince. I’d learned the
hard way never to set up an acquaintance or friend with Cary. He was so easy to love, which led
to a lot of broken hearts because he couldn’t love back the same way. The moment things
started going too well, Cary sabotaged them. “I don’t know if he’s single or not. Things are . . .
complicated in his life at the moment.”“Well, if the opportunity presents itself, I’m certainly not
opposed. Just sayin’. You like tacos?”“Love ’em.”“I know a great place a couple blocks up. Come
on.”THINGS were going well in my world as Megumi and I headed back from lunch. Forty
minutes of gossip, guy-ogling, and three awesome carne asada tacos later, I was feeling pretty
good. And we were returning to work a little over ten minutes early, which I was glad for since I
hadn’t been the most punctual employee lately, even though Mark never complained.The city
was thrumming around us, taxis and people surging through the growing heat and humidity as
they crammed what they could into the insufficient hours of the day. I people-watched
shamelessly, my eyes skimming over everyone and everything.Men in business suits walked
alongside women in flowing skirts and flip-flops. Ladies in haute couture and five-hundred-dollar
shoes teetered past steaming hot dog vendor carts and shouting hawkers. The eclectic mix of
New York was heaven to me, stirring an excitement that made me feel more vibrant here than
anyplace else I’d ever lived.We were stopped by a traffic light directly across from the Crossfire,
and my gaze was immediately drawn to the black Bentley sitting in front of it. Gideon must’ve just
gotten back from lunch. I couldn’t help but think about him sitting in his car on the day we’d met,
watching me as I took in the imposing beauty of his Crossfire Building. It made me tingly just
thinking about it—Suddenly, I went cold.Because a striking brunette breezed out of the revolving
doors just then and paused, giving me a good, long look at her—Gideon’s ideal, whether he’d
been aware of it or not. A woman I’d witnessed him fixate on the moment he’d seen her in the
Waldorf Astoria ballroom. A woman whose poise and hold over Gideon brought out all my worst



insecurities.Corinne Giroux looked like a breath of fresh air in a cream-colored sheath dress and
cherry red heels. She ran a hand over her waist-length dark hair, which wasn’t quite as sleek as
it’d appeared last night when I’d met her. In fact, it looked a little disheveled. And her fingers were
rubbing at her mouth, wiping along the outline of her lips.I pulled my smartphone out, activated
the camera, and snapped a picture. With the proximity of the zoom, I could see why she was
fussing with her lipstick—it was smeared. No, more like mashed. As if from a passionate
kiss.The light changed. Megumi and I moved with the flow, closing the distance between me and
the woman who’d once had Gideon’s promise to marry her. Angus stepped out of the Bentley
and came around, speaking to her briefly before opening the back door for her. The feeling of
betrayal—Angus’s and Gideon’s—was so fierce, I couldn’t catch my breath. I swayed on my
feet.“Hey.” Megumi caught my arm to steady me. “And we only had virgin margaritas,
lightweight!”I watched Corinne’s willowy body slide into the back of Gideon’s car with practiced
grace. My fists clenched as fury surged through me. Through the haze of my angry tears, the
Bentley pulled away from the curb and disappeared.
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TotallyBookedBlog, “Loved it. Review by totallybookedblog.comGitte: I am in absolute awe of
Sylvia Day. The journey of Gideon and Eva got even more sensual, obsessive, raw and
emotional in Reflected in You. It was exhausting, gripping and my heart hurt more than I can say
as I devoured it in one sitting.Jenny: I had seen the snippets of this book on Sylvia's page and
couldn't wait to get my hands on it and it didn't disappoint. I couldn't put this book down. I was
drawn in from the very beginning.This book is intense, emotional, at times frustrating (yes...I'm
talking about you Gideon...you tested me at times!), passionate, sensual and at times sad. It
had everything for me.Quote: "I'm obsessed with you, angel. Addicted to you. You're everything
I've ever wanted or needed, everything I've ever dreamed of. You're everything. I live and breathe
you. For you." - GideonGitte: I felt like a voyeur, one minute sighing with relief that this
emotionally damaged couple had found in each other a way to heal and know they are worthy of
love and love in return without conditions and the next frustrated at the game playing and the
circles they run around each other. Their journey is both painful and emotional yet erotic and
addictive.Jenny: There's no getting around it. Eva and Gideon are scarred and damaged. Their
pasts haunt them and we are taken on the rollercoaster that is their relationship and we get the
whole gamut of emotions with this one. These two use sex as a way of dealing with their feelings
instead of talking, but soon realise sex isn't enough to sustain the relationship they want to
nurture. There are times you want to shake them both, especially Gideon. They are extremely
passionate in their emotions and their sexual encounters are so hot and sensual you will need to
fan yourself. These two absolutely set the pages on fire.Quote: "You know what happens when
you run angel. I catch you." - GideonGitte: If at all possible I fell even more in love with Gideon
and Eva. We re-join them in their continued fight to exist together in their relationship. So
dependent on each other it is an obsession and addiction. Gideon and Eva cannot function
without each other. They need each other.Both are tortured survivors of sexual abuse which has
left them with open wounds so deep that translated into behaviour, their love for each other
becomes this obsessive and almost violent entity.Jenny: Gideon and Eva have "survived" -
violent, abusive pasts. Up until they meet they have simply gone through the motions of dealing
and have used sex as a coping mechanism in their lives. These two need each other like they
need air to breathe. They can't function a day without each other. Both are sensual, sexual,
passionate and emotional people. I love Eva. She is one of my favourite book heroines. I love
that even though she is damaged and openly admits her faults and even thought her desperate
need for Gideon borders on obsession she still remains a strong character and is such a good
equal to Gideon.Gideon......just when I thought I couldn't love him more I do! This man is one of
the sexiest, alpha characters I have read. He worships and adores Eva and loves her without
exception.The scene when he is brushing her hair............just wait...that did me in!Quote: "My
past was as violent as his, and I was just as broken. We'd never work. It was too hard, too
painful... except when it was perfect. Those moments when the driving hunger and desperate



love were the most exquisite insanity. We were bound by our need. And our passion would take
us beyond our limits to the sweetest, sharpest edge of obsession."Gitte: They know this and
acknowledge it by seeking couple therapy in order to understand just what a healthy and normal
relationship really is and learn how to trust one another. What Gideon and Eva don't lack is
sexual compatibility. Their sexual chemistry is off the charts; intense, powerful and will literally
set you on fire.Jenny: You are spot one GG. These two have sexual chemistry that just burns
the pages. Every sexual encounter with these two is off the charts.Quote:: "You hit me the
instant I saw you. I couldn't look away. I wanted you immediately. Excessively. Almost violently." -
GideonQuote: "A delicious shiver moved through me. When it came to Gideon, I was more than
willing to be devoured." - EvaGitte: YEAH DON'T WE ALL!!! Especially when we picture Gideon
as the gorgeous David Gandy!Jenny: As if Gideon isn't hot enough...add David Gandy into the
mix and whoa!!!Quote: "His kisses were gifts. He kissed with everything he had, with power and
passion and hunger and love. He held nothing back, giving everything, exposing everything." -
EvaQuote: "You're the greatest risk I've ever taken. And the greatest reward." - GideonGitte:
Gideon is such an enigma. But what an amazing, gorgeous and sensual dominating enigma. I
LOVE him. Truly, madly, deeply!This man shares nothing about his past or even his present. He
does, however, show Eva how powerful his love for her is.Jenny: I loved Gideon in Bared to You
but in this book....apart from the times he was so secretive I wanted to slap him - oh who am I
kidding, even then I loved him. This man is intense, domineering and so alpha, yet he shows his
love for Eva in so many ways. There is nothing he wouldn't do for her - she has become his
reason for living. His reason for breathing. He cannot function without her.Gitte: Besides the
sexual intensity, he also shows it through control and demand, protection and comfort. My heart
broke for him, the thought of this little boy who suffered; who grew up and is still suffering
through horrific nightmares. Nightmares through which he is petrified he will eventually harm
Eva.Ultimately secrets will out but until they do insecurities and doubts will flourish. You put your
heart out there it may eventually be hurt by both truths and lies.Jenny: My heart broke for him
too GG, especially with how he would deal with his nightmares. He was hurting and so was Eva
but they had to do what was necessary for them both to get through their turmoil. I did feel that
both characters grew such much at the end of this book.Quote: "Are you hurt anywhere else?" I
asked, feeling so emotionally raw after the long night we'd had. He caught my wrist and pulled
my hand down to press flat over his heart. "Here."Gitte: The anticipation of not knowing was
frustrating and heart breaking but once you know the why's and things come to light, you
understand and WANT Gideon just as he is and you will realize that the love he has for Eva has
no limits. Even Eva who is a strong heroine already, shows some real back bone in this story and
the pair of them as dysfunctional, possessive and jealous as they are also show extreme
vulnerability and tenderness.The ending will leave you stunned. It will literally blow your
mind...it's going to be a long 3 months until we get Entwined with You!!Jenny: I must admit there
was a time in this story when I got so frustrated with Gideon. I can't say much because I don't
want to give anything away but boy did he test me. Eva really came through in this book. What a



great character she is. I adore her! Her love for Gideon is beyond question and in return he has
a love so strong for Eva there is nothing he wouldn't do for her. These two will take you one hell
of a ride that's for sure! There will be times when you'll wonder just what the hell is going with
these two - I found myself actually wanting to skip pages to see what was going to happen
because I became so anxious! Just you wait! This story is so well crafted when the ending
comes it will leave you breathless and chomping at the bit for Entwined with You! I know I can't
wait and I also know what I'm doing on December 31st!”

Natasha T., “5 SCORCHING ALL-CONSUMING PANTY-MELTING STARS!!!. "If I lose you,
Eva, ... I have nothing. Everything I've done is so I don't lose you."I have never so anxiously
awaited for a sequel like I have for this one. It is no understatement when I say that I was literally
counting down the hours to its release date, desperately clinging onto the little snippets that the
author fed us along the way. And, for me, it was definitely worth the wait.Eva and Gideon's
relationship is still relatively in its early stages. Their love for each other is all-consuming,
possessive, raw, almost primal in so many ways - they constantly crave each other's touch,
presence, affection. The intensity of their connection might make it appear like they have been
together for a while but the issues before them are those of a new couple. Trust is their biggest
hurdle at this point, giving rise to endless scenes of jealousy and bouts of self-doubt. Their
insecurities make them explosive with one another, violently addicted to each other and yet
endlessly passionate. "Most couples didn't spend every free moment together, but we weren't
like most people. We both had hang-ups, insecurities, and an addiction to each other that
required regular contact to keep us functioning properly. I hated being apart from him. I rarely
went more than a couple of hours without thinking of him. ... We were together because we were
addicted to each other. I was never as intoxicated as I was when we were happy together, and I
knew it was the same for him. We were putting ourselves through the wringer for those moments
of perfection between us, but they were so tenuous that only our stubbornness, determination,
and love kept us fighting for them."But their story is definitely not a Hallmark movie. It does not
take a psychiatrist to see how unhealthy their almost-symbiotic relationship really is. We see all
its faults, all its destructive streaks, and yet we can't help ourselves from wanting to give them
their happy ending. We want them to make it, to overcome their hideous pasts and mend their
broken souls. In any other scenario, we would be cringing at some of their interactions, but when
it comes to Eva and Gideon, we just want to accept the dysfunctionality of their relationship for
what it is, pat them on the shoulder and cheer them on. If you can just allow yourself not to over-
analyze the toxic nature of some of the scenes, if you can become blindly consumed by the
magnetism between Eva and Gideon, if you can take the raw pull and sexual chemistry first and
everything you might believe makes a healthy relationship second, then this story will take you
on quite an emotional ride. "Angel, if I needed you more, I couldn't function. And I don't care
what anyone else thinks. We've got our own rhythm and it works for us."The attraction between
the main characters is compelling, sizzling, irresistible in its intensity. These are `faulty'



characters completely aware of the obsessive and borderline-destructive nature of their
relationship but fully embracing it as neither of them is willing to step away from one another -
"Failure isn't an option." The events unfolding in this book show us just how far they are willing to
go to protect each other. Their tragic pasts inevitably made them as they are - I'm almost
surprised neither of them have become abusers themselves but I guess abuse comes in all
shapes and sizes. They are ultimately abusive towards themselves and I believe this is where
their relationship redeems itself by breaking that pattern of abuse and offering an alternative.
They are in a way each other's punching bags, if by `punching' you mean really really hot sex.
Sex is used as a currency between them, both to express feelings as well as to punish one
another. They heal each other in their own messed-up ways, offering the kind of comfort and
solace that they are unable to find anywhere else. They are raw before one another, totally
stripped from protective façades and emotional defenses. They have a direct `feed' into each
other's most primal selves and they definitely speak the same language.Eva brings the tender
and vulnerable man in Gideon, she is his one and only weakness - "I loved the powerful
businessman in the suit and the dominant lover in my bed and the broken child who couldn't
hide his tears and the tender partner who held me when I cried." Gideon makes Eva feel safe
enough in his care to be able to do the one thing she has never been able to do - give up control.
I never felt that Gideon's caveman tendencies made Eva any less his `equal' in their own
dysfunctional equation. She doesn't just lay back and take it, she pounces on him, takes control,
makes demands, sets her own boundaries and rules and is never ever afraid of just walking
away if that is what she truly wants. They are each other's perfect match in every single way and
equally the worse possible one as well. "People get over love. They can live without it, they can
move on. Love can be lost and found again. But that won't happen for me. I won't survive you,
Eva. ... I'm obsessed with you, angel. Addicted to you. You're everything I've ever wanted or
needed, everything I've ever dreamed of. You're everything. I live and breathe you. For you. ... I
don't need anything else. I get out of bed every morning and face the world because you're in
it. ... Because of you, the world makes sense to me in a way it didn't before. I have a place now,
with you."Eva And Gideon's insatiable relationship is not meant to be pretty. It is not romantic in
the traditional sense of the word and it is as far from ordinary as it gets. This is not the kind of
relationship you would brag about to your hairdresser. This is the kind of relationship you would
discuss with your shrink. Daily.So, give the rational part of your brain a holiday, take a seat, make
yourself comfortable and dive in expecting lots and lots of hot lovin', drama, misunderstandings,
jealousy, obsessive behaviour, addictive personalities and ... have I mentioned hot lovin'? Simply
switch off your brain and allow other parts of your anatomy to take over. Advocates of healthy
relationships have no place here. Fairy-tale romantics have no place here. Heck, 99% of my
brain had no place here but that shameless little 1% was happy as a clam. I LOVED this book. It
was everything I expected it to be, nothing more and nothing less. I expected the level of
obsessiveness between them to be even more amplified in this sequel. I counted on it. The
development of these characters in Bared to You did not allow for anything different. I felt there



was growth in their relationship, there was change in their dynamic and they are ultimately
moving forward as a couple. This book brings some new problems to the table, takes a few away
but it never stops being interesting or unpredictable. It explores human obsession and extreme
emotional addiction just perfectly.The characters might drive you mad at times, you might want
to shake them or even slap them into oblivion, you might not agree with parts of the storyline or
some of the things that Gideon and Eva do `in the name of love', but your addiction to this series
will stay intact if you are anything like me. I personally have an unhealthy love affair with this
trilogy and I'm not ashamed to admit it. It does exactly what it promises to do, no unrealistic
premises, no false pretenses. These books are not how-to guides on functional relationships,
they are literary crack in its purest and most delicious form, and I have no desire to kick the habit
any time soon.~ N ♥”

Christine, “"Sometimes love isn't enough. And if it's not enough, what good is it?". *takes calming
breath* I have never been so mentally and physically exhausted after reading a book. I have
used the term roller coaster in the past with other reviews, but that just goes to show I had no
idea what I was talking about back then. This. Book. Will. Exhaust. You."I'd rather argue with you,
angel, then laugh with anyone else."Reflected in You, starts off exactly where Bared to You
ended. We find Eva and Gideon desperately trying to find an even level footing in their
relationship. But, not only do they have both of their pasts to get over, they also have every
possible outside force coming at them full steam ahead. Every time they had a calm moment,
everything seems peaceful and you start to think that this could be it... maybe things will calm
down. BAM! Something else gets thrown at them."You're the greatest risk I've ever taken." His
pressed his lips gently to mine. "And the greatest reward."If you read my review for Bared to You
then you will know that I am not Eva's biggest fan, unfortunately that really hasn't changed. She
has continued to make some of the stupidest decisions I have ever seen. Her insecurity and
hypocrisy truly knows no bounds. However, she did make me chuckle a few times. Eva has a
thing where she flips people the bird when she doesn't have a smooth comeback. This honestly
made me laugh out loud several times. I actually liked seeing a fun side of Eva."I flipped the
good doctor the bird.Snorting, Gideon caught my hand and pulled me back down the hall."What
is it with you and giving people the finger?""What? It's a classic."Gideon as always is the star of
the show for me. He is the reason I love these books. He is also a saint for putting up with Eva.
However, there were a couple of times that I wanted to yell at him this go around. But in the end
his grand plan all came together, and I understood why he was acting the way he was. He is as
always, sex on legs. There is no other way to describe this man, he is the ultimate."His kisses
were gifts. He kissed with everything he had, with power and passion and hunger and love. He
held nothing back, giving everything, exposing everything."The sex is well and truly on fire in
Reflected in You. Even with the constant up and down roller coaster ride of emotions, you can
always count on Gideon and Eva to have good sex. That will never change. There is also true
emotion, I mean how could there not be between these two? Everything is amped to the highest



degree with them."Are you hurting anywhere else?" I asked, feeling so emotionally raw after the
long night we'd had.He caught my wrist and pulled my hand down to press flat over his heart.
"Here."So, I am now ready to tackle the third book in the Crossfire series, Entwined With You. I
will again end this review with a prayer that Eva grows up. Granted, I didn't find myself wanting to
kill her quite as often as I did in Bared to You, but I can easily say we are still not BFFs."I'll kill for
you, give up everything I own for you... but I won't give you up."ChristineRainy Day Reads”

MissBookworm Reviews, “Amazing and Exhausting read!. PlotGideon Cross. As beautiful and
flawless on the outside as he was damaged and tormented on the inside. He was a bright,
scorching flame that singed me with the darkest of pleasures. I couldn't stay away. i didn't want
to. He was my addiction...My every desire...MineMy past was as violent as his, and I was just as
broken. We'd never work. It was too hard, too painful... except when it was perfect. Those
moments when the driving hunger and desperate love were the most exquisite insanity. We were
bound by our need. And our passion would take us beyond our limits to the sweetest, sharpest
edge of obsession...My OpinionEeeekkkkk! Squeeeeeel! Ooooooo! Absolutely Beautiful Perfect
Read!!David Gandy My Perfect Mr Dark and Dangerous!!"I WAS seriously hurt because of you.
Seeing you in another guy's arms, kissing him... It shredded me, Eva. Cut me open and left me
bleeding. I kicked he ass in self-defense."I was so involved in this book, i devoured it!If you loved
Bared To You then you will extremely want to have this book in your possession. We are brought
back into the complicated lives of Eva and Gideon and their whirl wind of a relationship and in
depth of how the story was left at the end of the first book. You will be dragged into an emotional
and exhausting journey between two broken people but have undying love for each other.Eva is
a girl who wears her heart on her sleeve and spills every tiny secret to prove to Gideon that she
is his and only his... Where as Gideon is the total opposite and is bottling up every secret and
refuses to say anything only for Eva to trust him." He was my drug, and I had no desire to kick
the habit."They both seem to hurt each other in their own sort of way but always come running
back in to each other's arms. It is a sick and possessive relationship they have and you just wish
sometimes in the book that they would either walk away and separate completely or you want to
bang both their heads together and make them see that their is just too true." I'd rather argue
with you, angel, than laugh with anyone else."I could go into details about the book and why i
loved it so much...However i just recommend you buy the book and read for yourself. I was so
engrossed with the love between Gideon and Eva. A fantastic erotic journey to hell and back
which will be wishing you had your very own Gideon Cross.I am so gutted i have finished the
book now..however i will be pining for 31st December to hurry up so i can follow on with
Entwined with you and carry on with the journey...”

Perusing Princesses Blog, “Eva and Gideon will enthrall you, emotionally hurt you and make you
fall in love with them, all over again.. Book Review - Reflected in you (Crossfire #2) - Sylvia
DayThe second chapter in Eva and Gideon's story is one that will enthral you, emotionally hurt



you, irritate you, and then make you fall in love, all over again.Sylvia Day is a genius, her ability to
take two damaged souls, throw them onto a path that is fuelled with passionate lust, an
obsessive and overwhelming need and a love so unyielding that can still spell a catalyst for
disaster, is no easy feat.Eva and Gideon feel that they are perfect for each other, both survivors
of severe sexual abuse; no-one understands them like they understand each-other. But through
all of it, their is no denying that both their pasts are shrouded in darkness and they both must
learn to detract from these darker elements and put their trust in each other to be able to move
forward.This is an incredible story of two people who are wrong, desperately working hard to
make everything they have, right. They are the yin and yang, the positive and negative; they work
well together, but are still so irrefutably opposite.Eva has started to open up in this book a little
more, her love for Gideon proving a balm, and it's only now that she can openly talk about her
feelings and give Gideon further insight to the darker elements of her past. However, Gideon is
still running from his. Locking his pain behind his inpenetrable mask can only slide with Eva for
so long. She is desperate for him to open up to her, and break down those walls, but when his
elusiveness shows no outward signs of change, it becomes apparent that their relationship is far
from perfect - in fact its becoming too destructive, which is also confirmed by their weekly
therapist, who advises they start to spend a little extra time apart, with a promise of abstinence -
much to both of their disgust and highly voiced objections.However, Gideon has his reasons. He
needs Eva to trust him. Until that trust is nurtured, he can never disclose his past horrors or the
secret that he is hiding from her. A secret that if disclosed, could ruin everything...Eva and
Gideon's relationship gave me whiplash. It excited me, it made my heart swell, and it broke me.
Unlike in Bared to you, Eva has grown, she isn't running anymore, in-fact I felt she was the
stronger character of the two in this book. Gideon being all masterful and possessive, the way I
love him, still screamed `Victim' and I wanted to take the pain away, hold the frightened boy
inside him and tell him that he was going to be all right.The last 10% was upsetting and...
absolutely brilliant! Eva did not disappoint me, and it proved that Love really can conquer all, if
you are willing to let go of those demons and put your trust into something that's worth saving.
Albeit, they still have someway to go...They say actions speak louder than words, and Gideon
has a gift of proving that, even if he cannot say those three words, you feel them so deeply. His
love for Eva, although at times a little unconventional, proves its worth countless times and I
absolutely loved this:"I'd kill for you" he whispered, "give up everything I own for you... but I won't
give you up."A brilliant 2nd instalment, that opens up lots of possibilities for book 3. I just hope
they finally get their HEA, because if anyone deserves it - Eva and Gideon do.Amazing 5 mind
blowing stars.”

Foxylutely Books!, “Sah-woon!. I had been anticipating this book for so long that when it actually
pinged onto my kindle I dipped in straight away and absolutely devoured it! The story continues
without any time lapse from the end of the last book Bared to You.Gideon Cross and Eva
Trammel are both still clinging onto each other to try and eradicate their pasts, to make their



world "normal". This book, like the first one, is full of every emotion and you certainly feel the
whole spectrum as you are reading through. The angst, the joys, the jealousy, the drama, the
tension, the love and yes the SEX! But underneath all this is the underlying story that both are
sex abuse survivors. We heard in the last book what happened to Eva but we never really
understood what happened to Gideon. Was it connected to the family home that he hates to
visit? What is the animosity that lies between him and his brother? Throughout this book we
continue to ask those questions and are they linked to his nightmares of the past?You never
really fully understand what is happening and why Gideon appears to purposely rile Eva with his
apparent indiscretions with Corrine (bitch from hell!) and his disappearances. I'm sat there
looking at my kindle shouting "WTF are you doing man?" "Are you effing crazy?" And why after
seeing this Eva begs for more with him, she takes him back, she runs to him. And all the time
you are thinking "Has she no pride?" "How can she?" But Gideon is so irresistible, so lovable, so
freaking HOT! But oh boy, just hang on in there, keep going, keep reading, it gets good, it gets
so, so good, it gets unbelievable!It is all seen from Eva's POV which makes it all the more
frustrating as you cannot get into Gideon's head to see what the hell he is thinking. Well we do
get little snippets which he lets out to Eva such as "Wait" "I'll catch you, angel. I'll always catch
you" - WTF does that mean. But it makes sense as you hit 80%. Oh *squeals" it makes sense!
Even the secondary characters are brilliant. The whole Cary and Trey thing was a welcome
addition. Why the hell was Trey still doing the women and gangbangs when it is quite obvious he
wanted to be with Trey? Those two men NEED to be together. Oh and as for Eva's father? Sah-
woon! Victor Reyes is hot! Why did her mother ditch him, was she crazy? Money over love? Tsk
tsk.Gideon is an unforgettable character. His look could make you drop everything in one fell
swoop. "It was a look that screamed SEX. Hard, deep, endless, mind-blowing sex."So as at the
end Gideon asks "Where do we go from here?" I guess we'll find out in Entwined With You. I, for
one, cannot wait!”
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