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 Most
men don’t realize, it takes more than a big dick and a hard, deep
fuck to make a woman come. She climaxes with her mind as much as
her body.

Us guys, we’re easy. It doesn’t matter if
it’s a gripped hand, or a wet, empty mouth, or the tight slide of a
damp and eager pussy. Give us friction and speed and you’ll get us
there, every time.

But a woman’s orgasm is an art. It takes
finesse. And I’m the world-class master of making women come.

How many times have you been there, so close
to the edge, unable to let go and surrender to the pleasure? How
many nights did you wish you could shut your brain off and lose
yourself in the slide of damp skin and the demands of his hard,
thrusting cock?

The secret is, you shouldn’t have to shut it
off. Your imagination is the most powerful erogenous zone of all.
More sensitive than those tight, aching nipples. More pleasurable
than those rhythmic strokes, slow against your throbbing clit.

Fantasy. Seduction. Your deepest, darkest
desires.

It’s all locked away, waiting to be awoken.
To be teased into life, made real with hard flesh and pounding
blood and whispered, filthy words that make your thighs clench and
your stomach twist and your slick, needy cunt ache to be
filled.

What would you do if nobody was watching?
How would you want it if you could have any fantasy fulfilled?

I promise you now, I’ll take you there.

I’ll find your secret pleasure. I’ll bring
those wicked dreams to life. And when you’re begging for me, your
body aching with desire, so close to the edge you can’t speak, or
think, or even breathe because you need my cock pounding deep
inside you so bad...

Then you’ll understand what it really means
to come undone. Body and mind.

The most exhilarating, sensual ride of your
life.

Are you ready to play?
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JUSTINE

It’s the last night of law school and I know
one thing for sure: I’m not leaving until I’ve seduced Ashton
Pierce.

I sneak a look across the table at him.
There’s a whole group of us out to dinner to celebrate: future
lawyers like me, and a bunch of guys from his MBA program too, but
as usual, he’s the only one I notice.

Damn, he’s sexy.

It’s no secret that Ash is the hottest guy
on campus. He sets hearts fluttering and panties dropping with just
a look of those intense blue eyes -- and the rest of him is just as
devastating. Dark hair. Square-cut chiseled jaw. A lean, muscular
body that looks just as good in his wardrobe of crisp shirts and
dark denim as it does out of them.

And did I mention he’s British too? I swear,
I could come just from listening to him talk, and I’m not the only
one. His reputation is legendary, he’s scored with almost every
girl on campus, and they all promise he’s the best lay they’ve ever
had. In fact, there’s only one person with a reputation that even
comes close.

Me.

It’s why we’re such good friends. He loves
how I give as good as I get. No bullshit, just real talk. The first
night we met at a local bar, we were both with other dates, but by
the end of the night, it was just the two of us in the corner
booth, trading war-stories and drinking each other under the table
until the bartender threw us out.

We made a pact then and there that we’d just
be friends, no awkward fling to screw things up. It made sense at
the time. I was too focused on kicking ass in law school to deal
with a relationship, and he was relishing his freedom away from all
his responsibilities back home in England. Casual hook-ups are a
dime a dozen in law school, but a real friend? That was something
worth holding on to.

And I have done, for two whole years. Now
Ash is pretty much the closest person in my life -- and I’m going
out of my mind with wanting him.

“I think I’m going to call it a night.”
Scott, the guy sitting beside me gets to his feet. “I’ve got an
early interview in the morning.”

“Come on!” I exclaim. “Live a little.”

“It’s a jungle out there,” he shakes his
head. “Eager new associates are everything. That shiny new law
degree won’t mean a thing if we can’t find a job.”

“Or pass the bar exam.” Another classmate
sighs, looking stressed.

“C’mon,” I cheer, trying to rouse them. “The
real world can wait. Tonight, we celebrate making it through the
toughest, most sleep-deprived, hardcore three years of our
lives!”

The others cheer and toast, and I feel a
surge of pride. I still can’t believe I’ve made it this far. I
busted my ass in high-school, worked nights and weekends to get
myself through college, and now I’m about to graduate from one of
the best law schools in the country.

Not bad for a kid from Chino.

Scott lingers, leaning down to whisper. “You
want to walk me back?” he asks.

“I thought you had an early start,” I
tease.

He grins. “Not too early. What do you
say?”

His hand caresses my shoulder. I pause.
We’ve hooked up a couple of times this year, and it’s been fun, but
tonight, there’s only one guy I’m thinking about.

The one I’m always thinking about, even when
I won’t admit it to myself.

“I think I’m going to stay out, get a couple
more drinks,” I tell him. “Good luck.”

Scott grins, “You too.”

He saunters off -- and gets intercepted by a
girl from our Con Law class by the door. Yeah, Scott won’t be
crying into his pillow tonight. At least, not unless that girl is
way kinkier than she seems.

I turn back to the table. It’s late, and
there’s only a small group of us left in the pizza place. Ash
catches my eye. He raises his eyebrow, nodding to Scott.

I shrug, and give him a mysterious smile. I
take another sip of beer, looking casual, but inside, my heart is
racing.

Shit, I’m really going to do this.

I’ve been planning it in the back of my mind
all week, ever since it finally hit me that tonight’s my last
chance with him. Come tomorrow, Ash will be heading back to England
for the summer, and I’ll be working 24/7 trying to prove myself at
the new firm. No more late-night study sessions in the library, or
early-morning greasy pancakes at the diner down the street.

No more us.

All the reasons against making a move have
suddenly disappeared into thin air, and there’s no ignoring it
anymore.

I want him so much I could scream.

I look back. Ash gives me one of those
panty-melting grins, and I feel a shot of lust go straight between
my thighs. I shift in my seat, already damp through my good-luck
black lace panties.

He doesn’t know what I’ve got planned for
him yet.

There’s a beat, then Ash gets up and comes
to slide into the seat right beside me. “You know, JJ, there’s a
1996 cabernet still on the table,” he points out, greeting me with
the nickname only he uses.

“I’ll take my Bud, thanks.”

“Philistine,” he teases, his blue eyes
flashing.

“Rich snob,” I shoot back with a grin. This
is our thing. He’s been trying to school me in fancy wines since
the night we first met, but I’m happy with beer or whiskey. I
decided a long time ago I wasn’t going to waste time pretending to
be someone I’m not.

“So how does it feel, Miss Future Big-Shot
Lawyer?” Ash asks, lounging back in his seat.

“Fucking fantastic,” I grin. “My mom is so
proud, she managed to get time off work to come up for
graduation.”

“That’s great.” Ash replies. “My dad just
left me a voicemail. ‘I hope now that your foolish vacation is
over, you’ll be returning to take care of your duties,’” he mimics
in an upper-crust tone.

I give his arm a sympathetic squeeze -- and
try not to get distracted by the feel of his bicep. “Like an MBA is
a vacation,” I snort.

“To my family, it’s like I ran off to join
the circus.” Ash sighs, looking downcast.

He comes from a rich, aristocratic family in
England, the kind that has estates and companies and is in line to
inherit the throne. If a freak accident wipes out half the royal
family, that is. Other guys would be lording it up around campus
with a background like that, but Ash keeps it under wraps. He’s
under a ton of pressure to follow in his father’s footsteps, when
really he wants to strike out on his own.

I grew up in a two-room apartment above a
Chinese takeout place, not a castle, but I know how he feels,
wanting to break free from the past. It’s one of the reasons we
understand each other so well.

“Enough pouting -- not that you don’t have
the cutest little pout,” I add, squeezing his lips together like
I’m petting a baby.

He laughs, batting my hand away. “Watch it,
woman.”

“Make me.” I laugh.

He grabs my wrist. Our eyes catch.
Damn. Heat rushes through me at his firm grip, and I swear,
I see the glitter of desire in his eyes. Or maybe it’s just wishful
thinking, because Ash sounds totally casual as he releases me and
gets to his feet.

“What do you say we blow this joint? The
night is young.”

“I’m with you,” I say, reaching for my
purse.

I want him so bad.
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ASH

Fuck, she looks good tonight.

Not that JJ doesn’t always look good, but
tonight she’s gone from smoking hot to burn-the-roof-down sexy. Her
dirty blonde hair is tousled, her brown eyes are filled with
mischief, and she’s wearing this little black dress that makes me
want to eat her alive -- starting between those creamy thighs.

I hold the door open for her on the way into
the bar. For the millionth time, I wish I could travel back in time
to the night we first met. I should have ditched the dumb date I
was with, taken JJ home and spent the next seventy-two hours in bed
pushing that lush body to the limits until she was begging for
mercy.

Instead, I took the sucker’s way out. I made
a pact I’ve regretted every damn day for the last two years.

Just friends? What the hell was I
thinking?

That the last thing you wanted was a
girlfriend.

True enough. I didn’t realize then that JJ
was different than the other girls. She doesn’t give a shit about
my money or title, or the English accent that has co-eds spreading
their legs faster than I can say, “How do you do?”

She’s special. Bold. Exciting. Sexy as
hell.

And completely unattainable.

I watch her walk ahead of me through the
crowd, her hips swaying with every strut. That walk should be
illegal. Already, I’m hard, and we’ve only just arrived. How the
hell am I going to deal with spending the rest of the night alone
with her when all I want to do is fuck her senseless until she’s
screaming my name?

The same way a porcupine screws. The
old joke pops into my head and I chuckle.

Very, very carefully.

JJ turns around at my laugh. “What’s so
funny?”

“Nothing. Just the idea that they’re giving
you a diploma,” I cover with a grin.

“Hey!” JJ hits me lightly in the stomach. I
tense. “Well, hello?” she licks her lips. “Someone’s been working
out.”

“All recreational, I promise.” I grin. “I
bench-press a hundred pounds every night... in bed.”

She laughs. “You know, all this talk about
your stamina makes me think you’re protesting too much. It’s OK if
you’ve got impulse issues,” she coos, fake sympathetic. “I won’t
tell.”

I clench my jaw. I’ll show her how good my
stamina is: when she’s pinned down with her legs spread and my dick
stroking deep inside her.

But JJ’s already turned away. She leans over
the bar, flashing a glimpse of that show-stopping cleavage. The
bartender comes running.

“Two whiskeys,” she orders.

“Make them doubles,” I add. I need to take
the edge off.

JJ smirks. “I like a man with ambition.”

The bartender slides them over. I pay, and
head to a quiet booth in the corner. Heads turn as we go, but as
many girls as there are checking me out, even more guys are
drooling over JJ. I don’t blame them, I’m just jealous as hell.
She’s made it clear from Day One, she’s not interested in me like
that.

How’s that for irony? I can screw every girl
on campus except the one woman who’s driving me out of my mind just
walking across the room.

We slide into the booth. I notice JJ’s gone
quiet. “What’s up?”

“Hmm? Oh, nothing.”

It’s dark in here, but I could swear I see
her blush.

“I was just thinking about what Scott
said.”

I tense. That jackass. Sure, he’s a nice
enough guy, but I started hating him the minute JJ told me they
hooked up. She gave him a six out of ten rating and implied there
wasn’t much going on below the belt, but that doesn’t make me feel
any better.

A girl like JJ gives you a shot, you sure as
hell better make it a ten: micro-dick or no micro-dick.

“Do you think it’s as cut-throat as he
says?” JJ continues. “I’ve been so focused on graduating, I tried
not to think about the politics of the firm.”

“I thought you said tonight was about
celebrating,” I remind her, hating the worry on her face. I know
how much she stresses about this stuff.

JJ sighs again. “I know, but...”

“No buts.” I stop her. “Tomorrow we deal
with the future. Tonight, we make it a send-off we’ll never
forget.”

JJ meets my eyes. Her lips curl in a sexy
grin. “Oh, I’m planning on it.”

Her gaze holds, full of challenge. I wonder
if this is more of her teasing -- or if she means it this time.

I move my foot under the table, nudging
against hers. She nudges back.

My pulse kicks. JJ winks, then takes a sip
of her whiskey. Her red lips part to take a swallow. She licks them
softly.

Damn.

Suddenly, all I want is those lips wrapped
around my cock.

I already know JJ loves giving head -- and
in public too. She told me during one of our late night,
no-holds-barred conversations. She loves the power, the thrill of
almost getting caught.

Now, I picture her sliding to her knees
under the table and unbuckling my belt. Licking along my hard shaft
and sliding her tongue over the head--

“Professor Hadlow!”

JJ’s voice snaps me out of the fantasy.
She’s flagging down an older guy, in his thirties maybe.

“Justine,” he smiles, his eyes going
straight to her breasts. “I’ve told you to call me Nathan.
Especially now that you’re not a student anymore.”

“That’s right, I’m not... Nathan.” Justine
beams up at him.

“I’m Ashton,” I interrupt.

Professor ignores me. “You know, I’m glad I
caught you,” he says, leaning over JJ for a better view. “I’m
running study sessions for the bar for a few select
students. You should give me a call.”

“I might just do that,” JJ flirts right back
like I’m not even here.

I feel a surge of jealous possession. I lean
back, draping an arm around JJ’s shoulder. I give the Horny
Professor a warning look.

Back the fuck off.

He gets the message. “I better go,” he
says.

JJ smiles. “Say ‘hi’ to your wife!”

The professor’s smile drops. He mumbles,
“Uh, sure,” and then hightails it back to the girl he’s got in the
corner.

“He’s married?” I scowl. “What an asshole. I
thought he was going to trip and fall right down the front of your
dress.”

“What do you care?” JJ gives me a guarded
look. “Isn’t little Becca waiting up for you to drop by her room
after we’re done here?”

I shift. “No.”

She arches an eyebrow.

“Maybe,” I admit. “But I never said I’d
show.”

“And yet she’ll wait all night for you,” JJ
rolls her eyes. “Honestly, are you really that good?”

“Anytime you want to find out for yourself,
just say the word.”

Our eyes lock. JJ catches her breath. Her
chest rises and falls, straining at that dangerous plunging
neckline. I feel all the blood in my head rush south, straight to
my aching dick.

Damn, this is driving me crazy.

Suddenly, JJ grabs my phone from my pocket
and hits the ‘recent call’ list.

“What are you doing?” I exclaim, but she
shushes me and types out a text.

“Becca, darling, I’m so sorry to stand you
up tonight,” JJ says out loud as she types. I reach for the phone,
but she pulls it back out of reach. “I’m a cad and a rascal, and
you deserve so much more. And... send!”

She passes the phone back with a grin.

“I can’t believe you just did that,” I tell
her, but I’m laughing.

“I’m saving the girl some heartache,” she
shrugs. “Hell, maybe she’ll go out and find herself some fun.”

“And what about you?” I demand.

“What about me?”

“Your professor? Scott?” I counter. “Every
guy in this place who’s getting hard right now checking you
out?”

“Why, jealous?” JJ coos.

Yes.

“I’m just saying, you could go home with any
one of them and leave me all on my own.”

“You’re right.” JJ smiles. “But I won’t.
This is our last night,” she adds, and I feel a stab of regret.

She’s right. It’s the end of the line -- for
us, and my brief taste of freedom. Come tomorrow, I’m getting on a
plane back to the mess of a family I left behind in England, and
fuck knows how long it’ll take me to set them straight.

This is it for me. For me and Justine.

Fuck it.

I knock back the rest of my drink. “Come
on.”

“We just got here.” Justine looks
confused.

“And now we’re leaving.” I grab her hand and
pull her up.

Excitement flares in her eyes.
Interesting. So she likes it when I order her around?

I file that note away, because I’m sure as
hell going to be using it later. But first...

“I came all the way out here for the
American Graduate experience,” I tell her with a grin. “And someone
told me, it’s not over until someone pulls the senior prank.”

JJ laughs. “Are you serious?”

As a hard-on.

“What’s wrong?” I challenge. “Chicken?”

JJ scowls, like I knew she would. This girl
never backs down from a dare, no matter how crazy.

“No way,” she replies. “But you better make
it a good one.”

“I will.”

The best prank -- and the best lay of her
life. Because now that I’ve seen that pulse of desire in her eyes,
there’s no way I’m leaving the country without the ultimate
goodbye.

JJ’s body, naked, begging. Her wet cunt
clenching around me, her voice screaming my name.

Fuck the pact, I’ve waited long enough.

This girl is mine.
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JUSTINE

He wants me.

My heart beats like crazy with nerves and
anticipation as we head out, cutting back across the campus to the
North Quad. It’s dark out, the paths lit by street-lamps and busy
with party-goers and students heading back from the bars.

I sneak a look over at Ash, and feel my
pulse kick all over again.

He definitely wants me.

The flirting doesn’t mean anything. We
always flirt, it’s what we do. And that footsie in the bar might
have been an accident. But the way he looked when Professor Hadlow
came over and started hitting on me?

That was jealousy, pure and simple.

Ash was jealous. The knowledge makes my
thighs clench with lust. If any other guy pulled that ‘arm around
the shoulder’ possessive bullshit, I’d have told them where to get
off, but when Ash pulled me closer, it was so damn hot.

Everything the man does is hot.

“So where are we going?” I ask, hurrying to
keep up with his long strides.

“Patience.”

“And what are we going to do? We can’t get
caught,” I add, worried. “I’m too close to graduating to get kicked
out over some stupid prank.”

“Relax.” Ash gives me a panty-melting grin.
“It’s tradition. I asked around, and they never discipline for this
kind of stuff.”

I relax. “OK then. So what exactly do you
have in mind?”

Ash comes to a stop suddenly on the far edge
of the quad. “Meet Oscar,” he says, gripping my shoulders and
turning me to face a statue on the edge of the lawn.

“Hi Oscar,” I wave to cover my shiver. God,
it feels so good to have his hands on me. Firm. Commanding. There’s
always been a steely thread running through Ash, his no-bullshit
attitude to business and social events. Now I find myself hoping it
extends to the bedroom.

What this man could do with a pair of
handcuffs...

“Poor Oscar has been starved of the touch of
a woman,” Ash continues, laughter in his voice.

I stare up at the statue of a stern-looking
old man, one of the founders of the college, I think. He’s got a
book in one hand, and a pipe in the other. “I’m not surprised. Guy
looks like he’d rather read a novel than get laid.”

“Which is why we’re going to do him a
service,” Ash adds. “And show him how delicious a woman’s panties
can be.”

I burst out laughing. “Seriously?”

“I never joke about panties,” Ash replies,
grinning. His accent sends shivers down my spine.

I look at him a minute, then grin. “OK.”

Before he can say a word, I reach down,
slide my dress up, and then shimmy out of my panties. I hook them
on one foot and lift, plucking them up. The black lace dangles from
my finger. “Spot me.”

“What?” Ash looks dazed.

I grin. “The statue’s ten feet off the
ground. I’m going to have to climb that tree if Oscar wants a
taste.”

I take off across the lawn before Ash can
reply. I know he’s watching, so I’m sure to put an extra swing in
my step, feeling the night breeze cool between my hot thighs.

The sensation is strangely erotic. I’m
already turned on from being around Ash, and now that I’m not
wearing any panties, it adds a whole new heat to my desire.

The statue is set on the edge of the lawn,
in the shadow of a thicket of trees. Luckily, it’s far from the
pathways. I check around, but this side of the quad is empty.
Nobody will see me. I reach the nearest tree, and find a foothold.
I swing off the ground. “You better be there to catch me,” I call,
not looking down. I climb higher.

“I’m here.”

His voice sounds strangled. I grin. He’s
standing right below me, which means he’s getting one hell of a
view right now.

I reach a thick branch, about level with the
statue, and crawl out on my stomach. A twig catches on my dress,
yanking it lower. “I should just take the damn thing off,” I
mutter, pulling free.

I think I hear a groan from below.

I reach close enough to the statue, then
take my panties and artfully arrange them over Oscar’s head: his
nose buried in the crotch. “Perfect!”

I shimmy back, and start climbing back down
the tree. “Is that it?” I ask, feeling a little disappointed.
“Because no offense, but that was pretty easy as far as pranks
go---”

I lose my grip and slip, plummeting toward
the ground with a scream. It’s only a few feet, but it feels like
forever -- until strong arms grip me, yanking me against his
body.

Ash.

I gasp for air, clinging on to him. His blue
eyes are shadowed in the dark, but they strip me naked. My nipples
tighten. My body aches.

Fuck.

“Thanks,” I say, as he places me back on
solid ground. My legs are shaking, but it’s got nothing to do with
the fall. “I guess I wasn’t looking--”

Before I can finish, Ash grabs my waist and
shoves me up against the tree. His body covers mine, hard planes
pushing me back. His eyes lock on mine, full of lust.

Heat surges through me, but still, I gulp
with nerves. This is it. The moment I’ve been waiting for.

The point when everything changes.

“What are you doing?” I murmur, thrilled and
scared.

“Something I should have done a long time
ago.” Ash leans closer. I feel his breath on my lips. I shiver,
preparing myself for his kiss. But it doesn’t come.

Instead, Ash sinks to his knees.

“Don’t make a sound,” he orders, looking up
me. His lips curl in a possessive grin. “You’re going to want to
scream for this. Don’t.”

He pushes up my dress, and parts my thighs,
and licks up against my bare pussy in one hot, mind-blowing
stroke.

Oh. My. God!
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ASH

I feel her body tense in shock the minute my
tongue finds her clit. I grip her hips tighter, and lick again,
swirling over the sensitive nub and closing my lips over her to
suck deep.

JJ gasps, sinking back against the tree with
a whimper.

That’s right, darling. You’ve never felt it
like this before.

And I’m just getting started.

I hook her thighs over my shoulders so I’m
supporting her weight, prying her thighs wider to give me full
access to her delicious cunt.

Fuck, she tastes so good. Sweet and ripe,
slick with lust. I’ve fantasized a hundred times about claiming her
body, but this is hotter than I ever imagined.

I slide my tongue down to her dripping slit
and lap at her juices. JJ shudders, writhing against me. I reach up
and shove her back against the tree, roving to touch and squeeze at
her breasts. Jesus. They’re full and heavy, her nipples pressing
tight through her dress.

I pluck one hard, and feel her clench around
my tongue in response.

You like that, hmm?

I lick back up to her clit, devouring her
now with a hunger that courses through my veins. Fuck, I’ve waited
a lifetime for this, to feel her body arch against me, hear those
moans of pleasure echo from her lips.

I slide a hand up her thigh to join my
tongue, tracing around her lips until she’s bucking wildly against
my mouth.

“What do you want, sweetheart?” I pull back,
glancing up as I murmur. I circle her wetness. JJ moans. “Do you
want me inside you?”

I slide one fingertip inside her. JJ
gasps.

“Is that what you want from me, baby?” I
pulse my finger, so shallow I’m barely inside her at all. I reach
out with my tongue and flick her clit.

JJ shudders. “Please,” she gasps.

The need in her voice goes straight to my
cock. Fuck. I could hear her beg forever.

“Please what?” I tease, nudging my finger
deeper. JJ tries to bear down on me, but I keep her pinned back
with my other hand, my lips whispering against her cunt.

“More,” she moans.

“More...” I add another finger, just the
tip. I slide them just inside her and then withdraw. “Like
that?”

“Deeper,” JJ begs, thrusting against my
mouth again. I lick her clit hard for a couple of strokes, and
slide my fingers all the way in.

“Yes,” she cries out, her pleasure echoing.
But it’s dark here in the corner of the woods, and nobody’s around
to hear her as I thrust my fingers in deep again and again, fucking
her with my fingers until she grabs the back of my head and yanks
my mouth back to her cunt.

I don’t complain. Fuck, I could gorge on
this sweet pussy all night long. But she’s close now, I can hear it
in her moans. She arches up, and I use the motion to slide my pinky
finger through her juice and up the back of her crack.

I nudge against her tight asshole. JJ goes
stiff with surprise, but I’ve got her pinned and I’m not stopping
yet.

You’ll like this, darling. Just you
wait.

I nudge deeper, past that puckered ring of
nerves. JJ lets out of gasp -- which quickly turns into a moan as I
attack her clit again, licking and swirling until she’s shuddering
like crazy in my arms. I thrust my fingers faster in time with each
lick, plunging in a relentless rhythm until I feel her on the
edge.

I close my lips around her clit and suck
hard, penetrating that gorgeous body with a final dirty thrust of
my fingers.

JJ breaks apart with a scream.

She clenches wildly around me, so tight my
dick goes rock hard with anticipation. Goddamn. The next time she
comes, I swear, I’m going to be buried to the hilt in her delicious
pussy, feeling every pulse from the inside out.

I ride out her convulsions, pumping in time
until she can’t take anymore. She pushes my head back and slides
down to her feet.

“Oh my God,” she gasps.

I smooth her dress down and bring my index
finger to my lips. “I thought I told you not to scream,” I smile,
slowly licking her sweet juices away.

JJ’s eyes flare with lust. Fuck, she looks
hotter than ever. Her hair is rumpled, her face flushed. Everything
about her screams ‘fuck me now’.

It’s an invitation I’m not going to pass
up.

“Let’s go,” I growl, grabbing her hand. I
make a quick calculation: whose room is closer, hers or mine? “Your
place,” I decide. I’m going to explode if I’m not inside her in the
next five minutes. “As much as this little back-to-nature adventure
has been fun, the things I’ve got planned for you would get me
deported.”

JJ wets her lips. “Not so fast.” She yanks
me back. “It’s your turn.”

I stare. Fuck. Already I can picture her on
her knees, taking every inch of me into that hot, wet mouth---

“Not that,” JJ smirks. “Your dare. I gave
Oscar his thrill, now it’s your turn. Unless you’re chicken,” she
adds with a gleam.

I’m torn. I want this girl naked and spread
for me as soon as fucking possible, but something tells me her dare
might be just as fun.

And I never back down from a challenge.

“Name it.”
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I try to think straight. My heart is racing
and my legs are weak. I want to make this night last forever, but
how the hell am I supposed to function after the most mind-blowing
orgasm of my entire life?

“The Dean’s office,” I manage to say. I’m
about five seconds away from dropping to the ground, spreading my
legs and begging, “Take me now!” but I fight to keep it together.
The longer this delicious game lasts, the longer I have Ash all to
myself.

Ash raises an eyebrow, but he doesn’t argue.
“Lead on, my lovely.”

My stomach twists. Damn. I focus on putting
one foot in front of the other, my body still reeling from his
tongue’s amazing assault.

Ash chuckles, and grips my shoulders to turn
me around. “Other way,” he says, his breath hot against my ear. “On
second thought, I’ll lead.”

He guides me across the dark campus, his
hand firm against the small of my back. It’s late, but every nerve
in my body is wide awake and screaming for more. I knew Ash had a
reputation, but damn, that was incredible.

Part of me feels a stab of regret that we
haven’t been doing that 24/7 for the last two years. It feels like
a tragic waste of time -- and his wicked tongue.

But would it feel so good if you hadn’t
waited? A little voice reminds me. Would you be even doing
this at all if you didn’t know it was just for tonight?

“How are you doing, JJ?” Ash’s voice comes,
low and amused.

“Just fine,” I drawl. “Nothing like coming
my brains out to get a girl going. Thanks for that, by the way,” I
add sweetly.

He laughs. “My pleasure. Any time.”

“Give me five minutes,” I shoot back. “Then
feel free to go for a repeat performance.”

Ash stops, and pulls me in close. His eyes
are playful, but there’s an edge of pure lust.

“Darling. The next time you come, I promise,
it’s going to be my dick driving you over the edge.”

Yes.

I gulp, trying not to let him see how much I
want him. “Now now,” I scold, playing it cool. “What do they say
about making assumptions?”

Ash frowns, thrown.

“It makes an ass out of you and me,” I
smirk.

I turn away, but Ash catches my waist. He
leans in from behind, sliding his other hand down the side of my
body, over my waist and hips.

“Speaking of asses...” he murmurs, curving
around to squeeze my cheek. “You should know, I’ve got plans for
yours.”

Oh shit.

Lust strikes through me, pooling hot between
my thighs. I still can’t believe he did that before -- or that it
felt so fucking good. I’ve always wondered what it would feel like,
but no guy has ever had the guts to try.

Until him.

Now I wonder what else he’s planning. And if
I’m going to enjoy the main event as much as the previews.

Who are you kidding? Anything this man does
to your body is going to feel incredible.

I snap back. Ash is already striding on
towards the admin building, so I hurry to catch up. There are a
couple of lights on in the upstairs offices, and the front door is
unlocked.

Ash holds it open for me. “Ladies first,” he
grins.

Chivalrous as always -- even with his tongue
still wet from eating my pussy.

I step inside and look around. I wasn’t
thinking much further than making this game last, but now my mind
races to come up with a dare. Something sexy and fun, like his was
for me.

“I dare you to photocopy your junk,” I tell
him, grinning. “And then paper the Dean’s office with it.”

Ash laughs. “Can’t wait to get a look,
huh?”

“Please.” I roll my eyes, covering the way
my pussy aches just at the thought of his cock. “You’ve seen one,
you’ve seen them all. Now get to it, scoot!”

Ash shakes his head, still laughing, but he
heads deeper inside the building. He checks the office doors in
turn until he finds the supply closet with the Xerox machine
inside.

 

We step into the room. It’s small here,
close quarters. Ash meets my eyes. “I knew you only wanted me for
my body,” he quips, reaching for his belt.

My pulse kicks. “That and your accent,” I
joke, trying to keep the mood light. All I want to do is yank those
pants down and ride him until we’re both screaming, but I turn to
the copier and open the lid, programming it to make a hundred
copies. “Go right ahead, big boy.”

“Yes ma’am,” Ash replies in his awful
American accent. I laugh -- until he shoves down his pants and
underwear and pulls out the most gorgeous, hard, thick cock I’ve
ever seen.

Holy shit!

Ash moves to rest it on the screen and hits
the copy button. The lights flare as the copy machine kicks into
action, scanning the whole length of him. The first copy emerges
from the paper tray.

I hold it up. “Not bad,” I murmur, as if I’m
not already wet just imagining him thrusting that beast of a cock
deep inside me. “I guess you weren’t exaggerating.”

Ash gives me look that could set my panties
on fire. “What are you going to do about it?” he asks, his voice
low and throaty.

Power surges through me. I’ve wanted him for
so long, I can’t believe this is really happening. I take a step
towards him, reaching to close my hand around his hard, hot
length.

Ash growls.

“Like I said,” I smile, “Your turn.”

I grip him tighter and pump, loving the feel
of him, so thick and muscular in my hand. I can barely fit my fist
around him, and the thought sends a fresh shiver all the way to my
core.

God, he’s going to feel so good inside.

But right now, it’s time for me to make
him groan. And after the stunning climax he gave me out
there on the quad, I need to make it good.

A girl’s got a reputation to live up to,
after all.

I sink to my knees and bring my mouth to
join my hand, licking up the length of him like a popsicle while my
hand keeps pumping, steady at his base.

Ash groans. “Damn... ”

I swirl my tongue over his massive head,
using my lips as suction to draw him into my mouth.

Ash curses, and then his hands are on the
back of my head. He grips my hair, guiding me deeper, straining for
more.

Not yet. No, I’m going to make him crazy
first, until he knows what it’s like to want someone the way I’ve
been wanting him.

I pull back, and return to my slow, long
licks, all the way down his shaft. I slide my free hand up his
thighs and find his balls, gently stroking and squeezing them until
Ash makes another raw groan of pleasure.

His dick swells even harder against my lips.
Engorged and demanding. Jesus. I’m so turned on, I can’t think
straight. My pussy is drenched and throbbing, and I can’t resist
slipping one hand between my thighs to rub my clit as I take him
all the way into my mouth.

Yes. Fuck, it feels so good. I slide my lips
down his shaft, feeling his cock twitch and tasting the tangy salt
of precum. He’s so big, I can’t fit him all the way down, so I use
my hand to pump where my lips leave off.

“JJ,” Ash groans. “Fuck, you’re the
best.”

I feel a glow of pride. Damn right I am. I
find a rhythm, slowly bobbing my head and keeping that suction in
my lips, pulling back up to swirl my tongue around that sweet spot
right near the tip. And all the while, I’ve got one hand trapped
between my clenched thighs, circling my tender clit with a rhythm
that makes me moan against him.

My nipples tighten. My heart pounds. It’s so
fucking hot, on my knees like this in the dark room. The only light
comes from the hallway through the half-open door, and the silence
is broken by Ash’s heavy breathing. Desperate and ragged.

But more than the place, the time, it’s
him. His cock thrusting deep between my eager lips. His
voice groaning my name. Ash. My Ash. The man I know better than
anyone, who knows me more than the rest. I’ve waited so long to
show him how much I want him, and now, I savor every second of
it.

“JJ...” he gasps again. He’s about to come,
I feel it in every breath. He thrusts against me, harder now.
Gripping my hair and driving the pace, taking total control.

I love it. I love feeling his hands on me,
his body straining closer to the edge. I love knowing I’m the one
making him feel so good, getting caught up in the thrill.

Moving my head in rhythm, I angle my throat,
taking him even deeper this time. Ash lets out a curse, and then
he’s plunging wildly, fucking my mouth, making me crazy with desire
as I match his pace with my own frantic rubbing. I’m close, so
close, but I want to take him there even more. I reach back up to
grip him, using my own slick juices to coat his length, pumping him
with both hands as I take him all the way to the back of my
throat.

I look up to see an expression of pure
ecstasy on his face. Our gaze catches. I feel myself flush. I’ve
given dozens of blowjobs before, but suddenly, none of them feel as
intimate as this. I hold his gaze, and suck harder.

Ash lets out a strangled cry, and then I
feel him explode, a rush of hot salty liquid gushing down my
throat. I swallow him down hungrily, every last drop.

Mine.
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Holy. Fucking. Shit.

I lurch back, feeling my climax rip through
every part of me. JJ is still watching me, down on her knees. She
slowly wipes the corner of her mouth with her thumb, then sucks it,
not breaking her stare.

It’s so hot, I could come all over again if
I hadn’t just shot my load into that sweet miracle of a mouth.

Goddamn, this girl is good.

I pull up my pants and yank JJ to her feet.
Her eyes are dilated like she’s close to coming, and when I slide
my hand lower, I find her wet and ready, quivering to my touch.

“What’s this?” I slide my fingers against
her clit and feel her jolt.

Fuck yes. I love that she’s turned on, too.
That her moans weren’t faked, she got off on sucking me almost as
much as I loved the feel of her wet, greedy lips gorging on my
cock.

“It feels like you need something...” I
muse, thrumming against her again. JJ’s eyes flare. She gasps for
air.

“You’re right,” she whispers. “It would be
rude to leave a lady so unsatisfied.”

In one swift move I lift her up onto the
copier and thrust two fingers deep inside her tight cunt. I press
my thumb hard against her clit as my fingers pulse deep. She
shatters with a scream that makes me hard all over again.

Damn. And I haven’t even got started fucking
her yet.

JJ clings to my shoulders, gasping for air
as her pussy clenches around me. I get an idea, and hit the copy
button. The machine whirs to life again.

“What--?” JJ startles, looking down.

I pull another copy out of the feed. JJ’s
perfect naked ass, and the outline of my hand disappearing into her
pussy.

Damn, that’s hot.

“This one, I’m keeping.” I fold it into my
shirt pocket. Then I grab a handful of the copies of my junk.
“Which way to the Dean’s office?”

JJ catches her breath. “End of the hallway,
to the right,” she replies, smoothing her dress down. Still,
there’s no hiding it: she’s radiating sex, so fucking hot I want to
flip her over and fuck her up against this machine until the motor
gives out.

But first, there’s a bet to finish.

“Never say I don’t follow through.”

I grab a stapler from the tray by the door,
then take off down the hallway with a whoop.

“Wait up!” JJ laughs, racing after me. I
paper the hallway with Xeroxes, stapling them over every
noticeboard and flyer until there’s a row of cocks trailing all the
way to the Dean’s office.

I try the door. “Locked.”

“We could pick it,” JJ suggests, looking
excited.

“With what?”

“My bobby pin? I saw it on TV once--”

We’re interrupted by a sudden noise at the
other end of the hallway. Someone coming down the stairs.

JJ panics. “Shit!”

I grab her. “Come on,” I whisper, yanking
her away. We race back, not pausing for a minute even when the
lights turn on and a voice yells, “Hey!” behind us.

We burst out the main doors and sprint
across the quad until we hit the street. Traffic streams past, and
there’s noise and laughter from celebrations in the bars.

JJ tugs at my hand. “Wait,” she gasps. “I
can’t...”

I stop. She bends over, gasping for air.
Shit. “Are you OK?” I ask, worried, but then she straightens up and
I can see she’s laughing.

“Oh my god,” JJ gasps in hysterics. “I can’t
believe we just did that! Imagine if they’d caught us, or
before...”

When she was on her knees, taking every last
inch of my cock.

“I thought you liked the risk,” I grin.
“Didn’t you tell me once, you have discovery fantasies?”

Her eyes widen. She blushes. “Oh my god, we
were so drunk. I can’t believe you remember that!”

“I remember everything.”

Every late-night, whiskey-fueled
conversation. All the dirty secrets we shared -- things we’d never
admit to anyone else. And I can tell JJ does too, because her smile
turns daring.

“What about you, Mr. Domination?” she coos,
reaching up to adjust the collar of my shirt. She quirks an
eyebrow. “Did you ever find a girl to tie down and spank?”

Damn. My cock gets hard, just hearing the
word ‘spank’ with JJ’s lush body pressed up against me.

“Is that an invitation?” I growl.

Excitement flares in her eyes. “That
depends...” she whispers.

“On what?” I swear, I don’t care that we’re
in the middle of the sidewalk with people walking by. I’m this
close to shoving her back in the alleyway and claiming that juicy
cunt all the way to the hilt.

“On how fast we can make it back to your
apartment.”

I turn and flag down the nearest cab without
pausing for breath. I shove JJ inside, and tumble in after.
“California Avenue,” I demand, already reaching for her. “And make
it fast.”

Her breath tickles in my ear. “Don’t you
dare,” she whispers, as the cab speeds away.

I yank her into my lap. “Don’t worry,
darling,” I slide around to cup her breast. It’s full and swollen,
heavy in my hand. Goddamn. I squeeze her nipple, hard through her
silky dress. “I’ve been waiting too long for this to rush it.”

The minute the words are out, I realize what
I’ve said.

Shit.

JJ frowns. “You’ve been waiting for this?” I
can’t tell what she thinks.

I think fast. “Don’t tell me you haven’t
thought about it,” I say, keeping my voice light. “Two stunningly
attractive people like us... It was inevitable we’d do this one
day.”

She laughs. “Arrogant, much?”

“I believe I just paid you a compliment.” I
tweak her nipple again and she gasps, grinding against my lap with
her ass.

“My mistake.” JJ’s head falls back against
my shoulder, leaving her body open to me. I slowly stroke her
breasts, moving my other hand over her stomach, and down between
her hot thighs.

She stifles a moan as I stroke her through
her dress.

My eyes meet the cab driver’s in the
rearview mirror. He winks.

I lean in to whisper in JJ’s ear. “We have
an audience,” I murmur, still stroking in circles around her clit.
“Want me to stop?”

She keeps her eyes shut.

“Was that a no?” I grin, reaching to squeeze
her other nipple.

JJ pants against me.

“Was that a yes?” I rub faster. She
whimpers.

“He can see everything, you know,” I keep
whispering. My words are making her hot, I can tell. She’s getting
off on how naughty this is, spread out on my lap in the backseat of
the cab with the driver just inches away, hearing every moan.

Damn, I love how wild she is. Other girls
would be blushing by now, pushing my hands away, pretending to be
good and proper. But JJ arches up, pressing against my hand, then
grinding back into my cock. She keeps her eyes shut, but I can tell
from the heat in her body she’s loving every minute of this, there
in the dark with just my hands and dirty words urging her on.

“I bet he’s wishing he was me right now,” I
murmur, sliding my hand up under her skirt. She’s naked underneath,
juicy and dripping for me. I curl two fingers up inside her, and
feel her body clench around me, greedy for more.

Soon. So fucking soon.

“He’s hearing those sexy whimpers, and
wishing he was balls-deep in your tight, wet pussy,” I whisper in
her ear. “I bet he’s never fucked a girl like you before. Hell, I
bet the minute he drops us off, he’ll be jacking off, imagining
your lips sliding up his shaft and taking him deep, choking on his
cum.”

JJ lifts her head and turns to me. Her eyes
are wide and lusty, her breath is coming fast. “Too bad,” she tells
me, gasping as I plunge my fingers deeper inside her clenching
channel. “Yours is the only cock I want inside me, every inch, Ash,
I want every fucking inch.”

Goddamn.

I fight to keep control, but JJ clenches
around my fingers. “You feel that?” she demands.

I groan. Fuck, this is too much.

“That’s what I’ve got for you,” she
promises, her eyes bright. “I want to feel you stretch me wide
open. I want you pounding me into the mattress. Hold me down, tie
me up, do whatever you want with me, just promise, you’ll take me
hard.”

The cab screeches to a halt. For a second, I
think the cabbie’s just come, but then I look out the window and
realize, we’re outside my apartment.

Thank fucking God.

I push JJ out the door and throw a twenty
into the front. “Keep the change.”

The driver smirks. “You are one lucky
bastard,” he calls, as I slam the door shut.

Don’t I know it.

I drag JJ up the front steps, and unlock the
front door. I yank her into the house. The door slams shut behind
us. Silence.

Finally, we’re alone.
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I stand there in the hallway, my heart
racing. It’s dark, just the streetlights outside shining through
the window and noise from late-night partiers on the street. Ash
throws his keys and wallet down on the table, and turns back to
face me, three feet away.

We stare hungrily at each other. In the dim
light, his face is shadowed, but I can see the desire written all
over his face. It makes my stomach twist, and my pussy ache.

Suddenly, it all comes crashing in. This is
it. The moment I’ve been waiting for all this time. I gulp for air,
overwhelmed. My legs are still weak and my breath is coming fast
from that scene in the cab. Holy fuck it was hot. I can’t believe
we just did that. It felt so dirty and thrilling -- and I didn’t
want it to stop.

He pushes every one of my limits, and makes
my fantasies come true. Now I have him all alone. No interruptions.
Nobody to see.

No place to hide.

He knows me better than anyone, and now,
there’ll be nothing between us at all.

I stare at Ash, waiting for some cue.
Finally, he reaches up and slowly loosens his tie. He pulls it free
and tosses it on the floor. He raises an eyebrow: a challenge.

Your turn.

My nerves disappear. It’s still just a
game, I tell myself, regret mingling with excitement in my
veins.

I kick off one shoe, then the other.

Ash smiles, and unbuttons his shirt. He
throws it down, and I drink in the sight of his naked torso: a
lean, swimmer’s body, all muscle and taut, tanned flesh.

Yum.

I undo the zipper on my dress and let it
fall to the ground. My panties are still decorating the statue of
Oscar, so I’m left wearing my black lace push up bra -- and nothing
else.

Ash’s jaw clenches. He unbuckles his belt,
and strips off his pants. I can see the outline of his cock
straining against his briefs: hard and thick.

I shiver. God, I want him.

I unhook my bra and slowly slide it down my
arms. The night air hits my naked breasts, and my nipples
stiffen.

Ash shoves his briefs down. His cock springs
free, standing hard and massive as he kicks the last of his
clothing aside.

My thighs clench.

We’re both naked now, and Jesus, the tension
crackling between us could light a city block on fire. My pulse is
racing, and I’m dying to touch him, but something keeps me locked
in place, waiting for him to make his move.

His eyes move slowly from my head to my
toes. I can feel the burning path of his gaze on my skin. Every
nerve in my body is humming with excitement, until finally he
reaches my face again.

“Turn around.” Ash’s voice is low and thick
with lust. “Put your hands against the wall and spread your
legs.”

Holy shit.

My pussy throbs. I do as he says. I turn my
back and put my hands up against the door. I widen my stance and
arch back, thrusting my ass in the air.

Ash moves closer. “I remember what you told
me, about those guys you hooked up with who couldn’t make you come
to save their lives.”

His voice shivers down my spine, that sexy
accent, all crisp and dominating. He strokes gently across my
shoulders, and brushes my hair back from my neck.

“You said how you wished they would just
take charge. Not wait for permission for every little thing. Just
go ahead and fuck you like a real man.”

He twists my hair in his fist and pulls.

Jesus. Heat floods through me. My legs go
weak with lust, but I keep position: hands up, legs spread.

“Is this what you want, JJ?” He whispers
against my ear, every breath making me even wetter. Ash gives
another tug: not hard enough to hurt, but enough to show he means
business.

He’s in charge now, and fuck, I love it.

“Is this what you imagined?” he demands.
“All those nights you kicked them out the door and finished
yourself off because they were too pussy to get you there?”

“Yes,” I gasp, reeling from the thrill. I’ve
fantasized about a man who could dominate me like this: a real man,
not the boys in law school and college. They liked to talk, sure,
but when it came down to it, they were fumbling and meek, or
blandly unimaginative.

But Ash? Damn. He’s hotter than I even
imagined. Dirtier, harder, more playful all in one irresistibly
sexy package.

He knows me. He knows exactly what I
want.

Now, he tugs gently on my hair; strokes
softly across my naked back, making me shiver and moan.

“Did you picture someone holding you down
like this,” he growls, “making you wet, giving that sweet ass the
spanking it deserves?”

Before I can process his words, his free
hand cracks against my bare ass in a delicious slap.

I let out a shriek of surprise.

Ash spanks me again, on the other cheek this
time. The shock jolts through me, a delicious pressure mingling
together in a thrilling and unfamiliar buzz.

Oh God, yes.

I arch back, wiggling my ass for more.

Ash gives a throaty chuckle. “Goddamn, JJ.
How can you be this good?”

He lands another hard slap, tugging on my
hair at the same time so my body is arched and taut for him. The
sensation crashes through me. I’m dizzy with lust now, fuck, it
feels like a dream. The darkness, his commanding voice. I’m more
turned on than I’ve ever been in my life before. This is
incredible.

He spanks me again, making me moan, then
smoothes his hand over my stinging flesh. He dips between my thighs
to stroke my lips.

“Juicy and tight,” he says, testing one
finger inside of me. “Are you ready for me, darling?”

“Yes,” I gasp, and God, I’ve never been more
ready. Ready for his cock to split me wide open, ready for his
hands to clench me tight.

“Are you sure about that?” Ash’s voice turns
teasing. He slides his finger out and strokes over my aching
nipples, coating them in my slick juices and giving them a
delicious, sharp tweak.

I shudder with excitement, my whole body
trembling. “Now, Ash, I need you!”

“What’s the magic word?” he growls in my
ear.

I pause. I’ve never begged, not for anyone.
It was always a line I didn’t cross, the way I stayed in control. I
could take it or leave it, walk away at any time.

But we both know, I crossed that line with
Ash a long time ago. I want him so bad, I don’t care I’m breaking
my own rules.

“C’mon, JJ,” Ash demands. He slides his hand
down, rubbing possessively over my clit in time with his filthy
words. “You need it, don’t you? You want my cock thrusting deep
inside you. You’re gagging for it, I can feel your pussy dripping
for more.”

He gives me another hard rub and I break.
“Please,” I gasp, feeling so empty, so close to the edge. “Fuck me,
Ash. I need you to. Now.”

Without a word, Ash grips my hips, yanks me
back and impales me on his hard, demanding cock.

Oh. My. God.

I scream with pleasure at the feel of him,
stretching me wide open, tearing me apart.

Ash pulls back, then thrusts into me again,
so hard I slam forwards against the wall. Holy shit, I feel him
everywhere. Every inch, rubbing high inside me, thick and full like
nothing else. Hitting just the right spot, making my blood
boil.

He pulls me to him as he fucks me, kissing
down the back of my neck as he thrusts deeper.

Already, I’m close. Fuck. I gasp for air,
pushing back on his thrust to take him even further.

He groans. “JJ.”

Hearing my name on his lips makes me even
hotter. I climax fast, hard and sweet. Pleasure rushes through me,
but he’s just getting started. Ash yanks my hair back, biting down
on my shoulder. I thrust in time now, riding out my orgasm until
I’m lost in the rhythm. Relentless. Dirty. Deep.

So fucking deep.

Ash suddenly pulls out and spins me around
to face him. He lifts my hips and wraps my legs around his waist,
slamming into me again in one hard, deep stroke.

Holy shit!

This time, he rocks against my clit with
every move, driving up inside me, making me moan like crazy. I’m
past self-control, this feels too fucking good. I can’t believe I’m
on the edge again as I cling onto his broad shoulders, using them
as leverage to grind against every stroke.

There. Fuck. Right there.

“You’re forgetting something, baby.” Ash
lets out a growl. He goes still, watching me with a dark smile as
my body twists for more.

“You’re not in charge this time.”
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JJ is close again, I can feel it. She’s
panting for more, her pussy clenching hungrily around my dick. She
feels so good, I could explode right now, unleash that hot torrent
of cum inside her, but I want this to last. Fuck, I want to drive
her crazy. I want her so desperate for me she doesn’t remember her
own name.

I reach up and pin her wrists above her
head. I hold them in place with one hand, the other gripping that
peach of an ass, supporting her weight with her legs wrapped tight
around me. She thrusts eagerly, but I hold her down, driving into
her in slow, deep strokes, all the way to the fucking hilt.

Like that, darling. Just like that.

JJ whimpers in my arms. She’s writhing,
trying to force the pace, but I hold back. Slow. Steady. I can feel
her body shaking, feel every inch sliding deep into her tight,
slick cunt.

Goddamn.

JJ can’t take it. She struggles, but I’m
stronger. There’s no contest. I keep her trapped in place, loving
the wild look in her eyes, how much she needs my cock. I slow
again, barely dipping a couple of inches inside her as she sobs for
more.

“Please,” JJ begs. She struggles against me,
trying to free her wrists. “Ash, please!”

Power slams through me. I’ve never felt more
alive, controlling her pleasure, making her wait. It’s a rush like
nothing else. I keep plunging into her, watching every moan as this
magnificent woman comes undone in my hands.

Goddamn, I don’t know how much longer I can
hold back. She’s moaning with every thrust, so close to the edge I
can see her desperate need.

Then I feel her pussy clench, tight around
me.

Fuck.

I groan. JJ meets my gaze with a wicked
smile. She clenches again, massaging my cock with her tight inner
walls. It’s a battle of wills, of ragged self-control, and fuck it,
I can’t hold back anymore.

I slam deep into her slick and tight pussy
with a roar.

Fuck!

JJ screams, clawing at my back as she comes.
I slam into her again, burying myself in her cunt.

She bites down on my shoulder, and now we’re
fucking like animals, out of control. I carry her down the dark
hallway, knocking into something solid. The table. Who gives a
damn? Something crashes to the ground but I’m too far gone to care.
All that matters in the world is the hard slam of our bodies and
the deep friction of my dick pounding into her.

We reach the living room, and tumble down to
the floor. She rolls on top, her gorgeous body grinding, her
breasts bouncing free. Fuck, she’s so sexy. She plunges down,
taking me deep, and I rise up, spearing every last inch inside of
her. She’s crying out in high-pitched gasps, and it’s music to my
ears.

“Oh my god!” She moans, rocking faster. I
drive up inside, squeezing her full breasts, tweaking at her
nipples. “Yes!” she gasps, grinding down onto my cock.
“Harder!”

It’s a million pound view from down here
beneath her, but I need to be balls-deep before I lose my mind. I
roll her over, then flip her onto her stomach. Her ass thrusts back
towards me, and I land another sharp spank on her cheek.

“You’re mine,” I growl, possession crashing
through me. “Never forget it, JJ. You’ve always been mine.”

I yank her hips up and slam inside her
tightness from behind. I want to fuck away every memory of the
other men. I want to brand her with my dick from the inside
out.

“Who do you belong to?” I demand, landing
another slap on her ass as I pound deep into her, all the way to
the fucking hilt.

“You!” JJ cries. “God, you Ash!”

I fuck her harder. Damn, I’ve never let go
with a girl like this, lost all my self-control. But JJ loves it,
she begs for more, taking everything I’ve got. She’s on her hands
and knees, driving back against me, every thrust embedding my
ravenous cock deeper inside.

I angle up, hitting her G-spot and making
her sob with pleasure.

“This pussy belongs to me,” I pant, grinding
deep again. “And I’ll fuck it any way I want. Because that’s what
you want too, isn’t it, darling? You want to be dominated. You need
me holding you down, making you scream.”

She whimpers with pleasure. She’s too far
gone to find the words, but her tight pussy does the talking for
her: clenching around me, slick and wet.

Jesus. How can she be this good? I’ve fucked
a hundred girls, and never felt like this before. So powerful. So
raw and wild. It’s all her, the way she whimpers and thrusts,
demanding everything I have and more. I know exactly what she
wants, what she needs. It’s hard and fast and dirty. I can’t get
enough.

And I’m leaving the country in a few short
hours.

Fuck. Reality crashes through me as JJ gasps
for more. One night with this girl could never be enough. But I
have a life waiting for me back in England: family drama and
responsibilities that I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy, let alone
my best friend in the world.

I can’t drag JJ into my bullshit.

In a split second, I decide. This will have
to be goodbye -- but only for now. In a couple of months, I’ll be
back. I’m going to make this something real, give her everything
she deserves.

And I’m going to make damn sure she doesn’t
forget me while I’m gone.

I thrust into her again. My cock is out of
control now, relentless. My fingers dig hard into her hips, I’m
crashing into her, claiming her, stretching her wide open and
dominating every inch.

This is what I’ve needed all along. JJ’s
gorgeous cunt. JJ’s luscious body. JJ’s filthy, thrilling mind,
driving me to the edge with her teasing, her reckless streak.

It’s her.

I pound into her again, deeper than ever,
rubbing her G-spot hard. I feel the convulsions start, her whole
body pulsating as her cunt clenches my dick tighter in an iron
grip. She lets out a scream and drives back into me and I let go,
exploding inside her in a hot torrent as the climax rips through me
and I lose my fucking mind.


 NINE

JUSTINE

When I wake up, I don’t remember where I am.
Then I feel the ache in my limbs and the sweet soreness between my
thighs. It all comes rushing back.

Ash.

Holy shit.

I slept with Ash last night. And it was
un-fucking-believable.

I twist to look at him in the pale morning
light. Somehow, we made it to the bed last night, and now he’s
sprawled out beside me, one arm thrown around my shoulder.

I still can’t believe I’m really here in bed
with him after all this time. I feel a shiver as I run my eyes down
his body admiringly. His stomach ripples with taut muscles, a trail
of dark hair leading down his abdomen and under the covers.

I take a peek under the sheet and grin. Yup.
Still magnificent. I lost count of how many times I came last night
from the thick thrust of that cock, but man, I know it was a world
record. We were so in sync, I’ve never orgasmed so much. I imagined
he would be amazing, but this was beyond my wildest dreams. He knew
exactly how far to push me: when to make me beg, and when to pound
into me hard until we were walking the razor edge between pleasure
and pain.

I’ve never been fucked like that in my life
before, and God, I want him all over again.

I drag my eyes up to his face. He looks so
peaceful sleeping. I reach out and gently stroke my fingertip over
his jaw and across his lips. Then I realize.

We still haven’t kissed.

My chest tightens. Emotion suddenly crashes
over me. It’s such a little thing, but it means so much. I’ve had
his tongue lick inside me, felt his cock rub up against me from the
inside out; hell, I’ve even had his finger penetrating my most
private place, but right now all I want in the world from him is
one little, simple kiss.

I catch my breath. My heart is pounding. I
slowly inch closer, and press my lips against his.

Sweet. Soft. I sink into it, his lips cool
against mine. He parts them, still sleeping, and I nudge my tongue
into his mouth to taste him and feel the wet, warm depths of his
mouth.

Longing rolls through me. Not lust, although
I feel that too. No, this is something deeper, a yearning I feel in
my chest.

Shit.

I flinch back, suddenly panicking. I
scramble out of bed and stand there, frozen.

I didn’t think this through.

All this time I’ve wanted him, I focused on
the sex. Now I stare at his sleeping body and realize in horror
that it’s so much more.

This is real.

My heart twists with fear. I can’t do this.
I have a plan: to pass the bar, become a kick-ass lawyer. Leave my
shitty old neighborhood in the dust, and make sure my mom and
sister have a future that doesn’t involve minimum wage jobs and
mountains of debt.

I never planned on a real relationship, not
right now. Law school is over, hell, Ash is leaving in a few hours.
He’s getting on a plane and flying off to England, back to his
fancy life full of classy, titled rich girls who don’t chug beer
and eat cold pizza straight from the box.

This was his version of goodbye.

The truth chills me. I feel a stab of pain,
but I grit my teeth and fight it back. It’s for the best. This was
what I wanted, wasn’t it? One last shot at the big man on campus.
Well, I sure gave him a farewell party he’ll never forget.

Ash stirs. He yawns, and rolls over. I bolt
from the room before he can wake.

Chill, JJ. I find my shoes and purse
in the hallway, and sink back against the wall with a groan.
There’s carnage out here: broken lamp, overturned table. It all
reminds me how explosive the sex was last night.

How you came screaming -- over and over
again.

Dammit! Part of me wishes the sex had been
crappy. At least then it would be easy to walk out the door. But
this is Ash: the best man I know.

For a moment, I let myself imagine a future
with him, if we actually tried to make this work. One-upping each
other. Having crazy, mind-blowing sex every night -- and half the
day too. The thought is thrilling. Amazing.

And terrifying as hell.

Because he’s the one guy who knows me better
than anyone -- which means he could hurt me more than anyone too.
I’ve never given my heart to someone. It would be the dumbest thing
I could ever do, to offer it to a guy who’s already walking
away.

Resolve hardens in my bones. We’re both
heading off in different directions now. There’s no use wishing we
could be something more. And it’s not like I’m never going to see
him again. He said his business in England would only take a couple
of months, and he’d call me when he was back.

I open the door, and quietly shut it behind
me with a bittersweet smile.

At least we went out with a bang.



3 YEARS LATER....

JUSTINE

“Please put your seat backs in the upright
position. We are now beginning our final descent into New
York.”

I put my papers back in my briefcase and rub
my eyes. It’s nearly midnight, and I’ve been reading small print
legal memos since we took off from Los Angeles, but as I look out
the window and see the lights of the city shining in the dark, I
feel a surge of excitement.

New York City, baby!

I’ve been here a few times already for work,
but it always gives me a thrill. Bright lights, big city. And this
time, the stakes are higher than ever. I’ve been thrown in
last-minute on a big case, one that could make my whole career as a
lawyer.

“Are you here for business or pleasure?” The
guy in the seat next to me gives me a flirty grin. He’s been trying
to hit on me for the last five hours. He’s cute enough, and any
other girl be giving the Mile High Club a test run, but he’s got
one fatal flaw counting against him: a wedding ring.

Deal-breaker.

“Business.” I reply coolly, and plug in my
headphones until we land and taxi to the gate. Then I grab my phone
and scan through the dozens of panicked voice messages that have
been piling up while I was in the air.

“Relax, everything’s going to be fine,” I
tell my client as I head to baggage claim.

“But we weren’t scheduled for meetings until
next month. What do you think it means?”

I can hear the worry in his voice, so I make
my tone extra-soothing. “It means they’re scared. They know they
don’t have a case. Seriously, relax, get some sleep. I’ll see you
for the first deposition tomorrow.”

I hang up and grab my bags. I have no idea
how long this work trip will take, so I packed pretty much
everything. There’s nothing like a pair of three-inch heeled
leather boots to make me feel invincible walking into a
boardroom.

And I’m going to need all the good luck I
can get. I’m only a third-year associate, I’m not supposed to be
lead counsel on a case, but my dick of a boss just got himself
thrown in jail. I’m the one who’s prepared most of the research,
and developed a relationship with the client, so my firm put me on
the first flight out.

Sink or swim. It’s my chance to prove I’ve
got the goods to make partner, and I plan to blow them all out of
the water.

I’m breezing through the Arrivals lounge
when I see a sign with my name on it. A driver is waiting.
“Courtesy of Miss Fawes,” he smiles, taking my overstuffed
cases.

I call my best friend, Keely. She moved out
here months ago, and she’s made this last-minute trip so much
easier. “I can’t believe you sent a car for me! Thank you so much,”
I say, grateful to be waltzing past the fifty-deep taxi line. “I’m
exhausted.”

“I figured you would be,” Keely laughs. “I’m
just excited I get to see you again. Still good for brunch
tomorrow?”

“Absolutely! I have time before my meeting.
I can’t wait to see you.”

“Everything’s ready at the apartment, just
go on up,” she adds, before saying goodbye.

I sink into the back seat of the car and
thank the universe for awesome BFFs. Awesome BFFs who just happened
to inherit a massive fortune, and have luxury penthouse apartments
sitting empty waiting for someone to borrow.

My phone buzzes with new emails, so I scroll
through before my brain shuts down for the night. There’s a couple
from my old law school buddies, wanting to get together while I’m
in town. They probably just want to boast about the size of their
bonuses, but I tap out a quick reply saying I’ll meet them for
drinks.

Law school... It’s only been three years,
but it feels like a lifetime ago. Back then, I wore jeans to class
and splurged on cheap takeout. Now, I’m on partner track at a big
firm with an expense account and a taste for designer shoes. The
day I got my first big bonus, I moved mom out of her crappy
apartment complex and into a small bungalow in the good part of
town. She’s got a yard now where she loves to garden, and my sister
is doing great in college, thanks to the pricy SAT tutor I hired to
get her there.

Things are good. Great, in fact. Everything
is working out the way I dreamed -- and worked like hell to make
happen.

I wonder how Ash is doing now...

I feel a familiar pang of rejection, but
it’s softened over time. I haven’t seen or heard from him since
that night we spent together. He never called from England, and
after sending a couple of emails and getting radio silence, I gave
up on the hope that I would see him again.

Sometimes I’ll remember the time we spent
together; a joke, or conversation, and it hits me all over again.
But that was years ago, and I’ve moved on. Only curiosity keeps me
checking online from time to time, but I never find anything about
him at all.

“We’re here.”

I look up. We’ve arrived outside a fancy
building on the Upper East Side. The driver takes my bags, and the
doorman greets me out front.

“Welcome, Miss Jenkins. Here are your keys
and security card.” He passes them to me. “You also had a package
delivered,” he adds. “I placed it on the table inside.”

“Thank you.” I head to the elevator. It’s
gorgeous in here, all gleaming marble and fresh-cut flowers.
Upstairs, the apartment is on its own floor, with an entrance
hallway, and a huge open-plan living area. I tell the driver to
leave the bags, and tip him generously on the way out.

Thank you, Keely.

I’m too tired to take it all in, but it’s
bright and airy and impeccably decorated. There’s a small table by
the door, and a package is waiting for me.

At first, I think it might be a delivery of
more documents for the case, but when I look closer, I realize
there’s nothing business-like about it.

The box is small, wrapped in silk, about the
size of a paperback book. It’s tied with a beautiful gold ribbon,
and there’s a card tucked underneath with my name written in
flowing calligraphy.

Justine.

I pull the ribbon undone, curious.

Inside, I find a key nestled in layers of
plum satin. But it’s not just any key. Elegant and old-fashioned,
it’s set with dozens of tiny sparkling crystals, with a fine gold
chain looped through the top.

There’s another card underneath. Heavy paper,
swirling script.

Welcome to your wildest fantasy.

Are you ready to play?

I look around, but the apartment is empty.
No return address or name on the card.

I catch my breath. There’s something so
beautiful and seductive about the gift, but I have no idea where it
came from.

Who sent it?

What does it mean?

I feel a shiver of excitement. I love games, and I
already can tell, this one is going to be fun.

* * *

The game is only just beginning.

Justine’s sexy adventure continues in
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   PROLOGUE


  When was the last time you came?


  Is someone there with you now -- touching you, teasing your stiff nipples, making you beg and moan? Are there hands on your body, sliding over your damp skin? A hard, thick cock driving deep inside you, relentless, until you think you’ll lose your mind?


  Or are you alone?


  The lights dimmed, your legs easing apart. Fingers, stroking lower. Your head falling back against the pillows.


  What do you imagine when you close your eyes?


  One lover, or many? A soft touch, or a punishing grip: fingers digging into your thighs, holding you down, fisting your hair in a tight knot as you part your lips in a silent cry of pleasure.


  Do you picture people watching, their eyes roaming across your naked flesh as you pant for air? Or are you the one hidden in the shadows, watching someone else as they come undone?


  You want it on your knees, his cock thrusting all the way into your wet, needy mouth. You want to be tied down, his mouth claiming you, his tongue licking deep against your tight, aching cunt.


  You want pleasure. You want pain. You imagine it all, every time. A flash of images, your body rising to your touch. You play the scenes out, every detail, as that craving twists higher and your breath turns shallow and your skin aches for a release that’s close, closer...


  Oh.


  You felt it, didn’t you? But it wasn’t the touch that took you there, not just a simple, animal response. It was your imagination. Those secret, sensual fantasies, more private than anything you could say out loud.


  More powerful than a hundred hard fucks.


  Most other men don’t realize. They think sex is about friction and girth. They think surrender is a pair of handcuffs and a silk scarf. They don’t understand, a woman’s most powerful erogenous zone is her mind.


  But I do.


  I know your darkest desires. I see what you crave when he’s holding you at night.


  I can show you a pleasure beyond reason, beyond your wildest fantasies.


  All you have to do is accept my invitation.


  Are you ready to play?


  CHAPTER ONE


  I step through the door to a cute little French bistro on the Upper East Side and scan the crowd.


  “Can I help you?” The hostess asks, but I’ve already spotted my hot date for the morning.


  “I’m good, thanks.”


  I grin as I sneak up behind the table and whisper, “Hello, sexy.”


  Keely jumps, then her face explodes in a huge smile. “Justine!” My best friend leaps up and pulls me into a big hug. “Oh my god, it’s been too long!”


  Two months too long. Keely moved to New York from LA in the summer to take over her long-lost father's multi-million dollar company, and it's been hard not seeing her around the office every day. I’ve missed her.


  She pulls away and I finally get a good look. She’s gorgeous, put together with a confidence that she never used to possess.


  “Don't you look fantastic?” I tease. “All that hot sex agrees with you.”


  The old Keely would have blushed, but this new, confident version just winks. “Don't you know it,” she shoots back with a grin.


  A waiter rushes over with a menu, and we order enough food to feed an army. “And champagne mimosas too,” I insist. “This is a celebration.”


  I turn back to Keely, and clock the glittering diamond on her ring finger for the first time.


  “What the fuck?” I gasp. “Why didn’t you say something?”


  She giggles. “I wanted to surprise you in person.”


  “C’mon,” I order, beckoning. “Let me see that beast of a rock.” She holds out her hand and I whistle my appreciation.


  “Vaughn knows what he’s doing,” I grin. “Treating my girl right.”


  “I can’t believe I’m this happy,” Keely beams. “I keep expecting to wake up and find it’s all just a dream.”


  “You deserve it,” I tell her warmly. “You had a crazy year, and this is the cherry on top. The sixteen carat fuck off cherry,” I add with a laugh.


  “You’ll find someone too,” Keely says quickly.


  I shrug. “I’m in no rush. After all, with you off the market, someone’s got to keep the men of New York City on their toes.”


  “They won’t know what’s hit them,” she laughs, then sneezes.


  “You OK?”


  “It's just allergies.” Keely waves away my concern. “They’ve been acting up. I’m fine.” She searches through her purse for a tissue, so I dig one out of my massive leather work bag. My hand closes around something smooth and solid instead.


  The gift I found waiting back at the apartment when I arrived last night.


  Normally, I stay in fancy hotels on business trips. It’s my little indulgence – a way to make days of boring depositions go by quicker with room service and huge soaking tubs. But this trip was so last-minute, Keely offered me the use of one of her corporate rentals, a palatial suite on the Upper East Side of town.


  “Did you tell anyone I was staying at the apartment?” I ask, trying to be casual.


  “No. I don't think so.” Keely pauses, frowning. “Just Vaughn. And, Cam, too, of course. He dropped the door key off for me. Why? Was there a problem?”


  “No problem,” I say quickly. “The place is amazing, thank you so much. I was just wondering…” I pause. “Wait a second. Who's Cam? Don't tell me you have a man on the side already,” I tease.


  Keely laughs. “Not even close. Cameron McCullough, he’s my second-in-command at the company. Ooh,” she brightens, “Maybe I could set you up.”


  “Is he hot? Rich? Single?” I ask.


  “All of the above. But you'd eat him alive,” Keely laughs.


  I wink, and reach for my champagne. “Maybe he'd like it.”


  The food arrives, and we catch up on all the gossip she’s been missing.


  “How's your mom doing?” Keely asks between bites.


  “She's great. For her fiftieth birthday, I sent her off on a cruise to Alaska,” I laugh. “She came back with fifty million photos, and a standing Skype date with a certain bachelor in San Diego.”


  “Good for her,” Keely grins.


  “I’m just happy I get to pay her back, in some way,” I say. “She sacrificed so much to raise us on her own.” One of the best things about my job is getting to treat her like this. My dad took off when my younger sister and I were just kids, and I know how hard my mom worked to keep us all afloat.


  “I've been meaning to thank you, by the way,” I change the subject. “If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t be here in New York right now.”


  “What do you mean?” Keely looks puzzled.


  “Carter is in jail right now because he tried to screw you out of your inheritance,” I explain. “It would have been years before I'd be given lead on a case on my own. But everyone’s so panicked, they put me on the first flight out. This could be my big break,” I add, feeling a surge of excitement. “If I prove I can handle this solo, who knows what else they’ll send my way? I could make partner before I’m thirty.”


  “I’m sure you will. You deserve it,” Keely says loyally.


  “I just hope I’m prepared.” I pause, feeling a flash of insecurity. “The opposition’s lawyers moved up the schedule. We were expecting them to keep delaying, but suddenly, they want to meet to discuss settlement.”


  “What do you think they want?” Keely asks.


  “Probably just scare tactics. I bet they heard about Carter, and think they can intimidate me.”


  “Then they haven’t met you yet!”


  “Amen to that,” I grin, toasting her. “To LA girls taking over the city!”


  The morning speeds by, and soon Keely has to get to the office. I insist on picking up the check.


  “It’s the least I can do,” I insist, passing the server my credit card before Keely can object.


  “Then let me take you for drinks tonight,” Keely offers. “Vaughn is out of town, and it will give us some time to really catch up. We can have a girls’ night out.”


  “Perfect,” I grin. “Call me later?”


  “Will do.”


  Keely heads out, but I have a few minutes to spare, so I order a coffee and linger at the table. I should be going over my case notes one last time, but I can’t resist opening my purse to take out the gift I found at the apartment last night.


  The box is about the size of a hardcover book. It’s wrapped in deep purple silk, tied with a gold silk ribbon.


  I feel a shiver of excitement.


  There’s an envelope tucked inside the ribbon. I slide the card out. Heavy cream paper with swirling calligraphy.


  At first, I thought it was a little welcome gift from Keely. Then I opened it, and realized there was no way my best friend sent me this.


  I open the card and read the words again.


  Welcome to your wildest fantasy.
Are you ready to play?


  My heart beats a little faster. I glance around, checking that nobody’s watching me. The people in the restaurant couldn’t care less about my secret invitation, but I still feel an illicit thrill.


  I check both sides of the card, but there are no clues about the mysterious sender, so I turn my attention to the gift, nestling inside the paper-thin tissue.


  It’s a key. But not like any key I’ve seen before. Old-fashioned, gold, with a delicate chain threaded through the intricate swirls. Inlaid in the gold are hundreds of tiny stones that sparkle in the sunlight.


  It can’t be….


  I surreptitiously drag the edge against the base of my glass. It leaves a scratch.


  No way. These are real diamonds!


  My heart races as I carefully place the key back in the box and slide it back into my purse. I can’t believe it. I don’t even want to think how much it’s worth, but it’s got to be more than any jewelry I’ve ever owned.


  Who would send me an extravagant gift like that? And what does the invitation mean?


  My phone sounds with a beep: the alarm I set earlier to make sure I stay on time. I quickly lay down some bills to cover the coffee and tip, then head back out onto the street. The noise and bustle hits me in a rush, and my excitement over the gift turns into a new surge of anticipation.


  New York City, baby!


  I can’t help but grin as I join the mass of people walking fast down the crowded sidewalk. Skyscrapers loom over me, and yellow cabs race past. There’s a buzz of energy in the September air that fills me with excitement.


  You’re a long way from Chino…


  My designer heels tap on the sidewalk as I stride ahead. If only those stuck-up girls from high school could see me now. I spent years busting my ass to get here: juggling two jobs to pay my way through college and law school, and pulling all-nighters to keep up my grades. I worked like a dog, but it’s all worthwhile now. Lead counsel on my first big case, and who knows what might happen if I prove myself and get that win.


  I hail a passing cab. Justine Jenkins has arrived, and I’m ready for battle.


  CHAPTER TWO


  I arrive with time to spare and take a moment to get my bearings. My opponents on the case have their office in a classy brownstone on a quiet tree-lined street that just screams ‘money.’ I climb the steps and reach for the buzzer, but there is none: just a discreet brass plaque on the door. Venture LLP.


  The whole building belongs to them? OK then.


  I push the door open and step into the lobby. It’s a bright, sun-drenched area with bare wooden floors and bold abstract art on the walls. Striking, modern. There’s a hush of concentration, and everywhere I look, I see designer furniture and important-looking people in designer suits. Part of my job is reading the opposition, and everything about this place says they have deep pockets, and aren’t afraid to show off.


  My nerves bubble up, but I push them down. Nobody here knows this is my first time flying solo, I remind myself. For all they know, I’m a hot-shot attorney who eats the other side for breakfast.


  I walk boldly up to the receptionist, who’s lounging behind a solid marble desk, looking like an art exhibit with impeccable cheekbones.


  “Hi,” I say with a smile. “Justine Jenkins, here for the VideoMine meeting.”


  Without a word, she rises to her feet and walks down the hallway away from me. I pause, thrown, then realize she’s waiting by the elevators for me to follow.


  I quickly catch up. “I love your shoes,” I say, as she stabs the elevator button. The door closes. Silence.


  Is it me, or is it cold in here?


  She leads me down another hallway, to a plush seating area. My client, Adam Granger, is waiting, bouncing his knee with nerves.


  A look of pure relief flashes across his face. He leaps up. “You’re here!”


  “Hey,” I greet him with a warm smile. “You look good. I think it’s the first time I’ve seen you out of those hoodies and jeans,” I tease, trying to put him at ease. He’s still wearing his trademark geeky T-shirt, but he’s scrubbed up for the meeting since I saw him last in LA. Now he’s clean-shaven with his blonde hair buzzed close to his head, and a hip pair of square-rimmed glasses. Much closer to how he probably looked as an undergrad at Stanford.


  “I can’t tell you how happy I am that you’ll be handling the case, not Carter the Jackass,” he says.


  My former boss didn’t exactly make many friends.


  “I know you must be nervous, but I know this case inside out,” I reassure him.


  “There’s something else. This showed up at my hotel this morning,” he says, pulling out an envelope from his satchel. “What does it mean?”


  I scan the papers. A cease and desist letter and summons for a lawsuit, demanding Adam drop his case.


  “They're just trying to intimidate you. Don't worry. These are normal scare tactics,” I explain.


  “But they say I could be liable for a nuisance lawsuit,” Adam looks terrified. “I can’t afford to pay that kind of money.”


  “They know it, that’s why they filed. Look, this is a big case with a lot riding on it, so we shouldn’t be surprised if they play dirty.”


  ‘A lot’ is an understatement. Adam invented a computer application called VideoMine. I’m not really into technology, but basically it’s a new YouTube that could revolutionize the internet – and make its inventors overnight billionaires. Adam developed it with his college roommate, Kellan. Which is where it gets messy. Six months ago, they had a huge fight about the future of the company. Kellan walked out with his laptop and the backup drives with the half-finished code, and went straight to the nearest venture capital firm to get funding for what he claims is his idea.


  Now, Adam is suing Kellan and the company for intellectual property theft. I’m determined to win him credit for all his hard work—and a fat share of the profits once the app launches.


  “I just want what’s rightfully mine.” Adam twitches nervously again. “I spent two years working on that program, and now Kellan’s acting like he’s the mastermind who came up with the whole thing.”


  “Don’t worry,” I calm him. “They know we have a strong case. That’s why they’re resorting to bullying tactics.”


  “There's something else.” Adam frowns, looking around. He lowers his head so the receptionist can’t listen in. “I overheard two guys in the bathroom talking. Venture's CEO has flown in just for this meeting.”


  “You mean the silent partner?” I ask, surprised. I’ve been researching Venture for months, but I still don't know who’s backing Kellan. The only evidence we have that this silent partner even exists is an unreadable signature on a few documents the courts made Venture turn over to us.


  Looks like the ghost is coming out of hiding.


  Finally, another thin, perfectly polished assistant appears and leads us down the hall and into the boardroom. If the décor in the lobby was meant to impress, everything about this room is designed to intimidate. The walls are painted a dark, crimson red, the conference table is chrome and glass, and there’s a bank of windows facing us with a stunning view of Central park. The clouds shift outside, sending a ray of sun shining right into my eyes. I blink, dazzled.


  “Welcome. Please take your seats.”


  My eyes adjust, and I realize that the other side of the conference table is completely full. A row of six frowning attorneys flank a smug-looking guy I recognize as Kellan, Adam’s old partner.


  The seat at the head of the table is empty. When I look around, I see a man by the windows. He’s tall and broad-shouldered with dark hair, his back facing the room as he stares out at the view.


  That must be the silent partner.


  I decide offense is the best defense. “Good morning, everyone,” I say, striding forward. I take the empty seat at the head of the table and look around. “My name is Justine Jenkins, and I'm representing Adam Granger. Shall we get started?”


  There’s a pause, and I can tell from the surprised looks that I’ve shocked them.


  Good.


  I look around. Kellan is still lounging with a conceited smirk on his face, looking every inch the Californian pretty boy. The other guys at the table are all WASPs in expensive suits.


  I blink. “Greyson,” I say coolly, recognizing one of the lawyers across from me.


  He sneers back. Charming as ever. He was a few years ahead of me at Stanford Law, and rumor had it his parents bought his acceptance letter with a healthy donation to the alumni fund. Guess he landed on his feet.


  I pull out my case files and give them all a big smile to show them I’m not intimidated. “Shall we start?” I repeat.


  The answer comes from the man at the window.


  “Of course, Ms. Jenkins. Let’s get down to business.”


  Chills roll down my spine. I catch my breath, feeling a sick twist in my stomach.


  No. It can’t be.


  I know that voice.


  The deep tone. The crisp British accent. But I don’t believe it's true, not until he turns around and I see his gorgeous face—the face that’s haunted my dreams for the last three years.


  Ashton Pierce.


  My best friend, my closest confidante. And for one amazing night, the most mind-blowing sex of my life.


  CHAPTER THREE


  It's really him.


  I’m still reeling as he walks around the table, slow as a lion stalking his prey. “Ms. Jenkins, a pleasure to see you.” Ash’s blue eyes roam over me from head to toe, but there’s not a flicker of familiarity in his gaze as he holds out his hand. “Ashton Pierce, at your service.”


  I take it in a daze. What is this? He’s acting like we’ve never met before.


  “Uh, hi,” I stumble, feeling like I just got hit over the head with an anvil. How the hell is my opposition on this case my old best friend – the one man I ever saw a future with?


  My heartbeat thunders in my ears. My head is spinning, and I fight to pull myself together.


  Relax, I order myself. Think!


  Ash takes a seat at the other end of the table and checks his Blackberry. I use the chance to study him for the first time. Now that my shock is wearing off, I can see that he's still devastatingly handsome, all dark hair and chiseled jaw, and those intensely blue eyes. But there are differences, too: the Ash I knew was happy in jeans and sneakers, while this man is wearing an impeccably tailored suit with a designer watch on his wrist. His perfectly styled dark hair sweeps back from his forehead and frames the piercing blue eyes staring back at me, totally calm.


  Panty-meltingly hot.


  “Greyson, would you start by summarizing our complaints?” Ash is all business as he takes back control of the meeting. He’s still acting as if I’m a total stranger.


  Like that night meant nothing to him.


  I feel a splinter of pain in my chest. All my old hurt comes rushing back, and with it a whirlwind of insecurity. He promised to call me after he finished his MBA and was settled back in England, but he never did. I thought I got over the anger and bitterness years ago, but sitting right here in the same room, I feel the wound like it was yesterday.


  “Do you agree to the terms, Ms. Jenkins?” Ash asks, and I realize I’ve missed everything they’ve just said. At my hesitation, he summarizes. “We’ll agree to drop the lawsuits, and pay your client ten thousand dollars, if he gives up all claim to VideoMine.”


  Ten thousand dollars?


  The insulting offer snaps me out of my daze.


  “Absolutely not, Mr. Pierce.” I manage to recover. My heart is racing, but I force myself to focus. There’s too much on the line for me to fall apart just because of our past.


  You’re better than this, Justine. Get your head in the game.


  Ash quirks his eyebrow, looking surprised. “Those are generous terms. Too generous, my lawyers tell me.”


  The wall of suits stares at me like I’m something they scraped off their shoe, but I don’t care about them. The only one here that matters is Ash.


  I glare at him across the table. He thinks he can throw Adam’s work away, just the same as he tossed out our friendship. “Wall Street thinks VideoMine could be worth billions one day. We’re not settling until my client gets a promise of his fair share.”


  “Fair?” Ash looks amused. “You don’t have any proof your client even invented the app. Or wrote the code.”


  Adam rises out of his seat. “Only because he stole my laptop!” he exclaims, pointing at Kellan.


  “Give it a rest,” Kellan sneers, lounging back in his chair. He’s upgraded from the dorky hoodies I saw in the photos Adam showed me. Now it’s all crisp Oxford shirts and bespoke suits. Yeah, he fits right in with this crowd. “You’re just jealous, trying to hitch a ride on my talent.”


  “Bullshit! I’m the one who had to fix all your mistakes—”


  “You couldn’t code your way out of a paper bag!” Kellan jeers.


  “Enough.” With one word from Ashton, the room goes silent.


  I feel a bolt of lust. Damn. He always had a dominant kind of power, but these past three years, he’s clearly honed it into a devastating control.


  Memories flood my mind. His hands on me, pinning me down. His mouth on my hot skin. His body, claiming everything I had to give.


  I catch his eye again and flush, hoping he can’t see what I’m thinking. But his gaze slides right past me, like he has ice running through his veins.


  I hate how much it hurts.


  “Your client can whine all he wants,” Ash announces with a glare. “What matters to the courts is proof. There are no letters, no messages, not even a Post-it Note that suggests that Adam worked on the code.”


  I know he’s right. Adam and I went over this a thousand times in preparation. He swears he did everything on his computer, and without the hard drives that Kellan stole, there’s no evidence linking him to the program. I’m still confident we can find something he overlooked, but to do that, I need time.


  “I need to start my depositions,” I point out. “Once I’ve interviewed everyone, you’ll have your proof.”


  Ash continues like I’ve not even spoken a word. “Since your frivolous lawsuit is threatening our product launch, we will have to take measures to protect our property. I trust you received the cease and desist?”


  I nod reluctantly.


  “That’s only the beginning,” Greyson speaks up with a sneer. “If you don’t drop this, we’ll throw everything at your client. Starting with a criminal prosecution for theft.”


  “I don’t understand,” I frown.


  “The program he’s working on now bears a significant resemblance to the original VideoMine code,” Greyson explains smugly.


  “That’s because it’s my code!” Adam protests. I place a hand on his arm and give him a warning look.


  “That’s a malicious suit, totally unfounded,” I say calmly, but inside I’m raging. I can’t believe they’d be so ruthless as to threaten an innocent man with jail.


  I look at Ashton, but he’s sitting there with a blank look on his face. I feel betrayed. How could he do this? How could he have changed so much?


  Greyson slides the contract and a check across the table. “The offer stands until you leave this room.”


  I stare at it blankly. The check is for $10,000. Maybe that sounds like a lot of money, but VideoMine is set to make millions.


  I glance at Adam. He looks nervous, but he shakes his head.


  “No,” I reply firmly. “Absolutely not.”


  Ashton locks eyes with me and I feel a traitorous pang of desire. My skin prickles with awareness, and I press my thighs together under the conference table.


  Damn him and his vivid stare.


  “If you won’t take the offer, then there’s nothing more I can do.” Ashton unfolds his lean body and rises to his feet.


  I bolt up too. “We’ll see you in court.”


  The urge to flee is overwhelming. I need to get away from him, and have time to process this. But I force myself to stay cool, and collect my things. I follow Adam to the exit, but then Ash’s voice cuts across the room and stops me in my tracks.


  “Ms. Jenkins, if I could have a word with you for a moment. Alone.”


  CHAPTER FOUR


  I freeze. Adam turns with a questioning look. “You go ahead,” I murmur breezily, acting casual. “He probably just wants to threaten us with more paper pushing. I can handle it.”


  Adam nods, and exits with the rest of them. Finally the room is empty. The door closes behind them.


  I brace myself and turn.


  Ash is lounging in his seat, watching me. His eyes rove over my body again, but this time there’s a blatant hunger in his gaze, as if he’s stripping my pencil skirt and blouse away, leaving me vulnerable and naked.


  I shiver.


  “Hello, JJ,” Ashton murmurs, and the sound of my old nickname on his lips sends me flashing back to grad school, and all those nights we spent up late, studying together and talking about everything under the sun.


  I can’t let him do this. Five minutes ago he acted like a total stranger.


  A total asshole.


  “You don't get to call me that anymore,” I tell him icily.


  “Why not?” Ashton asks. “Because of the meeting? It's just business.” He shrugs. “It's not personal.”


  Is that it? I stare at him in disbelief. I was expecting an apology, some explanation maybe as to why he walked out of my life three years ago with a promise to call, and then never spoke to me again.


  Instead, Ashton gets up and strolls to the window. His body is silhouetted by the New York City skyline, showing off his broad shoulders and the tight planes of his lean, muscular body.


  I know how good that body feels, sliding sweaty and damp against me. I know how those hands grip tight around my wrists, how my thighs can wrap around his waist.


  How his cock feels, driving hard and relentless inside of me.


  No!


  I stand and square off against him. “You don't get to act like we're friends.” I snap. “Not after the stunt you just pulled.”


  “I'm protecting my investment.” Ash frowns. “You should understand business comes first. Did you expect me to let you win, JJ, just because we used to be friends?”


  He uses my nickname again, and despite everything, it makes my stomach flip.


  “That’s bullshit,” I retort. “You’re using intimidation and bullying to cheat a man out of his work. And the Ash I knew would never have stooped so low.”


  “The Ash you knew…” he echoes, and a shadow passes over his face.


  “I would ask how you’ve been, but clearly, you’re doing just fine.” I continue, making a show of looking around the fancy office.


  “I get by,” Ash replies evenly. “My father passed away soon after I returned to England, and it took some time to get his affairs in order and take control of the company. But, as you've seen, I've expanded it and we've been successful.”


  I pause, thrown.


  “I'm sorry about your father,” I say. “I didn’t know.”


  Ash shrugs. His expression is a blank mask. “He was a controlling tyrant and an angry drunk. It was bound to catch up with him eventually.”


  “But, still, he was your father,” I say quietly.


  Our eyes meet. Ashton knows how my father abandoned my family when I was a child, and I know how Ashton spent years trying to please his father before finally giving up. We'd both accepted it but sometimes it still stings. It was one of the things that bonded us, before.


  For a moment, my anger softens. I remember how close we used to be: how he would surprise me with coffee in the library; hug me from behind and scrape his five o'clock shadow against my cheek until I'd squirm away.


  How he made me feel at home in a school full of trust-fund kids and daddy’s little princesses, like there was someone who understood me in the world, with all my fierce ambition and flirty humor.


  “What about you, JJ? How have you been?” His question is quiet.


  I look away. “Fine,” I murmur, still caught up in echoes of the past.


  His cell phone rings suddenly, cutting through the silence. Ash glances at the display. His jaw clenches with tension. “I have to take this,” he says curtly, turning his back on me.


  I'm stunned by the sudden coldness in his voice. He’s dismissing me like I’m one of his minions, as if I’ve served my purpose, and he can just release me.


  But that shouldn’t be a surprise. He already discarded me once, the last time he left.


  “Goodbye,” I manage to say, heading for the door.


  As it shuts behind me, I hear him growl into the phone, his tone hard and curt. “I told you never to call me again.”


  * * *


  I take a cab back to the apartment, my head spinning. It’s not just the way he treated me that’s so shocking, but how everything about him is cold and remote—a million miles from the charming, spontaneous guy I used to know.


  What could have possibly happened to make him this way?


  His father dying and his inheriting the company, that can’t be it. As much as Ash resented his responsibilities when I knew him, he was always determined to do things his way and not let the pressure control his life.


  No, this is something else entirely.


  I feel a wave of sadness, for everything we’ve lost. But even as I feel the ache, I know I can’t let myself be paralyzed by the past, not with so much riding on this lawsuit.


  My client is depending on me. My whole career is on the line. I’ve already messed up today, getting caught off-guard for the meeting. Now the opposition knows, I’m scrambling to stay ahead.


  I feel a fresh surge of determination. I’ll show Ash, I won’t let him ambush me again. I just have to accept that the man I met today is a completely different person than the guy I once knew.


  He doesn’t realize yet, I’m different too. I’ve fought too hard to let old feelings cloud my judgment.


  The past is dead and gone. I’m going to win this case, and show him exactly what I’m made of.


  What he missed out on by walking away.


  The cab stops, and I realize I’m back at the apartment. “Keep the change.” I give the cab driver a twenty and climb out, nodding hello to the doorman as I step inside the lobby. It’s all polished marble and gleaming chandeliers, with an executive elevator straight to my penthouse suite.


  I unlock the door and I’m about to step inside when I notice another box waiting for me on the table in the hall.


  Deep purple with a gold silk ribbon. The same elegant handwriting on the heavy cream stock card.


  It’s him.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  I drop my purse on the floor with a thud. A lipstick rolls out across the tiles, but I can’t wait. I grab the box and hurry into the apartment, feeling a hot shiver of anticipation. My heartbeat thunders in my ears as I pull the card out.


  Wear me.


  I flip the card over. Again, there’s no name or address from the sender, so I turn my attention to the box.


  I ease off the lid and gasp. Layers of black tissue paper reveal a stunning lingerie set in a deep, rich amethyst. It’s gorgeous: sheer lace and decadent silk, with intricate black embroidery twisting like vines and spilling over the cups. The name of a very exclusive brand is delicately embroidered along the edge.


  Holy. Shit. It’s Italian, imported, and expensive as gold dust. Every piece costs more than a thousand dollars because of the hand-stitched details. For years, I've coveted one of their bras or a pair of panties, but knowing how far that money could go, how much that amount would mean to my mom, I’ve never been able to justify it.


  But he gave me a full matching set.


  I run my fingers over the whisper soft embroidery of poppy flowers and vines, the satin straps and demure bows. Along with the bra and matching panty is a garter belt and frothy back-seamed silk stockings.


  It’s incredibly luxurious, a fantasy brought to life. Even the sizing is perfect, like he already knows exactly what will fit me.


  I realize: whoever sent this not only has money, he has taste.


  I’m meeting Keely for drinks, so I quickly shower and lay the lingerie out on the bed. I stroke the silk, relishing the feel of it. It’s almost too beautiful to wear.


  Almost.


  I start with the bra, then the garter belt. The gossamer thin silk stocking caresses my smooth leg as I roll it up to clip it in place. I slide the panties on next. They press the garter straps into my hips, a constant reminder of what I'm wearing. It feels decadent and naughty.


  My underwear complete, I look at myself in the mirror. The deep jewel tone of the lingerie makes my skin look luminous, and the bra pushes my breasts up high. The garter belt hugs the curves of my hips, showing off my round ass and long legs. I feel sexy and sensuous, like a present waiting to be unwrapped.


  It seems a shame to cover up such lovely underwear, but I don’t think Keely would appreciate me parading through Manhattan in my panties, so I grab my go-to dress from the closet: a navy V-neck sheath that hugs me in all the right places. I slide on flirty yellow heels for a bright pop of color and check my red lipstick in the mirror.


  I feel sexy and confident. There's a power to knowing that I'm hiding a secret underneath my dress: the only hint is the black seam of my stockings running up the back of my legs.


  As I’m heading for the door, my phone rings. I answer and hear a loud sneeze.


  “It's not allergies,” Keely sniffles. “I have the plague.”


  I feel a rush of disappointment. I was looking forward to seeing her again and telling her all about Ash.


  “I feel like death,” she continues. “I'm sorry. I thought I could push through it, but there's no way,” she ends with a racking cough.


  “It's OK,” I reassure her, pushing my disappointment aside. “We'll have Girls’ Night some other time when you're not coughing up a lung. What can I bring you? Soup? Medicine?” I ask.


  “No. Nothing. I don't want to get you sick. I'm just going to go to bed. But you shouldn’t sit at home, go have fun without me!”


  “I don't know. I wouldn’t know where to go,” I hesitate.


  “It's your first real night in New York City,” she argues between sniffles. “I bet you're already dressed and ready to go, aren't you?”


  “...Maybe,” I hedge.


  Her laugh ends with a cough and I wince in sympathy.


  “Go back to bed,” I tell her. “You should get some rest.”


  “Wait,” she says. “There's a bar Cam introduced us to. It has a good scene without being too loud. You'll love it. And my driver should be downstairs any minute to pick you up.”


  “Are you sure?” I check. “I mean it about looking after you. I make a great chicken soup.”


  “Absolutely,” Keely insists. “Go. We’ll hang out another night.”


  I say goodbye and hang up. Part of me is tempted to stay in and order takeout and catch up on TV, but I’m all dressed up and ready to go.


  The intercom sounds. It’s the lobby. “Your car is here,” the doorman says.


  That decides it. I give myself a final look in the mirror and head out, an extra swing in my step as I feel the lace garters whisper against my skin.


  I don’t know what my mystery gift-giver had in mind, but I plan on having some fun.


  The car takes me to a buzzing, fashionable spot in the West Village. The neighborhood is leafy and cute, with cobbled streets and people spilling laughter and noise out of the bars and sidewalk cafes.


  Inside, the place is busy but not too wild, more of a 20s lounge vibe than a packed club. There’s a gleaming bar along the far wall, and secluded booths with comfy-looking leather seats. Perfect. I can order a drink and some dinner, and unwind from the crazy day I’ve had.


  The hostess shows me to a table in the corner. “What can I get you to drink?”


  “A scotch, please. Single malt.” I order before I realize what I’m doing, then feel a pang of bittersweet nostalgia. Ashton is the one who introduced me to scotch. I was always a beer girl, I never bothered with fancy liquor, but he insisted I taste the best – straight up, no ice.


  The waitress brings me my drink. I take a sip, savoring the rich flavor and low burn as the alcohol snakes through my bloodstream. I still can’t get my head around seeing Ashton today.


  I’ve wondered if I’d ever see him again: at an alumni event, maybe, or passing on the street one day. In my daydreams, I’m always cool and effortlessly casual, flashing him an easy smile and acting like I could care less what he’s doing with his life.


  But today, I was anything but cool.


  I wince, remembering how I stumbled through our introduction, and then was left scrambling to keep up with his lawyers’ arguments. My cheeks burn. How does he still have this effect on me? I spent years secretly melting into a pool of lust every time he brushed against me. I thought I’d be stronger now. Smarter. Immune to his sexy accent and piercing stare.


  How wrong could I be?


  The years have been good to him, that much is clear. He's even more gorgeous than I remembered. More polished, more refined, and definitely more powerful.


  A shiver rolls through my body as I recall how he took control of the meeting. He silenced all arguments with a single word, a commanding look. I don’t want to admit to myself that I still find him attractive, that my body tightens just thinking of him.


  Dammit, he’s still sexy as hell.


  Suddenly, my thoughts are interrupted. A strange man takes a seat at the table opposite me.


  I blink at him, thrown.


  “I've seen you here before,” he tells me with a flashy grin. He’s cute, I guess. Expensive suit, pinstripe tie. He probably works on Wall Street or something like that, and to any other girl here tonight, he’s probably a catch.


  But I’m not any other girl.


  And he's not Ashton.


  “I don't think so,” I reply coolly.


  “You were here last week,” he insists, still lounging in the chair opposite me like he owns the place.


  “That's impossible.” My irritation grows. “I just arrived in town.”


  “Oh really?” he looks interested. “Tell me all about it.”


  “You don’t take a hint, do you?” I roll my eyes. I’m not in the mood for a fight, so I use my trusted standby, the four magic words that get a girl out of any tight spot. “I have a boyfriend.”


  His face falls. In an instant, his eyes are sliding past me, looking for his next target. “Have a great night,” he says, already heading across the room.


  I grin in triumph as the server arrives with a fresh drink on her tray.


  “I didn’t order this,” I say, confused.


  “Courtesy of the gentleman at the bar.” She deposits it in front of me. “Oh, and he said to give you this.”


  It’s another black gift-box.


  My heart stops.


  “Who is he?” I demand, twisting around. “Can you point him out to me, please?”


  She looks over at the bar. “He’s gone now, sorry.”


  Damn.


  The waitress leaves, and I turn my attention back to the box. How is this possible? Nobody knows I’m here tonight. But it’s the same gold ribbon. The same cream card. My name in gold ink.


  The box is smaller this time. But it's definitely from the same person.


  I slide the invitation out from under the ribbon and open it.


  Play with me.


  Intriguing.


  I glance around, my skin prickling with awareness. I’m wearing the lingerie he sent, and suddenly, it feels so intimate. My calves slide against each other in the silk stockings, the garters pressing into my thighs. My nipples stiffen against the lacy bra.


  What is he planning next?


  I take a deep breath and slowly untie the ribbon. Inside, I find a silver butterfly nestled in a cocoon of black tissue paper.


  I pause. What is this?


  I take the butterfly out of the box. It's made of smooth, matte silicone and fits in the palm of my hand. The body of the butterfly is ribbed, and adjustable satin straps hook to each corner of the wings.


  Suddenly, the butterfly buzzes in my hand.


  My mouth falls open.


  Holy shit. It’s a vibrator.


  I can’t stop a giggle of surprise slipping from my lips. The couple at the next booth look over, so I quickly move the box out of sight below my table.


  I gaze at the toy, my excitement rising. I’ve seen these on the website where I shop for all my sexy accessories, but I’ve never used one before. You strap it around your thighs so the butterfly nestles against your clit. There’s either an on/off switch or a remote that controls the vibrations. But I don’t see a switch.


  I check the box again. No remote control.


  Realization crashes through me. The mystery man must have it. That means he's close. He's here.


  My pulse races as I scan the room. He has to be watching me. But everyone seems to be paying attention to their own dining companions. No one cares that I’m over here at the corner table with a vibrator in my hands.


  I glance down again. The butterfly looks so cute nestling in the tissue paper, and the contrast between its innocent appearance and illicit purpose gives me a thrill. Nobody would know if I put it on.


  Nobody except the man holding the controls, hidden somewhere out of sight.


  “Excuse me.” A different server arrives at my table. I slam the box shut with a yelp.


  “This is for you,” he says, looking bored. He holds out a new envelope, and I take it, my cheeks flushing. Before I can ask anything else, he walks away.


  I take a deep breath, and unfold the card. There’s only one word on the paper.


  Now.


  CHAPTER SIX


  I stare at the note, getting another rush. He wants me to wear the vibrator now, right here in front of everyone. My mind races, turning over the wild proposition. I feel like he’s daring me. Or maybe this is just a tease. Maybe he thinks I won’t do it. But he doesn’t know me.


  I never back down from a challenge.


  I discreetly slide the box into my purse and walk down the hall to the ladies’ restroom. It’s a polished, classy room with gleaming marble counters and several stalls. Two women are by the sinks, reapplying lipstick and gossiping. They barely give me a second look as I slip into the stall at the end of the row and lock the door.


  I can’t believe I’m doing this. My heart races in my chest as I pull out the slim box. I place it on the ledge inside the door, and slowly inch my dress up over my thighs.


  My panties are already damp with excitement. I pull them down and run my fingers over myself. I have to bite back a gasp. I’m already wet, aching for more.


  “Did you see Olivia’s hair? Total break-up freakout.”


  “She should have known he was cheating. I mean, nobody needs to travel to Miami for business that often.”


  I can hear the women talking outside. It makes me feel even naughtier as I stroke myself again, circling in a rhythm that gets me there every time. Pleasure rises and I brace myself against the wall as my legs go weak. It feels so good – and I haven’t even strapped on the butterfly yet.


  Is this what he wanted? I wonder. Is he out there right now?


  Does he know I’m touching myself?


  The main door swings open, and the music from outside blares louder. Then the women exit and the bathroom is silent except for the sound of my own quick breathing. I’m alone with my slick, hot fingers and the tight lust coiled between my thighs.


  I reach for the box and slowly lift out the butterfly. My fingers glisten with my own damp juices, painting the silicone as I hold it up. I slip the straps of the harness around my thighs, pulling them tighter so that the small toy is nestled snug against my body. I slide my panties back up, and just like that, it’s hidden between my thighs. A secret nobody knows but me.


  And whoever sent it to me.


  I gulp at the knowledge, my stomach twisting with nervous excitement. He’s in control now.


  But that’s not quite true either, I realize. He’s been calling the shots since the night began: sending me the lingerie, ordering me to wear it. He chose my most private clothing. He chose the toy that’s pressed against my pussy in the most intimate kiss.


  And he’ll choose what happens next.


  I run my fingers over the silk of my panties, pressing the butterfly softly against me. Even with the vibe turned off, the smooth foreign pressure feels too good as it rubs against my tight bundle of nerves. My clit feels swollen, extra-sensitive to every nudge and press.


  I take a deep breath. Holy shit, I’m really doing this.


  I unlock the stall and walk over to the sink, rinsing my wrists under the cool water as I try to pull myself back together again. I look in the mirror and feel a shock at my reflection. My hair is mussed, my skin is pink and glowing, and my eyes are shining with excitement.


  I look like I’m about to get laid.


  I head through the bar and make my way back to the table. With each step, the butterfly gives a soft caress against my sensitive nub.


  It hits me all over again: just how illicit and naughty this is. I’m surrounded by people and I’m being fondled by the silver butterfly in my panties. This is amazing. The underwear, the club, the butterfly, it all feels so deliciously wicked.


  The room is busier now, and I scan the crowd eagerly for any sign of who could be holding the remote.


  He could be anyone. Anywhere.


  I wonder what’s going to happen next. And right as the question crosses my mind, I feel a low pulse from the vibrator.


  I freeze.


  The butterfly pulses again, soft against me, and then starts buzzing for real. Deep. Rhythmic. It’s barely a hum, but damn, it feels so good. My cheeks flush and my knees weaken. I shake my head, trying to regain composure. The corner table seems so far away now. Catching my breath, I squeeze my legs together. It only presses the pulsing butterfly tighter against the ache.


  Right there. Yes.


  The pulsing suddenly gets stronger. I stand frozen in the crowd as the butterfly vibrates against my clit just right. Waves of pleasure slam through me, almost too intense, but keeping me suspended at the edge of bliss. I bite my lip, and then the buzzing stops. My own pulse is racing. Is he stopping now? He can’t be done. I look over my shoulder, then scan the room again. I’m almost back to my table when—


  Oh my god!


  I press my slick thighs together, trying not to moan out loud. I can’t stop the vibrations. I can only hold tight to the back of a chair nearby, totally at the mercy of the pleasure flooding through my body.


  A stranger knocks into me. He grabs my arm to keep me from falling.


  “You OK?” a voice filters through my haze.


  The vibrations slow to a faint ripple.


  I catch my breath, turning to look at the man who spoke. He’s handsome in a preppy kind of way.


  Is he the mystery man with the remote?


  I find my voice. “I’m great,” I say slowly, watching his reactions. “How about you?”


  “Better now that I’ve met you.” He grins at me, showing perfect white teeth. “Can I get you a drink?”


  As I’m about to respond, the vibrator shuts off. I can see both of this guy’s hands in plain view. He doesn’t have the control.


  Damn.


  “No thanks.” I brush him off with a smile. “I’m with someone.”


  I walk away. The vibrator pulses once, as if to say, ‘good girl.’


  Now I’m really curious – and turned on. As I continue through the crowd, the vibrator shudders against me intermittently in a low, teasing hum. I look around. What game is he playing? I know he’s here, somewhere in the crowd. He can see me.


  Maybe he wants me to find him. This naughty game is filling me with even more of an intense desire to meet this mystery man.


  I decide to go to the bar and check out the scene. Maybe the bartender remembers who was there earlier. I slide onto a free stool and accidentally catch the eye of the man waiting to be served next to me. He’s a baby-faced redhead with a mop of curls and an expensive suit.


  “Hey baby,” he starts, with a smug grin. The vibrations stop, as if to tell me it’s not him.


  So this is the game.


  “Not interested.” I turn away, wondering when my mystery man will reveal himself. He has to come meet me sometime, right?


  Or is he planning on tormenting me from afar for the rest of the night?


  I hope not. I’m getting so turned on by the low pulses, steady against my clit. My nipples are peaked, stiff with tension. It’s an exquisite torture, having just the one small part of my body stimulated, while the rest still aches to be touched.


  “Hey! Justine!”


  I spin around. Adam Granger is coming through the crowd towards me. My client, Adam. Oh shit.


  “Crazy running into you,” he exclaims, arriving at the bar. “I guess this is the place to be, right?”


  “Right,” I echo faintly, my mind racing. I can’t talk to him in this state! As if sensing my panic, the butterfly stills. I take a breath of relief. I love the pleasure, but it’s crazy to be feeling this way in front of a client.


  “I’m grabbing a drink with my brother and some friends,” Adam explains. “Come join us, I’ve told them all about you.”


  Before I can object, he guides me through the crowd to a booth in the opposite corner. I’m halfway there, just steps behind Adam, when a fresh surge jolts through me. The vibrator buzzes wildly, sending pleasure crashing through my body.


  Oh my god!


  I stifle a whimper, gasping for air. It feels so good! The pulses go from soft to hard, soft to hard, completely unpredictable. I can’t stop the heat rising; my body has a mind of its own. I’m hurtling higher, blood pounding in my ears, my skin burning up—


  “Are you OK?” Adam pauses, looking back at me.


  “Fine!” my reply is high-pitched. I clench my thighs together and try not to come right here in the middle of the bar. I don’t think I can hold back when suddenly, the vibrations stop.


  Holy shit.


  I arrive at the table with Adam, feeling flustered and flushed. He introduces me, pointing to an older, more serious-looking version of himself. “This is my brother Paul. He’s a surgeon at New York-Presbyterian.”


  I manage a smile and a handshake. Paul grips my hand firmly and grins. “My baby brother has been singing your praises,” he says smoothly. “I hear you’re going to give that jackass Kellan the beating he so richly deserves.”


  “That’s the plan,” I try to recover. Adam introduces me to the rest of the table, a couple more guys in their late twenties in Wall Street suits, but it’s hard to concentrate. I slide into the seat, still reeling from the last explosion of pleasure.


  My body aches with desire, and I can’t help glancing around the bar again, wondering who is putting me through this sweet torment.


  I should be embarrassed, I know, but the truth is: I want more.


  “You look flushed,” Adam looks over at me. “Are you feeling OK?”


  “Sure. Just a little…hot.”


  That’s an understatement. My panties are soaked through now, and my nipples strain against my dress. Thank god it’s dark in here. I can only hope they haven’t noticed.


  “Let me get you some water.” Adam calls over a waitress.


  Suddenly, the vibrations start again, maximum strength.


  Oh my freaking god!


  I clench my fists and feel the pulses surge through me, driving my clit wild with pleasure. There’s a pause, and then another sharp burst that makes me gasp out loud.


  Everyone looks over. Shit!


  “Just a cramp,” I manage to stammer.


  “It’s those heels you wear,” Paul says knowingly. “It shortens your Achilles tendons.” He launches into a longwinded medical explanation while I brace myself against the onslaught of pleasure. Holy shit, I’m getting close. I can feel the pressure rising, delicious and forbidden. I want to grind into the seat, push the vibe tighter to me until I come.


  “Adam’s been telling me about the lawsuit,” Paul’s voice brings me back again. “It sounds like this Ashton guy is playing hardball.”


  I nod, dazed. I’m trying to keep it together, but God, this feels so good!


  The pulses against my clit grow stronger. I clutch at the edge of the table, my body wired tight, so close to the edge...


  I can’t hold on any longer. I need to get out of here.


  “Excuse me,” I blurt, grabbing my bag. “I should go. We have a long day tomorrow.” I manage an apologetic smile, hoping it masks the arousal underneath.


  “Of course, sure. Good to see you.” Adam leaps up. “Do you need me to call you a cab?”


  I feel the low thrum in my bloodstream. I don’t have much time. “I’m fine!” I say, backing away. I knock into a chair, and quickly right it. “I’ll call you in the morning!”


  I turn and hurry to the exit, right as the mystery man starts a dizzying set of pulsations. Hard, soft. Hard, soft. Medium, hard, hard, hard, HARD.


  Oh lord!


  I can’t make it to the exit. I step into a dark alcove and sink back against the wall as my body breaks. An earth-shattering orgasm takes hold of me, cresting through my body in swift, demanding waves.


  Yes!


  I clasp a hand to my mouth to keep from crying out, but a low moan still escapes. Ecstasy washes over me again and again with each pulse of the butterfly. I give in, I give up. All I can do is lean against the wall and surrender to the bone-melting pleasure of it all.


  Finally, the vibrations slow to a stop. With a deep, shuddering breath, I open my eyes.


  Nobody has noticed a thing.


  I can’t believe it— I felt like I was coming apart, screaming the whole building down, but I’m still hidden here in the dark corner, with nobody even looking in my direction.


  Thank you lord.


  I wait another minute, until my heart rate slows, then push my hair out of my face and pull myself back together. I take a step and the butterfly rubs against my oversensitive clit again. I bite back a whimper as an aftershock hits me. My whole body feels exhilarated, the glow of my orgasm still heavy in my veins.


  That felt incredible.


  I reach the door and step out onto the sidewalk. The street is still bustling with people on their way back from dinner and drinks. I look around for a cab, already planning a long soak in the tub back at the apartment.


  A voice calls from behind me.


  “JJ?”


  Oh fuck. I cringe. No. Please, don’t let it be him. Anyone but him.


  I slowly turn around.


  It’s Ashton. He’s looking even hotter than when I saw him in the boardroom today, wearing a pair of dark jeans with a crisp white shirt open at the neck. His blue eyes pierce into me, dark and hot.


  My mouth goes dry.


  “Ash, hi,” I force out a bright greeting. I want to turn and run, but there’s no escape. I can’t ignore him, so I’ll just have to fake like I don’t give a damn – and like I haven’t just had an epic orgasm less than sixty seconds ago. “Twice in one day,” I add dryly. “Lucky me.”


  His lips quirk with amusement. “Maybe I’m making up for lost time.”


  Ash walks closer. His eyes travel down my body before sliding back up to my face again.


  He smirks, and heat slams through my body. This time, it’s fear.


  Can he tell?


  “Ashton, baby?” A sultry voice asks.


  I snap my head around. I didn’t realize he was with another woman. A tall, gorgeous woman I’ve seen on a dozen billboards and ad campaigns. Now, she tucks a hand through Ash’s arm and gives me a questioning sneer.


  Of course he’d be dating a supermodel. I’m sweaty and sticky, my hair is a mess, and I probably look like I just ran a marathon. And she looks like she just stepped off a catwalk in some swishy designer dress.


  “Don’t let me keep you,” I tell him, unable to keep the bitter note from my voice. “I’m sure you have places to go, innocent men to bankrupt.”


  “I take it you haven’t reconsidered our settlement offer then.” He sounds as smooth as ever, but there’s something in his tone that makes me think he’s not so calm. There’s still a flash of fire in his eyes when he looks at me.


  “You wish.” I glare. “I’ll be dead and buried before I let you win.”


  “Then shouldn’t you be busy working, coming up with more ridiculous lawsuits?” There’s a teasing edge to his grin, but I’m not charmed.


  “Don’t you remember?” I ask. “I’m a great multitasker. Bye now,” I purr, flashing a smile. I see a blur of yellow and flag down a passing cab. “You two have fun tonight. And don’t forget to use protection,” I coo, pulling open the door. “You wouldn’t want to catch something.”


  “Hey!” The model frowns.


  “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I meant from him.” I slide into the backseat of the cab, feeling triumphant. Right as the door closes, I catch the shock on Ashton’s face. Score one for me.


  Maybe that was a cheap shot, but he deserves it. Once upon a time, I thought there was a future for us, but now that I’ve seen what he’s become, I know that’s just a dream. It doesn’t matter how rich and hot he is now, there’s something missing, a coldness I never imagined I’d see.


  It’s obvious my Ash is long gone and this Ashton is here to stay. And like I told him, the only way I’ll let him win this lawsuit is over my dead body.


  Besides, I think, as the neon lights of the city glide past, there’s a new man in my life. One who sends me sexy invitations and dares me to do wicked things beyond my wildest dreams.


  I need to know who he is.


  I want to meet him, face to face.


  I’m determined: I’m going to look him in the eye the next time he makes me come.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  After the night at the bar, I wait impatiently for the next invitation. But nothing comes. There’s no sign of the mystery man, no more messages or gifts. Three days have passed, and the anticipation is killing me.


  What’s next? It can’t just be over now. There has to be more to the game.


  I have plenty to keep me busy. The lawsuit against my client, Adam, is still going ahead, and I filed my own complaints to keep Ash and his company busy too. It’s shaping up to be a bitter fight, and I’m ready for war. It’s not just about my client getting the credit he deserves, or me proving myself to my bosses back in LA.


  Now, it’s personal.


  I’m determined not to let Ash get the upper hand, so I meet with anyone who could possibly help our side. I interview intellectual property experts, track down old college classmates, even try and depose Kellan’s ex-girlfriend to back up our claims that he was out partying while Adam was the one writing all the code. I start work early in the morning, only taking time out to grab lunch with Keely before I get back to work. Some nights, I drag myself back to the apartment at nine, ten PM, and barely manage to scarf down some takeout before I collapse into bed.


  But then, the real challenge begins. Thoughts of my mystery man keep me awake all through the night. The waiting is driving me crazy. What he made me do in the club. How illicit it was to sit there with the vibrator buzzing in my panties as I talked with my client. My very important, career-changing client. Looking back, I’m thrilled and terrified at the same time. I can’t believe I took such a risk. One wrong move could have ruined everything that I’ve worked so hard for. But I didn’t care. All I cared about was playing his naughty game.


  Playing to win.


  My desire is growing, out of control. He’s become the center of my late night fantasies as I lay in bed and slide my hands lower. I remember the pleasure he gave me during our game and the mind-bending climax. I touch myself, moaning out loud as I imagine his next surprise, our next game.


  I want more.


  No matter how hard I’m working on this case, He’s always there, in a corner of my mind. I look at every man I pass on the street and I wonder if it’s him. Every time I check the mail table in the morning, I wonder if there’ll be a box there; if the barista will slide me an invitation with my morning coffee, or if the doorman will pass a message along each night. The anticipation is killing me, but I know he’ll make a move.


  Soon.


  * * *


  I’m in the middle of a deposition four days after the bar when I feel my phone vibrate in my purse. I ignore it. I’m interviewing one of Adam and Kellan’s old college roommates in a room with all the opposition lawyers, and after my not-so-stellar first impression, I can’t afford to look anything but competent and professional.


  Ashton isn’t here today. He hasn’t been at any of the meetings or depositions so far, he just sends a whole army of lawyers instead. It’s like he’s saying this case isn’t important enough for him to show up in person.


  That I’m not important enough.


  To tell the truth, I’m a little relieved he’s not here today. Things aren’t going great. I hoped that the roommate would be able to back up our claims that Adam was the one who did most of the coding, but instead, I’m getting nowhere. The roommate and Adam were on opposite schedules and never saw each other or talked about VideoMine.


  “But you shared a twenty foot square room,” I argue, deciding to get tough. “Are you really claiming you never saw my client, or heard him talk about the program he was coding for fifteen, twenty hours a day?”


  The guy shrugs. “Most of the time he was off at the library or computer labs. Guy was a ghost. I hung with Kellan though, he wouldn’t shut up about VideoMine. Talked all the time about how revolutionary it was, how it was going to make him a billionaire.”


  It’s clear he doesn’t really like Kellan, but that’s not a help to me right now.


  “Did Kellan ever mention Adam’s involvement?” I try. “He told you they were partners, didn’t he?”


  “Objection.” Greyson Werthers speaks up. “Leading the witness.”


  I roll my eyes. “We’re not in court,” I remind him. “And his preliminary interview already says that the conversation happened.”


  Greyson backs down, but he shoots me a sneering look.


  “You can answer,” I prompt the roommate.


  “Sure, I mean, he said Adam was helping him out,” the roommate looks over at Adam apologetically. “But he never said they were partners. He always acted like it was his idea.”


  My heart falls. Damn it. I should have stopped questioning him when we got interrupted – now there’s something on the record that plays straight into the opposition’s hands.


  We pause for a break just as my phone buzzes again. I check around the room. Half the guys here are on their phones, barely paying attention to what’s being said, so I figure it’s OK to check for now.


  The first text is from Keely. Still good for lunch tomorrow? I made reservations.


  I quickly tap out a reply. Hell yes!


  I check the second text. It’s from an unknown number. Blocked. Hmmm.


  I open the message.


  Ready for your next game?


  I feel a shock of excitement.


  It’s him.


  I read it again, my mind racing. How did he get my number? Then I realize, he knew my address too: where to send the lingerie, which bar I was at the other night.


  He knows all kinds of things about me, and I still don’t know who he is.


  I scan the boardroom, wondering if he could be right here. Half the men in here are on their phones. It could be any one of them.


  Greyson looks up from his phone and our eyes catch. I grimace. I hope it’s not him. But this guy has class and style – and a wicked imagination.


  My phone buzzes with another text.


  Do you like to watch?


  I suppress a grin.


  Depends on the show, I reply.


  He quickly responds. I promise you’ll like it.


  I want to play cool, but I can’t stop myself from typing out: Who are you?


  Who do you want me to be?


  I don’t know how to reply. Would it matter who he is? Someone hot, I hope. Hell, I wouldn’t care as long as he’s not Greyson Werthers or some creepy old guy.


  Even if it’s Ashton?


  I push the thought aside. I know it’s not him.


  My fingers trace my keypad, but I decide to wait a little longer before replying. Let him sweat it out. I can be mysterious, too.


  I have to bite my lip to keep from smiling. I love how sexy and fun our game is. It’s been agony waiting for him to get in contact again, but now that he’s back, I can’t wait to see what happens next.


  The other attorneys start getting restless. They’re all bored and not even trying to hide it. They think they have this case locked. Greyson starts questioning the roommate again, and I scribble notes, trying to stay focused.


  Then my phone buzzes and lights up on the table. Distracted, I glance at the screen. And freeze.


  You look so beautiful when you come.


  I stifle a gasp. He was there at the club. I knew it!


  Despite everything, I feel a rush of lust. He was watching me as I came my brains out, and I never even knew. That is so hot.


  I carefully slide my phone into my lap and type out a response.


  Don’t you know it.


  No. That’s awful. Delete. Try again.


  I type, I want to come on your—


  Nope. Too desperate. Mystery, remember? I take a moment to think about what I really want next time. What I need from him. Just thinking about it turns me on.


  Next time, you should be closer.


  I study the message. It works. Maybe.


  As I debate whether or not to send it, Ashton enters the room. “Hey, JJ,”


  My finger slips at the sight of him and I accidentally hit send.


  “Sorry I’m late. Got tied up,” he continues casually, like we’re still friends and not at war.


  I feel my anger return, just as sharp as the last time I saw him.


  “We’re nearly finished here,” I respond in a clipped voice. Even more annoying than his ‘king of the universe’ routine is the fact that Ashton looks amazing. He fills the whole boardroom with his presence. The charcoal three piece suit doesn’t hurt either.


  “Mind if you stay a little longer, JJ?” Ash asks. “Maybe we can hash this out and end the unpleasantness between us.”


  “Of course,” I respond carefully, not fooled by his charming grin. “Just make sure your offer this time is in the millions.”


  He laughs in response, shaking his head. As if I’m cute. Like I was telling a joke.


  Jerk.


  I sit back, waiting as an assistant brings him the notes from the last couple of hours. He scans them in seconds.


  “So basically, what I’m getting from this transcript is that this deposition has been a massive waste of all of our time,” Ashton finally comments, looking up from the papers in his hands.


  I glare daggers at him but it doesn’t seem to faze him. He gives me this patronizing smile, like I don’t know what I’m doing.


  “Really, JJ,” he adds with a smirk. “Don’t you think it’s time to give up? Cut your losses and drop this ridiculous lawsuit. I’m sure this is not cheap for you or your client. Or your firm.”


  “What’s it to you?” I retort. “Scared of a little competition?”


  “Please,” he looks amused. “I just don’t want to see you embarrass yourself any more than you already have.”


  No way. Did he really just say that – in front of everyone?


  My anger must be written all over my face, because Ash leans in.


  “I’m just saying. I’m willing to stop this nonsense. I’ll write Adam a check, right now, out of my own pocket. Twenty grand. What the hell, I’ll even pay his attorney fees.”


  “As generous as that is, we’re not going to take it.” I heap the word with scorn. “And if I was less of a lady, I’d tell you where you could shove your money,” I add.


  “You’re forgetting, I know exactly what kind of lady you are,” Ash fires back, with a smoldering smile that could melt my panties right off my body.


  I flinch. The look he gives me is dangerously sexy. I can’t help but flash back to the night we spent together, and all the wicked, wicked things he did with that mouth…


  “And any time you want to show me again…” he adds suggestively.


  His words snap me back to reality. We’re in the middle of a packed boardroom, and he’s practically inviting me to get on my knees!


  “We’re done here,” I snap, getting to my feet. As I head out, I shoot one last glare at Ash, fierce enough to strip paint. “The next time I see you, you will be writing a damn big check.”


  The door swings shut behind me, but I hear Ashton’s laughter follow me down the hall until the elevator doors slide shut.


  Unbelievable.


  First he pretends like we were never friends, then he acts like I don’t have a brain in my head, and finally, he makes out like I’m some kind of slut – in front of all his business associates.


  My blood boils with rage. I want to turn around and rip him a new one, but I force myself to keep walking. I’m so angry, and mostly at myself for letting down my defenses. Every time I’m around him, he finds a way to throw me off my game. It’s cheap manipulation, and I fall for it every time.


  My phone vibrates again, and I yank it out, still furious.


  It’s another text from my mystery man.


  8pm.


  Underneath the time is an address.


  I catch my breath. My anger is suddenly replaced with excitement, because suddenly I have the perfect distraction from Ash and the lawsuit and all the bullshit back there.


  The next move in this sexy game.


  I hug my phone to my chest, already planning the perfect knock-him-dead outfit. He won’t believe his eyes – and if I’m lucky, that’s not all he’ll be running over my body.


  Tonight I finally meet my mystery admirer.


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  By 7:45 that night I’m a bundle of nerves. I check the mirror for a final time and then head out, but when I get down to the lobby, the doorman stops me.


  “Your cab is here.”


  I pause. “I didn’t order one.” Yet. The address in the text is way across town, and mama doesn’t take the subway in heels.


  The doorman shrugs. “He said you would be expecting him.”


  I follow him outside and cautiously approach the cab.


  “Miss Jenkins?” the driver asks. I nod. “Right on time.”


  He holds the door open for me. I check the car, but it looks legit: a regular yellow New York cab with a driver ID number on the back of the partition. I get in.


  “It’s an address uptown,” I start to say, but the guy just starts the engine and turns the radio up. We drive away.


  I sit back, and decide to relax. The neon lights of the city are passing by outside the window, and I’m on my way to meet a sexy stranger for a night I’m sure I’ll never forget.


  Still, safety first.


  I dig my phone out of my purse and call Keely.


  “What’s up, babe?” she answers on the first ring.


  “I’m going on a blind date,” I tell her.


  “Ooh, who’s the lucky guy?”


  “I don’t know, that’s why it’s a blind date,” I smile. “I’m texting you the address, so if you don’t hear from me tomorrow…”


  “I’ll have every police officer in the state on alert,” Keely laughs. “So how do you know him, anyway?”


  “It’s a friend of a friend,” I lie. I haven’t told her about the invitations yet. I like that they’re just my naughty secret right now.


  “Have fun,” she tells me. “I want to hear everything!”


  I hang up, and try to collect myself. I don’t know what I’m getting myself into here. I barely know where we’re going. I tried to google the address, but it brought up nothing. I’m going in blind: I don’t know whether it’s going to be a fancy restaurant, or a trendy club.


  Or a hotel room.


  Since I didn’t know where I’m going, it took forever to pick an outfit. In the end, I went with one of my favorite dresses, a deep fuchsia wraparound dress that can be opened with just a strong pull of the sash. I always feel so sexy and daring in it – a strong breeze could flip my skirt and reveal the sinful scrap of black lace thong panties I’m wearing underneath.


  After a few more minutes, the cab pulls to a stop. I look around. We’re on a deserted industrial street – the kind that will probably be hip in another year or two, but right now just looks sketchy. There are no restaurants or bars nearby, just old warehouses and a run-down dry-cleaners with a ‘closed’ sign out front.


  “We’re here,” the driver tells me. I gulp.


  “How much is the fare?” I ask, reaching for my purse, but he shakes his head.


  “All taken care of. I’ll be waiting here whenever you’re done.”


  I take a breath. That makes me feel better: knowing I can leave anytime I want. Still, this is seriously weird.


  As I try and work up the nerve to get out of the cab, a black limo pulls up just ahead of us. A couple slide out of the limo and walk over to the warehouse building. They’re dressed in a suit and cocktail dress, and the woman has a fur wrap thrown over her shoulder. They step inside and disappear.


  Seeing them out here makes me feel reassured, like I’m not going to wind up dead in a ditch before morning.


  “Well?” The cab driver asks. “Are you gonna sit there all night?”


  I make a decision. “No.”


  I get out of the car and walk over to where the other coupled entered the building. My heels tap on the cobblestones. They’re not so much fuck-me heels as fuck-you heels: black peep-toe stilettos with leather straps that criss-cross up my calves. I always feel invincible and bad-ass wearing them, and I figured I could use the jolt of confidence tonight.


  As I approach the door, my pulse kicks with excitement. I’m taking a step into the unknown with this guy tonight. And I can’t wait.


  I turn the handle and step inside.


  Inside is a small lobby area, dim and classy with marble floors and a sleek antique desk. I let out a breath of relief. It looks nothing like the building exterior, which makes this even more intriguing. A large man wearing a suit and an earpiece guards a staircase cordoned off by a velvet rope.


  “May I help you?” The voice comes from a dark-haired woman in a lace dress, waiting behind the desk.


  I clear my throat and look at the bouncer again. I still have no clue what this place is. Exclusive restaurant? Members-only club? “I’m not sure. I got an invitation…” I trail off.


  “Do you have a key?”


  “A key?” I repeat, confused.


  “Yes. To access the club, you must have a key.”


  I stop, my mind racing. So far Mr. X has planned everything about our encounters with perfect precision. He wouldn’t have sent me here unless…


  Wait. The key pendant he sent me as his very first gift. The diamonds were too stunning to resist, and I’m wearing it around my neck tonight. The pendant nestles in my cleavage, hands-down the most gorgeous piece of jewelry I’ve ever owned.


  “Do you mean this?” I ask, pulling it over my head. I hand it to the woman, and she smiles.


  Bingo.


  I watch as she inserts the key into a small box connected to her laptop. She reads the screen and her eyes widen. “Ah, yes. Hello, Ms. Jenkins. We’ve been expecting you.”


  She hands the diamond key back to me. “We suggest you keep your key handy while you’re here. It can be used to pay for anything you like - drinks, dinner, or any of the more... exotic amenities,” she adds with a knowing smile.


  “Do you know who it belongs to?” I ask hopefully. “Who set this up for me, I mean.”


  Her smile turns bland. “I’m sorry. We’re very discreet about our members’ privacy.”


  No go.


  I slip the necklace back around my throat and turn towards the stairs. The bouncer unlatches the rope, and stands aside for me to pass.


  “Wait,” I pause, glancing up the stairwell. It’s dark, and I can’t see more than a few feet ahead. I have no idea what I’m getting myself into.


  “What is this place?” I ask, feeling a tremor of nerves.


  “It’s fantasy made into reality,” he replies with a wink. “Welcome to the Underground.”


  CHAPTER NINE


  I slowly climb the staircase, my heart racing in my chest. I can hear faint music coming from the top. It’s an intriguing mix of stringed instruments, drums, and electric guitars¸ growing louder as I get closer to the top.


  The light is dim, but I can make out pictures hanging on the walls beside me, beautiful black and white photos. I look closer at one and realize that it’s a photo of a delicate wrist bound by a scarf. The next photo is of an eye, the pupil dilated wide. Then plump lips open in a gasp. The photos are sensuous, erotic.


  I shiver with anticipation.


  “Ms. Jenkins? One more thing,” the woman calls out, following me up the stairs. “I almost forgot the most important part.”


  She holds out a clipboard and a pen for me to sign the form. It’s too dark for me to make out the small print. I pause.


  “I never sign anything I haven’t read,” I reply. Standard lawyer protocol.


  “It’s just a nondisclosure agreement,” she replies. “I’m afraid I can’t let you enter without signing. We take our members’ privacy very seriously,” she adds.


  I’m torn. My lawyer instincts tell me to sit down and go through the form with a fine-toothed comb, but I’m impatient to get inside and see what tonight is all about.


  I squint at the page, scanning as much as I can. It seems standard, so impulsively, I scrawl my signature at the bottom. It’s a leap of faith, but my mystery man hasn’t steered me wrong so far.


  “Thank you,” the woman nods. “You’re free to enjoy our facilities now.”


  As I hand back the clipboard, I realize that she’s not wearing a slip under her dress. Her nipples are visible, rosy beneath the lace, and when I glance lower…


  She’s definitely not wearing any underwear.


  What is this place?


  “Is there something I’m supposed to… do?” I ask hesitantly. I don’t want to seem like a total idiot, but I’m flying blind tonight.


  She smiles, like she’s seen it all before. “It’s up to you. Look around, explore, and if you see something you like… Feel free to do whatever you want.”


  That narrows it down.


  I turn back to the entry and take a deep breath. I climb the final few steps, and emerge from the staircase into a larger room. It takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the dark interior, but then I look around, eagerly drinking it in.


  I’m standing on the edge of what looks like a bar – a private, classy, luxurious bar. The decor is unique but elegant, all dark gleaming wood, supple leather, and luscious velvets and brocades. I’m not alone; there are maybe a dozen other people here, lounging at tables and in the booths. I look at them curiously. At first, they look like any other crowd you’d expect to find at an exclusive place like this, but when I glance closer, I can see, they’re not the usual fashionable New York elite. The dresses are tighter, more risqué. Leather and lace, visible lingerie and plunging necklines. There’s an edge beneath the polish: a hint of bold cuffs and chokers, a glimpse of a tattoo.


  It’s daring and provocative, and I love it.


  Someone brushes past me, and I step out of the way. A woman struts by in a tight leather dress. She’s holding a leash, and walking two paces behind her is a man wearing a crisp tuxedo – and a collar around his neck.


  It hits me all at once.


  Holy shit! He brought me to a sex club!


  I look around again, my heart racing. I’ve never been somewhere like this before. I always figured they were seedy places full of middle-aged swingers, but this is something else: classy, bold.


  Sexy.


  My heart pounds in my chest. I feel my nipples tighten. I can’t believe this is what he planned for us, but I’m excited too.


  “Ms. Jenkins?”


  I turn. A man is standing beside me, a young, cute guy in a tux. For a moment I catch my breath, wondering if this is it, if I’m finally meeting him face to face… Then I see the red piping on his shirt, the same as the bouncer downstairs.


  It’s not him.


  “A member asked me to give you this.” He hands me an envelope, and then melts back into the crowd.


  Another invitation.


  I tear it open, and read the note.


  What’s your fantasy?


  I look around, scanning the room. The last time he did this, he was close by, watching every move. I know in my bones that he’s here tonight, too.


  Watching. Waiting.


  What does he want from me?


  I tuck the note in my purse and decide to look around. He won’t show himself until he’s ready, and in the meantime, there’s plenty to distract me. I go over to the bar and order a gin martini, dirty. The bartender is another hot guy, this time wearing a tux jacket, open over bare abs and some kind of leather harness.


  Yum.


  He catches me looking. “I get off in an hour,” he murmurs, handing me my drink with a wink. “My Domme lets me out to play, and I bet those heels of yours could do some damage.” His eyes drift lower. He raises an eyebrow, waiting for my reply.


  My pulse kicks. I take a sip of my martini and wonder if this is what my admirer planned for me. But I don’t think so – and the thought of digging my killer heels into this guy’s back makes me wince, and not in a fun way.


  “Not tonight,” I say with a smile, but still, the invitation boosts my confidence. I walk away with a swing in my step, looking for my next adventure.


  I do a circuit of the room, absorbing the scene. Most of the people sit in small groups, drinking and flirting, but it’s like an amped up, X-rated pick-up joint. One man has a woman sitting on his lap as they talk to a friend. Her dress is falling open, and the man is slowly fondling the woman’s breasts as he talks. At one table, a distinguished looking man eats dinner as a beautiful girl kneels on a pillow at his feet. Her head rests against his knee and she looks up at him with total obedience as he feeds her bites from his plate. They seem so intimate, I have to look away. I move on, my head spinning.


  I find a seat on the edge of the room and take another sip of my drink, trying to steady my nerves. I feel like I’ve wandered into an alternate universe, where people are happy to flaunt their desires and darkest secrets, totally unashamed. It’s a rush, watching them. I’ve always thought I was pretty wild in the bedroom, but these guys are on a whole other level.


  My eyes catch on a glamorous woman in the corner booth. She’s dressed in a silky robe, with diamonds glittering at her neck and wrists, flanked by two hot younger guys. She could be on the cover of any magazine, or maybe she’s a high-powered executive with a taste for the finer things in life. As I watch, curious, the men lean over and begin kissing along her neck and shoulders. She strokes their heads gently, guiding them lower. They ease the robe open, baring her full, round breasts, and turn their attentions there, licking and caressing her.


  I watch, entranced. She opens her eyes and notices me.


  Shit! I feel my cheeks flush with embarrassment, but she just gives me a satisfied wink. She leans back and closes her eyes, guiding one head down below the table like she doesn’t even care I’m here.


  Wow. I try to imagine what it would be like, to be in her place. Just laying back as someone – more than one man – pleasures my body. Here, in the open, for anyone to see…


  I feel a tightness low in my belly. A heat between my thighs. I’m already getting turned on, and I’ve barely been here ten minutes.


  I tear myself away from watching the threesome, and keep circulating. I don’t know why He brought me here, what he wants me to see, but I’m loving what I’ve found so far.


  There’s an archway leading to another room, so I step through. This space is smaller, set up as a kind of performance area with a raised platform at one end and a carved wooden X shape mounted on the far wall. I look closer, and realize that it has leather cuffs fastened on each plank to strap someone in place, spread-eagle. This person would be restrained, so that anyone could touch them, spank them, keep them under control.


  Kinky.


  There are several hallways leading off from the room, so I pick one and head deeper into the building, my pulse rising. It’s nearly pitch black except for the dimly lit signs along the walls, and I feel like I’m on a forbidden scavenger hunt, with no idea what I’m going to find.


  I read the signs as I pass. The rooms are all named by different precious stones: Ruby, Sapphire, Emerald, Pearl. Some of them have ‘occupied’ signs hanging from silk ribbons, others are ajar. Inviting.


  One of the rooms labeled Onyx is open. I feel a shiver of curiosity, and gently push the door wider. I peek inside. There’s nobody here, so I step into the room and look around.


  It’s set up like some kind of torture dungeon, but it’s the classiest, sexiest dungeon I’ve ever seen. Black silk drapes on the walls, patterned damask rugs on the polished floor. There are ropes and pulleys dangling from the ceiling, dull metal gleaming in the light. On one wall, there’s a carved wooden rack of objects: crops, canes, whips and paddles. In the corner, I find a mahogany spanking bench with intricately carved handles – to grip hold of while somebody uses one of those crops…


  Is this why he brought me here?


  I shiver, nervous and turned on at the same time. This place is totally wild, like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. The more I see, the more my mind explodes with possibilities of what I could do. What he could do to me…


  More than that, I love what this place says about him. He’s a member here, he knows all the rules and regulations. Maybe he’s even used this room before – the spanking bench, the riding crops.


  Everything he’s done so far - the notes, the lingerie, the butterfly, the club - has been perfectly planned, designed to arouse me and drive me into a frenzy of anticipation. Well, he’s got what he wanted. Being surprised like this, turned on, pushed out of my comfort zone -- this is my wildest fantasy.


  So how does he know?


  The question lingers in my mind as I retrace my steps back to the bar. This time, a group of people is forming around the stage area in the anteroom. I join them in time to see a woman take her place across a padded spanking bench. She’s wearing a short silky dress, and as I watch, a man in a designer suit strolls forwards and carefully ties her hands and feet in place. He’s wearing a mask, a simple black strip across his face, so his identity is hidden.


  When the woman is secured, he leans over and murmurs to her. She nods, looking eager, and then leans over so her silk-covered ass is thrust in the air with her blonde hair spilling down over her face.


  The man turns to select a tool from the rack beside him. He lifts a kind of whip, with thick leather strands hanging from a main hilt, then slowly paces around so he’s behind her. The crowd hushes, like they’re watching a show. I find I’m holding my breath, full of anticipation about what’s to come.


  The man slowly pushes up her dress. She’s not wearing any panties, and the globes of her ass glow pale in the dim light. He runs the strands of the flogger over her bare skin, and I swear, I hear her moan.


  “What’s the magic word?” The man murmurs, trailing it down her crack.


  “Please,” the woman gasps. “Oh god, please.”


  As if released by her permission, the man lifts the flogger and brings it down against her ass in a sharp crack.


  Holy shit, that had to hurt!


  But the woman doesn’t make a sound. She grips the edge of the bench, her face flushed, breathing heavily. He strikes her again, on the other side, and then again.


  She moans.


  I shiver, but I can’t look away. There’s something enthralling about the scene playing out on stage, the way he trails the leather across her red ass, the steady rhythm to his flogging. The woman’s moans get louder. With each expert hit and caress across her ass and thighs, she squirms harder and then begs for more. Her thighs are wet with her juices, her expression desperate with lust.


  She loves it.


  The crowd is silent, caught up in the sensual spell. I find myself getting aroused by her pleasure, about how totally illicit this is. I imagine myself up on stage, strapped down and bent over the spanking horse. My wet pussy bare for the audience to see as Mr. X rains down hits across my sensitive ass.


  Would I moan with pleasure like her? Would it feel good to me?


  Would I beg for release like she’s begging, totally at his mercy, desperate and out of control?


  Damn. I flush. I’m wet just thinking about it, imagining my own moans of pleasure – and how good it would feel when he finally released me and drove his hard cock deep inside. I look around, wondering if anyone can see my arousal, but they’re all captivated by the scene on stage. Some of them aren’t even trying to hide it. I see a woman down on her knees, sucking off a man who’s watching the show. By the wall, a man is fucking a woman from behind, slowly driving into her in time with the moans from the stage.


  I suddenly feel flustered, overwhelmed by the sexual charge in the room. I back away, quickly walking into the bar. I switch out my empty martini glass for a drink of water, and gulp the refreshing liquid down.


  Pull it together, Justine. I scold myself, taking a deep breath. You wanted an adventure, didn’t you? Well here it is. The sexiest damn adventure you’ll ever know.


  As I recover from the thrill of watching the flogging scene, I realize what’s been nudging in the back of my mind all night, ever since I arrived.


  I like it here.


  I should be shocked, disgusted even. The things happening under this roof are illicit and dirty, and most women would have turned around and fled by now.


  But I’m not most women.


  I’m curious. Excited. And definitely turned on.


  There’s something so glamorous and seductive about this place. It’s where your wildest fantasy could come true – no judgment, no shame. There’s something liberating about the secrecy. Nobody knows each other’s names, and nobody cares. This is all about pleasure and freedom, nothing else. For a few hours, you can forget about all your responsibilities and hang-ups, and just be yourself. The real world doesn’t exist.


  My pulse has just about returned to normal when a woman in a sleek leather dress approaches me. I notice a discreet earpiece tucked against her cheek.


  “Ms. Jenkins?”


  I look up.


  “Your room is ready.”


  My heart stops. This is it. Him.


  It’s time.


  The woman leads me down the hallway, her heels tapping on the polished floor. I follow with my heart in my throat. I don’t know where she’s leading me, or what to expect. With every step, my nerves twist tighter. I’m anxious, scared – and turned on.


  The hostess stops outside a door. Diamond.


  “Enjoy,” she says with a knowing wink. Then she turns and walks away.


  Adrenaline, desire, and anticipation all course through my system in a wave that leaves me dizzy. Behind this door is the answer I’ve been waiting for, the identity of the man who’s sent me on this naughty, delicious adventure.


  I take a deep breath and reach for the doorknob.


  This is it.


  ELEVEN


  I step into the room, and right away, disappointment hits me.


  There’s nobody here.


  The room is empty. I don’t understand. Where is he??


  Maybe we’re still playing the game.


  The thought lifts my spirits. Yes, that’s got to be it. This is just the next part of his plan – which means only good things are waiting for me.


  I close the door and look around. The room is small and cozy, lit by vintage-looking brass sconces on the wall. There’s a leather chaise positioned in the middle of the room, facing a wall covered by heavy velvet curtains. Another wall has an intricate wooden grille, almost like the confessional they have in church.


  I wonder if I’m supposed to confess my sexy secrets. My mystery man seems to know them all already.


  Suddenly, I hear a high-pitched moan from a neighboring room. I grin. Somebody’s getting lucky tonight.


  I wait for him to reveal the next part of this game, but nothing happens.


  The moans get louder.


  I realize that they’re coming from the front of the room, from behind the curtain. I slowly approach the drapes and lean closer. The moaning woman is definitely on the other side.


  I pause, not sure what I’m supposed to do next. I wonder for a moment if he is in the other room, if he’s the one making that woman moan.


  I feel a flash of jealousy. I want his hands on me, not anyone else.


  The woman lets out a deep, pleasure-filled gasp. My fingers twitch with curiosity, and I can’t stop myself reaching to pull the curtain back.


  I want to see.


  I inch the curtain open the tiniest bit, enough to allow me peek through the gap. There’s glass behind it, and I realize that the curtain hides a window.


  I open the curtain a little wider.


  On the other side of the glass is a private bedroom, intimately lit. A large canopy bed dominates the room.


  A woman is tied to the bed. Blindfolded.


  My breath catches as I take in the details of the scene. There’s a shirtless man standing over her, unlacing the front of her dress. She arches back, thrusting up off the bed, the tops of her thighs gleaming from her arousal.


  Suddenly, the man’s hand darts out and grabs her ankle. With a quick pull, he flips her onto her stomach. Her shriek of surprise turns into a squeal when he slaps his palm against her ass with a loud crack.


  “Behave,” he orders. His voice seethes with power.


  “Yes, Sir,” she gasps, rising on her knees to give him better access to her ass.


  “You want that pretty ass of yours reddened, don’t you?” he asks.


  “Please, Sir, you know that’s what I deserve.” She parts her knees, opening herself up to him.


  Her hands are still tied to the headrest, her arms twisted loosely, in an exquisite X.


  I’m enthralled. I know I should close the curtain and give them their privacy, but I can’t move a muscle. I can hear the desperation in this woman’s voice. She craves his hand heating her skin, the palm slaps stinging her ass and thighs a rosy pink. Even after watching the display in the main room, shock and thrill is still fresh in my veins.


  Intoxicating.


  He spanks her slowly, each hit of his palm solid, expertly placed. Her gasps and moans tell me that she loves every strike.


  As I watch, he slowly rolls her panties down her thighs, giving each inch of revealed skin a few sharp taps. By the end, when he’s slapping the soles of her feet, she a panting, writhing mess.


  “I don’t think you’re ready yet,” he murmurs.


  “Yes! Yes! Please,” she whimpers.


  “Not until I say so, sweetheart.” He slides his hand between her open thighs and then lightly swats her pussy.


  Her back arches, her toes curl. I can’t believe it, but she’s coming, right there in front of me. I watch her body writhe with the force of her climax, as the man gently rubs her clit, pushing her orgasm to the next level.


  Oh. My. God.


  This is so naughty. I shouldn’t watch, but I’m hidden, alone, my body tingling. I can’t turn away.


  “You came without permission, darling,” he murmurs with affection.


  “I’m sorry, Sir,” she replies, sincere regret in her voice. “Can I make it up to you?”


  “I don’t know if you can,” he teases. He pets her back, her pink ass, dips his fingers into her wet pussy.


  Her voice turns desperate. “Please, let me suck you, Sir. I need to taste you.”


  “I don’t know if you’ve earned the privilege of tasting your Master’s cock. You disobeyed,” he croons.


  “No,” she cries. “Please! I’ll be so good for you!” She pulls at her bonds trying to touch him.


  He pets her face, shushes her. “It’s all right, my darling. I’ll give you what you need.” He unties her from the bed.


  My heart is thundering like crazy. There’s something so thrilling about being hidden here. This couple don’t know that I can see them, that I’m standing just a few feet away.


  It’s wrong, but I’m wet, just watching them. I can feel the low ache between my thighs, my nipples pulling tight and sharp.


  I cup my breast through my dress, softly stroking my nipple, trying to relieve the ache. It only makes me hotter as I hide behind the curtain and watch the couple through the hidden window.


  The blindfolded woman gets on her knees in front of the bed. The man yanks down his pants and drives his hard cock into her mouth. She licks along the length, moaning and gasping with pleasure. He buries his hands in her hair and sinks deeper. She cries out in pleasure around his thickness.


  My legs go weak. I’ve tried watching porn before, but I never found it did much for me. It was all bleached blonde girls with implants getting jackhammered by pumped up models. But this…


  This is hotter than anything I’ve seen before. They’re real, right here in front of me. Nothing staged, nothing pretend. Every touch, every kiss, every thrust of his cock is all for real, and I can’t help the way my body responds, so fucking turned on to see them.


  I imagine myself in her place, on my knees. A hand fisted tight in my hair as a thick hard cock takes its pleasure from my mouth. Rubbing against my tongue, pushing into my throat as I kneel helpless and bound. Loving every second of it and needing so much more.


  The man pulls his woman onto her feet. He picks her up in his arms and carries her to the bed, laying her down on her back again. He reties her hands to the slats of the headboard with the silken rope.


  “You’re so good to me, my darling. So beautiful,” he praises, his hand caressing the length of her body. “I want you to enjoy this.”


  He runs his hands over her skin, following them with his mouth in small nips and licks and kisses. His palms hold her down in place as she arches towards the teasing touch. She begs him for more and he ignores her, tweaking her nipple, nibbling along her collarbone, caressing her thighs.


  I imagine hands running over my naked body, pinching my nipples, rubbing my clit. His lips whispering praise and leaving kisses, licks, bites in their path.


  A moan slips past my lips.


  No! I clasp my hand over my mouth, horrified at the noise. But the couple on the other side of the window don’t react. They must not have heard me.


  I watch him slide down her body, leaving no skin untouched from his fingers and lips. She’s on fire, her voice only moans and half-finished cries. She writhes on the bed, body strung tight, forced to feel everything he gives her.


  He moves down between her splayed legs, and sucks a dark mark on her creamy thigh. He lifts her knees, opening her up before he leans in and licks up against her cunt.


  Holy shit, that’s hot.


  I watch him worship her pussy with his mouth, and all I can feel is the throbbing ache between my legs. My desperate need to be touched. My thighs slide, damp against each another as I try to find friction. Anything to satisfy the ache.


  A frustrated groan escapes my lips. I need more than the slick, unsatisfying slide.


  I need pressure. Friction.


  I need more.


  I reach down, squeezing my aching nipple tight with one hand as the other slides up my thigh. I slip my hand under my skirt. My panties are soaked through, and I press against them with a groan of relief. I’m desperate, aching, needing to satiate the throb—


  A man’s voice comes from behind the screen.


  “That’s it, sweetheart. Touch yourself.”


  TWELVE


  I freeze. Somebody’s watching me!


  I wrench my hand from under my skirt and spin around. There’s a dark silhouette behind the wooden grille that I swear wasn’t there when I entered the room.


  Somebody’s there. He’s seen everything.


  “Oh my god,” I gasp, mortified. My heart races and my skin is burning up in embarrassment. I can’t believe someone watched me spy on the other couple – and touch myself because I was so turned on.


  “Shh. It’s OK,” the man murmurs. His voice feels warm, familiar. But I know I’ve never heard it before.


  “Don’t be embarrassed,” he reassures me, sounding amused. “They can’t see you or hear you. They don’t know that you’re watching. You’re safe.”


  “Who are you? What are you doing?” I nervously ask. “I didn’t realize anyone was there.”


  I wonder if this is part of the club: every room has a hidden viewpoint for guests to keep watch on the people inside. But no, he said the people in the other room have no idea that I’m here. They can’t see or speak to me – and I can do both with this man.


  “I’ve been watching you,” he says, his voice thick with satisfaction. “I knew you’d like the club. All the naughty, dirty things people do. You’re a natural.”


  Realization hits me so hard my knees go weak.


  “It’s you,” I whisper, flooded with excitement. “ You’re here.”


  “I am, sweetheart,” he replies, his voice warm and teasing. “Surprise.”


  I catch my breath, trying to process this new twist in the game. Now I have a voice to put to the notes, but I have no idea who he really is.


  Still, knowing he’s there, just a few feet away from me, fills me with anticipation. This is the closest we’ve ever been. I can see him, hear him. And he could come into the room at any time.


  “I enjoyed your gifts,” I tell him, trying to sound casual. Like I’m wooed by sexy, mysterious strangers all the time. “You have good taste.”


  He chuckles. “You looked so beautiful when you came. Did you feel me there, watching you? Did you wish it was me fingering that slick pussy instead? Filling you up, stretching you wide open.”


  His voice washes over me in a sensual caress. I shiver with lust.


  “Yes,” I whisper.


  “I’m just getting started. Are you ready to play?”


  I gulp, then nod.


  “Good girl,” he says, and I can hear the tension of lust in his voice. “Now, I want you to touch yourself.”


  My stomach twists. I can hear it in his voice, he wants me. Needs me. As much as I need him.


  “Come here and touch me yourself,” I challenge.


  I lick my lips. My hard nipples rasp painfully against the lace of my bra, electrifying every nerve in my body. My pussy throbs as I wait for his response.


  Mr. X chuckles again. “Not yet, my pretty minx. Right now, I just want to watch.”


  I make a noise of disappointment and frustration. I need him to touch me, now. My body is aching, way past the point of just being turned on.


  I crave him. His hands. His tongue.


  His cock buried deep inside me.


  Another moan comes from behind the curtain, and this time, it seems to taunt me. She has a man giving her what she needs, and I can only stand here on shaking legs, craving that touch.


  “Open the curtain, Justine.” He orders me. “Watch them.”


  Almost as if in a trance, I push the curtain aside and look through the window. My breath catches at what I see.


  They’re on the bed, naked. The man has the woman on her back, her legs thrown up over his shoulders. He slams his thick cock inside her, so hard her back arches and she lets out a cry of pleasure.


  The sound ignites something inside of me, a deep craving instinct.


  Fuck, that’s hot.


  My fingers tighten on the skirt of my dress, dragging it up my legs. I’m so turned on, so aware of my body and the wetness aching between my thighs.


  “Touch yourself,” he murmurs from across the room. “Your pretty nipples are stiff, I can see. They’re begging for you to touch them, aren’t they?”


  I nod, my mouth dry. I’m turned on by his voice, and the X-rated scene in front of me, but still something holds me back.


  Should I do this? Touch myself while he watches?


  “Push your dress aside, sweetheart,” he orders me, his voice stronger now. “Touch your breasts, stroke them. Don’t think. Just let yourself feel.”


  As if under a spell, I find myself loosening the tie around my waist and pushing my dress off one shoulder. I’m wearing a silk bra underneath, and I tug the strap down my arm. A shock of cool air hit my bare breast, making me gasp, but it just adds to the sensual pleasure as I cup myself with my hand.


  I gently stroke the swollen skin. Mmm, that feels good. My nipple is tight, begging for attention, so I close my fingers around it and give a light tweak.


  Yes…


  “That’s it, sweetheart. You like it, don’t you?” His voice is hypnotic, low and smooth. “You love me watching you. Telling you what to do... Now squeeze harder.”


  His voice caresses my senses, and my hands follow his commands as if they have a mind of their own. I reach both hands to my breasts, and pinch and squeeze my puckered nipples. Pleasure strikes through me, straight to my core.


  “You’re doing so well, my dirty girl.” He sounds pleased. “Think about how next time I’ll be the one touching you.”


  I close my eyes, lost to the feel of my hands on my hot skin. I can feel the aching need twisting tight between my thighs as I press and squeeze my breasts.


  I don’t think, just feel, but even in the haze of pleasure, I throb for something more. The teasing is becoming too much— I’ve been turned on all night and now that I’m so close...


  My hand creeps lower, over my stomach. I have to ease the ache. I need to touch myself.


  “No, darling. Stop that,” he orders. My hand stills. “No touching that juicy cunt. Not yet.”


  It sounds like a challenge. Suddenly, the need to take control pulses through me.


  “Come here and stop me,” I tease him. I slide my fingers lower, down over my soaking panties. I press lightly and gasp. God, that feels so good!


  “I said stop.” His voice means business. “If you come before I say you can, then I’ll walk out right now and never come back.”


  “What if I want to be in control this time?” I ask, nudging the lace aside. My fingers sink into the wetness, and fuck, I want to come right now.


  “These are my rules, take them or leave them.” The reply is harsh. Then he softens. “Don’t you like giving in to my orders? Isn’t that what makes this such a thrill?”


  I pause. He’s right. This is already the sexiest, most sensual experience of my life – and it’s all because he’s the one calling the shots. I just have to trust he’ll make this good for me. He’s already proven he can blow my mind without laying a single hand on me.


  I pull my hand away, even though my body is screaming for more.


  “What do you want me to do?” I ask.


  The answer comes, thrillingly direct.


  “Take off your clothes.”


  THIRTEEN


  I do as he says.


  Carefully, I undo the sash and let my dress drop to the floor. I’m so turned on that even the feel of the fabric rippling over my skin makes me gasp with sensation.


  “Beautiful…” his voice is smoky with desire. “Turn around, let me see you.”


  I turn a slow circle, jutting my hip to show off my curves and the lace lingerie.


  “Lay down on the couch now, and spread your legs.”


  A shock of lust hits right between my thighs. I follow his order, arranging myself across the chaise lounge. It’s deliciously comfortable, the pillows propping my back up and putting me on display: my bra pushed down around my waist, and the scrap of thong underwear that doesn’t conceal anything at all.


  From his position, hidden behind the grille, he can see all of me, but I can only glimpse the shape of his outline through the screen. He could be anyone.


  This is so hot.


  “You look beautiful like that, sweetheart,” he whispers, voice heated with lust. “I want to taste you.”


  “Nothing’s stopping you,” I tease. I spread my thighs, showing him the view.


  He lets out a dark groan. “None of that now, minx. This is all about watching you. Maybe next time.”


  A thrill runs through me. Next time...


  “Hook your ankle over the back of the couch. Put your other foot on the floor. I want to see everything.”


  I follow his command. This experience feels surreal. So naughty. So hot. I can’t believe I’m doing this. I only know that I can’t stop.


  “That’s it,” he breathes. “Perfect.”


  I lay back, my head spinning. I have my legs spread wide. I’m completely open to him. Nothing is hidden.


  God, I need to be touched.


  As if he can hear my thoughts, he says, “Tell me how wet you are. Go on, touch.”


  My fingers graze down my stomach and over my hip. I reach the band of lace on my panties then I pause.


  “Don’t be shy, sweetheart,” he sounds amused. “Go ahead and stroke that tight little pussy for me. I know you’re dripping, begging for my cock to fill you up.”


  I shudder. I want to surrender. I want to lose control.


  My fingers roam lower. I slide across the wet fabric and dip lower, into the hollow of my cunt.


  “There you go. Just like that,” he breathes, his voice huskier now.


  The tip of my middle finger pushes the lace into my sensitive folds. It scrapes across my clit and I have to bite my lip to keep from gasping.


  Yes!


  “Don’t hold back. Let me hear you,” he orders. “Keep touching your breasts. Squeeze them while you rub that slick nub.”


  His dirty words only make me hotter. I reach with one hand to pluck and twist at my puckered nipples while the other presses down against my clit. Heat crashes through me. I arch my back off the chaise and moan, desperate for more.


  “What’s wrong, sweetheart? What do you need?” he asks.


  “More. I need more,” I manage to gasp.


  “Then take off your panties.”


  I race to pull them off, carelessly tossing them to the floor. I spread my thighs wide again, hooking my ankle high on the back of the couch.


  He can see every part of me and I don’t care. I want him to. I want him to see me with my bra bundled around my waist, my thighs and pussy slick with my own juices.


  “What are you waiting for, darling? Give your dripping cunt what it needs.”


  My hand trembles as I reach lower again. I slide my fingers over my clit, swollen and tender.


  “Yes. Good girl. Stroke it soft. Just like that. Now move your hand, up and down. Harder.”


  I follow his directions, running my fingers in circles around the sensitive nub, squeezing at my nipple with my other hand.


  I’m lost in a haze of pleasure and pure lust. His voice washes over me, like he’s the one touching me instead.


  “This is what you do to me. This craving you’re feeling right now. You drove me crazy at the club that night, you didn’t back down for a second. It was so fucking hot, watching you. The way you let me pleasure you, right in front of everyone.” His voice is hoarse now, panting as I stroke. “You liked it, didn’t you? Being forced to hide what a bad girl you are...”


  I rub my clit harder, caught up in the heat. In the forbidden, dirty words he’s murmuring.


  “Answer me,” he demands.


  “I loved it,” I stutter, my voice shaking. God, I’m close. My body is rising, twisting under my frantic fingers. “It was good.” I pant, trying to catch my breath. “So good.”


  “That’s my kinky girl,” he praises. “And how’s that sweet pussy now? Does it ache for your fingers? Does it need to be filled?”


  “So much. Please...” I beg, gasping. I’ve never needed anything the way I need his cock right now. I can imagine it. Hard and deep, driving me over the edge.


  “Not yet.”


  I curse in frustration, but that just makes him laugh. “Slide lower, baby. Stroke your lips.”


  I drag my fingers down to where I ache. I grind my palm against my clit and stroke my fingers along my entrance, caressing the hot wetness, impatient for more.


  “That’s it, sweetheart. Imagine it’s my fingers touching you.”


  I can hear my breathing turn rougher, feel my breasts move with each pant. God, it feels so good. But I need more. Why won’t he give me more?


  “Now push your finger in deep, feel how much you want my cock.”


  I moan with relief as I slide one finger inside. My walls clench hard around me, eager for more. I groan and shut my eyes.


  This is so fucking hot. I’ve never been this turned on before. His voice, his orders make me burn.


  “That’s right, finger yourself. Feel how soft and wet you are inside. Two fingers now, baby. Stretch that tight little cunt. ”


  I slam the second finger inside me, feeling the friction ignite. My other hand drags along the slick leather of the couch, searching for somewhere to hold. I push my fingers further inside, fucking myself harder and deeper with my hand.


  God, I’m close. My legs tighten, I can feel the shivers start in the base of my spine. I pump harder, desperate. I’m almost there...


  “Stop.”


  My whole body freezes.


  “You know the rules. Or do you want this to end?”


  I shake my head no. Absolutely not.


  I lay there, strung out, so close to the edge. I can hear the couple still fucking in the room next door. Her loud cries and moans, his deep grunts, the headboard slamming against the wall as he works her over.


  It’s pure torture.


  “Do you hear that, sweetheart?” he teases me. “Would you like me to fuck you like that?”


  “Yes,” I gasp, weak with need.


  “I saw you watching them,” his voice slips through my bloodstream like a drug. “Did it excite you, seeing her get spanked? I know it did, it was written all over your face. Is that what you want, to be tied down, and shown who’s in charge?”


  “Yes,” I whimper, past shame, past caring. All I feel is desire, hot in my veins. A desperate need.


  “You don’t need a whip or handcuffs to know, I’m the one in control here.” His voice turns harder, so fucking sexy I could die. “I tell you how I want it, I tell you when. You don’t come until I say you can, is that clear.”


  “Yes, yes. Please…” I gasp. I didn’t understand before, what would make those women beg the way they did. I thought it was just for show. But there’s nothing fake about the mindless need clawing low in my body, the way my pussy aches to be touched, filled, stretched wide open and fucked hard for days.


  The silence stretches. God, it’s more than I can bear. I listen to the ecstasy of the couple behind the curtains and pray with everything I have that he puts me out of this misery, and soon.


  Like an answer to my prayers, his voice comes again.


  . “I want you to fuck yourself on your fingers until you come,” his voice echoes through the stillness. “Now.”


  Heat rushes through me in a tidal wave and I nearly drown.


  I thrust my fingers deep, grinding my palm against my clit and plunging over and over, riding the waves of pleasure higher and higher. I grip on for dear life, moaning as my body writhes on the couch. Fuck, I’m almost there.


  “Do it, baby, stretch that tight little cunt wide open for me. Fill it up. Rub your clit until you come.”


  The friction, the stretch, the heat, the grind, his voice, it all builds and builds until I’m crying out for release.


  God, I’m almost there, but I need something more. I sob with frustration and need, until suddenly in the next room, a scream of ecstasy sounds. She’s coming; the sound of flesh slapping and male animal grunts echoes through the air, frenzied and totally out of control.


  My body constricts. Oh, god!


  “Come,” he commands. “Come for me.” And I break.


  Pleasure slams through me from deep inside, white hot, rushing out to the tips of my fingers, the end of my toes. Every muscle goes taut as the waves crash through me, so intense I think I’m going to pass out. I hear another loud scream, and realize it’s my own voice, crying out with release as my body breaks apart.


  When I surface, the room is still dark. Silence.


  Holy shit! I’ve never come that hard in my life, not with a partner, and definitely not solo. Damn. That was a life affirming orgasm.


  I stretch out, feeling my muscles glow with my climax. I feel fucking amazing. So satisfied. Who’d have guessed masturbation could get me off like that?


  He did.


  I sit up, looking over at the grille. I clear my throat. I don’t know what to call him.


  “Uh, hello?” I ask.


  There’s silence.


  “Hello?” I call again. I get up on shaking legs and move closer, but there’s no shadowed silhouette behind the grille. The confessional space is empty.


  He’s gone.


  CHAPTER TEN


  I leave the club in a daze. My legs are unsteady, and my head is spinning from what just happened: the most seductive, thrilling, dirty sexual experience of my life.


  How does this guy know to push my limits like this? It’s like he can read my mind, and knows all my deepest fantasies.


  Back at the apartment, I run a bath in the massive marble tub and fill it to the brim with expensive bath bubbles. I pour myself a glass of whiskey from the stocked bar in the corner, and gently ease into the steaming hot water.


  Mmmmm….


  I take a sip of the deep amber liquid in my glass, warming my body from the inside out. Slowly, I relax back in the water and let the night replay in my mind.


  I feel incredible.


  Even now, away from the dark seclusion of the club, I don’t feel embarrassed by all the things he made me do tonight. In fact, it turns me on all over again. I remember watching the couple as they fucked. Displaying myself to him on the chaise. Having him watch me as I pleasured myself.


  Wow.


  I shiver, still feeling his eyes burning on my skin.


  I submitted to his desires without shame. It was so hot to have a stranger in control like that. I wanted - needed - to please him.


  I’ve never been pushed so far, never given up so much power to one man. I’ve always been the dominant one in the bedroom, always the one to call the shots and make the decisions. But with just a few words, this mystery man convinced me to give up everything and do things that I’ve only ever fantasized about. But more than that, he showed me things I never knew about myself.


  How far I’ll go for pleasure. How fucking amazing it feels to surrender.


  And now that I’ve had a taste, I want more.


  My thoughts wander to the voice, the man, behind the screen. He watched me from the shadows as I opened myself up to him and let myself go. His voice teased me, challenged me. The dark tone and deep resonance was so sexy as he whispered instructions for me to do dirty, delicious things to my body.


  I didn’t recognize the voice of the man behind the screen. And his shape was obscured by the shadows and the grille.


  But I have to know him… Don’t I?


  He feels familiar, more than someone who stepped out of my darkest fantasy. I feel like I know him in real life.


  But who?


  I think about the men I know in New York City. Is one of them my gift giver, the man who knows all my darkest fantasies?


  My first thought goes to Ashton. I know from our one night together in law school that he has the imagination and dirty mind to dream up this game, but it’s not possible. His British accent is unmistakable. My mystery man is American. It’s not Ashton’s voice, I’m certain of that.


  I feel a pang of disappointment, but I push it aside. Ashton is different now, I remind myself: colder and more aloof. A stranger. He’s no longer the warm, friendly Ash I knew from grad school. And Ash couldn’t do a passable American accent if his life depended on it.


  So if it’s not Ashton, then who can it be?


  My client, Adam, seems too nice, too sincere and honest to be Mr. X. He’s cute, sure, but he’s more the vanilla sex kind of guy, not diamond keys and sex clubs. But I could be wrong. Adam could have a dirty streak a mile wide hidden behind his nerdy t-shirts and floppy hair. Because, really, don’t all nerds have a Princess Leia bondage fantasy tucked deep dark inside?


  Then there’s Paul, Adam’s brother. At first I ruled him out, since we didn’t meet until after the first gifts arrived. But then I stop and think about it for a second.


  Maybe Adam mentioned me before I arrived in NYC. I’m easily searchable on the internet. There are pictures - great pictures, if I do say so myself - out there for anyone to find if they looked.


  I think back to the club the night I met Paul. I was pretty distracted, with that butterfly buzzing in my panties, but I remember him being good-looking and smart. He was handsome in a stiff, overly serious way. But there was also a darkness to him, an intensity in his gaze behind the buttoned up, dry exterior. I bet he’s a freak just waiting to be unleashed. And maybe, just maybe, he’s already let the beast out.


  And then there’s Cam… I’ve only met him a few times with Keely. He’s always seemed like a blank slate to me, cool and polite, rather distant. I’ve never gotten a good read on his personality, but there’s always been a hint of interest in his eyes. Like he’s sizing me up for something more.


  Or it could just be my imagination, wishful thinking on my part. Because that man is hot.


  I just hope it’s not one of the other guys I’ve met here in town. That asshole lawyer, Greyson Werthers, Kellan, or possibly one of the paunchy middle-aged lawyers Ashton surrounds himself with. The thought makes shudder.


  Gross.


  My thoughts drift back to Ashton. He’s the only one of them I really know, and the more I think about it, the more I realize that this game is just his style.


  I remember the war stories we would trade during those late nights studying, all the crazy things he did with girls. Like the time he told me about how he met some girl at Mardi Gras. She blew him on his balcony over Bourbon Street with hundreds of people partying oblivious down below.


  When he told me, I got so turned on. I sat there pretending to study, but all I could think about was what it would be like if I were that girl: on my knees with his cock buried deep in my throat. All those people nearby, and any one of them could just look up and see…


  I’d had to make an excuse and leave, I was so hot. I ducked into the library bathroom and got myself off, rubbing furiously as I imagined Ash’s hands gripping tight on the back of my head, his thick cock sliding between my wet, hungry lips…


  The memory blurs into fantasy now. I sink deeper in the tub, sliding my fingers through the bubbles, stroking across my soapy, sensitive breasts.


  My nipples stiffen. My body shivers.


  I slide my fingers lower under the water, over my stomach and down between my thighs.


  There…


  I exhale in bliss and sink lower in the tub, touching myself in slow, easy strokes. I’m still tender and sore from earlier, but now my fingers are soothing, caressing that tight bundle of nerves until the pleasure ripples through my body in gentle waves.


  A loud noise cuts through my haze. My cellphone ring. Dammit!


  I drag my fingers from my pussy and search by the bathtub for my phone, trying to make the sound turn off. I hit the wrong button and accidentally accept the call.


  “Hello?”


  Shit.


  “Hello?” My reply is breathless. I’m still so close—


  “Justine?” A familiar British accent says from the speaker, shocking me out of my pleasure. “Are you OK?”


  You have got to be kidding me!


  It’s Ashton on the other end of this call. And he caught me naked in the bath getting myself off to a memory of him.


  I come crashing back to earth. I scramble out of the tub, grabbing the towel to cover myself even though I know he can’t see me.


  “JJ? You there?”


  “Sorry. Yeah. I was, um… busy. Did you need something?” I add quickly. My heart is racing and my body is still screaming out for release. “It’s kind of late.”


  “Right.” He clears his throat. There’s an odd tone in his voice that I can’t decipher. “I was calling about our deposition tomorrow. I just had an important meeting pop up at the last minute.”


  This is what he interrupted my orgasm for? “We can’t reschedule. Not with the timeline you put us on.”


  He chuckles, “I know, JJ. Don’t get your knickers in a twist.”


  I wonder what he’d say if he knew I’m not wearing any knickers.


  “Since we can’t push it, how about we take our meeting on the road? You can depose me while I’m on my way.”


  I quickly run through my schedule in my head. We don’t have time to delay, I have to keep pushing them. Lawyers love to run cases into the ground with delays and continuances, but Adam doesn’t have the resources to keep this up for long – and my bosses in LA won’t let me stay out here forever.


  “Fine.” I agree in a clipped voice.


  “Don’t sound so gloomy, JJ. I promise we’ll have fun.”


  “Being stuck in a car with you while you go to some meeting? Sounds like a blast.”


  He chuckles. The warm sound sends a zing of pleasure through me, making my nipples tighten. “Don’t knock it ‘til you try it, darling.”


  His words spark a memory. I smile. “That’s what you said last time. And if I remember correctly, it ended with me running for my life through a field of cow shit while being chased by an angry bull.”


  He laughs. “You should have seen your face...”


  “When?” I protest, giggling. I walk to the bedroom and sit down on the bed. “When I was running from the two thousand pound steak? Or when you were laughing so hard helping me over the fence that you dropped me on my ass in a cow patty?”


  “God, it took me weeks to get that smell out of the upholstery...” Ash sighs.


  “Boohoo. That was my favorite skirt. Ruined.”


  “Yeah... I really liked that skirt.” Ash’s voice is full of amusement. “I went into mourning after it died. I remember when I’d follow you up the stairs, if I looked just right, I could see--”


  “Hey!” I protest, laughing.


  “You asked!” He chuckles, completely unashamed. I can’t help but laugh with him.


  For a moment, it feels like I have my best friend back. God, I’ve missed this. Missed him.


  I lay back on the soft mattress and close my eyes, listening intently to the other side. I can hear him breathing on other end of the phone.


  “I’ve missed this, JJ.” His voice is low and sincere. It sends a shiver down my spine—until I remember what’s brought us back together.


  He’s on the other side, and after the way he treated me in the boardroom during our last meeting, I can’t forget that he’s playing dirty.


  I sit up with a jolt. “I’ll see you tomorrow then,” I say in a clipped voice.


  “Right.” Ash recovers his business-like tone. “Nine AM sharp. Oh, and JJ? You should dress casual. Leave those sexy skirts at home this time. ”


  He hangs up before I can give him a piece of my mind.


  Did that just happen?


  He seriously just told me what to wear, like he has any kind of right at all?


  Jackass!


  I was planning on going to bed, but there’s no way I can relax now. I pull on a fluffy robe and grab my laptop, curling up in the living room with my case files. I’m determined to beat Ash, but I can’t get halfway through a legal brief without my frustration and anger boiling up again.


  Dammit. How does he still get under my skin? History is one thing, but the chemistry between us is still undeniable. It makes it even harder to accept that everything has changed. We used to get along so well, but now it’s all tense, awkward pauses and angry barbs.


  I wonder, would it be different now if he’d called?


  That night we spent together before he went back to England, I always said that it was a one-time thing. Scratching an itch, inevitable once you’ve put two red-blooded people together for so long. But our lives were heading in opposite directions. He had to go back to England and run his family business. I had to go start my career to become a hotshot lawyer.


  Still, it hurt like hell to never hear from him again.


  I always told myself it was for the best. Long-distance was the last thing either of us wanted, and even if we would have been able to make it work for a while, we were both way too opinionated and demanding to last for long. We would have crashed and burned. And that would have hurt.


  Even more than this situation hurts now?


  I shake the thought away. I’m not hurt, I’m competitive. And Ash can play all the mind games he wants, but I’m not giving up without a fight.


  There’s a knock at the door.


  I check my phone. Almost midnight. Who would be dropping by this late?


  Then I remember my mystery man. I quickly tie the robe and hurry across the room. I glance through the peep hole, but there’s no one waiting in the hall.


  Weird.


  I check again, then unlock the door and cautiously open it. There’s no one to be seen, but then my eyes fall on the table by the door.


  There’s another gift box waiting for me.


  I take it and shut the door behind me, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.


  I carefully undo the ribbon and lift the lid open.


  Inside the box is a beautiful black silk blindfold.


  The message on the card reads,


  Soon.


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  “When you said we’d take our deposition on the road, this isn’t what I thought you meant!”


  I yell to be heard over the sound of the engine. We’re flying around an empty racetrack at top speed, so fast the world is just a blur outside the window. Ash grips the steering wheel tight, laughing as he pushes the engine even higher.


  150…. 170… 200…


  Holy shit!


  I grip my safety strap tight and send up a silent prayer that I’m not about to go out in a fireball of glory. For the first time, I wish I had followed Ash’s instructions and worn something casual. I dressed in my sexiest skirt and silk blouse just to spite him, with three-inch heels for good measure. Now, I’m crammed in the modified passenger seat of a real-life NASCAR race car, with a huge helmet crushing my hair and a headset probably smearing my makeup.


  “Having fun?” Ash’s voice comes over the headset. He takes a curve so fast it makes my stomach lurch.


  I’m too young to die! I want to go out when I’m old and grey, after a lifetime of great sex and extra bacon on the side.


  Ash wrenches the wheel and we go flying around another bend. “Relax,” he laughs, his voice coming out static in my ears. “I thought you loved speed.”


  “Speed yes. Dying in a fireball, no.”


  Ash just laughs. But as he keeps driving, I realize he’s focused on the road. He knows when to hit the gas and when to ease off to keep the car under control.


  He’s done this before.


  My panic turns to excitement. I’ve never gone this fast before, and Ash is right, I love the speed. It’s exhilarating and crazy, but just as I’m starting to enjoy myself, Ash slows down and heads back towards the pit.


  We come to a stop, and I take off my helmet.


  “So this was the important meeting you couldn’t miss?” I say, getting out of the car. Ash doesn’t seem like the kind of guy to play hooky for the fun of it.


  “One of my companies is in auto engineering,” he replies with a grin. Out of the office, he’s sexier than ever in jeans and a simple grey t-shirt that pulls just right across his arms and chest. The Ray-Ban Wayfarer sunglasses add just a hint of California and for a moment, as he turns away and the sun shines on his dark hair, he looks just like my Ash.


  “We’re developing a new suspension system. Did you feel the fishtail on the turns?”


  I nod.


  “That’s the big flaw in the current models,” Ash explains, looking over the car. “You lose control too easy, it can cause a lot of crashes. If I throw enough money into research and development, our new design could revolutionize racing as we know it.”


  “How much money are we talking about?” I ask curiously.


  “The R&D is one thing, but to really do it right I need to buy a racing team. You have to test conditions, and we can’t risk sharing our proprietary technology with anyone else.”


  “Just…buy a race team,” I echo, dazed. I knew Ash was in the big leagues now, but this is crazy!


  “So all in, maybe seventy-five million,” Ash finishes with a casual shrug. “But if we get the new system right, sky’s the limit. We can license to every major automobile manufacturer in the world. It’ll become the new gold standard for safety.”


  I’m still reeling. Seventy five million dollars?


  “What if you fail?” I counter. “It sounds like a huge risk.”


  He chuckles and takes a moment to remove his sunglasses and hook them into the collar of his shirt. “Well, then. I guess we’ll just call it a really expensive hobby.” Ash gives me a wink, every inch the carefree playboy with money to burn.


  But I don’t buy it.


  “You’re throwing around an enormous amount of money for something that might work.” I remind him. “That’s not a hobby.”


  “You’re right, it’s a huge amount of money. And it’ll definitely hurt my wallet if it goes south. But people die out there on the track every year because of flaws in their machines. I have the money to develop the technology that would stop those deaths, help keep those drivers safer. Don’t you think I should?”


  In that moment, he’s completely my Ash again. He’s full of passion and excitement, trying to change the world and make it a better place. He doesn’t look anything like that soulless robot in an Armani suit that sat across from me in the boardrooms and meetings this week.


  “Maybe we won’t be successful,” he continues, looking fired up. “But maybe we will, and one day, our technology will be used to save some family who have a blowout going seventy on the interstate. Somebody told me once,” he adds, giving me a look, “money doesn’t matter, it’s what you do with it that counts.”


  That someone was me.


  “Trying to save the world a million dollars at a time?” I ask with a wry grin. Seeing him like this is so bittersweet that it hurts.


  “Something like that,” he smiles back. The wind blows, mussing his hair, and he looks exactly like the twenty-seven year old man I nearly fell in love with. “Now, are you ready for lunch?”


  “Lunch?” I snap out of my memories. “Not so fast, mister.” I flash him a grin, and hold out my hand for the keys. “It’s my turn to drive.”


  By the time Ash leads me to the owner’s box up in the stands, my heart is racing nearly as fast as the car I just pushed through those turns.


  “Driving a real car after this is going to be such a let-down,” I groan, adrenaline pumping in my veins. “I’m going to get so many tickets for speeding now.”


  Ash laughs. “What do you drive back in LA? No, let me guess,” he adds. “Hmm, a Shelby Cobra?”


  “How did you know?” I gasp in surprise.


  “You couldn’t shut up about that car,” Ash reminds me, grinning. “You said, when you got your big job, it would be the first thing on your list.”


  “Well, I was right. It was a present to myself after my first big bonus,” I explain, remembering how happy I was driving off the lot that day. “I needed something to blow all those fancy sports cars in Beverly Hills off the road.”


  “And I bet you look good doing it.” Ash is opening a door for me as he says it. I pause, thrown by the compliment. I look up straight into the full force of those magnetic blue eyes. He’s standing just inches away from me, his lean, muscular body so close I can feel the heat radiating from him.


  Damn, he’s sexy.


  I force myself to break the stare. I step into the box, set up at the top of the grandstand with a view of the track. It’s bright, modern, and airy with framed photographs of past winners on the walls and a table set for two with white linens and silver tableware.


  “Fancy,” I tease, walking over to the table. I reach for the chair, but Ash beats me to it. He pulls it out, waiting for me to sit. “A place like this, I was expecting hot dogs and beer.”


  “You read my mind.”


  Ash lifts the silver warming dishes to reveal two plates with gourmet burgers and fries. “And, the finishing touch,” he says, pulling a cold beer from the ice bucket.


  “You think of everything,” I smile.


  He takes a seat and I study him. He looks relaxed, like this is a date rather than a business meeting. In fact, this whole outing has felt like a date. But I push that thought to the side. It’s probably one of the tactics that got him where he is today: charm the pants off his opposition and lull them into submission.


  But I won’t fall for his games.


  “Are we going to talk about the case?” I ask, getting down to business. “Or was the whole point of this to show me that you have more money than God? Because I don’t care how deep your pockets are,” I add. “My client deserves what’s rightfully his.”


  “I’m not trying to prove anything.” He chuckles before taking a bite of his burger. “Eat up,” he urges. “Or have you turned into one of those girls who only picks at salad?”


  I narrow my eyes. “I eat what I want.” I’m tempted to leave my food untouched, just to prove a point. Then I feel my stomach rumble. Maybe not.


  I take a bite. Of course, it’s the best damn burger I’ve ever had. I carefully dab the corner of my mouth with the edge of my thumb and then suck the juice off before I can stop myself, closing my eyes to savor the taste. When I look up, Ash is watching me, tense. Good.


  “So, why did you bring me here?” I ask again. “Really.”


  “Maybe I was curious,” his smile turns intimate. “Maybe I just wanted to get you out of the office and find out what you’ve been doing the past couple years.”


  I snort. “Or maybe you want to dazzle me with your fancy cars and bottle service so I’ll be intimidated into dropping the lawsuit.”


  “Real fancy.” Ash holds up a french fry with a smirk.


  I shake my head. “Come on, be straight with me. You may not respect me, but you owe me that much.”


  Ash frowns. “I do respect you. I brought you here because I wanted to show you what I do. I’m not the bad guy here. Buying ideas, buying companies, making them work, that is my job. I’m not trying to screw people over.”


  “You’re not?” I shoot back. “Because my client is feeling pretty sore right about now.”


  Ashton leans back and studies me with a smile. “You haven’t changed, have you, JJ? Still as passionate and fiery as ever.”


  “I’m still me,” I glare. “You’re the one who got replaced by a heartless robot.”


  “Is that what you think of me?”


  Our eyes lock. I swear I see regret in his expression.


  “I don’t know what to think,” I shoot back. “It’s been years. I don’t know you at all anymore.”


  He looks away. “I guess I deserved that.”


  There’s silence for a moment. I pick at my food. My appetite is gone, there’s too much tension here between us.


  “So fill me in.” Ash’s voice comes at last. I look up. “What have you been doing these past few years?”


  Fine. “Took the Bar exam, passed the Bar exam. Got a job. Moved to L.A. Worked. The end. Does that cover it? Now stop dodging my questions,” I answer. “Why are you so determined to shut Adam out of the company? It’s his work too, he sweated blood for that program, and now you and his sleazeball ex-roommate are stealing it out from under him.”


  Ash arches an eyebrow. “Has it even crossed that stubborn head of yours that maybe Adam Granger is lying to you?”


  I tense up. “I could ask you the same thing. What if I’m right and Kellan Williams is a lying, thieving sociopath who pulled the wool over your eyes?”


  “All the evidence—“ Ash tries to talk, but I interrupt him.


  “There is no hard evidence that Kellan wrote the program either. He just happens to have the files. But why do you think he’s so hell-bent on releasing the program as soon as possible? VideoMine is years ahead of its time. There’s no other competition even close to it out there.”


  Ash looks at me for a long moment. “Find me evidence,” he says at last. “Find me one shred of real proof that you’re right and I’ll drop everything - Kellan, the launch, VideoMine, everything.”


  I pause. Is he for real?


  “You promise?” I ask.


  “I swear.” Ash’s gaze turns intense. I want to believe him, believe in his integrity, but then I remember the last promise he made to me. I’ll call as soon as I get settled back home.


  Look how that turned out.


  I give him a cool glare. “I don’t need your word,” I tell him, pushing my plate away. “I have the law on my side. And the law says you better get that checkbook ready, because you’re going to be paying through the roof.”


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  Ash drives us back to the city in his regular car. I sit, silent in the passenger seat, thinking about the past. One question keeps nagging at me, and after thirty miles of uncomfortable silence, I let it out.


  “Why didn’t you call?” I ask. “Back then, after grad school. I get that you didn’t want a relationship, but I was still your friend.”


  Ash takes a deep breath. He stares straight ahead at the road, but I see a flicker of tension in his jaw.


  “I wanted to,” he replies at last. “I didn’t plan to cut you off like that. But… Things just don’t always work out the way we plan.”


  I wait.


  “Life got complicated fast once I got back to England,” he tries to explain. “My father passed away before I had even unpacked my suitcases. Everyone fell apart. My younger brother was no use, he was off partying in the South of France. It was all down to me to get the estate in order and take over the company.”


  I feel a surge of sympathy. “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize.”


  “How could you?” Ash sighs. “The truth is, I wanted to call you. You were probably the only person who could have made me feel better about the whole mess.”


  “So why didn’t you?” I venture. I’m still confused. “I would have been there for you if I’d known.”


  He shakes his head. “I just wanted to block it all out. It was like you represented everything I’d lost when I had to take on the mantle as head of the family. My dad made such a mess of things. It took me a year to turn the company into what I wanted it to be, and then there was another mess that I had to take care of…” he stops, his face darkening. Then he shakes it away.


  “The point is, JJ, I really wanted to call you. But by the time things settled down, and I could, it was too late.”


  I catch my breath. He looks so sincere but I don’t know if I can trust him. It’s been too long.


  “It’s in the past,” I finally say. “We’ve both moved on.”


  “I guess we have,” he murmurs. For a second, I almost think he’s disappointed in my response.


  The miles slip past. I stare out the window.


  “Did you ever think about me?” His question breaks the silence.


  I glance at him. He’s still staring out at the road ahead. He looks disinterested in the answer but the white-knuckle grip on the steering wheel makes me wonder.


  The truth is simple. Admitting to it, though? Not so much.


  I think hard. Can I tell him the truth? Does he deserve it?


  “Yes.”


  I glance at him just in time to see a flash of something - relief? - pass over his face before he gives me a sweet smile and replies, “I’ve thought about you too, JJ. In case that wasn’t clear.”


  Our eyes lock for a split second and I know we can both feel it - the regret of missed opportunities, the loss of what we once shared. In that moment, I think we might be able to rebuild our friendship and find each other again.


  Then his phone rings and the moment is lost.


  Ashton hits a hands-free answer button on his dashboard. “Yes?” he demands.


  “It’s me,” the female voice is apologetic, and I recognize his secretary from back at the office. “I know you said not to disturb you this afternoon, but there’s a situation. With the Castleford case,” she adds hesitantly.


  Ash curses under his breath. He yanks the wheel, suddenly pulling off the highway and into a gas station parking lot. I jolt against my seatbelt as he screeches to a stop.


  “I have to take this,” he says abruptly, then gets out of the car and slams the door behind him.


  I flinch. Whoever this Castleford guy is, Ash isn’t happy.


  I watch as he paces away from the car and begins to argue with the caller. His back is tense and he looks furious as he starts to yell into the phone. I can’t hear anything through the glass, but I can tell how angry he is just by his body language.


  As I wait, I check my own phone to see if I’m behind on calls. There’s an unread text message waiting, I didn’t even hear it arrive.


  It’s from a blocked number. My mystery man.


  I want to touch you.


  In an instant, I’m transported miles away, back to the dark, sexy room in the club. Touching myself, him watching me. His voice, urging me on.


  My nipples stiffen. I feel a rush of heat between my thighs.


  I type back, Name the time and place. I’ll be there.


  Right as I press Send, the car door opens. Ashton slides back into his seat, his movements sharp with barely restrained aggression.


  “Everything OK?” I ask politely.


  He ignores my question. “Do you want to get dinner with me tonight?”


  I blink in shock. “What?”


  Ash looks at me directly. “Dinner. You, me. I know a great dim sum place on the edge of Chinatown. You’ll love it.”


  My head is spinning. What is he playing at? Is he asking me on a date?


  Then my phone vibrates in my hand. A new message flashes on the screen.


  Tonight.


  My heart stops.


  “JJ?” Ash prompts me, still waiting for my reply. “What do you say?”


  “I, um….” I race for an answer. Part of me wants to say yes to dinner. But I need Mr. X. I need to know who he is and why he’s playing this delicious game.


  “Oh.” Ashton catches on before I have a chance to say anything. “Do you have other plans?”


  “Actually, yes,” I admit.


  “Then some other night, perhaps?” he suggests smoothly.


  Relief crashes through me. “Sure. I mean, maybe.”


  “Who’s the lucky guy?” Ash asks, starting the engine again.


  I hide a smile. “You wouldn’t know him.”


  Because neither do I.


  Yet.


  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  I spend the rest of the afternoon in a tangle of anticipation and nerves. I can’t believe the wait is nearly over. I’m finally going to meet my mystery man.


  Tonight…


  I just wish his invitation hadn’t clashed with Ash’s invite to dinner. Then again, was it just a manipulation tactic? No. There were times today at the racetrack where it felt we were rebuilding the bridge between us. Healing old wounds. Once we stopped talking about the case, it was like we were our old selves again: friends, just hanging out and having fun.


  Admit it, you felt more than just friends…


  I push down the voice reminding me about our explosive chemistry, and how damn sexy Ash looked today. It’s a dead-end street even wondering about that. Our circumstances haven’t changed, the problems that kept us apart back then still exist. Now, they’re bigger than ever. It’s not just our different lives standing between us, but the fact we’re on opposite sides of the lawsuit that could change my career.


  But I have enough on my mind with my mysterious date tonight.


  I take my time dressing. I want to please him – seduce him this time. From the lingerie he sent me, I can tell he has good taste. I pick out silk stockings and a lacy garter belt, and slip into a black lace bra and matching panties.


  My body is tight with anticipation. I can imagine how good it’ll feel to have him finally touching me, teasing me. The lace scratches softly against my peaked nipples; the silk slides against my waxed smooth pussy.


  I’m already so hot, getting more turned on by the minute, and the night hasn’t even started yet.


  Visions dance before my eyes, all the things I’ve been waiting for. I need him to touch me. I need him to fuck me. I need his hard cock plunging deep inside me, filling me up. I need to hear that devil’s voice as he taunts me with every dirty thing he wants to do to me.


  I’ve already had the strongest orgasms of my life without him laying a single hand on me. How amazing will it be when he actually touches me? I shiver at the thought.


  I sit at the armoire and stroke on a few coats of mascara and eyeliner. When I’m done, I look in the mirror and see a woman ready to be taken. My skin is flushed. My eyes are bright with lust.


  I’m ready.


  I’m reaching for my dress when my cell phone rings. “Hello?” I answer.


  “Stop letting him use you,” the voice on the other end of the phone is angry, and I’m shocked out of my lust-fueled haze.


  “Who is this?” I pull the phone away from my ear to read the display. “Adam? What are you talking about?”


  “I heard about your trip to the race track with Ashton Pierce,” Adam continues, sounding upset. “Kellan left me a voicemail gloating about it.”


  I exhale with relief. “Is that all? You don’t need to worry—“ I start, but Adam cuts me off.


  “I am worried! That guy is a total snake. He lures you in and then when you think you’re safe - wham! - he bites you with his poisonous teeth.”


  I try not to laugh. “Don’t you think you’re being just a little dramatic?”


  “Not really,” he grumbles. “You’re not the one with your whole future on the line.”


  I realize he’s right. “It’s OK, Adam,” I say soothingly. “I’m not getting lured in by anyone, I promise. But you need to trust me to do my job and not let Kellan get under your skin.”


  There’s silence on the other end and then a heavy sigh.


  “You’re right. I’m sorry,” he says. “I’m just worried. He’s trying to charm you into letting your guard down,” Adam warns me. “He’s just waiting for the opportunity to pull the rug out from under us and win. And I do trust you, but it’s obvious there’s something going on between you. I don’t want you to get fooled. There’s too much at stake.”


  I open my mouth to deny it, but then I stop. There’s some truth in what he’s saying: I would never put up with Ash’s field trips and fancy dinners if he was anyone else.


  Is Ashton really taking me for a ride? Is my attraction for him so obvious? Am I failing my client? Jeopardizing my career?


  “Justine?” Adam breaks the silence. “Are you still there?”


  I take a deep breath. I need to figure out what’s going on with Ash, but my number one priority right now is damage control with Adam: before he walks off and finds another lawyer.


  “Did you ever think that I’m the one playing him?” I ask. “We’re old friends from law school, I know how his mind works. If I can stay close, then maybe I’ll find a gap in his armor.”


  The silence tells me that thought hadn’t occurred to him.


  “You’re right,” Adam apologizes. “I’m sorry. It’s just... things are getting tight, money-wise. Everything’s on the line here.”


  “I understand that. Just let me do my job, OK?” I request.


  “Got it. I feel like such an asshole,” he replies.


  “Hey, I deal with assholes every day, and trust me, you’re nowhere near the top of the list.” We laugh. “It’s going to be OK.”


  I hang up and think about what he said. I know I calmed his fears, but maybe he has a point.


  Is Ashton trying to trick me into letting down my guard? Is he that ruthless? He seemed sincere when we talked today, but can I trust what he said? Can I trust him? Do I really know him anymore?


  My phone beeps with a new text from the blocked number. My mystery date. In an instant, all worries of Adam and Ashton and the lawsuit disappear.


  This is it. My hand shakes with adrenaline as I open the message.


  Leave your door unlocked. Put on the blindfold and wait for me.


  I want you naked on the bed on your hands and knees.


  Holy shit!


  A bolt of lust strikes through me, so hard my legs go weak.


  Let him inside my apartment? Wait here, naked and exposed, for him to do whatever he wants?


  My pulse races at the thought. But I hoped tonight I’d finally meet the man behind the invitations. He’s ordered me to wear a blindfold, which means I still won’t know who he is.


  Do I want to give up that control?


  Who are you? I text back.


  A moment, then his reply comes.


  No more questions.


  Think carefully before you leave the latch up.


  Once I walk through that door, you will do everything I say.


  I catch my breath, and then another message arrives.


  Your safeword is peaches.


  A safeword.


  Just the idea makes my heart pound in my chest and a torrent of heat rush to my pussy. I’ve never used a safeword before. I’ve never done anything extreme enough to need one.


  Just what is this guy planning?


  I think back to the club, and all the sexy, wild things I saw. Spanking… Bondage… Toys…


  The thought makes me wet, but still, I hesitate. If I let him inside my apartment, it means that I agree to do anything and everything he says.


  He wants me to wear the blindfold, so I still won’t know who he is. I won’t be able to guess what he’ll do next. I won’t know how he’ll touch me until his hands are already there.


  He’ll have complete control.


  Can I do this? Can I trust him to keep me safe?


  I remember how he instructed me to touch myself at the club. How his voice washed over me and put me into a hazy trance of pleasure as I followed his instructions. He was so commanding, so masterful at pushing me to the edge.


  Everything he has done has brought me pleasure. Amazing, mind-blowing pleasure.


  He’s shown me again and again that he knows me and my body better than anyone I’ve ever been with. He knows what turns me on. He knows my deepest, darkest desires.


  And he’s never pushed me too far.


  The thought reassures me. It might be crazy, but I feel like I can trust him. And he wouldn’t have sent the safeword if he wasn’t going to respect my limits. He’s put the power in my hands to stop him any time I like.


  In an instant, I decide.


  I want this. I don’t care how crazy it is, I need to feel this man’s hands on me before I lose my mind.


  I walk over to the door and lift the latch.


  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  Oh my god, this is really happening.


  My heart is racing as I double check to make sure the door is unlocked. I dim the lights in the living room and light some candles along the hall to show him where to find me.


  The bedroom is waiting: crisp linens on the huge king size bed, and recessed lights that glow softly. I open my nightstand and find the box he sent earlier, the one holding the black silky blindfold.


  My gaze goes to the other gifts nestled in the drawer: the butterfly vibrator and the diamond key to the club.


  I shiver with excitement. Each experience has been better than the last. The butterfly vibrator at the bar was thrilling and playful. The night at the club pushed me way out of my comfort zone – and showed me a wild and illicit pleasure. I can’t imagine anything better, but I know, tonight is going to top both of them.


  I can’t wait.


  He asked me to be naked, so I undress, filled with anticipation. I slide off my bra, my breasts already so sensitive that my nipples pucker at the cool night air. I strip my panties off and slide my fingers over my skin, down between my thighs.


  I’m wet and aching for him.


  I stroke myself slowly, but then I stop. I want him to be the one to touch me, his hands caressing my naked body.


  My garter belt and stockings are the last garments left. I reach to unclasp them, then pause, feeling a flash of wicked disobedience. He’s in control tonight, but I still want to show him I don’t surrender easily.


  I leave them on. I have a feeling I’ll enjoy my punishment.


  Now there’s nothing left to do. My pulse kicks as I climb onto the bed and crawl to the center of the huge, plush mattress. The sheets are cool on my skin as pick up the blindfold and carefully tie it over my eyes.


  My world goes dark.


  Damn, this is sexy. I lean forward and balance my weight on my hands and knees. The apartment is silent, the only sound I can hear is my heart as it pounds in my chest. Soon he’ll be here. This is the wildest thing I’ve ever done.


  The seconds tick past, adding to my anticipation. Somehow, the wait just makes me more excited. This isn’t some crazy experiment in the heat of passion. It’s deliberate and planned. And hot as hell.


  Here in the dark behind the blindfold, all my other senses are heightened. I can feel the cool softness of the sheets beneath my skin, and the whisper of night air from the open window in the next room. My body is tense, wound tight, every part of me screaming out for his touch.


  My breasts hang heavy, swaying with every small movement. My nipples are stiff, waiting for his fingers to pluck them, his mouth to close around them in a sharp suck.


  I shift my weight, spreading my knees wider and pushing my ass up in the air. I can’t see a thing, but I know I’m on display, everything bared to whoever walks into this room.


  God, I can’t take this much longer. I’m hot, wet, aching. Desire pulses through me, stronger with every breath, throbbing at my core. I’ve been waiting for this moment ever since I unwrapped that first invitation, and now it’s driving me crazy. He told me to be patient, back at the club, but I’m tired of waiting.


  I want him so bad.


  I wonder what he has planned for me tonight in that kinky mind of his. From what I saw at the club, the possibilities are limitless.


  I’m already blindfolded. Will he gag me? Or tie me up?


  My mind races with images of silk scarves, tight leather straps, or the cold unyielding metal of handcuffs holding me bound to the bed.


  What if he wants to spank me? Do I want him to? My pulse kicks at the idea.


  Yes.


  Maybe he’ll have toys? A dildo that he pumps into me again and again until I can’t take it anymore and pass out from pleasure. Or he could have nipple clamps that he holds onto as he fucks me deep and hard from behind.


  God yes.


  My breath goes shallow. I’m inhaling in short gasps. My skin feels hot and prickling, and that ache between my thighs is crying out for more.


  A hand. A mouth.


  A hard driving cock.


  My imagination runs wild with the possibilities. The seconds stretch into minutes and I soon lose track of time, lost in a trance of sensuous anticipation. I wait in the darkness, listening for every creak and thump in the apartment, any sign that he’s arrived.


  Silence.


  Goosebumps prickle my skin. I clench, needing release so bad. How much longer will he make me wait? How long will he keep me in this state of torturous arousal?


  Then, out of the darkness, I suddenly hear his voice.


  “That’s right, darling. Spread your knees wider. Show me your sweet, juicy cunt.”


  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  My heart stops.


  Oh my God.


  He’s here. In this room, just inches away from me.


  The reality crashes in around me in a tidal wave of hot desire and illicit thrill. I can’t believe I’m really doing this: waiting naked on my hands and knees while a total stranger looks at me – examines every inch of my bared flesh.


  “How long have you been watching me?” I ask, fighting to keep my voice steady. But inside, I’m a mess of excitement and nerves.


  “Long enough.”


  His voice is behind me. I instinctively turn to where I think he is in the room.


  “Did I say you could move?” his voice comes sharply.


  I freeze. My heart pounds. He’s not messing around.


  I wait, not daring to move a muscle, hanging on his next words.


  “The first rule of tonight is that you only move when I say you can. Do you understand?”


  I start to nod, then realize it would be disobeying him. “Yes,” I say quickly. “I understand.”


  His voice turns silky. “Good girl. Now, spread those legs wider. I want to get a better look at your delicious pussy.”


  The words flood me with heat. This is different from the night at the club. Then, there was distance between us. The grille keeping him out of reach. Now, he’s so close he could touch me.


  And we are alone.


  I take a deep breath before slowly sliding my knees wider.


  “Delicious,” the man murmurs. “You look so slick and juicy. Good enough to eat.”


  My stomach twists.


  Please. Yes.


  I lift my hand and reach for the mask. “I could take this blindfold off and watch you,” I say, flirty.


  He grabs my wrist. I gasp from the sudden contact.


  “No.” His voice is as firm as his grip, a strong hand encircling my wrist. It doesn’t hurt, but keeps me in place. “That’s rule number two. If you take off the blindfold, then I walk out right now. Do you want that?” he demands, “Do you want this to stop?”


  My heart is racing just from the simple touch. My body begs for more.


  Hell no, I don’t want this to stop.


  “No,” I whisper. “I’ll keep the blindfold on.”


  He releases my wrist, stroking up my arm and across my back. I shiver, sparks flickering through my body as he slowly caresses down my spine.


  “And what’s your safeword?” he murmurs.


  “Peaches.” I blush.


  “That’s right, darling. Because I’ve been waiting to touch this peach of an ass.”


  He strokes over my bare ass cheek, squeezing and palming at the globe of flesh. I shudder. Damn, that feels good.


  He chuckles.


  “Darling, I haven’t even started yet. But you’re so ready, aren’t you? Tell me, are you wet?”


  I gulp, my cheeks flushing.


  “Yes,” I whisper, safe in the darkness.


  “Damn right you are.” His voice is a growl of possession. “I bet you touched yourself, waiting for me. I bet you rubbed that tight little clit and fantasized about my cock fucking you, hard and deep and relentless.”


  I stifle a moan. Fuck, his words are so dirty. So hot.


  He squeezes my ass again. “Look at you, spread for me. You’re so fucking beautiful.”


  I feel a glow.


  He slides his hand lower, delving between my thighs. His fingertips slide lightly over my pussy, barely touching me at all. I can feel the slick heat as he rubs gently in my wetness.


  “So wet,” his voice is approving. “Now let’s see if that sweet cunt tastes as good as it looks.”


  I catch my breath as he pulls his hand away. Is he really going to--?


  But when his touch comes a moment later, it’s against my mouth instead. His fingers, slick with my juices, slowly pushing into my lips.


  Holy shit.


  “Taste yourself,” he orders, sliding his fingers deep into my mouth. I shudder, licking them clean, tasting myself, sweet and tangy.


  I suck his fingers hard, and hear him groan.


  Good. I want to turn him on too, drive him half as crazy as he’s already making me.


  “That’s enough, darling.” He pulls them out. I feel strangely empty.


  He leans closer. I can feel the heat from his body, and the rasp of his voice as he whispers. “I’ve got plans for that beautiful mouth. You’re going to look so good choking down every inch of my cock.”


  This time, I can’t hold back my moan.


  He chuckles. “You like that, hmm? You want to suck my dick?”


  “Yes,” I gasp, trembling with lust. I want to suck him, and fuck him. I want him driving deep, claiming every part of me. “Let me taste you. It’s my turn.”


  “Not so fast.” He places one hand between my shoulder blades, holding me in place as his other hand caresses my ass. He lazily massages the cheeks, then glides lower to caress my inner thighs.


  I shiver. His touch is light, too light, but it still feels so good.


  “I’ve watched this body,” He strokes around and up the front of me, brushing over my clit in a whisper. I arch eagerly towards his hand but he’s already moved on, up my belly and over my tender breasts. “Watched the way you walk, the sway in these hips. Do you know how crazy you’ve made me?”


  Not half as crazy as he’s making me right now. My skin is tight, sensitive, every nerve focused on his roving hands. I never know where he’s going to touch next, or how he’ll touch, hard or soft, swift or lingering.


  It’s maddening, teasing me to the brink.


  “And these breasts. Damn, these breasts are a fucking work of art.” He sweeps over my chest again, too soft. “They’ll look even better with my cum dripping off your nipples.”


  I groan at the thought.


  “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Just wait, I’m going to fuck that juicy mouth of yours and then paint your tits with my cum.”


  He strokes again. I’m panting, needy, and just when I can’t take any more, he gives my nipple a sharp pinch.


  Pure pleasure. I cry out.


  He chuckles and gives another tweak, rolling the sensitive bud between his fingers before he soothes the sharp ache with light swirling touches.


  Holy shit.


  The heat is unbearable, flooding my aching pussy. My nipples are so sensitive now that even the smallest graze of his fingertip drives me wild. Then he gives the tender skin another sudden, hard twist.


  It’s too much. I pull back, whimpering in protest.


  Suddenly, I feel a crack of pain on my bare ass.


  SLAP.


  Oww! The sting shocks me. I jolt forward, gasping for air.


  “Rule number three,” he growls. “You take whatever I give you. No resistance. No complaints.”


  My head spins. “But—“


  “No complaints!” he cuts me off. “That was the deal you struck the moment you left that latch unlocked. Your body belongs to me now, up until the moment you use your safeword.”


  My stomach twists with panic. I want him, but this is getting way too real.


  Suddenly, I feel the heat of his body leaning over me again. He strokes my hair, such a tender gesture that it soothes my nerves. “Trust me,” he murmurs seductively. “I know how much you can take. I won’t hurt you.” He laughs softly, and I feel the rich warmth of his voice ripple through me. “Or when I do, only in a good way.”


  My body tingles. I’m curious now, I want to see what else he has in store. He palms my breast and I press up into his hand.


  “I’ll take that as a yes.”


  His touch moves lower, under the arch of my body and down between my thighs. “Yes,” I gasp, flooded with relief.


  “What’s that, sweetheart? What do you need?” he murmurs, his fingers rubbing sweet, soothing circles around my clit.


  Pleasure flows through me, too soft, but oh, so good.


  “I need you,” I manage.


  “Not yet, darling,” he murmurs. “You don’t want it enough.”


  Like hell I don’t. My clit is throbbing from his gentle caress, and my pussy aches to be filled, pounded, fucked hard and deep.


  I thrust against his hand, trying to speed his tortuous rhythm.


  Another slap cracks against my ass.


  Oww! I flinch in surprise and let out a yelp.


  “Rule number one.” His voice is steely and dominant. ”Don’t fucking move until I tell you to move.”


  I don’t have time to brace myself before he rains down a series of swift, sharp slaps.


  I jolt forward, gripping the linens in both fists as his hand cracks against my bare ass. The impact stings, radiating into me, mingling with desire and pleasure as I gasp for air.


  My head spins. My body clenches.


  How does this feel so good?


  “You follow my rules, or this is over.” He spanks me with a controlled rhythm, landing each blow in a different spot. The impact shatters through me, but then just as fast, it’s gone. “This is your final warning, Justine, do you understand?”


  I gulp.


  He spanks me again, harder. “Do. You. Understand?”


  “Yes!” I cry, feeling the wetness of tears rolling down my cheeks. I’m in shock right now, but there’s a thrill to it, too.


  How far will he push me?


  What more will he do?


  His hand stills, and then caresses me, soothing. “That’s my good girl,” he murmurs approvingly.


  My heart races. My whole body is on fire. His hand dips into my tight wetness, nudging against my core.


  I moan.


  “See, my sweet?” he whispers, rubbing gently around my clit. “I can show you the union of pleasure and pain. I can make your body feel things you never imagined.”


  He spanks me sharply as his other fingers press up hard against my clit, and my body breaks apart, exploding in pleasure as a swift, sharp orgasm claims me.


  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  Holy shit, what just happened?


  I come back down to earth in time to hear his deep breaths of pleasure, amused by my gasps of surprise. “I’ll allow you that one, but rule number four is that you don’t come until I say you can.”


  I gulp. How am I supposed to obey that?


  He starts stroking me again, and this time, I melt into it. My body is humming, the waves of pleasure receding, but I’m still aching for more. His hands roam my body, stroking and caressing every inch of skin, squeezing my nipples tight, caressing along my back and thighs and brushing lightly over my trembling clit.


  I writhe, feeling every nerve ending spark and catch light. I can’t believe it, but I’m close again. With each stroke of his hand, my pussy clenches tight in response, but he stays away from my aching center, like he knows that one touch will send me over the edge.


  I struggle to keep my hands on the bed, fingers curling into the sheets, wanting to reach back, just touch myself and plummet off the cliff into the ecstasy.


  “I know what you need,” his voice growls, possessive in my ear, “I know what you want. And if you’re a good girl, I’ll let you have it all.”


  “Yes,” I gasp, desperate. “Please. I’ll do anything you want.”


  Suddenly, his hands are gone. His weight missing from the bed.


  There’s silence.


  “What’s happening?” I gulp, alone in the dark of my blindfold. I want to twist my head around, but I’m frozen in place, his rules and threats still fresh in my mind. “Where are you?”


  “I’m not playing around anymore, Justine.”


  His voice is close. His tone is ragged with lust.


  “This is your last chance to stop me. Just tell me what you want.”


  I gulp.


  Does he understand what he’s asking? Giving up all control? Do I trust him that much?


  Yes.


  In that moment, something breaks free inside of me.


  I want to surrender. I want to submit. Anything, to feel his hands on me again.


  Suddenly, all of my worries and insecurities disappear. In the space of a heartbeat, I feel free, like I’m flying on the waves of his voice and the anticipation that still twists in my body, sharp and demanding.


  I swallow, wetting my dry throat before answering.


  “You. I want you.”


  I hear his quick intake of breath then his quiet steps approaching the bed.


  “So beg for me.” His voice crashes through me. “Beg for my cock, Justine. I want to hear you say it.”


  “Please!” I cry, louder. I don’t care that I’m totally at his mercy now. I’m lost in the white-hot rush of desire, the ache of my body. “Please. I need you, I need every inch of your cock. Do whatever you want to me, just fuck me right now!”


  I feel the bed shift again with his weight, and I feel like weeping with joy.


  “I thought I told you to be naked and ready for me.”


  His hand stills by the garter belt.


  I feel a rush of panic. “I’m sorry. I just wanted...” I search for the words, but I don’t know how to explain.


  “You wanted what? To be in control?” he demands, his nimble fingers unclipping the stockings from the garters before rolling one down my leg.


  I nod, embarrassed that I disappointed him. Shocked by how much I care.


  “And now?” He rolls the other stocking off. I never knew such a simple touch could be so electric, how the graze of his hands against my bare legs would make my pussy clench and my clit throb with desire.


  “You,” I moan. “You’re in control. I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”


  “That’s right,” he says, nipping my ear lobe. “Now. Get onto your back. Hands over your head. Then don’t move.”


  Eager to please him, I move into position. I lay down on my back and grip the pillow above me, arching my body. My legs fall wide open, and I shudder to think of him watching me, examining every inch of my wet, needy cunt.


  “I think it’s time I gave this pussy the attention it deserves.”


  My heart jumps. Yes.


  He strokes gently over my clit, rubbing a slow circle that leaves me panting.


  I whimper, rocking my hips towards his hand. He pulls away.


  “More, please,” I beg.


  “Quiet.”


  I clench my jaw, scared he’ll stop touching me. My hands fist in frustration, holding onto the sheets for dear life as he begins to rub and tease my clit, sending pleasure ricocheting through my whole body.


  Fuck, this is incredible!


  Every sense is overwhelmed by him. The soothing touch of his fingertips. The rumble of his deep voice. The scent of him, warm coffee and expensive cologne mixed with the spicy masculine scent that’s uniquely him.


  “Does this feel good, my sweet?” he murmurs, sliding his hand lower to nudge at my aching slit.


  I let out a moan.


  “Jesus, you’re even wetter now,” his voice thickens as he probes one fingertip inside. I arch up, eagerly clenching around the tiny intrusion.


  “Dammit, you’re just begging to be fucked, aren’t you? I’m going to stretch you wide open, my sweet. That tight, juicy cunt is going to take every inch of me, and trust me, I won’t hold back. I’m going to fuck you until you’re screaming, until you beg me to stop, but we’ll both know you want it deeper, until you come so hard you forget your own name.”


  I writhe in response, using every last thread of self-control to keep from reaching for him. It’s all too much, and not enough.


  I need more.


  As if he can hear me, he shifts, moving until I can feel the heat of his body poised over me. Without warning, his lips close around my stiff nipple. He sucks it into his mouth, tongue rasping back and forth over the swollen nub.


  Oh my god!


  Pleasure strikes straight to my core. It’s everything I can do to hold still and not arch up against his wicked mouth and probing fingers.


  This is torture. Sweet, sweet, sensuous torture. I don’t know how much more of it I can take.


  “This pussy is greedy, don’t you think?” he teases me, dipping his finger just inside me, then sliding it out. “One finger isn’t enough, is it, my sweet? You want more.”


  “God, yes,” I gasp.


  “Maybe you want it deeper?” he muses, sliding back into my slick, tight depths. He curls his fingertip up against my walls and I mewl, but it’s not enough.


  “Or harder?”


  He grinds his palm against my clit and sends a shockwave of friction sparking through my body.


  “Or maybe you need two.”


  He dips a second finger inside me, a tease that leaves me aching even more. He pulses lightly, then slides them back. Dammit, I can’t take this! I need him to fill me up, fuck me, stretch me wide open the way he promised!


  And, as if he knows this, he pulls back and licks slowly down my stomach, his whisker-rough cheek grazing and teasing my oversensitive skin as he rubs his fingers back and forth across my clit.


  The desperate ache recedes, but I’m left gasping and drained. No! Just when I’m about to scream in frustration, I feel him shift between my thighs.


  “I told you, I love peaches,” there’s a chuckle in his voice. “Now, let’s see how sweet you really are.”


  The glorious hot slide of his tongue licks up against me, inside, and I lose my mind.


  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


  I cry out, rising up to meet his mouth as he licks and sucks at me, driving me crazy with his tongue.


  Oh my god!


  I grind my hips, pressing harder against his mouth, seeking out more friction as waves of heat and ecstasy crash through me. He grips my thighs tight, tighter, pushing my knees back to give him better access as he increases the pressure on my clit, swirling his tongue over my tender nub again and again.


  I moan, lost in the darkness behind my blindfold, the incredible rush crashing through my body.


  He pumps two fingers inside me, slow and steady. I bear down, grinding eagerly to feel their sweet thickness.


  “That’s right, darling, I’m going to fill you up nice and good.”


  He curls his fingers high inside me, hitting that sweet spot, the place that drives me wild.


  “Dirty girl, ride my fingers. Think how much better it’s going to feel when it’s my thick cock splitting you open and filling you up.”


  I moan, writhing in pleasure. His mouth claims my pussy again, lapping at my clit as his fingers pump deeper. God, this is almost too much. It feels so good.


  He’s fingering me deep and hard, pulsing and flexing, rubbing against the walls, pressing against every needy, aching inch.


  He adds a third finger, and I gasp at the stretch. “You can take it, darling,” he thrusts deeper. “I’m just getting started.”


  He pulses inside me. Oh lord.


  “That’s it,” he growls, thrusting faster. “You can’t get enough. I can feel that greedy cunt clenching hard. You need me, baby. You need every inch.”


  The rasp of his voice against my clit is incredible. I'm losing all control.


  Then he stills.


  I whimper in protest.


  “Patience, darling,” he soothes me, lapping with a soft stroke that sets my body ablaze. “Don’t you know, it’s stronger if you wait?”


  I can’t fathom how it could feel any better, but I’m powerless under his masterful hands as he slowly slides his fingers inside me again, pulsing them gently.


  My hips surge and grind against him, desperate for that last bit of friction that will allow me to tumble me over the edge.


  “Remember the rules,” he orders me harshly. “You’re not allowed to come until I let you.” He pushes my hips down flat, pinning me down as he feasts on my pussy.


  “Now, let’s see how flexible this lush little body really is.”


  Before I can process, he suddenly hauls my hips towards him and pushes my knees up to my ears.


  “Hold on,” he orders, wrapping my hands around my thighs.


  I grip tight in shock. My pussy and ass are totally bared, on display to him, throbbing with need.


  His tongue trails down, over my clit, dipping into my wet pussy, and then lower still.


  Holy shit!


  I tense, feeling the wet lick of his tongue slide lower, nudging at the tight ring of my asshole. Dark. Forbidden. Dirty as hell.


  He nudges again, and I can’t stop the moan that echoes from my lips. Oh my god!


  “You like that, naughty girl?” A laugh rumbles low in his throat.


  My cheeks are burning up, but I don’t want him to stop. I give silent thanks for the blindfold, hiding how my eyes roll back at the delicious intrusion. He licks again, swirling his tongue around me, and it’s a sensation like nothing else.


  I’m shaking, trying my best to hold position despite the tension coiling in my spine.


  “Don’t let go,” he orders, and there’s steel in his voice.


  I whimper, writhing as he pushes his fingers deep inside my pussy. His tongue finds my asshole again. Oh my god!


  This is insane. I can’t take it much longer. My body is screaming for release, but I know I can’t let go.


  Not until he gives me permission.


  It’s never been like this before: so hot, so wild, pushing all my limits. Not since…


  Ashton’s face suddenly comes into my mind. He was the only one who ever made me feel so free. The man between my thighs licks again, and suddenly, I imagine it’s Ash’s strong hands pulling my thighs apart, his soft, dark waves of hair tickling my thighs, rubbing against my fingers. His hot tongue probing my forbidden entrance.


  Oh!


  I moan out loud again, I can’t help it anymore.


  “That’s it, my dirty girl, just fucking take it.”


  The tip of his tongue pushes into me and I whimper, reaching past my trembling thighs to spread myself open for him, needing him deeper.


  “That’s right, spread your ass for me,” he whispers against my damp skin. “You want it, I know.”


  He licks and swirls, and I’m helpless in his grasp. Everything is too much and yet I still need more.


  “I love this ass,” he breathes, “I think about it every day while I’m at work. I sit in meetings and think about how tight it’s going to feel wrapped around my cock. Maybe when I’m done claiming your sweet cunt, I’ll fuck your ass too. Would you like that?”


  “Yes!” I sob. An incredible pressure is rising. I’m dizzy, helplessly in thrall. “Please, I need to come. Let me come!”


  “Hmm…” he dips his fingers into my juices then rubs them against my clit, deep, gorgeous strokes that send me to the edge. Everything melts away, nothing exists but his tongue and fingers and the shudders of pleasure crashing through me.


  “You’ve been such a good girl,” he murmurs. “You played by the rules, and now it’s time to take your reward. Come for me, darling. Now!”


  His tongue pushes into my asshole as his fingers thrust deep, flexing up against my G-spot and rubbing, hard. Relentless.


  The world tilts on its axis. I arch off the bed and shatter with a scream.


  The climax rips through me, but he doesn’t stop. He pumps again and again, rolling my clit as he nudges his tongue deeper.


  It’s the dirtiest, most mind-blowing orgasm of my life.


  I drift in the afterglow, my limbs heavy, my muscles trembling with release. I’ve never felt more satisfied in my life before. I couldn’t move if I tried.


  As I slowly come back out of the haze, I feel his hands stroke over me and draw the cool sheets over my naked skin.


  I feel a tender kiss on my shoulder before a voice whispers, warm against my skin.


  “Good night, darling. Sweet dreams.”


  It’s not until I hear my front door close that I remember to take off the blindfold.


  CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


  I sleep like a baby, totally exhausted by my amazing night with my mystery man. I’m kicking myself for not ripping off the blindfold in time to see him, but somehow, the intrigue only makes me want him more.


  I can’t imagine how good it’ll feel when I finally discover his identity, and can look him in the eye. The man who’s driven me crazier than I ever thought possible, the one who’s taken my body and made it sing.


  It’s Saturday, so I decide to put my case files aside and call up Keely for a day of good old-fashioned retail therapy. She jumps at the idea, and arranges to meet me in the shoe salon of Bergdorf Goodman.


  “You’ll love it,” she promises, and when I step into the store, I see why.


  It’s my own personal heaven: a sleek room filled with designer shoes in every color of the rainbow. I clap my hands together, feeling like a little kid.


  Keely comes over to join me, laughing at my glee. “I figured this was the place for you,” she says, greeting me with a hug. “Ready to do some damage?”


  “My bank account is going to hate me tomorrow,” I smile. “But it’s going to hurt so good.”


  We get settled on a couch in the corner, and Keely orders sparkling water and cupcakes from the personal shopper who hovers eagerly.


  “What?” she catches me looking at her.


  “Nothing,” I shake my head. “I just forget sometimes that you’re filthy, filthy rich.”


  Keely blushes. “Don’t tell me I’ve changed.”


  She looks panicked, so I quickly shake my head. “Don’t worry, it’s not you, it’s how everybody else acts around you.” I look at the assistants hurrying to bring our sizes. It reminds me of the way everyone flocks around Ash, hanging off his every word.


  Ash.


  My cheeks flush, remembering last night – and how I found myself imagining he was the man in bed with me.


  What was I thinking? I don’t want to be with Ash. It couldn’t be further from the truth.


  Liar.


  “OK. What’s up? Spill,” Keely fixes me with a look.


  “What do you mean?”


  “Something’s going on with you,” Keely declares. “You’ve barely looked at the shoes, and the girl I know would have drooled all over those Jimmy Choos by now.”


  I look. There’s an amazing pair of sinfully red heels right in front of me, and I didn’t even notice.


  “Is it the case?” Keely pushes. “Or that mystery man you’ve been seeing?”


  My head snaps up. “No. What? What do you know?”


  Keely laughs. “Bingo. Don’t worry, you didn’t tell me anything,” she adds. “Come on, I’m dying for details. I’ve been starved for gossip,” she adds, trying to put on a plaintive look.


  I laugh. “You’ve been living inside a soap opera,” I point out. I pause. I want to tell her, but I don’t know how she’ll react. Anonymous invitations, blindfolded rendezvous… it’s extreme, even for me.


  I sink lower into the overstuffed couch and take a gulp of champagne for strength.


  “Last night, I had the kinkiest, dirtiest, most mind blowing sex of my life,” I confess.


  Keely squeals. “I knew it! I didn’t want to say anything, but you’ve got that glow all over you. Tell me everything. I want to hear it all. Well, almost all,” she adds quickly. “Boundaries.”


  I laugh, relaxing. I call over a clerk and ask him to get me the red shoes in an eight. If we’re talking, we might as well try out the goods. Like I told Ash, I can multitask.


  “Now, tell me about the guy who rocked your world,” Keely demands. “Who is he? Is this blind date guy? What’s his name?”


  I pause.


  “It can’t be that difficult to answer,” she says. “Do I know him? Oh my God, it’s not Cam, is it?”


  “No,” I answer slowly. “It’s not Cam. At least I don’t think it is.”


  Keely frowns. “What do you mean?”


  I pause. “No judging?”


  “No judging, you know that.” Keely waits, expectant.


  “I don’t know him,” I admit. “I’ve never seen his face. He could be anyone at all. Cam. My client. Even Ash. Or someone else completely. I have no way of knowing.”


  “But you’ve had sex?” She looks confused.


  “Blindfolded,” I explain. “I never saw his face. He gave me the most intense orgasm of my life, and I have no clue who he could be.”


  I sneak a look at Keely, wondering what she thinks of me, but she just looks excited.


  “Start at the beginning,” she orders me, flagging down the clerk for another round of drinks. “And don’t leave anything out.”


  Over the next hour, the clerks bring a dazzling array of shoes for us to try, and I tell Keely everything - about the gifts, the notes, the vibrator and the sex club. About wearing the blindfold and how I don’t recognize his voice. And about how he came to the apartment and I surrendered to his every order, but he wouldn’t let me touch him, I had to keep my hands on the bed.


  “Holy shit,” she whispers, her eyes wide with amazement. “That’s insane.”


  “I know, right?” I ask, happy I finally get to share the mystery with someone. It’s been driving me crazy keeping it to myself, and I definitely need some outside perspective now.


  “Who does that?” I wonder, stretching my leg to admire a pair of sexy pink sandals that criss-cross all the way up my calves. “Every guy I’ve ever been with has been just as interested in getting themselves off as they are in getting me off.”


  “Usually more,” Keely smirks.


  I laugh. “Exactly! But this guy, he didn’t even try. He didn’t even want me to touch him. And believe me, I tried. But it was all about me and making me feel good...”


  I shiver at the memory. I didn’t have to think, or act, or do anything except fall headlong into the exquisite pleasure.


  “Why do you think he doesn’t want you to see him?” Keely asks. “Maybe he’s really ugly. Or he has problems getting it up and he doesn’t want you to know. Or he’s, like...”


  She wiggles her pinky finger at me.


  “I don’t think so.” I pause, thinking back over our encounters. “The way he’s planned everything so far, it’s confident, like he knows exactly what he’s doing. And he keeps promising what’s going to happen when he finally fucks me. A guy doesn’t do that unless he knows he can deliver.”


  “So you think there’s going to be a next time?” Keely looks thrilled.


  “He says so. I mean, he likes talking dirty, describing everything he’s going to do.”


  Keely sighs. “I love it when they do that.”


  My eyebrows shoot up. “Vaughn? Really?”


  “Oh yeah…” Keely sparkles. “He’s got a filthy mouth. But, back to you. I still can’t believe he hasn’t revealed himself yet. Do you have any idea at all who it is?”


  “Not a clue,” I sigh. “I have a list of suspects I’ve been over a hundred times, but nothing adds up.”


  “Try me,” Keely says. “Maybe I can help.”


  “OK,” I start. “There’s your friend, Cam. He’s the one who arranged the apartment, so he would have access there. Plus, he recommended that bar. You know him better than me. Is this his style?”


  Keely looks thoughtful. “I don’t know, he keeps his personal life pretty private. But you guys have never met, right? Not that a guy wouldn’t fall for you from a distance,” she adds with a grin.


  I laugh.


  “You’re sure it’s not Ashton?” Keely broaches carefully. Her eyes flash with concern. She knows the history between us, and how confusing it’s been for me seeing him again.


  “I don’t know,” I say honestly. “I’ve thought about it, but the voice doesn’t click. His accent is so recognizable, and he always sucked at imitating an American accent.”


  “So what are you going to do?” Keely asks, as the clerk wraps our purchases. Even with all the girl talk, we still both managed to find plenty to buy.


  “Wait for the next invitation, I guess,” I reply. I check my phone, but there’s no new message. “He’s the one in control now. I’m following his lead.”


  “And you’re OK with that?”


  “For now,” I shrug. “And, hopefully, he’ll reveal himself soon.”


  “That seems very un-Justine,” Keely remarks.


  “Believe me, I know. But there’s something really hot about it,” I confess, feeling a glow. “It’s an adventure.”


  * * *


  After lunch, I head back to the apartment and settle in the office space, turning my attention back to the lawsuit. I’m missing something, I just know it, but no matter how hard I search through the depositions and case files, I can’t find the proof we’re looking for.


  I sit back, trying to approach the problem from a new angle.


  Adam wrote most of the code. Kellan is all flash and style, he always said he was better at raising funds and schmoozing investors than the technical stuff, so how is he bluffing his way through the development, now that he has a whole company behind him?


  I know Ash. He does his due diligence. Kellan may have pulled the wool over his eyes for now, but a guy like Kellan doesn’t pay attention to details.


  I call Adam. “How closely did you check the code?”


  “For VideoMine? I went through it with a fine-tooth comb,” he replies, sounding confused. “That thing was almost perfect, almost ready to roll – before Kellan made off with the hard drives.”


  “No, I mean the code on the program Kellan is passing off as his,” I explain. “The judge finally forced them to hand it over last week. I thought you said you would check it for us.”


  I can handle the legal stuff, but when it comes to the tech side, I’m useless.


  “Oh.” Adam sounds guilty. “Umm, I didn’t get very far. It was identical, anyone could see. It just made me so mad he was pretending he wrote it.”


  “Is there anything he might have missed?” I press. “A bug or flaw you didn’t have time to solve before he took it?”


  “I don’t know…” Adam sounds thoughtful. “I mean, he wouldn’t be so stupid—“


  He stops.


  “What?” I demand, my heart rising.


  “Listen, I’ll check the code again and get back to you.”


  “Wait—“ I protest, but he’s already hung up.


  Damn. I can only hope my call triggered something, because otherwise…


  I have to face the fact, I’m losing. Bad. My dreams of a big, splashy win, returning to LA with a crown of glory, are getting further away by the minute.


  And worse than anything, I don’t want to see the look on Ash’s face when I have to throw in the towel.


  I walk over to the windows, lost in thought. I didn’t tell Keely the whole truth earlier. I don’t even want to admit it to myself, but I can’t hide from it any longer.


  I want my mystery man to be Ash.


  When he was here, touching me, driving me wild, it was Ash’s face I imagined; his hands I wanted to be clutching me, his mouth devastating me with pleasure.


  I’ve tried to fight it. After everything he’s done, I wish I could just hate him. It would make things so much simpler, but our chemistry is too strong.


  He’s sexier than ever. Magnetic. Commanding.


  And more than that, I still like him too. It’s like he has a split personality: one minute, he’s infuriatingly cool, all business, putting me down with a smirk of amusement. But then the mask slips, and for a moment, it’s like we’re back the way we used to be. Laughing, joking. He always knew me better than anyone, accepted the real me with no judgment or criticism. Our friendship meant the world to me, and after our explosive night together, I knew, this could be for real.


  And then he shut me out, and it hurt like hell.


  It’s not all his fault. I’m the one who bolted from his apartment. Even then, I knew we were on the edge of something big, and I was scared. I’d never had a connection like that before, never felt so much for a man. He wasn’t part of my plans, and I knew I didn’t belong in his future either.


  But even though a relationship was out of the question, I still wanted him in my life. I never dreamed he’d get on that flight to England and never speak to me again.


  All this time, he’s been just a memory. Safe in the past.


  Now, there’s nothing safe about him.


  So who would I choose, if I had to? My mystery man, or Ash?


  It should be no contest. Already, there have been moments when I had to decide, like when Ash invited me to dinner after our day at the racetrack. Then, I picked the game and my sexy anonymous admirer. He’s the one pursuing me, after all, dreaming up wild dares to push me to my limits. Ash doesn’t have any feelings for me – at least, not that I can be sure of. For all I know, his friendly moments are just designed to throw me off my game and trip me up in the lawsuit.


  But still, I can’t forget the tension that crackles between us. How my body responds to his voice. How good that night was, how I begged for more.


  Stop!


  I drag my thoughts out of the past. Ash isn’t an option for me. We’re different people, now. Too much has happened, too much time has passed.


  He hurt me too much.


  I’m finally admitting defeat and heading to bed when my phone rings. Adam.


  “I think I found something,” he says, his voice rising in excitement. “I think I’ve found our proof.”


  CHAPTER NINETEEN


  I call Ash first thing in the morning.


  “It is Sunday, you know.” He sounds amused – and sleepy. I remember the hot model I saw him with, and flush. Is he in bed with her right now?


  “Sorry, this can’t wait.” I barrel ahead. “I need to see you right now.”


  There’s a pause.


  “About the case?” he asks.


  “Yes, of course,” I answer, confused. “What did you think I meant?”


  “Nothing.” Ash clears his throat. “I’m home right now. I’ll text you the address.”


  I hang up. A moment later, the details arrive, an address in the Village not far from the bar where I ran into him that night.


  I grab my briefcase and jump in a cab. My nerves are growing. Not about the case, though – after what Adam told me, I know we have it locked up.


  No, now I’m nervous about Ash. He promised me that if I showed him proof, he’d drop everything and give my client what he deserves.


  Now I wonder, is he still a man of his word?


  The cab delivers me to his front door, a brownstone townhouse on a secluded leafy cobblestone street. I ring the bell, and wait on the front steps before the huge front door swings open.


  “Welcome,” Ash grins at me.


  My heart stops. Damn, he looks good. He’s wearing faded jeans that hug his hips just right, and a casual sky-blue shirt that makes his eyes look devastatingly bright. Messy wet hair, bare feet.


  Oh boy.


  “Forgive the mess,” he adds, standing aside to let me in. “I had just jumped out of the shower when you called. My housekeeper is off today.”


  I catch a breath of his cologne, light and familiar, and immediately flash to the thought of him naked.


  Wet, soapy.


  Hard.


  “That’s OK!” I yelp, skittering inside. “This is last minute, I know, but I needed to show you something alone. Away from all the lawyers,” I add.


  “You’re a lawyer,” he chuckles.


  “I don’t count.”


  Ash catches my eye. His gaze is direct. “You always count. Most of all,” he says softly.


  I freeze, suspended in the force field of his stare. My body tightens, my skin prickles hot. Desire hits me in a tidal wave, and I have to scramble to keep it together.


  “So this is your place?” I say, looking around. Wow. The entrance foyer hits me for the first time: stark and bright, with gleaming black marble floors and extra-tall ceilings. “Have you lived here long?”


  “No, not long. I use is as a base for business trips mainly. I’ve been all over these past few years.” Ash gestures to the grand staircase. “I was just eating breakfast on the terrace, if you’d care to join me.”


  “I—” I’m off my guard again but my stomach betrays me, rumbling at the mention of food. Ash laughs. He’s got me and he knows it.


  “After you, then.”


  I climb the staircase, still absorbing the décor. It looks like the photos I’ve seen of luxurious Italian villas, all faded elegance and gorgeous art. There are paintings framed up on the walls, and I pause in front of a stunning oil showing a bustling city square.


  “Rome,” Ash says from behind me. “I commissioned a local artist when I was over there last year.”


  “It’s beautiful,” I say wistfully, staring at the beautiful scene.


  “You still haven’t been?” Ash asks. I jolt at his sudden proximity, standing so close behind me so I can feel the heat radiating from his body. “I thought it was number one on your world travels list.”


  I step away. “Not yet,” I say, continuing the climb upstairs. We circle past the first floor landing, but Ash keeps going.


  Just how many floors does this place have?


  “Travel hasn’t been my priority,” I explain. “I’ve been more focused on helping out at home.”


  “That’s right, your mom.” Ash looks over. “How is she?”


  “Good,” I say, unnerved by the personal questions.


  “And Zoey?” he asks, mentioning my little sister.


  “She’s fine too. Just finished college,” I add. “She’s got an internship at a newspaper in the middle of nowhere right now, but she’s doing great.”


  “I’m glad.” Ash gives me a smile, and it’s so sincere, I almost forget why I came here.


  Then I remember. The lawsuit. My client.


  The future of my career.


  “Can breakfast wait?” I ask abruptly. “We should talk about the case now. It’s why I came.”


  His face smoothes into a blank stare. “As you wish.” He leads me to the second floor and down a hallway, opening a set of double-doors. “This is my office, we can talk business here.”


  I look around. It’s the size of the boardroom back at his building: large and bright, with a huge antique desk dominating the far wall. There’s a bank of computer screens showing different stock prices and news reports, and up on the wall, a row of digital clocks display the time all around the world: London, Tokyo, LA. There are comfortable touches too that tell me Ash spends a lot of time up here: a vintage-looking leather sofa in the corner, a pair of running shoes kicked under a chair and a half-drunk cup of coffee on the low table.


  I wish we could curl up on the couch and talk like old friends, but Ash takes a seat behind the imposing desk. He gestures to the chair on the other side.


  I sit, my nerves returning. “Do you have a copy of Kellan’s original code?” I ask.


  Ash frowns. “We turned that over, like you asked.”


  “I know, but did you ever look at it?”


  He shrugs. “I’m not a programmer. That stuff doesn’t mean anything to me. I saw the final result, that was enough for me. I had my experts talk me through it.”


  I swallow. “Load it up. There’s something you need to see.”


  Ash gives me a careful look, then gets up and moves to the far wall. He lifts a painting down, revealing a safe embedded in the wall. “If my grandmother’s diamonds go missing, I’ll know who to call,” he warns, but his tone is light.


  “Not my style.”


  “Really?” Ash looks over. “I think diamonds look good on you.”


  I freeze. What diamonds? Did he see me wearing the key?


  “At graduation, remember,” Ash adds smoothly, turning back to the safe. He enters a combination on the keypad, then presses his thumbprint to a scanner. “You had on tiny diamond studs.”


  “Those were fakes,” I say, exhaling in a whoosh.


  “Oh.” Ash reaches into the safe and pulls out a hard drive. He closes up behind him, then brings the drive over and slots it into his desktop computer. He hits a few buttons, then swivels the screen around for me to see. “What am I looking for?”


  “An easter egg,” I tell him.


  He quirks an eyebrow.


  “A virtual easter egg,” I correct. “Adam told me that sometimes, developers bury secret messages or games in the code. You don’t know they’re there unless you hit the right combination. Like an insider joke.”


  Ash’s expression darkens. “And there’s one hidden in VideoMine? Why didn’t Kellan tell me? This thing hits stores in a month.”


  “Kellan didn’t tell you, because Kellan doesn’t know.” I take a slip of paper from my briefcase, and read off the instructions Adam gave me. “Is the program running? Hit shift, alt, f-5 and then asterisk.”


  Ash does as I tell him. The screen seems to freeze for a moment, then turns black.


  “What did you do?” Ash demands. “Is this some kind of virus?”


  “Wait a second,” I tell him, praying to God that Adam didn’t just use me as part of an elaborate plot to get revenge. If I made Ash screw up his whole system…


  Suddenly, a graphic appears on the screen. A stumpy green tree waddles into view. The Stanford mascot.


  “What the hell?” Ash exclaims.


  The tree waves. A speech bubble appears. “Cardinals rule!”


  The screen glitches again, and then the regular VideoMine window appears.


  I sit back, exhaling with relief.


  “That’s the easter egg Adam wrote into the code,” I explain. “In an early draft, which he totally forgot about. He never imagined Kellan would be dumb enough to keep it. But I guess your genius programmer didn’t even bother to check the program he’s claiming he single-handedly developed,” I add in a scathing voice.


  Ash doesn’t reply.


  I stop. This is it, I realize. The moment when I find out just what kind of man Ash is now. He’s got millions riding on this, and I already know, he hates to lose.


  The easter egg proves Adam wrote at least some of the code, but that doesn’t mean Ash has to roll over. He could offer us a massive settlement to keep this under the radar: buy out Adam’s share ahead of the launch, and keep the whole thing quiet.


  Keep Kellan rich, and himself even richer – by doing the wrong thing.


  So what’s it going to be?


  CHAPTER TWENTY


  I look at Ash again. His expression is blank, impassive as he stares at the screen. He drums his fingers on the lacquered desk.


  I can’t take it.


  I get up.


  “Where are you going?” he asks, suddenly looking back to me.


  “To prepare my statements. We’ll file a motion to dismiss and issue a press release first thing Monday morning.” I feel a pang. “It doesn’t matter if you keep your promise or not. We’ve won.”


  I thought this would feel good. Victory, just the way I wanted. But instead, it’s hollow.


  The case is over. Ash will go back to England now – or whichever far-flung destination he calls home this week. I’ll return to Los Angeles, and that will be it.


  I’ll never see him again.


  “You thought I wouldn’t keep my word?”


  Ash’s voice stops me halfway to the door.


  I turn.


  “I don’t know,” I tell him honestly. I meet his eyes, that intense gaze that looks right through me.


  A shadow passes over his face. He reaches for the phone on his desk and hits a speed-dial button.


  “Greyson,” he barks. He turns it to speaker, and I hear his snotty lawyer on the other end of the call.


  “Yes, Mr. Pierce, how can I help you?”


  “We’re dropping the lawsuits against Adam Granger. File the paperwork right away.”


  “But the launch—“


  “I said drop it!” His voice is commanding.


  There’s a pause.


  “Yes, of course. Anything else?”


  “Set a meeting for me with Kellan Williams tomorrow morning. I want to look him in the eye when I tell him that his life as he knows it is over.”


  Ash hangs up with such a fierce expression, it makes me shiver. I wouldn’t want to be in Kellan’s shoes when Ash turns that anger onto him.


  Ash sits back. “Your client is now free to do whatever he wants with the program. But I’d like a chance to talk to him. I believed in his product when I thought Kellan invented it, and I still believe in it now. I want to back him and launch this thing. With a few modifications,” he adds with a grin. “I may be a Cardinals fan, but I don’t think everyone will agree.”


  Reality crashes through me. This is big! I always said VideoMine could make millions, and now Adam is going to get the credit – and payout – he deserves.


  And Ash came through. He did the right thing.


  I don’t know which means more to me.


  “I’ll let Adam know you’re interested,” I tell Ash with a nod. “You guys can figure it out.”


  Ash rises to his feet. “Looks like you got your win, after all. Happy now?”


  No.


  “Yes, thanks,” I lie. “But what about you? You had a whole launch planned, this is going to cost you.”


  “Let me worry about the details,” Ash replies. “In the meantime you should call your client and tell him his brilliant, beautiful lawyer just made him millions.”


  His compliment comes out of nowhere.


  “Do you have to be somewhere?” Ash adds, stepping out from behind the desk. “My offer of breakfast still stands.”


  I pause, torn. I want to stay, but the case is over. I should get as far away from this man as possible before he hurts me all over again.


  “Stay, JJ,” Ash says softly, and I feel my heart clench with longing.


  I nod. “Fine. But you better have bacon.”


  He laughs, showing me to the door. “For you, anything.”


  I try to pull myself back together as I follow him upstairs to the roof. There’s a gorgeous terrace that covers the width of the whole building, set with exotic plants and even a small, gleaming pool. In one corner, a table for two is waiting, laid with white linens and a sumptuous breakfast spread.


  “This view is incredible,” I tell him, taking my seat. On one side, I can see the river, and on the other, all of New York looms up, glittering in the morning sun.


  Ash settles opposite and pours me a glass of fresh-squeezed orange juice from a cut-glass pitcher. I take a sip. The flavor bursts against my tongue, so fresh it’s like he picked the oranges five minutes ago.


  I look around just to check. No citrus trees.


  I sigh, finally relaxing after my last stressful twenty-four hours. “This is the life – if you have a hundred million to spare,” I add with a laugh.


  Ash smiles. “You know, I resisted inheriting my family’s fortune for so long. I couldn’t see anything but the responsibilities, duty and pressure. But once I was able to reorganize the estate, direct funds to the things I thought were important, well… I’m very grateful for what I have. I don’t take it for granted for a minute.”


  “Plus, there’s bacon,” I add with a grin as a uniformed man brings out two plates heaped with fluffy scrambled eggs, pancakes, and crisp, salty bacon.


  “That’s definitely a bonus,” Ash agrees.


  “Thank you,” I murmur as the staff member makes his retreat. I look back at Ash. “I thought you said the housekeeper was off today?”


  “That was the chef,” he smiles.


  “Well la-di-da,” I tease.


  He laughs. “Eat up, darling. Your eggs are getting cold.”


  I dig in. I’m hungry, sure, but focusing on my food is a welcome distraction from the house, the view, and most of all, the man lounging opposite me, sipping his coffee and looking totally at ease.


  I want him.


  I try to ignore how he makes me feel, the ache in my chest when we’re together. I have someone who wants me – a man who drives my body wild. Any woman would kill to have someone lavish her with attention, gifts, and crazy-hot orgasms.


  But what about your heart?


  I look up, and catch Ash watching me.


  “What?” I ask, self-conscious. “Do I have something on my face?”


  He shakes his head. “No, it’s not that. I just… I’m happy you’re here, that’s all. I always hoped we’d get to see each other like this again. Remember that diner we’d go to after pulling an all-night study session?” he adds.


  “Yes!” I exclaim. “With the amazing waffles and fifty-cent coffee.”


  “We had some good times,” Ash says. His eyes catch mine.


  My heart stills.


  “We did.”


  “And that last night we spent together…” he pauses, and his expression takes on a hungry, possessive edge.


  I shift in my seat. “I thought you’d forgotten that even happened.” I look away.


  “No.” Ash’s tone makes me look back again. “I wouldn’t…” he frowns. “I remember everything.”


  So do I.


  Every touch. Every hard thrust. My breathing turns shallow. I feel my thighs clench. I can’t help how my body responds.


  “We never kissed,” he says softly. I gulp. “That night, we did everything else – sometimes twice,” he adds with a grin. “But you never kissed me.”


  “Maybe you were the one who didn’t kiss me,” I point out, feeling flushed.


  “Touché.” Ash smiles. His eyes linger on me, drifting down to my lips. Oh lord. My stomach flips, imagining his mouth on mine.


  “So tell me what you’ve been doing,” I say briskly, reaching for my juice. I gulp at the cool liquid, trying to pull myself together. “You said you’re only in New York for business. Where do you call home these days?”


  “Nowhere and everywhere, I guess.” If Ash is thrown by my sudden change of subject, he doesn’t show it. He sits back, taking another sip of coffee from a fine china cup. “There’s the country house in England, but that’s always been my mother’s home, not mine. I travel for business, so I’ve been all over. Paris, Sydney, LA.”


  Ash stops, a guilty look suddenly crossing his face.


  I stare. “Los Angeles?” I repeat, confused. “When were you in LA?”


  Ash looks away. “I spent most of last year out there.”


  Realization crashes through me. He was in LA, the same city as me – the city he knew I was moving to after grad school.


  And he never once got in touch.


  I look down, suddenly on the verge of tears. Rejection slices into me, painful and sharp. He could have talked to me any time he liked, but he chose not to.


  He didn’t care enough to make the call.


  I swallow back the sting in my throat. I should leave right now, but I can’t stop myself from asking, “Why didn’t you look me up? You told me before that you wanted to call me, but you were right there the whole time. You didn’t even have to call,” my voice rises, ringing with pain. “You could have stopped by the office and said ‘hi’ in person!”


  “Look, JJ, the timing just wasn’t right,” Ash blusters.


  “What does that mean?”


  “I had stuff going on in my life and I didn’t want to involve you,” he protests vaguely. “But it’s over now. We’re both in the same place.” Ash leans forward and takes my hands. He clasps them tight, looking directly at me. “There’s nothing standing in our way now. We can pick up where we left off that night, JJ. We can make this something real.”


  I wrench my hands away. “There’s no this anymore,” I get to my feet, betrayal flooding through me. “I’m not some toy you can just put down and pick up again when the timing is right for you.” My voice is scathing as I echo his weak excuse.


  “You don’t understand,” Ash tries to interrupt me, but I turn and hurry for the stairs. “JJ!” he calls after me.


  I run blindly, back into the house and down the winding staircase. Heavy footsteps echo after me. Ash follows, catching up.


  “Please, just listen to me.”


  “For what?” I demand, not slowly. “More of your excuses? You don’t care about anyone but yourself.”


  “That’s not true!”


  “Isn’t it?” I whirl around angrily. “This has always been about you. You chose to cut me out, you chose to live in my city and not once reach out. And now you chose to fight this lawsuit when you saw it was me on the opposing team.”


  His face shifts.


  “I’m right, aren’t I?” I exclaim, my suspicions confirmed. “Was it all just a game to you?”


  “No! I came because I wanted to see you again,” Ash insists.


  “What about what I want?” I demand. “Do you know what it felt like, losing my best friend? Do you even care how much you hurt me?”


  Ash looks torn. “I didn’t realize. You never said—”


  “You never asked,” I shoot back, pulling away. I keep walking down the stairs, until finally I reach the ground floor. I rush to the door.


  “JJ!” he calls again, but I don’t stop. I can’t. Not with my chest splitting wide open, and three years of secret rejection and pain spilling out.


  I slam the door behind me and flee.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


  The invitation is waiting for me when I arrive back at my apartment.


  The Plaza Hotel.

  5th Avenue Suite.

  8pm.


  I open the box. There’s a stunning black gown nestled in the tissue, and a room key.


  It’s time.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


  I step out of the cab in front of the Plaza hotel a few minutes before eight. The grand building looms up in front of me, shining in the dark night. My stomach flutters with nerves.


  I’m really doing this.


  But what about Ash?


  I bite back the pain that still wells whenever I think of him. I spent the day in a state of tortured indecision, trying to figure out what to do about the invitation. Coming so fast after the revelation of Ash’s betrayal, it felt like a cruel joke. But as the minutes ticked closer, I felt a magnetic, primal force pulling me here.


  I want to see him. To touch him.


  To finally submit to him completely.


  Ash is in the past now, today proved that for sure. And even though it hurts to think of him, a part of me is relieved too. I’m released from the hold our past has had over me, free to move on to my future now.


  Could that future be with the man I’ll meet here tonight?


  I take a deep breath and step through the gleaming doors into the hotel. Inside, there’s a hush of wealth and polished privilege. Fresh-cut lilies set on gleaming antique tables, chandeliers glittering from the ceilings.


  My gown swirls around my legs in a sea of silk as I cross the lobby and head for the elevators. I punch in the number on the key card, and feel my pulse speed as the doors slide shut.


  In the mirrored interior, my reflection gazes back at me.


  I look nervous, like I’m heading to my execution instead of the sexiest night of my life.


  Get it together, I order myself, taking another deep breath. This is what you’ve wanted all along.


  My mystery man revealed. Nothing dividing us any longer. I’ll be free to feel, to touch.


  To see his face for the first time.


  I step out of the elevator and walk slowly down the hall to the door. I slide the card into the lock and hear a click.


  The door swings open.


  “Hello?” I ask, my voice trembling as I enter the room.


  There’s silence. I’m alone.


  Insecurity strikes. What if he’s changed his mind, and he’s not coming anymore?


  I check the time again. A little after eight.


  I take another few steps into the suite and look around. It’s gorgeous, a full sitting room furnished in plush cream and gold, and a door leading to the bedroom. The lights are dimmer, but I can see the huge king bed adorned with crisp linens and an elaborate carved headboard.


  I place my clutch purse down on a table, and stand awkwardly in the middle of the room. What am I supposed to do now?


  Then I notice the box on the coffee table. I open it: inside is another black silk blindfold and the now-familiar instruction.


  Wear me.


  Frustration rises. This isn’t part of the deal. I’m getting tired of these games. The cloak and dagger routine was thrilling to begin with, but now I need something real.


  I want to know what kind of man he is, when all the keys and blindfolds and expensive little toys are stripped away.


  “Who are you?” I murmur, stroking the silk.


  His voice comes from the shadows in the hall.


  “Put the blindfold on, and find out.”


  CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


  He’s here.


  I turn, searching the darkness, but I can only make out a shadow by the door. “That doesn’t make any sense,” I tell him, feeling stubborn. “I want to see your face this time.”


  “And you will, I promise. But first, I need you to trust me. Can you do that, darling?” His voice is silky and seductive, and I feel a shiver of lust.


  I remember his other rules, his harsh commands.


  And how hard I came once I submitted completely.


  “I promise you,” he continues, voice soothing me though he’s still hidden from view. “When that lush body breaks apart and you come screaming for more, you’ll be looking me in the eyes. You have my word on that.”


  His promise is all I have to go on.


  He hasn’t let me down yet.


  I decide.


  “OK,” I whisper, lifting the mask to my face. “I’ll do it.”


  I settle the silk over my eyes. Darkness falls. In an instant, I hear him cross the room towards me, and feel his body press close against mine.


  Hard. Lean. Hot.


  “I won’t disappoint.” His voice is a growl in my ear, flooding me with warmth. He tightens the blindfold around my head, then suddenly sweeps me into his arms, lifting me effortlessly from the ground.


  He carries me, crushing me to his chest, and a moment later, places me gently down someplace soft.


  The bed.


  “You look so beautiful tonight,” he murmurs from behind me, grazing his lips against the curve of my neck. “I watched you walk across the lobby. Every man there was fantasizing about touching these luscious breasts…”


  His hands close around me. Teasing, stroking through the silk. After everything that’s happened, I realize, this is exactly what I need. He plucks my nipples until they are stiff, and I gasp, leaning back against him.


  “That’s right, my darling. Let me pleasure you. Feel me, only me.”


  He keeps me locked in the circle of his embrace, rasping kisses along the sensitive column of my throat as he toys and plays with my breasts. It’s incredible. I sink into the pleasure. The way he’s holding me, touching me. It’s more intimate, connected than ever. I feel the whole length of his body, his heat and muscle encircling me.


  His hands trace lower, soft through the silk. He strokes my stomach, then slides his grip back, moving my hips to fit against his lap. I can feel the hard press of his cock. I grind on him, needing to feel the evidence of his arousal, how much he wants me.


  He lets out a low groan beside my ear, then suddenly he releases me. I’m left alone in the dark, panting in shallow breaths.


  “Where did you go?” I ask, panicked.


  “I’m right here,” his voice appeases me. A hand rests gently on my shoulder. Reassuring me. I hear the sound of a belt buckle, and then the rustle of fabric falling to the floor.


  He’s undressing for me.


  I shiver, even though I’m burning up inside. When I feel the press of his weight on the bed again, his bare arms slide around me and the shock of skin on skin is so exquisite I moan.


  “My sweetheart,” he whispers, licking and nibbling at my neck. He kisses across my shoulders, and his hands find my breasts again, squeezing and palming them with delicious pressure.


  I twist around, hesitantly lifting my hands to his chest. “Can I touch you now?” I ask.


  There’s a pause, and I find I’m hanging on his reply. I need him. I need to discover his body, learn it by heart.


  “Please?” I whisper.


  His lips graze up to my earlobe. I shiver from the rasp.


  “You may.”


  Excitement floods me. I don’t even know where to start. Tentatively, I run my hands over his shoulders and across his back. In the dark behind the blindfold, I can’t see a thing, but I can feel him, muscle and sinew shifting under taut skin that burns beneath my touch.


  It’s sensual. Erotic.


  I move my hands around and slide them across his chest. He feels like he’s carved from marble, only warm, perfection in physical form.


  My hands slide lower, and find the waistband of his briefs. I realize that for the first time, he’s the one almost naked, and I’m fully clothed.


  “What’s that smile?” he murmurs.


  “Nothing,” I say coyly. I stroke lightly across the hard bulge of his erection, and feel his whole body flinch. “Just…. I like touching you.”


  “I like it too,” he growls. I stroke his clothed cock again, but he catches my wrist and drags it away. “I like it too much.”


  Power surges through me, knowing he’s on the edge of control too. “Undress me,” I murmur. “I want to feel you against my skin.”


  He stills. “Is that an order?”


  “No,” But a thread of rebellion still runs through me. I bite my lip, and lay my hands against his chest. “Not unless you want it to be,” I add with a flirty grin.


  He chuckles. “Minx.”


  With a sudden move, he grips my waist and flips me onto my back. I gasp, surprised. He finds the zipper at my side and slowly drags it down all the way, dropping kisses on my collarbone as he goes.


  My pulse kicks. He slowly peels the silk from my chest and pushes it down my body. Lower, lower, until I’m laying here naked in just a scrap of sinful silk thong.


  “Look at you.” His voice is husky.


  I can feel his gaze caressing me, heating every inch of my skin. My nipples tighten, my stomach twists. I lay back, throwing a hand above my head and jutting my hips.


  Displaying myself to him.


  “What am I going to do with you?” he muses, trailing a fingertip over my flushed and panting skin. “Should I taste those tight little nipples?” He swirls over the tender peaks. I gasp. “Or maybe I should feast on your sweet, dripping cunt...”He traces over my hip, down to the lace covering my wetness. I buck my hips, biting back a moan as his fingertips stroke my swollen nub through the silk of my panties.


  “Yes,” I gasp.


  “Which one?” he sounds amused.


  “All of it. Everything.”


  His hand leaves me. Adrenaline races in my veins, waiting.


  “No,” he finally whispers, his voice deep with lust. “You wanted to touch me, so now it’s your turn. Get on your knees and suck my cock.”


  Oh my god.


  Heat shatters through me, so thick I can hardly breathe. I scramble to sit up.


  He laughs again at my eagerness. “You’ll like that, won’t you? You’ve been so hungry without it. You can gorge on me, darling. Feast on my dick.” He tilts my chin up and strokes my lips, then pushes his thumb into my mouth. I groan, sucking his skin.


  I’m in a daze. Suddenly, the only thing I want in the world is his hard cock driving into my mouth, filling me up.


  “On your knees, darling.” His tone turns rougher. He helps me off the bed and then pushes me to the ground. The masterful touch thrills me.


  Yes. I want it hard.


  I reach up blindly, still feeling my way around his body with just touch, no sight at all. For a moment, I wish I could just rip the blindfold off and see his magnificent cock there in front of me; see the lust in his eyes as I pull down his briefs and free him.


  Then he twists a handful of my hair in his fist and guides my face towards him, and fuck, the control is so much hotter than anything I could imagine.


  I settle on my knees on the thick carpet.


  “Open your mouth,” he orders me. “I’m going to feed it to you, every last inch.”


  My pussy throbs. God, I’m turned on.


  I wet my lips and open my mouth obediently.


  He nudges at my lips, hard and hot. I flick my tongue out and lick around the head, tasting his clean flavor and salty tang. I swirl again, lapping at him.


  He groans. “Fuck, baby.”


  Emboldened, I wrap my hands around his shaft. He’s huge. Even using both hands, there’s still more length to cover, and my fingers don’t meet around his thick width. I moan at the thought of how good he’s going to feel inside me.


  God, he’ll stretch me wide open. He’ll make me feel him for days.


  I angle my head, taking him into my mouth. I suck him, using my lips as a tight grip, running over the ridge of his head and back again.


  His hands tighten in my hair.


  Yes.


  My pulse quickens again, and now my heartbeat is thundering so loud it’s the only thing I can hear. I lick him again, and feel his body flinch. Everything is heightened in my velvet darkness, nothing else exists in the world except my wet mouth and his hard, thick cock.


  He thrusts into my mouth, then withdraws. “You feel that, darling?” he growls. “I’ve been waiting for this so long. Every time you opened that mouth, I pictured fucking it. Your lipstick smeared on my shaft. Your tight lips swallowing me whole.”


  He thrusts again and I moan. Dear God, this is hot. I suck him eagerly, trying to take him deeper with every stroke.


  I want to please him. I want to drive him wild.


  “Suck me,” he growls, pumping faster. “Take every fucking inch.”


  He pistons hard, hitting deep at the back of my throat then pulling all the way out. I moan, loving the way it feels to be on my knees, totally at his mercy. He’s fucking my mouth now, not holding back, and I eagerly swallow him down.


  He grips my hair tightly, controlling my movement. All I can do is take it, take him deep, gorging on the delicious thickness. I’m filled up, overwhelmed by the sensations crashing through me. His taste, his scent, the hard thrust of steely flesh driving into my mouth, relentless and thick.


  “Fuck. You were made to have my cock in your mouth,” he growls.


  I whimper with desire. My body is tight. I’m so turned on, I clench my thighs together. The throbbing in my clit is insane, crying out to be touched, rubbed, tamed.


  I slide one hand down between my thighs to ease the pressure. He yanks my head up.


  “What are you doing?” he growls.


  “Please,” I murmur, “I need….”


  “You need to learn who’s boss.”


  He drags me from my knees and throws me face-down on the soft bed. I gasp, but there’s no time to brace myself before he yanks my panties down and lands a hard spank on my bare ass.


  CRACK.


  I shriek, shocked by the sudden sting. He spanks me again, and fuck, the pressure builds and pulses through my body in a delicious haze.


  Oh God, it feels so good.


  I rise onto my hands and knees, thrusting my ass back to meet him. I’m still covered by the blindfold, but I’m past caring what he thinks. I need it. Fuck, I need it so bad.


  “My dirty girl,” he growls approvingly, landing another hard slap on my cheeks. “You love it, don’t you? Give that ass to me, darling. I’m going to brand you with my hand.”


  I moan, clawing at the sheets as he spanks me hard and fast. Every stroke lands in a new spot on my ass and thighs, the pain melting into sweetness, a fiery pressure building inside me.


  “You’re marked now,” he tells me, grabbing a fistful of my hair and tugging me back, so I’m arched and wide open to him. “This ass belongs to me.”


  CRACK.


  “This sweet luscious pussy, those ruby cock-hungry lips.”


  CRACK. CRACK.


  “Who owns you?” he demands.


  “You,” I gasp, caught up in the whirlwind of sensation. Hard and soft. Pain and pleasure. It’s dizzying. Incredible. Taking me over.


  “Who owns you?” he demands, louder.


  “You!” I cry, as he gives me a last, devastating slap. I cry out from the impact, but my howl of pain quickly turns to a moan of pleasure. He smoothes his hand over the tender flesh, reaching between my thighs to rub hard around my clit.


  Oh god, I’m close.


  “You do!” I gasp, thrusting into his hand. “You own me, you possess me. Please!”


  He circles my tender clit with careful precision. “You want to come now, darling?”


  “Yes,” I cry. My whole body is shaking, desperate for release. Pleasure is coiling tight inside me, an inferno, about to explode. “Let me come!”


  The bed shifts. I feel a weight press into the mattress behind me, the heat of his body against my thighs and ass. His hand moves lower, spreading me open, dipping into my slick, needy core.


  I whimper and clench around his fingers. There, I need him there.


  “You’re ready for me, darling.” I hear the satisfaction in his voice. He grips my hips with both hands. His cock nudges my dripping lips.


  “Come for me. Come right now!”


  He slams inside me, his thick cock spearing me wide open in a single stroke.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


  I come with a scream.


  Oh my god!


  Ecstasy slams through me in a tidal wave of release. It’s epic, a force of nature, but he doesn’t stop for a minute. He withdraws, and thrusts again, plunging his thick cock deep inside, riding out my climax and pushing me to an even higher peak.


  Oh fuck, I can’t take this. It’s too much, too good, too strong.


  He thrusts into me hard, rocking my body back to impale my clenching pussy on every inch of him, all the way to the end.


  His hands grip my hips tightly. His body slams against my ass. Over and over again he pounds into me, claiming my cunt, branding me from the inside out.


  I sink face down in the covers, my whole body still convulsing with pleasure.


  “I can’t…” I gasp, exhausted by the explosions ripping through me. “I can’t…”


  “You can,” he growls.


  He pulls out and flips me onto my back. I’m still lost in the velvet darkness, I can’t see a thing. I can only feel as he spreads my legs wide, pushing my knees up against my chest.


  This time, he slides into me slowly, inch by devastating inch.


  I moan at the friction, the sweet rub of pleasure.


  Holy shit.


  “You feel that, my sweet?” his voice is hoarse and ragged. He shifts his weight, covering me with his body, pressing me hard into the mattress. “Every inch, baby. I’m going to give you what you need. Feel how your pussy clenches around me. You want my cock so bad, you can’t let it go.”


  He withdraws, and I whimper at the absence.


  “Don’t worry, darling. I’m not going anywhere.” He grips my wrists, pinning them into the mattress, and thrusts again, deeper.


  Holy shit. A guttural moan tears from my lips and I rise up to meet him. I didn’t know I could feel a man this deep.


  “I’m going to stay right here, fucking you the way you need. The way this sweet cunt has never been fucked before.” His voice is deliberate. Controlled. Driving into me with every deep stroke. “I won’t stop, not for anything. Not even when you can’t take it anymore. Because that’s when you’ll feel me more than ever.” His lips brush against my ear and his words shudder through me, sending white hot heat through my veins.


  “When you’re begging. When you’re drunk on my cock, wet and gasping. I’m going to ride you, darling, ride you till you break.”


  He suddenly slams hard. I cry out, bucking eagerly against him, but then he slows again, back to those thick sliding strokes that make me crazy. He moves his mouth over my bare chest, nipping at my nipples in a sharp rush of pleasure.


  “More,” I gasp, struggling against his punishing grip. But he’s too strong, his body is dominating me completely: pinning me down, plunging into me. I’m totally at the mercy of his hands and teeth and relentless driving cock.


  And god, I love every second of it.


  The thrusts grow faster. He’s getting close too, I can feel it. His magnificent body is tense, breath ragged. I clench tight around him, and he groans. “Oh god, you feel so good.”


  “You promised,” I realize, through the desperate haze of need. “You promised I would see your face.“


  His body stills. His reply sounds agonized. “Once you do, there’s no going back.”


  “I’m ready.” Even with the hard, slow strokes of his cock driving me crazy, I still feel the momentous weight of this moment.


  No more secrets. No more hiding.


  Nothing between us anymore.


  He suddenly releases my wrists, scooping my body against him and rolling us so that I’m straddling his lap.


  He surges up inside me, hitting my G-spot just right.


  “Oh God!” I cry, clutching his shoulders. “Right there. Don’t stop!”


  He rocks into me again, his dick rubbing high against my walls, his hips grinding against my clit. I swear, I’m igniting, fire blazing through my body. Every nerve is wound tight, every muscle in my body strung out and desperate for release. I’m beyond control now, moaning with every stroke. I dig my nails into his back, bearing down on his thick, driving rod, bucking against him to feel the stardust of friction in my clit. Inside, outside, everywhere, I feel him. His breath, hot against my throat. His fingers digging into my hips. His hard body, slick with sweat as we rock, and thrust, and devour each other’s bodies.


  I can’t take it anymore, I’m hurtling to the edge.


  “Please,” I sob, desperate. “I need to know you. I need to see your face.”


  The shudder of climax is already gripping me, the glitter cresting through my veins.


  He thrusts up inside me and grips my body tight, grinding me down on his cock, over and over.


  “Now!” I cry, losing all control. “Now!”


  I feel the tug against my blindfold, and then the silk falls away. I open my eyes, dazed and reeling, and finally see the face of the man whose cock is embedded deep inside me, pushing me over the brink.


  Oh my god!


  It is him. Ashton.


  It was him all along.


  I’m already too far gone to do anything but open my mouth and scream as the first stunning wave of climax rips through me.


  Ash. Oh my god. Oh!


  “JJ,” he growls, surging up inside me. He grabs my face in both hands and claims my lips in a punishing kiss.


  I shatter into a supernova of pleasure, coming and coming and coming as his tongue probes deep, and his cock pounds hard inside me, and his mouth demands everything I have to give.


  I feel him come in a hot spurt, his body convulsing against me.


  I don’t know how long we lay, spent and gasping in each other’s arms. The pleasure finally fades, and I lift myself up to look down at him.


  I can’t believe it. Ash, my Ash, is the mystery man. The one who has charmed and commanded me, driven me past the point of pleasure and pain.


  The only man I’ve ever wanted.


  The only man to break my heart.


  He opens his eyes, those blue sapphires piercing through me with an unanswered question.


  “That was our first kiss,” he says quietly. He reaches to brush a lock of damp hair back from my face, his gaze still searching.


  I turn away.


  “Our first kiss. And our last.”


  TO BE CONTINUED…


  Discover THE SEDUCTION, the #1

  bestselling series by Roxy Sloane. Available now!


  THE SEDUCTION 1


  All women look the same on their knees with their lips wrapped around my cock.


  You like to think you’re different, special somehow. But trust me, I’ll have you wet and begging for it before you can think of all those bullshit, good girl reasons why not.


  I'm your darkest secret. Your dirtiest fantasy.


  Who am I?


  The Seducer.


  And I’ve never lost a case.


  Until her. Keely Fawes. My mysterious new target.


  Someone wants to destroy her -- and I’m their weapon of choice.


  Her secrets could be my undoing. Her innocence will ruin me.


  But I don’t care.


  I’m going to show her how fucking good it feels to be bad. She’ll come screaming my name if it’s the last thing I do.


  All four parts available now!


  amzn.to/1pmtuqJ


  Don’t forget to sign-up for my newsletter for exclusive giveaways and release day gifts!


  bit.ly/1rCFG8v


  Now take a special sneak peek of FILTHY BEAUTIFUL LIES, the sizzling new series from NYT Bestselling author Kendall Ryan!


   FILTHY BEAUTIFUL LIES


  By Kendall Ryan


  I have no idea why she auctioned off her virginity for a cool mil. Regardless, I’m now the proud new owner of a perfectly intact hymen. A lot of good that will do me. I have certain tastes, certain sexual proclivities. My cock is a bit more discriminatory than most. And training a virgin takes finesse and patience – both of which I lack.


  Sophie Evans has been backed into a corner. With her sister’s life hanging in the balance, the only choice is to claw her way out, even if that means selling her virginity to the highest bidder at an exclusive erotic club. When Colton Drake takes her home, she quickly learns nothing is as it seems with this beautiful and intense man. Being with him poses challenges she never expected, and pushes her to want things she never anticipated.


  A sinfully seductive erotic romance where everything has a price and the cost of love is the highest of all from New York Times & USA Today bestselling author, Kendall Ryan.


  PROLOGUE


  Tonight I will be sold to the highest bidder. As I stand here in this quiet room, I try to find that little voice of reason telling me I’m doing the right thing. She’s nowhere to be found. Traitorous whore.


  I meet my dim blue gaze in the mirror and remind myself that I’m entering into this arrangement knowingly, and by choice. Not the choice I want to make, certainly not my life’s ambition, but it’s a choice I have to make in order to save someone I love.


  In another hour I will belong to someone – a man with sick needs and fetishes that propel him to purchase his companion rather than date a normal girl. Heaven help me.


   CHAPTER ONE


  Sophie


  I’ve been told that I could go for more than two hundred and fifty thousand dollars, and maybe more given that I’m still a virgin. The money will mean the difference between life and death for my twin sister and best friend in the whole world. It will mean I can pay the fees to get her into the experimental treatment program for advance stage ovarian cancer. We’re both just twenty-one years old and have barely lived. When she got cancer at age nineteen and had a hysterectomy, I promised her I’d carry her babies someday, a promise I intended to keep. And now she’s facing death in a matter of months if I don’t intervene, which is why I’m standing in the dimly lit dressing room applying my third coat of mascara and dressed only in a pair of panties.


  I’d found out about this place completely by coincidence. A few weeks ago, I would have never believed places like this existed. I’d been searching online for money making schemes – something, anything, that could help me raise the three hundred thousand dollars we needed. My parents made ends meet, but just barely. So I knew it was up to me. My job searches turned out to be a joke. My skills could earn me minimum wage waiting tables. That’s when my internet searches got more interesting and my attitude bolder.


  I agreed to an interview at a local strip club. As if the interview itself wasn’t embarrassing enough – being asked to undress in front of the club’s owner and prove my non-existent dancing abilities – when he’d asked how much money I hoped to make dancing and I said three hundred thousand dollars in the next few months, he’d laughed in my face and told me to get dressed. It was obvious to us both that based on my dancing skills, I’d never earn that kind of money. Let alone in my small Northern California town.


  When he saw the tears swimming in my eyes and inquired about why I needed the money, I’d given him, a complete stranger, the entire sad story. Once I was dressed, he brought me into his office and made me promise that what he was about to say would stay only between us. The shifty way his eyes danced around the room told me whatever it was, it probably wasn’t legal. I didn’t care. I’d never so much as run a red light, but I was willing to do anything – go to any extreme to save Becca. I promised him complete secrecy. He asked how serious I was about saving my sister and warned that I wouldn’t like what he was about to tell me. That was how I learned about tonight’s auction.


  Bill, the strip club owner, entered me into tonight’s bids. He’d arranged everything for a ten percent cut in my earnings. I’d seen a doctor, who tested me for pregnancy and STDs, and verified my virginity. Bill had also made me an appointment at a local salon for full body waxing and a makeover – a haircut with long layers and caramel highlights in my otherwise chestnut brown hair, along with a manicure and a pedicure. All of which would come out of my earnings too. If I didn’t sell, I would be responsible for paying him back. But Bill all but guaranteed I’d sell. He said that virgins were very rare and that someone so natural and beautiful would go for a high price. I just hope to keep my nerves under control so that I can actually follow through with this. I feel like throwing up and I haven’t even eaten all day.


  I turn to the sound of a light tapping on my door and Bill pokes his head in. My arms fly over my chest as I try to cover my breasts. My modesty is pointless and a hysterical giggle bubbles up in my throat. All too soon I’ll be exposed to a roomful of men and expected to give my body to one of them, but I focus on maintaining my innocence while I still can. Bill raises an eyebrow at me. "Are you ready?"


  I glance in the mirror one last time and draw a steadying breath. I look down at my toned legs, thanks to hours spent jogging – my only form of stress relief – to my stomach that is a bit softer than I would like, to my breasts that jiggle when I move. The eyes looking back at me are harder than before. Good. I will need that hard exterior to survive the next six months.


  I hadn’t known this side of the world existed and now I was entering into it. I’m doing this for Becca, I remind myself. Drawing every ounce of strength I can, I uncross my arms from over my breasts and nod to Bill. "I’m ready."


  His eyes give me a cursory once over. I’m grateful he doesn’t leer. "You look great. Very natural. That should work in your favor," he remarks, leading me from the safety of the dressing room.


  I see what he means as we progressed down the hallway. There are a few other women ranging from early twenties to late thirties and each of them seemed to have embraced the stripper look – big hair and layers of thick makeup, red stained lips, fishnet stockings and sky high heels. All of them are wearing g-strings. I’d been told the only article of clothing allowed was a pair of panties so I’d chosen my most modest pair – light blue briefs with lace along the hem. They’re cute and feminine and comfortable. It had never occurred to me to try and make myself look sexier. Regret churns in my stomach. What if no one wants me? I’ll have done all this for nothing, plus owe Bill for the expensive makeover he provided. The concrete floor against my bare feet sends an icy chill up my body, pebbling my nipples into hardened points. My arms once again cross over my chest as I clutch my breasts.


  I might be more covered than the other women, but somehow I feel more exposed. Completely ripped open for the world to see. I’m dressed as me, not some sexified version of myself that I can portray to the men waiting on the other side of that door. Suddenly I don’t want them to see the real me. I wanted to be caked in makeup with perhaps a long blonde wig and tassels hanging from my nipples. I could be whoever they wanted me to be. Instead I’m just Sophie and that seems much more dangerous to me. I can’t let my new owner get inside my head. He might be buying the rights to my body, but he’ll certainly never have the real me. I need to remember that.


  When we stop outside a steel door, panic courses through my veins and my throat constricts, my gag reflex threatening to send bile shooting up my throat. I draw a deep breath through my nose and open my mouth to tell Bill I’ve changed my mind when his hand suddenly reaches out and twists the doorknob.


  The door swings open to reveal a large, dimly lit room. The only light comes from a bare bulb that hangs directly above a platform-like stage in the center of the room. Men sit in lounge chairs facing the small round stage, their faces completely hidden in the shadows. I’m unable to distinguish a single feature, which I know is the point. The nature of tonight’s activities means they want their anonymity. And the kind of money that would be spent tonight bought you that right.


  Bill gives me a gentle shove forward and whispers something of encouragement, but the blood pounding in my ears garbles the message.


  My feet move across the room, my arms still crossed in a death grip across my breasts. The faint smell of cigar smoke assaults my senses as I move toward the platform. I keep my eyes trained on the floor, letting the swath of light from the single bulb hanging overhead draw me forward. My knees shake as I walk the final few steps.


  Finally I step onto the raised platform and face the small group of men. Keeping my eyes downcast, I know in this moment I would have never been brave enough to strip for a whole audience. I can barely stand here without my knees knocking together and just remembering to pull air into my lungs and release it again seems beyond my abilities. But a spike of determination rips through me. I am here to save Becca.


  A man standing in the shadows at the side of the room clears his throat. "I give you the ninth and final girl of the evening. And trust me when I tell you, gentlemen, that we’ve saved the best for last. She’s as pure and untouched as they come. She comes to us as a virgin, willing and fully in agreement with the six-month terms. Now, who’d like to start the bidding?"


  It’s quiet for just a heartbeat and I wait for something to happen.


  "Move your hands off your tits, angel," a man in the crowd says.


  I raise my eyes toward the sound of the voice, but my hands stay where they are. A streak of defiance I didn’t know I had rears its head. No one owns me yet. Not a single bid had been placed. I still control my destiny.


  I shift my weight, feeling that tingling sensation that means my foot is falling asleep and clutch my chest tighter as though I’m hanging on for dear life. My heart races in my chest and little beads of sweat form under my arms despite the cool temperature in the room. I can do this. I have to do this.


  "Two hundred." The man’s voice who’d ordered me to uncover myself places the first bid. I hope that’s two hundred thousand and not two hundred dollars. It never occurred to me that I needed to have a minimum established before this began. I was not sleeping with some weird old man for two hundred dollars. But then I recalled Bill saying something about six figure minimums, and I relax the tiniest bit.


  "Two fifty," another voice says. He sounds younger and has a slight Spanish accent.


  "Three hundred," a third voice croaks.


  Soon the price is up to five-seventy five and I feel dizzy listening to the whole exchange. I need to get off this stage before I pass out or throw up, or do something equally as terrifying, like go home with one of these sick men.


  Be strong, Soph.


  "Six hundred thousand," my tit-loving admirer counters. I don’t want to go to the man who I’ve already defied by refusing to show my chest. Knowing my luck, his first order of business will be to punish me for that act of disobedience.


  "Greedy tonight. He already has one and now he wants a second," the announcer chuckles.


  The man who is currently driving up my price has apparently already purchased one girl tonight and now he wants me too. Call me old fashioned, but I always assumed I’d be the only slave in this type of arrangement. I thought I was signing up for the typical one man–one woman experience. This wasn’t how I imagined losing my virginity, but I certainly never pictured being part of an orgy, or whatever he had planned. It disturbs me to think that he could buy us like cattle and force us to do things to each other and him. This whole process is going from bad to worse.


  I look up and to the center of the room – to the one man who’s remained completely silent so far. He crosses his ankle over his knee and leans back further in his chair, concealing his face entirely in the shadows. His casual, aloof behavior strikes something in me. I have a roomful of men bidding on my virginity, but somehow I don’t like the idea that this one man isn’t interested. Is there something wrong with me? It’s self-conscious and stupid, but something about being mostly nude in a roomful of strangers puts bizarre thoughts in your head.


  No one has countered the man to my left – the one who’d called me angel and wanted to see my breasts and my stomach churns in knots. He’s offered five hundred and seventy five thousand dollars – more than enough to pay for my sister’s medical treatment, give Bill his ten percent and the money he spent on me at the salon. I should feel happy and relieved. This is what I wanted, right? But the idea of actually leaving with him and the other girl he’s bought tonight sets off a gnawing feeling inside my chest.


  "If there are no other bids…" the announcer begins.


  My windpipe threatens to close. It can’t end like this…


  "Seven hundred," the man directly in front of me says. His voice is smooth and rich. Deep and hypnotic somehow. I lean forward on my toes trying to see his face. The foot he’s crossed over his ankle bounces as he fidgets, the only sign he’s now engaged in this bidding war. My heart leaps in my chest, doubling its pace as I wait nervously to see what will happen.


  Not being able to discern anything else in the room, I focus on his shoe. It is large, a black shiny leather, and expensive-looking dress shoe. But I suppose you have to be insanely wealthy to buy another human being for the prices these men are offering. His foot twitches again and my eyes shoot up to where I imagine his face is.


  The other man grumbles something under his breath, and I catch the word overpriced. Then he barks out another bid. "Seven twenty-five."


  Crap. I don’t want to be part of this weirdo's threesome fetish and I have no idea if going with Mr. Shiny Dress Shoes will be any better, but I stare straight ahead, silently pleading with him to up the bid. A dose of raw willpower keeps me steady on my feet.


  "One million dollars," he says after what feels like an eternity.


  My head spins and I feel faint. A million dollars? For me? There is no way I’m worth that as a sex slave. Once he realizes how inexperienced I am–not just at sex, but at everything–he’ll have buyer’s remorse, and maybe even try and return me. Yet still, I hold my breath, praying that no one will outbid him. Something inside me–woman’s intuition, a gut feeling, tells me that out of all these men here tonight, I am supposed to go home with him, but the thought of actually giving myself over to one of these monsters for six months is terrifying.


  I have nothing to go on but a clean, sleek, black leather shoe… but he gives off a good vibe. Maybe at the very least I’d be well taken care of. Panic threatens to overwhelm me. Breath, Soph.


  "She’s yours. No pussy’s worth that much," the other man bites out, shifting in his seat.


  My lungs fill with oxygen as I pull in a much needed breath, filling my chest cavity.


  "Our final object up for auction has been sold. Gentlemen, thank you for your participation tonight. If you would kindly make your way to the lounge area through the rear door to finalize payments and collect your earlier purchases. Drinks are available and some in-house entertainment if you’re in the mood."


  The announcer’s voice buzzes in my head.


  I’ve been sold.


  Men rise from their chairs and I hear footsteps retreat as they exit the room. A door closes in the distance, leaving just my new master and me alone in the silent room.


  I want to step down off the humiliating stage I’ve been made to stand on. I want my clothes. But I remain rooted in place, realizing for the first time that my actions are no longer my own.


  "Come forward," he commands.


  I swallow and step down off the platform, my legs heavy from remaining in one spot for so long. I take slow strides across the room like I’m approaching a dangerous animal. Maybe I am. What kind of man buys a woman?


  "I won’t hurt you," he encourages and I take another tentative step closer, stopping directly in front of his chair. "Lights," he says to no one in particular and the overhead lights all flick on at once. Blinking several times against the sudden rush of light, my eyes remain downcast as they struggle to adjust.


  Disoriented, I continue looking down, studying his shoes, which are now both resting squarely on the floor. "Look at me," he says.


  I lift my chin and take in the man seated before me. Black suit. White crisp shirt. Thin black tie knotted loosely at his neck.


  I inhale again, forcing another breath into my lungs and finally look into the eyes of the man who has just spent one million dollars to purchase me. Sky blue eyes fringed in heavy black lashes stare back at me, stealing the breath from my lungs. He is stunning. Tall, fit, and attractive. Confusion washes over me. What is a man like this doing here? He could walk into any bar in America and pick up a girl easily enough. My stomach twists in recognition. That can only mean that his tastes are peculiar enough that he requires complete obedience. He’ll want things no normal girl would do. Oh god, I feel like I’m going to pass out. I can’t let this attractive monster lure me in.


  "Just breathe," he says, calming my fears.


  I obey like a good little slave, opening my mouth and sucking in air greedily.


  "That’s it," he says soothingly, his own posture relaxing just slightly. "What should I call you?"


  It’s an interesting way to phrase the question. He didn’t ask me for my name. Maybe he’s assuming I’ll give him a fake identity. And I probably would have if I’d been thinking clearly. Instead I whisper, "Sophie." As soon as it’s off my lips, I momentarily regret giving him my real name. But then I realize I’ll be living with him for six months and I don’t think I can keep up with the lie of a fake identity that entire time. I’ll already be lying to my family and friends about where I am. No sense making this even more difficult on myself.


  He tilts his head to the side, continuing to study me. "Call me Drake," he says finally. I wonder if Drake is his real name.


  Just when I’m beginning to think he’s going to make me stand here all night, he rises from the chair. Having his full height in front of me is daunting. I’m average height, and he’s at least a foot taller than me, well over six feet. I stagger back a step.


  "Come with me." He turns and heads toward the exit and like an obedient pet, I follow closely behind him.


  When we reach the steel door I entered through just thirty minutes before, it feels like I’m exiting as a whole different person. Drake turns to face me before opening the door. "Would you like my jacket?"


  I look down at myself– at my pale blue panties that now feel childish and my hands which haven’t strayed from my breasts. I nod weakly.


  Shrugging out of his jacket, he’s even more muscular than I first realized. His tailored dress shirt clings to his broad shoulders and defined chest. It sends a ripple of fear through my gut. Yes, he’s attractive, but he’s also strong. Which means I’ll stand zero chance of defending myself against him if he gets too rough.


  Ignoring my visual inspection of his body, he places the jacket over my shoulders, closing the lapels over my chest and buttoning the first button. I thought he might demand to see me – to inspect me for himself, but he only seems concerned with getting us the hell out of here. Which is fine by me.


  Once I’m covered by the jacket, I let my hands fall away and lower my arms, my stiff joints crying out from being in the same position for so long. My arms hang uselessly at my sides and I follow him out into the hall. As grateful as I am for his jacket, I can’t mistake this first bit of kindness from him for more than it is. He doesn’t want other men’s eyes on something he’s just purchased for himself.


  We pass several others on the way out and I keep my eyes on Drake’s shoes as I follow him down the hall, a false sense of security settling over me.


  Complete series is available now!


  amzn.to/1r4qnU8
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   PROLOGUE


  What is true release?


  The delicious sting of pain against needy flesh. Fingers digging into you, spreading you open. That slow grind of friction when I pound deep inside you, low and dirty and so fucking forbidden.


  You want it. You’re slick and panting, craving the pleasure only my cock can provide. Your damp pussy aches to be stretched. Filled. Possessed.


  But something is holding you back. You’re right there on the precipice, but you can’t take that leap off the edge.


  You’re not ready for me yet.


  Because what you don’t realize is that there can be no surrender without trust. Unconditional and absolute. It’s not just your body, but your mind, too. Every last defense, all those voices holding you back.


  Quiet your mind.


  Open your body.


  Take everything I have to give you—and more.


  And then, only then will you understand.


  This invitation is not just for the night.


  It’s forever.


  CHAPTER ONE


  JUSTINE


  I stand in the middle of the luxurious hotel room, the blindfold hanging from my fingertips. After weeks of thrilling, sexy games, I’m finally face to face with my mystery man. The guy who’s driven me wild, pushed every last one of my limits – and made me orgasm harder than anyone in my life before.


  It’s Ash.


  My Ash.


  I stare at him in total shock.


  “It’s me, JJ,” he says with a soft smile. “It was always me.”


  He reaches for me, still naked in bed, looking illegally hot. But I lurch away. My head is spinning. I can’t believe it. All this time, it was him. By day, he acted like he barely knew me, fighting every step of the way as opposition on my client’s lawsuit. But by night…


  I feel stunned, remembering all the things I did for him. Wearing sex toys in public, visiting that kinky club. I left my door unlocked, had him walk right into my apartment and touch me. Kiss me.


  Fuck me.


  And you were thinking about him the whole time.


  I snap back. I’m still naked, my body still glowing from the epic orgasm he just delivered. It finally sinks in.


  Ash. I just had sex with Ash – and I didn’t even know it.


  I grab a robe from the hotel closet and belt it tightly around myself. I look frantically around for my clothes. I don’t know where they are, I was too caught up in the erotic thrill of having my mystery admirer’s hands on me, but I find my shoes kicked off across the room, and my panties in a damp heap on the floor.


  “JJ?” Ash’s voice comes, concerned now. “Talk to me.”


  “What is there to say?” I snap back. Tears of humiliation sting in my eyes as I pull my dress over my head. “You win.”


  “What do you mean?”


  I ignore his question, yanking my shoes back on. I look around for my clutch purse, but I don’t see it anywhere. “Where’s my purse?” I demand, my voice shaking. I have about ten seconds before I break down completely, and I can’t be here when it happens. I can’t let him see how much he’s hurt me.


  “My purse,” I say again. I toss pillows from the bed to the floor, and bend to my knees to check under the dresser. “I need my wallet, and keys. Where is it?”


  “Here.”


  I look up. Ash is holding it, standing by the door in just his briefs. I stalk over and grab it, but he pulls back. His blue eyes flash dark with concern. “JJ, talk to me. What’s going on?”


  “What’s going on?” I echo, my voice rising. “Why do you care? You did it. Congratulations. You won.”


  “Why do you keep saying that?” Ash demands, still holding tight to my purse. The one thing I need if I’m going to get the hell out of this nightmare.


  “Because it’s true. This was all a big game to you. And I fell for it, hook, line, and sinker.”


  My heart aches, I bite back the tears. I didn’t know my mystery man’s identity, but I opened up to him like nobody else. I let him see me at my most vulnerable. I trusted him.


  And all along, Ash was laughing at me behind my back. What kind of fool does that make me?


  “You planned it from the start, didn’t you?” I look at him, realizing the truth. “The minute you discovered I was the opposing counsel on this case. That’s why you flew out, when you could have had one of your minions handle it. You wanted to be here, to fuck with me in person.”


  “JJ, no—” Ash starts to argue, but I won’t let him. The humiliation and betrayal is hardening into anger, and I hold onto that with everything I’ve got.


  Anger will help me. Anger will keep me from collapsing into tears right here in the middle of the floor.


  “Was it fun for you?” I spit. “Watching me run around, trying to untangle the big mystery? Knowing that no matter how much you belittled me in the office, I’d spread my legs for you after-hours?”


  Ash looks shocked. “It wasn’t like that.”


  “So tell me how it was,” I demand. “Go on, tell me what the hell was going on in that head of yours. Because right now, I can’t think of a single good reason you have for tricking me like this, stringing me along like I’m some kind of cheap toy!”


  “You need to calm down.” Ash reaches for me again. I feel the heat of his skin, the strength in his touch, and dammit, my body betrays me, flooding with heat all over again.


  “No!” I shove him, hard. “You don’t get to tell me what to do. Not anymore!”


  My stomach twists, remembering the invitations. All those instructions, his whispered, sexy orders. I followed them blindly.


  And you loved every minute of it.


  “Get out.” I’m shaking with rage, at myself as much as him. “I said, get out!”


  But Ash doesn’t move. He looks at me calmly. “JJ, you know me,” he says softly. “You know I would never do this to hurt you.”


  “I used to know you,” I mutter, hollow. “But this guy, right here? He’s a stranger.”


  A hot, disheveled stranger who’s still more magnetic than any other man I’ve known. I clench my hands into fists to keep from reaching for him, falling back into bed, and showing him everything I’ve learned since the last time we fucked, three years ago.


  Except he already knows. He’s seen every part of me, betrayed me a hundred times over.


  How could he do this to me?


  “I trusted you,” I whisper, the words falling broken from my lips.


  Ash looks pained.


  “When I didn’t know your identity, I still trusted you. You took care of me. You made me feel safe. But you broke that trust here tonight. You broke us.”


  I force the next words out, my heart breaking as I say them.


  “I don’t ever want to see you again.”


  Ash stares back, his expression unreadable. I can’t tell what he’s thinking, and I hate it that I even care. This man has betrayed me worse than anyone, and it still hurts me to see the shadow of pain in his eyes.


  I snatch my purse from him and exit the bedroom, heading through the suite towards the exit.


  Suddenly, his hand is on my arm, pulling me back around. “Don’t go.”


  I look up. My breath catches. He’s looking at me intensely. Desire and desperation in his eyes.


  How dare he?


  He steps forward, slowly pushing me back against the wall. I should shove back, walk out of here and leave him behind forever, but for some reason, I can’t move.


  His heat rolls through me. His scent hits like a drug. And most of all, the sheer overwhelming presence of him keeps me pinned in place. Strong. Determined.


  Hungry.


  My eyes flutter shut and I breathe him in.


  I hate him.


  “Please…” I whisper, and even I don’t know what I’m asking. For him to let me go, or turn me around and fuck me right here up against the wall, like the very first time.


  Ash dips his head closer, until I can feel his breath, hot on my cheek.


  “I’m sorry,” he whispers, his voice rasping. “I’ll let you go. But this isn’t over. Not by a long shot.”


  He drags his thumb softly across my lips. The feeling goes straight between my thighs. He presses harder, easing my lips apart and sliding his thumb into my mouth.


  It takes everything I have not to moan out loud.


  It’s crazy how my body responds to him. Even after everything, my instincts are still screaming to surrender. To suck his finger in and then fall to my knees and suck him.


  He knows. His eyes flash dark. He steps in closer, and presses his body hard against mine.


  I shudder. I can feel his cock pushing hard through our clothes. Thick and long, and my pussy clenches just remembering how he felt, pounding me relentlessly, splitting me wide open, filling me up.


  So fucking good.


  “I’ll give you some time,” he repeats, sliding his thumb out of my mouth. “But I’m not giving up. Because no matter how mad you are right now, we both know that you loved this, JJ. Every fucking minute of it.”


  My eyes fly open, in time to see his stare. Blazing. Arrogant.


  Before I can protest, his lips crash down on mine, claiming me in a passionate kiss.


  Fuck him.


  I fight the desire surging through my body, but it’s too strong. I want to fight him off. Push him away. I feel his tongue in my mouth, his hands trying to distract me, intense and hard.


  Fuck me for letting him do this.


  Ash devours me, merciless, until finally, the kiss turns tender. Soft and sweet, heart-breakingly slow. He pulls away, caressing my cheek.


  He betrayed me, used me, and after all that, he still thinks he can have me. Like I’ll roll over and forgive him for this without a second thought.


  “No, you won’t.” I manage to pull myself together and push him away from me. “I don’t need time. We’re over. Send one of your staff to deal with the lawsuit, fly back to England, I don’t fucking care. I’m never speaking to you again.”


  With a final glare, I reach the door and pull it open. But just as I’m stepping into the hallway, so close to leaving him behind forever, his voice comes, loud and direct.


  “Admit it,” he says. “You hoped it would be me.”


  CHAPTER TWO


  JUSTINE


  Ash tries calling, dozens of times, but I ignore them all and delete his texts unread. He wants to meet and explain, talk for real this time, now that I’ve had a chance to calm down.


  But I don’t feel calm. I don’t feel anything but betrayed. I’ve never felt this shitty in my life. I don’t know what to do with myself. When I try to read a book or watch TV, I can’t concentrate on what’s going on right in front of me. I’m fucking miserable.


  So I come up with a plan. I will allow myself exactly three days of utter misery and high-quality wallowing, and then I’m going to forget this every happened. Forget this asshole ever meant anything to me.


  Every time I think about what I did, what I begged him to do to me, my stomach twists.


  It’s like I’ve been under a spell of lust since opening that first invitation, and now that spell is shattered. I’m wide awake, but I wish I wasn’t. Because now that I don’t have that intoxicating cocktail of desire and adrenaline surging in my veins, there’s nothing to distract me from my broken heart.


  Because he was right.


  Those parting words, designed to torment me, are doing just that.


  I wanted my mystery man to be Ash. I wanted it to be him so bad.


  We’ve been connecting more and more; that day at the racetrack, our private meetings. It felt like the missing years disappeared, and we were right back to being us again. Friends. Maybe even more…


  Until he revealed he’d been in LA for months and never even contacted you, I remind myself bitterly. He cut you out of his life, then picked you back up like some dumb toy to play with. He used you, don’t ever forget it.


  But why?


  The question haunts me as I spiral full-force into wallowing mode. Ice cream, trashy rom-coms, I’ve got it all covered: slumped on the couch in my sweatpants at 2 in the afternoon. I have vacation due from work, and I’m in no hurry to get back to LA in the state I’m in. Better to get every last piece of heartache out of my system before I fly home and do my victory walk through those gleaming office doors.


  Maybe then I’ll give a damn about winning my case, instead of feeling like I lost everything that matters to me.


  My phone rings, just as I’m considering another ice cream run to the deli on the corner.


  My heart stops.


  I check the caller ID and let out a sigh of relief. Not Ashton. Just the office.


  “Hello?” I answer.


  “Justine.” It’s one of the partners, Peyton, sounding smooth as ever. “I know you’re taking a few days off, but I wanted to congratulate you on the Venture case. It’s a big win, in all the papers.”


  “Thanks.” I try to sound upbeat. A month ago I’d have been over the moon at a personal call from one of the partners, but right now, I just feel numb.


  “A very nice result,” he adds, like he’s calculating the firm’s percentage. Since my client Adam couldn’t afford to pay our regular retainer, he arranged to give the firm a tiny cut of future revenues. But when you’re talking about potential billions, that tiny cut gets big real fast. “In fact, we’re having our bi-annual meeting on Monday to discuss promotions and raises. I don’t want to put the cart before the horse,” he adds with a chuckle. “But it’s safe to say, your name will be mentioned.”


  That gets my attention. “Mentioned how?” I ask.


  He laughs again. “Now, now, I shouldn’t have said anything. But rest assured, we’re all taking notice of how hard you’ve worked.”


  There’s a pause, and I realize he’s waiting for some ass-kissing. “Well, thank you,” I say, mustering as much sincerity as I can. “I couldn’t have done it without your mentorship.” Read: passing off all his unwanted cases, and forgetting my name half the time. “I appreciate the opportunity.”


  “Good to hear.” Peyton sounds satisfied. “I’ll keep you updated when we have more news.”


  I say goodbye and hang up, holding the phone to my chest. I should feel ecstatic: I’m close to the promotion I’ve been working so hard for, sacrificing countless late nights and weekends for years so I could make partner.


  Everything I wanted, mine for the taking.


  Except it’s not everything anymore.


  I drag myself off the couch – but only as far as the kitchen, to grab a glass of water. I catch sight of my reflection in a mirror on the way.


  I look like hell. Greasy hair, pale skin, my eyes red from all the crying I swore I would never do. I can pretend like I’m just mad at Ash, but I can’t hide from the truth staring back at me: this hurts like hell.


  The ‘painful knot in the middle of my chest’ kind of hurt. The low ache that makes me want to curl up in a ball and block out the world.


  I don’t do heartbreak. I’ve never cared enough to hurt when it’s all over. There’s never been a guy to get so close.


  Until Ash.


  Fuck. It’s like after law school all over again, except even worse. How many times will I let this guy in, only to have him betray me?


  He used our friendship against me. All those late nights we joked about our secret fantasies, all that dirty talk and more. I felt like the mystery guy sending the invitations could read my mind – as if he knew exactly what would turn me on the most.


  Because he did. He knew everything.


  Ash knew it all.


  A knock comes at the door.


  I whirl around so fast I nearly send a vase crashing down, but I catch it just in time. My mind races. The doorman didn’t call to let me know anyone was coming up, but Ash could charm anyone, even Juan.


  “Hello?” I call cautiously. My eyes go back to the mirror, and my miserable reflection.


  “It’s me, Keely.”


  Thank God. She knows everything: she was the first person I called, to come drink tequila with me and hear the whole sorry story.


  “Hey, just wait a sec.” I do my best to finger-comb my bedraggled hair and tug at my schlubby sweatpants. Then I go open the door.


  Keely blinks. “Umm, hey. You weren’t picking up, so I got worried.”


  “Sorry. I’m fine.” I head back to the living room, and slump onto the couch. I reach for the nearest takeout pizza box. Cold pizza. Works for me. “You want some?” I offer Keely the box.


  She strides inside and puts her hands on her hips. “This is not fine. This is pathetic. You’ve been locked in here for days!”


  “I’m just taking some time,” I protest in a small voice.


  “To what? Sink into total misery and depression?”


  “Well, yeah.”


  Keely gives me a sympathetic smile. “Look, I know you feel like crap right now, but it’s my duty as your best friend to get your butt off the couch and feeling better.”


  “I don’t want to go anywhere,” I yawn. “And besides, TCM is just starting their Meg Ryan marathon. C’mon, sit. I’ll order more pizza.”


  “No way!” Keely grabs my hand and drags me up. “I’ve booked us a spa day. Hair salon, mani-pedis, the whole package.”


  I look at her. “Is this your way of telling me I look like hell?”


  She grins. “Yes. But you won’t be for long. It’s OK, Justine,” her voice softens. “You’re gonna be okay.” I feel tears prick at my eyes.


  Keely grabs my arm and pulls me towards her. “Don’t let Ash win,” she adds.


  Her words send a sharp burn of determination through me. “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re doing,” I warn her.


  Keely laughs. “But it’s working, right? You want to stay here crying over him, or get back to being the fabulous, ass-kicking Justine we all know and love?”


  I pause. I’m still hurting, but Keely’s right. I can’t hide out here forever. “Give me ten minutes,” I tell her. “I need to take a shower.”


  Two hours, one massage, a facial and seaweed wrap later, I’m feeling better. Way better. Keely booked us in for blow-outs and manicures at her fancy salon, too, and now I’m sitting in a chair beside her while people fuss around us, bringing mimosas and trashy magazines.


  I relax back with a sigh. “Thanks,” I murmur. “This is exactly what I needed.”


  “Good,” Keely smiles. “Now, I’ve waited long enough. Spill.”


  I look over. “Spill what?”


  “How you’re feeling, what’s going on,” Keely shrugs. “You’ve been on lockdown all day, not one word about Ash.”


  “That’s because he’s dead to me.”


  I close my eyes and try to recapture that blissful feeling, but all I see is his face, the way he looked in the hotel room, before I walked out on him forever.


  Wounded. Determined.


  So fucking sexy.


  I groan in frustration. My eyes fly open again. “Look what you did! I’d forgotten all about him.”


  Keely gives me a look.


  “Well, almost,” I admit. “I just… I don’t know what to tell you. He lied, all along he had me running around over this mystery guy, and the whole time was him. He just wanted to watch me make a fool of myself.”


  “I don’t know…” Keely bites her lip. “It doesn’t sound like it to me. I know I’ve never met the guy,” she adds, “But from what you’ve been telling me, he’s not the mind games type. That was why you were friends in the first place, right? You were both no-bullshit kind of people.”


  “Yeah, well things change.” I gulp my mimosa.


  “Maybe…” Keely muses. “Did he tell you why he sent you the invitations in the first place? Did he explain at all?”


  I pause. “No,” I answer in a small voice. “I didn’t give him the chance. I was too mad.”


  “Hmmm…” Keely murmurs.


  “What?”


  “Nothing,” she says.


  I glare. “Tell me.”


  “I just…” Keely sighs. “I just wonder if maybe you should hear him out. I know you’re angry,” she adds quickly. “And you have every right to be. He lied. But don’t you want to know his reasons? It might help you understand. Or move on. But either way… you’d have answers.”


  She’s right. One of the worst things about this whole mess is not knowing. Why Ash disappeared after law school, why he didn’t contact me when he was living in LA. Why he chose now of all times to start up this sexy scavenger hunt and string me along. It doesn’t make any sense, and it’s driving me crazy.


  I want answers.


  “I can’t face him,” I tell Keely, my heart twisting at the thought. “After everything he’s done. We’ve done,” I correct myself. After all, he never forced me. I willingly followed his wicked instructions, played all the thrilling games. I touched myself, bared myself to him. Invited him to fuck me.


  And loved every minute of it.


  Even now, remembering our nights together, I shiver. My nipples harden, my thighs clench at the memory.


  His hands. His mouth.


  His thick, driving cock.


  “Justine?”


  I hear Keely’s voice and snap back to the bustling salon. She’s looking at me cautiously, like she has something on her mind that she’s afraid to say.


  “Do you think maybe the reason you won’t talk to him is because you’re scared?” she asks carefully.


  I frown. “Of Ash? No way! He would never hurt me!”


  “No, I don’t mean like that,” Keely yelps. “I just mean… You said yourself, you’ve never really had a relationship, not one that lasted, anyway. Ash is the only guy you’ve ever opened up to, back in college, and now again.”


  “So?” I ask, feeling a weird flush.


  “So now he’s back, and you still have this intense connection,” Keely continues. “Plus, he’s proven he’s got what it takes to keep you interested in the bedroom.”


  Understatement of the year.


  “So maybe you’re angry at him right now because you’re scared of what might happen if you aren’t.” Keely gives me a gentle look. “Maybe that’s what you’re really angry about: that you care about him so much that he has the power to hurt you.”


  “I don’t—” I try to argue. “I mean, I’m not….”


  But she’s right. As much as I hate to admit it, Keely’s right.


  I care about Ash. He’s hurt me. And if I give him a chance to explain, to make things right….


  What happens next?


  Can I ever trust him again?


  Do I even want to?


  “Call him,” Keely urges me. “You don’t have to forgive him, not if it doesn’t feel right. But at least you’ll get the answers you need. Otherwise, you’ll be wondering about it forever.”


  I let out a frustrated sigh. “Since when did you get to be such a know-it-all?” I ask, with a smile to let her know I’m kidding.


  Keely laughs. “Let’s just say I know a thing or two about infuriatingly mysterious men,” she grins. “But sometimes, if you give them a chance, they might just surprise you.”


  “I honestly don’t know if I want him to or not,” I tell her, feeling torn. I don’t know what good reasons he might have for acting the way he did. Or if I could forgive him, either way.


  She takes my hand and squeezes it tight. “Hey, at least you’ve got one thing going for you.”


  “What’s that, my awesome BFF?” I joke, grateful she’s here to pick me up and talk some sense into me.


  “Thanks to Eduardo here, you’re going to meet him looking like a fucking supermodel.”


  CHAPTER THREE


  JUSTINE


  I text Ash and tell him to meet me back at my apartment, but the minute I arrive there, I realize my mistake. I should have picked a public place: bright lights, a crowd, somewhere I’d have to keep my shit together.


  Somewhere he can’t push me up against the wall and fuck my brains out, the way only he knows how.


  Pull it together, I order myself. But my body betrays me. My heart is already beating faster, knowing he could knock on that door any minute now. My skin tingles, my breath comes fast.


  I want him, even after everything.


  Fuck.


  I go pour myself a glass of whiskey and take a huge sip. The dark liquid burns the back of my throat, soothing and warm in my stomach.


  I can handle this. We’re just talking. I’ll hear him out, listen to everything he wants to say, and then I’ll decide.


  I’m not wrapped up in that haze of lust and hormones anymore. I can think clearly, like the ass-kicking lawyer I really am.


  I can do this.


  I check my reflection, sending silent thanks to Keely for dragging me to the salon. Thanks to my day of pampering, I’ve never looked better. My hair is glossy, my skin glows, and I sweated out all my pity-carbs, enough to fit back into a butt-hugging pencil skirt and casual silky T-shirt with a deep V-neck.


  Cool, casual, and totally hot. Nobody would guess I’ve been moping around for days eating my body weight in Ben & Jerry’s.


  The doorbell sounds.


  Shit. This is it.


  I take a deep breath and try to collect myself.


  Just talking. You’ve got this.


  I cross the hall and fling open the door. Ash is standing there, looking hotter than hell in a pair of dark jeans and a casual white button-down shirt. Damn. I ignore the shock of lust that shoots through my body, and fix him with a glare.


  “You better have a damn good explanation—”


  I don’t even finish before Ash grabs my face in both his hands and pushes me back inside against the wall, kissing me hard and hot and dirty.


  Fuck.


  I soften against him. My head is screaming at me to pull away, but my body is totally overwhelmed. The scent of him, his distinctive aftershave; the feel of his hands, holding me tight; his body, hard and lean, pressing into me. And his mouth.


  God, his mouth.


  Ash pries my lips open and plunges his tongue deep inside my mouth. He strokes against my tongue, deeper and hotter than anything in the world. His hands move to my hair, tangling, gripping tight; roving over my back to squeeze my ass and mold me against him. He grinds against me, the thick outline of his cock digging into my thigh and making me weak with lust.


  Oh God, I could drown in him. Strip naked and spread myself for him, right here with the door open where everyone could see.


  I don’t care. I would take his cock, every inch, and scream for more. I would ride him, fuck him, anything to have him buried deep inside.


  Him. All of him. Now.


  No.


  I find my last reserve of strength and shove him away. Ash stumbles back, his eyes dark with lust.


  “I’ve been waiting three years to do that,” he growls, panting for air.


  My head is swimming. My knees are weak. I fight to keep control. “You can’t just do that!” I cry, as furious with myself for caving as I am with him. “I gave you a chance to explain, but I can’t… I can’t think straight when you kiss me like that.”


  Or touch me. Or even just look at me with that disheveled hunger, like he wants to fuck me for days.


  I flash back to laying spread-eagled on a hotel bed, blindfolded, Ash buried between my thighs. His tongue swirling at my clit, his fingers pumping deep and fast.


  Oh God.


  I turn my back on him and search the apartment for a safe place to talk.


  “Let’s talk on the balcony,” I decide, grabbing my drink. I open the sliding glass doors and step out onto the narrow terrace. It’s set with chairs and a small table, looking out over the busy street below. It’s not much, but I hope the public view will keep my head screwed on tight enough to resist him.


  Unless he fucked you here too. Bent you over the railing and slid inside you from behind, grinding deep, rubbing your clit until you came hard and fast…


  I take a gulp of whiskey and choke.


  “Are you OK?” Ash asks.


  “Fine!” I yell, recovering. What the fuck is wrong with me? I sit in one of the chairs and fold my arms. “You came here to talk, so talk.”


  Ash slowly takes a seat opposite me. Now there’s no escape from his magnetic presence, and the electricity that crackles between us when I force myself to meet his eyes.


  They burn into me, searching, raw. Now that I’m calmer, I can see that he’s got shadows under his eyes and two-day stubble on his chiseled jaw. For a man who always looks immaculate, this is a big deal.


  He’s hurting too.


  Good.


  “How have you been, JJ?” he asks softly.


  I shiver to hear my old nickname, so familiar on his lips. “I’m great,” I force a big fake smile. “Just hanging out, enjoying the city before I head home. Thanks to my win, they can’t wait for me to get back to work. I’m probably getting a promotion,” I add.


  “I’m glad,” Ash says. “You deserve it.”


  My stomach twists. Why does he have to be such a good loser?


  “And you?” I ask, expecting him to pull the same bullshit about being fine, but instead, he fixes me with a dark look.


  “What do you expect? I’ve been terrible. You wouldn’t talk to me. I’ve been going out of my mind.”


  I feel a flush of pride – and then guilt. The thought of Ash in pain should make me feel better, but instead, it makes me feel worse.


  “You’re here now.” I keep my arms crossed, defensive. “And I’m giving you exactly ten minutes to explain what the hell you’ve been playing at.”


  “I’ll tell you everything.” Ash’s gaze is sincere. “Just ask.”


  Where do I even begin? My mind races. I’ll start at the beginning.


  “Why did you disappear on me after law school?” I demand. “Just cut me out, like I never even existed.”


  Ash runs one hand through his disheveled hair. “I told you before, I had too much to deal with. My father died, I suddenly had the weight of all this responsibility running the business and taking care of my family… I didn’t want to drag you into the bullshit, I’m sorry,” he adds. “It was stupid, and I wish I could take it back and just call you, but it’s too late now.”


  I take a deep breath. I try and put myself in his place: suddenly crushed under an inheritance he never wanted.


  The knot in my chest untangles, just a little.


  “What about LA?” I ask, my voice cracking. “You were right there, all that time, and you didn’t care enough to even look me up.”


  “But I did.”


  Ash’s reply makes my head snap up. I look at him in disbelief. “What are you talking about?”


  “In LA, I looked for you,” he admits. “I checked the alumni records, found out the firm you’re working at. I went to see you one day, sat in the coffee shop opposite the office and waited for you to come out.”


  My head is spinning now. I can’t believe this.


  “I saw you,” he adds, with a private smile. “You were with a brunette girl, it looked like you were friends.”


  “Keely,” I answer numbly. “She’s my best friend. This is her apartment,” I add.


  He nods. “You guys got a drink from the cart outside, and sat and talked a while by the fountain.”


  “But… why didn’t you come say ‘hi’?” I demand. “I don’t understand.”


  Ash’s face darkens. “I wasn’t ready.”


  “For what?”


  “This. You. Us,” he grounds out the words. “Don’t you get it? This is for real. The two of us. After that night, I knew, if we were together, it would be better than anything. Hotter, wilder. Everything.” The heat pulses between us. My body tightens. “If I was going to do this, I had to be all in,” Ash continues. “And I wasn’t free yet.”


  His words crash through me. All in.


  “And now…?” I whisper, shocked to find that I’m nervous. On the edge, hoping despite myself for his next words. “Tell me. What’s changed?”


  “What’s changed is I can’t live another fucking day without you.”


  My pulse races. Ash gets up, covering the distance between us in a single stride. He places his hands on either side of me, gripping the arms of the chair.


  Pinning me in place.


  “Now you talk,” he demands. “Tell me I’m not wrong. Tell me you didn’t want it to be me sending you the notes, that you weren’t imagining my cock inside you the entire time we fucked.”


  I want to resist him, but I can’t. The way he’s looking at me, I can see. He needs this.


  He needs me.


  “But why the games?” I whisper, holding onto my last shred of self-control. “Ash, why not just call me up and ask me out?”


  “Because I had to know,” he murmurs, leaning closer. His lips are just inches from mine, his body poised above me, not yet touching.


  “Know what?” I breathe, frozen in place.


  “Know if you were still the filthy, gorgeous, girl of my dreams.” Ash gives me a crooked smile, leaning down and licking slowly across my lower lip.


  I let out a moan.


  “I had to do things to you, everything you ever wanted. Everything you told me you fantasized about. I wanted to make it all happen,” he says. “Dammit, JJ, you’re everything. Don’t you see? I wanted to give you everything.”


  And he did, didn’t he?


  He reaches one hand out, trailing softly down my neck, over my swollen breast.


  My breath catches. I feel a hot tingling in my clit and I have to squeeze my thighs together to ease the sudden throbbing.


  Ash’s eyes blaze into me, not breaking the hot, ravenous stare as he slowly strokes me through my T-shirt. He closes his thumb and forefinger around my stiff nipple and squeezes.


  “You’re still mine, and don’t you ever deny it.”


  His mouth finally covers mine, claiming me with fierce passion, and I know.


  I need him.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  JUSTINE


  Ash slides his hands around my waist and yanks me out of the chair, hard against him. I can feel every inch of his body, but it’s not enough. I want more.


  “Tell me,” Ash growls, nipping at my neck. I wince at the delicious pain, sharp and hot like the desire in my veins. “Tell me you wanted it. Tell me you were imagining me, all along.”


  “Yes,” I groan, already dizzy, drunk on him. “I wanted it to be you.”


  Ash’s eyes flash with victory, and then his mouth is devouring me again. God, yes. I loop my hands around his neck, pulling him down to me. I kiss him with a fierce hunger, needing his mouth on me, gorging on his lips and probing tongue. I grip his shirt tight in my fists. “I need you,” I gasp. “Fuck, Ash, I need you right now.”


  “I’m yours.” He thrusts against me. “All of me, darling. Every fucking inch.”


  God, he’s hard. So big and ready.


  I buck against him, already reaching for his belt. Everything disappears but him, the hot friction of our bodies, the clawing heat between my thighs.


  I’m wet and aching. I need his cock, inside me. Now.


  I shove his pants down and reach for him, closing my fingers around his thick cock. Ash growls, then suddenly, he grips my ass and lifts me. I wrap my legs around his waist, and hold on tight as he strides back inside. The door slides shut behind us, and then there’s nothing but the sound of us breathing.


  Our mouths slide against each other, hot and wet, a battle of tongues and teeth and will. My back crashes against the wall with a hard thud, and I hear something crash to the floor, but I’m too far gone to care. Ash yanks my T-shirt up, and bends to rake his tongue across the silk of my bra. My nipples ache, tight and needy for his touch. He nips one through the lace and I yelp, reaching to push his head away.


  He looks up at me. “No.” His voice is thick with lust. “This body is mine.”


  In one motion, he pulls my T-shirt up over my head. I lift my arms, waiting to free them, but instead, he keeps them trapped in the fabric, twisting it in his hands.


  My wrists are bound. He pulls them down behind my back, so I’m trapped against the wall with my hands tied behind me and my legs wrapped around his waist.


  My heart pounds. Holy fuck. I struggle against the makeshift restraint, but I can’t move at all.


  Ash leans in to suck at my lower lip. “How does it feel, darling?” he asks, shoving my skirt higher and slowly grinding his hard cock between my thighs.


  I whimper at the friction, rubbing right there against my clit. My panties are sticking to me, slick with need. I can feel the heat of him, the demanding hardness of his cock.


  “Is this what you wanted, all those times you closed your eyes and obeyed my every command?”


  Ash slides one hand up the inside of my thigh. He curls two fingers inside my soaking panties and then there’s a rip. My panties fall away, and I moan as his flesh finds my tender nub. Ash teases me.


  Oh, fuck.


  I mewl, arching eagerly against his hand, but he uses the other one to press me back against the wall, pinned in place.


  I writhe in protest, but my hands are twisted tight behind me. I can’t move, I can’t do anything but shudder and gasp as Ash strokes my clit in slow, deadly strokes.


  “Fuck,” I curse, the heat and pressure building. “Fuck, that feels so good.”


  He dips his head and pulls my bra down with his teeth. He sucks my nipple into his mouth and I cry out with the burst of sharp pleasure. His licks me softly, then harder, his tongue rasping over me, harsh and sweet.


  My head falls back with a hard thud against the wall, my eyes closed from the pleasure of his mouth. Each lick and suck sends heat straight to my pussy, leaving me desperate to be filled.


  It was good with the blindfold: the mystery, the tease. But having him in front of me and knowing that it’s Ash driving me crazy is hotter than I ever imagined.


  I can see the pleasure on his face, feel from the thrust of his body how much he wants me.


  He easily keeps me lifted, pinned against the wall. I tighten my legs around him, grinding hard against the length of his cock. I’m so close to the edge already but I know I can’t go over without him inside me.


  “Fuck me,” I demand. “Ash, don’t do this to me!”


  He lifts his head. His eyes gleam with lust.


  “But this is too much fun. Watching you beg.” His lips find my ear, breathing hotly. “Just waiting to be filled up. You’d like that, wouldn’t you sweetheart? My cock easing deep inside of you, hitting that spot no other man can reach. How much do you want me?”


  I groan in frustration—but it quickly turns into a moan as Ash slides his fingers down from my clit, circling my dripping cunt. So close. Not close enough.


  “Ash!” I thrust against his hand, desperate for more, but his fingers taunt me, staying just out of reach from where I need them most.


  “Beg,” he orders me.


  I bite back my cry. I’ve given him so much, I need to hold on to some control.


  “I mean it, JJ,” Ash uses his other hand to grip my jaw, forcing me to look at him. “Beg for me. You know you want to. I can feel it, baby, you’re so close. Beg, and I’ll give you everything.”


  I gasp for air. I could lose myself in his eyes. I could step off the edge and fall into oblivion. But I’ve never surrendered to anyone, not like this.


  I’ve always been the one to keep control.


  Ash’s expression softens. Tenderness shines in his eyes. “Trust me,” he murmurs. “I promise, I won’t ever let you down again.”


  His fingers tease closer to my entrance and I whimper. It’s so hot, the risk, the adrenaline coursing through me, my body pinned and helpless.


  And Ash, always Ash. He takes me higher, pushes me further. There’s nobody like him, and there never will be.


  But can I do it? Can I trust him now?


  I want to. More than anything.


  I decide in a rush.


  “Please,” I break, begging the way he wants me to. But it’s what I want, too.


  The release crashes over me, the freedom of letting go. I cry it louder, loving the desperate ache in my voice. “Please, Ash. Please!”


  He gives a growl of fierce possession, claiming my mouth in a bruising kiss as his fingers plunge deep inside me.


  I cry out against his lips. Oh God!


  He surges inside me, curling up, rubbing high against my walls as his palm grinds into my clit.


  It’s so good. I’m close. So fucking close.


  Ash breaks away, breathing hard. “Ride my fingers,” he orders, pumping them faster, “Show me how you’re going to ride my cock.”


  I roll my hips, fucking myself with his hand. I’m full, so full, but I’m still not satisfied. I whimper, needing more.


  “That’s it, darling, let me hear how much you want it,” he murmurs in my ear. “Your body’s screaming loud and clear, your juicy cunt is crying out for a good, hard fuck.”


  He pulls his fingers from me and I groan from the loss. Then he lifts his hand to my mouth.


  “Lick,” he commands, pushing his slick fingers between my lips.


  Fuck. I obey, moaning as the taste of my juices floods my mouth.


  He’s playing with me, keeping me on edge. It’s so hot. Dirty.


  He’s in charge.


  But that was always Ash’s gift. He turns me on like no other man ever has, knows my body, knows every dark fantasy—and brings them all to life.


  Every note. Every game. He knew, I’d love them all.


  And he’s even better at it now.


  “What do you think, sweetheart?” Ash slides his fingers out of my mouth. “Are you ready for me yet?”


  “Yes,” I gasp. The tension coiled tight inside is unbearable. I don’t think I’ve ever wanted anyone so much. “Fuck me now.”


  Ash shifts position, yanking down his briefs and sliding his arms beneath my knees. He lifts my legs even higher, spreading me wide open, pinned back against the wall. I can feel his head nudge against my lips, so big and hard.


  “This is what I dreamed about,” Ash’s voice rasps. He looks down between us, hungrily devouring the sight of me. “Your naked breasts, your glistening cunt. All these years, darling. Every fucking night. And now I’m going to feel you come hard around me, right where you belong.”


  He slams inside me in one hard, thick stroke.


  Holy fuck!


  He fucks me hard, driving me back against the wall as my orgasm pulses through my body. The length of him drives deep, his girth splitting me wide open as I convulse around his cock, unable to suppress my moans.


  Ash stills, waiting as I reel from the aftershocks. He kisses me again, his mouth tender yet fierce.


  “Did you like that, darling?”


  I nod, unable to speak for the first time ever.


  He smiles. “Good.”


  My head is spinning as he lifts me again, striding across the room. His cock is still buried deep inside me, and every step bounces me on his delicious thickness.


  I hold on tight and enjoy the intoxicating ride. God, I can’t get enough of this man.


  Without warning, the world tilts on its axis as I’m dipped backwards. I squeal in shock at the sudden movement.


  “I’ve got you, sweetheart,” Ash promises.


  He lowers me gently, until my back hits the cold polished wood of the large coffee table in the middle of the living room. “Just do what I say.”


  A thrill runs through me. What does he have planned next?


  My weight supported now, he reaches back and untwists my hands from the bunched up T-shirt that’s been restraining me. I flex my wrists, lifting them in front of me.


  “OK?” Ash checks, and the tenderness in his gaze makes me glow inside.


  I nod, then clench my pussy down around his cock. “Just peachy,” I grin.


  He groans. “Damn.”


  I reach up, eager to touch him this time, but Ash captures my hands again. He stretches them out wide across the table and wraps my fingers under the wood to hold on tight.


  “Don’t let go,” he commands, voice full of power.


  “Or what?” I ask, breathless.


  He suddenly grinds so deep inside me, I cry out with pleasure.


  “Or I stop. Do you want that?”


  I shake my head frantically against the table. Dear lord no. I don’t ever want him to stop, not when his dick is impaled so deep, filling me up, so good.


  Ash is poised above me, leaning over me on the table. He lifts my legs over his shoulders and thrusts, angling his cock even deeper inside.


  Oh. My. God.


  Pleasure. I grip the table and scream. Ash doesn’t even pause, thrusting his cock again, driving up inside me, finding my G-spot and grinding just right.


  I see stars. Fuck. I see the whole fucking universe, rushing through me, white-hot.


  “Ash!” I cry, lifting my hips in rhythm with his thrusts. He’s looking at me, holding me captive in his gaze. I’m already so close again, that coil inside of me wound up tight, ready to explode.


  He can see how close I am. Ash pauses his thrusts. “You’re going to wait for me this time,” he commands me, and the dominance in his tone sends a fresh flood of damp need to my pussy.


  He plunges into me again. Fuck. I can’t stop moaning. I’d be begging for more if I could even find the words. I’m strung out, so close to breaking. I don’t know how I’m supposed to hold on much longer.


  “Please,” I gasp. “I can’t—”


  “You will.”


  Ash pulls out of me suddenly, leaving me desperate, clenching against air. I whimper at the loss, the emptiness that only he can fill.


  He’s torturing me, but it’s the sweetest torture I’ve ever known.


  Ash lifts me effortlessly, pulling me from the table and setting me on the floor. The thick carpet is soft against my bare skin as he flips me over onto my hands and knees.


  I fall forward, weak with desire, but Ash’s strong arms hold me up. He pulls my hips back, positioning me, spread and open to him.


  “Look at you, JJ.” His voice is thick with lust. “Still the finest ass is the world.”


  His hand smoothes over my ass cheek, teasingly light. “As I recall, this ass likes it rough.”


  Excitement shocks through me. I remember when he spanked me. God, that was hot.


  “I wonder if that’s changed…”


  His hand cracks against me, sharp and sweet. I let out a moan.


  Ash laughs, a low growl. “Apparently not.”


  He spanks me again, harder.


  Dear lord. My toes curl and my pussy clenches. A dark craving for more.


  He knows exactly what I need.


  I feel Ash kneel on the floor behind me, feel his cock nudging at my entrance again.


  Another memory surfaces, a newer promise. “I thought you promised to look me in the eye when you fuck me?”


  He answers by plunging that magnificent beast of a cock into me, thrusting into my tight drenched hole.


  I groan with the sensation, being filled all the way up.


  Ash leans over me until I feel his chest hot against my back. He withdraws, thrusts back inside, over and again.


  “I did. And I still can.”


  He twists my hair in his strong fist and tugs my head up until I’m looking straight ahead.


  Straight into my own reflection.


  Holy shit.


  The huge mirror propped against the far wall is positioned right in front of us. I can see every filthy thing Ash is doing to me.


  I stare, entranced. My face is flushed with arousal, my breasts bounce with each hard, driving thrust. Ash is kneeling behind me, beads of sweat rolling down his chiseled abs, his fist buried in my hair as he drives his ravenous cock deep inside me with precise, devastating thrusts.


  It’s the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.


  Ash locks eyes with me in the mirror. “Take it,” he demands, thrusting faster. “Take it all.”


  He tugs my hair sharply, and then grabs my hip with the other hand, arching my body up to meet his cock. I groan with pleasure, grinding back against him. I can’t take my eyes off us, off him. Seeing his face as he pounds me from behind.


  “Harder,” I moan. My orgasm is so close I can taste it.


  “How often do I have to tell you? You’re not in charge,” he says, changing pace suddenly. Now he’s fucking me in shallow thrusts.


  He takes the hand from my hip and spanks me again. Fuck, that’s good. “Yes!” I cry. “Please, more!”


  He thrusts deeper, at the same time as he spanks me. The sting of pain mingles with the bone-deep pleasure of his cock rubbing up against my G-spot, and it’s more than I can take.


  “Oh God, I’m going to come!” I fight to keep control, but it’s a losing battle. I can’t hold it back. I’m almost there when suddenly, he pulls out of me.


  I whimper, my fingers scratching at the rough carpet as I push my ass back at him. I need him. Fuck. I can’t get there without him.


  This is what insanity must feel like. No logic, no control. Just raw, wild need. “Please,” I beg again. In the mirror, I can see his expression. His face taut with fierce control.


  He looks like a chiseled god. All-powerful.


  All mine.


  I gasp for air, my body still shaking on the edge. I can feel the cool air chilling my wet, swollen cunt, the slick drag of his cock as it rubs against me, teasing me with its nearness.


  “Please,” I try again, my heart pounding. I don’t feel any shame begging anymore, just a blissful surrender. Nobody else could control me like this. Nobody could be so strong.


  Ash leans forward, surrounding me with his body, his heat. I can smell our sex rolling off of him as he makes eye contact with me in the mirror.


  “You only come when I tell you to. And if you don’t come when I say, you don’t come at all.”


  I feel his fingers drag through my wetness, smearing my juices back between my cheeks. Before I can even register the foreign sensation, his slick finger nudges further, there, probing at the tight ring of puckered flesh.


  He slams inside me again, driving his cock deep into my aching pussy as his finger nudges deeper in my ass.


  He pulls back and surges again, fucking me with his finger and cock in a perfect, filthy rhythm. Dear lord. I thought I was close before, but this is beyond. Stretching me tight, a white-hot force rising from deep inside. I groan, thrusting back to meet every stroke, loving the feel of him, so thick inside. The grind of his cock, rubbing deep against me, and the wicked, dirty thrust of his finger, splitting me wide apart.


  “Let go,” he orders, thrusting faster. I look up and see his face in the mirror, eyes wild. “Come for me, JJ.”


  He drives deep inside me, pounding hard. His hands grip my hips so hard I know they’ll leave marks, and fuck, that just thrills me even more. I grind back against his dick, clenching around every last inch. I can see it in his eyes, he’s right here with me, on the edge, ready to hurtle into the abyss, and that knowledge shakes something deep inside me.


  This is him. This is us.


  He pounds into me again and fuck, I can’t hold on anymore. “Ash!” I scream, as my orgasm rips through me. It tears me apart, better than anything I’ve ever felt before.


  Harder. Sweeter.


  Free.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  JUSTINE


  I wake the next morning wrapped up in the covers with a delicious ache between my thighs.


  Damn, that was good.


  I stretch out my muscles, feeling the afterglow from the most epic orgasms of my life. Ash didn’t hold back, not for one second. He drove me to the edge of insanity, and pushed us both off the edge.


  Ash.


  There’s a noise in the hallway, and a moment later, the door opens. “You’re awake,” Ash grins, carrying a tray inside. He’s naked besides his low-slung, unbuttoned jeans, hair wet from the shower and looking sexy as hell.


  “You were out so cold, I thought nothing would wake you.” Ash strolls over and dips a kiss on my forehead. He sets the tray down. “Did anyone ever tell you that you snore?”


  “I do not!” I look at the tray.


  He smirks. “Only a little. And it’s fucking adorable.”


  Heat rises in my cheeks. Holy shit. I’m in bed with Ash, after a night of wild animal fucking, and he’s… flirting with me?


  My heart beats faster. “Don’t you have meetings or something?”


  “I told my secretary to push everything. I’m not going anywhere,” Ash adds with an intense stare.


  I nod. “Good. I’m going to jump in the shower,”


  Ash frowns. “But I made you breakfast.”


  I look at the tray, laid perfectly with coffee and pastries from the bakery down the block. He’s even got a single-stem rose in a glass vase. Totally romantic.


  “I’m all dirty from last night.”


  He grins. “I like you dirty.”


  Ash pulls me closer and licks up my neck. So hot. But instead of relaxing into some filthy morning sex, I feel a weird panic rise in my chest.


  “I’ll be right back.” I pull away and walk to the bathroom before he can say a word.


  Fuck.


  I look at my reflection in the mirror: messy hair, flushed skin. I look like I’ve been fucked for hours—by someone who knows exactly what they’re doing. So why am I hiding out in here instead of riding Ash’s demanding cock until I’m screaming all over again?


  Because it matters this time.


  I turn on the shower and step under the hot jets. It was one thing to surrender to Ash last night, caught up in his filthy words and dominant commands, but now it’s the morning and I feel fucking exposed.


  I’ve never dealt with this morning-after stuff, because I’ve never cared enough to stick around. My emotions are all over the place, and I don’t even know where to start.


  There’s a tap at the door. “JJ? Come on out. I’ve got a present for you.”


  I take a deep breath and step out of the shower. I wrap a towel around me, and exit into the bedroom.


  Ash is lounging in bed. He gives me a lazy smile. “ You don’t need that towel, darling. Come back to bed.”


  I start to walk over, then hesitate.


  He frowns. “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing.”


  “I know you.” Ash sits up, reaching for me. He pulls me down into his lap. “What’s going on in that head of yours? Are you having second thoughts?” he demands.


  “No.” I shake my head, overwhelmed by the feel of his body against me. His hard chest, the perfect muscles rippling in his biceps. “I just… I need to know. What do you want from me?”


  Ash grins. “I want you to come with me to the Hamptons for the weekend.”


  “That’s not what I mean,” I argue, even though the invitation sounds amazing.


  His smile drops. Ash takes my hand, and lifts it to his lips. “You,” he says, determined. “I want you. This. Us.”


  The knot in my chest unravels. I relax into his arms.


  “But I’m serious about the Hamptons,” he adds, reaching for the edge of my towel. “I have a place there, you’re going to love it.”


  “Is that your present?” I ask, smiling.


  “No.”


  Ash tugs at my towel, and it falls open. His eyes darken, roving over my naked breasts. I shiver, my nipples stiffening under his hungry gaze.


  “Is this my present?” I tease, stroking his cock through his pants. I feel it harden in my hand, and his jaw tightens. I love seeing how much I turn him on.


  “It’s one of them,” Ash grins. He pushes off his pants, and his massive cock springs free, thick and ready.


  Heat floods through me. My mouth waters and I can’t look away. I want him for breakfast.


  He sits on the bed, as casual as can be, cock jutting up from his lap. I shift towards him, wanting to slide my mouth down his hard length until all I can taste is him.


  He moves out of my reach by placing the tray of food between us on the bed, and I groan at the loss. Ash plucks the rose from the vase and smiles. “This is your gift.”


  I smile, reaching to take it, but instead, he strokes the rose down my neck, across my collarbone. The petals whisper across my skin, soft as silk.


  I bite back a moan as he brushes it along each sensitive peak of my nipples.


  Ash trails the rose lower. I sink back into the pillows, feeling it whisper over my bare flesh. Desire pools low in my stomach and I grip the sheet hard. God, Ash is every sexy dream I’ve ever had come to life, and he’s all mine.


  I feel the rose stroke softly between my thighs. I lift my head to find Ash staring at my pussy with a ravenous expression. “I don’t know if I want to eat you alive, or have you suck my cock first,” he growls.


  I smile. “Maybe you don’t have to choose.”


  I sit up and lean over, sucking him slowly, teasingly. I angle my body into a 69 position just as his cell phone rings loudly. “Ignore it,” I tell him, wrapping my lips around his bulbous head. Ash groans as I scoot down the bed, moving my throbbing pussy closer to his touch. I’m so wet, so ready for him…


  It’s the incessant buzz of his phone vibrating again and again against a hard surface that makes us break apart, panting for breath.


  Ash’s pupils are dark, his lips spit-slick and pink from my pussy.


  “Your phone,” I murmur.


  He nods, pulling away from me, and reaches onto the floor to dig his phone out of the pocket of his jeans.


  When he reads the name on the screen, he sighs heavily and rubs a frustrated hand over his face.


  “Everything OK?” I ask.


  “I need to get this. It’s the office,” he replies distractedly as he stands up from the bed and tugs his pants back on.


  I blink, watching in disbelief as he grabs the phone and moves into the hallway to answer.


  What the fuck? Since when does a guy walk away from one of my legendary blowjobs?


  I try not to be pissed. He’s running a multi-million dollar company, I remind myself, reaching for one of the pastries on the breakfast tray. I take a bite, sugar hitting my bloodstream, and my annoyance fades. I can hear Ash talking through the door. I can’t make out what he’s saying, but the anger and tension in his voice is clear.


  I’m done with the first pastry and onto my second when he hangs up and comes back into the bedroom. He looks frustrated at first, but once he sees me, the tension leaves his shoulders.


  He kisses me again, slow and deliberate, each movement of his mouth and tongue achingly sweet and tender. It feels like the promise of a future, and I melt into his arms, our breakfast forgotten as we explore one another.


  “Everything OK?” I check.


  “Just work, sweetheart,” he says, tossing the phone down. “But I told them not to call for the rest of the weekend. I’ll be too busy fucking your brains out to pick up.”


  I shiver with anticipation. “No time like the present.”


  I stand up from the bed and watch as his hot gaze rakes across my naked body. I feel the dampness between my thighs, the ache he’s been building inside me all morning. I feel sexy and wanted, and pretty sure I’m about to get laid.


  Ash reaches for his shirt and pulls it on over his head as he walks towards me.


  “Aren’t you forgetting something…?” I gesture at my naked body, frustrated that he hasn’t made any moves to fuck me and put me out of my misery after his teasing foreplay. “Are you really going to leave me like this?”


  “For now, darling. For now, you’ll wait.” He chuckles as he witnesses my frustration. “Believe me, I am going to fuck you. So hard.” He slaps my ass as he walks past me. “But only if you’re good.”


  Oh fuck.


  CHAPTER SIX


  ASH


  I hurry out of the apartment before my phone rings again.


  Before JJ hears something she’s not supposed to.


  I hate lying to her, it’s eating me up inside, but it’s the only way. I can’t bring her into my bullshit. I can’t risk losing her all over again.


  I hail a cab and get in, not wanting to wait around for my driver. The sooner I can get back to the office, the sooner I can get this mess cleared up.


  Then we can be together for real.


  My phone buzzes again, but this time it’s a text from her.


  I might just get started without you. There’s a picture, too. JJ naked in bed.


  Bloody hell.


  Don’t you dare, I type back. You don’t come until I say so.


  There’s a pause, and I can picture her waiting for me. Hot. Wet.


  Mine.


  What do I get for waiting?


  The best fucking orgasm of your life.


  I’m not kidding around. I wanted to fuck her right there, take her in the shower with the water pouring hot around us as I filled her up, claim that sweet cunt as my own until she knows my cock is the only thing she’ll ever need.


  But I know, waiting will only make her hotter. That’s how well I understand her, thanks to all those times we talked about our conquests back in college. She needs a real man, a guy who will hold her down and drive her body to the brink, and not break for a minute. She needs surrender, craves it more than anything in the world.


  And fuck it, I’m going to be the man to give it to her. Hard and slow, pounding and deep. She thinks she wants me now?


  I haven’t even started yet.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  JUSTINE


  Ash goes back to his apartment to change and grab some things, then picks me up for our weekend out of town.


  I step onto the sidewalk and admire the Bentley that pulls up by the curb. “Sweet ride,” I tease. Ash grabs my case and throws it in the trunk.


  “What do you have in here, rocks?” he laughs.


  “Nope. Just a wardrobe full of sexy lingerie,” I answer sweetly, circling around and sliding into the passenger seat.


  Ash climbs behind the wheel, then reaches over and pulls me into a hot, slow kiss. “I look forward to my private show,” he murmurs, softly biting my lower lip.


  In an instant, I’m wet. Fuck, this man can turn me on like nobody else.


  “If you behave,” I pull away, my pulse racing.


  Ash chuckles. “I thought you liked it when I played dirty.”


  He drives away, cutting expertly through the afternoon traffic. Once we’re over the bridge and out of Manhattan, he steps on the gas and shows me what that big engine can do. It’s exhilarating to fly past all the other cars on the highway, the engine purring smoothly. I roll down the window and let the wind tangle my hair. I feel wild and free, high on life and the burning hot man in the seat beside me.


  Ash glances from the road and catches my eye. He gives me a smile, unguarded. It’s like a mirror of the way I feel right now, and I love that we’re back together after all this time. Connected. Off on an adventure.


  Ash makes me happy. Happier than I’ve been in years.


  I drink in his profile, memorizing the chiseled line of his jaw, the sexy shadow of scruff that he didn’t take the time to shave before we left, the way his lips part in concentration and his bright blue eyes study the road as he changes lanes. I feel a buzz of arousal just watching him. I don’t think that there’s anything about him that doesn’t turn me on. He is the complete package.


  Plus, he has a house in the Hamptons. I grin to myself. Speaking of packages…


  My eyes slip down to his lap and the thick bulge that strains against the zipper and the tight denim of his distressed jeans. I fantasize about leaning over right now and taking him in my mouth; finishing the blowjob I started this morning. Only this time, we would have no interruptions, just me deep-throating him until he came in a hot gush down my throat. Fuck, that would be so hot.


  I glance at the speedometer. Or maybe not. Blowing him at 80 miles an hour is probably a really bad idea.


  Ash glances over at me. “What’s that look for?”


  “Just thinking about your cock buried down my throat,” I answer sweetly.


  His knuckles turn white gripping the steering wheel. I grin. Just because I’m not about to get us crashed, doesn’t mean I can’t torment him a little.


  “Keep that up, and I’ll have to give you a spanking,” Ash answers in a low growl.


  My pulse kicks and I give his thigh a hard squeeze. “Promises, promises.”


  We fall silent after that, but my mind is full of hot, filthy scenes. I’m so turned on, I barely notice the rest of the journey until we exit the highway and turn down a country lane. Here, there’s green and woodland all around: rows of impressive houses hiding behind manicured hedges, and the ocean glittering in the distance.


  “It’s gorgeous out here,” I breathe, looking around. I can taste the salt in the air. “Like another world.”


  Ash’s look of tense lust softens. “I knew you’d like it,” he says. “It’s a great hideaway, out of the city.”


  We pull up to a private driveway guarded with a huge set of gates that swing smoothly open as the car approaches. We follow a winding driveway towards the house, bordered by wild roses. Already I’m impressed; I can’t imagine what the house is going to look like. Then we turn a corner, the trees clear, and I see the house beyond.


  Holy. Shit.


  My jaw drops.


  It’s a dream house: low and modern, white boxed construction and sleek glass. I can see the ocean just behind the lush green lawn. Waterfront, prime real estate, with what looks like a private strip of golden sand.


  “Wow,” I breathe, as Ash hits a button. A garage door slides up, revealing a space next to a classic Harley and a gleaming black Mazda sports car. “Where’s the private jet?”


  I’m joking, but Ash smiles. “In for repairs right now.”


  “Are you serious?” I blink, trying to wrap my head around this. I knew he was wealthy, I’ve seen his corporate New York offices and his luxurious town house, but this is something else. Jet-setting, beach house in the Hamptons, mega-rich.


  “Come on, I want to give you the tour.” Ash takes our luggage into the house.


  Inside, it’s just as stunning: sleek, minimal, and full of gorgeous modern furnishings. The entire back wall of the house is glass, looking out on a pool area and the amazing view of the Atlantic Ocean beyond.


  I stand on the back patio and breathe it all in. “You’ve done so well for yourself,” I tell him, turning as he joins me with two martini glasses in his hands. “I’m proud of you.”


  He passes me a drink, shaking his head.


  “I was born with the right name, that’s all.”


  “No,” I argue. “You used to tell me how your dad was running the family fortune into the ground. You would joke about being broke by the time you inherited anything, and look at you now.”


  He shrugs.


  “Don’t be modest,” I tell him. “I’m interested. Tell me what you’ve been doing to make it to…all of this.” I gesture at the water lapping softly against the white pool tiles, and the loungers arranged under white fabric umbrellas. It looks like a scene from a luxury travel magazine, the kind of perfection I’ve never seen up close.


  Ash shrugs. It’s funny how he can be so arrogant and in-command in the boardroom, but modest when it comes time to talk about himself.


  “After my father died, I took over the estate, which you know,” he explains. “There were properties, businesses, a trust… He’d been making bad investments for years, so I turned things around. Cut loose all the old, inefficient funds and started taking a risk on start-ups, focusing on innovation, and research that could really make a difference.”


  “Looks like it’s paid off,” I say.


  He cracks a grin. “There are perks. Like that garage full of toys.”


  I laugh. “Why not enjoy it? You’ve worked hard enough.”


  “So have you,” he says, sincere. “It’s great to see you’ve made it. And after this VideoMine win, you’ll have other firms lining up to poach you, too.”


  “We’ll see.” Now it’s my turn to shrug off praise. “It still doesn’t feel real, I guess because I’m so far away from the office. Vacation time.” I try not to think about LA.


  “Cheers to that.” Ash clinks his glass to mine in a toast. “And I know I promised to leave work behind, but I do have a few calls to make. Why don’t you settle in upstairs, and meet me in an hour for dinner? There might even be some more gifts waiting…” he adds mysteriously.


  Ash heads to his office, so I take the opportunity to explore the house. There are at least five guest bedrooms upstairs, plus a personal gym and master suite that takes my breath away. I run a bath, soaking in the huge sunken tub that looks out directly over the sunset ocean view.


  Bliss.


  I sip my martini, and steal a couple of chocolate truffles from the box laid out beside the bath.


  I could get used to this.


  For a moment, I wonder what’s going to happen once I go back to Los Angeles. Will we make this work long-distance? What about if Ash has to go back to England?


  I stop the voice of uncertainty. For now, I have everything I need right here. I’m going to enjoy the moment as long as it lasts. We can talk about the future some other time.


  Besides. The man has a private jet. He can make it work.


  I finally drag myself out of the tub, feeling totally relaxed. I wrap myself in a fluffy robe, and wander into the huge master bedroom. It’s dominated by a massive king-sized four-poster bed, and I shiver, imagining the possibilities of those bed posts. They’re perfect for handcuffs, or scarves, or any kind of restraint.


  Ash could tie me down and spank me right here.


  Then I look closer and realize, there’s something resting on the middle of the bed.


  A black box tied with a gold ribbon. A thick creamy card tucked under the label.


  It’s another invitation.


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  JUSTINE


  A shock of anticipation rushes through me. He’s still playing our sexy game.


  Eagerly I go to the bed and scoop up the gift. I’ve wondered if he would stop the notes and filthy gifts now that I know his identity. Well, here’s my answer.


  I love that he’s still dreaming up ways to turn me on. Every new game has been hotter than the last, and I can’t wait to see what he’s planning for us now that I know he’s the one.


  I slide off the ribbon and open the box. Nestled inside the crimson red tissue paper are two small silver balls, linked by a silver cord.


  I pick them up, curious. They’re heavy, with a strange rocking motion like they have a counter-weight inside. I check the note for a clue, but all it says is, Enjoy.


  Mysterious.


  I check the time and realize I don’t have long to dress. I unpack my case, selecting some barely-there panties in a gorgeous smoky grey lace with cutouts that expose more skin than they hide. This is lingerie designed to be undressed. Or, better yet, ripped off my body.


  After I slide them over my ass, I pick out a dress, finally deciding on a deep maroon lacy number. It’s demure and ladylike in front, with a high neckline and three-quarter-length sleeves, but when I turn around, it’s a whole different story: totally backless, with the fabric swooping low to the base of my spine. I fix my hair up in a loose braid to show off the skin, and check my reflection.


  Hot as hell.


  “You’re going to get us arrested.”


  Ash’s voice makes me turn. He’s leaning in the doorway, his eyes roving over me from head to toe. Stripping me naked.


  I pivot, enjoying the power of his gaze. “It’s totally legal, see?” I show him the front and strike a pose.


  “But the things I’m going to do to you won’t be.”


  Damn. Lust shoots through me. “Who says we have to go out?” I purr, sashaying closer. I can see the bulge in his pants, and I can’t wait to feel that cock driving deep inside me. “Order in. Eat off my naked body. Fuck me right here.”


  Ash chuckles, and then that commanding look comes over his face. “Patience, darling. I promise, it’ll be worth the wait.”


  His gaze goes to the open box on the bed. He raises an eyebrow. “You don’t like your gift?”


  “I don’t really know what they are,” I admit.


  He gives me a wolfish grin. “You wear them,” he says, picking up the looped cord and dangling the balls from his hand.


  “Obviously not around my neck…” I frown, still perplexed.


  He chuckles. “You don’t wear them there.” He gives me another look, and I realize.


  “You mean, inside me?”


  I feel a rush of heat.


  “You’re going to like this. I know it.” He walks over to me. No, more like he prowls.


  “Oh, really?” I push, as if I’m not already soaking at the thought. “You sound very sure of that.”


  “That’s because I know you, JJ,” he murmurs. “I know what a dirty girl you are. How you’ll love sitting in the middle of the restaurant surrounded by people, clenching this toy tight in your hot, juicy cunt.” Ash’s eyes blaze through me. My knees go weak. Fuck, he’s hot.


  Ash trails one hand over the curve of my body. “Every time you move, or take even a single step, they’ll vibrate inside you, rub your walls so good that you’ll be begging me to let you come. And if I’m feeling generous, I may let you.”


  Oh. Fuck. Yes.


  My pussy clenches. He’s right. Tonight is going to be fun.


  “Are you up for it?” he challenges, dark and devious.


  It’s taking everything I have not to fall to my knees and beg him to just fuck me now. Tell him I’ll be good for him and do whatever he wants as long as he takes me hard first.


  But that’s not part of the game.


  “Show me,” I say, slowly pulling my skirt up and widening my stance.


  Ash’s eyes go fierce with lust. My panties are barely a few straps covering my pussy.


  “You’re not the only one who likes to give gifts,” I add with a smirk.


  Ash closes the distance between us and takes my mouth for a quick, hungry kiss before turning me around to face the mirror.


  I sink back into his arms. God, I love how strong he is when he takes control and makes me submit to his desires.


  “You make my cock so fucking hard,” he whispers in my ear, watching me in the mirror. “I’m going to enjoy sliding balls deep into your tight juicy cunt after dinner.”


  “You could do it now,” I moan, pushing my ass back into his hard cock. He presses back, and I whimper. My body is aching, so sensitive for his touch. “I insist on it, actually. Come on, Ash. Make me scream.”


  I can feel his hot, shallow breaths against the back of my neck and it makes me shiver, but instead of grinding against me again, he eases back.


  “Haven’t you learned yet, sweetheart?” he murmurs. “I’m in charge of this show.”


  He grips my hip with one hand and places the other between my shoulder blades, bending me over so my ass is jutting back toward him. He tugs my panties down around my knees and forces my legs wider, spreading me open.


  Yes.


  My pussy throbs with need as Ash leans over me, kissing down the back of my neck and licking over my bare skin. He grinds his cock into the cleft of my ass, hard and thick even with the layers of clothing separating us.


  Fuck, I need that cock buried deep in my wet pussy. Driving me wild, riding me hard and deep.


  “Ash,” I whimper, thrusting back against him. “Touch me, please.”


  He answers by sliding his hand around to cup my mound, rubbing my clit with firm, delicious strokes.


  I gasp, pressing into his fingers. “Yes,” I groan, feeling the friction and heat coil tighter. “Fuck, right there.”


  He teases me, roaming lower, stroking into my wetness.


  “That’s right, darling,” he murmurs, his breath hot in my ear. “You want me, don’t you? You need me to fill this greedy cunt all the way up.”


  “Yes,” I thrust against him harder. “Now.”


  Suddenly, he thrusts two fingers into my dripping cunt, stretching me open to pump fast. Fuck yes. My legs give way as the pressure rises, but he holds me up, trapping me in place. I roll my hips, riding his fingers, so close to coming that I’m dizzy.


  “More,” I beg. “I need it. I need to come.”


  “Don’t worry,” he whispers, “You will. Later.”


  And with that promise ringing through my ears, he withdraws his fingers and pushes the metal balls deep inside me.


  I gasp from the sensation. The spheres are cool and smooth, sliding up inside me. I clench around them, and feel them shift and roll.


  The sensation is unfamiliar yet exciting. It’s not a crazy, intense stimulation like the butterfly vibrator, it’s more subtle and erotic, a gentle caress across my nerves as the balls rock together and press against me from the inside.


  I clench again, and feel a low burn of pleasure build.


  Ash looks at me with a knowing smile. “Just wait, sweetheart. It only gets better. I promise, you’ll be screaming by the end of the night.”


  The drive to the restaurant is sexy as hell. Every curve and bump in the road sends the benwa balls rocking together inside of me. They shift and rub deep inside me, and it feels like foreplay from the inside out: a slow building arousal that sparks deep inside me, soft and sensual and so fucking good.


  I love the sensations rippling through my body, but more than that, I love how Ash is the one calling the shots. Before, I was driven crazy by the mystery of who was sending me invitations to all these sexy games. Controlling the butterfly, watching through the grille in the sex club. Ash was in total control then, but I didn’t know it.


  This time, I have him right here.


  “Do you miss it? The mystery?” Ash asks suddenly, as if he can read my mind.


  He moves one hand from the wheel to my thigh, softly stroking through the lace.


  “I like this better,” I reply honestly. “I love knowing that you’re here, watching me. That we’re both getting turned on...”


  “You’ve got that part correct.”


  Ash moves his hand higher, pressing right against my clit.


  A shiver of pleasure runs through me. I clench in anticipation, shifting the orbs inside me as Ash keeps stroking. The pleasure magnifies, inside and out: sharp and slow, all at once.


  I bite back a moan. Fuck, this is good, and he’s only just getting started. I shift in my seat, rocking gently against his hand, but before I can find a good rhythm, Ash pulls his hand away.


  I make a noise of protest, just as he slows the car to a stop. A valet opens my door, and I quickly pull myself together.


  Ash is waiting for me on the sidewalk. “Everything alright?” he asks, sliding one arm around my waist.


  “Just peachy,” I smile back, following him inside.


  The restaurant is one of those high-end rustic places, all natural wood and white linen tablecloths. It smells delicious in here, but I’m only half-focused on my surroundings, because every step makes those balls rock gently inside me, building a slow, deep pressure that makes my heart beat faster and my body tremble with lust.


  “Table for two, Pierce,” Ash tells the teenage guy manning the host stand. I can feel the guy’s eyes on me, and I wonder if he can tell how turned on I am right now.


  Actually, I’m sure everyone can tell. Fuck, my nipples keep rubbing against the scratchy lace of the gown, and my panties are completely soaked through already.


  “Welcome, Mr. Pierce.”


  The boy leads us to the best table in the house, set in the middle of the room.


  “Your server will be right out,” he says, blushing when he looks at me. “And if you need anything else, just ask me.”


  “Thank you,” Ash says with a smirk. “We will.”


  The teenager quickly scampers away. Ash chuckles. “That boy wants you so much he’s about to jizz his pants,” he murmurs, “And I don’t blame him. You look like you’re about to come right here.”


  “I’m close,” I admit, gladly sinking into the chair as Ash holds it for me. I scooch forward but freeze as the benwa balls vibrate, fresh heat pulsing inside me.


  Ash leans down to whisper in my ear, “Easy now.”


  It’s pure delicious agony getting myself settled in, but once I’m seated, Ash moves to his own chair and sits, his eyes roving my body intensely from across the table.


  I smile sweetly. “You know, if you want to be a gentleman and help a lady out…”


  “Behave.” Ash fixes me with a commanding look. “You don’t come until I say you can.”


  I feel another bolt of lust. I love it when he orders me around.


  A busboy fills our water glasses, and I take a sip, letting the cool liquid calm me down as I finally pay attention to our surroundings.


  The restaurant is simple but elegant, with a gorgeous view of the moonlit ocean. As I take it all in, Ash flags down our server and orders for the both of us.


  “Lobster to start, then the steak,” he says. “And a bottle of Brut.”


  I wait until the server leaves. “What if I didn’t want the steak?” I ask, teasing.


  “I know what you want.” Ash’s gaze sears right through me. “Even when you don’t know it yourself.”


  I look away, my mouth dry with surprise and recognition.


  Yes he does. Every time.


  The champagne arrives, and our first course too. Everything is delicious: the buttery lobster, and the light-as-air champagne. I let out a sigh of satisfaction. “You’re spoiling me.”


  “I have to make up for lost time,” Ash replies. He reaches across the table and clasps my hand in his. “I meant what I told you last night, JJ. I want to build back what we lost. I want you to trust me again.”


  My heart flutters in my chest.


  “I’ll trust you,” I agree. “But no more lies. You have to be honest with me. Deal?”


  Ash hesitates a split-second. “Deal,” he says. He pauses to take a sip of champagne. “So how are you enjoying your gift?”


  I swallow. My gift is currently sending exquisite pleasure through my pussy, making me clench my walls around the foreign objects.


  “Oh, they’re just fine,” I say breezily, as my clit throbs to be touched.


  Ash looks like he knows I’m faking. “They were only the first part of your surprise,” he murmurs.


  Really? I can’t wait.


  “This food is delicious,” I add, playing it cool.


  “Not as delicious as your sweet cunt,” Ash replies.


  I drop my fork in surprise. Adrenaline races through me as I quickly look around, but nobody is paying us any attention.


  I catch my breath. “We’ll just have to save that for dessert,” I tell him with a playful wink.


  He stares back with a look of blatant lust. “I’m hungry,” he says. “I want dessert right now.”


  Holy shit.


  I tighten at his words, and the pressure between my thighs grows to an unbearable blaze.


  “Take off your panties,” he orders me in a low voice. “Follow the back door down to the alleyway. Wait for me with your dress up around your waist and both hands against the wall.”


  I gulp. “Now?”


  “I’m not asking you, JJ,” Ash says with steel in his voice. He sounds so hot, so dominant. “I’m telling you. Right now. Take off your fucking panties.”


  CHAPTER NINE


  JUSTINE


  I’m caught in Ash’s stare, commanding me. My stomach twists. Dear lord, this man is sexy.


  I check around us. The tablecloth is long enough to hide my lap, and if I’m careful, nobody will see…


  “I thought we could go out on the water tomorrow¸” Ash says casually, like he hasn’t just ordered me to strip in the middle of a crowded restaurant. “I have a yacht at the marina, I think you’ll enjoy the ride.”


  “I always enjoy a good ride,” I coo, inching my dress up my bare thighs. I feel an illicit thrill adding to my arousal. Nobody is looking our way as I carefully wriggle out of my soaked panties. “It’ll just depend if there’s enough wind in the sails.”


  I stick my tongue out playfully. Ash grins.


  “Oh, those sails will be more than big enough to handle a good blow.”


  I giggle, pulling my skirt back down. I close my fist around the damp lace and get to my feet. “Excuse me,” I say loudly. “I’ll be right back.”


  I lean over him and slip my panties in his jacket pocket. “For you,” I whisper, as I sashay away.


  I can feel his eyes on my ass, so I put an extra swing in my step, the balls rubbing me so good with every stride.


  My heart is racing as I follow his directions to the back of the restaurant. Sure enough, there’s an exit by the bathrooms, leading outside. I hurry down the steps, and find myself in a narrow alleyway leading to the street. It’s dark here, bathed in shadows, but people walk by just a few feet away.


  I pause. He told me he wanted me waiting with my skirt around my waist and both hands against the wall. I shiver. In that position, I’d be totally exposed to anyone who comes out that door – or who happens to glance in the alleyway as they pass.


  But Ash ordered me. And it’s so fucking hot to obey him.


  My heart is in my throat as I hike up my skirt and take position, placing both hands against the wall. The night air is cool on my bare ass, it slips between my hot thighs, caressing my aching pussy.


  Fuck, I’m so turned on. I want that man inside me, filling me up, splitting me open with his ravenous cock.


  I hear a noise behind me, and it takes everything I have not to turn around. Fuck, that better be Ash.


  Footsteps approach me. My pulse thunders. Who is it?


  I feel his heat before he even touches me. Hands slowly run over my bare hips. Still, he doesn’t speak.


  My stomach lurches. How does he do this to me? Make it so thrilling, push me past the edge, every time.


  I clench my thighs with anticipation. The balls rock slowly inside. His touch turns teasing, tracing lightly over my belly, my thighs, my bare ass.


  I’m a torrent of need by the time he finally speaks.


  “Good girl,” Ash murmurs, whispering against my naked back. “You’re so fucking good for me.”


  His hand suddenly cracks against my ass in a delicious spank. I jolt forward—which sends the balls crashing together inside me. Sensation splinters through my body. I bite my lip to keep from groaning.


  Fuck.


  “Don’t hold back,” Ash commands. “I want to hear every moan from that wet little mouth of yours. Tell me how much you want it. Let me hear you beg.”


  His other hand finds my breast, squeezing and palming through the lace. He tweaks at my stiff nipple and I gasp.


  “I want it,” I moan aloud. “Please, Ash. Fuck.”


  My voice echoes in the alley, and I quickly turn my head to check nobody is walking by.


  Ash grips my jaw, whispering in my ear. “What’s wrong, sweetheart? Worried someone might hear? I thought you liked it when people watched.”


  My blood boils with friction. I writhe in his grip.


  Ash chuckles. “You’re going to put on a show, darling.” He grinds against my ass, so I can feel the thick girth of his cock straining through his pants. “And anyone who walks by is going to see what a filthy, delicious girl you are. Now spread. Wider.”


  His command shivers through me. I widen my stance, and I’m rewarded by his hand sliding between my thighs. He swipes over my clit and dips his fingers into my pussy, rubbing the wetness over my lips.


  “God, I love how wet you get for me.”


  I can hear the lust in his voice. It turns me on even more. I whimper as Ash swirls his fingers back around my clit, slick with my own juices.


  “Wet, and tight, and ready for me,” he growls possessively. “Your body is already begging, isn’t that right? You need my cock to claim you, fuck you so deep you can’t take it anymore.”


  My legs give way at his expert touching, at the clench of the metal balls inside, but he holds me firmly in place, not pausing for a minute as his fingers rub my clit, right there, sending hot lust rippling through me. Fuck, I’m getting close. It’s been building all night, ever since he slid those balls inside, and now the pressure is unbearable, an earthquake waiting for a trigger to be unleashed.


  I moan, rocking against him, riding the tremors, getting close, closer—


  Suddenly Ash grabs my wrists and spins me around, shoving me back against the wall. I whimper in protest that he’s not touching my clit, but he drowns the sound with a fierce kiss. Fuck, his mouth is so hot. He kisses me hard and possessive, a brutal embrace. His body presses me into the hard brick wall, and I can feel his cock digging into me through his pants, so thick and so demanding.


  Our tongues tangle. I moan into his mouth. I love this. God, I love it. He knows my body better than anyone, knows just when to pull back and leave me panting.


  Ash always knows what I want.


  And better still, he knows exactly what I need.


  He drags his lips from mine. “Remember our first night?” he murmurs.


  My head is spinning. “Vaguely. No. Yes.”


  Ash chuckles. “I’m feeling nostalgic tonight. Remember, no screaming,” he adds, reminding me of the last time he said those words just as he drops to his knees, spreads my thighs, and buries his tongue deep in my aching cunt.


  Fuck.


  I bite back a groan as the pleasure hits me. Holy shit! Ash laps against my clit, his tongue hot and wet and so freaking good I can’t take the pleasure.


  I sink back against the wall and bury my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer, desperate for more.


  His mouth is ravenous as he devours my pussy. He sucks my sensitive nub, licking and swirling around my clit. I whimper as lusty heat crashes through me. My eyes close. All I can do is hold on tight and ride the delicious waves.


  “Open your eyes, darling.” Ash pauses, his breath hot against me. “Watch me lick you dry, every last drop.”


  I force myself to look down. Dear God. The sight of this man on his knees, his tongue flicking against my clit, is nearly enough to make me come right now. He teases me, nudging at my lips, licking around my slick core until I’m shaking and sobbing for mercy.


  “Please,” I gasp, the pressure inside me now unbearably tight.


  His tongue laps into me. I rock against him, holding on tight, riding his sinful mouth. I’ve never been so alert, so alive. Every single nerve is screaming for release, begging to be touched. I can hear the cars passing on the street outside, people walking past just ten feet away. The salty breeze is cool on my skin, the shadows playing in the alley.


  But most of all, I feel Ash. I feel all of him. His hands pinning me back, his mouth devouring my pussy. His tongue – holy shit, his tongue – spearing up inside me, driving me closer to the edge.


  I grind against the rhythmic thrusting of his tongue. I’m so close, fuck, so close.


  Gasps and moans and whimpers spill from my lips, and I don’t care who hears because holy fuck, his mouth is a miracle.


  Ash slides two fingers inside me, pushing up against the benwa balls that are already filling me up. The vibrations ripple through me as his tongue licks hard against my clit.


  “Fuck, more!” I gasp.


  There’s a noise from the sidewalk. A strange man’s voice asks, “Did you hear something?”


  Shit!


  I tense, freezing up, but Ash doesn’t stop. I tug at his hair, but he ignores me, chuckling into my clit.


  The vibrations are so fucking good. Oh shit. I moan again.


  “There it was again,” the voice says. A female adds,


  “It sounded like an animal or something. Maybe we should go check.”


  No!


  I struggle against Ash but he keeps me pinned in place with one firm hand. The other thrusts into me, plunging his fingers deeper, fucking me hard while his mouth unravels me from the inside out.


  I feel the shudder start in my toes, the thick sweetness in my blood. Oh God, I’m going to come.


  “It’s coming from the alley,” the woman says, and through my daze, I nearly laugh. Fuck yes I’m coming. So close. So close—


  Ash pumps his fingers deeper, curling them up to rub my walls just right. The balls rock together, ecstasy coursing into my veins. I’m right at the edge. Yes! I moan again, totally lost.


  Ash takes my clit between his teeth, so gentle, and then sucks. Hard.


  Holy. Fuck.


  I come, screaming, as the earthquake erupts deep inside me, hot currents of electricity pulsing through my body.


  “Leave it,” the man says. “It might be feral.”


  I hear them walk away as Ash straightens up. I sink back against the wall, totally wrecked.


  “They got that part right,” he smirks, running one hand through his hair. “You are feral, aren’t you, darling? A wild animal, begging for more.”


  I can only pant, my heart thundering in my chest. Holy shit, that was hot.


  His eyes burn into me, shadowed and dangerous. He’s gorgeous, powerful.


  Mine.


  Ash reaches for me, tracing my mouth with his slick fingers. He rasps them across my tongue. “Time for dessert,” he orders me.


  I open wide, greedily licking my own juices from his hand. My climax has barely faded but already I want more. I know that this time, the only way I’ll be satisfied is with his cock pounding into me, fucking me hard and fast and dirty until I break again.


  I pull away and look Ash straight in the eyes. “I need you to fuck me,” I tell him, “I don’t care where. Here, in the car, back at the house. As long as you’re balls-deep in my pussy in the next five minutes.”


  Ash’s eyes blaze, dark in the shadows, but he just gives me a cool grin, gently tugging down my dress. “I’m in charge, remember? And just for that, you’re going to take care of my gift a little while longer.”


  I groan with frustration. Fuck. I can’t go another five minutes with the toy inside me, driving me back to the edge again. Already, I’m clenching around them, feeling the pressure start to build.


  “Trust me, darling.” Ash gently smoothes my hair back. “We haven’t even started yet.” His grip tightens. He fists my hair in his hand, pulling my head back as he looms over me, so fucking dominant it takes my breath away.


  I can’t hide the moan when he leans in to growl in my ear. “The next time I come, I’m going to be buried to the hilt in that tight cunt. You’re going to be moaning my name, darling. Because I’m the only one, the only one you’ll ever want.”


  CHAPTER TEN


  JUSTINE


  Dinner is delicious, but I barely taste a single bite. All I can think about is Ash’s promise and how much I want his thick, hard cock plunging deep inside me.


  I can’t relax. It’s almost too much to take. I’m so turned on; it’s impossible to focus on anything except how much I need his touch, his mouth.


  His cock.


  Ash shoots me a satisfied grin. He sips his champagne and finishes his meal, chatting lightly about a new company he’s investing in, like he knows I’m trying not to wriggle in my seat. Damp and aching.


  Needing him now.


  I’m nearly panting with lust by the time the server takes our empty plates. My nipples are scratching hard against the lining of my dress, and it’s all I can do not to rub myself against the chair.


  The couple on the street were right. I feel feral, wild. An animal driven by only one lustful thing. It’s almost shocking, how much I want him.


  I don’t care about the restaurant, or all the people here. There’s nothing in the world but Ash and his knowing stare, the pressure building, clawing sharp in my veins.


  Fuck, this is hot.


  “Would you like to see a dessert menu?” our server asks. I stifle a groan. I can’t take another moment of this torture.


  “No thank you,” Ash replies. I exhale in relief. “We’ll take the chocolate gateaux to go, with the check please.”


  The server nods and exits. I lean over the table. “Smart move,” I purr. “I’m this close to getting us both arrested for public indecency.”


  “I thought I told you to be patient.” Ash grins. The bastard is enjoying this.


  “Fuck patience,” I say clearly. “I could take care of myself right here and now.”


  I flutter my fingers in a wave.


  “So why don’t you?” Ash retorts, holding my gaze. A challenge.


  I pause, my pulse racing. Why don’t I, indeed? I could slip into the bathroom and relieve this throbbing pressure between my thighs. Hell, I could slide a hand under the tablecloth and do it right now.


  Why do I follow his orders? Why do I let him command me?


  Because it’s so fucking hot, that’s why.


  “What would you do if I broke your orders?” I murmur.


  He gives me a devilish smile. “Give you a good spanking.”


  Fuck yes. I grin. “That’s not really a reason not to.”


  He chuckles. “True. But I know you’d prefer I slap that sweet ass while my cock is pounding into you at the same time.”


  My brain is short-circuiting with the image. His hand fisting my hair roughly, drawing my body taut…


  An awkward sound comes from beside us. The poor server kid clearing his throat. His cheeks are burning bright red, and I can tell he just hear every word.


  “Your, umm, dessert,” he says, thrusting a bag at Ash without looking. He drops the check on the table and flees.


  I giggle. “You just scarred that poor boy for life.”


  “Not at all. He’ll be jacking off for hours tonight imagining you on your hands and knees.” Ash takes an expensive pen from his jacket and scrawls a signature. I can’t help but glance down to check the tip. After waitressing my way through high school, I know that the way a guy tips says a lot about him.


  I see the amount and gasp. “You tipped him two hundred dollars?” It’s almost the same cost as the meal.


  Ash shrugs, rising from his seat. “Like you said, the poor kid suffered.” He leans in close as I stand. “No other woman in his life is ever going to live up to his memory of you.”


  The compliment makes me glow.


  “Plus his mom will need it for the laundry bills,” I add with a wink.


  He laughs, and as we head for the exit his hand nestles on my bare back, fingertips sliding just beneath the line of my dress. I catch my breath.


  Relax. I focus on my breathing, on controlling the desire rising within me, and by the time the valet brings the car around, I’ve just about managed to pull myself together.


  “Ashton?” An unfamiliar British voice cuts through my haze. I feel Ash tense beside me as we turn.


  “I thought it was you!” A sophisticated-looking couple are climbing out of a black BMW. The man is dressed in a linen suit with ruddy cheeks, and the woman is slim and polished, poured into a breezy shift dress. “What a small world. We haven’t seen you since, when, the polo last spring?”


  Polo? I mouth it to Ash in amusement, but his face is like stone.


  “Digger. Missy. Lovely to see you,” he says politely.


  OK, I think. Now they’re just messing with me. But it turns out they aren’t.


  Digger chats about mutual friends for a moment, then looks at me. “And who’s this lovely lady?”


  Ash clears his throat. “Justine. An old friend of mine from business school.”


  I feel his introduction like a slap.


  The woman, Missy, narrows her eyes. “I was just in London a few weeks ago—” she begins, but Ash cuts her off.


  “We should be going. Great running into you,” he says, taking my arm and practically shoving me into the car.


  “Let’s do golf some time,” Digger agrees, as Ash slams the door shut.


  I watch them enter the restaurant, feeling a stab of insecurity. Why didn’t Ash introduce me as his girlfriend?


  And then it hits me.


  What am I to him?


  “An old friend?” I mimic Ash when he gets behind the wheel. My voice is cool. “Do you eat out all your old friends in public then?”


  “Oh, don’t worry about them.” Ash gives me a charming smile. “Digger likes to talk. If he knew we were together, he’d have us standing out there for hours quizzing you about your work and family and vacation plans. And I have much better ways to pass the time.”


  His smile turns seductive. He reaches across to slide his hand over my thigh. I try to relax.


  “Still, I’d like to know your friends.”


  “Those people weren’t my friends,” Ash sighs. “They’re associates. I run into them at charity events, make small talk about their new yacht or their vacations, and then we do it all again six months later. I was trying to spare you the boredom,” he adds.


  It does sound boring. I feel better.


  Ash puts on a classical station, and I settle back in the cool leather seat. “Do you still play piano?” I ask, remembering how passionate he was about it back when we were at school together.


  “Not as much as I’d like,” he replies. “I’ve been traveling a lot, focusing on work. Hopefully I’ll have some time once life settles down.”


  “Will that be in New York?” I ask, trying to sound casual. We haven’t mentioned the future, and we’ve barely even caught up on the past, but I can’t help wondering. What happens next? Is he getting on the next flight to London once his business in New York is done?


  “Perhaps,” Ash answers. “It’s a great city, but I’m waiting to see how things line up before I make any long-term plans to stay.”


  What things line up? I want to scream, but I force myself to stay calm. He’s a powerful man with a sprawling business to run. It would be naïve to expect him to put down roots—especially since I don’t technically have any plans of my own to stay in the city.


  “What about you?” Ash glances over. “You’re probably flavor of the month with your office after settling the case.”


  “Winning the case,” I correct him with a smile.


  He laughs. “Touché. When are you going back to LA?”


  “I’m not sure,” I say vaguely. “I have some vacation time stored up. One of the partners called me yesterday,” I add proudly. “I think they’re talking about a promotion.”


  “They’d be fools not to,” Ash says strongly. “They should be on their knees begging to keep you.”


  I imagine the aging partners and wrinkle my nose. “No thanks. The only man I want on his knees for me is you,” I add.


  Ash chuckles. It’s light flirting, but a part of me feels disappointed. I want him to say something about our future, whether he’ll come visit me in LA, but instead, he just reaches over and squeezes my knee.


  “Partner by thirty. I’m proud of you, JJ. It’s everything you wanted.”


  “I guess,” I say, trying to hide my frustration. “And there’s no reason not to take it if they offer me the spot, right?”


  I’m fishing now, but Ash seems oblivious.


  “Not unless you get a better offer,” he says. “You’d be crazy to say no. In fact, I won’t let you. If they offer partner, you’re taking it.”


  It’s crazy, and I know he’s right: I’ve worked my butt off for this break. But I can’t help feeling confused and disappointed, too. I want to know what he thinks about our future.


  So why don’t you ask?


  Maybe because I’m scared of the answer.


  I shake off my doubts as he pulls into the drive. This is a sexy, fun weekend – it’s way too early to be worrying about the future. I’ve never thought further than the next orgasm with most guys, so I shouldn’t stress about it right now.


  Because I’m guessing I have a whole lot more climaxes in store with Ash.


  “Come with me.” Ash takes my hand and leads me into the house. I feel my heart beating quickly in anticipation, but instead of carrying me up to the bedroom, he keeps walking past the stairs, out to the back terrace.


  I stop. The whole back yard is beautifully lit up: tiny lanterns strung in the trees, with the pool lights glowing blue in the dark, and candles and rose petals floating on the water. I can hear the waves crash against the shore in the distance, under a clear night’s sky with a bright moon.


  It’s magical.


  “Time for your next gift.” Ash nods to the long table in the middle of the lawn.


  It’s draped with white linen. In the middle, there’s another black box with a gold ribbon.


  I shiver with excitement.


  I walk closer and pick it up. I pretend to shake it with a teasing grin. “Hmm,” I muse. “It rattles. Did you get me a Matchbox car?”


  Ash shakes his head, smiling.


  “A real car?” I joke.


  He chuckles. “Open it and see.”


  I unwrap the ribbon and lift the lid.


  Holy shit.


  “Ash…” I stutter, looking down in shock. Nestled on a bed of crimson velvet is a diamond choker. Tiny stones glittering in five rows, fastening with a jeweled catch, like a collar.


  A drop-dead gorgeous, incredibly sexy, unbelievably expensive collar.


  I look up at him, dazed. “I can’t—” I start to protest.


  Ash cuts me off. “You will. Now put it on,” he adds, that thrilling steel back in his voice. “I want to see you wearing it—and nothing else.”


  Ash plucks the choker from the box and brushes my hair aside, gently fastening it around my neck.


  The metal is cool. Platinum. Heavy.


  I quickly reach for my zipper, but Ash grabs my wrist. “No,” he stops me. “Slowly. I want to see every inch of you.”


  Lust is burning hot in his eyes. I pause. He wants a show?


  I’ll give him a goddamn show.


  I place one hand in the middle of his chest and push him backwards into a chair. “You know the rules,” I tease. “No touching the dancer.”


  Ash smirks. He doesn’t know it yet, but he’ll be begging for me by the time I’m done.


  He’s spent all night driving me crazy. Now he’s going to get a taste of his own medicine.


  “Is there any music in this place?” I ask.


  “The controller is by the door.”


  I sashay over, swaying my hips with every step. I find the iPod deck and select a playlist full of sexy, sultry songs. I hit the button, and a moment later, a sensuous beat floods the backyard, pumping through invisible surround sound speakers.


  I turn back to Ash with a smile.


  He’s lounging back in his seat, arms folded, waiting for my next move.


  I make him wait a little longer.


  Slowly, I prowl back towards him, taking my time. I lean to dip a toe in the water. It’s deliciously warm. “Mmm,” I sigh. “We should take a dip later.”


  “Did you bring your suit?” he asks.


  “What do you think?”


  Ash chuckles, but I can see him shift a little in his seat. Good. I want him turned on and hungry for me.


  I come to a stop a few feet away from him. I’m bathed in light here, but it feels totally private, like we’re in our own world. I let my hips sway, feeling the music, the sexy melody.


  I’m going to make him hard and ready.


  Slowly, I reach behind my back and tease down the zipper.


  Ash watches, his smile fading now to a ravenous stare.


  Fuck, he’s hot. Those eyes, raking over me. That muscular, lean power beneath the designer suit.


  I hold his gaze, slipping one sleeve, then the other from my shoulders.


  The dress crumples around my waist, leaving my breasts totally naked.


  Ash inhales sharply.


  I smile, savoring the whisper of cool night air on my skin. My nipples are hard, pebbled with lust, and I stroke them, smoothing my fingertips over the tender buds.


  “Mmm,” I moan softly.


  Ash’s jaw clenches with tension.


  My hands trace lower, pushing the dress down over my naked hips. I didn’t put my panties back on at the restaurant, and now, I ease the dress lower and lower, until it falls to the ground.


  I step out of it, wearing nothing but high stiletto heels, my new necklace, and a fuck-me grin.


  Ash devours me with his eyes. I’ve never felt so sexy, so powerful, as when he’s looking at me like this. The tension coils low in my pussy, a sensuous hot pressure that’s impossible to ignore, waiting for something more to come.


  Slowly, I pivot in a circle, displaying myself to him. I feel like I’m in a dream, a haze of lust and need.


  Wet.


  I touch myself for him. My hands graze across my stomach, my hips, my thighs, knowing that his dark eyes follow their path. My skin is hot and tight with anticipation.


  “Spread your legs,” Ash orders in a growl. “Show me your slick little cunt.”


  His words make me even hotter. Damn, this man has a filthy mouth.


  I do as he says, moving until I’m standing right over him and widening my stance. Now, his face is just inches away from my bare pussy.


  He licks his lips.


  God yes.


  He reaches for me, sliding his hand up my naked thigh.


  I slap it away.


  “Naughty,” I say, just to torment him. “No touching, remember?”


  Ash growls.


  “Of course,” I add, “that rule only applies to your hands.”


  He looks up at me and I feel his breath on my cunt.


  “Interesting…” he murmurs, dipping his head towards me.


  He slowly licks up the inside of my thigh.


  I shudder. Fuck, that feels so good. I’m so turned on right now, just the wet lap of his tongue against my skin is driving me wild.


  Ash licks higher, flicking his tongue against my lips.


  “So wet,” he murmurs approvingly. “Juicy and sweet.”


  I sway against his mouth, willing him to lick me harder. Deeper. Tongue me where I need him the most.


  But now Ash is the one teasing me, licking up over my hip, along my ribcage, dipping to swirl his wet tongue in the hollow of my bellybutton.


  My breath comes in hot little pants. My breasts feel swollen and tender. I push them eagerly toward his lips.


  He chuckles against my skin. A low hum of sensation. Then, slowly, he rasps his tongue across one tight nipple.


  I mewl in pleasure.


  “That’s right, darling,” Ash whispers. “You want me.”


  “Yes,” I breathe.


  “Tell me how,” he demands, turning his attention to my other nipple. He sucks it in his mouth, rolling the tight bud against his tongue.


  My head falls back in pleasure.


  “I want you right here,” I sigh, opening my legs wider. “I want you to suck my nipples, and rub my clit. Thrust your fingers into my cunt, feel how wet I am for you.”


  Ash makes another growling sound. His hands are clenching the arms of the chair, white-knuckled and tense.


  “Bend me over the table and fuck me hard from behind,” I continue, lost in the fantasy, the feel of his mouth roving over my hot skin. The tightness between my thighs, the hungry clench inside.


  “Spank me like you know I want it,” I gasp. “Pound into me, fill me up with your thick, hard cock. Fuck me until I’m screaming, ‘til I’m raw and coming all over you.”


  Suddenly, Ash grabs my wrists hard. He rises from the chair, pinning me in place.


  His eyes are wild. Hot.


  Commanding.


  “You’ll have all of that, my sweet,” he vows with a look of fierce determination that melts every last bone in my body. “You’ll have every filthy thing you dream and more. But first get on your knees,” he orders me. “I’m going to watch you suck my cock.”


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  JUSTINE


  I fall to my knees, gazing up at him.


  His cock driving deep into my throat, filling me up, spurting his release?


  Yes. More. Now.


  He towers above me, so strong and powerful. A fresh wave of heat rolls through me.


  This man is magnificent.


  I eagerly unbuckle his belt and unzip his fly, sliding his pants and briefs down to reveal that glorious cock.


  It springs free, already thick and straining to my touch.


  I look back up at Ash, holding his stare as I lean in to lick the head.


  His whole body tenses.


  I lick again, trailing my tongue down the shaft before swirling back up around his head. I can taste him, salty and manly in my mouth.


  Delicious.


  Ash knots his fingers in my hair and yanks my mouth closer. I feel a thrill at his force, but hold back, slowly taking the length of him into my mouth. I suck around his thickness before drawing back again, savoring every lick.


  His eyes are hot on mine as I tease along his thick shaft. I watch the muscles of his face tighten, the clench of his jaw, loving the way his cock jerks as I trace my tongue over the sensitive ridge.


  “Fuck, JJ,” he growls as I cup his balls in one hand and stroke along the shaft with the other, keeping our eyes locked as I bend to take his whole cock in my mouth.


  This is so fucking hot. I’m getting wet just sucking him off, not a single touch on my own body, but still, I’m throbbing for more.


  I angle my head, taking him in deeper.


  His chuckle ends in a moan as I take him all the way to the back of my throat. Then I swallow around him, using my throat muscles to milk his shaft. Ash lets out a strangled groan.


  And then I start to move.


  I lick along the thick hard length of him again. Fuck, he feels so good. My mouth, my pussy, anywhere he thrusts this cock is just fine with me.


  I pull back, licking down to suck his tight balls, one at a time, into my mouth.


  Ash growls, moving his hands to snag the necklace. He uses it as a collar, pulling my head back up and thrusting deep into my mouth again.


  Holy shit, that’s hot.


  Ash pulls back, then guides me forward again, controlling my movements and the depth of his thrusts with the choker until it’s clear, he’s in charge now.


  A new shudder ripples through me. He’s controlling me, and I love it.


  I suck eagerly, deep-throating him until I feel his body go tense. Yes. I can tell he’s close. I move my head, gripping his shaft with my lips in a tight suction as my tongue flicks back and forth around his sensitive tip.


  I want to push him over the edge. I want his cum gushing hot down my throat.


  But Ash pulls back, releasing my choker and taking two steps away.


  I wait on my knees, confused and panting.


  “Why did you stop?” I ask.


  Ash turns back to me, his face a mask of barely-held control. “Because I meant what I said,” he grounds out hoarsely. “As sweet as your mouth is, there’s only one place I want to come. Buried in your tight, greedy cunt.”


  Heat ricochets through me.


  “What are you waiting for?” I challenge him, spreading my knees to reveal my slick pussy. “Come and get it.”


  “Oh, I will.” I can see the control slip as he trails that hot gaze over me.


  I’m naked and ready, waiting on my knees, and I’ve never felt more powerful.


  “But first,” Ash smirks. “I’m going to eat dessert.”


  I smile, leaning back on my hands and spreading my thighs wider.


  Ash chuckles. “I meant the takeout from the restaurant.”


  He strolls over to the table, where he left the bag. Lifting out a pastry box, he flips the lid and turns toward me. “The best chocolate gateaux on the East Coast. It would be a crime to let it go to waste.”


  I stare at him, confused. I love chocolate as much as the next girl, but his priorities are seriously screwed right now.


  “Well, look at that. I seem to have forgotten plates.” Ash muses. “I guess I’ll have to eat it off something else.”


  He crooks a finger at me. “Come here. Up on the table.”


  Now that’s more like it.


  He helps me to my feet and steers me to the table, effortlessly lifting me up and laying me down so I’m stretched out on the white linen tablecloth.


  I catch my breath. The stars glow above me, the night breeze whispering across my naked my body, teasing my hot skin. It’s so sensual, I can’t wait for what’s next.


  Ash paces around the table. I can hear his footsteps, even and slow. He brushes my arm with his fingertips, leaning down and murmuring in my ear.


  “Spread your legs for me, sweetheart.”


  I follow his instructions, feeling my pussy clench in anticipation. Ash circles the table, his burning gaze on me the whole time.


  This has happened before, I realize: Ash watching me, naked and vulnerable to his gaze, as I lay before him, open in every way possible. Those nights – at the club, in my apartment, at the hotel – they were all amazing, sensual and sexy in a way I’d never experienced before. It was all about me. My pleasure.


  But there’s a difference here tonight.


  I can see him. I can feel him.


  And it’s a hundred times sexier knowing he’s the one making me so hot.


  “Open your mouth,” his voice comes, soft and commanding.


  I do as he says, gasping as the rich taste of chocolate bursts over my tongue. Ash slips his fingers deeper, coated in the thick frosting from the cake.


  Mmmmm.


  I lick them clean, savoring the taste. He chuckles. “You always loved chocolate. Remember that time after you took the bar exam? You bought a whole box of Godiva to celebrate.”


  “And I ate them all.” I grin at the memory, opening my eyes. I catch his gaze, and we share a private grin.


  “You threatened to kill me if I even stole one,” Ash notes.


  “Never come between a girl and her chocolate,” I warn him with a giggle.


  “I don’t plan to,” Ash takes another fingerful of gooey cake from the box and smears it across my breasts. “I plan on coming all over a girl and her chocolate.”


  Ash doesn’t hesitate. He bends his head over me and licks it off.


  God, yes.


  His tongue drags against my stiff nipples, sucking the dessert off. I let out a moan, falling back against the table. It feels so fucking good.


  He reaches for the box and grabs another handful. He smears the cake on my other breast, hot mouth following his messy hands to lick away every last crumb. His sticky chocolate-covered hands move down my body, gliding across my ribs, over my stomach and arching hips, painting me all the way down to my pussy.


  “Delicious,” he smiles, following the trail down, licking his way lower.


  I shudder under his touch. This is so hot, so sensual. The sticky feel of the chocolate, and the sensation of his hot, wet tongue. I love how he pays attention to every part of my body, stroking and licking until I’m crazy with lust.


  I wait eagerly for him to coat between my thighs, but Ash is teasing me now. He smears more cake on my stomach, my thighs, every time nearing my clenching cunt but then backing away to lick away at a new spot. I grip the edge of the table in frustration. He’s driving me insane.


  And I love every minute of it.


  Finally, his tongue trails up the inside of my thigh. “I don’t know if you need any frosting here,” he murmurs, dipping one finger inside my throbbing hole. “You’re sweet enough already. But maybe just a little…”


  He smears cake over me and licks up against my clit.


  “Oh fuck,” I moan.


  I let it all roll over me, the pleasure of his mouth and hands and tongue. He dips between my slick lips, licking and sucking at my clit as his long fingers slide inside me, pulsing and hot.


  I whimper, bucking against his hand, so close to coming my brains out again. I’ve been ready since the moment we arrived back at the house. No, before then. I’ve been wound tight all night, and not even my climax in the alleyway could take the edge off this insatiable desire.


  His tongue swirls around my slit, lapping up the chocolate as his thick fingers thrust deeper, stretching me and filling the emptiness that craves his cock. It doesn’t take more than a moment before my body clenches tight again.


  “Oh God,” I cry out, gripping the table harder. “I’m going to come!”


  “Only around my cock.”


  Ash pulls back, gripping my hips and yanking me to the very edge of the table. He sheds his pants and briefs in no time at all, tossing his shirt down after them so he’s standing there entirely naked.


  Damn.


  I drink him in. The lean muscle, the gorgeous definition, the trail of dark hair leading down to his hard, straining cock.


  “Are you ready for me, darling?” Ash slides a hand up my sticky thigh, parting them for him. He moves into position, nudging me with his cock.


  Just the smallest pressure makes me whimper. “Yes,” I groan. “Fuck me, Ash. Fill me up.”


  I brace myself for his bounding force, but he holds back. Waiting. Watching me.


  God, I want him. My body tightens, trembling as he stares down at me like I’m dinner and dessert and everything in between.


  Everything goes still. All I hear is my heartbeat pounding. All I see is him.


  My Ash.


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  ASH


  It takes everything I have not to pound my cock inside her, claim her in one savage thrust, fuck her so hard she’ll be branded. Marked.


  Mine.


  I hold back, clinging to my steely resolve. I want JJ to feel me, to surrender completely. Not just another dick to ride, an energetic pursuit of an orgasm. This is about us now, her and me.


  I want to watch her break.


  She whimpers again, writhing on the table. Bloody hell, it’s a magnificent sight. Naked in her heels, still sticky from the chocolate cake. A goddess. A temptation.


  “Ash,” she breathes, her eyes dark in the moonlight. “Please, I need you.”


  I aim to serve.


  I grip her hips tight and sink into her. Inch by thick, meaty inch.


  Fuck.


  She moans again as I invade her, splitting her wide open, spearing deep and slow.


  She’s so slick, so good, I nearly lose my mind. I rock back, then drive deeper, filling her up. Stretching her wide open. The friction is un-fucking believable, the soft feel of her body under my hands, the tight grip of her drenched cunt clutching eagerly at my cock. She thrusts up at me, eager for more, but I keep her pinned in place.


  “I know how you need it,” I growl, pumping slowly. “I know how you crave that surrender.”


  Her moans turn into little breathy pants. Fuck, she’s hot.


  I thrust again, slow and deep. She’s at my mercy now. I control the pace, the pressure.


  But she controls me, completely.


  “I want to touch you,” JJ gasps, writhing on the table.


  Fuck. I can’t resist her desire, how much she wants me. It’s written all over her face.


  I slide my hands under her round ass and pull her into a sitting position, balanced on the edge of the table. Now she’s facing me, and I have an unobstructed view of that gorgeous face, the need in her eyes.


  She reaches up and runs her hands through my hair. The touch is electrifying. I pump inside her, stronger this time.


  “Yes!” she moans, as my blood start to boil. “Fuck me harder!”


  Goddamn. I won’t last with her like this. A wild beast. A filthy, dirty love. Does she even realize how she makes me come undone? How every gasp and moan drives me straight to the edge?


  I try to stay cool, to keep my slow rhythm, but JJ’s face is flushed, her eyes wild. “I mean it, Ash,” she cries. “Fuck me hard, right now.”


  I feel her clench around my cock, milking me with the tight grip of her inner walls.


  Fuck control.


  I pull back and slam into her. “Like this?” I roar.


  “Yes!”


  “You want it rough, baby?” I pound into her again, so hard her body would jolt back if I wasn’t holding her locked in place.


  Fuck, she feels so good.


  “Yes!” JJ chants again, thrusting to meet every hard stroke. “Don’t hold back. Give me everything!”


  I drive into her harder than ever. God, she feels so good. I grind my pelvis against her clit as my cock splits her wide open, demanding everything her body can give. She’s whimpering, convulsing around me, crying out with every thrust. It’s the sexiest fucking sound I’ve ever heard. The neighbors can call the cops for all I care. All I need in the world is right here, thrusting wildly, clawing my back with a fierce passion.


  “Oh God, I’m close,” JJ gasps, clinging to me. “Please!”


  Even in the madness of lust, she’s still asking permission, still needs me to say the words and give her sweet release. “Please, I need to come.”


  How is she so perfect? How does she give me everything I need and more?


  I groan, driving into her and grinding up inside until she lets out a new shriek of pleasure. “God, right there!” she screams, as I go to town on her G-spot. “Ash!”


  I’m past words, past conscious thought, so I answer her with my body. I claim her mouth in a brutal kiss as my climax tightens in my balls. Fuck, I’m right there. Our bodies thrust and grind, panting, sweating.


  “Look at me,” I demand hoarsely. I take her face, pulling her towards me, to look in my eyes.


  She’s dark. Wild. Totally possessed with lust for me.


  I rock slowly inside her. She moans, and I feel it everywhere. This is so fucking intense, to see every expression on her face, to know she’s looking deep into my soul.


  No hiding, no games, just us.


  But she doesn’t know the truth.


  The thought shatters through me as JJ explodes with a moan, coming around my cock in greedy convulsions. I let go, ecstasy slamming through me as I spurt a wild hot torrent inside her clenching pussy. The heat takes me over, pulling me down, and all I can do is hold her tight like I never want to let go.


  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  JUSTINE


  I wake up in the master bedroom, wrapped up in the soft covers. I can’t remember when Ash carried me up here, sometime between the third and fifth orgasm of the night, maybe.


  I had other things to focus on.


  I stretch, luxurious. The sun is rising in a pink haze outside over the ocean; the gauzy drapes whispering in the breeze.


  I’ve never felt so at peace.


  Then Ash’s voice comes from outside in the hallway.


  “I told you, this is finished.” His voice is tense and low, like he’s trying to whisper.


  I sit up.


  His voice gets distant and mumbled, then clearer again. “I won’t negotiate. You can’t hold me hostage like this anymore.”


  I slip out of bed, wrapping myself in a blanket. I creep closer to the door, and peek through the open gap.


  Ash is pacing in the hallway. His body is tense. His voice is harsh.


  “No,” he says. “Bloody hell, I said no! I don’t care what you say, the deal is done.”


  I shiver. It’s probably just some business matter, but I’ve never seen that look in his eyes before: so cold and determined.


  “Don’t call again. You’re as good as dead to me.”


  Ouch.


  I quickly turn and hurry back to bed, sliding under the covers just as Ash pushes the door open again.


  I fake a yawn, stretching.


  “Morning, sweetheart.” Ash crosses the room and drops a kiss on my forehead. “Sleep well?”


  “Mmm,” I nod, hiding my unease. “This bed is incredible.”


  He smiles. “Then it’s a good thing you don’t have a reason to get out of it.”


  “Who were you talking to?” I ask casually, as Ash puts down the phone. He tenses.


  “Just business. A deal gone wrong.”


  “Everything OK?” I ask, sliding a hand up his arm.


  He pulls away. “Everything’s fine. I’m going to take a shower.”


  Ash heads for the bathroom. A moment later, I hear the sound of shower jets.


  I look over at his phone, sitting on the nightstand.


  Don’t.


  I reach for it, wavering. I’ve never been the kind of girl to get insecure. I’ve never looked through a guy’s phone or read his emails, looking for some kind of clue.


  So don’t start now.


  I want to know what’s going on with Ash, why he’s pacing in secret in the hallways and flinching every time his phone rings. And all the answers could be right here.


  Just one little peek. What harm would that do?


  I pull my hand back like I’ve been burned. Fuck. I can’t go acting all crazy jealous. It’s just a business deal, like he said.


  Ash promised that I could trust him now. No more lies.


  I need to believe him.


  “JJ?” Ash sticks his head around the bathroom door and gives me a toe-curling smile. “In case you didn’t realize, ‘I’m going to take a shower’ was code for, ‘come get naked and fuck me up against the wall.’


  I laugh, relief washing over me. “Be right there,” I promise.


  But as I hurry to join him, the traitorous thought lingers.


  What is Ash hiding from me?


  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  JUSTINE


  The weekend passes in a haze of sex, food, and more sex. We don’t make it out on the water like Ash planned. In fact, we barely make it out of bed.


  I’ve never come so hard, so many times, in just a couple of days.


  It’s perfect, but by the time we drive back to the city, my sex daze has tightened into a bittersweet ache. As much as I want to ignore the real world, I can’t anymore. Every mile we drive towards New York is one more mile closer to the future.


  A future I have no idea about anymore.


  It seemed simple when I arrived in town. Win the case, go back to LA like a conquering warrior, get my promotion, and move up the ladder.


  Now, my thoughts are all fogged by Ash. Reunited after all this time, I know the connection between us is more than just physical, but I don’t know how he sees me. A hook up? A girlfriend? What part do I have in his plans? If the partners promote me, do I just fly back to LA and hope Ash comes to visit sometime soon?


  So many questions, and I don’t have any answers, but I already know in my bones that a few weekends a month will never be enough for me. Nothing will be enough, except all of him.


  It scares the hell out of me.


  Not to mention the mysterious phone calls, all the times he’s had to slip away…


  I glance over at him, relaxed behind the wheel as we cross the bridge into Manhattan. If he’s got any worries about our future, he’s not showing it. He looks like a man who’s spent the past forty-eight hours screwing his brains out. My brains out.


  Just then, Ash looks over and smiles. He brings my hand to his lips for a kiss.


  “We’ll have to do this again,” he says. “Where do you feel like going next: Paris? Bali? I can see you on a beach wearing nothing but a grass skirt.”


  I laugh. He’s talking about a future. Does that mean he wants one?


  For the first time, I understand how all my girlfriends felt, poring over texts and emails trying to figure out what the guys in their life really meant, what they really wanted. I would tell them just to bite the bullet and ask straight out, but now that I’m the one in the dark, I can’t bring myself to put my fears into words.


  “Bali sounds good,” I say instead. “You can show me that private jet you’ve been talking about. I can’t wait to fuck you at twenty thousand feet,” I add.


  He laughs. “My filthy girl,” he says, affection clear in his voice. “Don’t ever change.”


  He turns down the street to his place. “You want to go back to your apartment, or do you want to be waiting naked for me here when I get done with work?”


  “Hmm, tough question,” I tease.


  He gives me a hot look. “Just for that, I might have to spank you.”


  “Promises, promises…” I laugh. “Drop me here,” I decide. “I’ll take a nap, and raid your fridge. And then, maybe, think about taking my clothes off again…”


  “You can leave them on.” Ash gives me a wolfish look. “I’m perfectly happy to do my part and help undress you.”


  “Always a gentleman.”


  Ash pulls up to the curb beside his townhouse. I watch him take out my suitcase, and go up the steps to unlock the front door. Something glows inside me. I love having him back in my life. I love our banter, the flirting and fun. Being with him, I’m always guaranteed a good time. Not just the sex, but our conversation, too: the jokes and wit.


  He was always my best friend.


  Ash catches me looking. “What?” he asks.


  “Nothing.” I shrug, breezing past him into the hallway. “Just thinking about that big bed of yours… and all the good food in your kitchen.”


  “Women are all the same,” he sighs. “They only want me for my groceries.”


  I lean up and kiss him lightly on the lips. “See you later.”


  I turn away, but Ash yanks me back. He crushes me to his chest and kisses me properly: long and slow and hot, until my legs give way against him and my whole body is alert with lust.


  “Now you can go,” he growls, releasing me. “But I mean it: I want you naked and spread-eagled on my bed when I get back.”


  “Yes, sir,” I murmur, but inside, I feel a shudder of lust.


  I can’t get enough of him.


  Ash heads out, closing the door behind him just as my cell phone rings.


  I answer, my head still spinning.


  “You’re alive!” Keely cries. “I was wondering when you two would come up for air.”


  I laugh. “It was hard to drag me away,” I admit, starting to climb the marble staircase. I look around, absorbing the beauty of Ash’s stunning townhouse, filled with gorgeous paintings and art. “His place in the Hamptons is amazing. Hell, his house here is something else, too. The man has taste.”


  “I knew that,” Keely giggles. “He’s been chasing you, after all. When can I meet him?” she asks. “We should all get dinner. You, me, Vaughn and Ash.”


  “Soon. I hope.”


  I pause on the landing, sitting on one of the steps. “The truth is, we haven’t really talked about the future. Like, at all.”


  “Well, what do you want him to say?” Keely answers sensibly.


  “I don’t know, that’s the problem.” I sigh. “I talked about going back to LA for work, and he was nothing but supportive.”


  “The bastard,” Keely laughs.


  “I know, but you get what I mean, right? It’s hard to find a way to ask what we’re doing here. And then whenever I get close, he finds a way of distracting me.”


  Usually with his dick, I silently add.


  “Well, there’s no need to rush things,” Keely points out. “You guys have barely been back together for the weekend. I’m sure he’ll bring it up when the moment’s right.”


  “I hope so,” I say. “And in the meantime, I’m going to take a nap. I’ve got muscles aching I never even knew I had.”


  “I bet you do. Call me later and we’ll set up dinner.”


  “Will do!”


  I hang up, getting back to my feet and making my way up to the second floor. If I remember right, his kitchen is up here. I can grab a plate of food and go back to bed.


  Since you’re probably going to need your energy later…


  I grin. Keely’s right. I shouldn’t stress about the future stuff right now. What matters is that Ash and I are together again – and enjoying every minute of each other’s company. I’ve never worried about commitment or labels before, so I shouldn’t now.


  Everything will be fine.


  In the kitchen, I find the fridge groaning with fresh-cut fruit plates and delicious deli treats. I load up a tray and take it out to the balcony, settling into one of the oversized chairs to look out at the gorgeous view of New York. The sky is blue, the buildings sparkle in the midday sun, and I’m lounging in a luxury townhouse waiting for my sexy boyfriend to get home and fuck me senseless.


  Not too shabby.


  “Please, make yourself at home.”


  The British voice startles me. I jerk around, spilling my glass of juice. “Shit,” I mutter, trying to wipe it off my jeans before it stains.


  Finally, I give up and turn to the woman standing in the doorway. “Hi,” I say, confused. For a moment, I assume she’s Ash’s housekeeper. Then I take a closer look, and realize this woman has never cleaned a house in her life.


  She’s in her mid-twenties, maybe, with sleek brunette hair and perfect glowing skin. Decked out in a designer sheath dress and tasteful gold jewelry, everything about her screams ‘money.’


  “We haven’t been introduced.” She stands there, perfectly at ease, looking like she owns the place.


  I feel a tremor of unease. Ash doesn’t have any sisters. A cousin, perhaps?


  “Hi,” I say, awkward. I bob up from the seat, wishing I’d taken the time to dress properly this morning instead of throwing on some jeans and one of Ash’s button-down shirts. “I’m Justine.”


  “I know exactly who you are.” The woman’s eyes roam over me. She quirks a perfect eyebrow.


  “Well, I guess you’re at an advantage,” I joke, trying to break the tension. “Who are you?”


  She finally meets my eyes again, and stretches her lips in a warm, welcoming smile. “Why, I’m Bea, of course.”


  I stare back blankly.


  The woman’s smile slips. “Beatrice Pierce,” she explains. “Ashton’s wife.”


  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  JUSTINE


  “His what?” I stutter, staring at her in disbelief.


  Beatrice looks surprised. “He didn’t tell you?”


  I shake my head numbly. I feel like I just got hit by a truck.


  The woman gives me a sympathetic look. “I wondered. Some women don’t respect marriage at all, but if you didn’t know… Well, I’m sorry.”


  She’s not the only one.


  My legs give way. I crumple back into my seat.


  “Oh dear,” she murmurs. “You’ve gone terribly pale. Here, let me make you some tea.”


  “No,” I manage to reply. “I’m fine.”


  “It’s no trouble at all.” Beatrice disappears inside, heading straight for the kitchen like she owns the place.


  I guess she does.


  My head spins. Ash. Married. I suspected he was hiding something from me, but I never imagined this.


  A pain stabs through my chest as I realize he’s been lying to me all this time. Not just about the invitations, but everything. His life, his feelings.


  His wife.


  Beatrice emerges with a tray of tea things. She sets it down on the table and takes a seat opposite me. “I’m so sorry to be the one to break it to you,” she murmurs. “I can’t imagine how you must be feeling right now.”


  “I’m the one who should be sorry!” I exclaim. “I’m the one who’s been—” I stop myself just in time. Beatrice looks too well-bred to curse in front of. “Seeing your husband.”


  Beatrice looks down. A sad expression crosses her face. “We’ve been having problems for a while. When Ash said he was going to New York on business, I hoped the time apart would help him realize what’s important. But then I heard from friends he’d been seen around town with someone… I had to come and see for myself.”


  I feel sick. My number one rule has always been no married men. Cheaters disgust me, running around behind someone’s back. And the women they cheat with are no better.


  Home-wreckers. Whores.


  And now you’re one of them.


  Beatrice pauses for a moment, looking at me. “Wait, did you say Justine?” she asks. “From Stanford?”


  “Uh, yes,” I reply, thrown.


  “He told me about you.” Beatrice nods. “Said you were one of his closest friends. I didn’t realize you were back in touch again.”


  She looks so hurt, it just twists the knife deeper.


  “We weren’t,” I reassure her quickly. “I came to New York on a case. It turned out Ash was on the other side. I had no idea….” I trail off. “We haven’t been together long, I swear.”


  She manages a weak smile. “I don’t know whether to be relieved by that or not.” She looks down again. “Cheating is still cheating.”


  Fuck.


  I hate myself right now. It’s clear, she’s devastated to find me here. And why wouldn’t she be?


  I try to put myself in her shoes. Following her husband across the Atlantic to save her marriage only to find some strange woman in his home, wearing his clothes…


  “I feel terrible,” I whisper, unable to disguise the tremor in my voice.


  “Please, don’t.” Beatrice lifts her eyes. “If it wasn’t you, it would be some other woman. My husband has a way of avoiding our problems, and they usually come in a skirt.”


  Her words cut hard. “He’s done this before?”


  I can’t believe it. I would never have thought Ash could betray his vows like that.


  Beatrice pauses. “I have my suspicions,” she admits, looking pained. “As I’ve said, our marriage hasn’t been the easiest of unions.”


  “Can I ask how long you’ve been married?” I ask, curiosity burning through my numb pain.


  “Two years now,” she replies. “We met in London, it was a whirlwind affair. I didn’t want to rush into anything, but Ash insisted.” She smiles at the memory. “We were married in the same church where my parents had their wedding. It was the happiest day of my life.”


  She shows me her phone. The screensaver is a wedding photo: her in a white veil, Ash in a tux at her side. They’re clinging on to each other in a shower of confetti.


  He looks so happy it hurts.


  Something in me dies, looking at the screen. Up until now, a tiny part of me has wondered if she’s lying, but the proof is right there in front of me.


  Ash betrayed us both.


  “I’m sorry,” I say again uselessly, tears stinging in my throat. I’ve never felt so humiliated in my life.


  “No, I am,” she insists. “You got mixed up in something that had nothing to do with you. I know how magnetic my husband can be,” she adds sadly. “It’s part of his charm.”


  His dirty rat bastard charm.


  I can’t sit here a minute longer. I get up. “I won’t keep you.”


  “Please, let me walk you out.”


  Beatrice accompanies me downstairs. I notice the diamond ring on her finger for the first time: a massive rock, plus a gold wedding band.


  Ash’s betrayal hits me all over again.


  “What will you do?” I ask, reaching the front door.


  Beatrice shrugs. “I know I should leave him, but…” she gulps. “I love my husband. I want to make it work. We both had our ways of dealing with what happened.”


  I frown, confused. “What are you talking about?”


  Her face slips. “I… I lost our baby,” she whispers. “Last year. He’s been different ever since. Working late, traveling. I just hope we can heal, together.”


  Now I really do feel sick.


  “I know you don’t owe me anything,” Beatrice adds, looking at me hopefully. “But could I ask a favor?”


  I wait, feeling like the scum of the earth.


  “Give Ash and I a chance to save our marriage.” She swallows, looking nervous. “I know you have a history together, you’re not just another one of his random flings. But I need time to work this out with him. If you could give us that space…”


  “You don’t need to worry,” I cut her off. “You guys can have all the space in the world. Ash and I are done, end of story.”


  Beatrice looks relieved. “Thank you,” she says, suddenly giving me a hug. “Thank you so much.”


  I pull away, grabbing my suitcase and heading blindly outside. The sun is still shining, the street bustles with life, but I’m a million miles away.


  In hell.


  Ash is married...


  I repeat it over and over to myself as I wander down the street, but I can’t get my head around it. Every time we were together, he was cheating on his marriage vows. Every gift, every tender word…


  It meant nothing to him.


  I want to sit down in the middle of the sidewalk and weep.


  Of course I was just a random fuck. Of course he didn’t mean it.


  All my insecurities come rearing up, larger than life. Men like Ash don’t seriously fall for girls like me – they marry women like Beatrice instead. Women with class and breeding, who can hostess dinner parties with their fancy aristocratic friends. Not some girl from Chino who’s made it out by the skin of her fingernails.


  No wonder he didn’t introduce me to those people in the Hamptons. I’m his dirty little secret, his cheap whore.


  I can feel my heart breaking. For all my promises not to think about the future, I’ve always hoped we would have one. It seemed meant to be, that after all this time, he finally came back into my life. Wooing me with the dirty invitations, whisking me off for our romantic weekend away.


  Questions race in my mind. Why would he put so much trouble into seducing me? And why did he swear there would be no more games, no more lies? If he was just looking for a cheap distraction, he could have walked into any bar in the city and had women fall at his feet.


  But no.


  He came after me. He toyed with my emotions.


  He made me believe that he really cared.


  Pain rips through me. I trusted him, again. God, what a fool I am!


  It was all just another game.


  My cell phone buzzes with a text. I look down through my tears. It’s him.


  “Remember, naked in bed for me,” his message reads.


  I hit delete, then go into my contacts and delete his number entirely. I told Beatrice the truth. It’s over, dead and buried. I never want to see him again.


  Kiss him.


  Fuck him.


  My body tightens just at the memory of us in bed together – out on his back porch, me lying on the table like a dessert for him to savor.


  Has he fucked her there, too? Some other woman?


  All my memories of our time together suddenly feel tainted and wrong. All my happiness now torn away and made into something ugly and cheap.


  Now I know why I kept it light and casual all these years. Never getting too close, never allowing myself to open up and care for someone.


  Because when you do that— when you let down your defenses, even for a minute— they turn around and stab you straight in the heart.


  And it’s never hurt so bad in my life.


  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  JUSTINE


  “So this is what a broken heart feels like.”


  I slump lower on the couch in Keely and Vaughn’s apartment, totally miserable. It’s been two days now since Beatrice dropped the bombshell, but I’m hurting worse than ever. I didn’t think I could feel any worse after the revelation that my secret admirer was Ash all along. But now, with all my cards on the table, I feel like I’ve been run over.


  Ash keeps calling, texting, trying to talk. Every time I see that string of numbers flash across my cell phone screen, I feel sick. He even kept showing up at my building. I ordered the doorman to keep him out, but eventually I just packed a bag and moved into one of Keely’s spare bedrooms instead. I couldn’t risk running into him, not when I still feel like the ground’s been ripped out from under me.


  Finding out he was the one sending the invitations was a shock, but it was nothing compared to this.


  “He’s married!” I scowl again, holding out my empty wine glass for a refill. “Why would he do this to me?” I’m totally confused. “He said he cared. I figured all the secrecy was part of the game, but maybe it was just so he wouldn’t get caught.”


  “It doesn’t make any sense.” Keely shakes her head sympathetically. “I mean, what guy would go through all that effort to win you back if it didn’t mean anything?”


  “A fucking sociopath,” I spit. My pain is hardening into a knot of anger, and I cling to it with everything I’ve got.


  I’ve had enough weeping and moping and feeling like a mess. If I could just be angry at him, that would make it so much easier.


  “He’s a manipulative scum-bag,” I glare. “I can’t believe I fell for it. That I actually thought….”


  I trail off, hurting too much to even say the words.


  I thought we were for real.


  I thought we had a future.


  I thought I was falling in love with him.


  “I’m going to die alone,” I collapse back with a sigh.


  “Don’t say that,” Keely tells me firmly. “You’re brilliant, sexy, and amazing. And one day, you’ll meet someone who appreciates what a goddess you are.”


  “Sure. And then I’ll meet their wife.” I sit up. “You should have seen her: she was perfect. Perfect hair, perfect skin, perfect rich ‘lady who lunches’ outfit. Exactly the kind of girl I always imagined he’d marry. And she was so sweet!” I groan. “If I met the woman who was screwing my husband, I’d claw her fucking eyes out. But she just sat there, looking so tragic. She made me tea, Keely. She was nice to me!”


  Keely looks sympathetic. “You think he’ll get back together with her?”


  “I don’t care,” I lie. “There’s no fucking way I’m ever seeing him again. As soon as I can go six hours without breaking down in tears, I’m getting on that plane and heading back to LA.”


  Keely looks sad. “I know you have to get back to work, but I’ve really loved having you here. It’s been awesome having my best friend back.”


  “Yeah, I’m great company, crying all over you and eating all your junk food.”


  She gives me a hug. “I don’t mind. Whatever you need to feel better.”


  I look around at the mess of junk food wrappers. “We’re out of ice cream…” I say hopefully.


  She laughs. “Double chocolate chunk?”


  “With hot fudge sauce. And whipped cream. And marshmallows.” I figure if I’m going to pig out, I should do it right.


  “Coming right up!” Keely grabs her purse. “Pick us a movie while I’m gone. You want to watch Dirty Dancing for the hundredth time?”


  I shake my head. “No romance,” I vow. “I need car chases and gun fights and shit blowing up.”


  “For you, anything.”


  Keely heads out, closing the apartment door behind her.


  I sigh. I’m trying to be angry, but it still hurts too much.


  I miss him.


  I hate it, and I hate him for doing this to me, but every time I picture those piercing eyes, his gorgeous muscles…the way we would flirt and laugh together…


  I miss him so bad.


  There’s a knock on the door. Keely probably forgot her keys, so I get up to let her in.


  But it’s not Keely waiting in the hallway.


  It’s Ash.


  He’s a mess: dark shadows under his eyes, a rumpled shirt like he hasn’t changed in days. But I tell myself I don’t care what he looks like. I don’t give a damn anymore.


  “No fucking way.” I glare, trying to slam the door in his face.


  He steps inside too quick, blocking it open. “JJ, wait.”


  “I have nothing to say to you,” I spit, my voice like ice. Smarter guys would turn and run, but I guess Ash isn’t one of them.


  But I already knew that. Married bastard.


  “Just let me talk,” he demands. “Please, JJ—”


  I flinch, hearing my nickname. “Don’t ever call me that again!”


  Ash hangs on, refusing to move. “You need to listen to me.”


  “Why?” I yell. “So you can lie to me some more?”


  “It’s not like that.”


  “Then tell me how it is.” I fold my arms. “Go on, explain how you forgot to mention your fucking wife!”


  Ash flinches. “I meant to tell you…”


  Pain slams through me. “So it really is true?”


  “No, I mean, we were married,” Ash admits. “But it’s over. It’s been over for years.”


  “Then you might want to tell that to her. Because she sure didn’t act like it was over.”


  Ash’s jaw clenches. “She shouldn’t be here.”


  “Too late, she is.” My anger cracks for a moment. I feel tears rise. “How could you do this to me, Ash? You promised you would be honest with me. I trusted you.”


  His answer is hoarse and raw. “I know. I’m sorry.”


  He looks so broken, so desperate, it almost makes me forget my pain. My heart aches at having him so close to me again: the scent of him surrounding me, the heat from his body almost in my reach.


  I hate myself for it— even knowing he’s lied and cheated, I still want him. My body still craves him.


  “You don’t understand—” he tries to speak.


  “I don’t want to!” I yell. “Don’t you understand? You ruined everything. Leave, please. I don’t want you anymore.”


  Ash’s face darkens. “Liar,” he growls.


  His hand shoots out and grips my wrist, yanking me to him.


  I try to pull away.


  “You want me, darling, don’t even try to deny it.” His eyes strip me naked.


  “I hate you,” I tell him through clenched teeth.


  It looks like that hurts him, but just as fast, the dominating mask is back. “So hate me,” he demands. “Use me. Fuck me.”


  Something in me shatters. Anger and bitterness and all the hurt I’ve felt comes boiling up inside me. A raging inferno. Needing and despising him in equal measure.


  Why does he do this to me?


  “I mean it.” Ash pushes me roughly back against the wall. I gasp, expecting him to kiss me, but instead he lets me go, holding his hands out, palms up. Surrender.


  “Use me, JJ. Hit me. Hurt me. Do whatever you want to me. You’re the one calling the shots now.”


  I stare at him, my breath coming fast. I’ve never felt so out of control as when he’s touching me, but this is a whole new kind of crazy.


  Goddamn.


  I shove him back against the other side of the hall. Hard. Ash’s eyes blaze dark, and then we’re reaching for each other, grabbing hard, a vicious collision of hands and tongues and teeth. My mouth is savage against his, biting down on his lips. I pull his hair, scratching at his back, yanking him closer and closer, as if I’m trying to meld our bodies through sheer fury.


  I hate that I still want him, that my body aches for him, that my pulse is racing and my clit throbbing with need as he yanks up my shirt and roughly grabs my breasts. I growl in his ear and bite down hard, and then we’re tumbling to the ground, oblivious to everything but the fire and anger and blazing hot chemistry between us, stronger than ever.


  “Bastard,” I pant, as Ash grinds down on me, his cock thick through his pants. I claw at his shirt, ripping off buttons in my hurry to get him naked. My mouth is on his neck, sucking and biting, marking him like he’s marked me. He tries to grab my wrists and hold me down, but I fight back, flipping us suddenly so I’m straddling him on top.


  I yank down his pants and grip him tightly. Ash groans. “Is this what you want?” I demand angrily. “You want to fuck me? Is that what all your lies were for?”


  “What do you think?” Ash’s gaze turns soulful. Too sincere. I don’t want to think, I don’t want to remember all the ways he’s betrayed me. I just want to feel.


  I push down my sweats and pull my panties aside, sinking down on his cock.


  So. Fucking. Good.


  I squeeze my eyes shut, I can’t look at him a minute longer. I just need to clench around his thickness, ride him hard until I feel him hit just right, right there, deep inside.


  I moan, bearing down again, grinding hard. His thick shaft impales me, thrusting up in time with my strokes, rubbing against my walls until my blood coils hot and needy.


  More.


  I move my hips, finding a rhythm as I slide along his length and then sink down, rocking faster. I’m grinding on his cock, pleasure racing through me with every stroke. I can hear him grunting faster, his body clenching beneath me, but I keep my eyes squeezed shut.


  This isn’t about him. It can’t be. I’m using him like he used me, fucking myself on his magnificent dick, caring only about how goddamn good he feels inside me. Riding and grinding and pumping my hips faster and faster.


  Then he shifts, rising up and spearing deep, and suddenly he’s pressed against that perfect spot so deep inside that I cry out.


  “Right there,” I gasp as I grind against his cock. Fuck, I’m already so close. My fingers find my clit, rubbing in swift circles as he thrust up into me again. My whole body is strung out, ready to fall.


  “JJ…” his voice comes, hoarse.


  “No! Don’t talk,” I pant.


  His hands grab for me, but I take his wrists, pinning him down, riding hard. I keep my eyes pressed shut in the blackness, where there’s no betrayal or hurt, where there’s nothing but the tight ache in my clit and the gorgeous slide of his cock and the sharp flash of bliss, rising, burning, until finally I come, hard and deep, a shattering climax edged with bitter regret.


  What the fuck did I just do?


  I open my eyes, the waves subsiding. Ash is motionless on the ground underneath me, breathing hard. I scramble off him before he has time to come.


  “Get out,” I say, a sob rising in my throat.


  I turn away, clenching my hands into fists so I don’t reach for him instead.


  There’s silence, and then I hear him get to his feet. The zip of his fly. A belt buckle fastening.


  I can’t look at him. Not without breaking down, and fuck it, I won’t let him see me like that.


  I hear him walking across the apartment. The door opening. Then his voice comes, low and certain.


  “I’m not giving up on us.”


  “It was just sex.” I grip the back of the couch. “Sex is all we ever had. I don’t have any other use for you.”


  I hear his sharp intake of breath. “You don’t believe that. I know you too well.”


  The door closes behind him with a click. It feels like a gunshot.


  Fuck.


  Self-loathing and loss crash through me. He’s gone. He’s really gone.


  I clench my jaw. I’m not going to cry, goddammit. He’s not worth my tears.


  But as I sit there, I know I just fucked up in an epic way. I wanted to screw him out of my system, but all that’s done is remind me how good we are. How perfect it feels when he’s thrusting deep inside me.


  My body doesn’t care about the lies. It wants him more than anything, and that’s too fucking dangerous to risk.


  The sooner I get back to LA, the better.


  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


  JUSTINE


  It’s three o’clock in the afternoon, and I’m drunk.


  Totally wasted, out of my mind, not been this hammered since college kind of drunk. Keely ran a few errands and then got back from the store with the ice cream to find me necking a bottle of tequila.


  “His cock got me,” I explain, slurring. “That man has a monster cock. Like, epic. You know? Some guys strip down and you’re like, get that thing away from me! But Ash’s cock… I wanted to snuggle up with that thing…”


  “Oh boy,” Keely laughs, taking the bottle from me. “No more tequila for you.”


  “His butt is pretty hot too,” I add. “I just want to take a bite out of it.” I snap my teeth together. Then I frown. “Except his butt is married. I don’t do married. Except when I do. Do. Don’t.”


  “Easy there.” Keely looks around. “Is that your phone?”


  “Is that my phone what?” I sway in time to the music. Except I’m not sure if there’s music playing.


  “Ringing.” Keely plucks it off the couch.


  “Don’t!” I cry, lunging. I tackle her to the sofa. “It might be him!” I hiss in a loud whisper, as we wrestle for the phone.


  “Justine!” Keely wrenches away before bringing the phone to her ear. “Hello?”


  “I don’t want to talk to him!” I protest. Wait. Now the room’s spinning…


  I slide to the floor and lay very still. If I don’t move, the room stops too. Weird.


  “Yes, this is Justine’s phone.” Keely waves me silent. “Can I take a message?”


  She pauses. “Yes… Uh huh. Sure. She’s pretty busy, but she may have some time in her schedule tomorrow. Yes, great, I’ll call back to confirm.”


  Keely hangs up. “You’ll never guess who that was!”


  I groan. “I don’t feel too good.”


  “Babe?” Keely asks, as all the junk food I’ve been eating today suddenly rushes back up.


  “Hold that thought,” I mumble, scrambling to my feet and racing for the nearest bathroom. I collapse on my knees in front of the toilet and empty my stomach with a groan.


  That’s why I don’t drink tequila.


  Eventually, the nausea fades. After I brush my teeth and splash some cold water on my face, I head back into the living room, feeling embarrassed.


  “I’m so sorry.”


  Keely laughs. “Don’t worry about it. You want to hear who was on the phone for you?”


  “Hit me,” I collapse on the couch.


  “Lucia diLorenzo.”


  I laugh. “The famous clothing designer? Sure, come on.”


  “I’m serious!” Kelly says. She can’t hide her excitement. “Okay, okay, it was her American CEO, but still. They want you to come in for an interview.”


  I sit up. Lucia’s designs are cutting edge and classy. The brand is way above my price range, but I have one of her skirts, and it’s the most gorgeous thing I own. An investment piece, something I’ll have for years. “An interview for what?”


  “A job, duh.” Keely grins. “Apparently, they’re looking for an in-house counsel for their legal team. No,” she corrects herself. “To head the legal team.”


  I blink. “Am I still drunk?”


  “Probably, but the offer is real.” Keely claps her hands together. “So shall I call them back and schedule it?” She reaches for my phone again.


  “Wait, wait,” I pause, my head spinning. “Slow down. I don’t understand. Why are they calling me? How do they even know I exist?”


  She shrugs. “It happens all the time. Headhunting. Your VideoMine win was all over the business papers. It makes sense someone would try to scoop you up.”


  “But a new job… I would have to move here.” I frown, thinking of Ash. I wanted to put as much distance as possible between us, not stick around in the same city.


  “Which would be awesome.” Keely beams. “I know I’m biased, but we would have such a great time.”


  I’m still trying to get my head around the job offer. “Did you say head of the whole legal team?”


  She nods. “You’d be calling all the shots.”


  My heart beats faster. “No asshole partners taking all the credit—and money. No more doing boring research for their cases. I could be the one giving all the research to someone else!”


  “And you could negotiate a killer raise,” Keely points out. “Plus a relocation package, benefits… And think of the perks. They’d probably outfit you in Lucia designs for life!”


  For the first time since I came face to face with Beatrice Pierce and my whole life came crashing down, I feel a small flash of excitement. “Do it now, pretty please. Call them back,” I tell her. “It wouldn’t hurt to take the meeting, right?”


  * * *


  The next afternoon, after taking a handful of Advil and drinking my weight in water, I’m sitting in a conference room at Lucia diLorenzo’s New York office with her executive team.


  I already want this job so much it hurts.


  “You’ll be in charge of our legal team, so we would look to you to build from the ground up,” the CFO tells me. “You’d be mainly focused on copyright and trademark issues, but we’re a creative company, so you never know what will come up.”


  I nod and pretend to take notes in a serious leather-bound file. The offices are bright and airy, a converted warehouse in the ultra-hip Meatpacking district. Everyone here looks like they just stepped out of a magazine shoot: not snooty or posh, but creative, hip and cool. Of the three people meeting me today, one is a bald gay guy with chic glasses and a three-piece suit; the CEO, Celine, has awesome tattoos snaking underneath her shift dress, and her assistant is wearing a crisp Oxford shirt and jeans.


  Jeans!


  Sure, they’re probably five hundred dollar designer denim, but still! It couldn’t be further away from the stuffy suits and old guys cluttering up the law office back in LA.


  Looking around, I can already tell, I’d fit right in.


  “There’s also a fair amount of travel,” the guy adds. “Paris, Tokyo, London.”


  I nod and scribble some more, hiding my elation.


  Negotiation 101: never let them see you’re interested.


  “But really, the main thing we can offer is autonomy,” Celine says. “Lucia needs someone who can get things done on their own.”


  “Did I hear my name?”


  I turn. The designer herself walks in. Holy shit! Lucia is petite, her long dark hair pulled back in an elegant bun, just as polished and perfect as the pictures I’ve seen in magazines. She’s wearing a long, loose dress and a jangle of metal bracelets.


  I bolt up from my chair. “It’s so great to meet you.” I hold out my hand to shake, but she clasps me in an enthusiastic hug and kisses me on both cheeks.


  “Justine,” she says warmly. “Have they been filling you in on the position?”


  I nod.


  “As you just heard, I need someone who can put out fires at a moment’s notice. We’re entering an exciting period in the company, expanding with new merchandising deals, subsidiary rights. I’ll need you to tell me what’s in my best interest,” she says with a smile. “Translate all the legal bullshit into plain English so I don’t get screwed.”


  I like her already.


  “Anyway, I have to catch a flight to Milano, but I wanted to meet you in person.” Lucia gives Celine a nod. “Please, consider our offer. I’d love to have you on board.”


  She glides out, with a couple of assistants trailing after her.


  I slowly sit back down. She’s so nice! I always thought famous fashion designers were bitchy control-freaks, but Lucia seems so down-to-earth.


  “Do you have any questions?” Celine asks.


  I pause. “I’m pretty settled in LA,” I say carefully. “It would have to be a fairly attractive offer for me to relocate.”


  They exchange smiles. Celine names a figure that’s more than double my current salary. “And of course, we provide relocation costs and a sizeable wardrobe allowance, in addition to your discount on our new designs every season.”


  “Of course,” I echo, reeling. The number dances on the page. Holy shit!


  They must take my shock for reluctance, because Celine jumps in.


  “It’s all negotiable, of course. The point, Justine, is that we know you’re exactly the right lawyer for this position. We want you. Just tell us how to make it happen.”


  I leave the meeting in a daze. I asked for a couple of days to decide, and they fell over themselves agreeing.


  I wander down the street, trying to process it. This is unbelievable. A dream job, my own department, and work that would actually be fun and exciting. I should jump at a chance like this—but something holds me back.


  Ash.


  The thought of living in the same city as him is like a bucket of ice poured all over me. Sure, there are eight million people in New York, but I know him: he doesn’t give up easily, and once he finds out I’m back in town, he won’t rest until he sees me again.


  Seduces me again.


  I sigh. This is the chance of a lifetime, but I feel broken up inside just thinking his name.


  He betrayed me. Sure, he swears there’s an explanation, but what excuse could he possibly have?


  I met his wife. I looked her in the eyes and saw the heartbreak there. I always swore, I would never be the one to break up a marriage, and I mean it, even now.


  Still, I want to call him. To reach out, and give him one last chance—


  No. I stop myself. He’s already had too many chances. I would have to be blind and stupid to let him in again after he betrayed me like this.


  He could have been the one.


  Which is why I can’t imagine staying in the city. But I don’t want to turn down the job either. This is about my career, my life. My heart.


  What the hell should I do?


  CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


  JUSTINE


  After agonizing over my decision for the rest of the day, I give up. My pro/con lists aren’t getting me anywhere. Maybe I just need to sleep on it, and think about it in the morning with a clear head.


  Keely’s company, Ashcroft Industries, is hosting a big fundraising art auction tonight, so I decide to get glammed up and forget about myself for a few hours. I’m tired of all this fucked up self-reflection. My future and heartbreak can wait, but tonight is going to be about supporting Keely, showing gratitude for all the good things she’s done for me.


  “Oh my God!” She greets me at the ballroom, dressed up in a gorgeous floor-length gown. “You look amazing. The most beautiful woman in the room.”


  Vaughn clears his throat. “The second most beautiful woman,” he corrects her.


  Keely blushes as I give a little twirl. I put my future raise to good use at Barney’s, and picked out a slinky black number with a slit halfway up my thigh. “The possible future legal head for Lucia diLorenzo needs to look the part,” I say.


  She lights up. “You decided to take the job?”


  “I said possible,” I remind her. “And I don’t know yet. I’m still thinking.”


  “It’s a no brainer, right Vaughn?” Keely insists.


  He nods, looking amused. “Just think, if you moved here, you could come to fabulous events like this all the time.”


  I laugh at his dry tone. “What are you talking about? This looks amazing.”


  “It was all the party-planners,” Keely says, brushing off my praise. “I just sign the checks.”


  I look around. The Plaza Hotel ballroom is packed with society’s elite, all dressed up and ready to donate their cash. The walls are lined with paintings to be auctioned off: famous artists that could adorn my walls if I had a spare hundred grand to bid.


  “You’ve done a great job. I’m sure you’ll raise a ton of funds,” I congratulate her.


  She looks happy and content. Vaughn has his arm draped possessively around her, as if to say, ‘hands off,’ but Keely doesn’t seem to mind. She loves the attention as he flags down a waiter and passes her a glass of champagne. Vaughn leans in to whisper in her ear. Keely blushes pink.


  They’re so in love it hurts.


  That’s my cue. Nobody likes a third wheel.


  “I’m going to find a real drink,” I tell them brightly. “Then look around. See you later!”


  “Have fun.” Keely gives me a supportive look. She knows that underneath the blow-out and red lipstick, I’m still in pain over Ash.


  But the party is a good distraction. There’s plenty to see and eavesdrop on as I make my way to the bar: polished, perfect society wives as far as the eye can see.


  Beatrice Pierce would fit right in.


  I try to block the voice of insecurity, but it slips through all the same. The women here are just like her: the perfect hostesses, they air kiss each other and gossip about interior designers and vacation homes in Barbados. They were all born with a silver spoon in their mouths: private schools and debutante balls.


  Not like me, the girl from the wrong side of the tracks.


  Is it any wonder Ash chose a woman like this to stand by his side? He’s off to conquer the business world, and me, I wouldn’t fit in with these women if I tried.


  “Buy you a drink?”


  I turn. It’s Cam McCullough, Keely’s second-in-command at the company. I’ve met him in passing a couple of times, but I always liked what I’ve seen. A tall, handsome Scottish guy, his accent has a sexy edge to it. He flashes me a smile, his eyes drifting over me from head to toe.


  The look in his eyes is definitely approving.


  “It’s an open bar,” I reply, smiling.


  He laughs. “In that case, I’ll buy you two.” He gestures to the barman. “Whiskey. Glenfiddich.”


  “A man with taste,” I say, flirting.


  He gives me a smoldering smile. “I like to think so. Which is why I’m surprised to see you here alone tonight.”


  “Real smooth,” I tease.


  He laughs. “Seriously. I wouldn’t have thought the owner of that beautiful collar would let you out alone.”


  I pause, confused. I’m wearing the necklace Ash gave me. I couldn’t resist. “It’s not a collar,” I answer. “And nobody ‘let’ me out.”


  Cam raises his eyebrows. “My mistake. I thought—never mind.”


  He takes a sip of his drink, but his interest seems to fade. He’s still charming and warm, chatting about the crowd here tonight, but his eyes drift past me like he’s looking for something else.


  Then he stops and smiles. “I think your man has found you.”


  “What?”


  I turn.


  It’s Ash. He’s coming towards me.


  He’s wearing a tuxedo, his dark hair smoothed back, his white shirt crisp against his tan. Damn, he looks good.


  Shit.


  “I have to go,” I yelp, turning back to Cam. My heart is suddenly pounding, and every instinct is screaming at me to run. “Um, thanks for the drink!”


  I don’t wait for his reply before lurching into the crowd and winding my way in the opposite direction. I nearly spill my drink on partygoers as I hustle past, but I manage to duck down a hallway and slip out a side door, onto a hidden balcony.


  I catch my breath, trying to recover.


  Seeing Ash again was a shock to my system: lust and anger and grief all wrapped up in one.


  I gulp my whiskey, my hands shaking. Dammit. What’s he even doing here? All I wanted was some time to clear my head and figure out my future, but now the only thing I can think about is him.


  His hands… His mouth… Those eyes gazing at me intently as he thrusts inside me.


  I drain my drink and set the glass down, then grip the balcony railing. I let the insecurity get to me every time I think about Beatrice, but the truth is, I never felt insecure with Ash. He accepted me completely, and I never felt more comfortable than when I was hanging out with him. Even during the lawsuit, when we were battling on different sides, fighting with him was fun.


  It makes this hurt so much more. He was the first guy I’d ever let myself open up to and really care about. This weekend in the Hamptons, I found myself wishing it could last forever: being together, laughing, talking, fucking…


  I could have grown old with him. A house. Kids. His and her bathrobes. He made me feel all this emotion, and then he just ripped it away.


  What am I supposed to do with all those feelings now?


  I hear the door open behind me. The music from inside gets louder. Probably some couple sneaking away for privacy, but that’s the last thing I want to see. I scoot into the corner, hiding by the ivy that covers the wall. Hopefully they’ll see the space is taken and find someplace else to fool around.


  Then I feel a hand on my bare shoulder.


  I flinch. The heat sears through me, and I know in a flash whose touch it is, even before I turn around and find Ash standing beside me.


  Too close. Too hot. Too off-limits.


  My heart aches. “No,” I cry, before he can say a word. “Why won’t you leave me alone?”


  “Because I love you,” Ash says, his gorgeous face set in determination. “I won’t let you push me away again, JJ. You’re going to hear me out this time. I need to tell you the truth.”


  CHAPTER NINETEEN


  ASH


  JJ tries to pull away, but I block her path, my hand firm but gentle on her shoulder. I have to make her listen. She needs to understand the truth.


  “Please,” I ground out the word. I’ve never been the kind of guy to ask permission, let alone beg, but I’ll do it now.


  I’ll do anything for her.


  JJ falters. I can see the anguish in her eyes, and I hate myself for putting it there. She’s so beautiful tonight: wild and bold, everything I always loved about her.


  I won’t let her go, not this time.


  “You were right, I lied,” I admit, while she’s still standing there. “Beatrice was my wife. I should have told you about her from the start.”


  JJ folds her arms. “Why didn’t you?” she demands.


  “Because she’s crazy. I mean it,” I add. “That woman is unstable. She trapped me into a shitty, loveless marriage, and now she refuses to let me go.”


  JJ frowns. “What do you mean, she trapped you?”


  “I mean, I never should have married her.” I exhale in frustration. Even now, two years later, the memory fills me with bitterness. JJ doesn’t look like she’s about to bolt anymore, so I release her, leaning over the balcony and taking a deep breath.


  “We met in London, at some club,” I explain. “I’d only been back in the country a couple of months. After my father died, I was so angry, so lost. I had all that responsibility I didn’t want. People depending on me. So I went a little crazy. Drinking, partying, out with old college friends. It was just a way to let off steam: the booze and the clubs. And the women,” I add grimly.


  I’m not proud. I fucked around. I was desperate for distraction, any way to forget the future that had been ripped away from me.


  The woman waiting back in LA who seemed a million miles away.


  “I met Beatrice out one night, friends of friends.” I shook my head. “She seemed sweet. Fun. So we started going out. It wasn’t serious, at least, not to me. I didn’t realize she’d got her hooks in and wasn’t about to let go. Not for anything.”


  JJ looks angry. “You shouldn’t talk about her like that. I met her. She really loves you.”


  “She loves my money,” I say bluntly. “Being Mrs. Ashton Pierce; the doors it opened, the status she had. Believe me…” I let out a hollow laugh. “But that’s later. Like I said, everything was just meaningless distraction, until she told me she was pregnant.”


  JJ gasps.


  “Yes, that was my reaction,” I sigh, remembering the night she told me. It felt like the walls were closing in: all hopes of ever seeing Justine again disappearing down the drain.


  “What did you do?” JJ whispers.


  “What do you think?”


  “You married her,” she sighs. “Of course, you’d do the right thing.”


  I nod. “I said I’d be a father, provide for them both. I thought she might have regrets too, after all, she barely knew me either, but then she turned around and started planning the biggest, splashiest wedding you could ever imagine. I should have guessed it then, that was all she really wanted from me.”


  “You looked so happy in your wedding photos.” JJ looks distressed. I remember Bea’s already worked her charm.


  “You can’t believe a word that woman says.” I feel a shard of rage. “I did, and I paid the price. Two, three months after the wedding, she told me she miscarried the baby.”


  JJ gasps. I continue, “The thing is, she wouldn’t let me take her to the hospital or try to find out what went wrong. She wasn’t upset. She acted as if nothing had even happened. But I was worried. I checked with her doctors. It turns out she was never pregnant to begin with.”


  “No,” JJ whispers.


  “Yes.” I grit my teeth. “It was all bullshit from the start. I moved out that night, initiated divorce proceedings, but legally, we had to be separated for a year before I could file. And in the meantime… she did everything she could to make me stay. She even threatened to kill herself,” I add, hollow. “Picked up a knife and tried to slash her wrists right in front of me. I had her admitted to the hospital, but her family got her out. They may be broke, but they’re old aristocracy. Kept everything hush hush. But I couldn’t stay there a minute longer. That’s when I went to LA.”


  I feel movement beside me, and then JJ is there. Standing close enough to touch. I grip the railing to keep from grabbing her. Burying myself in her slick tightness, blocking out the past. Fucking it all away.


  “You could have called. I would have understood,” JJ says.


  “No. Do you know how hard it was, being in the same city as you?” I demand. “I thought I saw you on every street. I nearly called you a hundred times. But I couldn’t pull you into all of that. I had to sort everything out myself.” I exhale, frustrated. “I just wanted to see you again. Feel the way I always felt when we were together.” I turn and look at her. “You were always the best fucking part of me.”


  Her eyes soften.


  “Don’t you see? I couldn’t drag you into the mess of my marriage,” I tell her, pleading. “You have to understand. I waited until she couldn’t fight me anymore. The day my divorce became final, I got on the plane and came here to find you. To take you. Because you belong to me, JJ. You always have. And I belong to you.”


  There’s hesitation in JJ’s eyes, a question there, but I can’t hold back a moment longer.


  “Ash—”


  I pull her to me, claiming her mouth hard and fast.


  JJ melts against me. Fuck, she feels so good. Her lush curves are poured into the slinky black gown, and I can’t stop myself from clutching her to me, palming her ripe breasts, grinding my hard cock against her hips.


  She moans against my mouth. Fuck, I need her so badly.


  JJ pulls back, flushed and gasping. “Wait—“ she says, but I kiss her again. I’ve waited long enough, years without her, and now I’m never leaving her again.


  “Ash,” she pushes at my chest, breathing hard. “What will you do? Bea’s here. She’s clearly not about to walk away.”


  “I don’t give a fuck what she does,” I growl, sliding my hands over JJ’s tight ass and squeezing hard. “I’ve given her enough of my life. Now, I only want one thing. You.”


  JJ’s eyes flash bright. I’ve seen that look a dozen times. I know, she wants me too. Right now.


  Without another word, I spin her around and push her against the balcony railing. I cover her body with mine, thrusting against her ass.


  JJ gasps, arching back against me.


  I slide my hands around her body, squeezing and rolling her tight little nipples through her dress until she moans. I reach lower between her thighs, rubbing against her clit in precise strokes. “I told you,” I groan in her ear, so fucking hard it hurts. “Nobody will ever fuck you like me. I know you, darling, I know every filthy fantasy. Every secret desire.”


  JJ twists her head to me, her eyes wild with lust. “So what am I thinking?” she demands. “Tell me, what do I want?”


  “My cock buried in that wet pussy,” I growl, yanking her dress up. In the dark out here, nobody can see us. We’re totally hidden in the shadows on the edge of the balcony.


  She grinds back against me. “So do it,” she demands. “Fuck me like only you can.”


  I don’t need another invitation. I push her dress up around her waist and yank down her panties. She’s so slick against my hand, her hot cunt drenched and ready for me. I circle her clit again until she’s sobbing, and then nudge her thighs aside.


  Bent over the balcony, she’s at my mercy. But fuck, the way I need her right now, she’s the one in charge.


  I slam into her hard.


  JJ cries out.


  “Shh,” I clamp a hand over her mouth. “Not a sound,” I growl, thrusting up inside her again until I’m balls-deep in the tightest pussy on earth. She moans, driving back against me, so fucking good. “You don’t want someone to find us, do you?”


  JJ whimpers softer, then bites down on my fingers. Wildcat. I thrust again, pounding her from behind. She finds my rhythm, matching every stroke. I’m close to the fucking edge here, every plunge of my cock setting me on fire.


  Nobody’s ever been like her. No one’s ever come close.


  I pull out. JJ makes a noise of protest, but I hush her. “My filthy girl,” I croon in her ear, swiping my fingers through her drenched juices, and trailing back up her ass crack. “I think you want more. I think it’s time I claimed that ass of yours, right here, where anyone could see.”


  Her body goes still with shock, but I feel the rush of wetness from her cunt. That’s my girl.


  I bend her deeper, nudging one slick finger into her most private channel, and she groans as I slide it in. She grips the balcony, and drives back against my hand.


  “You like it,” I growl, so fucking turned on. She’s perfect. Goddamn.


  “More,” JJ’s voice demands.


  Bloody hell.


  I withdraw my finger, and line up my cock against her ass. I’m so hard, I don’t think I’ll fit, but as I slowly press inside of her, JJ’s tight knot of muscle gives way and finally I thrust deep, making her gasp.


  “Ash,” she whispers.


  Then she rocks back into me, wanting more.


  Fuck.


  I lose all conscious thought. The only thing in the world is the tight grip off her asshole and the dirty, thick thrust of my cock.


  JJ’s body slowly relaxes. She lets out a moan.


  “Good, baby?”


  She moans again.


  Good.


  I pull back, then thrust again, fire blazing in my blood. I find a rhythm, and then she’s sobbing out loud, driving back against me, impaling her ass even deeper on my cock. I ram harder, and she screams in pleasure. “Yes!” she cries.


  I gag her with my hand again. Even if someone walked in on us now, I couldn’t stop. I’m not stopping for anything. I find her clit with my hand again, rubbing in time with my strokes. Her whole body is shuddering, clenched tight as I pound her gorgeous ass.


  Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.


  I’m losing it, so fucking close to the edge of the world, but I hold on, force myself to keep it together long enough to give her clit another swift, deep rub.


  And then JJ shatters against me with a strangled cry, her body convulsing on my cock, her ass milking me dry.


  I come in a spurt of oblivion, rushing hot and fast. I clutch her tight to me, and know, now that I’ve claimed every part of her – her mouth, her cunt, her ass—I’m never letting her go.


  She’s mine now. This woman will always be mine.


  CHAPTER TWENTY


  JUSTINE


  We spend the next fifteen hours in bed, making up for lost time.


  “Get back here,” Ash teases, grabbing for me when I finally slide out.


  I bat his hands away, laughing. “Time out! I need to get back to the apartment and change before dinner tonight.”


  “You have a dress right here. Somewhere.” Ash looks around at the wreckage of his bedroom. We must have fucked against every surface. Now the place is a mess.


  “That’s a ball gown,” I smile, going to his closet. “You’re just lucky I left some things here before we went to the Hamptons, otherwise I’d be doing the walk of shame in six inch heels.”


  I pull on one of his shirts and a pair of my jeans. I don’t know where my underwear is, but it doesn’t matter: Ash ripped my panties to shreds.


  I smile at the memory. That was fun.


  “Stay.” Ash crosses the room and slides his hands around me. His lips whisper in my ear. “I’ll have someone deliver fresh clothing. Anything you want. I’ll go out of my mind not touching you.”


  “You’ll survive.” I duck away, teasing. “Just think, one whole hour without me. You’ll be just about ready to explode.”


  Ash gives me a dark look. “Yes, I will. Right down your tight throat.”


  I bite my lip. Part of me wants to drop to my knees right now. We’ve been fucking like animals all day, but still, I can’t get enough.


  “I’ll be worth the wait,” I promise, dropping a kiss on his lips. “Come pick me up. Keely has been texting nonstop, she’s so excited for us to double-date.”


  “I’m looking forward to it.” Ash smiles. “I want to get to know your friends. Especially if I’m going to be seeing more of them with you in New York…”


  “I didn’t say I was taking the job yet!” I protest. I told Ash all about the offer from Lucia. He was thrilled for me, but I still haven’t decided for sure.


  “What’s to think about?” He begins unbuttoning my shirt again. “You, me, New York …”


  His mouth closes around my naked breast, and I moan.


  “Maybe I can stay a little longer…”


  One hour and three epic orgasms later, I finally head back to the apartment. It’s such a gorgeous afternoon, I have the cab drop me off a few blocks before and walk the rest of the way.


  Is it just my sex haze making everything seem brighter, or is New York a really fucking awesome city?


  I look around at the bustling streets and skyscrapers looming overhead, and imagine myself living here. Meeting Keely for lunch, dropping by all these designer stores to shop, seeing Ash every morning…


  Fucking Ash every night.


  It’s tempting as hell, but something is still holding me back. I’ve never been one of those girls to rearrange her whole life around her man. But giving up my career back in LA and moving my whole life out here?


  It’s a big move. Major.


  And what if things don’t work out with Ash?


  I know I want to be with him, and he swears I’m the only one, but all the drama with his lies and ex-wife are still fresh wounds. I need time to process it all, learn to trust him for real this time.


  But the clock is ticking on Lucia diLorenzo’s offer. I need to figure out my future—and fast.


  I reach the lobby of Keely’s apartment block, still thinking hard.


  “Ms. Jenkins,” the doorman calls after me. “Delivery for you. It just came. I was about to run it up.”


  “I can take it,” I smile as he lifts a package from behind the desk. It’s a large, flat box wrapped up with a red ribbon.


  I take it and head for the elevators. I wonder for a moment if it’s another surprise from Ash, but the box is navy blue, not like the other gifts. I rattle it, curious, but just hear a rustle.


  I wait until I’m in the apartment before eagerly untying the ribbon and opening the box. Tissue paper is layered in crisp folds. My excitement grows when I find a Lucia diLorenzo tag. They must have sent a gift over to help me decide!


  I lift out the dress and hold it up.


  I stop.


  Something’s wrong. The silk is shredded in ribbons, jagged angry cuts. It’s destroyed.


  Who did this?


  I shiver, checking the box again, but there’s no note. Nothing to hint at who sent it.


  What kind of sick joke it this?


  My phone buzzes. It’s Keely again. ‘Reservations booked! Can’t wait to meet Ash.’


  I check the time. We’re meeting them soon. I stuff the ruined dress back in the box, and decide to worry about it later. I can ask the doorman who delivered it. Maybe he has a return name or address.


  Putting it aside, I quickly shower and change. I’m just zipping up my sleek sheath dress when the door buzzer goes off and my phone rings—a number from the law office back in LA.


  “Hello?”


  “Justine, it’s Peyton.”


  I lodge the phone under my ear and go answer the door. It’s Ash. I cover the phone with my hand. “Sorry, work,” I whisper. “I won’t be a minute.”


  “I wanted to let you know, we had our partners’ meeting today,” Peyton keeps talking. “You were quite the topic of conversation.”


  “Oh?”


  Ash raises an eyebrow. I shrug and smile.


  He gives me a devilish look, then gently pushes me back against the wall. “What are you doing?” I whisper.


  He holds his finger to his lips. “Shh,” he murmurs, before dropping to his knees.


  I have to hold back a moan as he slides my dress up and buries his face between my thighs.


  Dear lord.


  “…and of course, it’s somewhat unconventional to promote an associate like this…” Peyton is still talking. I struggle to focus.


  “I’m sorry, what was that?”


  “I was saying, it’ll certainly ruffle a few feathers. But at the firm, we always reward work first. Survival of the fittest, isn’t that right?”


  “Uh huh?” My answer turns high-pitched as Ash nudges my panties aside and licks up against me in a long hot swoop.


  “Which is why we’re pleased to offer you a junior partnership.”


  I’m too swept up in the epic pleasure Ash is lapping from my clit to realize what he’s saying.


  “Of course, the promotion comes with a big raise, and more responsibility. And even a new office on the thirteenth floor. Lucky thirteen, don’t you think.”?


  Ash plunges two fingers deep into my aching pussy. Fuck, the friction is insane. He pumps harder, suckling my clit. I moan.


  “Miss Jenkins?” Peyton sounds confused. Fuck. I try to pull it together.


  “I’m sorry,” I stammer, even as I want to scream my brains out. “I… I’m in a restaurant right now. Background noise.”


  Ash thrusts a third finger deep and I have to bite down on my own fist. He pulls his head back and looks up, watching me as I fight not to come undone.


  His smile is wicked. Fuck, he’s going to pay for this.


  Ash pumps again, raising an eyebrow in a silent question. I feel my climax building. Holy shit.


  “Well, I have to admit, I expected a different reaction,” Peyton finally speaks, sounding annoyed.


  “It’s… a lot to process. Overwhelming.” I yelp.


  Ash withdraws his fingers.


  No! I shake my head, ricocheting closer to the edge with every touch. I lean down and grab his shirt collar. “Don’t. Stop.” I whisper frantically. He shoves them back, hard and deep. I cling to him.


  “What are your travel plans?” I hear Peyton’s voice faintly through the pleasure twisting through me.


  “I… I’m not sure….”


  Ash leans in and licks against me again, flicking his tongue just right as his fingers thrust in rhythm. Stretching me, filling me, fuck, right there. I grind against him, bearing down hard, needing more.


  My orgasm is rising fast. I can’t keep it together much longer. “I’m afraid… I can’t…” I fake a fuzzy noise as Ash takes my clit between his lips and sucks hard. “Breaking up—”


  I hang up just as he angles his fingers up inside me, rubbing hard as I shatter with a scream. White hot release pulses through my body, over and over, as Ash rides the waves, pumping with his fingers and sucking my clit until I collapse gasping to the floor.


  “Bastard,” I groan, rolling over.


  He chuckles, and when I look over, he’s slowly licking his fingers clean. Lust surges through me all over again. “What was that about?” he asks.


  “One of my bosses back in LA. I have a promotion. Junior partner,” I say proudly, but Ash just frowns.


  “You’re not taking it.”


  I blink.


  “I mean, I thought you decided on the Lucia job, here in New York,” Ash adds.


  “I didn’t decide anything,” I say slowly, pulling my skirt down. I look to him, feeling weirdly nervous. “Are you saying you want me to stay?”


  Ash stares back. “Of course I do.” He reaches for me, cradling my face in his hands. “JJ, I said I love you. I want to be with you, properly. All the way.”


  Something inside me shifts, relieved. “OK,” I exhale.


  “OK, you’ll take the job in New York?” Ash demands.


  And I know right then in my gut what I want. Him. Us. Right here.


  “Yes.” I nod, giggling as he sweeps me up and spins me around. “Yes, I’ll take it!”


  “You won’t regret it, darling,” he tells me, kissing me forcefully on the lips.


  “But will you?” I can’t help but ask. Ash looks puzzled. “I just mean, we haven’t actually been together long,” I explain, still feeling that shard of insecurity buried deep in my chest. “You might get sick of me once we’re both living in the same city—”


  “Never.” Ash grabs my hand and presses it to his chest, right over his heart. His expression is deadly serious, the teasing pushed aside. “I’ve been waiting for this ever since I walked away, JJ. You’re all I ever wanted, I promise you that.”


  I smile, filled with excitement about the new life I have waiting for me. Who could have guessed when I touched down here a few weeks ago that I would find a dream new job, and the sexiest, hottest man in the world, right here?


  “Come on,” Ash grins, straightening my dress. “Let’s go celebrate. Once you tell your friends, it’s really official.”


  “OK, let me just get my jacket.” I go to the closet, and open it.


  My gaze falls on the box with the ruined dress. I shiver.


  What does it mean?


  “Alright?” Ash calls from the doorway.


  I grab the jacket and slam the closet door. “Great!” I beam, and lock up behind me. The chilling mystery of my delivery can wait. Tonight is about celebrating my future—with Ash at my side.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


  JUSTINE


  Keely is over the moon to hear I’ll be moving here full-time. “We’re going to have so much fun!” she beams across the dinner table. “Brunches, shopping, parties…”


  “And will your fiancé be invited to these parties?” Vaughn asks, amused. He’s got an arm draped over the back of her chair.


  “You’d only cramp our style,” Keely says breezily. Then she lights up again. “You can help with my wedding plans.”


  “This is our cue,” Vaughn turns to Ash. “How about them Mets?”


  Ash chuckles. “I’m more of a soccer man myself.”


  Vaughn sighs. “Fucking Brits.”


  I give Ash a grin. Our first double date, and it’s been great. Of course, with the number of empty champagne bottles at our table, we’ve had some help.


  “I thought I told you we were going to elope?” Vaughn tells Keely. “You know I hate all that wedding bullshit.”


  “Yes, but it’s my wedding too,” she gives him an arch look.


  “I bet I can change your mind.” Vaughn leans in closer and whispers in her ear. “I can be very persuasive.” His fingers gently trace circles on her shoulder. His other hand is hidden beneath the tablecloth.


  Keely catches her breath, looking flushed.


  Ash clears his throat. “I think we should get going. Early meeting,” he adds.


  “Good plan.” Vaughn practically drags Keely out of her seat and hustles her to the exit. We follow them outside, and Vaughn flags down the nearest cab. He points to it. “Inside,” he orders Keely. She gives me an apologetic wave. “Call you tomorrow,” she says, as the door slams shut behind them.


  It speeds away, leaving us alone on the curb.


  I laugh. “Another five minutes, and he would have fucked her right here on the sidewalk.”


  “I know how he feels.”


  I turn. Ash has a familiar look on his face: dark lust, a flash of hot danger in his eyes.


  My stomach twists. “What are you going to do about it?” I tease.


  He flags down a cab and turns back to murmur hotly in my ear. “Fuck that juicy mouth of yours, my sweet.”


  He hustles me into the cab as my head spins. “Make it fast,” he tells the driver, throwing a hundred dollar bill on the seat and giving him the address.


  I feel a surge of wicked rebellion.


  “If you demand,” I murmur to Ash. Then, leaning over, I undo his belt and zipper.


  “What—” Ash starts to ask, but he doesn’t finish before I peel open his pants and lower my head to his lap.


  “Fuck,” he groans, as I suck his cock into my mouth.


  In an instant, he’s hard. I angle my head and take him deeper, sucking and licking around his head. I feel his hands tighten in my hair, and even though I know the cab driver must see everything that’s going on, I don’t care.


  Ash has pushed me over the edge in public before. Now I’m going to be the one to torment him, make him come undone and bite back the groans of pleasure.


  I bob my head, suctioning my lips around his massive girth as I find my rhythm. Ash thrusts against my mouth, forcing himself even deeper. I love it. The motion of the cab rocks through my body, and then I feel Ash’s hand sliding down between my thighs. He finds my mound through my dress, stroking my clit with deadly accuracy.


  Oh fuck, that feels so good.


  My blood is on fire, crackling with excitement as I suck him off. It’s so sexy, so forbidden back here in the cab as we weave through traffic. Ash fists my hair in one hand, urging me on as he rubs me with his other hand. I’m so wet, so fucking turned on as I lap at his shaft and dip down to suck his balls.


  Ash jolts in the seat. I giggle against his shaft, but then he’s fluttering his fingers between my thighs in a new, infuriating rhythm. Goddammit. I suck him down again, flicking my tongue against his tender ridge in the way I know drives him crazy.


  I love this. I love how I know what turns him on. I love that he’s the kind of guy I can blow in the back of a cab, and he’ll be right here, urging me on, playing with my clit and thrusting against my tongue until I feel his body tense, his cock jerking in my mouth. I angle him into the back of my throat and pump at his base with my tight, wet fist. Yes.


  He comes in a wet-hot torrent, spurting down my throat. I suck him deeper, milking every surge, until finally I sit up with a smile.


  “Are we there yet?”


  Ash groans softly, zipping up his pants. “Fuck, JJ…” He yanks me to him and claims my mouth in a possessive kiss. I taste him, everywhere. The traces of his salty cum, the champagne sweetness of his lips. I kiss him deeply, and suddenly the cab jolts to a stop.


  The cab driver coughs. “We’ve arrived.”


  “Yes we did,” Ash chuckles loudly, no shame. He throws down another hundred. “For your trouble,” he winks, and pulls me out of the car.


  “You filthy minx,” he murmurs, hustling me up the front steps. “I’m going to give you a spanking for that.”


  “Yes, but what will you do to punish me?” I tease, my nipples stiffening at the thoughts. A spanking, God yes. I can already feel the sharp sting of flesh, the crazy heat throbbing between my thighs. Ash unlocks the door and drags me upstairs to the bedroom.


  “I can think of a few ways,” he says, pushing the door open.


  “Welcome home, darling.”


  Ash freezes. I stop with a bump behind him.


  I recognize that voice.


  Beatrice, his ex-wife, is lounging on his bed in lingerie. She’s got candles burning, and rose petals scattered everywhere. She smiles at him like she hasn’t even seen me, and pats the bed beside her.


  “I’ve been waiting for you.”


  CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


  JUSTINE


  “What the fuck,” Ash growls. “How the hell did you get in here?”


  “I had copies made of your keys,” Bea says brightly. She sits up, her perfect slim figure spilling out of a lacy black teddy. “I wanted to surprise you.”


  “I told you to get out. I booked you a fucking ticket back to England!”


  I can feel Ash’s body, tense as steel beneath his suit. I place a hand on his arm and step out of the shadows.


  Bea sees me. Her face twists. “I told you—”


  “A pack of lies,” I stop her calmly. “You heard Ash. You need to go now. I’m sorry,” I add, because the look on her face is totally devastated now. “But it’s over. You can’t get what you want anymore.”


  “What the fuck would you know, you whore!” Bea leaps up, her beautiful face suddenly marred with rage. “This is all your fault!”


  Ash steps in front of me protectively. “Bea—”


  “If it wasn’t for that bitch, we would have been happy!” she shrieks. “But you couldn’t let go of the past, could you? It was always, ‘JJ’s so much fun,’ ‘The crazy shit I would do with JJ,’” she mimics spitefully. “Well, is she as good as you remember? Does she fuck you like the cheap slut she really is?”


  I stare at her, shocked. She really is unhinged. That whole innocent, wounded wife routine she gave me the first time we met…she was pretending the whole time. Now, the perfect mask has slipped, and all her rage and fear is written on her face.


  Something is clearly very wrong with her.


  “You need to leave,” Ash demands. He grabs a robe off the chair and tosses it at her. “For God’s sake, cover yourself up.”


  “Why?” Bea juts out her hip and strikes a pose. “You always loved this outfit. You bought me three after you kept ripping it off me.”


  Ash looks away.


  I feel a tremor of nausea. He was like this with her, too?


  “That’s it, you’re leaving right this minute before I call the police.” Ash grabs her arm and hustles her to the door. Bea clings to him, running her hands over his body.


  “Mm, you’ve been working out.”


  “Stop it!” He pushes her away, and she laughs.


  “You always did like it rough. What do you say, darling, want to tie me up again and spank me? She could watch.”


  Oh God, I didn’t need to hear that. I never thought about Ash with other women, but now, the idea makes me sick.


  He did all those sexy, private things to Bea? Spanked her, fucked her, made her beg for more?


  I feel tears in the back of my throat, and I have to turn away as Ash drags her to the door and downstairs.


  I hear Bea the whole way, her voice echoing behind them.


  “Baby, you’ve got it all wrong. It’s just sex with that bitch, but I’m your wife. Please, just stop a minute and talk to me. I miss you, I know you miss me too!”


  The door slams, then there’s silence.


  Suddenly, I think of the shredded dress. Was that her? Was it a warning to stay away?


  I shiver, looking around the room. The candles, the rose petals. She sneaked in here and set up the whole scene. For what? What was she expecting? Ash has made it clear that it’s over between them. He moved out over a year ago, went to a different country and filed for divorce.


  But still she’s acting like they’re together – and I’m the one in the way.


  For the first time I wonder, am I safe?


  There’s a sound in the hall, and then Ash is back. He sags against the doorframe, looking worn out.


  “Is she gone?” I ask, still trying not to cry.


  He nods. “You should go, too.”


  I stop. “What do you mean?”


  Ash’s jaw sets in determination. “Until I get the locks changed, you can’t be here.”


  “Is that an order?” I shoot back, rattled. I don’t understand why he’s pushing me away right now.


  “You saw her,” he says grimly. “You don’t know what she’s capable of.”


  “But what can we do?” I ask, feeling helpless. “Should we call the cops? Her family?”


  “No!” Ash barks. “Don’t you think I’ve tried? This is what she does, every fucking time.”


  He paces angrily, his fists clenched at his sides. “I can’t get away from her. Every time I try to start fresh…”


  “It’s OK,” I try to soothe him. “We’ll figure this out.”


  “We won’t do anything,” Ash snaps, his face like ice. “It’s not your problem. I’ll handle it.”


  I feel a sting of rejection. “That’s not how this works,” I protest. “Your problems are mine too. I want to help.”


  “How?” Ash demands. “Are you going to put her on a private jet and fly her home? Take out a restraining order? Try to get her psychiatric help? Because I’ve done all of that and it’s made no fucking difference.”


  He slams his fist into the wall.


  I gasp. “Ash!”


  He yanks it out, breathing heavily. His skin is cut and bleeding.


  “You’re hurt.” I try to check the wound. “Here, let me help.”


  “You’ve done enough!” Ash roars.


  I flinch back. “You’re scaring me.”


  He shakes his head, looking agonized. “I can’t deal with this right now. I have a lot to do.”


  “With this?” I echo, panicking. “You mean me. Us.”


  Ash’s face goes blank. “I think it would be better if you took the job back in Los Angeles.”


  He can’t be serious!


  “What are you saying?” I demand, sick to my stomach. “You want me to leave? But what about us? When will we see each other?”


  “Look, I don’t have any answers right now.” Ash is frustrated. “Maybe we need some space. Clearly, I have shit I need to figure out, and you’d just be in the way.”


  I glare at him. “I don’t believe you.”


  “What do you want from me, Justine?” he demands. “This is my life right now.” He gestures around the room, at the twisted seduction scene. “Can’t you see, I’ve got a lot to deal with? Just trust me for once in your life!”


  “No!”


  I take a deep breath. “I’m going now,” I say firmly. “Before we both say something we regret. You calm down, and call me tomorrow. Because I’m not going anywhere,” I add. I close the distance between us, and take his face in my hands.


  His eyes are clouded, full of torment.


  “We’re going to be OK,” I tell him. “This stuff with Bea will work out. It has to. I’m not leaving you,” I swear. “Not after it took so long to find you again.”


  I kiss him softly on the lips and turn and walk away.


  My heart aches with every step away from him, but I have no choice.


  He has to see, we’ll be OK.


  Won’t we?


  I don’t hear from Ash all the next day. I’m stuck in limbo, pacing my apartment in anxious insecurity, until finally, I snap.


  I’m not waiting around for him to figure out that we belong together. This is my decision too, and I choose to make a life with him.


  The life I want.


  I call the office back in LA and explain that I’m taking the job with Lucia diLorenzo. Peyton sounds pissed, like I should be groveling and grateful for their lower offer.


  “Are you expecting us to match their salary?” he blusters. “Because any other associate would be lining up for this partnership.”


  It only makes me more certain that I’m doing the right thing. Enough stuffy old suits, time for a real change in my career.


  “No, I don’t expect a counter-offer,” I say sweetly. “Good luck with everything.”


  I hang up, then dial my condo management back in LA to give notice. I contact the realtor Keely recommended, and line up apartment viewings here in New York for the same day. With things so weird with Ash, I can’t assume I’ll be moving in with him right now.


  Ash.


  I check my phone again. Nothing.


  Meeting Bea on my own was one thing, but the shock of finding out he was married overwhelmed everything else. Now, I have time to think about what that really meant: the two of them, together. Waking up in the morning, going about their daily routines…


  Sleeping in the same bed every night. Man and wife.


  The life I imagined for me and Ash, and he’s already done it with someone else.


  I know that he doesn’t love her, that she’s causing him nothing but stress and pain, but still, I can’t help remembering the things she said last night.


  That he’d spanked her. That he likes it rough.


  All our private, intimate secrets – they feel dirty now. A repeat of things he did with her.


  He said he only married her because she claimed she was pregnant, but clearly their relationship was more than that.


  I just wish he hadn’t lied to me for so long. I don’t know what to believe anymore. He’s pushing me away right now, and I want to think it’s because he’s trying to protect me, but how can I know for sure when he just shuts down?


  Either we’re in this together, or we’re not. He can’t just shut me out whenever things get rough. How are we supposed to make a relationship work like that?


  I wish I knew what to do right now. But I’ve never had a relationship like this before. Never cared so much, put so much on the line.


  If Ash breaks things off now because of Bea…


  I feel another sharp stab of pain in my gut. Never mind the fact that I just committed to moving cross-country for a new job. I can’t lose him again.


  I won’t.


  I hail a cab and give Ash’s office address. I have to talk to him right now and straighten all of this out. He’s been so used to being the one in charge: calling the shots in his career and even our relationship, he thinks he gets to decide now. But my feelings matter too, and I know I can help him through this if he just gives me the chance.


  I’m halfway there when my phone buzzes with a text.


  Ash.


  I’m sorry, can we talk? I’m at home.


  On my way, I type back, and instruct the cab driver to make a new stop. In just a couple of minutes, I’m climbing out in front of his house.


  My heart is racing. I don’t want another fight, but I have to make him see. I’m here for him. He can depend on me.


  I press the buzzer. A moment later, the door clicks unlocked.


  I step inside. The hallway is empty, but there’s a note on the table with a single red rose: the same heavy cream card he sent for all the invitations.


  JJ is written on the front.


  I open it.


  Come upstairs…


  I’m torn. He’s probably planned another scavenger hunt, something bold and sexy to distract me from all our problems. But I don’t want distracting: I just want us to talk it out.


  You can always talk after he fucks your brains out, a little voice reminds me.


  I smile. Our sexual chemistry is so overpowering sometimes, but I love it. I love the feeling I get when his cock is buried deep inside me, not just physical pleasure, but the connection, like we’re moving as one.


  I already feel hot between my thighs as I follow the staircase up a level. There’s another rose on the top step, and another, leading me up the next flight.


  My anticipation grows.


  “Hello?” I call, expecting the trail to lead to the bedroom, but instead, the roses continue up to the roof.


  Kinky.


  I push open the door, wondering what he’s planning for me. Something naughty, I’m sure.


  “Ash?” I look around, but the roof terrace looks empty. Just lounge furniture on the deck by the pool, with green shrubs lining the edge of the roof, creating a private retreat. “Ash, are you there?”


  There’s a noise behind me. I turn, but not fast enough.


  The last thing I see is Bea lunging towards me with a brick in her hand, then a sharp pain in my head, and everything goes black.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


  JUSTINE


  I wake up with the worst hangover of my life.


  No, wait, it’s not a hangover. My head is splitting in agony, but I don’t feel sick the way I usually do…


  “Wakey wakey,” a woman’s voice coos.


  It all comes rushing back. Bea. The brick.


  I sit up with a jolt. Pain hits me again, but I fight to look around. We’re still on the roof: I’m in a heap on the ground over by the far railing. She must have dragged me here, because there are gravel stings and bruises on my bare arms.


  Bea is lounging on a chair a few feet away, watching me like a hawk.


  Resting casually in her hands is a gun.


  A gun? Holy shit.


  I panic.


  “What do you want from me?” I ask, trying to keep back my fear. I scan the rooftop looking for a way out, but the exit door is far away, and Bea is blocking my path. We’re four floors up here, hidden from the other buildings nearby by the shrubbery along the edge of the roof.


  “I asked nicely,” she says. “But you didn’t listen. You had to steal him back.”


  She’s smiling at me pleasantly, like we’re sitting down to tea and crumpets. But the dull metal gleams in her hands. She strokes the gun, weighing it in her grip.


  She can’t be serious about using it.


  Can she?


  I don’t want to find out. I’ll tell her whatever she wants to hear.


  “I’m sorry, I’m listening now,” I babble, terrified. “I’ll do what you want. I’ll go back to LA, break it off. Whatever you say.”


  Bea shakes her head. Her hair shimmers in a silky cascade. In the back of my mind, I register that she must have spent the morning at the salon. Who does that? Go get a blow-out, and then pick up a gun.


  “I gave you a chance, but I can see it’s too late.” She frowns. “I thought this was just another distraction, but you’re different. He thinks he’s supposed to be with you.”


  I shiver, trying to stay calm. I just need to keep her talking long enough for… what? Someone to come help me? Ash will be at the office for hours, and nobody even knows I’m here.


  She looks calm right now, but I know Bea’s temper could turn at any minute.


  “It’s my fault,” I say soothingly. “You were right. I’m in the way. So let me get out of the picture.” I try to get to my feet. I’m so dizzy.


  In an instant, she’s waving the gun at me. “Don’t move!” she barks.


  I slowly sit down.


  Shit, shit. I don’t know what to do. My heart is pounding in fear, and I can’t think straight.


  Your phone. Call someone.


  I take a deep breath and try to casually reach for my back pocket.


  “Looking for this?” Bea holds up my phone.


  My heart falls.


  “You don’t need to call anyone. You’d only poison Ash with more lies.” She drops it to the ground and then slams her heel into it. The screen shatters.


  “Tell me what you want,” I try to reason with her. “We can work this out.”


  It’s the wrong move.


  She leaps up, scowling. “Want? What I want is my husband back! Our life together! Do you know what they’re saying about me, back in London?” she demands. “What it’s like to have to show up to dinner parties all alone? They pity me. Poor Beatrice,” she mimics, “She couldn’t keep her man. She’s crazy.”


  The gun wavers in her hand. If anyone is crazy right now, it’s Bea, but I still cling to the hope I can talk her down.


  “It’ll be OK,” I soothe her. “They’ll forget about the gossip soon. Or you could move somewhere else. Start fresh.”


  “Why would I want to do that?” Bea frowns. “Once Ash comes home with me, everything will go back to normal. We’ll be the most beautiful, envied couple in the city again.”


  She smiles at the thought. “I’m already planning our big anniversary party at his family’s estate. It’ll be the hottest ticket of the year. Nobody will dare shun me after that.”


  I stare in disbelief. There’s no reasoning with her: not now that she’s lost all grip on reality.


  “Ash won’t be coming home with you,” I point out. “It’s over, Bea. It doesn’t matter if I’m around or not, he won’t take you back.”


  Bea scowls. “You think you’re so special, but I know him better than anyone. He’s my husband!”


  “Was your husband,” I correct her. “But the divorce is final. He’s free.”


  Bea’s face hardens into an angry mask. “I should have done this sooner,” she says, raising the gun. “Maybe then we would have stood a chance. God, he was like a fucking puppy dog when I met him. Mooning over you, over your deep connection. He couldn’t even see what he had standing right in front of him.”


  “You’re not going to kill me,” I say desperately. “It doesn’t make any sense!”


  But the look in Bea’s eyes is wild and out of control. She’s past sense and logic.


  I have to try and reach her, even through her messed-up delusions.


  “You don’t need to do this,” I plead, moving onto my knees. If I can just reach her, try to get the gun away. “Ash still loves you. He told me!” I need her to believe it’s true.


  Bea pauses.


  “He talks about you all the time,” I add hopefully. I inch forward. “How good you were, how sweet. I felt like I could never live up to you,” I lie.


  Then a voice comes from behind her. “She’s right.”


  Ash!


  I gasp. Bea whirls around, still waving the gun.


  “Easy there, darling.” He slowly walks toward us, his hands open and empty.


  Bea looks back and forth between us. “Get over there!” she yells, turning the gun back to me. “Don’t touch her. I mean it. You try anything, and I’ll kill you both!”


  Ash does as she says. He joins me by the railing. “You OK?” he whispers softly.


  I nod, my heart still racing. I don’t know what’s going to happen, but somebody’s going to get hurt.


  “It’s OK,” Ash says, soothing – but he directs it to Bea this time. “I’m here now. I promise, I won’t go anywhere.”


  Bea’s movements are wild and erratic. She jerks her head between us. “Why are you here?” she demands of Ash. “You aren’t supposed to be here!”


  “I wanted to see you,” he says, his voice still low and calm. “To tell you I’m coming home with you.”


  “You’re lying!”


  “You said it yourself, sweetheart. We’re meant to be together.”


  Bea looks confused. I can see it on her face, she wants to believe him.


  “But what about her?” she jabs the gun in my direction.


  “She doesn’t matter,” Ash says immediately. I know he’s trying to save me, but his words still cut. “I see it now, she’s all wrong. She can’t give me what I need like you do. You’re my wife, my strong, kind, beautiful wife. I need you by my side.”


  Bea’s eyes flicker with hope. I cling to that chance.


  “He told me all the time, I could never live up to you,” I add. “I’m so out of my depth at all the big social events. Not like you. You were the perfect hostess.”


  She preens. “My parties were the best. They were written up in all the society pages.”


  “And I loved that about you,” Ash says, before correcting himself. “Love.”


  “I see it now, that you’re right for each other,” I tell her. “I’m only in the way.”


  Bea looks torn. “Stop talking. I need to think. I can’t think!”


  She starts pacing on the rooftop, waving the gun around.


  Ash leans closer. “When I say, run,” he whispers.


  “I’m not leaving you!” I whisper back.


  He shakes his head. “Get out of the building and get help. Don’t stop for anything.”


  I shake my head again, but his eyes plead with me. “You have to go!” he hisses. “Please, JJ, trust me!”


  Of all the things he’s asked me, the wild games and crazy dares, none of them compare to this. Life or death, hanging in the balance, and he wants me to go blindly along with his plan.


  I stare at him, frozen. Can I trust him, after everything?


  Trust him with my life?


  “What are you going to do?” I ask, desperate.


  “Don’t worry about me,” Ash insists. “Just be ready to run.”


  Bea turns back to us. Immediately, Ash moves away. I want to reach for him, hold tight and never let go, but Bea is like a bomb and she could go off at any time.


  Ash gives her a charming smile.


  “Put the gun down, Bea, darling. Let’s get out of here. I can have the jet fueled up, we’ll go straight to London. We could be drinking cocktails at Soho House before nightfall. Wouldn’t that be nice? Just like the old days.”


  Bea bites her lip. “You’re tricking me,” she insists.


  “No, darling.” Ash reassures her, taking another step closer. “You said it yourself. Why would I choose her when I could have you? You’re everything I want.”


  He gives me a brief look. ‘Get ready,’ he seems to say.


  I’m shaking with tension. I can’t believe this is happening; it feels like a nightmare. What is he going to do? She still has the gun, and in this state, she’s capable of anything.


  I scramble to my knees as he keeps edging toward her, telling her everything she wants to hear. “I was wrong, sweetheart. All wrong. Once we get back home, I’ll make it up to you. We can have that big anniversary party, and I’ll take you shopping for something nice to wear. We can even buy that house you wanted in Mayfair. Big enough to start a family in. Start fresh.”


  Bea’s face calms. “You want to try for another baby?”


  “Of course.”


  I can only imagine how much it’s hurting Ash to lie like this, but his face is blank.


  He moves a hand behind his back where I can see and starts folding down fingers. A countdown.


  I take a deep breath, adrenaline pounding in my veins. Five. Four. Three.


  “But what about her?” Bea pouts.


  “She’s nothing,” Ash reassures her, just a few feet away now. “It’s you and me, honey bee. Always and forever.”


  Two… One…


  Suddenly, he lunges. Bea screams as he tackles her to the ground, and then he’s rolling on top of her, pinning her down.


  “Run!” he yells at me. “Go!”


  I freeze for a moment, watching them struggle. Bea still has the gun in her hand, and Ash tries to wrestle it away.


  He glances at me across the roof.


  “Please, go!”


  I break out of my paralysis and race for the door. I hurtle into the stairwell and skitter down the stairs, my heartbeat thundering in my ears. Every instinct in my body is screaming to run, to get out, as far from danger as I can.


  I’m down to the second floor when a gunshot rings out.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


  JUSTINE


  I stop on the stairs, gasping for air. I look back the way I came, but no sound comes.


  Silence.


  Then another gunshot rings out, a terrifying sound.


  Oh God. What if Ash is hurt? What if he needs help?


  I whirl around and race down the hall until I find his office – and the phone. I quickly dial 911.


  “I need help. Someone’s been shot!” I cry, and give the address.


  “Ma’am, who are you? Ma’am?”


  I let the phone fall, already racing back to the stairs. I take them two at a time – heading back up to the roof.


  Horrific images flash in my mind. Ash bleeding. Hurt. In pain. My chest splits open, I can’t bear the thought of losing him. I look around desperately. My eyes land on a heavy metal figurine on the side table. I grab it as I pass, holding tight to the base like a weapon as I charge back up the stairs.


  I burst through the door onto the rooftop and stifle a scream. Ash is crawling on the ground, trailing blood. It’s worse than any nightmare. He drags his head up, clutching his shoulder, which is bleeding red through his shirt.


  “JJ,” he groans, seeing me. “No…”


  I rush to him. “Oh God, you’re hurt.” I fall to my knees and help rip off his shirtsleeve, bandaging it tight around his wound in a makeshift tourniquet. The sight of the red staining his skin fills me with fear. But God, it could have been so much worse.


  “Where’s Bea?” I ask, hugging his body to me.


  Ash lifts his hand with great effort and points to the crumpled figure over by the edge of the rooftop.


  My heart stops. “Is she…?”


  “No,” he shakes his head grimly. “I managed to get the gun. I knocked her out cold.”


  Relief floods through me. “Why would you do that?” I demand, my voice rising hysterically. “You put your whole life in danger rushing at her like that. She could have killed you!”


  I don’t realize I’m shaking until Ash pulls me close.


  “It would have been worth it,” he murmurs. “Anything to keep you safe.”


  Tears well up. “I thought I lost you,” I choke out.


  He holds me to his chest. “I’m here, JJ. I’ll always be right here.”


  I realize, I’m never letting him go. This isn’t a game anymore; it stopped being one a long time ago. The invitations, the gifts, they were all just pieces of the puzzle leading me to the truth I’ve known for years, ever since that night in law school.


  This man is my everything.


  “I love you,” I vow, burying my face against his neck and breathing him in. “Every part of you, always.”


  Ash holds me tightly. “I love you too,” he says, his voice hoarse with emotion.


  I pull back to look at him. “But everything you said, about me going back to LA—”


  “I didn’t mean it,” he swears. “God, JJ, I just wanted to keep you safe. It kills me that I couldn’t protect you from her.”


  “No more talk about killing,” I shiver, looking over at Bea’s body. Now that it’s over, I pity her. So trapped in the past, she couldn’t see right from wrong. “Will she get help now?”


  “I won’t have it any other way,” Ash says grimly. “Her parents can’t smooth this over. I’ll see she gets the treatment she needs.”


  “Good.” I relax back against him. He winces. “I’m sorry,” I cry.


  He shakes his head. “It’s OK. I’ll be fine.”


  “Yes you will. And you know what else? Scars are sexy,” I add, trying to make him smile.


  Ash exhales. “Then I guess this was all part of my plan.”


  I hold him, feeling the reassuring rise and fall of his chest, his heartbeat strong through his ribcage.


  This is it. Everything I’ve been running from. The trust I’ve always found it so hard to give.


  It’s his, unconditionally. Absolutely.


  Sirens sound in the distance, getting closer. Thank God.


  “Remember how all this began?” Ash murmurs, stroking my hair.


  “The invitation?” I ask, remembering that first crisp card. “‘Are you ready.’”


  He shakes his head. “Before then. Years ago. That night in the bar.”


  “When our dates were awful and we wound up hanging out all night doing shots.” I smile at the thought. “It feels like a million years ago.”


  Ash looks down at me, and his eyes are full of intensity. “I knew you were the one back then. I can’t believe I wasted so much time, not being ready for you. I swear, I won’t do it again. I’m yours, JJ. Body and soul.”


  “This is the only thing that matters, right here. I know you’ve been through so much, but I promise, everything’s going to be OK now.”


  I feel Ash chuckle against me. His hands grip my waist tighter, nestling me firmly on his lap.


  “More than OK, darling. I’ve got plans for us yet.”


   EPILOGUE


  3 months later…


  “What do you think he’s planning?” Keely asks me as we finish up our drinks. It’s Friday night, and we’ve been catching up for girls’ night at a chic cocktail spot downtown.


  “I don’t know.” I can’t keep the smile off my face. “He says it’s a surprise.”


  “Ash’s surprises usually mean you’ll be having multiple orgasms before ten PM,” Keely giggles.


  I laugh. “He likes to keep things interesting. And this is our anniversary.” Ash likes to mix it up to celebrate. Our first month together, he fucked me on the stairs while I wore nothing but a gorgeous string of pearls. Our second month, we went back to the Underground club, only this time we were the ones in the room fucking for everyone to see.


  I shiver with anticipation, wondering what he’s planned for tonight.


  Keely frowns. “I thought you guys got together at the end of September?”


  “Not that anniversary,” I explain. “He likes to celebrate the first night we got together, at the end of law school.”


  “Oh my God, that’s so romantic.”


  “Well, commemorating the first time we fucked isn’t usually romantic.”


  Keely smiles. “You guys have your own thing. I think it’s great.”


  “You know what? It is. The best.” I beam. The past months living in New York have been the best of my life. I love my job at the fashion label, and discovering the city with Ash is amazing, too. It’s not just the mind-blowing sex either. We’ve explored every neighborhood around, and I love grabbing dinner and a glass of wine with him after work and talking about our days. Our relationship has become so much deeper and more connected than I ever imagined, and I love knowing that he’s there for me no matter what.


  “You’ve got a great job, a great man, the best BFF, and the most amazing new apartment,” Keely says, raising her glass to me. I toast her, beaming.


  “We didn’t do too badly, did we?”


  “No, we didn’t,” she laughs.


  I take a cab home, texting Ash that I’m on my way. He calls me back right away.


  “I’ve been waiting for you,” his voice is low and rich. I squirm in my seat, already damp in anticipation for him.


  “Naked, I hope.”


  He chuckles. “Patience, darling. I have a surprise for you.”


  “Is it eight inches long and very hard?” I tease.


  “Getting to be. What do you want me to do with it?”


  “Give it to me,” I breathe, not caring if the cab driver overhears. “I want your cock pounding deep inside me. I’m already wet for you, just waiting to feel you stretch me wide open.”


  “I can do that,” he murmurs. “But I can also make you wait. Tie you up and tease those pretty pink nipples of yours. Suck you ‘til you’re begging, lick that juicy pussy raw.”


  I moan, imagining his lips on me. His mouth, his hands.


  I slide my hand between my legs and imagine it belongs to him.


  “And when you’re wet and begging, when you can’t take any more, that’s when I’ll fuck you slowly. Deep, darling, so fucking deep you can’t take another inch. I’ll hold you down and feed my cock into that wet mouth, fuck those lips of yours until I come all over your tits.”


  I’m panting now, feverish at the thought. “Can’t this cab go any faster?” I ask through the partition.


  “We’re here,” he says, braking the taxi to a stop.


  “Come upstairs,” Ash says in the phone. “Then come.”


  He hangs up. I pay the driver and leap out of the car. After the nightmare with Bea at the townhouse, Ash didn’t want to set foot in the place again. He put it on the market right away and bought us a new place, where we can make memories from scratch. This apartment is a swanky converted loft in a hip neighborhood downtown. I love the energy and vibe around here – and the fact we have no neighbors to hear me moan in pleasure.


  I enter the security code and take the elevator up. When I step into the hallway, I find a card on the floor.


  Undress.


  I smile, and shimmy out of my dress. Peeling off my underwear and bra, I push the door open, totally naked, as my already tingling nipples chill and stiffen.


  The apartment is dark, flickering with the warm glow of a hundred candles. Music is playing softly, but it’s too dark to see anything else.


  “Walk to the beam,” Ash’s voice comes from beside me. “Put your hands above your head and spread those gorgeous legs.”


  I smile. I love these games, love how I’m still completely crazy about him.


  I do as he says, obediently positioning myself against the concrete pillar in the middle of the room.


  Ash’s hands slide over my naked skin. I shudder at his touch.


  “You weren’t lying,” he murmurs, slipping his fingers softly between my legs from behind. “You’re so wet for me.”


  “Always,” I breathe. “Whenever I think of you.”


  “I’ve been hard all day, imagining you like this,” his voice breathes in my ear, so sexy and raw. His fingers dip just inside my lips, and I rock eagerly against his hand with a mewl.


  He strokes me, increasing the heat running deep in my veins.


  “I could watch you like this forever,” he growls.


  I turn my head to look at him, and see the dark lust in his eyes.


  “Don’t just look,” I tell him. “Do something.”


  With a growl, Ash grabs my waist and shoves me against the pillar. My breasts crush against the cool concrete, I revel at the sensation for a brief moment before he pulls my hips back towards him, and slams inside me in a single stroke.


  I scream with pleasure.


  He fucks me hard and fast, grinding deep the way I love. I grip the pillar and thrust back, matching his strokes, forcing him even deeper. Our panting mingles in the silence, turning into grunts and moans. There’s no need to talk. Our bodies know each other by heart. He knows the slick thrust I need, and fuck, I’m so, so close…


  “Goddamn, JJ,” Ash growls, shoving me against the pillar with every thrust. “You feel so fucking good.”


  “Harder,” I moan. Every thick stroke is incredible, rubbing my walls from the inside, a fierce friction I can hardly stand. “God, Ash, fuck me harder!”


  He pulls me back and drags us to our knees on the plush rug, spearing deep into me from behind. I drive back, gasping as I fall on my elbows, loving the slick slide of our bodies and the slapping sound of his flesh on mine as he pounds into me, over and over.


  My muscles clench tight and tighter. I can feel my ecstasy rise. “Yes!” I scream, in time with his brutal pounding. “Oh God, right there, yes!”


  Ash lands a stinging slap on my ass, spanking me hard in time with his thrusts. “You want it, darling?” he demands. “You want it all?”


  “Yes! Please, yes.” The sensations crashing through me are incredible. He’s filling me up, so deep and sweet, overwhelming me with pleasure. “More,” I groan, feeling a fire like no other. “Oh, God, more.”


  I feel him part my ass cheeks, and then his finger is pressing into me, sliding into the coil of hot nerves. I moan again, delirious. He nudges deeper, slick with my juices, pulsing inside me as his cock stretches my pussy wide open.


  God, I’m so full. He’s everywhere, commanding me. Riding me harder, his breath hot in my ear.


  “You’re mine, darling. Every last inch of you.” He punctuates each word with a thrust, a nudge, a fiery oblivion building deep in my bones.


  “Yours,” I echo, gasping. I’m in freefall, so close, and all I need is—


  Ash withdraws almost all the way, then slowly eases back into me.


  Fuck.


  Now the pace has changed. Slow. Deep. Deeper still. I’m shuddering, collapsed, I can’t take much more.


  “My darling,” Ash breathes, whispering to me as he grinds inside. “My beautiful filthy girl.”


  He slides another finger inside me and thrusts hard. God, yes. It’s too much.


  I shatter, crying out as the first wave of climax hits me, but he doesn’t stop. He keeps pumping his gorgeous cock into my pussy, grinding up high. The explosions keep coming, over and over, until I’m sobbing in his arms.


  “This is for you, my sweet,” he tells me, reaching around to stroke my clit. “All for you. All of me.”


  Holy shit, I didn’t think I could come this hard, this long, but he’s riding out my orgasm. Filling my cunt, my ass, playing with my clit until a final earth-shattering wave rips through my body, more powerful than anything I’ve ever felt before.


  Ash thrusts again with a deep moan, exploding inside me, spurting hotly into my pussy. We collapse together on the floor in a sweaty heap.


  “Was that the surprise?” I ask, when I finally get my voice back. I’m so dizzy from pleasure, I don’t think I’ll walk for days.


  He chuckles.


  “No. That was just for fun. Your surprise is over there.”


  I look. He’s pointing to the coffee table. “Can’t…move…” I groan.


  He crawls over and grabs something, then returns to collapse beside me again. Naked.


  Fuck, he’s hot.


  “Happy anniversary.” He hands me a medium-sized box.


  I sit up and open it. Inside, there’s a card and a smaller box.


  I open the card.


  “Wear me,” it says.


  I open the box and gasp.


  A fuck-off diamond ring is nestled inside.


  I look at Ash. “Is this…?”


  He smiles. “Yes. What do you say?”


  “Hmmm,” I pretend to think. I slide the ring on my finger and admire the sparkle of the diamond. “I’ll have to think about that one.”


  Ash suddenly grabs me, and wrestles me to the floor. He thrusts inside me, and I gasp.


  “Answer me,” he demands, pinning my wrists to the ground. He thrusts again, fuck, so good.


  “I didn’t hear the question,” I point out, still teasing.


  His eyes flash dark above me. God, he’s perfect. Sweet and sexy, smart and kind. And the dirtiest, most thrilling sex of my life.


  A lifetime with all of this right here? There’s no doubt in my mind, but I still want to hear him say it.


  “Marry me,” Ash pants, thrusting deep inside me again. “Marry me, JJ. Will you?”


  “Yes,” I answer, my laugh turning to a moan. “Fuck, yes.”


  THE END
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  Leah


  I’m trying not to cry. I really am.


  I stop mid-stride, in the middle of my room, and wrap my arms around myself. I’ve been pacing for several hours, following a trajectory that has me crossing the room horizontally both ways. If drawn out on a map, my path would look like an hour glass. This is fitting, I think.


  I tuck my chin against my chest and try to think of something else. Of someplace else.


  I’m luckier than most of the other people in the rooms that line this hall, because I have an almost-photographic memory. When I want to, and sometimes even when I don’t, I can see moments from my past as clear as if they were real photographs.


  I’m wearing a brown t-shirt and sweat pants and swaying on the fuzzy, green rug that covers most of my floor, but behind my shut eyes I see sunlight glittering on the tiny stream that runs through the backyard of my childhood home. The three of us splash through it, holding hands as we laugh and spin, our rainbow-sequined swim suits almost blinding in the light. Our grins are wide and carefree, our blonde hair spinning behind us as we dance under a smooth, blue sky.


  My shoulders rock with a sob I swallow down, and another image appears; this one almost meaningless in comparison to the last. I see the hallway of the mall where I used to hang out in seventh grade with my “just Leah” friends, Maura and Kaye. Low, popcorn ceiling, beige-brown carpet with dark brown, triangular flecks; kiosks in the middle hawking sparkly cell phone covers I was always wanting; sunlight pouring through the glass ceiling, reflecting off Maura’s oily forehead, making Kaye’s hair look just like fire.


  I open my eyes as I whirl to face the wall to my right. It, like the three other, is painted to depict a forest in autumn, but this wall also sports a realistic painting of a cottage in a clearing. Its roof reaches to where the wall runs into ceiling. Brush-painted grass stretches out along the baseboard, underneath a porch painted so well it looks like real wood boards. This is the witch’s house. If you look closely, you can see it’s made of food, not brick and stone and wood. If you look closely at the walls that sport just forest, you can see a trail of pebbles, and the occasional breadcrumb.


  Mother painted it. She painted all our rooms, or so she says.


  The witch’s house goes away when I close my eyes, replaced by a still shot centered on a sloppy, pink and white birthday cake. Three pink “5”s sit crookedly atop it—one for Laura, one for Lana, one for me. Settled around our polished oak dining table, my family is grinning as they sing the birthday song. My mom and dad look over the three of us with pride, Mom holding a camcorder, Dad waiting with a knife to cut the cake. Laura’s mouth is open wide, and I know she’s singing a little too loud; Lana’s hand is raised up to her ear, probably because she’s tucking a strand of hair behind it. That’s her thing. Or was.


  The memory of her dainty fingers closing around a strand of silky white-blonde hair hurts more than you might think. Those little things that make someone who they are…I find that’s what I miss the most.


  I lunge across the shaggy rug and throw myself onto the cot pushed against my room’s windowless back wall. With my body spread over the filthy green sheet and my face buried in between my arms, I give in to my need to cry.


  But it’s not enough.


  Crying never brought anything missing back.


  I jump off the bed and run to the wall with the witch’s house painting. I flop down on my belly and press my cheek against the rug, angling so I can see through the little hole sawed into the grass-painted baseboard. The room next door has walls painted with grass and leaves and trees, just like mine. On the opposite side of my wall is a cottage that is said to be identical to mine. I see a swatch of brown over to my right: his cot, pushed against the back wall of his room.


  My torso shakes as I hold my breath for just a second, then let out another sob. But I don’t see him. I don’t hear him. No arm, no hand, no face.


  No Hansel.


  I haven’t seen his hazel eyes staring back at me, or heard his stories—fairy tales he makes up just for me—in two whole days. I haven’t heard him knock at night when he can’t sleep and wants me to come sing to him.


  I’m worried about him. So worried I can barely breathe.


  I’ve been here for a long time, I’m pretty sure. Long enough my sheets have spots where sweat stains have turned them hard and rubbery. Long enough that the first bite mark I made in the corner of my wall is almost two inches shorter than my current height. And in that time, I’ve never not seen Hansel for more than three hours and sixteen minutes. He’s never left his room for even three and a half hours. I know that for sure, because I’ve never left my room at all.


  I cry for Hansel for so long I fall asleep there on the rug. I dream of Mother’s girlish voice, the way she smells of stale cigarettes when she reaches in to hand me plates, the strawberry-scented powder she occasionally sprinkles through the small hole cut into the bottom of my door. I dream of the click of Hansel’s door as he leaves, those times he does, and the welcome click as he returns. His fingers on my fingers. His knuckles on the wall.


  I wake up furious at Mother Goose. I hate her so much. Every time, after he comes back from wherever she takes him, he goes straight to his cot. He lies there for hours while I die wondering how he is, and when I see him next, he’s…different. He doesn’t breathe the same or speak the same. He doesn’t even move the same. He doesn’t look me in the eye. He doesn’t reach through the hole in the wall for my hand. He just lays there with his head on his arms. And when I reach through to stroke his arm, he doesn’t scoot closer to me like usual.


  I try to talk to him, to entertain him, but I never know if what I’m saying is right, because he doesn’t say much. A long time ago, I used to ask more questions, but after so many times of him asking me not to, I just stopped.


  But I know it’s bad, whatever happens to him, because those are the nights he always knocks on the wall.


  Last time he left his room, he was gone for just one hour and forty-seven minutes. And, now that I think about it, he didn’t seem as different as usual. For instance, he came straight to me without going to his cot.


  But lately he’s been quieter on the days he doesn’t leave his room. Too quiet. Like he’s not telling me things.


  I rouse to the sound of heavy breathing and assume I’m still dreaming.


  Except it’s louder. He’s louder. So loud—louder than he’s ever been—that I know I’m not dreaming.


  I scramble up on my elbows, then drop my head down to the floor with my eye as close to the peephole as I can get it.


  I want to yell, but I’m so nervous I can barely whisper. “Hansel?”


  “Turn around.”


  I go completely still.


  “Leah.”


  I turn around slowly and feel the blood drain from my head.


  “Hansel?” I croak.


  My eyes jump to the open door behind him, then back to him.


  I’m not dreaming.


  He’s so tall.


  His hair so dark.


  His face so handsome.


  He’s like a prince! From one of the stories that he tells me.


  His face crumples as I stare at him. As if under some terrible spell, he sinks to his knees, and I finally notice that his hands are stained bright red.


   CHAPTER ONE


  Leah


  Ten Years Later


  It was Lana’s idea to come here. Well, of course it was. Who else would want to do something like this the night before their wedding?


  Not Laura. That’s for sure. The night before she married Todd, her high school sweetheart, she insisted she, Laura, and I give each other facials, then made us don wedding-themed, one-piece bathing suits (hers was white with gold sparkles; ours pink) and climb into Mom and Dad’s hot tub together so we could talk about our favorite girlhood memories. Yeah. That’ Laura.


  This is Lana.


  Me? I don’t want to get married at all, so I certainly don’t need this kind of… What is it? An escape? Or a diversion from impending monotony? I’m not sure. All I know is, we’re in a sex club.


  It’s called The Enchanted Forest, and right now we’re standing in a closed-off space just inside a warehouse-style building near The Strip, waiting to give the tickets Lana bought online to a hot, tatted up guy dressed in all black.


  “Come on, Leah.” Laura bumps me from behind, and I realize Lana has already stepped forward and handed hot tattoo guy her ticket.


  I do the same, and Laura behind me, and another guy in black ushers us over to the other side of the crowded space, where we wait in front of two massive, worn-looking wooden doors with rustic, iron knobs.


  The two dozen or so people behind us move past the ticket counter relatively quickly. When the last person has rejoined the line, hot tat guy pushes one of the heavy doors open and holds it as Lana struts through. She’s wearing all black, just like he is. Black jeans, black low-top boots, black tee. It contrasts with her pale skin and her short, blonde spikes. She gets a few strides into the room ahead—it seems to be torch-lit, I notice with a shot of apprehension—and turns sideways to check on Laura and me. Her red lips curve into naughty-looking grin.


  The story continues in Hansel 1.


  Buy here!


  Hansel 1 by Ella James amzn.to/1pCqL8l


  Find out what happens next!


  Hansel 2 by Ella James amzn.to/1uHx0tb
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