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Foreword
 
I can't thank you enough for being willing to discover one of my sizzling reads.
 
I absolutely, unequivocally, undoubtedly love what I do. Once I start writing, I just can't stop. 
 
It's taking me a whole lifetime for me to get to the point where I’m able to live out my dream every single day.
 
The captivating stories and the enigmatic characters live with me throughout the writing process. I think you'll quickly discover how much care and attention I put into each one of my romance novels. 
 
To thank you for downloading this romance e-book, I’d love for you to lose yourself in even more sultriness, sexiness and steamy passion! 
 
When you sign-up today, I’ll send an exclusive 
Secret Chapter for this book in this series.
 
Sign-up TODAY!
www.RomanceBooksRock.com
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BOOK 1—CASUAL ENCOUNTER
Chapter One
I know I shouldn’t be this distracted, but I can’t help but glance at the clock on Dylan’s night table. Shit. I can’t believe it’s already eleven-thirty. I have to get home to pack for my trip or else I’ll never get a decent night’s sleep. I should never have agreed to see Dylan the night before my departure, but this week has been so insane, Saturday is the only time I have to see him before skipping town for an important business trip. 
Focus. The man is fucking you after all.
“Oh, God, Ciara, your pussy is so wet. I love fucking you.”
“Yes, Dylan, you’re so hot,” I scream out as I steady myself against the massive window of Dylan’s New York City luxury condo apartment.
New York is so beautiful at night and the view at this height is breathtaking. One of the rare perks of seeing Dylan is being able to admire the Big Apple from atop. I love my renovated brownstone, but let’s face it, the view is nothing to talk about since I peer into my neighbors’ homes and although I do have a pretty spectacular view from my office it’s nothing quite this majestic.  
“Your tits are incredible. Do you know how much I love holding them in my hands?”
“Ah! Squeeze my nipples again. Make it hurt.”
“You like it when I squeeze them? You like it rough, don’t you? You’re just a dirty girl.”
Shit. I’m getting dry. I hope he comes soon.
“Your ass is so round and so perfect.”
“What a turn-on when you fuck me in front of your big window. I hope the neighbors see us.”
“I hope they see how lucky I am and how my girlfriend has the sexiest body in Manhattan.”
Girlfriend?
“Oh, Jesus, I’m going to come. I’m going to leave my creamy mark all over your ass. Oh, Christ, Ciara.” He gushes his warm milk all over my butt before rubbing it with both hands.
Thank God he came. “Was it good?”
“It’s always amazing with you. You’re the best lover I’ve ever had. You’re so hot and so kinky. Your turn now. I want to make you come with my tongue. Get on the bed and lie down, baby. You know how much I love eating your pussy.” 
For the love of God, I have to muster up the courage to tell him he hasn’t got a clue how to eat pussy. I can’t keep going on like this.
Dylan Thomas Prescott, my so-called boyfriend of four months, is down on his knees and he’s trying his best to make me come with his mouth. As usual, he slobbers and pokes his tongue all over the place without ever being successful. Honestly, even if I painted a big fat x in red, he’d still manage to miss my clit.
“Oh, yes, Dylan,” I pant. 
I’m faking it or else we’ll be here all night. The only way for him to succeed at making me come with his mouth is when I clamp both hands over his head and force him to apply enough pressure with his lips.
“Oh, I’m about to come.”
“Oh, baby, you taste so sweet. I love licking your red cherry.”
Red cherry?
I must put an end to this and put him out of his misery because I’m simply not in the mood to guide him tonight.
“Aah,” I scream out, lifting my hips from the bed as if he’s actually made me come.
As a woman, you sometimes need to resort to faking it when the guy’s clueless or else he’ll eat you raw.
“I’m so happy I made you come again,” he says, as he searches my eyes for approval. “Are you going to be able to stay the night? I really want to cuddle.”
Oh, no, here we go again. “Dylan, I can’t. I need to go home and pack. You do remember I’m leaving tomorrow for the next ten days on a very important business trip and I’m not ready.”
“I won’t see you for such a long time. You can sleep over and we can get up early and I’ll drive you home.”
“Tempting, but I can’t afford to screw this up and I’m so not ready for this trip yet. I’ll need the next few hours to organize myself and I doubt I’ll be in bed before three am.”
“I keep reminding you I’ve made room in my closet for you. You could’ve brought your clothing here and spent the night cuddled in my arms.”
Yeah. I don’t think so. “Dylan, that’s so thoughtful of you, but you know me, I don’t travel light and this week has been too heavy for me to have time to figure out what I’ll need to take with me on my trip.”
“Oh. I see,” he says, sulking like a six-year-old who was denied a second serving of Dairy Queen ice cream birthday cake. 
“I’m only gone for a little over a week and we can talk every day and text. You won’t even have time to miss me.” I sound so convincing, I almost believe my own lie.
“Don’t say that. You know I’ll miss you, Ciara.”
I don’t think he’d look nearly as sad as he does now were it not for the fact we’re having this conversation while I’m sitting on his king-size bed and he’s still on his knees on the floor in front of me.
“We’ve been together for six months and…”
“Four. We’ve been seeing each other for four months.”
“Fine, four months, and you’ve always found an excuse not to stay over. Most women would die if their boyfriend ask them to stay the night, but not you.”
“Most women? Well, in case you hadn’t realized it yet, I’m nothing like most women,” I spit out as I roll on my back, get up, get dressed and get out.
“Wait, where are you going?”
“I’m going home to pack.”
“But you can’t leave for ten days while we’re having a fight and you’re mad at me.”
“We’re not having a fight and I’m not mad at you. You’re complaining and I choose not to stick around.”
“Please don’t do this. Don’t walk out on me. Let’s talk this out.”
“Dylan, it’s very late, I have five hundred things to do before I fly out tomorrow afternoon and I’m way too tired for this conversation. If you’re not happy with our relationship, maybe we should take a break.”
“What are you saying?”
“Maybe we should take my time away from New York as a cool-off period for both of us. You know, to give us time to reflect and figure out if we’re a good match.” God knows I need the break.
“Ciara, I know you’re a good match for me,” he says with his pleading dark brown eyes.
“Listen, we might both need some space,” I say, softening my tone.
“I don’t need space. I want to be with you. I love you.”
Dylan is gorgeous at six four. His muscular body is still naked and his thick head of hair still messy from his attempts to make me come. He’s a classic textbook Mr. Right—he has an incredible profession, he owns a fabulous condo in Central Park West, he’s well off, he’s handsome, he’s caring and he desperately wants to please me. You’d think with his hard body, those sultry dark-brown eyes and his long cock, I’d want to make more of an effort to salvage what we have, but nah. 
“You’re guilt-tripping me, Dylan.”
“I’m not. I love you,” he shouts.
Even though he’s been blessed with a beautiful seven-inch cock, he still doesn’t know how to use his dick. In the last four months, as much as he’s tried, Dylan has never been able to make me come. I’ve been faking it in an attempt to grow this so-called relationship, all because I wanted to prove my big sister wrong.
“You’re a good guy, Dylan. Let’s take the next week to cool off and when I come back we’ll reconnect and move forward.”
I’m lying through my teeth, but honestly, what kind of woman breaks things off with a guy while he’s still naked?
 
* * *
 
The minute I get home, I kick off my four-inch black Pigalle spiked Christian Louboutin heels, remove my makeup, tie up my hair on the top of my head, jump into my favorite robe and call my sister.
I so need to vent.
My older sister Sofia has always been the voice of reason in my life. We’re so different in every possible way, but she always finds the perfect words to calm me down when I’m worked up over a guy.
Recently, Sofia’s life has taken a page out of Robert Ludlum’s spy mystery novels. She met Bryce Van Der Linden, one of the most eligible bachelors in America, while working as an escort. She hit rock bottom so hard she took on a job as a high-priced call girl without ever telling me. Her first client was the sexy billionaire and the rest is history. Now her new husband has tracked down her crooked Russian ex-business partner to restore her reputation and recover the millions that asshole stole from her. 
“Hey, sis,” I say.
“Ciara, how are you? Are you ready for your important trip?”
“Nah, I just got home. I was at Dylan’s.”
“Oh, how is he? Are things getting better between the two of you?”
“I don’t think he’s doing so well.”
During the next fifteen minutes, I share the play-by-play of my conversation with Dylan.
“You broke it off with him and left him standing naked in his own home right after you had sex together?”
“I didn’t break it off, I simply suggested we take some time off.”
“I thought Dylan was good to you.”
“Sofia, he’s terrible in bed. He can’t even make me come.”
“There are other things in a relationship than orgasms.”
She can’t be serious. “Like what? Are you telling me you would have married Bryce had he not been a phenomenal lover, as you’ve reminded me countless times?”
“Well…”
“Well what, Sofia? We no longer have to settle as women. We are entitled to be with an incredible guy who’s also mind-blowing in bed. I don’t want to have to fake it. It’s exhausting.”
“But he’s such a great catch with a kind heart and he’s so hot. Maybe in time, you can teach him how you like to be pleasured.”
She’s not seriously suggesting I give Dylan lessons on the female anatomy. “He’s a good guy, but I’m not interested in being his teacher. The man is thirty-nine, for crying out loud, he should have figured it out by now!” I nearly scream.
“Don’t yell, Ciara. I can hear you perfectly well.”
“I’m not yelling. I’m frustrated. It’s all your fault, you know.” Why did I even let her talk me into giving Dylan a chance?
“My fault? How is it my fault you’re not able to stay in a relationship for longer than a few months and you view the idea of spending the night with a guy worse than catching a viral disease?”
“I don’t want to spend the night with them because men make you messy. You know my views about long-term relationships. It’s so much more enjoyable to keep things simple and casual.”
“Ciara Isabella Herrera, are you saying the casual affair you started with Count Ludvig Wilmer Theodor Jönsson on the day of my wedding wasn’t a royal mess? You were all over the British tabloids for nearly two months. It was a travesty!”
Ouch. No need to remind me. “First, no need to call me by my full name like you’re my mother. Second, in my defense, this all happened many months ago.”
“I’ve only been married to Bryce for six months, so it hasn’t been that long. And the only reason you gave Dylan a chance was because you thought you could hide from your royal scandal.”
“I thought there was a chance Ludvig and I might have been able to build something longer-term, but his cow of a sister was too happy to remind me I was born on the wrong side of the royal fence and I was an American too. Just because I wasn’t born with a tiara on my head doesn’t mean I’m uneducated. I’ve seen more of the world than that stupid bitch of a sister, but it surely didn’t stop her looking down on me.”
I don’t have to tell her Ludvig was a selfish lover with a small cock and a drinking problem. She already has enough ammunition against me in this conversation.
“Pardon me? Are you suggesting you were going to leave your independent life here in New York and move to Sweden to be with the Count? You were going to curtsy and become the submissive girlfriend? You knew from the moment Bryce and I caught you on your knees in front of Ludvig’s royal cock he was unattainable and there would be no time for you to fall in love with him. Heck, you wouldn’t even have time to like the guy.”
She doesn’t have to chew me up like this. “I called you for support, not for you to barrage me with all my sins, Sofia. Like you’re perfect.”  
“I’m your sister and I love you so much, but you’ve never allowed yourself to fall in love since Luke.”
“You don’t have to bring him up again,” I say with a lump in my throat.
Even after all these years, Luke Elliot Rutherford’s name is still synonymous with pain and sorrow.
“Listen, I’ve been on this phone for way too long. I need to pack for this trip to a foreign country and I need to get to bed at a decent hour.”
“Foreign country? Give me a break. You’re going to Canada, not Saudi Arabia.”
“Still, it’s outside of the U.S. and I want to make a great impression. My client is expanding worldwide and I want to make sure they keep using my services.”
“You’re the best at what you do. You have a brilliant eye for design and you’ll knock them dead with your beauty and your charm. Don’t avoid the real subject here. We both know you’ve shut down your heart for the past seven years. You jump from one guy to another to avoid getting hurt and the millisecond you see an opportunity to bow out, you do. The worst part is the poor guy you’re dating at the time doesn’t have a chance because you’ll use any excuse in the book to kick him to the curb.”
“I thought you could for once support me, but I see it was wishful thinking on my part,” I say with clenched teeth.
“Ciara, I can hear it in your voice, you’re upset at me. I wish you’d open your heart again and give a man a chance. That’s all.”
“Thanks for the relationship pep talk, big sister. I have to go now,” I say as I cut the communication.
Just because she married Mr. Amazing and Utterly Fuckable doesn’t mean we’re all as lucky. How dare she bring up the subject of Luke? That part of my life is closed forever. I’ll be damned if I allow a man to crush me like Luke did. 
I’m sure I can snatch a hot Canadian guy who can make me forget all about Dylan… and Luke.

 



BOOK 1—CASUAL ENCOUNTER
Chapter Two
Toronto is different than I expected. It’s reminiscent of New York, but not nearly as congested. You don’t have to fight your way through crowds of people when you walk down the streets and contrary to the Big Apple, Toronto sewers don’t let out steam on hot summer days. 
It’s interesting to find so many of our American eateries in another country. I’m always amazed by the power of food colonization. 
Canadians are truly the loveliest and most polite people I’ve ever met and considering the size of this city, it feels surprisingly safe.
My first week is a whirlwind of long meetings, conference calls at all hours, intensive briefings and strategy sessions. One of our biggest clients has hired my firm to design the lighting for their first Canadian luxury boutique hotel under the banner The Bishop. They already own boutique hotels in all of the major U.S. cities and they’re testing the Canadian market before expanding worldwide. This contract could mean a lucrative future for my design firm and I felt it was crucial I fly in my top designers and project managers for this week. I’ve spared no expense to ensure we dazzle the client and secure every single new hotel they open.
My team members have blown me away this week with their innovative ideas and I’m impressed by how quickly they compile original sketches based on the full day of meetings we had with the client on Monday. Things might get tricky because I’ll be forced to use Canadian contractors, but I’m certain Dahlia, my senior project manager, will be able to manage this foreign team without a hiccup. 
I want to thank my hardworking crew and I decide to pay for a full weekend’s stay in Niagara Falls before they head out on Monday afternoon to New York. This will allow them to rejuvenate and I can use the rest of this day and the upcoming weekend to catch my breath. 
I’m staying behind to spend Saturday combing the street around our hotel. I’ve spotted a lot of adorable boutiques and I want to grab a few little souvenirs to bring back home for the rest of my team.
Right after I see my team off in the limo I rented to drive them to Niagara Falls, I plunk myself on a stool at the bar at the Four Seasons Hotel where I’m staying to have easy access to food and cocktails. As I sip on a Grey Goose La Poire classic martini, flipping through the archive pages of the Daily Mail on my iPad, I’m still in shock at how a casual affair turned into a media frenzy before I had time to blink.
Jesus, I can’t believe these photos. They make me look like a gold-digger—which I’m not. I earn my own money.

I still don’t understand how the British paparazzi managed to catch Ludvig and I in such compromising positions. They must have been parked at our London hotel door twenty-four-seven to be able to snatch such candid photos of our passionate interludes. Hollywood stars lament about the U.S. paparazzi, but nothing compares to the viciousness of the British rag papers. They’ve called me every name in the book—gold-digger, desperate, exhibitionist, wannabe royal, unsuitable and vulgar. My God, one U.K. paper said I was faking a pregnancy to get married to a royal and they had manipulated a photo of me to make me look like I was expecting. I hate to agree with Sofia, but it was two months of pure travesty. 
I still can’t believe these photos went viral. 
The only saving grace is the fact those photos show me naked from the back straddling the Count. Thank God my boobs aren’t hanging out and no other private parts are on display for the world to see. I would have been mortified if anything more revealing leaked.
Dealing with the British press was only half the fun. Ludvig insisted on me meeting his family and against my better judgment, I accepted. Most of his family members were lovely and amused by this new relationship. His older sister was the devil and took personal pleasure in attacking me and making sure I knew I was well out of my league.
The only upside was the deluge of extra business—our offices got flooded with calls from U.K. businesses and a number of other European establishments. Contrary to popular belief, a little scandal can be good for business. Secretly, I suspect a lot of the men calling were hoping they would deal with me directly, but I’m no fool—I sent my top designers to manage the projects once I closed the deals. 
Thank God this is all behind me now and I hope the next few days will allow me to figure out how to break things off with Dylan.
“Those are some outrageously sexy heels.”
My eyes leave my iPad and trail down to my shoes and I wiggle my foot to remember which pair of Christian Louboutins I’m wearing.
Oh, yeah, the nude ones adorned with studs and topped with a bow. They always seem to leave men weak in the knees.
I move my eyes from the shoes to the speaker. Is that a British accent I detect?
“Well, thank you,” I say as I meet his sparkling blue eyes.
“Dare I say men would go to war to defend the honor of a woman with such taste? Those shoes can make a guy lose his senses.”
I take in the sexy and elegant man standing in front of me. Whoa! I might enjoy this contract in Toronto much more than I expected if all Canadians look this delicious. “You like the shoes, I gather?”
“I like the woman wearing the shoes, to be precise.”
“You flatter me.”
“Oh, please, surely I’m not the first man to trip all over your exquisite beauty. You’re absolutely stunning and when you walked in the room an hour ago, all heads turned to admire you. You sashayed in here like you owned the place. I love that kind of confidence in a woman. The only reason I didn’t approached you earlier is because I was in a business meeting and I had to force myself to focus on my much homelier guest.”
“You’re going to make me blush,” I say as my cheeks flame.
Very few men possess the repartee to make me blush. This guy’s got some serious game.
He grins and holds out his hand. “My name is Nikolaj.”
“It’s a pleasure, Nikolaj. I’m Ciara.”
“May I sit?” 
The eloquent and sexy guy with a British accent wants to talk! This should be interesting. “Please, be my guest.”
“So Ciara, what brings you to this lounge?”
“I’m here on business. Forgive me for asking, and this might be because this is my first time in Canada, but your accent sounds more British than Canadian.”
“It’s actually slightly confusing. I’m from Denmark, but my parents sent me to boarding school at the age of twelve in London. I only left London once I had secured my first degree at Oxford, which explains the British-Danish accent.”
“Where did you get your second degree from?”
“Ah, you’re paying attention,” he says, narrowing his eyes as he curls up the side of his lips in a smile.
“Of course I am,” I say, as my eyes light up.
This is going to be fun. He’s sexy and smart.
“Alas, I’m quite predictable. I also have a MBA from the Kelley School of Business from Indiana University.”
“You’re right, it’s all slightly confusing. For the record, there’s nothing predictable about an Ivy League degree—I guess in your case two.”
“Well, I say predictable because I really wanted to be a football player. I think you call them soccer players here in North America. But my family would have nothing to do with their youngest son kicking a ball for a living.”
“I hear you. My father almost had a heart attack when I told him I wanted to become a chef. I would rather have shaved off my hair than become a lawyer.”
“So you’re a chef?”
“Not quite. I realized during my apprenticeship I wouldn’t enjoy standing all day in a hot kitchen,” I say, bending the truth. 
“You’re a real rebel. I like you already. As for the confusing part of my identity, I can do you one better. Wait until you hear my full name. Now that’s confusing.”
“Try me,” I say as I suggestively lift my eyebrows. 
He sizes me up with his deep blue eyes and smiles like a man who’s met a formidable adversary. “Are you ready?”
“I was born ready.”
We both laugh.
“My full name is Nikolaj Tristan Johan von Henningsen de Bretteville. What a mouthful, right?”
“Indeed it is. So should I call you Mr. von Henningsen or Monsieur de Bretteville?”
“Well, well, well. Someone speaks more than one language. Your French pronunciation is flawless.”
“I grew up in Paris when I was younger.”
“I love Paris. It’s one of my favorite cities in the world.”
“It’s also one of my favorites and I make a point of going as often as I can.”
“You have impeccable taste in shoes and cities.”
He’s very smooth. “If you’re Danish, how did you end up with a very French-sounding last name?”
“I have a double surname which indicates somewhere up my lineage I might have had a great-great-grandfather who was part of Danish royalty. The French surname indicates the same. It seems one of my forefathers was a French nobleman who married a Danish noblewoman and they kept both names as a status symbol.”
Royalty? Seriously? Here I was wishing I could put this scandal behind me.
“It’s fascinating. You know so much about your roots,” I say as an attempt to pretend the tabloid scandal isn’t still a sore spot for me.
“Europeans love to retrace their roots, especially if they lead to a royal ancestor or two. I only go by Nikolaj von Henningsen. The rest sounds a bit too pretentious,” he says as he holds my gaze.
Damn, those blue eyes are dangerous. “I assume Nikolaj is Danish for Nicolas?”
“You’re correct.” He flashes a disarming smile.
“Do you prefer Nik or Nikolaj?”
“Which do you prefer, Ciara?”
I curl up my lips, amused by his question, and ponder for a second before answering. “Nikolaj. The name is sexy.”
“Is that all you find sexy about me?”
He’s smooth like perfectly aged rum. “Sometimes a question is better left unanswered.”
“There’s a lot I could read into your answer.”
I uncross my legs to relieve the tension building from the innuendo. 
God, this man is sizzling hot. He’s very tall, immaculately dressed in an expensive well-tailored grey suit that hugs his fit body like a glove, his smile is sure to make me melt and his accent is a major turn-on. The fact he has such impeccable repartee makes him so much more interesting.
“Where are you from, Ciara?”
“New York City.” Thank God he changed the subject.
“Ah, the most vibrant place in America.”
“I’m a true New Yorker and love the city.”
“You say you’re here for business? We seem to share something in common. I’m here on an extended business trip. I’ve been here for the past ten months developing the Canadian, U.S., and South American market. Since I have to fly to the U.S. a couple times per week, I decided to move temporarily to Toronto to make it easier for me to hop on a plane to meet prospective clients.”
“What do you do?”
“I play games,” he says with a twinkle in his eyes.
“Games?” I ask, a little perplexed.
“Yes, my company, Maximus Enterprises Holdings, develops sports-based video games. My cash cow so far has been Europe. We dominate the market since we’ve been able to customize the language feature of all of our games. Americans only deal with one language, but they’re getting more and more into soccer, aka Euro football. My company has been growing in leaps and bounds on this side of the Atlantic thanks to this newfound interest. Since we’re already doing quite well with our Spanish soccer games in South America and in Spain, we intend on also going after the Hispanic market in the U.S.”
“Very impressive. You sound like a busy man.”
“I love what I do and I suspect you’re the same.” 
“I’m surprised you’re the one taking care of all the negotiations. As a CEO, I assume, you must have a lot on your plate.”
“I only close big clients who could bring us several hundreds of thousands of dollars in additional monthly business. I leave the rest to my directors. I made sure to have a small team here with me in Toronto to support me in our growth phase. The rest of the team remains in Copenhagen and in Dublin.”
“You have quite the sophisticated operation.” This guy plays to win. “So if you’re not a chef and you’re not a lawyer, what fills you with passion?” 
“I’m a lighting designer and I love what I do. I wake up every day feeling lucky. I’m here in Toronto because one of my clients is expanding his fleet of boutique hotels internationally.”
“I love a woman who lives her life with passion,” he says flirtatiously.
Are we still talking about my profession? 
I pretend that I didn’t pick up on his innuendo. “I’ve worked very hard for my success and I bring my A-game to every single project. Word gets around fast in New York when you’re good at what you do. I’ve been fortunate—most of my clients have businesses across America and it’s allowed me to quickly make a name for myself. ”
“Very fascinating. I don’t think I’ve ever considered the importance of lighting design in an upscale place like this,” he says as he scours the room looking at the impeccable fixtures. 
“Lighting can truly take a room from ordinary to extraordinary when done well.”
“I see,” he says, smiling. His gaze is intense and he narrows his eyes before speaking. “Can I buy you another drink?”
It’s a simple question, but one filled with possibilities. This guy is handsome and he’s a master at flirting. Another drink could lead to two or three more.
“Why not?” I say, holding his gaze.
A few too many drinks later, Nikolaj and I are like long-lost friends. As much as I love American men, there’s something so alluring about European men. Nikolaj is the perfect gentleman, but like so many other European men, his cool façade usually hides a much naughtier side, which I’d love to discover. I’m sure there’s far more to Mr. von Henningsen de Bretteville because from my experience, a man who flirts like a pro has a lot more to offer in bed.
“I think I should have stopped two martinis ago. I’m feeling the effect of too much Grey Goose in one sitting,” I say, as I brush my hair off my face.
“Your hair is so beautiful, so big, so wild and so curly. I can imagine how sexy you look in the morning.”
“Excuse me?” I choke on a sip of my Martini. Did he just make a pass at me?
“Huh? Nothing. I didn’t say a thing. It’s the alcohol talking,” he says with an angelic face. “You know, I have the perfect solution to sober up and make you forget I made an obvious pass at you.”
“Really? And what’s your brilliant plan?” I say, smiling.
“Dancing!”
“Dancing? There’s dancing at this hotel?”
“No, alas, the Four Seasons is far too posh, but across the street there’s a cool boutique hotel where the best DJs entertain a crowd of partygoers on Friday nights. It was a lucky find after a dreadful week and I’ve been going back ever since. The music is old-school house vibes, the mood intoxicating and the view of the city breathtaking.”
“Old-school house vibes? You don’t strike me as the type who would enjoy club music.”
“Try me.” His electric eyes are peering into mine and the sexual intensity emanating from his body is overwhelming. 
One dance can’t hurt. “Okay, you’re on. Let’s go.”
“Let me pay first and then you can impress me with your moves.”
He pulls out a black American Express to settle the bar tab, which by now must be well over two thousand dollars since we’ve indulged in scrumptious appetizers and Nikolaj insisted on celebrating our fortunate encounter by ordering a bottle of Dom Perignon after he had polished off three glasses of Louis XIII cognac. I peeked at the cocktail menu earlier and nearly gasped when I realized each one of his drinks was a cool three hundred dollars. The black American Express comes as no surprise. Mr. Nikolaj von Henningsen is extraordinarily rich. 
 
* * *
 
The rooftop of this boutique hotel is as outstanding as Nikolaj described. The place is buzzing with well-clad socialites. When we arrive, the party atmosphere is at peak levels and in danger of boiling over. The crowd is swaying to the beat of the loud music and booming bass. 
This is a serious party!
As Nikolaj and I make our way through the sea of people, the DJ sets the tone for the next song.
“Boys and girls, ladies and gentleman, we’re going back—way back. I hope you remember some of these cool beats because we’re about to bring the roof down! Now make some noise!” 
The crowd roars at the DJ’s announcement and a flood of bodies cram the dance floor.
“To kick things off with this old-school house jam, let me see you move it to Usher’s Yeah. Ladies, move like you mean it! Gentlemen, give me some attitude. I’m about to drop something hot!”
“This song is fun. Let’s go dance,” Nikolaj says, pulling me to the center of the dance floor. 
The beat is dangerously steamy, the air is filled with tension and Nikolaj surprises me with his moves.
Where did he learn how to dance so well? For a man so tall and so muscular, he moves his body like a trained pro.
“You know, from a one to ten, you’re a certified twenty and the way you sway your body makes me want to do a lot of very sinful things to you, Ciara.” He lifts my chin and kisses me forcefully.
Was it so obvious I was dying for him to kiss me?
His comment makes me instantly wet. His kiss ignites a burning fire threatening to consume me whole. This guy is so forward and so bold, I might let him get lucky if he continues to be this persuasive. Of course, with his sexy British accent, it wouldn’t take much to push me over the edge.
“Really?” I playfully push him away. If he gets any closer, the pressure of his hard cock against my body will weaken my resolve and it will be a struggle for me to restrain myself. “You’re very forward, Nikolaj.”
“For some reason, I don’t think you’re shocked or bothered,” he says, as he puts his strong hand on the small of my back to pull me even closer to him.
Whoa, who raised the temperature in this place? 
His mouth is so close to mine I can nearly taste the expensive cognac on his breath. As much as I love my relationships to be casual, Nikolaj is a little too much to handle and this conversation is getting heavy fast. I wiggle myself away by turning my back to him so I can dance far from his sexy body.
Keep it together, girl.
I close my eyes to take in the beat of this song and to let the music take over all of my senses. My hands explore my body, brushing my ass, stroking my thighs, up to my stomach, further up to my shoulders, around my neck and up to my heavy curly hair. My emerald and white Diane von Furstenberg wrap dress opens flirtatiously to allow the breeze of the night to caress the moisture glistening across my chest. Pearls of sweat trail down the side of my temples and it’s as if the music has enraptured me. The chorus of Usher’s song only intensifies the bad girl in me.
“Yeah, yeah, yeah! Yeah, yeah! Yeah!”
I still have my back facing Nikolaj, but I know he’s watching. It’s as if his blue eyes are burning my skin. I undulate my hips to the lyrics of the song knowing full well he can’t peel his eyes off of my bottom. I’m so overtaken by lust I channel Jennifer Lopez’s sexiest moves and give this guy something to remember. I’ve seen men almost lose it when I sway my hips in a circular motion as I slide my body up and down. The implicit message of things to come is what turns them on so much. 
“Ladies, drop it like it’s hot. Gentleman, don’t be afraid to hit her booty and show her who’s in control.”
The DJ’s command stirs up the crowd once more and sends everyone into a frenzy. 
I love it when DJs encourage saucy behavior, allowing me to unleash my wild side. It’s an excuse for me to drop my ass near the dance floor and wiggle back up in the most suggestive way as my hands caress my hips. I’ve yet to meet a guy who hasn’t gone nearly mad, unable to peel his eyes off of me when I’m in this raunchy mood.
Damn, I’m so turned on.
My pulse is racing faster than a Ferrari at the thought of misbehaving with a hot guy I met at an upscale lounge in a foreign city. I’ve done daring things in my life when it comes to men, but this is definitely pushing it even for me. 
“Are you trying to get away from me?” Nikolaj grabs me by the waist and spins me to face him. His voice is silky smooth and his heavy gaze is unmistakably explicit. 
Good. I’ve got him. He’s as turned on as I am. 
“No. Not at all,” I manage to answer as my heart beats faster. 
“Hmmm, I’m overcome with sorrow. We’ve spent so much time sitting around drinking and it’s only now I’m able to appreciate you from behind. Such a fine ass should be classified as a lethal weapon.” 
He slides his hands from my waist down until he reaches the fullness of my ass. He closes his eyes and caresses my roundness as he breathes heavily against my ear. “Good Lord, your ass is amazing, Ciara.”
Jesus! This guy is going to make me lose my mind.
“Ladies, you’re going to have to get a little closer to your man for this next sexy jam by my man Montel Jordan if you want to Get It On Tonite. We’re going so retro with this smooth vibe, I want you to show me your best slow dance moves.”
“You heard the man, you need get a little closer,” Nikolaj says, looking down at me with eyes filled with desire.
The mood is extraordinarily suggestive. It’s as if the DJ can read my mind because every single song is an open call for me to take Nikolaj back to my hotel room to discover if the hard erection pressing against my body is as impressive I think.
We’re dancing cheek-to-cheek and sex-to-sex as if no one else is on this dance floor but us. My body is pressed so close to his, I can almost hear his heart beating.
“Nikolaj, I don’t think you should get any closer to me or…”
“Or what?” He grabs my hair and tilts my head back.
“I think I’ll melt like chocolate,” I pant.
My God, I’m not sure if it’s the effects of the alcohol, the flirty vibe of the music or if this guy’s energy is so intoxicating that I’m drunk with lust, but I’m so turned on right now, I could slide right out of my thong. My juices are trailing down my thighs and my clit is aching for relief. 
God, I badly want his tongue on my hard nub.
“If you do, I hope you’ll melt inside my mouth,” he answers in a smoky voice.
“I didn’t know European men were this bold,” I answer, unable to peel my eyes off of his lips.
“What do you know about European men, love?”
“Evidently not enough.”
“I can imagine the sexy little body you’re hiding under this dress. I’m sure your skin is soft as silk and I’m certain you smell as beautiful as gardenias.”
“You know exactly what to say, don’t you?”
“You make compliments easy, Ciara. So I have a question for you.  Do you want to continue dancing like this or do you want to rock?” He’s devouring me with his eyes as he awaits my answer.
We both stand still on the dance floor as I take in his question. 
My mind is telling me no, but my body is screaming out hell yes! 
“What did you have in mind?”
“Let’s get out of here so you can find out.”

What the heck, I probably will never see him again after today.
He guides me off the dance floor, keeping his warm hand on the small of my back and parting the sea of dancers with the other. 
“Come on, over here,” he says, pulling me to the right once he pushes open the doors in front of us. 
We’re pacing a hallway hand in hand as he tests the handles of doors before one opens. He peeks inside and gestures for me to follow him. “It must be a room where they store sheets and towels and obviously someone forgot to lock up for the night.”
“I guess we’re lucky,” I say, watching him close and lock the door behind him.
He turns around and eats me up with his blue eyes. Sweet Jesus. He looks like he’s about to pounce on me. Without breaking our gaze, he
brings his hands to his lips as if to wipe something off before closing the gap between us.
“You’re so fucking sexy,” he says, pushing me against a wall at the same time as he pulls at the tie wrapping my waist. 
“You’re not so bad yourself.”
“Honestly, this dress is getting in the way and it’s starting to irritate me.” He opens up my dress to reveal my underwear. “Ah. My God. You’re even more beautiful than I imagined. This underwear will be the end of me.”
What a stroke of genius I decided to wear the Fleur of England emerald and black lace set I had bought in London a few months ago. When I slipped into this silky lingerie this morning, it never occurred to me a stranger would be taking them off.
“Before anything happens between the two of us, I should ask if you have a Canadian or Danish girlfriend patiently waiting for you.” This might be casual, but I don’t want any unexpected drama knocking at my door.
“God, no. I broke things off with a woman I was sort of seeing before I left Denmark. Those trans-Atlantic relationships are messy and way too complicated for my taste.”
“Good answer,” I say, still feeling the buzz from the martinis and champagne. “How do I know you’re telling the truth?”
“People like us are happier unattached, Ciara,” he says, pulling me closer to his muscular body.
“You have a valid point. I didn’t notice a wedding ring, but men can get quite creative when it come to hiding the fact they’re married.”
“Dear God! Married? Me? Never. I turned forty a few months ago and to the chagrin of my dear mother, I pride myself on the fact I’ve never had to settle. Most of my married friends settled for the wrong woman simply because they felt they needed to be like everyone else around them—a minivan, two kids, a dog and a white picket fence. I haven’t yet met a woman who’s made me want to pop the question and before you ask, I don’t have any children I know of. Did I answer all of your questions?” His eyes narrow as he flashes a smile. I can’t help but respond. It’s not every day I hook up with a guy who’s hot and smart. “I guess, if we’re asking questions, I should ask if you’ve left a heartbroken chap in New York or if your husband begged you a hundred times not to leave for this business trip. I wouldn’t be able to blame either of them.”
His mouth is inches from mine and I inhale the masculine scent of his cologne. I smile and tilt my head back to meet his piercing eyes.
“A woman like you can’t possibly be single,” he adds, trailing a fingertip down the side of my throat.
I shiver under his soft touch. My breath is getting shallow and I trip over my words in an attempt to answer him.
“I’m not married. Like you, I’m not willing to settle. I was seeing a guy, but things were going nowhere fast.” I guess I’ll have to break it off officially with Dylan when I get back home.
“So are you saying you’re totally free for me to ravish you?”
“I guess I am,” I say before responding to his hungry kiss. 
“I’ve had a hard-on since I asked you if you wanted another drink. Your beauty is quite intimidating even for a guy like me.”
“Don’t bullshit me, Nikolaj. I don’t think too many women intimidate you. I think you saw me walk into the lounge and your brain instantly went to work to figure out how you were going to get me to wrap my lips around your hard cock. Am I wrong?”
“About me dreaming of your full lips sucking my cock as I push your head down to take me in deeper? Not at all. Since I laid eyes on you earlier tonight, I haven’t been able to think of anything else. Sadly, I didn’t realize it was written all over my face.”
“It’s not fair I’m the only one who’s partially naked here,” I say, reaching for his belt buckle before unzipping his fly. “Why don’t you remove these? They’re in the way.”
He yanks off his pants with the same urgency as he removes his boxer briefs and he stands there in front of me with the kind of erection women would salivate over with anticipation. I’m so amazed by the size and girth of his cock, I bring my hands to my mouth and gasp, shivering with lust.
“Oh. My. God. You’re packing some serious heat.”
He must be a generous seven or eight inches if not more.
Whoever said size didn’t matter has never laid eyes on this magnificent cock. Nikolaj is thick and his hardness is begging for me to get down on my knees and take him inside my mouth. 
“I gather you’re not disappointed?”
“Are you kidding me? Is it seven, eight…”
“Nine.”
“Nine? Seriously?” Long, thick and cut, exactly the way I like them. “Your cock is amazing. The question is, do you know how to use it?”
“Is that a question or a challenge?”
“You can take it any way you wish.”
He reaches out and grabs the back of my head and pulls me closer to him. His moisture glides against my stomach and only makes me even wetter. I rub the tip of his cock with my finger and play with his nectar as I lose myself in his blue eyes. 
God, my nub is throbbing so badly and I’m in desperate need of relief.
I bring my finger to my lips to taste his sweetness as I reach down to relieve the tension building between my legs. I can see he’s taken aback by my naughty actions. “Oh, yeah,” he says with a wicked grin.
I grab his superb cock and caress the fullness of his hard shaft. He lets out a groan filled with lust and I can see how much pleasure he’s taking from this. He grabs the hand I’m using to play with my pussy and brings it to his mouth. He sensually licks each and every one of my fingers without ever leaving my gaze and I could come right here from watching him perform this salacious act.
Fuck, he’s hot.
I let go of his cock and slide my fingers inside my wetness to scoop up my juices. I bring my hand back to his cock and slide it up and down his shaft with a slippery grip. I’m going to make it impossible for him to keep it together. The pressure of my fist wrapped around his cock and the drip of his nectar make my nipples so hard with excitement. 
It’s as if he can read my mind because he unhooks my bra, setting my engorged breasts free. He grabs me with his big strong hands and squeezes both of my nipples at the same time, sending a sweet tingling wave across my entire body. “Ah,” I whimper.
“You like your nipples squeezed hard?” he asks, curling his lips in a cocky smile.     
In lieu of an answer, I grip his cock and pump him harder as I circle his tip with my thumb. I toy with him even more by playing with the ridge of his cock and he tilts his head to fully take in the pleasure.
I can’t wait for him to fill me with his big hard cock. God, I hope he’s packing some condoms.  
“Jesus, Ciara, you’re so good at this,” he growls as I thrust my hand up and down, determined to make him come hard.
Suddenly we’re interrupted. The jiggling of the door handle and the voices in the hallway startle us.
“Did you lock this door? I specifically asked you to leave it open because I still need to finish cleaning this floor. Now I have to go all the way back downstairs and grab my keys since you gave your keys to Carol. Why don’t you go back to the eighth floor and finish what you started and I’ll clean this floor.”
We quietly wait for the two cleaning staff to leave and before Nikolaj can say anything, I close my fist around him again and pump my hand up and down. His surprised look quickly turns into pleasure as his balls tighten inside the hand cupping them and I pump him harder and faster. 
“You’re so bad, Ciara. You’re going to make me come, aren’t you?” His eyes are devouring mine and the second I see him bite his lip, I know he’s putty in my hands.
“Of course. I want to see you lose control.”
“You’re so naughty. I want to see you lose it with me. It’s not as fun if I’m the only one in ecstasy,” he says before crushing my lips with his.
His tongue dances with mine and I shiver with anticipation. He pushes my thong aside with one hand as he shoves his fingers deep inside my pussy to grab my juices before caressing my hard clit. 
“Oh, you’re completely bare down there. You’re a naughty one.”
His masterful touch makes me lose my breath. My legs tremble and my body is overtaken by a tsunami of satisfaction. My body lets out a low grunt, shocked by this sweet pleasure, as his thumb presses harder against my clit. I squeeze his balls and thrust my fist harder when he lifts his hips before he pulls me closer to him with the free hand nestled on the small of my back. 
“Jesus Christ,” he roars. He comes so hard, his warm nectar spurts all over my stomach and down my thighs. 
“Arrrgh!” I pant as my orgasm explodes and sends my body into a state of complete and utter bliss.
“Look at you. Your wet hair is stuck to your face as a tell-tell sign you’ve been doing sinful things with a stranger,” he says, breathing heavily.
I open my mouth to respond, but honestly it’s been so long since a man has made me come so hard. I’m completely at a loss for words. 
He’s amused by the fact I can’t muster up clever repartee.
“I made you come, didn’t I,” he says as he presses his finger still dripping with my own juices inside my mouth. “Open wide and lick.”
Damn, he’s amazing. 
“You’ve done this before,” I manage to say once I have composed myself.
“Maybe a few times,” he answers, amused. “Ciara, this is merely a rehearsal. If you enjoyed the appetizer, you’ll really lose it when I fuck you so hard I make you forget every cock you’ve sucked before mine.”
“Aren’t we a little too sure of ourselves?”
With the string of shitty fucks I’ve had lately, it won’t be too hard for him to meet his goal.
“Nah, you bring out something in me I’ve rarely been able to experience with another woman and we’ve just met. I can only imagine how you’ll leave me begging for more once I’ve been able to taste you. You’re daring, assertive and slightly kinky. The fact all these qualities come in such a beautiful woman makes you even harder to resist.”
“Slightly kinky? You don’t know me yet. You have no idea how kinky I can get.”
“Well, I hope my luck is about to change,” he says, tracing the contour of my lips with his finger. “Now, let’s get out of here before the cleaning crew comes back.”
 
 
 
 



BOOK 1—CASUAL ENCOUNTER
Chapter Three
“I’m sorry, sir, we’re completely booked and I suspect most hotels in the area are full as well. We’re right in the middle of the Toronto Film Festival and it’s impossible to find a free room. I’ll gladly call a taxi for you, this way you can get home and you can fetch your car in the morning.”
The young woman behind the counter at the Four Seasons hotel has been typing frantically for fifteen minutes trying to find a room for Nikolaj to crash for the night without much luck. 
We were having such a good night, we lost track of the time. Once we left the rooftop lounge at the hotel nearby, we both realized we were a little too drunk to take things further. As we were still trying to figure out how to end the evening, Nikolaj realized it was already two o’clock in the morning and his car was locked for the night inside a downtown parking lot. 
“I’m quite aware of the festival, but I’m afraid the inconvenience is greater than I’m willing to deal with. You see, I live at the other end of the city and I don’t care to have to come back in the morning to fetch my car, not to mention my vehicle is one of those expensive toys grown men buy when they have too much money to burn. I can’t imagine leaving it behind for the night,” he says, lowering his eyes like a sad boy. “It would be like leaving a part of me behind.”
His car must be stupidly expensive for him to obsess over it this way.
“I’m really sorry, sir, there are no rooms available at all around the city. We’ve already checked for countless people looking for a room during the most well-attended festival in Toronto.”
“Would you mind terribly if I crashed on your floor for the night?” He turns around to face me.
His question startles me because I assumed he’d end up taking a cab home. The young woman behind the counter has dropped a major bomb on me. I don’t blame him for not wanting to leave his expensive toy behind, but I’ve made it a strict rule not to let men sleep over and I sure as hell won’t stay at their place after sex under any circumstances.
“Um. You mean sleep in my room?” I ask, baffled.
“Well, technically yes, but throw a pillow my way and maybe a blanket and I’m good to go.”
I’m in an awkward position. Nikolaj is standing there searching my eyes for an answer and our eager concierge is also waiting for me to take care of Nikolaj so he’s no longer her problem.
“Um.” I clear my throat, buying myself time. Fuck, what do I say to him? He’s obviously in a jam. “Well, I guess you can always sleep on the couch.”
“You have a couch? Even better. You won’t even know I’m in the room,” he concludes without waiting for my answer.
He’s already turned his attention to the concierge and he’s planning his overnight stay.
What did I agree to?
“Could you possibly bring a few extra pillows, blankets and towels up to her room and I’ll gladly pay for any inconvenience.” 
“We can certainly accommodate you if it’s okay with Ms. Herrera,” she says.
“Ms. Herrera?” 
I guess this is the first time he’s heard my last name. These formalities weren’t required to make him come. “Yes, my name is Ciara Herrera.”
If he sleeps on the couch it’s not as if we’re sleeping in the same bed and with a little luck he’ll be gone before I wake up. “If you don’t want to leave your car behind, there aren’t too many options left. You’re welcome to crash on my couch,” I say reluctantly as I fake a smile.
“Thanks so much. I appreciate this and I owe you big time.” He grabs me in his arms and kisses both of my cheeks.
I hope I don’t live to regret this.
We ride the elevator in silence and I’m not sure if he’s lost in his thoughts or if he’s mellowed out because of the eventful evening. I’m too preoccupied to attempt to make conversation. 
Damn, I’ve broken my own rules.
After Luke, I promised myself to never get close to any guy. For me sleeping over is a sign of weakness I simply refuse to give in to. Sleepovers mean the guy possesses a part of me I’m no longer willing to concede to anyone. Luke taught me a lot—even if you give your all to a man, it still might not be enough.
“I can’t remember the last time I slept over at a woman’s place. I usually make it a point to sleep in my own bed even if I have to drive home at four o’clock in the morning.”
What did he say? “I’m sorry?”
“There are too many unspoken expectations when you spend the night with a woman and I prefer to avoid all the messiness in the early stages,” he explains.
“I feel the same way. I never spend the night and I always slip out before he gets too comfortable.”
“We have so much in common, you and I,” he says, moving closer to me.
“I guess we’re lucky my client booked a massive room. I’m sure I won’t even notice you’re there,” I say, gently pushing him away to get out of the elevator. 
“Ouch. You know how to kick a guy when he’s down,” he laments behind me.
“Mr. von Henningsen? Ms. Herrera?”
We both turn around to face the young man who called out our names.
“Yes,” Nikolaj responds before I do.
“You asked the concierge for extra pillows, blankets and towels?”
“Indeed. I’ll be crashing in my friend’s room and I’d hate to be a burden to her,” Nikolaj says with a huge grin on his face.
“My name is Brian and I’m here to prepare the sofa bed to ensure you’re totally comfortable. If madam could open the door to her room, I’ll be in and out in a flash,” he says, eager to please.   
After letting Brian in, Nikolaj waltzes in right after him and struts around to check out the luxurious space. I’m so overwhelmed, I can only stand leaning against a wall with my arms crossed wondering if I’ve lost all of my good sense.
This is getting so complicated. It might have been easier to say no.
“Brian, you’ve done a spectacular job fixing this bed. Thanks to you I’ll be able to sleep so well tonight,” Nikolaj says as he tips the young man.
I can’t help but smile at the way he’s so suavely able to get what he needs from people. 
“Do you have a dry cleaning service here, dear Brian?”
“Of course we do, sir. May I be of service?”
“Brian, I’ve spent the night dancing up a storm with this foxy lady and this suit is drenched in sweat and I’d love to get it cleaned and pressed for first thing tomorrow so I can look presentable again.”
“We can have this pressed by eight o’clock, Mr. von Henningsen. During the week, we would have this done by six, but since tomorrow is Saturday, the cleaning staff starts a bit later.”
“Brilliant, let me hand it over to you. I doubt I’ll be up so early, could we make it nine o’ clock instead?” he says, turning on his heel.
Before I realize what he’s up to, Nikolaj has already snuck inside the bathroom and comes out a few seconds later clad only in a white towel wrapped around his waist.
“Thanks again for your help and here’s a little something extra for your troubles.” He closes the door behind the young man and rests his ultra-fit body against the door. His lustful eyes devour me and I find it nearly impossible to look away. 
Sweet Jesus. He’s delicious.
This guy would make Michaelangelo’s sculpted David weep with envy—his body is jaw-dropping. This is the first time I’m able to admire his naked torso. I only saw him from the waist down earlier and the sheer muscular definition of his upper body leaves me speechless. 
This is going to be an interesting night.
It’s one thing when I plan on having a quick and uncomplicated interlude with a stranger, but now he’s spending the night and I feel like I’ve lost control of the situation.
I need some space to clear my head.
“Well, your bed is made and I guess a good night’s sleep will sober you up. I’m going to take a shower before getting to bed myself and I’ll see you in the morning,” I say, as detached as I humanly can be considering how turned on I am.
“Wait. What happened, Ciara? Why are you all of a sudden so distant and cold? Have I said something wrong?” He bridges the distance between us and stands in front of me, blocking my way to the bathroom.
My God, this is going to be a long night. I don’t know how much longer I can resist him, but I’m not sure I want to sleep next to him after he’s made me come again—I don’t do sleepovers.
I can’t blame him for standing half naked in my room with lust in his eyes. I was all hot and heavy an hour ago before I realized we’d end up being roommates for the night. It’s not his fault if we both lost track of time and his expensive vehicle got locked up for the night. 
“Is it because I’m staying the night? It seems to make you very uncomfortable.”
“Well…” I try to articulate what’s going through my head right now, but he concludes before I can muster up an answer.
“Don’t worry, as long as we’re both clear we like things carefree, we’ll be fine,” he says, getting closer.
I avoid his gaze and fix my eyes on his godlike body, but I quickly realize it’s a foolish decision, because his physique is an instant panty-wetter. He takes one step closer and presses the unmistakable bulge of his hard cock against me. 
Shit. He’s not playing fair.
“I thought I was a bit too drunk to continue what we started, but this last hour has sobered me up. Why don’t I jump in the shower with you and I can wash your back?” He trails his finger from the base of my neck down to the middle of my chest.
Ohhhh.
I’m most likely making too much out of it since he’ll be gone in the morning and I’ll never see him again. I’ve wanted him since I’ve laid eyes on him. So what if I have to break one my cardinal rules of dating? If I get his nine-inch cock inside me, it will have been well worth it. 
I want him.
Sex with Dylan has been extremely frustrating because I’ve had to fake each one of my orgasms and I usually end up hiding in his bathroom after I’ve made him come, desperately giving myself pleasure before sneaking out and driving home. And as much as the idea of fucking a royal was alluring at first, Count Ludvig was a selfish lover. It’s been a long time since my body has responded so sensually to a man’s touch and if Nikolaj can make me come in such a mind-blowing way with his fingers, I can only imagine how much my body will tremble when he makes me come while he’s banging me. 
Hell, a proper fuck would do me a lot of good. I can barely remember the last time my body was consumed by the kind of passion I can only experience from an awesome orgasm. 
“Are you saying we made poor Brian work for no good reason?”
He flashes me a smile and I can tell from the playful glee in his eyes that it’s on.
“Well, if you insist, I can always leave the comfort of your warm body and sleep on the sofa bed once I’ve made you come three times. I’d say my little suggestion should absolve you of any guilt.” His hungry eyes are still fixed on mine as he lifts my chin to kiss my lips. “It’s not fair if I’m the only one who’s half naked here. Why don’t you slide out of your dress?” 
“Three times?” I ask between his kisses.
“At the very least,” he says, untying the belt to my dress and sliding it off my body before letting it pool at my feet. He lifts me in his strong arms and tosses me over his shoulder.
Slap.
“Ouch!”
He spanks my ass a few times and I gasp when he bites the side of my ass cheek. “If I don’t make good on my intentions, I’ll consider it a personal failure. A woman like you deserves to be properly fucked.” 
I desperately need to lose my mind riding your cock. “To hell with the shower. Why don’t you get to work immediately on your outrageous promises?” 
He doesn’t answer. He carries me to the king-size bed and pulls away the covers with his free hand, still balancing my body over his shoulder, before he finally throws me onto the mattress. 
Holy fuck.
“I’ve wanted to taste your pussy since I licked my fingers earlier. I want to play with your little clit and gorge on your sweetness and make you come so hard you cry out my name as you pull at my hair for mercy.”
“Oh, dear Lord,” I whisper. His words are so raw, so wrong and yet so right. It’s as if each one of them makes me wetter than the next.
Dirty talk sounds so much better with a British accent.
“Oh, Ciara, I want you to watch me as I fuck you with my tongue. I want to see the lust in your eyes and I want to see you being consumed by the pleasure I’ll inflict on your body.”
I’m so turned on I can only nod my head in agreement as I slide one finger inside my mouth to appease my hunger for him. My body is already aching to feel his tongue on my clit.
“I also want to ride you like a bull to the point where your body will tremble so badly you’ll have no other choice but to bite this pillow for relief.” As if to prove he’s well equipped for the job, he rips off his towel, giving free rein to his cock. 
The man’s cock is truly massive.
“Your ass is so sweet I want to ride you doggy style to feel my hips slap your ass each time I nail you. I hope you didn’t plan on being too active tomorrow because I doubt you’ll be able to walk when I’m done with you.”
“Oh my God, Nikolaj, keep talking dirty to me,” I beg.
“You fucking like it, don’t you, when I tell you how I intend on rocking your world.”
I’m going to lose my head here.
“And the third way? You promised to make me come three times,” I pant. I’m so excited by his talk, I don’t even realize I’ve lifted my hips from the mattress and my legs are glued together in an effort to relieve my aching clit.
“Yeah, the third time, I won’t have to do anything because you’re so turned on. You’re so fucking wet right now I’m sure if you rub your legs against each other you’ll come simply by imagining all the filthy things I’ll do to you and how much pleasure you’ll derive from sucking my cock dry.”
“Ah,” I cry out as the sweet wave of a climax takes over me. 
His mouth is a treasure.
I’ve come many times on my own by grinding my hips back and forth and clenching my legs together, but I’ve never come so fast and so hard. His raunchiness has sent me over the deep end.
“My God, you’re good,” I pant, as I brush my damp hair away from my face.
He’s gorgeous, gifted and his dirty mouth is exactly what I need.
My eyes trail up his muscular body and stop on his lustful gaze taking in my half-naked body. 
“I hope you enjoyed the appetizer, because the main course will blow your mind.” He looks down at me, his face filled with satisfaction.
“I don’t know if I’ll be able to handle the rest of this feast.” 
“I think you’ll manage nicely. Now get off this bed and get down on your knees and make sure to keep those sexy shoes on.”
Hmmmm. He’s very dominant. 
I need this kind of alpha-male magnetism because I spend so much of my life being in control. I’m happy to surrender to the whims of a strong, take-charge stud who knows how to make me come. “Why do you want me on my knees?”
“I’ve been imagining your full lips wrapped around my cock as I force your head to take me in deeper since we met, and now I can’t wait any longer.”
This guy is good. He’s self-assured, raw, naughty and he surely has the perfect cock to force me to submit to his kinkiest desires.
“Yes, sir,” I say with a cocky smile. Good God, he’s so sexy when he orders me around. I sit up before sliding off the mattress. “Is your cock as sweet as it looks?”
“I don’t know. You tell me,” he says as he bends over to undo my bra strap and release my breasts. He caresses my breasts before squeezing my hard nipples and twisting them forcefully. 
“Ah,” I whimper.
“I can squeeze your tits all night long if I get to hear you moan like this. Are you wet yet, Ciara?”
I don’t have to touch myself. My panties are drenched with my own juices. God, I need his cock inside my mouth. “You’re massive.” Nikolaj’s cock looks even bigger from this vantage point. 
“I hope it’s not a problem.” He sneers, looking down at me and relishing the fact I’m staring in awe at his perfect dick.
I lick my lips in anticipation at the idea of feasting on nine inches of hardness. Problem? Hell no. “I don’t know if you can keep promise number two because I’m afraid it won’t fit.”
“Trust me, it will fit. In fact, I suspect it will fit as perfectly as it will fit inside your mouth. Now, open wide,” he says, stroking his hard-on.
I love going down on a guy. I love having him in my mouth and knowing I’m in full control of his pleasure. Bigger cocks are a challenge I welcome because taking him fully and forcing him to hit the back of my throat without gagging always leaves them in awe.
“Take me in,” he commands in a low voice.
I grab his length with one hand and caress his ass with the other. His firm butt tenses the second I flick my tongue across the head of his cock and he lets out a moan when I suck the moisture glistening from this cock. His eyes glaze with desire and I can tell he’s enjoying every single lick. The fire burning from his gaze makes my pussy ache with anticipation. 
“Suck it hard, baby.”
Jesus, I cannot believe how wet I am. I moan with pleasure at the raunchiness of his command. My tongue swirls playfully around his head and down his long shaft, enjoying every inch of his magnificent dick. I glance up again and his eyes are glued on me. He smiles as if to remind me he’s the one in control. I hold his gaze, knowing full well he won’t be able to keep it together. 
I gently lift his cock to trail hot kisses from the tip of his cock all the way to his balls. I pause and wait for his body to respond to me before licking his balls.
“Goddamn it. I’m going to go mad,” he grunts.
I suck his right ball into my mouth as I cup the left one. I’m going to tease him until his balls ache. My tongue dances over his cock. I purposefully slow down my rhythm. He’ll soon be begging me to take him all in.
“Ciara, stop teasing me and make me come,” he commands.
“Impatient, aren’t we?” I smirk with pride.
I challenge myself to take him fully by pushing his length to the back of my throat, but his nine-inch delight isn’t going to fit as easily as I hoped. I wrap my hand around his throbbing base and bob my head back and forth, licking and sucking as he grabs my curls, forcing himself deeper into my mouth.
The carnal sounds coming from Nikolaj are like fuel to my burning fire. The more I know he’s getting off, the more I get off. My pussy is aching so badly for relief, I bring my free hand down to my hard nub. My panties are even more soaked than I expected. My juices are trailing down the insides of my thighs as a cruel reminder of the fact I’ve not been this turned on by a man in over eighteen months.
The second I close my lips around his cock, he grabs the back of my head and thrusts his cock deeper inside my mouth as he holds my head in place, forcing me to follow his rhythm. The sensation of his massive cock pumping my mouth fills my body with such a pleasurable rush. 
“Christ. You’re going to make me come, Ciara.”
“You were right, it fits perfectly.” I push my head away from his cock while meeting his gaze. 

He laughs, rocking his hips back and forth the second I close my lips around his dick, controlling the tempo at which he fucks my mouth.
I moan in ecstasy as I tease him like a Popsicle on a hot summer day.
“Don’t stop,” he grunts, forcing his shaft deeper. 
I pump him harder and feel the pulse of his throbbing veins. I wrap my lips tighter and finally let him touch the back of my throat as I relax to take him in. 
He must be close to the edge.
I squeeze his balls and his hot milky nectar spurts inside my mouth. 
“Jesus Christ,” he roars. “Shit,” he adds as his entire body shudders, succumbing to the sweet release of a powerful orgasm. He’s breathing heavily. “If this is how you usually go down on a guy, you must leave your lovers begging. You’re incredible. I’ve never had a woman make me come so hard with her mouth.” 
I caress his trembling legs and he brushes my hair away from my face as he lifts my chin, forcing me to meet his dreamy blue eyes. I hold his gaze and smile at how easily I was able to make him come apart with my mouth.
“You’re going to make it impossible for me to ever forget you, Ciara,” he murmurs, reaching out to wipe a drop of his milky honey from my lips.
I may be on my knees, but it’s the ultimate position to be in to give a man pleasure. It doesn’t matter how much they think they’re in control, they always melt like ice inside my mouth. 
“Come on, get up. I still have my work cut out for me if I want to make you climax two more times.” He grabs my hand and pulls me up before lifting me off the floor.
“Damn, you haven’t forgotten?”
“Not a chance, baby girl.”
“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t make good on your word.” 
“Honey, when I’m done with you, I promise, you won’t be disappointed. Why don’t I remove these annoying panties?” He’s already folded in front of me, forcing me to hold on to his back as he pulls down my panties. “Oooh, am I responsible for making you so wet?”
“Let’s say you have a way with words and your cock makes for a succulent and sweet dessert.”
“Why don’t I lick the juices dripping from your pussy? It would be a shame to let such sweetness go to waste.” He grabs my ass with strong hands, slamming my body against his.
“Oh. Are you going to talk dirty to me again?”
“I’m not going to waste energy talking when I can think of better things to do with my mouth,” he says, pushing me on the bed. “You’re so sexy naked like this.” He slides to his knees. “Spread them wide, honey. I’m going to make you come so hard our poor friend Brian might have to come running to your rescue.”
His hungry eyes hold my gaze as he dips his finger into my wetness. His touch sends shockwaves throughout my body. I shudder, whimpering as I pinch my hard nipples for relief. 
“Ah,” I gasp. I’m so unprepared for this surge of excitement to overtake me like this. “Damn,” I cry out when he slides his finger from my warm pussy along my crack, rubbing a spot few men have been privileged to touch.
“Are you okay, sweetness?” He grins.
“Shit, you’re good.” I’m surprised by how my body responds to this guy.
His finger slides over my asshole again, probing the entrance hidden between my cheeks. “You know what I like about poking my finger there?”
I’m too turned on to respond and I can only shake my head from left to right anticipating his answer.
“It’s dirty, wrong and it’s almost sinful.”
“Oh,” I breathe out.
He wiggles his finger inside my asshole as he strokes the insides of my trembling thighs. “I can make you feel even better than this, Ciara,” he says, holding my gaze.
“Really?” I whimper. How the hell can anything feel better than this?
He holds on to my knees and spreads my legs wider, forcing me to reposition my feet, still clad in my Christian Louboutins. 
“You know, those outrageously sexy shoes are what got you in this predicament in the first place.”
Thank God for these heels. 
He bites the inside of my thighs, sending chills up my spine. Each bite becomes more ravenous the closer he gets to my ass.
“Yes, yes, yes,” I pant as my body shivers from his tease.
His hot tongue swirls and plays with the delicate ring of flesh before he probes inside me.
“Oh, Jesus,” I gasp, pulling his hair in an attempt to contain the pleasure. This is fucking mind-blowing.
He’s probing me with urgency, alternating between entering his tongue into my tightness and caressing my clit with the tip of his nose. The sensation of having both sensitive areas of my body teased so unmercifully at the same time nearly sends me over the edge.
“I’m going to eat you like a starved man and I want you to keep your eyes on me the whole time. Are we clear?”
I don’t have time to take in his words, I simply nod, too consumed to think.
He opens my lips with his fingers, exposing my clit, before diving into my wetness. The contact of his tongue against my throbbing node is like a blessing and a punishment.
“Holy shit,” I scream out, lifting my hips to meet his mouth.
The sweet sensation of him stroking my clit, rubbing over and over as his tongue swirls around my hard nub, crashes through me like a tidal wave. 
“Argh,” I scream out, shaking. I can’t take this anymore. It’s too much, too strong, too perfect. I can’t remember the last time a man gave me so much pleasure with his tongue. “Nikolaj,” I moan, nearing the edge. “Good Lord.”
I grab the sheets, holding on for dear life as he laps my clit with agonizing sweet pressure. He devours me, sucking, licking and probing to the point of no return.
“Don’t stop, please don’t stop,” I beg.
I can’t help it. My entire body is trembling uncontrollably. He’s overtaken my body and all of my senses. I gladly surrender to him and he has free rein to take my body to new heights of ecstasy. 
“Yes, yes, yes,” I scream out as he plunges his tongue deep inside me at the same time as he presses his thumb on my sensitive clit.
He grips my thighs firmly, making it impossible for me to escape his sweet torture. Make me come. He licks me harder and alternates between toying with his tongue and massaging me with his lips. Yes. He relentlessly rubs my clit, determined to make good on his promise. 
Oh. Oh. Oh.
Heat rushes through me as the sweet buildup preceding an earth-shattering climax makes me tremble with anticipation. I press my legs together, trapping his head between my thighs, forcing him to bring relief to my throbbing clit.
I need him to make me come. I need to remember what it feels like to come undone under a man’s touch. 
“Fuck, I’m close.” I let out a carnal sound as I grip his hair and press his head harder against me. “Oh, Nikolaj,” I scream out before coming undone.
“Your pussy is sweeter than I expected. I could make you come with my tongue all night long,” he says, kissing between my thighs.  
He’s naughtier than I ever imagined. I don’t know of any other guy who’s been able to unravel me to this point.
There’s no need to fake it with this guy.
“Two for three,” he says, lifting his head to meet my gaze. “You’re shaking so badly, baby,” he teases, flashing a victorious smile. “If you could see the dazed look on your face baby, it's amazing.”
I’m so consumed by the sweet ecstasy of this climax, I can’t think straight.
“I have another round to go.”
“Huh?” I’m worried my body cannot sustain a third orgasm in such a short period of time.
“I’m ready for more, baby. I have yet to fuck you senseless and I know you wouldn’t allow this to go to waste, would you?” He stands over me, revealing an erection on the verge of an eruption. 
I can’t believe he’s so hard.
Looking at him stroking himself with a dangerous smile on his face as his cock jerks in his hand is such a turn-on.
He leaves me no choice and I don’t protest when he turns my body around, forcing me to get on all fours, before wrapping his nine-inch cock and entering me with urgency.
Nikolaj holds true to his third promise and he rides me doggy-style like a cowboy at a rodeo until my exhausted body collapses on the bed.
I’m spent. 
No man has ever made me come four times in one night. 
This guy’s a Greek god of sexual desire.
 
 



BOOK 1—CASUAL ENCOUNTER
Chapter Four
The knock on the door wakes me up. I turn to my side and grab my phone to check the time. “It’s nine o’clock, who the heck is it?”
“It must be my suit,” Nikolaj moans in a sleepy voice next to me.
“Oh, yeah. You’ll need to get up and get it. I’m going back to sleep.”
“Yes, madam.” He kisses my cheek and slides out of bed.
Did this really happen? Did I actually allow him to sleep next to me?
I usually pick any room in the house to have sex other than the bedroom. I blame the buzz of the alcohol for allowing Nikolaj to drag me to bed and have his way with me. I was way too exhausted to kick him out of bed afterward. I’ll make sure it never happens again, even if I secretly enjoyed sleeping nestled inside in his strong arms.
Go back to sleep. It’s way too early to get up. This guy worked me so hard last night.
I shut my eyes, desperate to fall back to sleep, but I can hear him exchange pleasant banter with the hotel staff who dropped off his suit.
How can he find the energy to be so chatty after last night?
As I drift back into sleep, he slides his warm body next to mine before wrapping his arms around my breasts. “You know, it’s not too late for me to go sleep on the sofa bed,” he says, kissing my cheek. He grabs my ass and lets out a lustful grunt suggesting he might be ready for a morning round.
There’s no way I’m letting him inside me again.
“Leave me alone. I need to sleep.” I pull the sheets over my head.
“No, you don’t. Wake up. Let’s go do something fun.”
“Nikolaj, my entire body is aching and I’m pretty sure when I try to get up I’ll fall. You worked me so hard last night I doubt my legs will hold me.”
“Admittedly, I might have gone a little overboard, but you bring out this raw sexual energy from me and you wore those shoes, they’re like an aphrodisiac.”
We both laugh.
“I’m cool if you have other plans and I will gracefully retreat to my rented Toronto home alone, but if you don’t have anything on the agenda…”
“Are you guilt-tripping me?”
“Heavens, no. I’d never resort to such tactics, unless I really, really, really wanted to spend more time with you, which, by the way, I do.”
“What did you have in mind?”
“I have access to my car again, so why don’t we go for a nice breakfast near my home?”
“And where’s that?”
“I live in the Beaches. It’s a spectacular neighborhood near Lake Ontario and at this time of the year it feels like paradise on earth. We can whiz by my house, I’ll give you a tour, I’ll change into something more casual and we can go eat. Once we’re done, we can go for a leisurely walk and we can get to know each other a little bit more.”
He’s got it all figured out.
Normally, I’d run out the door if a guy alluded to getting to know each other after a one-night stand. Once I’ve made him come, my job is done. But for some reason, I’m excited by the idea of spending more time with Nikolaj.
“It’s a miracle for me to meet a woman I want to spend more time with after a night of passion and naughtiness.”
“Is that what you call last night?”
“Well, in your case, it’s more like a night of mind-blowing sex, but I was trying to be poetic.”
“Wow. How can I live up to this high rating after today?” I say jokingly.
“Trust me, it’s well deserved. From what you shared last night, you tend not to stick around after you’ve been with a guy, but I’m hoping I might convince you to change your mind.”
“Really? Well, why don’t I take a shower and think about it,” I say casually, pretending to remain unaffected.
“I never had a chance to soap you up last night, so why don’t I jump in the shower with you?” He kisses my shoulder as he presses his growing desire against my ass.
“Oh, no, you don’t. I’ve already told you to get your cock away from me.”
“I’m willing to give you a break if you accept my invitations. I’ll wait patiently and I can ride you later once you’ve had a chance to replenish.”
“What do you mean invitations, plural?”
“I want to see you again tonight. Fuck, I’m lying. I want to be with you again tonight.”
“You must have really enjoyed my company.”
“Are you saying you didn’t enjoy our time together?”
I shrug. “It was all right.” I laugh.
“I’ll keep that in mind the next time I fuck you. I’ll make sure to make you pay dearly for your low score.”
“You might not have a chance to fuck me again.”
“Your words are killing me. My heart can’t sustain the thought,” he says, grabbing his chest and feigning a heart attack. “Seriously, I’m leaving Sunday late afternoon for a two-week business trip to Japan and Korea. I’ll be gone for a while. But tonight I have an invitation to a film festival bash, and I’d normally relish the idea of going alone so I can be on the prowl and meet new women, but I’ll be honest, after last night, I only want you.”
His words take me by surprise and I turn my body to look into his eyes. 
His blue eyes are going to be the end of me.
It wouldn’t be the first time a guy succumbs to my charms and feels like he can’t live without me, and I usually love knowing I have him in the palm of my hand, but there’s something different about Nikolaj. I actually do want to see him again.
“And since I had a sleepover last night in your hotel room, why don’t I return the favor? You can stay at my place tonight and take in the incredible view in the morning.”
“That’s the only reason you want me to stay at your place?”
“Well, I didn’t mention I’d be fucking you on the rooftop deck as the sun rises.”
Sleepovers can be dangerous, but since he’s leaving for Asia tomorrow and I’m going back home to New York on Monday, there’s really no harm.
His smile is disarming.
I don’t have anything else planned and he’s fun to be around.
“Let’s go take a shower. I’m hungry and I’m dying to see your infamous deck.”
 
* * *
 
I’m standing in front of the hotel waiting for Nikolaj to drive by. He suggested I wait on the corner of the street while he went to pick up his car in the parking lot.
Wow. His ride screams outrageously expensive!
His car is indeed an expensive set of wheels, the type stupidly rich men buy to either pretend they have a bigger dick than they actually do or impress the shit out of people. Since I’ve confirmed there’s nothing small about Nikolaj’s massive appendage, I can honestly say I’m impressed by what a lot of money can buy.
“Aren’t you going to get in?” Nikolaj slides down the window and folds his body to catch my eyes.
“This is the vehicle you refused to leave behind last night?” I take in the curves of his James Bond ride before jumping into the passenger seat.
“Yeah,” he says, flashing me a boyish grin. “I know it might not be the kind of thing a woman can understand, but there’s something so powerful and even sexual about being able to slide behind the wheel of an extremely expensive car.”
“So how much does an Aston Martin run these days?”
“Base price? Well, you’re looking at two hundred and eighty thousand dollars, but no one buys the base model.” Of course not. “So after all the bells and whistles, you’re looking at maybe four hundred thousand dollars.”
“What?” I nearly choke. “We’re riding in a four-hundred-thousand-dollar vehicle?”
“Well, yes and no. I bought this car before I decided to move to North America to expand the business and I thought it would be futile to buy a second vehicle while having a nearly new one sitting in my garage in Copenhagen, so I had it shipped.”
“I can only imagine the tab,” I say, shaking my head in disbelief.
“Let’s say I could have bought a new car for a middle-class family for the same cost.”
“It’s good to have a lot of money.”
“It’s far better than the alternative.” He steps on the pedal as if to punctuate his sentence.
This is a picture-perfect day. The sun shines bright, there’s not a cloud in the sky and the warm wind blows against my face. The drive to Nikolaj’s home is so serene it silences us both. I feel surprisingly comfortable in his presence and I’m actually looking forward to spending the day with him and going to his party. 
He’s such an amazing lover.
“I’d pay good money to find out what’s occupying your mind.” His voice wakes me from my reverie.
“Given your expensive ride, I have no doubt you could afford it,” I say, turning my head to face him.
“Something tells me your thoughts don’t come cheap.”
“You’re quite perspicacious.” I smile. 
“We’re close,” he says, pointing in front of him.
I’m in awe of the spectacular Toronto neighborhood where he lives. I would never have suspected such an adorable little street could be nestled in such a big city. This is certainly a high-end area, because it’s impossible not to take note of the pristine architecture of the homes lining the street. These houses are either new or newly renovated. 
Nikolaj parks in the driveway of a three-story house designed with the perfect balance of rustic vintage and sleek modernism. The reddish tone of the brick walls offsets the black wrought-iron accents.
“Your home is amazing.” 
He opens the door to his ritzy car. “You’re quite right. I lucked out. I’m renting it, but it so happens the owner is a builder and one of the top designers in the city. In my humble opinion, he’s created an oasis in this bustling city.”
“I see the owner has matched the charm of the older homes in the neighborhood, but the design of this home screams contemporary. I really like the more modern exterior look of this place. It reminds me of my own renovated New York City brownstone.”
“Wait until you see the interior. This guy did an outstanding job with the décor.”
As a designer, I can’t help but be in awe of such creative genius. Nikolaj is right, this is the kind of home you’d expect to see grace the pages of Architectural Digest. I never would have imagined I’d find this little gem in Toronto.
“Wow. The exposed brick along the walls adds an industrial touch to the interior of the home.”
“I agree, it does. In many ways it reminds me of the more rustic décor I’d find back home.”
I take in the sumptuous space and the artwork adorning the walls until the most incredible wooden table catches my eyes. I approach the kitchen area with my hand extended to touch the smoothness of the surface. “This is outstanding. I’ve always wanted one of these, but they cost a fortune in Manhattan. It seems Canadians have an ample supply of this type of wood.” I trail my fingers along the wood as I circle the breathtaking table. This is truly a magnificent piece of furniture.
“Because of the open-space concept, the table is a real statement piece.”
“These are so hard to come by in New York. I might have to find a way to get one shipped to my place from Toronto.” 
“I also am a big fan of this barn wood table, but there are more hidden treasures in this house.”
“Really?”
“Check this out, I also have surround sound, which is my favorite feature of this house,” he says flicking a switch on the wall.
“Smooth. I did the same when I updated the interior of my home. It makes such a difference.”
“And I’m only here to bring you free love. Let’s make it clear that this is free love.” The song blares from speakers hidden in the ceiling and I roll my eyes, amused by the lyrics.
“Interesting song considering how we hooked up. Who’s singing?”
“Indeed, the words seem to describe you perfectly, Ciara,” Nikolaj teases. “It’s Freelove by Depeche Mode. This song never gets old.”
“I can’t say I know the group.”
“I rediscovered them not too long ago myself. They’re a popular British electronic group. They had huge success in the eighties and they had a comeback a few years ago with this song. I didn’t appreciate them back then, but now, I’d say this is one of my favorite songs. I think it’s their best one and I love the lyrics. Come on, let me show you the rest of the house,” he says, grabbing my hand before guiding me up the stairs.
Nikolaj’s rented Toronto home is truly striking and the modern design is only surpassed by the view of the lake and the city. The private deck adjacent to the master bedroom on the third floor seems like an open invitation to a nocturnal interlude.
“Why don’t you sit on the deck and enjoy the morning sun? I’ll grab you a cup of coffee. A dark roast espresso?”
His question catches me by surprise. Damn, he reads me so well. “Am I so obvious?”
“Nah, not at all. You ooze great taste. There was no other logical option in my mind.”
“I’d welcome some steamed milk, if you have some.”
“Not a problem. So madam would prefer a macchiato to an espresso?”
“Impressive. You’re a coffee connoisseur?” I smile back. 
He returns to the deck with two macchiato espressos in a flash.
“Thank you, Nikolaj. I’m surprised a multi-millionaire would be comfortable in the kitchen.”
“Well, it’s billionaire really, but who’s counting.”
“Oh. I’m sorry,” I say, blushing at his revelation. Billionaire? I cannot say I’ve ever had sex with one of those until last night. “No bodyguards? No secret service people protecting you?”
“Nah, us European billionaires are more low-key in comparison to our American counterparts,” he mocks. “I’m not a celebrity and most people haven’t got a clue I run the successful company I own with my best friend. Not to mention I love this level of anonymity.”
“Still, you would have impressed me had we rolled up in front of a gated community,” I joke.
“My parents live in one of those and it’s not all it’s cracked up to be,” he says, curling his lips in a smile. “I’ve worked hard for my success despite the fact the family business was already one of the most successful companies in Denmark. I’ve made my own money and I’ve never relied on handouts from my father or grandfathers.”
“Ah, of course, the family business. What do you specialize in?”
“Libation pleasures.”
“You’re going to have to translate to American for me.”
“Alcohol, booze, liquor.”
“I see. I think?”
He laughs at my confused look. “My father started a vodka company twenty-five years ago and it’s now one of the most successful independent distilleries in the country.”
“You didn’t want to work in the family business?”
“No. My older brother made it clear to me he’d fight me to control the company and he’d stop at nothing to get what was rightfully his as the eldest son. Luckily for me, I met my business partner when we were fourteen years old and we’ve been best buddies ever since. It’s a blessing he turned out to be a technological whiz and we’ve managed to build a company far more successful than my father’s, to the disdain of my older brother. That said, I remain a director of the family business, on paper at least, and I do own shares.”
“You have an impressive life.”
“I’ve built my company by investing a lot of sweat equity. Nothing came to me by accident. I’ve had my fair share of failures, but my father has always taught me a valuable lesson. As long as I can look up, I can stand up.”
“What a great quote. Successful people know the insane amount of work required to get there.”
“Exactly. Overnight success usually takes a decade or so. It’s true when it comes to the Internet everything is on speed, but still, a lot of the young geniuses have been perfecting their crafts since they were teens. I’ve been standing on my own two feet for a long time. You have to keep in mind I was already a man when my father hit it big. So to answer your question, I lived on my own in London when I was doing my university degree and I learned to be independent. It’s strange because my mother always laments my brother’s inability to take care of himself, but she fails to understand she created that fool.”
“I feel the love between your brother and you.”
“More than you know,” he says sarcastically. “Enough about my family drama. Why don’t I jump out of this suit and into something more casual and let’s go discover this beautiful neighborhood.”
“I’ll be here enjoying this dreamy weather.”
Wow. A smart, sexy, successful and hardworking billionaire who happens to be a sex god? Lucky me.
 
* * *
 
We spend the afternoon strolling the streets, indulging in the late summer sun. I’ve rarely taken the time to walk the streets of cities I travel to for business. I’m usually on such a tight schedule and my head is filled with so many responsibilities, I rarely allow myself any downtime until I’ve had a chance to debrief the team and delegate the work. Spending the day playing tourist is a luxury I’ve rarely allowed myself and I see how much I’ve missed out.
I should start booking an extra day to discover the cities I travel to from now on.
Nikolaj has a wicked sense of humor and I can’t help but laugh at his way of seeing the world. I rarely engage in debates with the men I usually sleep with because honestly, I rarely care enough to find out how they think. I made an effort with Dylan, but I’d often get bored because he seems more committed to agreeing with me than standing up for his point of view. Now I spend hours debating with Nikolaj, challenging him on his views and him on mine, over breakfast and throughout the day as we comb the streets and stroll down the beach. The man is eloquent, attractive and the best lover I’ve had thus far—and I’ve had a few. This triple threat makes him hard to resist.
Get it together. He’s leaving tomorrow and I’m going back home soon. Not to mention I don’t do long-distance relationships. Heck, I won’t even date a guy from Jersey.
“I really enjoyed spending the day with you, Ciara.”
“I did as well. You’re a formidable tour guide and I truly enjoyed our conversations. I had a lot of fun today.”
“I’m glad you’re accompanying me tonight. I’d hate to call this a day, given how much I’m enjoying your company.” 
His eyes sparkle when he smiles like this.
God, he’s gorgeous.

He leans in and kisses my cheek. The touch of his lips makes me close my eyes to take in the moment. “If I don’t drop you off right now at your hotel to get ready for tonight, I might betray myself.”
“What do you mean?”
“It’s as if I have you under my skin, Ciara.” His gaze holds mine as he lifts my chin and kisses me softly again. “You do realize you’re going to be impossible to forget.” 
Keep it together, Ciara.
 
* * *
 
Shit, it’s seven-fifteen. I need to hurry or I’ll be late.
As I’m slipping into my yellow suede platform wedges with sparkly detailing on the back, I realize Nikolaj doesn’t have my mobile number. Between the enjoyable city tour and the mellow mood of this afternoon, we totally forgot to exchange numbers. 
Should I go downstairs and wait for him in the lobby?
Oh God, maybe that’s him. I run to the ringing hotel phone hoping he’s the one calling.
“Hey, sweetness, you’re making me lose my mind. I completely forgot to take your mobile number earlier. I’m downstairs near the concierge desk. You can’t miss me.”
“I was thinking the exact same thing.”
“Thank God Brian let the cat out of the bag by blurting out your surname last night or else I might never have been able to find you. I’m impatiently waiting for you.”
“I’ll be right down.”
When the elevator doors open I catch sight of the man who’s made me come more times in the last twenty-four hours than most men have in months. He looks dangerously handsome in his tight-fitting dark blue jeans, a crisp white shirt and impeccable shoes that scream expensive. His hair is slicked back and reveals silver strands that only accentuate his features.
“You look breathtaking, Ciara,” he says, hugging me, before grabbing hold of my weekend bag.
“Thank you. You look pretty handsome yourself.”
I bought this Pamela Dennis white sheer dress with deep v neck a week ago because I had a sneaking suspicion I might have an occasion or two to wear it during my Toronto trip. The second I looked at myself in the mirror, I knew that dress was mine. The v neck forces the eyes to my boobs while the opening at the front of the ankle-length skirt reveals my long legs with every step I take. This dress is a man-killer and I’m happy to see it has such an effect on him. 
I’ll wait a little more before letting him know it’s impossible to wear any underwear with this dress because it’s too sheer. No need to tease him this early in the evening.
“Ready to party?”
“Of course. I hope it’s half as good as last night’s party.”
“Hmmm, for some reason, I doubt it will be. Last night was filled with anticipation. We were strangers. Tonight, it’s going to be a different energy. One thing is certain, I’m counting the hours until I can get you out of your dress.”
“Are you?” I ask proudly.
“Oh, yeah. You don’t wear this sort of sexy dress unless you’re deliberately trying to turn me on… and it’s working like a charm. Let’s get into the car before I force you into the elevator back to your room to ravish you before the party.”
“Or we could sneak into the pool area for a quickie. I can easily yank my dress up and you can take me from behind, since you love my ass.”
He holds my gaze and I read the desire in his eyes. “You’re evil, Ciara. Come on, let’s go.”
He grabs my hand and drags me out of the hotel to his car with the type of urgency that suggests he’s unsure if he should take me up on my offer.
“I’m glad to see you’re picking me up in a more sensible vehicle,” I say as he opens the door to let me in. How many cars does this guy own?
“I usually don’t take the Aston Martin when I know there’s valet parking. Those boys get way too excited about sliding behind the wheel of a luxury car.”
“Point taken, but there’s nothing shabby about a Range Rover. It’s good to be you.”
“I couldn’t agree with you more. There are millions of men who would kill for the opportunity to be driving in a hundred-thousand-dollar SUV alongside one of the sexiest women on earth.”
“Seriously? On earth? Come on, you might be exaggerating a bit. I’ll accept the title of the sexiest woman in North America,” I say, grinning from ear to ear.
 
* * *
 
The party is wild and crowded with film industry people and movie stars. I’d love to say I’m impressed, but honestly, like any New Yorker working in the design field, I’m blasé about these parties. I attend so many of them each year and they’re very similar—beautiful people clad in the season’s latest expensive designer wear, buckets of champagne lining the bars and tables and a lot of name-dropping. It’s as if working with a Hollywood celebrity is the be-all and end-all. I’ve worked with tons of American and British celebrities, and it doesn’t phase me as much as working on projects in Dubai or the Emirate countries where budget is never a concern. 
“Are you having fun?” Nikolaj asks.
“It’s an interesting crowd. Thanks for introducing me to so many people.”
“I’ve met most of them quite recently. It’s not my scene, but since I’m in the video game business, I’m always happy to keep my doors open for expansion.”
“Of course. I’d do the same.”
“I don’t want to change the subject, but I’ve been caressing your back all night and it almost feels like you’re not wearing a bra.”
“Oh. I’m not.”
“What?” He chokes.
“This sort of dress makes it impossible for me to wear any lingerie,” I say, flashing him a devilish smile. I’m sure his cock must be ready to explode again. “The only reason why my boobs aren’t flying out of this dress is because of wardrobe magic.”
“I don’t follow.”
“Thank God my taped nipples aren’t peering through too much. I’d hate to be the center of attention,” I lie.  “I’m surprised you haven’t noticed I’m not wearing any panties either, but since you already know I’m shaved down there, I guess it doesn’t reveal as much as I thought it might. I was worried for nothing,” I add innocently.
His eyes are studying mine as if to confirm I’m not bluffing and he swallows hard. “Are you saying you’ve been walking around for the past two hours without any underwear on and it’s only now you tell me?”
“Ummm, pretty much.” 
“You like teasing men, don’t you?”
“It’s not about teasing men, dear Nikolaj, it’s about turning you on.” I grin. “Since we’re sharing, I should reveal a troubling thought has occurred to me since we’ve been at this party. What if you’re a one-hit wonder? What if you can only make a woman lose her mind on the first night and after one evening of ecstasy, you can never repeat such an outstanding performance?” I curl my lips down.
He flashes a dark glare my way before grabbing me by the waist and slamming my body against his hard cock. His eyes burn into mine as his hands grab my round cheeks, pressing me even closer to him.
“Do you feel my desire for you?”
“I do,” I pant.
“Do you still think I’m a one-hit wonder? I can fuck you as hard as I did last night and leave you begging for mercy.”
“I don’t know. I can’t confirm. I’ve only been with you one evening.”
“Do you want to find out if I can bring it on as much as I did last night or do you want to stand here and keep guessing?”
We both lock eyes and the raw desire in his eyes startles me. I’m so wet and I desperately need to feel his tongue toying with my clit again. I want to lose control under his expert touch and I’m dying to be consumed by another earth-shattering climax. 
“I need to get you to my place urgently and fuck you hard for putting me through the agony of knowing you’re completely naked under your white dress. I also need to teach you a lesson for even suggesting I might not be able to perform like I did last night.”
“I was merely speaking my mind.” One more dig won’t hurt.
“You know you’re going to pay dearly and I can ensure you’ll enjoy every minute. Let’s get out of here right now.”
He grabs my hand and pushes through the crowd to the elevators. The doors open and we end up standing behind two other couples crowding the elevator. We play it cool, but I feel his piercing eyes on me. I avoid his glare by staring at the back of the tall black guy standing in front of me, afraid everyone on the elevator car might know how wet I am. 
This is the longest ride ever.
He grabs my hand and squeezes tight, forcing me to look at him. “I’m going to fuck you hard,” he mouths with a mischievous look on his face and we both try not to laugh aloud.
We rush out of the elevator, nearly sprinting through the underground parking lot. There must be three hundred cars parked down here, but not a soul in sight.
“I can’t take this dress any longer.” He turns me around, pins me to his white Range Rover, lifts my dress with one hand and shoves the other between my legs. His hungry eyes warn me of his carnal desire. His hand locks my wrist against the vehicle while the other explores my wetness. He leans in and brushes his lips against mine. The contrast is disarming. His mouth is so hot and so needy. I swipe my tongue across his lips.
I grip the back of his head with my free hand and pull him closer to me to suck more of his tongue into my mouth. He lets go of the hand he had pinned and grabs both my legs, forcing me to straddle him as I hold his shoulders for balance.
Fuck, I have never done dry humping like this in my life… and surely never in public. 
“Nikolaj, I’m completely exposed here and anyone passing by can see me,” I pant. I’m so turned on by how he brings out a raunchier and more daring side of me, I don’t care if my pussy is out in the open, but certain things are better kept behind closed doors.
“You’d be opposed to me fucking you right here?”
“Well, I’m not totally opposed to sex in public, but maybe there might be a more private place?”
“Mmmm. Good point. I don’t know if you’ve noticed the windows on the Range Rover are tinted.”
“No, I can’t say I was paying attention,” I pant inside his mouth.
“If I were to fuck you at the back of my SUV in this deserted garage, no one would know. It’s almost like having sex in public, but you won’t feel as exposed.”
“Is that your plan?”
“It is now.”
I laugh against his mouth before returning his kiss. 
Damn, he’s incredible at this. Kissing. I lick his bottom lip until he opens for me and tangles his impatient tongue with mine.
“Get in,” he grunts, pulling away from me before dropping me to my feet.
He opens the door, slides to the back of his luxury SUV, extends his hand and lifts me into the back seat. I barely have time to close the door before he leans in and crashes his lips against mine. His tongue pokes mine as he pushes my hand down to cup his hardness.
“Damn, your cock is going to explode.”
“Why do you think we had to leave the party so quickly? If I’m going to explode, I want it to be inside you.”
He pulls me into his lap. I straddle his waist as his hands slide under my white dress to hold on to my hips. He moves his hands to my breasts and caresses them before ripping the tape covering them.
“Ouch. That hurts.”
“Much better,” he says, grabbing my sore nipples and flirting with them before squeezing them so tight I shiver. He pulls my dress over my head, loosening my messy chignon and giving free rein to my hair. 
“My God, you’re so beautiful and your massive cascade of curls…” He exhales.
I bend backwards to remove my shoes as he wiggles his way out of his shirt. “Why is it I’m always the first one naked?” I lament before reaching out to open his buckle and unzip his pants. Fuck, his cock is amazing. “Shit, you’re huge.” 
“Are you complaining?”
“Not at all,” I say, leaning in to meet his lips.
I lift my hips, ready to slide down on top of his hard cock, but he stops me. “Did I say I wanted to fuck you first?”
I look at him, confused. He holds my gaze as he slips a finger inside my wetness, scoops my juices and brings his hand to his mouth to lick my sweetness. “Mmmm. You taste as delicious as you did last night and I want more of you before I pound your pussy. I want to see you come undone, Ciara.”
I lick my lips in anticipation, too turned on to answer.
He lays me down on the seat and pushes my thighs towards my breasts, exposing my wetness. His hot breath warms me and I moan, lifting my hips to sustain the intoxicating pleasure of his tongue against my pussy. 
“Ah,” I groan.
The first lick is slow like a tease. He lifts his head to meet my gaze. My eyes are on him, admiring him as he takes my body on a pleasure-filled rollercoaster ride. His tongue licks and swirls with more urgency, causing me to throw my hands over my head and dig my nails into the armrest of his SUV.
“Oh, oh, oh,” I cry out.
The rush of strong sensations builds inside me as he flicks and pulls my clit, sucking voraciously.
Jesus, he’s merciless.
“I want to hear you scream out my name,” he growls.
His words are a warning and promise all wrapped up into one package. He moves his fingers slowly, stretching me, exposing my aching nub. He places his fingers on each side of my clit, giving extra attention to applying the right pressure, before grabbing my nub with his lips. He pulls and sucks harder between his fingers and I gasp for air when my orgasm hits me with the impact of waves crashing ashore.
“Christ, Nikolaj!” I scream out his name, lifting my hips and holding his head against my clit as a second wave of sweet vibrations shoots through my body. 
“Good girl. You screamed my name,” he whispers, still nibbling the tender skin around my pussy.
“You…” I’m lost for words. I try to catch my breath, but my heart is pounding like a drum against my chest. “You… you keep doing this to me.”
“What did I do to you that was so bad, love?”
“I lose control under your tongue.”
“Is that not the way it’s supposed to be?” he says with an amused expression.
I guess it’s been so long, I wouldn’t remember. Have I ever been fucked so perfectly by a man’s tongue in my life?
He perches his body up on the seat and leans into me to drop a kiss against my lips. I taste my own saltiness at the same moment as I feel his bulge brushing against me.
“Let me grab a condom before I ride you.”
“Hand it over,” I demand.
“You want to put it on?”
“I do, but you have to remove those jeans first.”
I grab the condom from his hand, rip open the packet with my teeth and slip the rubbery cover inside my mouth as he wriggles out of his jeans and boxer briefs. He narrows his eyes. I stroke his thighs before grabbing his hard erection without ever leaving his gaze. 
“What are you going to do with that inside your mouth?”
His fever-bright eyes are peering into mine for an answer. I lower my eyes and lift them again to make sure he’s watching me before I duck my head on top of his erection. I caress his cock with the side of my cheeks before brushing my closed lips on top of his wet head, sweeping up his moisture. He moans. He’s totally turned on and when he wraps my hair around his fist, I know I have him exactly where I want him. He pulls my hair back forcefully, preventing me having free access to his cock.
“Ciara, you’re not going to do what I think you’re going to do?”
The burning desire in his eyes is unmistakable and it makes me feel like I’m completely in control of his pleasure. I open my mouth and swallow his shaft. When I lift my head to meet his gaze, he looks at me incredulously before looking at his wrapped cock.
“Where did you learn such a dirty trick?”
“In Amsterdam.”
“What do you mean Amsterdam? What are your connections to the red-light district? And should I be concerned?” he asks, amused. 
“I spent six months travelling there with my sister when we were in our early twenties and we stayed with a nice Dutch family. A few weeks into our trip, we discovered the husband and wife were quite open about sex, so much so they organized these couple-swapping parties every Saturday. I was always too curious for my own good and during one of those kinky rendezvouses, my sister and I snuck into the party and hid to catch a glimpse of the action. This woman slipped a condom into her mouth and folded on top of a man’s cock. The next thing I knew, he had a purple cover wrapped around his cock. It looked like a magic trick. To the horror of my shy sister, I asked the woman whom we were staying with how in the world anyone could put a condom on a man’s cock without using your hands. She was so amused by my naïve question, she made it her mission to teach us how to have fun and still have safe sex. Let’s say we bought and ate a lot of cucumbers during our little trip.”
“You are naughtier than I ever imagined.”
“Well, I guess my job here is done,” I say, pretending to get dressed.
“Oh, no, you don’t. You’re not leaving me like this. Slide your fine pussy on my hard cock so I can ride you.”
“Yes, sir!”
He pulls me on top of him and pushes me down until I swallow his cock whole. I trace my fingers along his broad shoulders and down his arms as he rides me, indulging in his beautifully sculpted physique. I move my hands to his firm torso and skate down his chest, tracing every single line of his clenched tight six-pack. I love how his body tenses up under my flirtatious touch.
“If you keep teasing me like you are now, you’ll make me blow my load too early, love.”
“What are you saying, you can’t control it?” I give him a malicious look.
“Oh, I can hold it in all right, but having you straddling me as I cup your round ass in my hands while your erect nipples caress my chest is a lot to handle in one sitting. I’m only a man after all.”
“What a pitiful excuse.” I smirk.
He slaps my ass so hard, I scream. “Don’t make me slap you again.”
“Keep it up. I love being spanked hard.” His dangerous look doubles my desire for him and it ignites the bad girl inside me. “So, do you want to fuck me or should I fuck you?”
“Well, technically, since I’m the one with the cock, I’m the one who’s fucking you.”
“Wrong answer, babe. When I’m on top, I ride you like a Malibu surfer rides a wave, not the other way around.”
“You can’t be serious? This I want to see.”
“Your wish is my command.”
I crash my lips against his and lift my ass just enough to keep the tip of his cock still lodged inside me as I prepare to ride him like I’m never going to ride his cock ever again. 
Wrapping my arms around his shoulders, I sway my hips forward against his rock-solid abs, moaning as he slides in and out of my wetness. I sit deeper on his hardness and ride him, swinging my hips back and forth and bobbing up and down.
“Jesus, you weren’t kidding. Ride me like a stallion, love.” He grips my shoulders, forcing himself deeper and deeper into me with each sensual move. He clenches his teeth and tilts his head back as he slaps both of my cheeks hard before grabbing my ass with his strong hands.
“Oh, God, what did you have to do that for?” I gasp, enjoying the sting. 
“I swear, it’s so fucking good to be inside you, Ciara.” He leans in and cups my engorged breasts before biting my nipples. I throw my head back, unable to withstand the powerful surge of electricity running through my body. He sucks and bites me harder with each hip movement. I look down and meet his eyes as his mouth teases and flicks my nipples with this tongue. 
“Oh, your dirty mouth,” I moan. My God, this makes up for every bad fuck I’ve had in the last eighteen months. “I want to come on top of you, Nikolaj.”
He’s so turned on he remains speechless at my admission. 
I gyrate my hips in a circular movement that guarantees I’ll grind him hard enough to send my body into ecstasy. His hands cup my ass and grip me and he lifts his hips, causing his pelvis to hit the right spot. 
Bingo.
“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” I scream out as my climax washes over me like a Pacific Ocean monster wave. My legs tremble uncontrollably as the many layers of my orgasm linger through my body.
“God, you look beautiful when you come.”
His hands leave my ass and steady my hips and he pushes himself deeper inside my throbbing pussy. He pumps me faster and harder once, twice, three, four times before throwing his head back as his orgasm bursts through his body like a rocket.  
“Fuck, Ciara,” he grunts. 
His forehead is resting against mine and we’re both panting heavily. “Wow.”
“You’re so hot and you’re an incredible lover. You’re going to ruin it for me with all other women at this rate.”
“You flatter me,” I pant, still catching my breath.
“No, actually. Our sexual interlude was surreal.”
“I’m glad to oblige. I guess maybe… hmm…”
“What?” he asks, fisting my hair.
“You’re not a one-hit wonder.”
“I’m happy we were able to settle such a touchy subject in an amicable way,” he laughs.
“Since I’ve made you come, does it mean I won’t get to see the sunrise on your deck?”
“Not a chance. What we just had was a light warm-up, love. I’m taking you home now so I can devour you some more. After all, I have a standard to maintain.”
“You do?” I asked, amused.
“Of course. If I made you come four times last night, I can’t possibly allow you to retreat for the night after you’ve only been fucked twice. That would be wrong.”
“Indeed, it would be so very wrong.”
 
 
 



BOOK 1—CASUAL ENCOUNTER
Chapter Five
“Please come with me to the airport. We’ll have more time to spend together and you can take the car back to the hotel.”
We’re both lying in his king-size bed savoring the indulgence of a lazy Sunday morning. He has wrapped his body around mine, but I’m enjoying this closeness so much I don’t make any attempts to distance my body from his.
“You want me to ride all the way to the airport and back to wave goodbye?”
“It’s more than a simple wave, love, and I can sweeten the pot.”
“Oh, yeah? How so?”
“I promise you’ll get a kiss out of it.”
We both laugh.
“A kiss? Boy, you must think I’m a cheap date.”
“I’d love nothing more but to change my plans and cancel this trip to the Far East, but there’s too much at stake for the company’s growth and we’re this close to sealing the deal with this really important distributor. That kiss would linger on my lips until I come back.”
“It doesn’t take you much to hold you,” I say to taper the sweetness of his words. 
“Come on, Ciara. Don’t pretend we didn’t enjoy each other’s company well beyond a few extraordinary fuck sessions,” he says as he rolls off of me to look into my eyes.
He’s so gorgeous in the morning with his hair all over the place like that. 
“Well…” I pause, weighing my words.
“Had I not had this trip planned months ago, I would have kidnapped you for the entire day to get to know you better, since you’re leaving tomorrow for New York. Wouldn’t you like to get to know me better as well?” 
He’s right, I do want to spend as much time with him as I can before he leaves, but I’m not prepared to admit it quite yet. “You’re right, we did spend a lovely afternoon yesterday.”
“You’re brutal. It was more than lovely, and you know it.”
“Listen, we met each other a few days ago and now you’re leaving to the other side of the planet. There are many beautiful Asian women to sample.” I let my words linger, surprised it actually bothers me to think he’d forget me so quickly.
“I’ve sampled them before and they’re not my type. They’re too petite and their body structure is too frail for my liking. Not to mention none of them have your fine ass or round boobs.”
“I’m starving. Why don’t we get up and have breakfast?” I say, sliding my body away from his, ready to get out of bed.
“Wait. You’re leaving this conversation?”
“I’m simply hungry. I want to get up, get dressed and hunt for food.” 
This is becoming too personal.
“I can’t believe you’re dismissing me like this.”
“I’m not. There’s nothing to discuss, Nikolaj. We met not long ago and you’re leaving for two weeks on a business trip. You’re a very desirable, eligible and extremely wealthy bachelor. I’m not a fool. I might have been born in the morning, but I wasn’t born yesterday morning. Temptation is a hard thing for people like us to resist.”
“What are you saying, Ciara?” He grabs my wrist to prevent me from getting up.
“I’m saying we don’t owe each other anything more than the few days we’ve spent together. You’re a grown man and what you do in Asia shouldn’t be my concern.”
“Is that so?”
“Of course. What else is there?”
“There’s a lot more. You’re too afraid to admit it,” he says as he sensually trails his finger up my arm. “What I know is it takes a certain type of woman to make me want more. Everything about you is mind-blowing and I’d love to be able to spend more time with you when I return to Toronto.”
I stare at him, trying to size him up and determine if he’s just talking because he likes the way I sucked his dick or if he really wants to get to know me more. “I think I’m going to get up now.”
“That’s all you have to say?”
I get up to avoid catching his gaze. I don’t want him to see he’s had an effect on me. It’s silly to be troubled this way by his words after knowing him for only a couple of days. And since I know how men can be more committed to their goals than anything else, I really don’t want to get caught in any sort of messy emotional drama with this guy.
His phone rings and breaks the tension. We both look at the phone as if it has a logical answer to this broken discussion.
“You’re not going to take the call?”
“No. I’m not.”
We both lock eyes, but what I read in his forces me to look away.
I’ve had plenty of practice with casual relationships, why am I allowing him to affect me like this?
His phone rings again.
“I think someone is trying to reach you. You might want to check. It could be important.”
“Wouldn’t that be a convenient distraction for you, Ciara?”
He reluctantly gets up and walks to his phone. What an insane sculptured body.
“Pardon me. I really have to take this, it’s about my trip to Asia. I want to make sure there’s nothing last-minute I need to know about. We’re talking about months of negotiations and the smallest elements could swing things in our favor.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll go in the next room, grab my overnight bag and I’ll get dressed.”
“Thanks for understanding. I’ll only be a few minutes. When I’m done, we’ll get some food. I don’t have to leave for the airport for another couple of hours.”
I run to the room next door and I only exhale once I close the door behind me. I lean against a wall with my eyes closed, replaying the conversation in my head.
How can two days of unbridled sexual pleasure turn into this?
Do I really want to say goodbye to him at the airport not knowing where this is going? I never have any problems walking away from the guys I’m with. I keep it simple and keep it to sex. No feelings. No commitments. No broken hearts. 
This foreigner lives temporarily in Canada. I can barely manage men in Manhattan. I must be delusional or something. This guy is only going to mess me up.
I can handle one-night stands and I can even handle seeing the guy a few times, but being with Nikolaj feels too comfortable, too easy and too good. He’s stirred something inside me and I don’t know if I can handle him.
What am I doing? I need to get out of here right now or else
I’m going to get hurt.
I text a cab to pick me up. I can still hear him in heated discussions about his pending business trip. When I get a message back saying a driver will arrive in five minutes, I grab my stuff and escape down the stairs. 
Why is my heart beating so hard? He’s only a guy I met a few days ago. I don’t know anything about him.
I only allow myself to breathe once I close the door to the cab.
I’m not running away, I’m simply protecting myself.
When I’m halfway from his house I text him.
 
Nikolaj, goodbyes are so dreadful. I figured you had a lot to take care of and you didn’t need me in the way. 
 
-----
 
I was looking for you all over the house. I thought you might have been on the deck, but after twenty minutes of searching, I realized you ran away from me.
 
-----
 
Since you seemed so busy with your phone call and your upcoming trip, I thought it would be best if I saw myself out.
 
-----
 
You left in a hurry because I was on a business call? Or because you refuse to admit these past few days were more than just about sex?
 
-----
 
You’re making way too much out of this.
 
-----
 
 
If you think I’m going to take the fact you ran away from me as a deterrent to pursuing you, you’re dead wrong. 
 
-----
 
Listen, we had a great weekend and the sex was off the charts, let’s not make more of it. Goodbye, Nikolaj.
 
I hang up and stare at my phone for several minutes before tucking it away in my handbag. I turn my head to admire the scenery in an attempt to ignore the question consuming me as the cab rushes down a main artery.
What’s wrong with me? I know the drill—make me come and I’ll return the favor. End of story. I’ve perfected the formula… so why do I feel like I want more with this guy?
 
 



******************************
Get Your FREE SECRET Chapters!
 
Thank you for downloading this 
romance e-book! 
 
I’d love for you to lose yourself in more 
sultriness, sexiness and steamy passion! 
 
When you sign-up today, I’ll send you the following Secret Chapter for Book 1 of this series:
 
Ciara’s sexy weekend away with the Count: 
You’ll discover if a royal title equates to a royal fuck ;-)
 
*** PASSWORD FOR Secret Chapter Book 1:
Ciara-Ludvig
 
Note: the password is case sensitive!
 
Sign-up TODAY!
 
www.RomanceBooksRock.com
 
***If you’ve already signed-up to my list from previous books, you can visit the same page to download 
the Secret Chapters for this series***
 
***************************
 



 
 
 
BOOK 2—THE SEDUCTION FACTOR
 
The Billionaire’s Desire
 

 
 



BOOK 2—THE BILLIONAIRE’S DESIRE
Chapter One
I didn’t think I was ever going to make it to work this morning. I had to muster up all the will power I possess to get dressed and cram my exhausted body at the back of a New York city cab instead of emailing my team to let them know I was going to work from home. 
I look like crap. Not even Yves Saint Laurent makeup can help this face. 
I cannot believe how tired I look. The fluorescent elevator lights accentuate the bags under my eyes.
I refuse to admit I’ve not been able to sleep since leaving Nikolaj’s place. I’ve been avoiding his text messages and his phone calls because I think it’s best if we leave things as they should be—two unattached people who met in a foreign city and enjoyed each other for a few days. End of story.
Get it together. This is going to be a brutal day.
I stand in front of my Manhattan office with a hand on the door handle wondering how I’ll survive this day. I give myself a quick pep talk before opening the heavy glass door. The minute I step inside my office, my receptionist turns my way and gives me a beaming smile.
“Good morning, Ciara. You look fabulous as always.”
“Good morning, Jody. How were things while I was away?” 
“Everything was smooth as usual, but since the team that accompanied you to Toronto arrived yesterday, it’s been crazy. I much prefer being busy over bored,” she says before picking up a new incoming call.
“I’m going to my office,” I mouth.
Suddenly, I hear my name and pay more attention as I keep on walking. “Ms. Herrera is not in yet, but I can surely leave her another message that you’ve called, sir. Yes, I promise I will communicate you really want to get in touch with her.”
I stop dead in my tracks. 
Why would the receptionist say I’m not in yet when I’m standing in front of her? She doesn’t know about Nikolaj, so she can’t be screening his calls.
“What was that about, Jody?”
“This Spanish guy has called so many times since you’ve been away and he’s camped here for a few days. I have a feeling it’s a big European contract, but Meghan will brief you on things.”
“This I need to hear. Please ask Meghan to come to my office in thirty minutes so I can find out more about this mystery man,” I say, opening the door to my office.
“Oh, Ciara…”
“What happened to my office?” I look at Jody in shock.
“You’ve never been so popular! About twenty minutes ago an army of delivery people showed up with all of these beautiful flowers. I’m not sure who your secret admirer is, but you’ve obviously made quite the impression on him,” Jody says in a chipper tone. 
“Oh my God, they are so beautiful.” I have a suspicion who might be desperately trying to get my attention.
“They are gorgeous, but wait until you smell them. I’ve never smelled anything more fragrant in my life. Enjoy the flowers!”
I close my office door and admire the wall of white flowers with a little touch of yellow. 
Is Nikolaj responsible for this?
A tiny gold box lies on the table in my office and I walk over to pick it up. I undo the black bow and lift the lid. 
A note!
 
Dearest Ciara,
 
I may be gone for two weeks, but I’m determined to invade your space to make sure you don’t have time to forget me. I haven’t been able to stop thinking of your beauty and I hope these flowers reflect how much I long to see you again. I’ve selected these plumerias because their scent reminds me of the sweet smell of your silky skin. Perhaps I’ve now caught your attention and you’ll finally return my calls and my text messages. 
 
Nikolaj
 
God, he’s a persistent one. I guess ignoring him for the past seventy-two hours hasn’t been a big enough clue.
Nikolaj has been texting and calling me since I left his place after a weekend of torrid sex. He thinks he said something to offend me and he’s apologized a million times, but that’s not it. He was demanding things of me I couldn’t give. I don’t get close to the men I sleep with and I don’t allow them to get to know me. I mean, what’s the point? Men always end up breaking your heart. 
I never thought I would recover from Luke Elliot Rutherford, but when I did, I promised myself to date like a man—all sex, no commitments. I don’t allow myself to even like a guy, because it’s a sure descent into hell. 
It’s been so easy for me to stick to my dating rules and treat men like commodities for my pleasure, but there’s something different about this guy…
I didn’t run away. I prefer not to deal with unnecessary shit. Whatever.
I toss the card on the table and walk to my desk, determined to make this morning as productive as I possibly can. I open my MacBook Pro laptop computer and dive into my emails, pretending the bouquets don’t distract me.
Focus. Don’t let him affect you.
I open a series of emails and try to get to work. I see the words, but my mind is so preoccupied it’s impossible for me to make sense of anything. 
Get over it. It was simply another weekend of debauchery with a sexy guy you don’t have to see ever again. 
I get up and walk to the table to grab a pile of décor magazines, hoping the pretty photos will distract me. I leaf through the pages of the glossy industry bibles, but I’m unable to forget Nikolaj.  
Damn him. These are magnificent flowers and they smell divine.
I refuse to admit it, but secretly, I’m touched by this attention and by the fact he’s unwilling to give up. 
I grab my phone and call my receptionist.
“Jody, on second thought, please ask Meghan to come to my office in an hour. I need extra time to sort a few things.”
“No problem. I’ll buzz her right now, she’s in a meeting with a new vendor in the boardroom.”
“Thank you. I appreciate you letting her know.”
I look at my Ballon Bleu Cartier watch to make sure it’s not too late to call Tokyo.
It must be ten-thirty at night there since it’s nine-thirty in the morning here. I’m sure it’s not too late to get in touch with him.
I grab my iPhone and text him.
 
Can we chat? Are you busy?
 
He responds immediately.
 
I guess you received the flowers if you’re the one initiating a text message. ;-)
 
-----
 
You’re funny. Yes, I did get the flowers. They are lovely. Thank you. I’m touched.
 
-----
 
It’s my pleasure. Plumerias are beautiful, but nothing can match you as far as I’m concerned. Let me call you now. I’m dying to hear your voice.
 
My phone rings and I answer immediately. 
“How are you, Nikolaj?”
“Much better now that you’re talking to me again.”
“Seriously, you’ve outdone yourself with these flowers.”
“I needed to convince you those days we spent together in Toronto were more than just sex. You didn’t have to run away, you know. We could have talked about it. I can’t tell you how bloody frustrated I am by the fact you’ve been ignoring my attempts to get in touch with you.”
“I’m not good with talking, Nikolaj. The types of relationships I usually have don’t require much.”
“Neither do mine, but you’re an eloquent woman, Ciara. That was more than you not being uncomfortable with talking, but I’m not going to pressure you more because I’m so thrilled we’re on speaking terms again.”
How can I tell him I’ve been running away from every relationship I’ve been in for the past seven years since Luke dumped me and broke my heart in a million pieces?
It suddenly hits me. “Wait a minute, how did you know where to send the flowers?”
“It took you a while,” he chuckles. “I asked my assistant to look up Ciara Herrara, New York City, lighting designer. Since I knew you were leaving Toronto on Monday, she was able to call your office yesterday to confirm we had the right person.”
“Clever. Did you also ask your assistant to write the little note?”
“No. I wrote it myself. It’s personal. It’s between you and I. I emailed the florist the message I wanted to include and my assistant took care of sending the flowers to you. I would have delivered them myself, but I thought it might be a bit outrageous to fuel a plane to deliver flowers.”
“You’re so sweet, and I agree, the plane thing might have been much,” I say, amused.
“I’m glad you like the little token of my affection, but I’m sure men have showered you with more opulent gifts than flowers.”
“It’s not about how much the gift cost. It’s about the attention. You could have sent roses like any other guy, but you picked a rare flower. They smell like heaven. You could have asked your assistant to send a canned note, but you took the time to write it personally.”
“I love giving meaningful gifts.” 
“How’s Japan?” I change the subject before it gets too personal.
“Tokyo is an amazing city. This is not my first time here, but every time I return, I’m always amazed how orderly this city is.”
“I haven’t been yet to Tokyo, but I’ve heard it’s an incredible city. On the other hand, I’ve been to Hong Kong many times and I’ve also been to Nepal a few times.”
“You must come to Tokyo. For a designer like you, it’s an oasis of creative ideas. You’ve been to Nepal? Did you like it?”
“I didn’t expect I would, but I fell in love with the country and the people.”
“I feel the same way. It’s a magical place and I always come back so grounded.”
“Same here. The vibe transforms me.”
“Look at that. Another thing we have in common.”
He’s incorrigible.
“How’s business? I’m facing a brutal week.” 
“I’m getting myself ready for a marathon of meetings, which makes this conversation so much more meaningful to me,” he says in a low voice. 
“Oh.” His comment takes me by surprise.
“Ciara, we can keep talking about banalities like business and Tokyo or I can tell you how much I’ve missed you. Don’t tell me you texted me just because you have good manners. At least be honest enough to admit you’ve been thinking about me.”
“Okay, you’re right. I am happy to hear your voice.”
“Was that an admission?” I can hear the mockery in his voice.
“Partially.” God, my heart is beating so fast right now. I can deal with raunchy phone sex even at this early time of the day, but this intimate conversation is new to me.
“When are you coming back to Toronto?”
“We… I mean…”
Why am I so nervous?
“You might want to try that again, love,” he says, amused.
“The entire team needs to be back in Toronto to start the Toronto
Bishop hotel job in about two and a half weeks.”
“I didn’t ask about your team’s itinerary, Ciara,” he says in a deep smoky voice that raises my temperature. “I asked when you were coming back, sweetness.” His voice is so sensual. “Are you still there or have I lost you again?”
“I’ll be in Toronto a few days after you arrive back from the Far East.”
“I much prefer your second answer. Can I see you again when you get back to the city?”
Jesus, it’s as if I’m in a steam room here. My body is overheating and my throat is so dry. I want to believe Nikolaj is another random guy happy that I made him come like no one before me, but this conversation is too heavy.
“Nikolaj, you do realize you’re a foreigner living temporarily in another country?”
“I own a private jet. I can fly wherever and whenever I want. You’re going to have to find a better excuse. You’ll be in Toronto for the next few months doing work for this client of yours and when you’re back in New York, I can fly in or I can send over the jet to fly you to Toronto. I want to see you again and if you weren’t so stubborn, you’d come out and admit you feel the same way I do.” 
“Stubborn?”
“What else would you call it?” His question silences me. “Ciara, the ball’s in your court. You already know how I feel.” 
“It sounds complicated. I like things simple.”
“It’s only going to be complicated if we make it that way.”
“God. Nikolaj…” I’m torn.  
“Listen, if you don’t want to see me again, I’ll accept defeat, but I want to hear the words come out of your mouth.” I’d be lying if I told him I didn’t want to see him again. “Can I see you again when you get back to Toronto?”
“I’d like to see you again.”
“You’ve made me a very happy man. I have to run now, sweetness. I’ll talk to you tomorrow?”
“Yeah, talk to you tomorrow.”
I sit, staring at my iPhone, still unable to believe I said those words aloud and meant them.
I need to talk to someone about all of this before I lose my mind.
I need a woman’s opinion on this and it can’t be my sister’s. Sofia is an eternal romantic who will have a heart attack when I tell her I spent two full nights nestled in Nikolaj’s arms. She’ll most likely weep at the fact that I’m ‘changing my ways.’ I know she loves me deeply and I know she wants what’s best for me, but she keeps forgetting how different we are. Nah, I need the opinion of my fiery, edgy blonde friend who doesn’t allow men to rule her world. 
I need to text Harley.
 
Harl, I’m back in town. I have so much to tell you. Let’s have drinks tonight.
 
I hear back from her immediately.
 
Honey, you’re back. I cannot wait to see my favorite Amazonian beauty again. What time?
 
-----
 
What about seven-thirty at Ava Lounge on the rooftop of the Dream Hotel?
 
-----
 
You’re on! Perfect location on this beautiful day. I’ll see you tonight. I also have a lot of new stuff to share.
 
-----
 
Okay, I’ll catch you later. 
 
-----
 
See you. God knows I could use a martini right now, and it’s only ten-thirty in the morning.
 
-----
 
I hear you, Harl. 
 
* * *
 
“Knock, knock. Ciara, can I come in?”
I’m still looking at my phone when my assistant Meghan pops her blonde bob around my door at the same time as she’s knocking to come in. “Of course.”
“How was the weekend in Toronto?”
“It’s been great,” I answer fighting off a smile. “So it seems a lot has happened during my absence.”
“Indeed, but nothing as exciting as you getting these beautiful flowers. There must be at least twenty-five bouquets in this room. Someone is trying hard to catch your attention.”
“Yes and it worked,” I say, winking at her. 
“I don’t know of any woman who is unmoved by flowers.”
“You’re right. So please do share. Who is this Spanish guy who has been calling the office and camping at the reception area?”
“Oh, yeah, the guy who won’t take no for an answer.” Meghan rolls her eyes. “This guy, James Echev, is a businessman from Barcelona and he wants to talk about creative ideas. He said he saw a feature in the British papers earlier this year and he’d love to connect. I didn’t know the firm had been featured in the British papers.”
Oh, God, this Royal scandal will never go away.
“Well, it was a small feature. Nothing impressive,” I lie.
“The piece must have made quite the impression on James because he’s called every single day while you were in Toronto and he came to the office and camped in the reception area for days. It was almost as if he was hoping we were lying about your whereabouts. I think we would have called the NYPD, but James is very handsome. Both Jody and I loved looking at him and he’s charming. Those European men are so different.”
Tell me about it. “So what does he look like? What made you and Jody lose it?” I mock. This guy must have been pretty hot to seduce two of my employees while he was camping at my office.
“I think the man is in his late fifties or early sixties, but he’s the spitting image of Jesse Williams, who played Dr. Jackson Avery on Grey’s Anatomy. James is very tall, I’d say six three, and elegant. He speaks with a Spanish accent. I believe he’s mixed—he must have one parent who is white and the other black—and he’s light-skinned with the most beautiful blue eyes I’ve ever seen in my life. I swear, every time I had to explain to him you were still on a business trip, I’d lose myself in his eyes.”
“Wow. I was never a fan of the medical show, but from your description, James sounds handsome.”
“You have no idea! In any case, his good looks are the only reason we allowed him to come to the office as many times as we did.”
“So he wants to talk design ideas? Will he be back in New York soon?”
“No, he left last Thursday. He wants to fly you to Barcelona so you can help him shape his creative vision.”
“Barcelona? He’s sweetened the pot for me. I love that city.”
“Yes, he’s asked for you to fly in for four days. He said he’d pay for your entire trip—first class, of course. The guy looked so eager, I think he’s a high roller with a lot of money to burn.”
I’m surely attracting a lot of rich and handsome European men lately.
“I doubt I can fly out this week since there’s so much to do before we go back to Toronto in seventeen days, but maybe I have time on my schedule next week. Can you ask him if that works for him? I don’t want him to wait too long, because this could be a great opportunity for the firm, but I have to take care of a few urgent things over the next few days.”
“I’ll get on it immediately. Will you be flying out with any of the designers?”
“Great question, but since we don’t know if this James guy is legit or not, I’ll go check him out first. I don’t want to invest anyone’s time on this since everyone will be super busy with the Toronto project.”
“I got it. Let me get back to James and you can debrief me on what else I need to take care of in the coming days.”
“Thank you, Meghan, you’re the best.”
“Oh, one more thing. I can’t find any James Echev on Google. I even tried searching on Google Spain, but his name didn’t come up and to be honest, my Spanish is so bad I wouldn’t be able to understand anything.”
“I can do a quick search later. If he’s from Spain, maybe James is not his real name. Maybe he uses that name to make it easier for gringos like you to remember,” I say, teasing her.
“Point taken. I really should improve on my language skills. All right, I’m going to let you get on with your day.”
“I’ll see you later, Meghan.”
 
* * *
 
I’ve been sitting at Ava Lounge for thirty minutes sipping on my second lychee martini. I couldn’t handle my first day back and I left work early, ran home, jumped into a sultry skin-tight outfit, slipped into a pair of fuck-me heels and grabbed a cab to meet Harley. This is New York City and I never know when I’m going to meet a new lover, so I always dress to seduce.
Do I get to meet new men if I’m willing to see Nikolaj again?
It was so much easier when I stuck to my dating rules. I didn’t have to ask myself these types of silly questions. I hope Harley can help bring out the old Ciara.
I should text her to let her know I’ll be at the bar.
 
Honey, I’ll be the tall one with the big hair at the bar. I’m wearing a fierce new pair of four-inch Louboutin heels I bought a couple weeks ago and I’m so ready for this night. Get yourself here a.s.a.p., babe.
 
-----
 
Girl, I’ve got to step up my game since you’re already so much taller than I am. I’m going to get this cab to turn around so I can go back home and change shoes. I need to slip in a pair of five-inch heels and even then I’ll still look short next to you.
 
-----
 
Harley, you’re the sexiest blonde I know in New York City. You look good in anything you wear. I’m sure you’re going to leave every man here begging.
 
-----
 
Keep sweet talking and I might give up men for you.
 
-----
 
 
Whatever ;-) You love cock too much. When are you going to get here?
 
-----
 
I’m close. I’ll be there in ten minutes.
 
-----
 
Hurry. I’ve already polished off two martinis.
 
It was impossible to get any work done with Nikolaj’s words still ringing in my head. Everywhere I turned, there were beautiful little reminders of him in my office. He’s done a great job at invading my space.
What have I gotten myself into by agreeing to see a guy I casually fucked?
Any night is a fun night at Ava Lounge, but tonight there’s something in the air. Maybe it’s the determination with which most New Yorkers are intent on soaking up every last ray of this late-summer sun. Or could it be because the most fashionable people in the city are crammed on this rooftop to admire the stunning view?
This place is like being fourteen floors closer to heaven.
Suddenly a voice to my right speaks.
“What an incredible night.”
I turn my body on the stool to look at the eager face and I take him in from head to toe, stopping at his worn shoes before meeting his close-set eyes. “Yes, early September is quite magical in New York.” I hope he’s not going to try to pick me up.
“I’m sorry, but can I buy you a drink?”
Here we go.
“Thanks, but I’m good for now.”
“I’m sorry for being so bold, but you’re so beautiful. I mean, you’re a vision. I’m sure you must get compliments all the time.”
“I’m flattered.”
“There are some goddesses living in New York City, but you really set the bar high.”
“Oh, my, stop it, you’re going to make me blush,” I lie.
Not my type.
“I’m sorry, you’ve disarmed me so much I’ve forgotten my manners. My name is Steven Hoffman,” he says, extending his hand. “May I sit down?”
God, this is déjà vu.
The only difference is this time the interlocutor is not a sexy six-foot-three Danish hunk with a nine-inch cock. Steven is five seven at the most, terribly out of shape, dressed in an ill-fitted suit and he’s holding on for dear life to the last few strands of hair on his head. He’s not handsome or even charming, but he does have guts. 
“Steven, I’m waiting for someone.”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”
Do I really want to tell him my real name? This guy doesn’t stand a chance. “Steven, I’m sure you’re a great guy but…”
A sultry voice comes from behind Steven. “Are you hitting on my girlfriend?”
We both turn to face Harley.
“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you…” Steven stops in mid-sentence with a confused look on his face.
“You didn’t realize my girl here isn’t into cocks.”
“Pardon me?” 
I can’t tell if Steven looks offended, hurt or turned on.
“Listen, I don’t know who you are, but I get pretty pissed off when men think they can hit on my girl because she’s smoking hot and she has a body to die for.” Harley is staring at me with a devilish glee and I recognize that look. She’s in the mood to play.
This is so entertaining and I don’t even have to say a word.
Steven opens his mouth, but he’s too stunned by the news to speak.
“So you see a single woman at a bar and you think you can come up and annoy her?” Harley is standing next to me giving the performance of her life.
“I wasn’t annoying her. I was making conversation. I didn’t know she was with someone.”
“I saw you trying to sit on this stool,” she says, caressing my cheek the way a lover would. 
“I asked politely before sitting down.” He jumps to his feet and takes a few steps back.
“Baby, was this man hitting on you?”
I clear my voice in attempt to avoid laughing aloud. “Well, Steven here was trying to get quite friendly and I tried a few times to let him know I was waiting for someone, but…” I pretend to be helpless.
“Your name is Steven?” She gets close to him and shakes a manicured finger at him as she grinds her neck like a reality TV diva.
“Yes. Listen, I’m sorry. I misunderstood things.”
“Damn right you did.”
Oh, she’s good.
“Baby, this bad man didn’t offend you, I hope,” she says, turning to me. Her green eyes sparkle with pleasure when I muffle a laugh. “Men. They think we all yearn for them. Ninety-eight percent of them couldn’t find a clitoris with a road map. Can you make a woman come with your tongue, Steven?” She flashes him a wicked smile and he looks even more panicked than he did before.
“I, well…”
Poor Steven.
“Let me tell you something, Steven.” She walks back towards me and trails a finger down the middle of my chest while holding his gaze. “I have everything I need to satisfy my girl,” she says, pulling my hair back and kissing me on the lips. 
I grab the back of her head, open my mouth and meet her tongue. I can see from the corner of my eyes the shock on Steven’s face.
“Oh, baby, did you miss me?” Harley follows my cue as if she’s vying for an Oscar. “I love your luscious lips.”
“Which ones?” I ask with a devilish smile as I turn my head to face Steven.
“Oh, you’re a dirty one. I know what you’re craving and I’ll take care of you later tonight.”
“Promise?”
“You know it, baby.” Harley crushes my lips and kisses me passionately.
Damn, she’s good. She could make me believe we’re lovers.
Steven’s jaw drops open and he lowers his glasses in disbelief. “Oh, I made a big mistake. I’m sorry.” He turns on his heel.
We both laugh.
A voice interrupts our laughing fit. “Ladies, you’re cruel. You’ve traumatized that poor bastard for life. He’s never going to approach a single woman ever again fearing her lesbian lover will come chastise him.”
Justin, the drop-dead gorgeous bartender, had witnessed our mischievous act.
“I was simply playing along. Harley started it,” I say.
“Well, such fine acting deserves a reward. The next drink is on the house, ladies. Heck, let’s make it two drinks on the house. We’re talking epic performance here. I’m sure every man on this rooftop has a hard-on.”
“Thanks, Justin,” we both chime in.
“When you say every man, does it include you?” I ask, curling up my lips.
“Ciara, you know what effect you have on men, present company included.”
“We’d be willing to reenact the whole scene in private after your shift, Justin, but rumor has it you’re only into Asian chicks.”
God, Harley can be such a flirt.
“Harley, you’re the hottest blonde I know and I’ve imagined Ciara’s legs wrapped around my shoulders many nights, and that little performance has surely raised the bar for me, but I’ve recently started seeing this new girl and I want to give it a chance. For the record, I’m not only into Asian girls, I went through a period where I couldn’t get enough of them, but I’ve moved on. My current girlfriend is a sweet Brazilian.”
Justin Jamieson is a model by day and bartender by night. He’s the typical New York City story of the creative type determined to pursue his passion. We’ve been flirting for a very long time, but we’ve never taken it past second base. He nearly nailed me in the stock room at the end of his shift one night, but a drunken patron looking for his lost iPhone killed the mood. Harley and I have closed the bar many times and there were a few occasions where I thought we’d finally end up hooking up and going all the way, but there’s always been a distraction. This time she’s Brazilian. 
I’m too consumed by Nikolaj to even consider sleeping with Justin. 
“Yeah, Justin, we’re going to grab the empty table over there. Can you bring us some drinks and my favorite appetizers?”
“You’ve got it, Ciara. I’ll be there in a few minutes. Harley, it was great seeing you again. I’ll catch both of you at the end of my shift.”
“You know both Ciara and I would be open to inviting your girlfriend to be part of the fun. Think about it, Justin, a foursome could be a great way to end your work day.”
“Harley, stop that. I have to focus on serving drinks and the imagery you’ve so vividly planted in my head is going to make it hard,” he says, flashing a disarming smile.
“Come on, let’s go grab the table before someone else does,” I say, dragging Harley away from the bar.
“I know you want him, Ciara. I’m being a good friend and sweetening the pot.”
“Honey, I got back a few days ago, okay? I’ve barely been able to catch my breath. Getting Justin in bed is the furthest thing from my mind.”
“Yeah, but a foursome is more than sex with Justin,” she says, narrowing her green eyes.
My God, she’s worse than I am.
“You’re terrible. How can you play with Steven that way? I’m sure he had to run to the bathroom to relieve his hard-on.”
“The poor sucker must be jerking himself off right now reliving our girl-on-girl kiss. I’m sure that’s more action than he’s had in the past year. Heck, who are we kidding, this guy doesn’t look like he gets it on too often.”
“Harley, you could have played nice.”
“I saw him hitting on you when I got closer and I could see you were politely trying to get rid of him. I thought it would be fun to tease him a bit. You know, give him something to dream of when he’s tucked alone in his bed.”
“Did you have to do the fake-lesbian act?”
“Yeah, it works every time and you know it. It’s a big fantasy for most men and it’s not as if you and I haven’t had our fair share of ménages à trois.”
“That’s not the point, Harley,” I start before noticing the red marks on her jaw line. “Oh, let me wipe my lipstick off your face. You may be right, but we’ve never been together and you’ve never kissed me like that. What made you think I would play along?”
“Ciara, you’ve got the dirtiest mind I know of. Of course you were going to play along,” she says, planting another kiss on my lips.
“You’re impossible. Let me tell you, girlfriend, you’re an amazing kisser.”
“You’re not so bad yourself. Your tongue is soft and playful. No wonder men can’t forget you once they’ve had a taste of you.”
“We haven’t seen each other for so long. I was in Toronto and you were busy in Miami taking care of the floral arrangements for the biggest socialite wedding of the year down there.”
“Yeah, I’m happy to see you too. What can I say, it’s hard to be the one of the most sought-after floral designers in the country,” she says, winking at me. 
“I don’t know how you do weddings.”
“I hate them, but the family was willing to throw a lot of money my way to do the floral arrangements for their eldest daughter’s wedding. It was too good to pass up.”
“I hope it wasn’t too painful? Brides can be very demanding.”
“I make more than enough from working with celebrities, the most luxurious New York shops and the most prestigious hotels. I don’t want to deal with a bride on her wedding day. It’s way too much drama. That’s why I turned down three other offers at the wedding. This was a great opportunity for me because the father of the bride owns a fleet of high-end restaurants across the country and I want to be the one adding a touch of elegance to their business with my signature upscale bouquets. I figured if I did a spectacular job for his daughter, he’d be more inclined to meet to talk business.”
“I missed you,” I say as I hug her and kiss her cheek.
I’ve known Harley Mackenzie Lancaster for six years now. We met when we were dating two brothers who made a fortune in the downturn of the Miami real estate market. That was one of the most decadent years of my life. We spent weekends in the Hamptons, vacations in the Cayman Islands, carnivals in Venice and Rio, and ski holidays in the Alps in France. We became fast friends and when we dumped the brothers, we remained close. I don’t have too many friends I’m willing to open up to, but Harley gets me because we’re cut from the same cloth. 
She stands only five three, but her presence fills a room. Her sassy platinum-blonde buzz haircut accentuates her femininity and makes her that much more irresistible.
“You look incredible in that raspberry-colored dress and those white strappy sandals are killing me. You’re the only woman I know who can sport that platinum-blonde Halle Berry haircut and still look hot.”
“You weren’t kidding when you said you’d be sporting a pair of fuck-me heels. These black and white Louboutin shoes are stunning. I saw them the other day on a woman in a restaurant and I was drooling with envy. Even with your statuesque figure you manage to walk in those four-inch heels like you were born in them.”
“You know it’s impossible for me to resist a new pair of Christian Louboutin shoes, and these had my name written all over them,” I say, wiggling my foot.
“What I’d give to be as tall as you, Ciara.”
“It’s not everything it’s cracked up to be. Do you know how many stores I had to hit before finding a pair of these silver glitter jeans to fit these long legs and my round butt?”
“It was worth the shopping trip, because you should be arrested for looking this good. The blouse you’re wearing is dangerous. It’s so sheer, I nearly grabbed your nipples to scare Steven even more, but I thought I might be pushing it a bit.”
“I bought it exactly because it’s sheer. I love how men’s eyes pop out of their sockets when they realize they can see the color of my bra. It’s hilarious.”
“You’re right. There are plenty of fish in the sea. You even might make me forget all about my obsession with black men if we hook up with Justin or another sexy stud later tonight.”
“You’re just saying that, Harl. We both know it’s not going to happen any time soon—you love black cock way too much. Speaking of the devil, how are things with Jeremy?”
“Ah. I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Oh, no. What happened?”
“The bastard was double-dipping. I showed up unannounced at his place after a business trip from Dallas. I was so horny the entire way back home and I could only think of eating his dick. I couldn’t go home alone to masturbate; I needed more. I asked the cab driver to drop me off at his place hoping after he’d fucked me hard, I’d feel like a new woman.”
“Things didn’t quite turn out as you expected?”
“You can say that again,” Harley snarls. “He looked so shocked when he opened the door. I was so happy to see him and so blinded by lust it took me a few minutes to realize he was blocking the door way.”
“Oh, shit, I think I know where this story is heading.”
“Yeah. He tried to concoct a half-assed story when I asked to come in and then I heard her voice. This half-naked tall leggy redhead opened the door to see what was going on and that was when I realized he was fucking someone else.”
“She didn’t bother covering herself up?”
“Nope. Her giant tits were swinging freely and she was only wearing a tiny pair of panties. I was shocked beyond belief. She was so out there. I bet she was willing to do things to him I wouldn’t.”
“Her tits must have been full of silicon.”
“Thanks, Ci, but it doesn’t matter anymore. She knew how to use her massive melons to her advantage. I can still see the stupid smirk on her face. She looked victorious—like she knew she had Jeremy where she wanted him and I didn’t.”
Harley looks so hurt and it pains me to see her so affected by Jeremy’s insatiable sexual appetite, but he never promised her forever.
“Harley, I’m so sorry, honey, but you didn’t expect anything exclusive, since Jeremy warned you he wasn’t a one-woman man?”
“I guess not, but since we’d been seeing each other for four months, things seemed to be going so well and I thought maybe…” 
Harley smiles, feigning she’s okay, but I can tell Jeremy has gotten under her skin.
“Oh, well. His loss. The redheaded bitch should ask for her money back because her plastic surgeon botched her augmentation. For crying out loud, her nipples were looking at each other.”
“You’re evil.”
“Nah. I’m telling it like it is.”
“Well, you’re in luck. This is New York City and there are plenty of gorgeous black men living in the Big Apple.”
“You’re right. I bet you I’ll go home with one tonight.” Harley isn’t one to dwell on a past relationship for long. She’s already ready for her next victim. “Anyways, love is for pussies,” she cheers, lifting her glass.
“Amen, girlfriend,” I chime in as I high-five her.
“So what about you? Are you still seeing Dylan?”
“It’s going nowhere fast. When I left his place ten days ago in the middle of the night, I decided I was going to break it off with him when I got back.”
“Have you?”
“Well, I only got back yesterday late afternoon and I’ve had a million things to do since I arrived.”
“So, you haven’t called him and he still doesn’t know it’s officially over between the two of you?”
“I’m sure he knows, but he doesn’t want to face reality.”
“But you should still tell him, Ci.”
“Yeah, I will. I’ve already texted him and we’re meeting tomorrow.”
“Are you going to tell him at his place or yours?”
“Neither. I want to keep this as drama-free as possible, so I suggested we meet at Cafe Habana. Since he loves Cuban food, I hope a delicious Cubano sandwich will put him in a good mood and prepare him for the inevitable.”
“What? That place is tiny. Everyone in the eatery will hear you dump the poor man.”
“I’m not insensitive, Harley,” I say, smiling at her. “There’s nothing quite like eating in the park on a warm late-summer day, so I figured we can grab lunch there and we can sit in the park nearby and talk. I hope it will be easier on both of us because I can break up with him and we can both go on our merry ways. I know he won’t freak out in public.”
“What a great idea and he’ll be able to maintain his dignity.”
“I don’t want to crush him. I want out of this so-called relationship I started to prove my sister Sofia wrong.”
“I don’t understand what you mean?”
“She thinks I can’t handle a relationship for longer than a few months. But we can’t all be romantics like she is.” 
“Amen! How are Canadian men? Are there any black men in Canada?” 
“There are so many sexy black hunks up there. Canadian men are so hot, I thought I was going to have whiplash every time I stepped out of my hotel to venture in the streets. Girl, you’d lose your mind. I swear the two of us would cause a commotion that would leave Canadians talking for years to come.”
“You’re funny. So did you sample any of those Canadian hunks?”
“Nah, I was too busy fucking a delicious Danish billionaire.”
“Shut the fuck up. Only you can score such a heavy hitter,” she says as she puts her hand up for a high-five.
“Why do you think I wanted us to have drinks, Harl?”
“He’s so freaking good we needed to have drinks and talk about him?” she teases.
“It’s a bit more complicated than that.”
“Shit, did you say complicated? What’s going on with you? Remember, we keep things nice and simple. He fucks me, makes me come hard and I return the favor.” 
“Yeah, I know the drill, I’ve been perfecting it for a long time… and then I meet Nikolaj.”
“Nikolaj? His name screams sexy.”
“You don’t know the half of it. Harl, he’s scrumptious. He’s at least six-three, he has the bluest eyes, his messy dark hair makes him look like a bad boy, he’s so fit he makes Olympic athletes look like slackers and he’s an amazing lover. I can’t get enough of his nine-inch delight.”
“No way. Men like him walk the earth?”
“If I had to paint a more vivid picture for you, I’d say he has the body of American fitness model Jase Dean, the smoldering eyes of sexy Brazilian male supermodel Pedro Soltz and the voice of Australia’s gift to women—Chris Hemsworth. Nikolaj has this deep smoky intoxicating voice and his accent makes me instantly wet.”
“How the hell did you score a demigod on a business trip to a foreign country? And better yet, how can I get myself to Toronto to get me some?”
For the next hour I spill my guts about my steamy weekend in Toronto with Nikolaj in minute detail while we sip our martinis and munch on nachos. Harley eats up every word and I find myself aroused reliving our sexual interludes. 
“Oh my God, Ciara, I’m so turned on listening to your story. The sex sounds like it’s off the charts.”
“It’s as if it was a gift from above to make up for the past eighteen months of mediocre sex.” 
“He has it all—fast cars, money, good looks, a sexy accent and a cock that would make women lose their marbles.”
“I know what to expect when a guy just wants sex, I can deliver in spades, but this morning when I opened the door to my office, I realized I didn’t know how to deal with a guy I might like.”
“Jesus, did you say you might like this guy?” She looks at me in disbelief.
“I don’t know, Harley.” I’m unable to find the words to continue.
“Ciara, you are the most self-assured person I know and you’re using language I’ve never heard leave your lips before. What happened this morning? You didn’t finish your thought.”
“He sent me twenty-five bouquets of this fragrant white flower. When I texted him to thank him, he insisted on speaking to me to hear my voice. I was all prepared for an early-morning session of raunchy phone sex, but he wanted to know if he could see me again when he gets back from his trip to the Far East. He wouldn’t take no for an answer. Everything is different with him, Harley.”
“It’s obvious the two of you have a strong sexual connection and it seems he’s looking for more.”
“Yeah. It’s unsettling for me.”
“Hmmm, you’re talking to the wrong person. Why don’t you talk to your sister about this? She’s the romantic one. You and I believe in casual sex and she’s the one who’s been looking for her Prince Charming for all these years.”
“Yeah, and now she’s married to him.”
“Okay, let me take a stab at it. I’m not the best at this, but here’s my take on things.” Harley inhales, locks eyes with me and takes my hand in hers. “Ciara, both of you like uncomplicated relationships, right?”
“Yes.”
“Precisely. That might be how he liked things in the past because he’d never met a woman he wanted to know better. In your case, it’s different. I know you won’t allow any man to get as close as Luke did and I totally understand. You don’t want anyone to ever walk all over your heart like he did. God knows, I couldn’t deal with the turmoil after Nathan decided he wasn’t going to go against his mother’s wishes and broke off the wedding four months before we were supposed to walk down the aisle to marry a black woman… like his mama. They were assholes and we can’t hold all men on this planet responsible for the actions of these two idiots until the end of time.”
“Why not? It’s worked well for us until now.”
“Has it?”
“Men make us messy, Harley.”
“They do, sweetheart, but maybe this one is worth getting messy over. I almost believed I could have something solid with Jeremy and trust me, I was willing to go there with him. Don’t allow that dickhead Luke to rob you of seeing where things can go with Nikolaj. I’ve never heard you speak this way about any guy and maybe he’s worth knowing a bit more. Honey, Luke was a long time ago.”
In many ways, it still feels like yesterday. 
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Chapter Two
I can’t believe I drank so much. I look worse than I did yesterday morning. At this rate, I’m going to need to book a facial peel to perk up my skin.
I walk out of the elevator holding an extra-large cup of double-shot espresso latte, hoping the caffeine will boost my energy. Harley and I had way too much to drink last night. We got caught in my melodrama and her recent breakup and we lost track of time and martinis. I wobbled home at four o’clock in the morning and I couldn’t sleep a wink.
Damn him for consuming my thoughts.
When I arrive in front of the glass doors, I turn on my heel and push the door open with my butt trying to avoid burning myself with the piping hot coffee. When I turn around a cheerful receptionist greets me.
“Good morning, Ciara.”
“Good morning, Jody,” I smile as I head to my office.
“I think you’re going to enjoy the morning even more once you open the door to your office,” she chimes like a schoolgirl.
I turn around and look at her beaming smile. She looks so excited. She’s way too young to know what heartbreak feels like and she doesn’t know how men can screw with your head. “Oh, is there a surprise waiting for me inside?”
“Let’s just say you’ll need a bigger office soon at this rate,” she says, winking at me. 
What did he do now?
When I open the door, I’m greeted by a colorful assortment of flowers. These new bouquets are a perfect accent to the white flowers he sent yesterday. I look on my desk and see a small box.
 
Dear Ciara, 
 
From Sweden with love! By the time you read this, I should have sent you a text message.
 
Nikolaj
 
I run to the handbag I had dropped on the chair near the door and search for my phone. 
Why does this darn thing always end up at the very bottom of my handbag when I need it most?
I pull out my iPhone to read his message.
 
Since I’m far away, I have to text the message I wanted to accompany the flowers I sent you. This one is too intimate to share, love.
 
-----
 
What do you mean?
 
-----
 
Can I call you now and explain?
 
-----
 
Yes.
 
A few minutes later, my phone rings.
“The rest of this conversation will be a lot more pleasurable over the phone than via text.”
“I agree. I don’t understand your message.”
“I called my favorite florist in Sweden and asked her to send their most popular variety. It seems the Swedes love Gerberas… even the royals. I did a quick Google search and found out you have a penchant for blue-blooded Swedish men. Luckily for me, I can trace my noble ancestors. I hope my cock was as worthy as the Count’s.”
“Damn you.” 
“You can’t blame a man for having a little fun. This is way too juicy to ignore.”
This story is haunting me like a bad dream.
“This story is behind me now.”
“I’m thinking of getting these photos framed.”
“Do you time this?” How does he always manage to catch me at the right time? “I barely walked into my office and read your note that you texted me.”
“Call it royal intuition,” he mocks.
“I should have known you’d Google my name.”
“What did you expect?”
“I desperately want this story behind me.”
“Has it hurt your business or have men been banging down your door hoping to seduce you with fake tales of royal lineage?”
“Oh, you’re so funny. If you must know, most people in America were oblivious to the scandal, but our phones were ringing off the hook for months. I expanded overnight into the European market thanks to those scandalous photos.”
“Had I not met you in Toronto, and had I landed on these outrageous photos, I would have hired a jet and flown to New York to find you and beg you to redecorate our offices. Those are some pretty sexy poses. You seemed to be enjoying yourself on top of his royal cock. I particularly fancied the photo of you naked straddling the Count with your hands tied behind your back. That one was precious.”
“Oh, God, please don’t remind me,” I say, hiding my face in the palm of my hand. “I still don’t know who leaked the address of our hotel to the press. I’m still puzzled over who else might have known we were spending a weekend together in London.”
“I’m not a count, but if I had been able to convince a woman like you to spend a few days locked up in a hotel room, I would personally send the invitations to the British smut papers to make sure they had a front-row seat to the show. I’m sure the Count must have considered ratting you out for his own benefit. It’s not as if he’s had anything of substance in his life since his cousin has been sitting on the throne. An affair with a sizzling hot American will get you on the front page of the British papers fast, especially when you are linked to the monarchy.”
“I don’t know if he would have gone so far as to purposefully sabotage my reputation, but his cow of a sister despised me so much I wouldn’t put it past her to call the press to humiliate me.”
“If she’s the one behind this, it’s because she’s jealous she’ll never leave men begging for more.”
“You’re such a sweet talker.”
“Seeing those photos reminded me how much I missed you. Damn, I’m stuck here for another thirteen days. Can I convince you to fly here for a few days? I’ll send the jet.” 
“What a tempting offer, but this scandal is the gift that keeps on giving. There’s another potential client who saw these articles and he wants to fly me to Barcelona, all expenses paid, to help him shape his vision. I’m still not sure if it’s for a restaurant or a hotel, but my team assures me he’s a heavy hitter.”
“Barcelona? What an enchanting city. The nightlife there is dangerously addictive. You never want to go to bed. You want to stay up all night soaking up the food, wine and entertainment.”
“Yeah, I feel the same way and I’m looking forward to going back.”
“When will you be there and where will you be staying?”
“I was trying to postpone the trip to next week because I just got back to New York, but since my assistant couldn’t find a flight for another two weeks, I decided to take care of this client sooner rather than later. I’m leaving in two days and I have a suite at the Alma Barcelona Hotel.”
“Your potential client picked a great spot. I usually stay at the Mandarin Oriental, but I’ve had many meetings where you’ll be staying. How many days will you be there?”
“Why are you asking? Do you plan on invading my space there by sending me flowers?”
“Brilliant idea. I hadn’t thought about it, but since you brought it up…”
He has a wicked sense of humor that’s irresistible. “I was teasing you,” I say, secretly hoping he’ll continue sending me flowers.
“Hmmm, you know, just like the Far East, Barcelona can be full of temptation for people like us, Ciara.”
Is he turning my words against me?
“You’re right. So many men, so little time.” I’m not going to give him the satisfaction of knowing he’s been consuming my thoughts since I left his place on Sunday.
“I’m sure your Spanish client will fall head over heels for you.”
“I hope he falls hard enough to award the contract to my firm, but my assistant tells me he’s in his late fifties or early sixties. I don’t have anything against older men, but it would be creepy because my father is from the same generation.”
“Few men have issues sleeping with women far younger than their daughters.”
“Point taken, but it’s not for me.”
“So I have nothing to worry about unless you step outside of your hotel room and bump into younger Spaniards?” 
“Lucky for me, there are tons of young, hot and sexy men living in Barcelona.”
“True, but would a guy in his twenties know how to properly satisfy a woman like you?”
He’s doing it again. He’s implying there’s more to our weekend of sex and debauchery than there really was. I’m not about to tell him I’d turn down the entire FC Barcelona soccer league even if they knocked down my door wanting to fuck me. He has such a strong pull. I find it so hard to resist him. “You’re not going to stop, are you?”
“No, I’m determine to occupy your mind until I see you again. Now I have to work extra hard to make you oblivious to those dark and handsome Barcelonans.”
Fuck. He’s already doing a great job so far.
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Chapter Three
Two days later.
 
Nikolaj has been relentless. The first few days he called me at nine o’clock in the morning when I first got to the office to chat. By day three he was calling me at night as I was winding down for the evening. His text messages throughout the day were pretty suggestive, but nothing prepared me for our late-night conversations. His dirty mouth turned me on in Toronto, but that pales in comparison to his raunchy talk during phone sex. He made me come so hard I nearly lost my mind. He’s not only occupying my mind, he’s also taking over my body. 
I know I should be getting ready for my meeting with Mr. Echev by researching Spanish décor trends, since I’ll be landing in Barcelona in a few hours, but I can’t help but reread Nikolaj’s text messages.
I really should have deleted these, but they are too good.
 
I’ve had these indecent dreams about us. I slam your lean body over the hood of my Aston Martin and I fuck you deep under the stars near the beach. Your wet pussy clenches around my throbbing cock and you’re begging me to pound you harder and faster until I come hard and leave my mark all over your tits.
 
Oh, my, it’s really warm on this flight.
 
Christ, what I’d give to have you sit on my face right now as I make you come with my tongue while grabbing your round ass. Once I made you come, I’d fuck you until you begged for mercy. 
 
That one left me speechless, but that’s still nothing compared to some of the other things he wants to do to me.
 
Oh, baby, your sweet mouth fits so well around my nine-inch cock. I love standing over you, dominating you, while you’re down on your knees sucking my cock like a starved woman. Nothing gives me greater pleasure than to grab your hair with my fist and thrust, savage and fast, filling your sweet little mouth. I know you like it when I fuck your mouth rough and I know you can’t wait for me to spew my warm milk down your throat.
 
Jesus, I’m so wet and my clit is aching.
 
You’re as dirty as I am and I’m turned on even more.
 
Good God, I can’t take this anymore.
I shove my MacBook Air laptop I bring along with me when I travel and my iPhone in my purple Yves Saint Laurent bag and get out of my seat. Almost everyone is sleeping on the flight and I hope this will give me more time.
I head to the bathroom, lock the door behind me, place my bag on the hook and lower the seat.
Everything is better in first class, even the bathrooms.
I yank up my nude-colored pleated skirt, place my snakeskin peep-toe high-heeled shoe on the folded seat and push aside the nude-colored panties I bought in Italy. Lust overwhelms my body as I slide my finger inside my pussy to find my wetness. My pulse kicks as a rush of my own juices gushes between my thighs.
Ohhh.
Nikolaj made me come less than twelve hours ago during another session of steamy phone sex, but my body desperately needs relief.
My fingers slide against my clit, stroking over and over. I bite my lip, shivering from the electric shock that shoots through me.
I’ve never had to relieve myself during the middle of the day from thinking about a guy.
I stroke my index finger around my swollen, aching clit while I caress my breast with my other hand. I’m delirious with passion for this guy and I can’t believe what he’s making me do. 
“Ahhh.” I bite my lip to keep from moaning too loudly. I look at myself in the mirror. The desire in my eyes is unmistakable. I’d love nothing more than for him to be fucking me with his nine-inch cock right now, but I’ll have to be content with imagining his massive shaft pounding my wet pussy.
I’m so fucking turned on.
I squeeze my hard nipples and tilt my head back to take in the sweet pain. I stroke harder and harder, applying more pressure to my tight nub. 
Fuck, I want him so much.
I’m consumed by raw sexual voracity. I’m fucking myself with my fingers, but it’s not enough. I stroke harder and harder, completely taken over by my need to climax. I gyrate my hips in a circular motion as if I’m sitting on top of his hard dick to intensify the sensation. 
Goddammit.
I place my palm against my clit and slide my finger inside my pussy and I let out a deep low grunt.  
Oh, yes.
I rub furiously at my clit, imagining his fingers flicking my sweet spot before driving deep inside me as his tongue tortures me with pleasure.
I’m so close.
My pussy clenches around my finger, hot and dripping wet. I climax with an earth-shattering shudder, quivering hard enough to force me to hold the wall for balance. I bite my tongue to keep from screaming aloud, afraid the flight attendants will come running and bang down the door to find me in this state. 
I’m breathing so hard. I pull out my finger from my pussy to take stock of my orgasm. I slide my middle finger, glistening with my juices, between my lips and suck.
That was freaking incredible.
I lift my head and look at myself in the mirror. I’m completely undone. My hair is all over the place and my flushed cheeks are telltale signs I’ve been doing naughty things to myself twenty thousand feet high. 
His memory was enough to leave me like this. God, save me.
I struggle to pull myself together. I swipe the juices trailing down my legs, slip out of my soaking wet panties, wrap them in a paper towel and tuck them in one of the complimentary shower caps. 
There’s no way I can walk comfortably in these. It’s best to go commando.
I wash my hands before touching up my makeup, wiping off the mascara running down my face as the results of my naughty pleasure session. I pull my hair back in a tight chignon in an attempt to hide any signs of wrongdoing and I stride back to my seat as if nothing has happened.
I hope this trip away will help me think straight again. I can’t allow Nikolaj to make me lose my mind. I have a business to run, after all.
“This is your captain. Thank you for flying Air Iberia. The time is ten past seven in the evening and we’ll arrive in Barcelona in approximately twenty minutes. Enjoy your stay in our delightful city.” 
Even the captain speaks with a sexy Antonio Banderas accent.
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Chapter Four
There’s an unmistakable energy to this Spanish city you can’t find anywhere else. As I ride to the hotel at the back of the car Mr. Echev hired for me, I reminisce about the first time I came to Barcelona. My dad was working in Alaska and my older sister had spent the summer there with him. My mom decided to take advantage of the two of them being gone to enjoy a week of shopping in the cosmopolitan capital of Catalonia. I was sixteen at the time and excited at the idea of going back to school in September with a brand new European wardrobe. I knew my sister would be green with envy and I relished the idea that my mom had chosen me as her companion for this adventure. I remember she had said we would connect with one of her old friends while we were there. 
I don’t remember him at all, but I wonder if he still lives in Barcelona. 
My mom has always been a quiet person, but during those seven days she came alive. I barely recognized this new carefree and fun woman. She looked ten years younger and she couldn’t stop smiling. Her eyes were sparkling during the entire week.
I’ve teased her so many times growing up because she was always too serious, but during our stay in Barcelona, she was the one dragging me to new restaurants and parties organized by her friend. She allowed me to get away with things during that week that she would have grounded me for back home. Our little trip made us so much closer, but when we got back to New York and my father returned home, she went back to her old self. 
Seeing my mom come to life during our time away was a turning moment for me. Since then, I’ve considered Barcelona a happy city and I’ve come back many times throughout the years when I needed a pick-me-up. I’m sure this unexpected business trip will rejuvenate me after all my sleepless nights thinking of Nikolaj.
James Echev has impeccable taste if he’s willing to put me up at the Alma Barcelona Hotel.
The chauffeur rolls up in front of my five-star residence for the next four days and I still find it hard to believe the power of those indiscreet photos in the British tabloids. This potential client is a complete stranger who’s willing to put me up in one of the most luxurious hotels in the city to brainstorm on creative ideas. If he was trying to impress me with this opulence and the first-class flight, he’s succeeded. 
If this is a reflection of his renovation budget, this project will help me secure bigger clients in Barcelona.
James has not only selected a prestigious accommodation, he’s also picked a modern location tucked away in a peaceful area of the city center. 
As I get out of the car and follow the doorman, it hits me how exhausted I am. I had to get up at five am to make it to the airport on time for my seven am flight and my body is already fatigued.
Once the jetlag kicks in, I’ll be useless.
I enter the Alma Barcelona Hotel and my jaw drops. 
What a hotel. I can’t believe I’ve never stayed here before.
The décor is a modern and edgy palette of greys and chocolate browns. Had it not been executed this well, it could have come across as off-putting and cold, but this place has so much character and personality. When I enter my suite, I realize what my assistant meant by James Echev being a high-roller. This room is spacious, exquisitely decorated and the view is stunning. 
These flowers are amazing. The colors are so vivid and they smell like heaven.
I grab the little note sitting at the foot of the vase to discover who sent me this lovely bouquet.
Dearest Ms. Herrera,
 
I apologize for this late change of plans, but one of my patients was badly injured today in Dubai and I’ll have to perform an emergency operation tomorrow when we fly him back. Along with being a businessman, I’m first and foremost a sports doctor and I take care of the athletes of the Real Madrid football team. I believe in America you call the sport soccer. 
I know we were supposed to meet and discuss design ideas, but please forgive me for pushing our meeting date to the day after tomorrow. I hope you’ll enjoy the flowers I sent to make up for things. I’ve booked a table for you for tomorrow night at Moments restaurant located at the Mandarin Oriental Barcelona hotel. The food is outstanding and I have no doubt you’ll savor every bite. Of course, it goes without saying dinner is on me. 
The city is incredible at this time of the year and I hope you’ll take advantage of this delay to fully enjoy its charms. I look forward to meeting you soon. If two o’clock is still a good time, we can meet at my office. You’ll find below my signature my mobile. I’ll have a car pick you up at one-thirty. I wish you a relaxing evening and a fun day of discovery tomorrow.
 
Yours truly,
Dr. James Echev
614 856 798
 
He’s a doctor? This guy is becoming more and more intriguing.
I spent time on Google’s Spanish portal before leaving New York trying to find out more about Mr. Echev and like Meghan I ended up nowhere. I was worried this guy might be a fraud, but the first-class travel arrangements suggest otherwise. 
All my mixed feelings about the man melt like snow under the sun when I read he’s made reservations at the Mandarin Oriental. I’ve stayed at hotels in this luxurious chain in San Francisco, Geneva, London and Prague when I was seeing a wealthy Wall Street trader. To this day, I’ve never stayed in a more prestigious chain of hotels. 
I guess I’ll be able to discover Barcelona tomorrow and enjoy some down time.
 
 
 



BOOK 2—THE BILLIONAIRE’S DESIRE
Chapter Five
I wake up fully recharged and leap out of bed at seven-thirty in the morning ready to take on the day like an athlete. 
Last night I was so exhausted I decided to stay in. This room is like a little oasis and the deep bathtub was calling out my name. I soaked without a care in the world for thirty soothing minutes. I couldn’t be bothered with clothing, so I slipped into the comfortable hotel robe and ordered room service. 
I was so famished I nearly devoured my delicious dinner in one sitting, feasting on a superb dish of Dover sole à la meunière and ending with a heavenly homemade limoncello mousse cake. I grabbed my e-reader, hoping to leaf through a few more pages of a book I had downloaded before leaving New York, but I must have fallen asleep because I woke up with the device resting on my stomach.
Now I slide out of the shower and stand in front of the wardrobe where I meticulously hung my clothes last night, trying to pick the appropriate outfit for a day of sightseeing. 
Is someone knocking? 
I walk to my iPhone and lower the volume to Spanish superstar Alejandro Sanz’s latest smash hit and listen.
Yup, someone is at the door.
Gosh, I need to find a robe; I can’t open the door in my underwear. “I’ll be there in one minute,” I shout. God, they may not speak English. “Espere por favor un minuto. Yo voy a estar ahì.”
I open the door and I’m greeted by a smiling hotel employee standing in front of a cart overflowing with breakfast pastries, fresh juices, jam and coffee. 
“Good morning, Ms. Herrera. My name is Pablo and if you’ll allow me, I’d love to set this up in your room for your enjoyment.” 
He speaks English remarkably well, but I still detect his suave Spanish accent.
“Thank you, Pablo, but I think there’s a mistake.”
“Oh, Ms. Herrera, I can assure you, there is no mistake,” he says with a smile that lights up his face.
There’s enough food to feed an army here. “This looks delicious, Pablo, but I don’t remember ordering any breakfast. Not to mention there’s so much food here, I’d never be able to finish it on my own.”
“You are Ms. Ciara Herrera and this is your room number?” Pablo leans in to show me the restaurant order slip showing my name.
“Yes, I am, but…”
My phone rings. It might be Dr. Echev.
This was supposed to be a stress-free morning and it’s turning out to be more hectic than I’d like. “One second, please, Pablo, let me grab my phone in case it’s important.” 
“But of course, madam. I’ll wait.”
I gasp when I read the number flashing on the phone. Nikolaj?
“Good morning, Nikolaj.”
“Hey, how are you?”
He must have an internal clock. How can he possibly know when I’m free to talk? “I’m doing exceptionally well.”
“Did you have a good night’s sleep?”
“I slept like a baby.”
“Excellent. Have you already had breakfast?”
He must be psychic or something. “Nikolaj, how did you know I was even up?” I turn my back to the door and walk towards the window to keep the conversation private.
“Remember, I have royal intuition.”
“No, seriously, your timing is scary.”
“I know you’re up because I can see you.”
“You can see me?” I laugh aloud. “I know you think you have superpowers, but I doubt very much you can see me all the way from Tokyo.”
“You’re right. I can’t see you from Tokyo, love, but I can see you from the hallway. I’m standing right behind our friend Pablo who brought you the breakfast I ordered.”
My heart stops.
What? He’s here?
I slowly turn around towards the door, praying this is a prank.
Oh my God, it’s him.
I open my mouth to speak, but I’m unable to find my words. I can only stare at the gorgeous men standing behind Pablo. I blink a few times thinking I’ll wake up from this dream, but he’s still standing there and smiling at me.
“Hey, sweetness. I thought you’d like some company given you’re alone in a foreign city.”
I look at him, stunned. “I thought… I mean how…” 
“I love it when I leave you speechless,” Nikolaj says, casually entering the room. 
“I don’t understand. You were in Asia a few days ago when we last spoke.”
“You’re correct, love. When you told me you couldn’t spend time with me in Tokyo, I decided to board the jet and fly all night to be with you in Barcelona.”
“You flew all night?”
“Of course.”
We lock eyes and I’m so choked by his presence I’m unable to move.
Pablo coughs. “I’m sorry, sir, should I arrange the table?” 
The sexual tension between us is so strong, I’m sure Pablo’s senses are tingling as much as mine.
Nikolaj slowly unlocks his gaze from mine. “Pablo, where are my manners? I’m sure you must have a million things to do and here I am hogging your time. Yes, please do. I’m sure my friend here must be hungry.”
We both focus our attention on Pablo to avoid looking at each other.
“Thank you, Pablo, and here’s a little something for your trouble,” Nikolaj says, tipping the young man.
I haven’t been able to move from where I’ve been standing for the past five minutes, still unable to believe he’s really here.
Nikolaj locks up after Pablo, turns around and leans against the door, taking me in. His voracious gaze sends shivers of desire through my entire body. “I missed you.” 
I open my mouth to talk, but I stumble over my words. “You left Tokyo in the middle of your negotiations to fly here to see me?”
“Ciara, your kisses are like honey. I couldn’t fathom another day without tasting those full lips.”
I shake my head, unwilling to accept his sweet words.
“Why are you shaking your head?”
“Only you would do something this crazy.”
“It’s your fault, love. Your nectar is like a potion I can’t get enough of and if flying across the world for the past fifteen hours is the price I have to pay, so be it.” 
My God, this man has a way with words.
“You look beautiful in the morning, Ciara. I can’t tell you how happy I am to see you.”
“I’m happy to see you too.” The words escape me to my great surprise.
“Is that an admission?” he asks with a half-smile.
Oh, what the hell. I am thrilled he’s standing here. “Partially.”
He steps towards me and closes the gap between us before wrapping me in his arms. “I hope you’re not wearing anything under that,” he says, peeking under my robe.
“Had I known you were coming I wouldn’t have bothered slipping into this little number I bought in Italy.” I push myself away from him and take a few steps backwards before revealing a sheer white lace bra and a skimpy thong.
“Ouch. Your nipples are begging for my lips. I’m going to punish you for looking this good in that virginal white lingerie.” 
Jesus, he looks amazing. A few strands of hair flirt with his eyelashes and he brushes them away as he licks his lips. The man has style and he knows it. His dark grey suit fits him impeccably and offsets the white tailored shirt beautifully. 
Damn, those are some fine-looking shoes. They must be Italian or British.
I’m already so turned on I could drop to my knees to swallow him whole. He’s dangerously hot. “I wouldn’t mind if you wrapped your silk tie around my wrists.”
“Oh, baby, I can be as kinky as you like.”
“I’d be disappointed if you interrupted my breakfast and you didn’t make it worth my while,” I say, slipping the robe off and letting it pool at my feet.
“Damn, I’d love nothing more than to have those long legs of yours wrapped around my shoulders as I gorge on your pussy.”
“Hmmm, would you?”
“You act all cool and collected, but we both know your hot little pussy has been aching for days to clench my hard cock,” he says, grabbing the back of my neck and pulling me close to him.
Oh, crap, he’s talking dirty again. I don’t have a hope in hell of resisting him.
“Maybe,” I say nonchalantly, pretending his words aren’t making me wet. 
“Maybe? Where should I start?” His tongue brushes my lips and my nipples harden.
“Perhaps you’d like to take a cold shower to unwind after such a long trip,” I suggest mischievously.
“Or perhaps I should keep the promise I made the other night,” he says, flashing me a seductive look. 
Shit, he makes me melt inside. “Oh? Which one?” 
“You know, this virginal white bra is getting in the way,” he says his eyes dropping to my breast. “Let’s take it off so I can have free access to your tits.” Before I even answer, he’s already unhooked my bra forcing me out of it. “That’s much better,” he says squeezing by swollen boobs with both hands.  
Damn.
“You don’t remember?” He slides his hands down and cups my ass, forcing me to press against his hard cock. 
“I can’t say I do.”
Fuck, if he continues rubbing against me like this, I’ll come without much effort on his part.
“Why don’t I start by getting you to sit on my face so I can lick your clit until you come all over my face,” he whispers in my ear. Christ. He tilts his head back and catches my gaze. His electric blue eyes are eating me up. “I’m going to make you lose it so much you’ll have no other choice but to bend over, grab my cock and suck me dry,” he continues.
“A sixty-nine is so old-school.”
“Honey, I’m not talking about a sixty-nine. Your orgasm is going to be so strong, you won’t have any other choice but to suck my nine-inch cock for relief. You’ll suck me voraciously and you’ll make me come like an animal all over your face.” Good lord, this man’s mouth is a gift. “Is your pussy drenched yet?”
“Maybe,” I lie. 
“Let me check.” He parts my thong and shoves his fingers inside my wetness. I moan. “Oh, yeah, baby. I’ve made you wet. You’re not so calm and collected after all,” he says, licking my juices off his fingers. “Do you want me to make you come with my fingers, mouth or cock? Which do you want first?”
This guy is killing me. “I… I don’t know. I can’t think straight.”
“What if I start by fucking your ass? We haven’t tried anal sex yet. I think it would be so hot to leave my white milk all over your roundness. I want to make it worth your while.” He grins.
“Christ, Nikolaj, I can’t take this dirty talk any more. I’m so turned on my juices are trailing down my legs and my clit is aching to feel your tongue. Please, fuck me.”
“I love it when you beg, love.”
A victorious smile flashes across his face before he pulls my hair back and crushes my lips. He pulls me close, lifts me and carries me to the desk. He takes a step back and devours me with his eyes while undoing his tie. He strips out of his suit and slips out of his boxer briefs without ever leaving my gaze. 
I love watching him undress. He’s so fit he’d put Greek gods to shame. I take in his athletic physique and chiseled abs and stop at his massive erection. “Jesus, your cock is enormous.”
His hand strokes his jaw as I admire his massive cock. “You like?” He flashes his signature smile.
Damn, he’s so irresistible right now, it’s not even funny. “I’ll like it even more inside me.”
“I’ve been stiff as a board for days and no matter how many times I’ve jerked off, nothing compares to being inside your pussy,” he says as he strokes his shaft.
“Are you going to keep rubbing yourself or do you want me to help?”
He moves so quickly to bridge the space between us, I slide backwards on the desk. He stares down at me with hungry eyes before gripping my head and crashing his mouth against mine. He’s rough just like I like it.
“Fuck, I’ve missed your mouth, Nikolaj.”
“Is that all you’ve missed, love?” 
He parts my lips with his tongue before sucking my lips. The sweet pain sends shivers down my spine and fuels my hungry desire for him. He cups my breasts before pinching my nipples so hard I scream with pleasure.
“I missed sucking these gorgeous tits,” he says, wrapping his mouth around my nipple.
“Oh, yes.” I tilt my head back, tangling my hands into his thick hair as he bites my nipple harder. I wrap my legs around his waist, afraid I won’t have the strength to hold on. “I’ve… I’ve decided,” I pant.
He slowly lifts his head and meets my gaze. “You’ve decided what, love?”
“I want you to make me come with your mouth first.”
“Really? What if I’m not in the mood anymore?” he says playfully.
“Fuck, Nikolaj, I need to feel your tongue on my clit. I need you to make me come so hard I’ll think I’ve transcended into another world,” I beg.
“Are you losing control, Ciara?” He looks up at me with an amused grin. “You want it badly, don’t you?”
“Yes, I want you that much.” 
He smiles. “Spread them wide, darling.”
I obey, opening my legs as wide as I can. He drops in front of me and impatiently pulls off my panties before reaching for my wetness. When he grabs my clit and sucks hard, I lose it. 
“Jesus.” I groan and arch my back as his hands grip my inner thighs to prevent me from escaping. 
“Move and I stop.”
I stare down into his blue eyes. Damn, he’s serious.
He holds my gaze as he trails kisses on my inner thighs. “Don’t rush it, you know I’ll make you come. Enjoy the ride,” he says as he brushes his finger between my lips.
I relax and rest my head on the desk before closing my eyes, allowing him to take over my senses.
“Oh, Nikolaj.” I yank up my hips and move closer to his mouth as he strokes around my clit. I’m dying for him to pull me into his mouth and suck me hard until I lose my fucking mind. But he doesn’t. He makes me beg for it. 
I need to come.
I push his head aside and drop my hand to my sex. I place two fingers on my clit, ready to rub myself to climax, when he grabs my hand, forcing it back to the desk and locking it firmly in place. “What are you doing, Ciara?”
“Make me come. Stop torturing me,” I beg.
“I’ll decide when you’re ready to explode, baby,” he says before teasing me with his warm breath.
“Why are you doing this to me?”
“I don’t care to know how things worked with the other guys you’ve fucked before me, but your orgasms belong to me now. Are we clear?”
“Oh,” I say, surprised by this domineering side of him. We lock eyes until I nod in agreement.
“Good girl. Now let me go back to work.”
He licks me slow and steady in rhythmic caresses, toying with my clit and driving me insane.
I can caress myself to orgasm, but it’s never this freaking mind-blowing. “Fuck, I’m close, Nikolaj.”
He licks my clit quick and hard and I quiver. Then he wraps my clit with his mouth and I lose it.
“Shit, shit, shit,” I scream as I grip his head with my thighs.
He slowly pushes my thighs apart and stops.
“Oh my God, you’re stopping again. I’m so close,” I cry out.
“I know you’re close, baby. Your clit is pulsing against my tongue and it’s making my cock even harder. I want you to come so I can fuck your throbbing pussy hard.”
I stare at him with eyes half closed. His dirty mouth is something else. “Come on, Nikolaj, don’t make me beg more.” 
“I love seeing you like this,” he says with a grin. 
“Why are you enjoying tormenting me like this?”
“I’m making it worth your while, love.” 
He licks my clit and I pant as I lift my hips close to his mouth while I clamp my hand on the back of his head. He slides a finger inside my pussy while he slides a finger inside my ass and I come undone.
“Holy fuck, Nikolaj,” I scream out. Sucking harder and harder, he growls and I go off like a rocket, engulfed by the first wave of my climax ripping through me. My body quivers uncontrollably as the second wave of my orgasm hits me and I grip the edge of the desk and hold on with the last ounce of strength I still have left.  “Ohhh,” I whimper, closing my eyes.
I go limp. I’m spent. He fucking owns me.
“You see, it was worth waiting for,” he says, standing over me.
“You’re so evil. You made me beg for it and I came so hard I can’t remember my own name.”

“Sweetness, what good is it if you don’t lose all your senses?”
“It’s been such a long time, I had forgotten how good a man’s tongue could feel against my clit.”
“What do you mean?”
Shoot, I come hard and now I divulge stuff about my ex-lovers to this guy?
What’s wrong with me?
“Nothing,” I say, lowering my eyes.
“I doubt you’ve been celibate because the way you move in bed and the way you suck my cock suggests you’ve had some practice,” he says, winking at me.  
“I can’t tell if that’s a compliment or not.”
“You know I can’t get enough of you. Should I assume your past lovers, including the Count, might not have been able to measure up?” he mocks.
“Look at you. You’re so proud. You think you’re the Superman of sex.”
“No, seriously, Ciara. A woman like you shouldn’t accept bad lovers. Why would you ever settle for a man who cannot satisfy you fully? You deserve better, love.”
He’s definitely a whole lot better. “Let’s say I got dazzled by the royal title and thought it would translate into a royal cock. As for the guy I was seeing, it’s a long story. Let’s drop it, Nikolaj.” 
“We’re a great match, you and I,” he says, kissing my lips tenderly. What a contrast from a few minutes ago when he was crushing my mouth.
“Are we?”
“You know we are. I wouldn’t have bothered flying all the way here if we weren’t.”
“So you’re here purely for the sex?”
“Are you looking for a convenient way out?”
“I didn’t mean it in a bad way,” I say softly.
“I can pretty much have any woman I want. Heck, I can buy any sexy little thing my heart desires. There are plenty of women in Tokyo who have been throwing themselves at me, but you’re the only one who’s been consuming my thoughts.”
“Oh!”
“Oh, yeah, love. If I just wanted sex, I didn’t have to travel so far for it. I want more of you and I won’t take no for an answer because I know you’re dying to give yourself to me,” he says, trailing his fingers across my lips.
Am I so transparent?
“I’m not going to push, but you should know I’m here in Barcelona for the next four days to be with you.”
I’ve been showered with lavish gifts and men have flown me to extravagant resorts all over the world, but things are so different with Nikolaj. No other man has dropped everything in his life to be with me like this. “Seriously?”
“A few hours with you wouldn’t be enough. I want to sleep next to you tonight and I want to wake up with your crazy mane all over my face tomorrow morning.”
“Are you saying you were too cheap to book your own room so you’re going to crash here?” I say jokingly.
“Yeah, you can read me like a book.” He nibbles at my neck. 
“You don’t have any other ulterior motive for crashing in my room? Are you sure it’s not because I get to suck your cock whenever I want to for the next four days?” I slide my hand between us and wrap my fingers around his hardening shaft.
“Oh, baby, what a novel idea.”
“You know, it’s not fair I came and you didn’t.”
“Truly, you should be arrested for not paying enough attention to my needs.”
“Yeah, you could throw me in jail or you can push me down to my knees and demand I suck your cock right now,” I say, drinking him in greedily.
“Oh, yeah, I much prefer the latter.”
So do I.
I curl my hand around his neck, pulling him closer to me. His hands slip behind my back, forcing my body to meet his lean physique. I slide my tongue between his lips and he devours my mouth. He moves slowly, exploring the roundness of my ass with one hand as he caresses my breast with the other. Each touch becomes more pressing, more urgent as I stroke him harder and harder.
“God, you do that so well.”
I soften my stroke, squeeze him lightly and trail my tongue along his jaw and down his neck, following the natural demarcation on his chest. I taste the sweetness of his skin as I trace along his torso, down his V muscle, stopping right above his hard cock.
“Fuck, Ciara,” he grunts.
I look up into dangerously dark and seductive eyes begging me to suck him.
“Are you getting impatient?” I lock eyes with him and I’m so turned on. I can’t believe I’m wet again. Desire runs through my body at the intensity in his gaze and my clit throbs impatiently. “I want you to come inside my mouth. I want your warm milk running down my throat as I suck you dry.” 
His jaw tics in response. 
I drop to my knees and I bite my lips at the sight of his massive cock. “I think I’m going to enjoy this more than you will,” I say before kissing the base of his cock, my eyes still on his.
“Ciara,” he hisses. “Jesus Christ, you’re going to make me lose it.” He closes his eyes as my lips travel up and down the length of his cock and I know I have him exactly where I want him. 
Oh, yeah. I relish the small victory. I might have lost my composure a few minutes ago, but right here, right now, I’m in complete control of his pleasure in a way I haven’t been since I left Toronto, and I’m going to savor every single second Nikolaj is at my mercy.
I love how he responds to my mouth.
I wrap my fingers around the base of his shaft and I run my tongue up and down several times before teasing the end of his cock and licking away drops of his moisture. 
“Don’t stop, baby,” he says, clamping his hand behind my neck.
I enjoy his moans and I’m delighted to hear his heavy breathing. Two can play at this game. 
I take him whole into my mouth, sucking him harder and harder while I pump my fist up and down his shaft, massaging his balls with my free hand.
He growls, a deep primal sound that hardens my nipples. His hand fists my hair, controlling the rhythm as he pushes deeper inside my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. 
Oh, no, baby. I’m controlling this dance. I push his hands and pull my head away in a long, slow, hard suck.
“Fuck,” he lets out before screaming my name.
I look up and meet his heavy gaze. He bites his lips in an attempt to subdue the sweet sensations I’m inflicting upon him, but we both know I’m only getting started.
“I’m going to fucking punish you for sucking my cock so well.”
I take him in deeper and suck him faster, sliding up and down his cock as I move my head in small circular motions to heighten his pleasure. He grabs my hair, tightens his grip and tugs just enough to make my scalp sting. I gasp at the unexpected pain and wrap both hands firmly around his cock as I squeeze my lips tighter. I bob my head up and down without mercy. Milking him. Torturing him. Sucking all of him. His nine-inch cock is huge and yet it fits perfectly in my mouth. 
“Suck all of it, baby. I want you take all of my cock inside your warm mouth and I want to hit the back of your throat.” 
His words make my pussy clench. Fuck, I need to come again. I slide my hand between my wetness to relieve the tension between my legs.
“Don’t you dare touch yourself,” he commands.
I obey and instantly slide back my hand to his cock. I suck him hard and fast.
“I’m going to come.” He’s breathing heavily. The veins of his cock are throbbing uncontrollably and a bit of his nectar spurts into my mouth. I know he’s close. I steady my hands against his hips as I slowly pull my head from his shaft to meet his eyes. 
“Come hard for me, Nikolaj,” I murmur.
My lips close around him and he comes with savage force.
“Fuck, Ciara.” My name is a heavy, deep groan as he gushes at the back of my throat. I suck every last drop of him like a starved woman and I swallow him whole.
He pulls me up against his body and I place my hands on his pulsating chest. I ready myself for a rough and hungry kiss, but instead he softly brushes his lips against mine.  
“Oh, baby. You… you… fuck. You’re fucking amazing,” he whispers, cupping the back of my head. “I’d travel around the world and back for you to have you suck me like you just did. You’re so sexy on your knees submitting yourself to me. No man can resist you when you look up at him with your deep brown eyes with your full lips wrapped around his cock.”
“I aim to please.”
“And you do it extremely well.”
“I’m hungry now.”
“I’m famished as well. You’ve worked me so hard. Thank God I had the good sense to order a lot of food.”
“Oh, I forgot,” I say, looking past him at the table overflowing with delicious pastries.
“I’m afraid the coffee must be ice cold by now. Let me call room service and I’ll get us a few hot lattes, I’ll order some eggs and I’ll also ask them to bring up my suitcase.”
“Suitcase?” Oh, yeah, he arrived without any luggage. 
“Love, I can’t possibly walk around Barcelona butt naked.”
“Well, I wouldn’t complain.” I grin from ear to ear.  
“I bet you wouldn’t.”
“Can you please order some bacon or some sausages? I didn’t get enough meat this morning,” I say, flashing him a devilish look.
He stares into my eyes before shaking his head in disbelief.
“Room service will be up in about twenty minutes. Let’s hop into the shower in the meantime.” 
I feign protest, but he lifts me, tosses me over his shoulder and spanks me for my disobedience. 
“Are you playing rough, Mr. von Henningsen? You do know I love being spanked.”
“Oh, don’t worry, I’ll gladly satisfy your fantasies later. Come on now, I don’t want you out of my sight.”
I never imagined it was possible to take a shower with a guy without having sex. Nikolaj’s mouth sets me on fire and his cock brings me so much pleasure. He can be so rough and I know there’s a lot more about his domineering side I have yet to discover, but his softer side always catches me by surprise.
“Is the water too hot?” He’s holding me in his strong arms and I could stay like this all day.
“No, it’s the perfect temperature.”
“Good. Turn around, I’m going to soap your back.”
“I can wash myself,” I grumble.
“I know. It’s going to bring me pleasure to glide my hands all over your sexy body, washing every beautiful part of you,” he whispers in my ear.
“Oh.” Damn him. He always finds the right words. “Do I get to soap you as well?”
“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
“This should be interesting. How long we can last in this shower without having sex.”
“Is that your shampoo?”
“Yes, it is. Why do you ask?”
“Pass it to me, I’m going to wash your wild and incredible mane.”
Is he serious? “I can wash my own hair. Not to mention I already did.”
“Yeah, but you gave me such a serious blowjob, I fear some of my load might be caught in your hair. Let’s not take any chances,” he says, chuckling.
He runs his fingers through my hair and lathers the shampoo like a professional hairstylist. His fingers massage my scalp in the most relaxing way and I close my eyes as I tilt my head backwards, enjoying this new experience with a man. “You’re so good at this. My maternal grandmother was the only person brave enough to deal with my hair.” I extend my hand behind me, reaching for his cock.
“You’ve never had an intimate shower with a guy that didn’t involve fucking?”
His words freeze me. “Hmmm, I don’t think so.” The words are unsure. 
“I find it can be even more sensual than the act itself when you’re with the right person.”
“I guess I haven’t been lucky enough to find the right person so far.” I move away from him as I step forward towards the raindrop showerhead to rinse off the shampoo and avoid having to reveal more.
“It’s a good thing you wore those sexy shoes in Toronto or else I wouldn’t be here. You can thank me later for helping you cross this one off of your bucket list,” he says, grabbing my shoulders and pivoting me around to face him.
“It never was on my bucket list,” I respond defiantly.
“That’s because you’ve never met the right person until now.”
I swallow back a sudden lump of emotion as I hold his heavy gaze. “You have me all figured out,” I say softly.
“On the contrary. I’m dying to know more about you.” He runs his fingers through my hair.
How much am I willing to divulge to this guy? I’ve never wanted to be this intimate with other men in my life. Had it been any other guy in this shower, I would have turned this moment into a raunchy sex scene out of a porn movie, but everything is so different with Nikolaj. “It’s a good thing you’ll have four days to get to know me better.” I smile at him.
“Really? Are you pulling my leg? Are you willing to unveil the real Ciara?”
“I don’t know if you can handle her.”
“Try me. You do realize I plan on sleeping here?”
“I’d be crushed if you didn’t. You promised me a good spanking later.”
“You’re incorrigible,” he says before kissing me. 
“Oh, gosh, someone is knocking at the door. It must be our breakfast.”
“Get dressed. I’ll take care of it.”
I get out of the shower behind him and grab the robe that has been lying on the bedroom floor for the past two hours. When I walk back into the main room, Pablo, the hotel employee who delivered the tray earlier, is setting up the table for our breakfast.
“Good morning again, madam.”
“Pablo, it’s good to see you again so soon,” I say, fighting a smile.
“Sir and madam, everything is ready. Please enjoy your breakfast and don’t hesitate to call on me if I can serve you further. Have a great day.”
“Pablo, thank you for everything.” Nikolaj closes the door behind him and returns to join me at the table.
“This smells incredible and I can’t wait to dig in.”
We both ravenously devour our breakfast like two drifters who haven’t eaten in days.
“That hit the spot nicely,” I say. “I know I was starved, but this was absolutely delicious. I don’t know about you, but that was the best bacon I’ve had in my life.”
“I agree it was very good. I’m happy you enjoyed it. Are you meeting your potential client later today?”
“No. He had to postpone our meeting. He left me a lovely note explaining he’s also a sports doctor and one of his professional athletes needs an emergency operation. I’m meeting him tomorrow at two o’clock.”
“Brilliant. You have the whole day to yourself?”
“Yes. Mr. Echev suggested I take advantage of this delay to rediscover the city.”
“He’s a wise man. What are we going to do then?”
“I don’t know yet. Your unexpected arrival put a dent in my planning time,” I say, lifting my eyebrow.
“Ah, of course. Allow me to make it up to you by calling the concierge’s desk and asking them to plan our day of sightseeing. Would that be fair?”
“You’re full of great ideas.” I smile. “I guess I only have to worry about getting dressed. Oh, I almost forgot. James, my Spanish client, made dinner reservations at Moment restaurant. Are you okay with that?”
“Absolutely. Your client has discerning taste because you can never go wrong with the chefs of the Mandarin Oriental chain. They are the best in the industry.”
“It sounds like we’re going to have a fun day.” 
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Chapter Six
“Ciara, if it’s okay with you, I’ll be waiting in the lobby while you finish getting dressed. I’m going to check and make sure the concierge has planned a memorable day for us.”
“Great idea,” I say, relieved I don’t have to rush anymore.
“Oh, before I leave, make sure to wear sexy underwear for our day trip,” Nikolaj shouts from the other room.
Huh? “It’s not as if I’m going to walk the streets in my lingerie. You won’t see them.”
“Good point.” He appears in the bathroom’s doorway and startles me. He takes in my naked body, his eyes hooded. That look is going to make me melt. “This morning was merely a snack. I haven’t been inside your tight pussy in nearly two weeks and you don’t know how much I’ve suffered. I feel like a quarantined man. Even though you won’t walk the streets of Barcelona naked, it doesn’t mean I can’t imagine you in a skimpy lace number and fuck you in my mind. The imagery will hold me all day long until we get back to the hotel.”
“Oh.” I lose myself in his deep gaze. “I’ll see what I can do,” I fumble.
“Good girl. I’ll be waiting downstairs.” He goes as quickly as he appeared and I only breathe again when the door closes behind him.
Damn, he’s so blunt. It only adds to his magnetism.
I run to the wardrobe to select an outfit for the day and underwear that screams “fuck me”. I’m going to give him so much sexy he won’t be able to handle it.
What to wear? What to wear?
I stand in front of my lineup of clothing with my arms crossed while I tap my upper lip with my index finger. My eyes drop to the bottom of the wardrobe and the lightbulb comes on. I squat in front of my suitcase to find lingerie guaranteed to give Nikolaj a hard on and grab a little number that’s naughty and nice. 
I think the blush-pink combo is perfect. 
I run back to the bathroom and do my makeup, defining my eyes with black eyeliner and black mascara. I sleek back my hair in a high ponytail and emphasize my curls with a hot iron. I brighten my face by dabbing coral lipstick and smack my lips together, pleased with the reflection in the mirror.
Not bad considering I only had ten minutes to get ready.
I slip into the Agent Provocateur blush bra and shimmy into the matching panties. As I secure the nude-colored stockings to the lace garter belt, a wave of arousal runs through me.
He’s going to rip my clothes off and fuck me hard when he sees these later.
I fold down my skirt and jump into my biker boots before pulling on my leather biker jacket. I admire the transformation in the long mirror near the door before grabbing my purple bag.
When I step out of the elevator four very handsome men waiting to go up to their room nod with approval and smile at me. 
“Guapísima,” one of them says.
“Gracias, señor,” I flirt back. Nothing makes a girl feel better than attention from sexy strangers.
As I turn the corner to reach the lobby, I bump into Pablo and nearly run him over. “Pablo, I’m so sorry. Are you okay?”
“Yes, madam, I’m fine. It’s not a problem. You didn’t see me.” 
“I’m rushing because I have someone waiting for me. I do apologize. You know, this is the third time I’ve seen you today. We must stop meeting like this,” I say as I bring my hand to my chest to contain my laugh. 
“Ms. Herrera, you look so beautiful,” he says with sparkling eyes. “Mr. von Henningsen is a lucky man.” 
“You’re too adorable, Pablo. Thank you for the compliment. Have a good day,” I say as I wave goodbye. 
Nikolaj is standing near the concierge’s desk and he does a double-take when he sees me. We both lock eyes and I can’t help but smile when I see the desire in his eyes.
I’m game to run back upstairs for another round if he is.
“You, my dear, are officially the most beautiful woman in Barcelona,” he says, pulling me closer to him. 
“Thank you. I hope I didn’t make you wait too long.”
“You’re worth waiting for, love.”
“Oh, you’re just saying that.” I hit his arm, feigning that his words don’t have an effect on me. 
“You know I’m not,” he says before kissing my cheek. “Come on, let’s go, the car is waiting outside.” He pulls me to the entrance.
“Car?”
“Yes. We have a lot of spots to see so I asked the concierge to hire a car and chauffeur for the day. You didn’t expect we were going to walk?”
“Actually, I did. Why do you think I wore these comfortable boots?” I ask, pointing at my feet.
“Love, these boots are going to feel even more comfortable when you stretch out your long legs at the back of the Benz waiting for us outside. Let’s get out of here.” He smiles as he drags me out the door.
“Okay, let’s do it your way.”
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Chapter Seven
What a glorious day.
I look out the window, taking in this city’s picturesque Gothic architecture, and I cannot help but be in awe of such creative genius. One of my uncles took an entire summer to retrace the roots of the Herrera clan and revealed we had roots in Barcelona. It seems our forefathers were wealthy merchants who owned land and many thriving businesses. I’ve always blamed this ancestry for my passion for the arts and my insatiable love of luxury. My mother always felt I was willing to grasp at any straw to justify buying high-end designer clothes and expensive accessories. 
I’m completely lost in my thoughts when all of a sudden I realize Nikolaj is watching me. I can’t see his face, but I know his eyes are on me.
When did I become comfortable with a man invading my world like this?
I turn around to meet his gaze and his eyes sparkle like an eight-year-old boy’s on the first day of summer vacation. “What? Why are you looking at me with that smile on your face?”
He lowers his eyes and bites the left side of his lower lip. “I hope you were able to find something suitable to wear under your edgy biker chick outfit.” He smiles, staring back at me.
“I’m not sure. Do you think these will do the trick?” I hold his gaze as I slide my black skirt up, revealing the nude stockings and the lace blush-pink garter belt. 
He lowers his eyes and quickly brings them back to meet mine. “You can’t possibly be serious, Ciara. You’re wearing garter belts under this outfit? How cruel can you be?”
“Your wish is my command, baby.” I half-grin. 
“Oh, you’re so going to pay for this.”
“Be gentle, these cost a small fortune and I’ve only seen them in London.”
“Don’t count on it.”
“I hope your hard-on isn’t too uncomfortable,” I tease.
“I don’t know how I’m going to make it through this day,” he says, cupping his cock.
Hmmm, I think I’m going to make him suffer a little more. 
Our eyes lock as I grab his hand and slide it over my swollen breast. “This should sustain you,” I whisper, closing his hand over my right boob before leaning in and brushing my lips against his.
“Oh, fuck, you’re going to get it. You won’t be able to walk tomorrow, so you might as well enjoy today, love.” His eyes are dangerous and his smile is calculating. “I’m going to ravish you so savagely, you’ll scream out my name for all of Barcelona to know how much of a bad girl you’ve been.”
“Tick, tock. I’m already counting the hours.” I smile.
He fists my ponytail, pulls me closer to him and crushes my lips with an urgent kiss.
“I wonder if we can turn around and go back to the hotel for a quickie.” I can’t get enough of this guy. 
“Let’s enjoy this day. I promise to make it worth the wait later tonight.” He winks at me.
“As long as it’s a promise you intend on keeping.”
“Cross my heart.”
We both laugh.
“So what’s on the travel itinerary?”
“Our conscientious concierge has a very busy day planned out for us. I’m sure many of these spots are tourist destinations you’ve visited many times before, but he’s arranged, on very short notice may I add, to book private tour guides at each of the location to give us a more authentic flavor of the city.”
“Sounds like we have an incredible day ahead.” 
“I’m looking forward to it myself. We start at La Sagrada Familia church and we end our day at the Font Màgica to catch the enchanting show.”
“I haven’t visited that magic fountain in years. The last time I was here, I arrived on a Sunday and I had to fly to Milan on the Thursday and I missed the show,” I say, unable to contain my excitement.
“We’re lucky we’ll be able to enjoy this dazzling attraction.”
No matter how many times I visit the La Sagrada Familia church, I can never get enough of the rich history of this unfinished century-old basilica. Catalan architect Antoni Gaudí has designed a very unusual construction, which has become Barcelona’s most famous and most visited tourist attraction. 
For our second stop, we visit the Picasso Museum. I can’t say I’m a fan of the artist, but it would be wrong to come to this city without paying homage to one of the world’s most famous painters. Right before lunch, we linger for hours in the Barrio Gotico Gothic quarter admiring the beautiful churches, busy plazas, bustling markets and historical museums. 
At one o’clock we’re both famished and in dire need of food. Lunch is the most important meal of the day in Barcelona and it usually includes three or four courses. Nikolaj and I decide to break with tradition and we opt for one of the smart eateries in the Old City that offers one course with dessert. We want to make the most of this day and a two-hour lunch break is not part of the plan. 
After a succulent light Spanish meal, we indulge in bizcochos while sitting at the Park Guell. Gaudí’s modernist park on Carmel Hill overlooking Barcelona is truly a work of art. 
“I’m a much better cook than I am a baker, but when I returned to New York after my first trip to Barcelona, I promised myself I would learn how to make these bizcochos,” I say. “I practiced for weeks, but I could never get these light spongy cakes just right. I was only sixteen and I could barely find my way around a kitchen, but I was determined to recreate these little desserts because I couldn’t get enough of them during my trip. My paternal grandmother took me under her wing in the kitchen one day, after I had failed so many times, and showed me how to perfect the sweet brandy sauce that brings the cake to life and the rest is history.”
“So I can place my order for when I’m in New York.”
“You’re funny.”
“I don’t want this to come out the wrong way, but I don’t see you as a chef. It should be a crime punishable by death to lock you up in a kitchen.”
“Hmmm. I’m never sure if you’re paying me a compliment or not. Cooking was my passion. I’d run home after school each night and create a feast for my family and I still managed to do all my homework and graduate high school and college with honors. There were only four of us, but I cooked as if the Queen of England was coming for dinner. My parents lamented the astronomical increase in our food bill, but I couldn’t stop. It was more than a phase and it was deeper than an obsession. It’s like it was in my blood. 
“Desserts were a challenge for me. When I cook, I can unleash my creativity and I don’t have to be boxed by rules. I can add a dash of this and a pitch of that and still maintain the integrity of the recipe. Pastries are a totally different ball game. You have to follow the recipe to the letter or you screw up the chemical interactions between ingredients and end up with a disaster. I hated it at first, but in time, learning how to make some of the most complicated desserts in the culinary world forced me to become a more patient woman.”
“Why didn’t you pursue that career?”
Great question. How can I explain so much old baggage?
The truth is that the idea of bumping into Luke Elliot Rutherford with his new, more proper fiancée was too much for me to bear and running away from the profession I once loved was the easy way out.
“You can’t wear designer clothes and prepare a mean bolognese sauce at the same time.” I laugh.
“Of course, silly me.”
“I love cooking, but I don’t think I could have done it long term and I surely couldn’t imagine preparing hundreds of meals each day for hungry crowds. My mother always said it was a shame to trap so much energy in a hot kitchen. Of course, my decision to change career didn’t take into account the explosion of food TV. Who knows, maybe I could have been a celebrity chef and seduced foodies with my cooking.”
“Honey, I doubt many guys would care about your cooking. It’s a definite bonus, but you seduce men with more refined skills.” 
“You say that because you haven’t tasted my cooking.”
“Are you extending me an invitation?”
I don’t cook for men. Just like sleepovers, I find it too intimate, but for some reason, the idea of preparing a few of my specialty dishes for this guy turns me on. “It depends.” I run my thumb along his jaw before touching his lips.
“On what?” he says, grabbing my wrist and fixing his blue eyes on me.
“On how well you fuck me tonight,” I whisper.
He holds my gaze and his sly grin becomes a full smile. “I guess I’m coming over for dinner.”
Damn him for being so self-assured.
The last stop on our itinerary is Casa Batlló. This remodeled nineteenth-century building is another one of Gaudí’s many masterpieces. I call this living art because it’s filled with depth, history and originality. My sister, Sofia, loves this unique architecture because she always thought it resembled a fairytale castle.
She’s such a romantic.
“This city is so beautiful,” I say. “More beautiful than I remember.”
“It has a unique charm and a special kind of vibe you don’t find anywhere else in Spain. I must confess, discovering the city through your eyes was a thrilling experience.” 
“I still can’t believe you flew all night to spend time with me.”
“It was worth it for the obvious,” he says with glee in his eyes. “But I was also able to get to know you better.” He taps his finger against my nose.
“I don’t do this often.”
“What do you mean?”
“I don’t spend time with the guys I usually see,” I say, lowering my eyes. “I try to keep it to sex and nothing more.”
“Is it possible you might like me more than you’re willing to admit?”
I shrug my shoulders, unwilling to answer his question. I didn’t expect to enjoy his company this much, but he’s made this day magical.
“Why don’t we head to the fountain and then we’ll head to the Mandarin Oriental for dinner?”
“Look at the time,” I say, checking my watch. “You’re right, let’s go. We don’t want to lose our reservations.” I’m grateful he’s changed the subject.
We arrive at the Font Màgica in time for the seven o’clock show. The plaza is packed with hundreds of curious tourists and Barcelonans alike, eager to be dazzled by the gushing water, multicolored lights and booming music. The electronic choreography is so grandiose it makes the fountain show at the Bellagio in Las Vegas look like a warm-up. 
I’ve seen this show dozens of times, but I’m never tired of the enchanting dance of lights.
Although it’s extraordinary and well worth the detour, Nikolaj and I remain behind the crowd to make a quick exit at eight o’clock and dash off to the hotel to get ready for our dinner reservations.
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Chapter Eight
“I can’t believe how ravishing you look tonight. Every man in this restaurant is tripping over himself to take a glance at you.”
When we got back to the hotel, I had to fight off Nikolaj or we were going to miss our dinner reservations. It’s true we could have enjoyed a few hours of sex and then ordered room service, but I really wanted to come to Moments because the food is simply out of this world. 
After I kicked him out, I was able to get ready for the evening. I decided to keep the same blush-colored underwear, fully expecting he’d continue to fantasize about ripping them off before having his way with me. I selected a sleeveless pale pink dress encrusted with beaded detailing covering the bust and the top of the shoulders. Everything about this dress screams feminine and demure. Only my big curly hair reveals my wilder side. 
When Nikolaj saw me arrive in the lobby, his jaw dropped and he took a step back. I knew instantly I had him where I wanted him. He had been looking at me since he opened the door to let me into the back of the chauffeured Benz. He was almost shy during the ride to the restaurant, but the occasional glances and cocky smile suggested I had seduced him with my look. Now we’re sitting at a table in the restaurant together gazing in each other’s eyes.
“Thank you, Nikolaj.”
“I loved your hair in the ponytail you had earlier today because it revealed your beautiful features, but when your black curls cascade around your face and down to the middle of your back, it makes me lose it. You look so exotic and so sultry.”
“You’re going to make me blush if you don’t stop.” 
“When you came down to join me in the lobby I was so much in shock, I couldn’t find the right words so I fumbled to say that you looked pretty, but pretty doesn’t do you nearly enough justice.” His eyes are piercing mine and the desire I see makes me lower my gaze.
Those blue eyes are irresistible.
“You don’t look so bad yourself and you clean up quite nicely,” I manage to respond, still under the spell of his compliments.
He’s wearing another impeccably tailored suit. He looks like a dashing Danish James Bond in his black jacket and slim-fitted trousers. It takes a man with style to pair a perfectly folded pocket square with a crisp white shirt the way he has. I must admit the cufflinks add a sense of elegance to an already sophisticated suit.
The man looks like a freaking model.
The waiter returns with our drinks and breaks the sexual tension. 
The early fall gastronomic tasting menu is outstanding. We indulge in a seven-course meal fit for a king. Every single dish is to die for, but I sincerely think I hear angels sing when I sink my teeth into the mouthwatering Crema Catalana. This Catalan version of the creamy and lavish French crème brûlée nearly makes me weep—it’s that divine. Nikolaj opts for the mascarpone flan topped with clementines soaked in Grand Marnier and from the look on his face, I’d have to say he enjoys his dessert as much as I do mine. The sommelier’s wine recommendations only heighten the rich flavors of our delectable meal and sinful desserts. The evening mood is mellow and other than a few furtive looks at my cleavage, Nikolaj is uncharacteristically subdued.
Hmmm, he’s too tame tonight. I think I need to spice things up.
“If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to run to the bathroom.”
He gets up like a gentleman and waits for me to leave the room before sitting back down. I lock myself in one of the stalls and place my evening clutch on the hook behind the door. 
I’m sure he won’t be able to remain this stoic when he sees what I have in store for him.
I lift my dress and unfasten my garter belt before sliding out of my lace panties. 
God, they are so wet. I can’t believe how he turns me on.
I secure my stockings, fold my underwear inside the palm of my hand, grab my clutch and walk out. I sashay back into the main dining room like a woman on a mission. Nikolaj gets up when he sees me ready to pull out my chair, but instead of taking my seat I get so close to him, I can nearly hear his heart beat.
“Is everything okay?”
“Of course. Why wouldn’t it be?”
“You look like you’re up to something.”
“Now why would you say that?” I whisper as I gesture at him to come closer. I’m aware all eyes are on us and it’s such a powerful aphrodisiac for me. “I find myself in an embarrassing situation.”
“Oh? What do you mean?” he asks, playing along.
I pull open the lapel of his jacket and I slip my wet panties inside his pocket. “My panties are drenched with my own juices because you’re so freaking hot in your perfectly tailored suit. I’m so fucking turned on and I’m counting down the minutes until my pussy clenches around your nine-inch cock,” I whisper in his ear before taking a step back to meet his gaze.
His body instantly stiffens and he looks at me with dark eyes.
“I was hoping you might be able to hold on to them for me until we get back to the hotel,” I continue, leaning back into him. 
He flashes an incredulous look and opens his jacket to see if I’m bluffing. He touches the fabric inside his pocket and finds my gaze. He opens his mouth to let out a retort, but the waiter approaches our table with my Spanish coffee and his glass of aged rum.
“I guess there’s plenty more for us to savor,” I add, looking at him with heavy eyes.
The after-dinner drink is decadent, smooth and it goes down easy, but he asks for the bill when I’m halfway through my cup. He pulls out his black American Express and flings it on the table to pay for our meal and asks the waiter to call a car. 
He hasn’t even looked at me since I slipped my underwear in his pocket and I’m not able to tell if he’s annoyed with my actions or if he’s turned on.
“Come on, we should go now. The car must be already waiting,” he says, pulling me out of the restaurant.
We ride back to the hotel in silence. He turns his head decisively towards the window, making it impossible for me to catch his attention.
“Nikolaj, is everything okay?” I ask, unable to take this tension any longer.
“Of course. Why wouldn’t it be?” he responds without ever looking at me.
When we arrive at the hotel, he gets out of the car, steps inside the lobby and waits for the chauffeur to let me out. I meet him, but he’s still avoiding my gaze.
Why the sudden change in his mood?
We ride the elevator to our room like strangers and I’m thankful for the group of drunken rowdy Germans who fill the uncomfortable silence. When we get to the suite, he lets me in and locks the door behind him. I wait for him to turn around, but it’s as if he’s too fascinated by the paint on the wall to even look at me.
Fine. If he’s going to be so cold, I’m going to draw a warm bath and go to bed early. I turn on my heel, fuming.
“Take the dress off.”
His words stop me in my track.
“What?” I turn around to face him.
“Take. The. Dress. Off.”
So he was turned on, but he didn’t want to let on. Well, two can play at this game.
“Do you mind? I need help with this zipper,” I say, flinging my long hair over my right shoulder and looking at him from under my eyelashes.
“Ciara, I don’t think you’ve heard me.” His eyes are dangerous.
“I did, but I thought you’d want to help me slip out of this.”
“If I touch what you’re wearing, I’ll rip it off you. It’s too pretty for me to destroy,” he says, taking a step and closing the gap between us.
“Oh? What do you mean?”
“You made me nearly lose my mind in Toronto and for the past six days I’ve been dreaming of fucking you in every possible position. You’ve been wearing garter belts since this morning and I’ve had a hard-on all day imagining what you’d look like undressed. You know exactly what effect you have on me and you push me to the brink by slipping your wet panties inside my pocket in a public place knowing full well I won’t be able to turn you over the table, yank up your dress and fuck you.”
“I was…”
I’m worried I’ve gone too far and I’m desperately trying to find the words, but he cuts me off. “You were what? Trying to turn me on? Pushing my buttons? I’m only a man, Ciara.”
“I was only…” I can’t even think straight. His eyes are burning mine, sending shock waves down to my aching clit.
“Do you have any idea how much I want you?”
My heart is pounding like crazy as he gets closer.
“I’m going to fuck you and I’m going to make you come until you scream out my name and when you think you’re too exhausted, I’m going to fuck you again and again and again. Don’t ever tease me in public unless I can get inside your pussy quickly.”
I open my mouth to respond, but his words are so raw, I can’t think of anything to say. I want him and I want him now.
“Do I have to repeat myself?” he says, gesturing at the fact I’m still fully clothed.
I shake my head and throw my clutch on the chair. I turn my back to him, afraid he can read the burning desire in my eyes. I unzip my dress with shaking hands and let it pool at my feet.
“Good girl. Now, turn around.”
I obey and face him.
He pulls out my wet panties from his pocket and brings them to his nose. “I’ve wanted to smell these since you tucked them inside my pocket.”
“Oh, God.” I exhale. He’s killing me here.
“I’m going to teach you not to act like a bad girl in public. When I’m done, you won’t be able to stand let alone walk.”
“I’m sure with a little persuasion, I could have convinced you to fuck me in the men’s bathroom at the restaurant.”
He flashes me a dark look and stares at me for what seems like an eternity. “Turn around,” he roars. 
“If you’re going to fuck me from behind, I hope it’s doggy style.” 
I know I’m pushing his buttons, but I can’t help it. I want him to be so horny he pounds me like a Mack truck.
“Bend over.”
Oh, this is going to be good. I fold my body and hold onto the chair for balance. I wiggle my ass, hoping to excite him even more as I turn my head to catch his gaze.
“You think you’re still in control?” He grabs my hips and pulls me towards him. “Do you feel my cock?”
“You’re so fucking massive,” I whimper, pressing my ass further against his nine-inch cock.
“Yeah, it’s going to be so deep inside you, you’ll be begging for mercy.”
“Are you making a promise or an empty threat?”
The first slap stings and shocks me.
Slap.
I haven’t been with a guy who’s had the balls to spank me in a long time.
Slap.
Nikolaj spanks me again and again and again until I scream. My body jerks forward with every blow as I gasp for air.
“I thought you liked it rough?”
“I do.” Shit. “But you merely caressed me,” I pant, trembling.
The next slap is so strong I take a step forward, afraid I’ll fall off my heels.
He doesn’t stop. 
Slap. Slap. Slap.
“Ahhh,” I cry out, biting my lower lip. I turn my head, pleading with my eyes for leniency.
“If you want me to make it hurt, I’m happy to oblige, love.”
I shudder. 
Slap. Slap. Slap.
The next blow nearly brings me to my knees. “Fuck, that burns,” I let out, enjoying the sharp rush of pleasure and pain that runs through my body.
Slap.
He spanks me with one hand as he dips the fingers of his other hand inside my wet pussy. 
“Arghhh.”
“Your ass can make a grown man cry, Ciara.”
Slap.
Christ, the sweet sensation of his fingers gliding over my hard nub makes me forget about the sting of his hand against my left cheek. 
He stops.
“No, don’t stop.”
“The next time you pull such a stunt in public, I won’t be this nice,” he says, spreading my ass cheeks apart. He scoops up the juices from my wet pussy and glides his fingers deep inside my backside. 
“Dear God.”
“Imagine my nine-inch cock fucking your tight ass.” 
I tense. He can’t be serious. I’ve had anal sex with only a few guys, but none of them were as long or as thick as Nikolaj. “You’ll rip me in half,” I pant.
“Don’t worry, we’ll take it slow and we’ll use a lot of lube, but I will own your ass soon.”
I open my mouth to retort, but he cuts me off.
“Yes, that’s a promise I intend on keeping.” He grins.
When he’s domineering like this, I’m willing to give myself entirely to him without a fight. He can fuck me any way he wants. I’ve had good lovers and I’ve even had great ones, but no man has made me lose my fucking senses the way Nikolaj does.
“Come on, get up and let me rub your cheeks and make it better,” he teases.
I nestle my trembling body against his. “You haven’t made me come yet,” I let out against his chest.
“Listen to you, Ciara,” he says, enjoying hearing me plead like this.
My body tenses under his touch, yearning to feel his tongue inside my wet pussy. Lapping at me. Teasing my clit. Making me come until I lose my goddamn mind. “I want you,” I gasp.
“Really? You want me so badly it hurts?”
Fuck, yeah.
He pulls my hair back, forcing me to meet his hungry eyes. His lips crush mine as his tongue forces my lips apart. 
I push him away from me and take a step back, consumed with lust. “I want you inside me right now,” I say as I tear apart his expensive shirt. I caress his stomach and glide my hands up his chiseled chest until I reach his broad shoulders. I remove his white shirt and jacket without ever leaving his gaze.
He grabs my neck, forcing our lips to meet as he pushes me across the room. My back hits the wall and I let out a carnal cry.
“What have you done to me? I can’t get enough of you,” he grunts.
“Take off those trousers,” I beg as I reach for his belt buckle. “I need your cock.”
He pushes my hand aside with one hand and pulls my hair back with the other. “Don’t fucking push me, Ciara. I decide when I’m ready to fuck you. I’m going to gorge on your sweet pussy before I pound you.”
He yanks off my lace bra, releasing my engorged boobs, and I bring my hands to them. “What? You’re shy all of a sudden?” He smiles, pushing my hands aside. He sucks my nipples, teasing me by moving his tongue from one breast to the other. “I love your tits, baby.”
I’m going to lose it.
He drops on his knees in front of me and pushes my hips against the wall with one hand as he spreads my legs open with the other. “Oh, shit,” I scream when his mouth closes around my hard nub. 
He alternates between teasing me with quick laps of his tongue and pulling my aching clit with his lips as he squeezes my breasts with both hands.
“Ahhh,” I let out, tilting my head back as pleasure takes over my body.
His eyes are on me, watching me take pleasure. I daringly hold his gaze. 
He caresses my inner thighs and hooks my left leg over his shoulder. I hold on to the side of the desk for balance, knowing full well I’ve already lost all control. He plunges his ravenous tongue deeper inside me. He sucks harder and faster.
“Please lick me and make me come, Nikolaj,” I scream.
He stops. “Are you begging, Ciara?” 
His question startles me and I try to answer, but I’m so far gone I can’t think straight.
God, am I actually doing that? I can’t help it. His mouth is so freaking amazing.
“Yes, I’m begging,” I pant. “Are you happy now?”
“Not quite.”
I narrow my eyes and flash the desperate stare of a woman who’s come undone.
“I haven’t decided yet if I’ll make you come with my tongue or my cock,” he adds before licking me.
“Ah.” I muffle the sound as he probes me, pressing harder against my clit. He plunges two fingers inside my pussy and one finger inside my ass and I shatter with a cry. “Holy Jesus.” I can’t take this anymore.
He shoves his fingers deeper inside me as he takes my clit between his lips and he sucks me voraciously.
“Yes, I’m so close.”
He stops again.
“What are you doing? Make me come already,” I scream out.
“I really like these, but we’re going to have to fly to London soon.”
Huh?
He rips my garter belt and stockings before my eyes and I gasp.
“We’re going to have to buy you a new pair.” He grins. “I told you to never tease me again like you did tonight.” He removes my leg off of his shoulder before getting up. I stifle a moan.
He takes a step back, pulls out a condom from his pocket and flashes me a devilish look as he yanks down his trousers and throws them across the room. He wraps his massive erection and walks back to me. 
“I want to bang your back against that wall until you think you’re going to pass out, consumed by pain and pleasure.”
I let out a whimper. “I don’t know if I can handle it, Nikolaj,” I pant. My legs are still trembling from his rough foreplay and I hold on to the wall in attempt to find my balance.
“Oh, I know you can.” He pulls me closer to him and caresses my ass before parting my legs. He lifts me up, forcing me to wrap myself around him. He takes a step back and slams my body against the wall.
I gasp for air, reaching out to cling onto something, anything. “Dear God.”
“Hold on tight, baby. We’re going on a dirty ride.”
I hold on to him for dear life, squeezing my legs tightly around his waist. He pounds me relentlessly, slamming my back against the wall with each thrust. I grab his hair to slow down his cadence. I grasp it. I yank it. I tug at it. He only bangs me harder.
“Ohhh.” I clench my pussy tight around his cock as the buildup that precedes a mind-blowing orgasm takes over my body. “Fuck, I’m going to come.”
He slams me harder and grabs my jaw with his free hand and pushes my head against the wall until our eyes meet.
“If you’re going to come, Ciara, come hard,” he hisses against my mouth.
I lose it.
I close my eyes and I let go.
“Oh, Nikolaj,” I scream as an earth-shattering climax crashes through me. 
I come so hard I think I’m going to lose consciousness.
This is fucking mind-blowing. I try to catch my breath, but my heart is beating too fast.
Nikolaj isn’t done with me. He yanks up my limp body closer to his and he pounds harder into me one last time before yelling out my name. He squeezes my ass so tightly he triggers another wave of sweet orgasm.
“Holy Mother of God.” I drop my forehead against his shoulder and listen to the rhythmic sound of his heavy breathing.
“Hey, are you okay?” he grunts between breaths.
I slowly lift my head and meet his gaze.
“Yeah. You worked me so hard. I have nothing left.”
“It’s your fault,” he teases.
“How so?”
“Your pussy makes me do bad things,” he pants before crushing my lips with an urgent kiss.
 
 
 
 



BOOK 2—THE BILLIONAIRE’S DESIRE
Chapter Nine
I’m standing in front of the big window with my wet hair wrapped in a towel, admiring the city before it comes alive, while I sip on a latte. It’s seven o’clock in the morning and Nikolaj is still sound asleep.
I barely got out of bed this morning. My entire body was aching from last night, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.
I’m sure someone heard me scream last night. I wouldn’t be surprised if the hotel management left a note under my door later today asking to keep it down tonight.
I’ve been up for an hour, unable to sleep, listening to his deep peaceful breathing. I’m not used to feeling a warm body next to mine all night long like this.
I can’t believe how he always manages to sleep over.
It’s been such a long time since I’ve allowed myself to spend the night with a guy I forgot how safe it feels wrapped in his arms.
God, I love it when he spoons me.
Earlier I slid out of bed and ran downstairs to the restaurant to pick up a latte to perk me up, but not even a double shot of espresso can energize this exhausted body. When I returned to the room, I jumped under a hot shower to soothe my aching muscles, but last night was so rough, I’ll be bruised for days. 
That was the best sex of my life—raw, intense and passionate.
I look at the clock and start the mental countdown.
In seven hours I’ll finally meet Dr. Echev. 
Hmmm, if he is the sports doctor to the local professional soccer team, he might be able to connect me to a few wealthy players looking to upgrade their décor. 
I don’t normally take on private clients, but a few soccer players could be a fun departure. I’ve made a name for myself by designing the lighting themes for golf clubs’ lounging areas, aprés-ski bars, restaurants, hotels, and private clubs. Individual clients have smaller budgets, but require a lot more work. I made a decision early on in my career to focus on bigger fishes, but Dr. Echev has piqued my curiosity and I’m willing to consider bending my rules for him.
“Did you also grab me a coffee?” Nikolaj grumbles behind me in a sleepy voice.
I turn to face him. Damn, he looks good enough to eat in the morning, with his heavy eyes and messy hair. “Good morning.”
“Good morning to you. Why are you already up? Did I not work you hard enough last night?” he asks, wiping his eyes.
“If you must know, I can barely walk and I’ll be bruised for days. My back and my thighs are covered in telltale signs.”
“Ouch.” 
“Yeah, I don’t know how I’m going to explain these marks to the next guy I sleep with. I was really hoping I could hook up with a pretty Spaniard this afternoon.” I grin.
“Go ahead and waste your time with a short guy with a small dick.” His eyes are sparkling. 
“Good one.”
“Come on. You and I are a good thing, Ciara.”
“Hmph.”
“Sure. Keep denying it. The more you do, the more creative I’ll have to be in the way I make you come.”
“Oh, I’m going to keep denying then.”
We both laugh.
“Come back to bed. I’m not ready to get up yet and your meeting is not for hours.”
I drop my cup on the desk and walk back to bed. I remove my robe and undo the towel I had wrapped around my head before sliding into bed and snuggling my body next to his.
“Hey, on a serious note. I wasn’t too rough last night? I mean, we’re both okay with pushing things further, right? I don’t want to feel like I hurt you in any way,” he says, kissing my forehead.
I love the concern in his eyes. “You were very rough…”
“Oh, I’m so sorry,” he says, caressing my back.
“But I like it rough.”
“All right. I feel better. I was worried my insatiable appetite for you had pushed me too far,” he says, kissing my nose.
“Nah. I wanted you as much as you wanted me.”
“I think I wanted you way more,” he says, lifting the sheets, exposing his morning hard-on.
“Oh, no, you don’t, mister. You’re going to have to jerk yourself off, because your massive cock is not getting inside me for at least two weeks.”
“Like you’ll be able to live without my cock for two weeks.”
Damn. I can’t believe how transparent I am to him.
“What do you want to do this morning?”
“I’m free until twelve-thirty and then I’ll have to get ready for my meeting. Dr. Echev is sending a car to pick me up at one-thirty.”
“Good. We should figure out something to do for the next few hours that doesn’t involve sex. I wouldn’t want you to be too tired for your important meeting,” he teases.
 



BOOK 2—THE BILLIONAIRE’S DESIRE
Chapter Ten
At ten to two the cab drops me in front of Dr. Echev’s office. I glance at my reflection in the window of a shop to make sure I look presentable. 
I prefer jeans and pants, but in the business world, a pair of legs goes a long way. I selected a fitted red sleeveless dress that hits me above the knee, which I paired with the same nude high-heel shoes I wore to dinner last night and a matching nude-colored handbag. I sleeked back my massive head of hair in a neat low chignon to avoid distracting the doctor. 
I look like I mean business and I’m sure I can close this deal within forty minutes.
When I approach the entrance, I scan the board to find his name. No Dr. James Echev, but I do see a Dr. Diego Echevarria. Could it be his real name?
A group of young women are leaving the building and hold the door open for me. I grab the elevator to the fourth floor.
Should I knock or text him to let him know I’m here? I dig my hand inside my bag to pull out my phone, but the door to his office opens. I lift my head surprised and gaze into a pair of eager eyes.
That must be him.
A handsome older gentleman greets me with a warm smile. 
“Ms. Herrera. What a pleasure to finally meet in person.”
Hmmm, have I met him before? “Doctor, the pleasure is mine,” I respond, shaking his hand.
My God, Meghan was right. This man is smoking hot. He’s very tall, fit and he’s extremely attractive. His eyes are so blue and it’s such a contrast against his darker skin.
“Please come in and have a seat.”
What a sexy accent. “Thank you.” I wonder if he has a son who looks half as good as he does?
“Thank you so much for being willing to fly to Spain to meet with me. I know how busy you are and it’s an honor you’d make the time.”
“Please, the honor is mine. I love working with international clients.” Especially when they are as generous as you are.
“You’re a beautiful woman and those photos on the cover of the British newspapers a few months ago don’t do you justice. I say newspapers loosely. They are rags in the true meaning of the word for defaming your reputation.”
I fully expect a flirtatious glance like the ones I’ve gotten from so many of the other potential clients who contacted me after the royal scandal, but Dr. James Echev is dead serious.
“Well, thank you for being so supportive. I’m still so embarrassed by these photos.” Those eyes are insane.
“You have nothing to be embarrassed about. These sharks invaded your privacy and captured an act that is best kept between lovers.” There’s so much indignation in his voice, it’s as if he’s taking this personally.
I have to change the subject. “I’m sorry, Dr. Echev. I might be wrong, but on the board, I couldn’t find your name, but I did find a Dr. Echevarria.”
“You’re a smart one.” He smiles.
I’d totally remember these eyes had we met before, but something about him is so familiar and it’s driving me crazy because I can’t put my finger on it.
“Diego is so much more complicated than James and don’t get me started on my last name. In fact, Diego means James in English, so it made sense to use the Anglicized version of my name,” he says. “Most of my friends and acquaintances in America and in the U.K. know me by my Americanized name. It’s so much easier.”
“Of course, everything makes perfect sense now. I always make sure to do research on potential clients before our meeting, but I couldn’t find anything on you. I always like to come prepared.”
“You are a sharp businesswoman. May I offer you some coffee? My assistant is gone for the day and I’ll be honest, technology and I don’t mix, so I can barely operate this Nespresso machine, but I can do my best. I got us some local desserts and I thought we might get to know each other a little bit better before talking business.”
“What a lovely idea. I would very much appreciate a cup. I can help with the coffee if you’d like,” I say, standing up.
“Please, sit. This is Spain, Ciara. You’re my guest and I can’t possibly ask you to serve the coffee. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
When Diego leaves, I scour the room trying to find out more about this dashing Spaniard. His walls are covered with photos of his professional soccer player patients. I don’t know as much about the sport as other sports like basketball and tennis, but these all look like top players to me. 
A black and white photo catches my attention. I get up closer to study it better. Could this be him? A gorgeous young player with long curls smiles at me and I can’t help but wonder if the player looking at me isn’t the same person fetching coffee. Was he a professional player?
“Ah, you’re looking at an ancient photo, my dear.”
I turn around and see Dr. Echevarria carrying a tray with two espressos and a plate of pastries. I look up at him and recognize the piercing eyes. That’s him.  
“Please come and enjoy our little snack.” He gestures for me to sit back down at my seat.
“Were you a soccer player?”
“God. Ages ago,” he says, frowning and shaking his head. “I keep the photos as a reminder of my youth. I was only twenty years old on the one you were looking at and I was already a professional football player. I’m sorry, I forget you call the game soccer in America.”
“You used to play professionally before you became a doctor?”
“Yes, I played professionally until I was twenty-six and I had to retire due to severe knee injuries. I spent three agonizing months lying on my back and I knew I was never going to play again, but I prayed every day I could walk again. When I recovered, I made the decision to become a sports doctor and rehabilitate injured players.”
“What a story of determination.”
“It made sense. I knew first-hand the brutal toll the game takes on your body with time. Not to mention, I’m a fighter. I don’t know how to give up.” He smiles.
“I’m the same way. When I have a goal in mind, I’ll move mountains to make it happen.”
“Yes, you do look like the type.”
We both laugh.
“You look so fit on that photo. I mean you still are.”
“Thank you. It’s thanks to the grueling hours of intense training required to keep in shape as a professional athlete.”
“Your hair…”
“Yes. My crazy hair. I used to wear it long. The curls drove the girls wild and I enjoyed the attention. When I played matches, I sleeked my mane back and tied it up with an elastic, but the second the game was over, I’d let my hair loose and the girls would scream their heads off.”
I can imagine the mayhem. “You still are quite handsome with shorter hair.”
“Thank you for the compliment.” He smiles, sleeking back his hair. “When I entered medical school, I felt it was inappropriate to continue wearing my hair long, so I chopped off the curls.”
“The girls must have been crushed.”
“I didn’t care too much about the girls, but I did care deeply about the woman I was in love with back then. She adored my longer hair and she was devastated when I told her of my decision.”
“Hmmm. My hair is also a characteristic people remember me by. I’ll be honest, I’ve never met a man with such beautiful long hair before. I can understand how the woman you loved reacted with sadness.”
“Ah, your hair. I do remember how long it was on that photo on the cover of that British paper.”
I unconsciously bring my hand up to my bun. “It’s still all there. I’ve tied it up. It’s less distracting when people first meet me.”
“Luckily for me, this isn’t the first time we’ve met.”
Huh? No way. Surely I’d remember meeting him. I look at him, stunned.
“Do you remember when you came to Barcelona for the first time at sixteen with your mother?” 
What? “I do. How do you know I visited the city when I was a teenager?”
“She came here to visit a friend, right?”
“Yes, I do remember, but I can’t recall who her friend was.”
“I’m the friend.”
“Oh, now this makes a lot more sense. It was driving me crazy because since you opened the door, I’ve had the sneaking feeling I had met you before, but I couldn’t quite figure out when and where,” I say, relieved. “It’s so funny because when I arrived in Barcelona, I was reminiscing about that trip and I was wondering if my mom had kept contact with her Spanish friend.”
“She has,” he says, curling up the left side of his lips. 
Something about his confidence makes me uncomfortable. Mom has never talked about this guy since our trip together. I’m surprised to hear she kept such close contact with him.
“Listen, Ciara, I brought you here under false pretenses.”
Huh? Okay, this is starting to feel creepy. “What do you mean?”
“I’m a doctor and I do own real estate here, in Madrid, New York City and the Cayman Islands, but lighting is not the real reason why you’re here.”
“I’m confused.”
“I had a long spiel ready I rehearsed at least one thousand times, but seeing so much of me in you is much more powerful than I expected.”
What is this guy talking about?
“I’ve waited your entire life to meet you as an adult. Throughout the years, I’ve been able to meet you here and there to witness your transformation from an adorable toddler to a gorgeous and sophisticated woman. Your mother kept me well informed of your progress in life, but nothing could truly prepare me for this moment.”
“What does my mother have to do with this?”
“I promised Julia I’d allow you time to get used to the idea, but I see myself in you…”
“What do you mean you see yourself in me?” I nearly shout. Is this guy crazy?
“Ciara, Emilio Herrera is the man who’s done a spectacular job raising you, but I’m the one who brought you into the world.”
My heart stops. His lips are still moving, but my mind goes blank. 
“Your mother and I were in love…”
What the fuck?
My world is spinning out of control as I absorb his words.
“Stop it,” I yell as I jump to my feet. “Just stop it right now.”
“Please let me explain. Maybe I didn’t use the right words,” he says, approaching me.
“Stay back.”
“Ciara…”
“I said to stop talking. I don’t know what kind of twisted game you’re playing, mister, but my father is in New York and so is my mother. My parents have always been in love with each other. You’re implying my mother had an affair? What kind of drugs are you on?” I spit, as I try to move away from him. I have to get the hell out of here. I grab my handbag with trembling hands and run to the door.
“I know this is not the conversation you expected, but take a good look at me, Ciara, and tell me you don’t see yourself in me—your olive complexion, your beautiful crazy black hair, your statuesque height, your high cheekbones and your feisty personality. It’s all me,” he shouts over my shoulder, following me into the hallway.
I ignore the elevator and head towards the stairs.
“You’re crazy,” I yell, desperate to get out of this building.
“From what your mother has told me, you’ve inherited my mother’s, your grandmother’s, gift for cooking.”
His words stop me dead in my tracks. How on earth does he know about my passion for cooking?
“I’ve heard enough.” I run down the stairs, my eyes filled with tears. 
Who is this guy and why is he torturing me this way?
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BOOK 3—BROKEN
Chapter One
“He’s absolutely crazy. There’s no way my mother cheated on my father.” I utter these words through my tears as I desperately try to get away from Dr. Diego Echevarria.
I run out of the building so quickly I stumble and nearly fall. It’s the middle of the afternoon and my arrival causes a commotion on this busy Barcelonan street. A gentleman clad head to toe in Barcelona FC kit catches me and helps me find my balance. Beads of sweat are pearling against my forehead and dripping into my eyes—the late summer heat is oppressive. I blink a few times before looking up at the good Samaritan willing to prevent me from crashing against the pavement. The rays of the sun blind me temporarily and it takes me a few seconds to regain my composure.
“¿Señora, está bien?”
The stranger looks so concerned when our eyes meet. I can see my reflection through his eyes, with my disheveled chignon and the mascara running down my face.
“Gracias. Sí, estoy bien.” I lie and pretend everything is okay, but nothing will ever be the same. 
“Pero, está llorando.”
“No es nada. No se preocupe. Acabo de recibir una buena noticia.”
I reassure the stranger my tears are of joy and he walks away.
Fuck, I need a cab. I don’t want Diego to come down and find me.
I run to the street and hail the first one I see. I sink into the back of the cab and cry in silence in the palms of my hands. Tears roll down my face as I replay the dreadful conversation in my head. 
A few days ago my life was perfect. I was at the top of my career, a hot guy I hooked up with in Toronto flew all night from Tokyo to be with me in Barcelona, I was so excited about my business meeting with a wealthy Spaniard and my family was intact. 
Now my world is upside down because a stranger I only just met has shattered my whole existence by claiming to be my biological father.
Did my mother really have an affair with him? Am I an illegitimate—the product of a one-night fling?
Could my mother have done such a cruel thing to my father? Could she have betrayed our entire family? 
Oh my God, who am I if I’m not Emilio’s daughter?
I’m not even sure Diego isn’t making all of this up, but he knows intimate details about me. He scared the hell out of me. 
My phone is ringing off the hook. Diego has been trying to reach me since I burst out of his office, but I have no intention of talking to him ever again.
I need to turn this phone off before it drives me out of my mind.
With one touch, I shut out the confusion, chaos and commotion.
Maybe he’s trying to blackmail me after he saw those photos on the cover of the British tabloids? Maybe he wants to expose me and ask for money to keep quiet?
I shake off this far-fetched idea because my entire family already knows about the royal scandal and, they’ve already made peace with the fact those revealing photos will live on Google forever.
Thousands of questions spin through my mind as I make my way across the city. 
I need to lose myself to think.
Twenty-five minutes later, I’m at Las Ramblas in central Barcelona. This is a tourist trap and a great place to lose myself in my sorrows.
I’m grateful I didn’t wear a lot of flashy jewelry today. The Ramblas is a spot to buy souvenirs and ward off gypsies who have perfected the art of pickpocketing for generations. I head to the first store I see to buy a sensible pair of shoes I can walk in and a cheap canvas bag to hide my designer handbag. I slip off my expensive Cartier watch and diamond studs and place them inside my Chloe bag, which is hidden inside the inexpensive beige canvas bag.
This is the last place where I want to walk around with a sign on my back that reads “lunch money” to a group of hungry gypsies.
I’m surrounded by thousands of curious tourists and eager merchants, but I’m lost in my thoughts. My heart bleeds. How can my entire childhood have been a lie?
God, I’ve never felt more alone in my life.
After a few hours of walking aimlessly, I leave Las Ramblas in search of more secluded parts of the city. I don’t know where I’m going, but I do know I need to get as far away from Diego’s office as I can.
I’m still crying and there are still so many questions begging to be answered, but I’m mostly concerned about how I’m going to approach my mother. I don’t want to shatter our tight family bonds, but I need to get to the bottom of this. I need to know if this guy is lying or if my mother has been lying to me from the day I was born.
Oh my God, has my entire life been a deception? 
My grandparents. My aunts. My uncles. My cousins. Do I not have any blood ties whatsoever to any family on my dad’s side?
But I love these people.
What about the man who’s raised me and cared for me for all these years? Will he still love me if this story is true and he finds out he’s not my biological dad? Will he feel so betrayed by my mother’s actions he’ll turn his back on me? 
The weight of this realization sends me spiraling. I let out a cry as I collapse on a bench. 
This cannot be happening to me.
I’ve lost track of time and it hits me Nikolaj must be worried sick. I hadn’t told him where my meeting was to take place, but he knows it was hours ago. I pull out my phone from my bag and turn it on. 
Is it really seven-thirty? I stormed out of Diego’s office at two-thirty and I arrived at Las Ramblas at three o’clock. Have I been walking around aimlessly for four and a half hours?
I check my messages. Nikolaj has called and texted numerous times. Diego has also been persistently trying to reach me. I delete all of his messages. I don’t need any more of his shit in my life.
I call Nikolaj to let him know I’m still alive. “Hey, it’s me.”
“Goddamn it, where have you been? I’ve been worried sick,” Nikolaj roars. 
“I’m so sorry. I lost track of time. It’s a really long story.”
“What do you mean?”
All of a sudden Diego’s words come crashing in and I burst into tears.
“Ciara, are you crying? Did the guy you were meeting hurt you? Did he put his hands on you? What’s going on?” Nikolaj is raging on the other end, but I’m too choked up to answer. “Please answer me. What has this man done to you?”
“I thought…” I stop and inhale, trying to find the courage to allow the words to escape my lips. “Diego, or I guess James, didn’t summon me to help him with his lighting needs. He wanted to meet me in person to destroy me.”
“What?”
“It’s a really twisted story. To be honest, I don’t understand most of it, but this guy claims to be my father. Nikolaj, he knew intimate details about me. Apparently, my mother is the informant.” I sob. “I’m so numb right now. I’ve been walking for the past four hours.”
“Where are you now?”
“I don’t know.”
“Listen, find the closest intersection, give it me and I’ll jump in a taxi to pick you up.”
I wipe the tears from my eyes and blink a few times until I can read the street names.
“Okay, stay where you are, I’ll be there as quickly as I can. Don’t move. You hear me?”
“I’ll be here waiting for you.”
I hang up and stare at my phone, unable to make sense of this day.
It rings. Oh, fuck, it’s Diego again. I let the message go to voice mail before wailing again.
Fifteen minutes later, Nikolaj arrives to take me back to the hotel. I’m so weak he has to help me off the bench and into the back of the cab. 
“Let’s go back to the hotel, get you in a warm bath and get some food into you. When was the last time you ate?”
“Lunchtime.”
“Oh, baby, let me take care of you.”
I nod in agreement. I rest my forehead against his shoulder and I close my eyes, exhausted.
 
* * *
 
I wake up the next morning feeling like a bulldozer ran me over. 
If I feel this crappy, I guess this wasn’t a bad dream. 
“Did you sleep?” Nikolaj is sitting in a chair next to me and he looks so concerned.
“Oh, God. I look scary, right?”
“Not at all. You kept tossing and turning all night and you were talking in your sleep. I suspected you wouldn’t get a good night’s rest. I didn’t wake you up because I thought you’d need the extra sleep.”
“What time is it?”
“It’s ten o’clock.”
“What? I’ve slept thirteen hours?”
“Ciara, honey, you needed to block things out.”
“But I have a lot to do,” I shout, sitting up in bed.
“What’s so urgent, love?”
“I need to find a way to forget Diego’s words.” I sob again.
“Oh, baby.” He gets out of his seat, crawls back into bed and hugs me. “You were a mess last night. I didn’t want to let you out of my sight. I waited for you to fall asleep and I made sure to get up before you this morning to make sure I was here for you.”
“You took such good care of me, Nikolaj. I mean, I appreciate it, but this isn’t your family drama.” He’s so sweet for wanting to watch over me.
“Ciara, I’m no stranger to family sagas—trust me.”
“Yeah, but has your entire life been ripped out from under your feet by a stranger claiming to be your real dad?”
“No, and I’m sorry you have to deal with such a blow. I don’t want to make matters worse, but the front desk called a few hours ago to let you know a Dr. Echevarria was in the lobby hoping to speak to you. I told them to let him know you were sick.”
“What? He showed up here?”
“I’m afraid so.”
“He’s left me so many voice messages and he’s also sent me a few emails. I was determined not to validate his story by responding to his message, but…” My voice trails off to a whisper.
“What?”
“My mother sent me a text message letting me know she was here and she was hoping I’d consider meeting Diego again so they can explain things more clearly.”
“Yikes. Your mother is here?”
“Yeah. She sent a text message last night and I saw it before turning off my phone, but I couldn’t deal with it. Her words stayed with me all night. It sort of put things into perspective for me. Why would my mother fly to Barcelona and side with Diego if he was lying?”
“Good point.” Nikolaj nods.
“Knowing she’s here ready to defend his story is more crushing than listening to him tell me my dad wasn’t my father. I was still hoping he had made up his outrageous story to hurt me.”
“I don’t want to step into something so personal, but Ciara, your dad is still the man who raised you and the same one who has been part of your life since day one. If the claims are true, Dr. Echevarria might claim to be your real father, but he wasn’t there for all the milestones.”
The weight of Nikolaj’s words sends me into another crying fest.
“Come on, love. Don’t cry.”
I hide my face in his shoulder and I sob uncontrollably. “They’ve destroyed my peaceful world.” Diego has some gall for creating such turmoil in my life with his false claims.
“Baby, there must be more to this story or else your mother wouldn’t have sent a text message supporting him. Maybe it’s worth sitting down with them and hearing them out.”
“You’re suggesting I meet with this monster again?” I ask, alarmed.
“I’m suggesting you get to the bottom of things and find out once and for all the identity the man who brought you into this world.”
“If this story has a shred of truth, my father is going to be devastated and I doubt my sister will ever recover.”
“All the more reason for you to find out the truth. They’ll need you when your mother breaks the news to them.”
I meet Nikolaj’s beautiful blue eyes and I can’t believe how quickly this stranger has become a pillar of strength in a time of chaos. “I don’t know if I can do this, Nikolaj.”
“You’re a strong woman,” he declares, lifting my chin with his index finger.
“Not for these matters, I’m not.”
“Do you want me to come with you?”
“Oh, God, no,” I say, panicked. “I mean, I appreciate the offer, but I have no idea if there isn’t more explosive news awaiting me.”
“Hmmm, so you’re considering meeting with them?”
I let out a heavy sigh. “My mother wouldn’t be here if there wasn’t a shred of evidence to Diego’s claims,” I say, shaking my head in disbelief.
“I think you’re right.”
“If she’s been lying to me for all these years, I want her to tell me to my face. I want her to see the pain in my eyes when she reveals she’s been unfaithful to my dad.”


* * *
 
“Good Lord, you’re unrecognizable from yesterday.”
“You like?” I twirl to allow Nikolaj to take me in.
“Ciara, you’re dangerous in your badass outfit.”
“I decided to dress to let my mom and Diego know they can’t crush me.”
“Well, a pair of tight leather trousers will send the message loud and clear.”
“You’re too easily impressed.”
“Are you kidding me? You’re smoking hot in these and if this wasn’t such a delicate matter, I’d get down on my knees and beg you to get back in bed.”
I push him away from me and reach out to grab my purple handbag. “I saw the sorrow in my eyes in the mirror when I got out of the shower and I decided I was going to take this news standing tall. It only took a little makeup and a few pins to hold my hair and voila! I’m a new woman.”
“It’s far more than a little blush. You’re naturally beautiful and you have a fighting nature about you. I’m glad you’ve decided to lead with your inner strength.” He gets close enough for me to feel his hardening cock.
“Oh, no, you don’t. I promised them I’d be there for three o’clock and I have to leave now or else I’ll be late. Your erection can wait,” I declare firmly before pushing him away.
“Ouch. You’ve cut me deep.”
“You can always jerk off while I’m away if it becomes too painful.”
“You’re too kind,” he mocks with eyes half closed. “All right. You win. I’ll sit here all day bored out of my mind with a hard-on counting the hours until I can slide inside you.”
“Cry me a river.”
We both laugh.
“Nikolaj, there’s something I need to share.” I really can’t leave before letting him know how he saved me.
“Why the sudden serious frown? What’s on your mind, love?”
“I want to thank you.”
“Thank me for what?”
“You’ve been picking up my broken parts since last night.”
“Ciara, I couldn’t possibly leave you to fend for yourself.” 
“You went beyond caring for me and we both know it.”
“Come on, baby,” he says, taking a step closer. 
“No, please let me finish. You allowed me to cry my heart out. You peeled off my sweaty clothing and you carried me sobbing to the tub and you dropped me in the warm water before undressing and sliding in. You sat in the tub with me for an hour, holding me, rocking me and allowing me to deal with my pain. You forced me to eat even when I refused and you held me until I fell asleep last night.”
He lowers his gaze, digs his hands in his jeans pockets and shrugs his shoulders. “When the taxi stopped at the corner where you were waiting for me yesterday afternoon, I didn’t recognize you—your deep sorrow had transformed the woman I knew. You needed someone to be there for you. I’m honored to have been the shoulder to cry on.”
I wouldn’t have been able to deal with all of this on my own.
I’m on the verge of tears again and he reaches out to wipe the first one away.
“Ciara, you’re going to ruin your makeup.” He smiles warmly at me. “On a more serious note, I secretly loved watching over you. I fully recognize you don’t need me for anything—you’re a strong, successful and independent woman—but last night you needed a pillar to hold onto and I was happy to oblige.”
“I rarely show signs of weakness. I’m quite clever at hiding them.”
“It seems we share another trait in common.”
I would never have guessed.
“I’ve always felt like a stranger in my own family because I’m so different from my sister and my dad—not only in the way I look but even how I approach life. I’ve been so much taller and my hair has always been bigger than everyone else, I could never explain why. Sofia always teased me by claiming Mom had me with the postman. My mother would simply say I must have taken after a tall ancestor. She said traits skipped generations before showing up again and it’s perfectly natural…” I trail off, closing my eyes. I guess she was covering her tracks.
“Your mother was trying to protect you, Ciara.”
I shrug my shoulders and shake my head. “My height was always a big joke in the family and my dad always marveled at how much of a tomboy I was as a child until I turned seventeen.”
“What happened?”
“I discovered boys were more interested in staring at my boobs than listening to me ramble on about the latest sports scores or latest hotshot rookie of the year.”
“Ah. Who can blame them? I personally love your boobs,” Nikolaj mocks with glee in his eyes.
“It seems I’ve never shared much in common with the man I’ve called Dad my entire life and I understand why now.”
“Ciara, you don’t know anything for sure yet. I know your mom is here and she’s contacted you, but there’s still a slight chance Dr. Echeverria is lying. Who knows, he may have ulterior motives in contacting you out of the blue like this and making such preposterous claims.” Nikolaj pulls me closer before brushing my nose against his.
I have to go face the truth.
“Okay, I have to go,” I declare bravely as I get on my toes to kiss him.
Nikolaj grabs my waist, pulling me closer to him, and kisses me softly. Since we met, it’s been hot and rough and this is the first time his lips have been so soft against mine. “I’ll miss you today.”
“I’ll only be gone for a few hours.”
“I know, but I can still miss you, can’t I?”
The tenderness of his question makes me blush. “Yeah, if you don’t have anything better to do,” I say, trying to hide how moved I am by his words.
“Text me if you need me to come pick you up.”
“I will.”
“Let’s go for dinner tonight. I’ll figure out a casual place and you can tell me all about your day.”
I can’t wait to spend quiet time with Nikolaj tonight. “I have a feeling I’m going to need a drink or three by tonight.”
“I have a feeling it’s going to be a heavy day for you. I also believe you’ll gain the clarity you need to help you move forward.”
“I hope you’re right. Okay, gorgeous, I’m off.”
We kiss and hug one last time before I turn on my heel and I head to the door with a heavy heart at what awaits me.
 



BOOK 3—BROKEN 
Chapter Two
I can’t believe I was here twenty-five hours ago.
My stomach is in a knot. I hope I can go through with this without bailing out.
You’re going to be fine.
I’m standing in front of the same shop window as yesterday taking in my reflection before meeting my mother and her lover.
I was horrified when I saw myself this morning. Nikolaj allowed me to take a shower alone and after crying for ten minutes under the running water, I decided to face reality. I refuse to let Diego know he’s done so much emotional damage, so I put on my war armor—a pair of tight-fitted leather jeans, the same jacket I wore a few days ago during my excursion day with Nikolaj, my Jimmy Choo biker motorcycle boots, a light grey cashmere mesh tee-shirt with beaded detailing and my designer handbag. I spent thirty-five minutes transforming my face to erase any traces of sadness. Dark red lipstick always does the trick.
I arm myself with all the courage I have left as I open the door to the building and head to the elevator.
I know from this moment on my life will never be the same.
I take a decisive step towards Diego’s office, but I stop in my tracks when I recognize a familiar face in front of me.
“Mom. Why are you waiting for me in the hallway?”
“Ciara, I…” She looks so nervous as she approaches me. “I… Baby, I’m sorry,” she chokes before lowering her eyes and taking my hand into hers. 
All of a sudden, it hits me. She’s changed so dramatically since I last saw her. “What have you done? Oh my God, Mom, your hair.”
“Gosh. I was going to tell you, but…” She touches her hair and flashes me a shy smile.
“What about your wardrobe? You never dress like this back home. I mean you’re the queen of greys and neutrals, Mom.”
“Oh, the women here are so stylish and they wear such vibrant colors,” she confesses, smoothing her teal jersey wrap dress.
Wow. It hugs her curvy hips so beautifully. 
“There are plenty of stylish women in New York,” I retort like an unimpressed seven-year-old.
“You’re right.”
“What’s going on, Mom? I’ve tried thousands of times to inject color in your wardrobe, but you’ve always fought me off, claiming you don’t want to attract attention. You work at one of the most high-end luxury stores in America and your employee discounts make fashionistas drool, but you’ve always hidden all this beauty behind dull colors.”
“I guess it was time for a change.”
My mother looks twenty years younger than when I saw her five days ago. I stopped by her house to let her know I was off to Barcelona and she wasn’t nearly as polished as this foxy older version of Monica Bellucci and she surely didn’t let me know she would be here in Barcelona. Her new sassy bob hits at her chin and gives an air of chicness and sophistication. I’ve pleaded with her for years to change her hair, but she stubbornly held on to her long mane, which she wore tied up in a bun all the time. She also colored her greys and now her features are striking against her dark hair. 
She’s stunning—almost unrecognizable. Is she wearing makeup?
Although she’s been a top seamstress at Bergdorf Goodman for as long as I can remember, she’s never paid particular attention to what she wore and I can’t remember the last time I’ve seen her dolled up like this.
“I arrived here a couple of days before you did and on a whim I asked Diego where I should go for a complete makeover. Since he had to perform a surgery a few days ago, I jumped at the opportunity to turn back the hands of time.”
“Wow. Whomever is responsible for this transformation is brilliant.”
I hate to admit it because deep down I know Diego prompted this change, but she’s breathtakingly beautiful.
“I wanted to feel pretty. I don’t think you can understand since you’re always so well put together. You’re tall, slim, gorgeous, I still don’t know whom you inherited your round booty from and you dress with such flair,” she says, gesturing at my biker commando gear.
“Mom, you should have seen my hellish morning face. Trust, me this doesn’t come as easy as people think.” I wink.
We both laugh as we hug each other.
A voice with a sexy accent comes from behind me. “Ah! There are the two most beautiful women in Spain.” Diego walks out of his office with arms wide open ready to hug us.
I wipe a few tears from my eyes and I do the same for my mom before turning around. “Diego, are you responsible for unleashing the supermodel in her?”
“I’m afraid not. She’s always been this ravishing, but she allowed life to tame her,” he reveals before losing himself in her loving eyes. 
“Come on, Ciara, let’s go into the office.”
“Great idea, Julia. Why don’t we keep the tears for behind closed doors,” he teases as he wraps his arms around her.
I feel so awkward witnessing such intimacy between them. I look away, wondering when was the last time I saw the two people I’ve known as my parents embrace like new lovers.
These two are worse than lovebirds.
“It may seem strange to you, but I’m sure in a few minutes you’ll see this very differently.” Diego must feel my discomfort.
“It’s easy to justify betrayal after the fact,” I spit out, angered by the fact I’m so transparent to him.
“Ciara Isabella Herrera,” my mother says. “Don’t you dare speak to him with such disrespect. I’ve raised you better.”
“He’s a stranger to me, Mom. The two of you are hell-bent on creating turmoil in my life, but you’re not going to succeed.”
“Cálmate, mujeres,” he scorns in his native tongue. “Calm down, ladies, let’s take this inside my office.”
Inside, I stand beside the closed door raging with my arms crossed over my chest. I expected to cry when I got here—I even wore waterproof mascara prepared for a deluge of tears, but I didn’t expect this anger to consume me.
“Please, Ciara, sit down. Don’t stand like a soldier. We’re among friends here.”
“You’re no friend of mine, Diego. You may have sweet-talked her,” I lash out, pointing at my mother, “but you don’t fool me at all.” I flash him the menacing gaze of a bullfighter. “I’d rather stand. Thank you very much.”
“If you feel so strongly about me, why are you here?”
His question startles me.
“You’re a very intelligent woman. Why would you come back if there wasn’t a shred of truth to what I shared yesterday?”
“I’m here so my mother can tell me why she had an affair with you. It doesn’t mean you’re my father. Emilio Herrera is my real dad. You’re an imposter.”
“Ciara, watch your mouth.” My mother jumps to her feet and bangs her closed fists against her thighs. “You’re making things worse than they have to be.”
“Mom, you made things worse when you slept with him and more recently when you allowed him to contact me and turn my world upside down. You do realize you’re going to kill Dad when you tell him of this little affair of yours.” I’m still too angry to unfold my arms or sit.
“Your father… I mean, Emilio knows. He’s getting remarried in four months, Ciara.”
What the hell is she talking about? The words come crashing through me like a tsunami. What has taken over my parents? “How can Dad get remarried when the two of you are living under the same roof? Mom, it makes absolutely no sense.”
“Ciara, two years ago, your dad and I decided it was time to move on. We didn’t want to pull the rug out from underneath you, so we continued living in the same house, but your dad has been sleeping in the guest bedroom for a long time now.”
“Mom, you’re making this up. There’s no way Dad would walk away from your marriage.” I bet she’s concocting this story so she doesn’t feel guilty.
“Do you know why I insist on you calling me before coming to the house?”
I shake my head, too upset to answer.
“The time it takes you to drive over gives me room to hide the evidence. I’m able to tidy up the guest room and camouflage the fact your dad and I have been living more like roommates than husband and wife for over two years.”
“I don’t believe you.” I fold my lower lip into my mouth, sulking like a three-year-old who refuses to share her toys.
“Since he started dating Beverly eight months ago, he’s been spending more time at her place than at the house.” 
“Beverly? The red-headed physical therapist
 who helped him recover from his knee injury?” I’m shocked my father could have started a new life right under my nose.
“Yes. Your dad kept referring to her as his physical therapist so you and Sofia couldn’t see through him. He was afraid if he said her name in front of you, we’d have to get into a lot of family drama.”
“I never understood why his treatments were so spread out and why he didn’t go in for a few months and deal with the issue.”
“He was trying to stay in contact with Bev as often as possible until he mustered up the courage to ask her out on a date.”
“He’s talked to you about her?”
“Yes, Ciara. He’s crazy about her and I’ve met her as well.”
“What?” I’m so scandalized I uncross my arms to hide my face as I shake my head, refusing to accept what my mother is sharing. 
I really wish I were having a bad dream.
“In fact, Diego has also met Beverly. We’ve gone out a few times on double dates when he was visiting me in New York.”
“Double dates? Are you kidding me? I can’t handle this. I don’t know who my parents are anymore.” I grab the handle to the door, ready to storm out.
“Ciara.” Diego’s commanding voice stops me. “Please turn around,” he pleads.
I’m so tempted to walk out this door and ignore everything I’ve heard so far, but I know when I wake up tomorrow morning nothing I do or say can mend my parents’ broken relationship. 
My God, my dad is taking a major leap in his life and he’s never even alluded to his pending wedding any of the times we’ve been together. Did he tell Sofia and not me because of Diego’s far-fetched claims? Is Dad angry with me?
I turn back on my heel and face the man who called out my name.
“Your mother is not finished yet. Please allow her to continue and then you can decide if you want to leave. This is extremely difficult for her and yes, I understand it’s painful for you as well. However, if we can put things out in the open we can heal and move on instead of staying stuck in resentment.”
Diego’s blue eyes are imploring me to reconsider. On one hand I want to run away like I always do when things start getting messy or emotional, but it’s not going to change the fact my own father is getting remarried to another woman and it surely won’t bring me any clarity as to the real identity of the man staring at me.
“All right, Diego. I’ll stay a little longer. Mom, please continue.” I turn around, facing them, before leaning against the wall. 
I may be staying, but I’m not ready to sit down.
“Ciara, Emilio and I grew apart. It’s not easy to keep a long-term marriage alive if both parties aren’t willing to put in the effort. Your dad and I had given up and being open about it allowed us to find happiness with other people.”
“Why not go see a marriage counselor? You could have saved the relationship if you truly wanted to.”
“Ciara, if I may interject.” Diego takes a step towards my mother and wraps his arms protectively around her.
“Had you not kept in contact with Diego, you would have found the will to fight harder,” I lash out, angered to see them wrapped up in each other like this.
Diego ignores my comment. “I was once married a long time and after many years of trying, I realized my heart was no longer into it and in fact it never had been. My first wife has since remarried and she has more children with a good man. We’re both much happier living separate lives than we ever were married. Sometimes we have to end a relationship threatening to stifle us in order to find a new blossoming one.”
“I felt exactly like Diego described in my own marriage to your dad,” my mother says. “We were on autopilot and we had lost all passionate love for each other. When it was clear your father had found a wonderful woman who complemented him at this stage of his life, I started rebuilding my own. I contacted Diego and explained the state of my relationship and I also told him Emilio and I had agreed to a divorce.”
“You both want this?” I’m crushed by my mother’s words. This is my worst nightmare coming true. I had always taken pride in the longevity of my parents’ marriage and since I never believed it was possible to duplicate such love, I never bothered putting in effort in my own relationships.
“Yes. We’ve had many late-night conversations over this. The funny thing is once we made the final decision and contacted attorneys, your father mustered up the courage to ask Beverly on a date and she asked him what took so long.”
“I can’t imagine Dad dating.”
“He’s happy. You must have noticed he’s changed since the beginning of the year? I mean he’s lost fifty pounds and his disposition is so different.”
“I thought it was the new diet and exercise regime his personal trainer and dietician created for him. I was so thrilled he was willing to take care of himself, I didn’t try to figure out his motivation.”
“You know your father is not one who embraces change easily.” 
“I get it, but I didn’t know it was because he was seeing another woman and ending your union.”
“Your father didn’t do anything to me. We both wanted to move on.”
This is not the woman I know. My mom spent most of her time shying away from attention. The person standing in front of me speaks her mind with such clarity it’s disarming.
“So the minute your decision was made, you contacted him?” I ask, pointing at the man claiming to be my biological dad.
“We’d kept in touch along the years, but Diego was always very respectful about not coming between Emilio and I. He didn’t want to hurt you and your sister. When all four of us were at a much more blissful state in our lives we decided to organize an evening at the house to tell you and your sister, but you announced you were planning a surprise engagement party for Sofia because Bryce wanted to propose to her in front of the family. Emilio, Beverly, Diego and I didn’t want to cast a shadow on your sister’s big day, so we kept pretending.”
“You… Really…” I open my mouth to speak but I’m still so shocked I can’t string together a coherent sentence.
“Are you willing to uncross your arms and sit down now?” My mother is pleading with me with her eyes and I reluctantly take a seat. 
“This is Spain and family matters should never be discussed on an empty stomach. We’ve already quarreled for far too long without food. I’ll come back with something to nibble on and coffee.” Diego has already disappeared before I can protest. 
None of this is making sense. I thought my parents were happy.
My mother and I sit in silence. I know her eyes are on me, but I’m too hurt by what she’s revealed to meet her eyes. There’s still a storm of fury raging inside me.
“Why did you sleep with him and cheat on Dad?”
The question escapes my mouth before I can catch it. It startles Diego as he walks back in the room with coffee and finger sandwiches.
“Honey, it’s not as cut and dry as that,” my mother says.
“Ciara, I may only be your mother’s friend and I know you don’t like me very much right now—in fact, you most probably hate me—but there are better ways of asking such a delicate question.” He’s as stern as a strict parent would be under these circumstances.
I know I should back off, but something takes over me and I counterattack like a lioness protecting her cubs. I jump to my feet and close the gap between us. I get so close to Diego I can admire every shade of blue in his piercing eyes and smell his refined cologne.
“You don’t get to tell me how to talk to my own mother when you dupe me into a meeting under false pretenses and shatter my entire existence. If she’s cheating on my dad with you, I have a right to know,” I hiss.
He casts a dark look at me and holds my gaze. We stand in the middle of his office like two heavyweight boxing champions before the bell rings—ready to destroy each other. “I would never accept this kind of impertinence from my own children.”
“Aren’t you lucky you don’t have to worry, since I’m not your child?”
The exasperation on his face is unmistakable and I know I’ve hit a nerve. “Show her the papers so we can put an end to this,” he grunts in my mother’s direction.
What papers is he talking about?
“You’re a bad influence on her. You’ve changed her.” I poke his impeccable suit with my manicured finger.
“I’m not. I love her and I always have,” he whispers in a softer voice as he lowers his gaze.
Love? Whatever.
I turn to face my mother and she’s shaking like a leaf. “Diego, give me a chance to smooth things out with Ciara,” she says.
“Julia, she doesn’t want to listen. She’s already condemned us without knowing the real story.”
“Mom, what is he talking about?” Fuck, my head is hurting so badly it’s as if a jackhammer has been chiseling at my left temple for the last hour. 
“Show them to her, Julia, or else I will.” His icy stare sends chills down my spine. 
Oh, God, what now?
My mother grabs her bag and pulls out a yellowed folded piece of paper. She stands up and hands the paper to Diego.
“Why don’t you read the facts and you can decide if you want to continue hating me this much. Maybe by then you’ll be more receptive to listening to your mother’s confession.”
I snatch the paper from his hand and search my mother’s eyes for answers. She’s avoiding my gaze.
Shit, this is not good. I unfold the paper slowly, afraid of what I’ll discover. 
What the…? I’m scandalized. “My birth certificate?” Cold sweat trails down my back. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a copy of this before.
I take a step back as I gasp in horror. “No, no, no. This cannot be happening.”
A tear rolls down my mother’s face and I know my fate is sealed in the document I’m holding. I blink and I reread the line containing the name of my father.
How can she do this to me?
“I think if you had inherited my blue eyes, it would have been easier for you to accept me, Ciara.”
I stare at him blankly and turn my attention to my mother who is still standing by his side. My world as I know it is coming down brick by brick.
“Mom, this is a mistake, right?” I beg my mother for an explanation. “Please tell me there’s another birth certificate showing my father’s name. I’m seriously confused right now because the paper I’m holding states Diego Alejandro Echevarria de Balcázar is my father. Please, Mom, it can’t be true?”
“It’s not a mistake,” she whispers.
“Can you repeat that, Mom? You’re going to have to speak louder if you’re going to stand there and destroy me like this,” I yell at her.
“Ciara, she’s not trying to hurt you,” Diego says. “Please, lower your voice.” 
“How does she explain this? You can’t possibly be my real father.” I’m so numb inside, I can’t even cry.
“Ciara, you’re mine.”
His words send shockwaves throughout my entire body. “I’m not yours, Diego, and I never will be. I’m sure this document is false.”
“Baby, your hair, your height, your athleticism and your fighting nature—it’s all his,” she says, holding on to Diego’s arm like a shield. “You even have the exact same way of laughing.” 
I violently shake my head, refusing to accept her words. There’s no way this is true. “Emilio Herrera is my real dad. Do you remember him, Mom? He’s the man who’s been there for me my whole life.”
“Emilio knows and he’s accepted the truth, honey.”
What does she mean? Dear God, this can’t be real.
“You may be angry as hell right now, but you know you’ve come to me numerous times while growing up, confused and even hurt by the fact your sister and father shared so much in common. You often felt like you shared so few similarities with your father.”
I’ve always been jealous of the closeness Sofia shared with Dad—something I never had with him. “He’s known of this since I was born?”
“No, Ciara. I made sure your dad never saw this paper. I hid this from him and from your sister. The minute I was able to get you passports of your own I did and I minimized the chances you’d ever need this document. When you were a kid, I was the one going to every single doctor’s appointment so Dad would never know. My mom helped me keep this a secret.”
“Grandma knew?” I ask, bringing my hands to my face, shocked by the news.
“Yes. My mother and father knew. I never told any of my siblings for fear someone would have a vendetta against me one day and try to hurt you in the process. You know how dysfunctional my relationship with my brothers and sisters is. I couldn’t take such a huge chance.”
I summon the courage to face Diego. Our eyes meet and I’m forced to find a fictitious point of interest on the wall behind him, too frightened by what I finally see.
Oh my God, I do look like him.
Since this man came into my life, it’s the first time I’ve seen myself in him and the idea of my entire life being no more than a big fat lie breaks me to the core. I take a step back, but my legs are trembling so much I falter and hold on to the desk to avoid falling. Diego reaches out and catches me and brings me back to my feet.
“I’m so sorry we have to meet like this, my dear daughter, but I told your mother I couldn’t go on like this any longer. I wanted to get to know you.” 
“I need to sit down,” I plead, pushing myself away from him. “I don’t feel well.” I fold my body over my legs and wrap my arms around them in an attempt to find comfort.
“This is the worst day of my life,” I whisper to myself.
“If you’ll allow me to explain how we met and how we fell in love, I believe you’ll feel very differently.” My mom is imploring me with her eyes, and although a part of me refuses to find out more about the details surrounding my mother’s affair, there’s another part of me dying to understand how the man standing in front of me became my father. 
“You’re the product of the most passionate love I’ve ever known, Ciara, and if you’d just be willing to listen to Julia for a few more minutes, you might be more accepting of me.” Diego is looking at me with the same desperate eyes as my mother. 
I nod, defeated by their plea. “All right, I’m willing to listen.” Maybe if I leave here with a better sense of their story, it might quiet the rage burning inside me.
For the next hour, my mother pours out her soul as she recounts every detail of her secret life—from the moment she got a dream job in Barcelona, to their chance encounter, to the moment they both fell in love with each other and the day they made love for the first time. She reveals it all. By the time she’s done, I’m surprised by how invested I am in their heart-wrenching story and how much they’ve loved each other for so many years without being able to be together. I’m also able to better appreciate the sacrifices my mom made by choosing duty over passion when she remained with my dad instead of running away with Diego.  
 “There’s one more thing I should add,” my mother says after taking a breath.
“Please don’t tell me I have a twin sister somewhere,” I mock.
“Nothing so dramatic. I want to apologize for one more mistake I made, honey.”
“What do you mean?”
“Diego contacted you in this rushed way because he flew to New York to tell me he couldn’t wait any longer to reveal his real identity to you, but as you know, I was in training in L.A. while you were on your business trip in Toronto. I’m so clueless when it comes to technology, I stupidly left my phone at home without even knowing it since I rarely use the phone.”
“I understand now why he was parked in front of my office.”
“I thought Julia was avoiding the unavoidable,” Diego says. “Not being able to reach her sent me into a rage of frustration and I decided I was going to wait until you got back from your trip to Canada to finally meet you in person.”
“Yeah. He was furious because he thought I was ignoring his pleas to get to know his only daughter better when in reality, I was unaware he had paid me a surprise visit,” my mother says. “When he finally caught your attention and bought your plane ticket, I decided to make the trip to Barcelona to be here when he broke the news to you.”
“I’m sorry, Ciara, but I was in such a rush to get to know you, I was afraid the moment would pass if I didn’t come out and tell you I was the man who brought you into this world. I screwed up badly, but it’s your fault for having so many Echevarria traits,” Diego jokes.
The three of us laugh aloud.
“I want you to know more about your lineage because we have a rich heritage spanning from this continent all the way to the Americas, but this is Spain and we’ve been cooped up in here forever. It’s time for cocktail hour and I’m dying to eat. Why don’t you come out for dinner with your mom and I, and I can share more.”
Shit, Nikolaj. We were supposed to go out together and I haven’t been in touch. He must have texted me ten times already.
“I don’t think I can,” I respond with a sly smile.
“You can’t or you won’t?” My mother flashes me a disappointed look and I’m forced to open up.
“I can’t, Mom. I sort of have someone waiting for me at the hotel.”
“You’re kidding me. You’ve been here two days and you’ve managed to seduce a man.”
“It takes me far less time to tempt a guy,” I retort, feigning that she hurt my feelings.
“I don’t need to hear such details, Ciara.” Diego is so freaked out by my revelation and I can’t help but laugh.
“I didn’t meet him when I got here. He flew from Tokyo to spend four days with me. He’s the one I met in Toronto, Mom.”
“Ah, the Danish billionaire?”
“Billionaire? You surely know how to pick them.”
“Diego, you have no idea what your daughter is capable of,” my mother says. “It’s your fault. She’s as flirty as you and her beauty is as disarming as your charm.”
“In other words, we’ve created a man-eater.” 
“I think you’re exaggerating. I’ve been known to have my way with men, but I wouldn’t describe myself so harshly. I’m almost offended.” I smile.
“Spare me, Ciara. Your mother has shared a few of your dating stories and remember, I saw the covers of those British tabloids with my own two eyes.” 
Shit, shit, shit. Damn papers.
“Why don’t you call this rich guy and invite him?” Diego says.
“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” He doesn’t know of my strict dating rules. Dinner with parents is so not doable.
“Julia, what is your daughter talking about?”
“Oh, now she’s my daughter?” Mom nudges Diego’s arm and he wraps her in his arm like a kid holding onto his favorite teddy bear. 
“I mean, meeting parents is a big step and I don’t get to such a turning point with a guy unless I think he’s worth it.”
“Do you like him?”
Diego has to stop being so blunt. “I met him not long ago,” I blurt out in my defense.
“Perhaps you didn’t understand my question. I know I have a bit of an accent, so let me break it down for you, dear daughter.” He flashes me a cocky gaze.
No wonder Mom fell for him. He’s totally irresistible when he smiles.
“When a man flies all night long from Tokyo to be with a woman, it means one of two things—he has nothing better to do with his life or he really likes you. Correct me if I’m wrong, but your Danish guy didn’t wake up one day and realize he had built a billion-dollar business. He must have worked hard for his success, unless his father passed away and left him a massive fortune. Which leaves the latter, Ciara.” Diego’s eyes are nearly burning my soul, searching for an answer. “The question is do you also like him or is this a passing thing you find amusing?”
How do I answer such a loaded question without revealing too much?
I still can’t get over the fact I’ve broken so many of my cardinal rules for Nikolaj and as much as I hate to admit it, I’m totally into him. “I do like him,” I reply, lowering my eyes. Why am I so nervous about this?
“This guy must be something, because you’ve never used the word like to describe any of the guys you’ve been with in the past, Ciara.” My mom slaps her cheeks with both hands as if she were a young Macaulay Culkin on the poster of the movie Home Alone. 
“You don’t need to be so dramatic.”
“Are you kidding me? I never thought I’d see the day when a guy melts your heart.”
“You’re making too much of it,” I respond, a bit ticked off. “He doesn’t annoy me like many others, that’s all.”
“I hope it has nothing to do with the size of his pocket.” Diego raises his eyebrow.
“No. Hardly. I might never have been with a billionaire before, but I’ve had my fair share of multimillionaires. He’s a great guy and our personalities click. He’s a riot to be with, he makes me laugh, he’s full of surprises and without him, I would still be in my hotel room crying my eyes out after leaving your office last night. I’m very successful, Diego, and I don’t need a man to pay my way.” I’ve never judged a man by the size of his wallet because it’s so easy for a guy to hide who he is at his core behind a cloud of expensive gifts and exotic trips. Been there and I’m not going back.
I also have too many girlfriends who got caught up with extremely rich Manhattan tycoons, only to wake up one day and realize they were completely dependent on their husband. Hubby dearest called all the shots and they had little say in their own lives, finances and major decisions concerning their children. No, thank you.
“It’s a done deal. Call or text the man and invite him to come out with us. He’ll be among friends. Let’s get out of this office and go celebrate, ladies.”
“I’ll call him and invite him on one condition.”
“You’re imposing conditions now?” Diego asks. “What’s the secret you want me to keep?”
“Please don’t tell him I told you I liked him. I don’t want it to get to his head.”
Diego studies me for what seems an eternity. He uncrosses his legs, gets up and closes the gap between us. He extends his hand and helps me to my feet. 
“My God. I can’t believe how well you’ve turned out.” He holds my gaze as he caresses my cheek and strokes my hair. This is so weird, but at the same time, it’s so right. “I can see my mother in you. It’s uncanny to me.”
I shake my head instead of answering, overtaken by the intimacy between us.
“My dad fell for your grandmother the second he saw her walk by. She broke so many men’s hearts, but she chose my father and they had the most passionate love affair and marriage. She never stopped loving him until he passed away and even after he was gone, she wouldn’t let go. I’m so overtaken with joy right now to finally have you in my life.” Diego chokes up. “I promise not to tell this rich guy you’re crazy about him as long as you wear your signature smile all evening long. Do we have a deal?”
Damn, he’s a smooth operator. He has a way with words. “We do, Diego.”
“Bravo. I’m finally free to be with the woman of my dreams and my only daughter hasn’t killed me yet for shattering her perfect childhood. Thank God for small favors.”
“Careful, the evening is still young.”
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Chapter Three
“Is your lover boy texting you back?”
“Diego, stop teasing me. He’s not a boy,” I reply without lifting my eyes from my iPhone. We’ve already been sitting at the restaurant for close to half an hour and there’s no sign of Nikolaj. Like most Barcelonan restaurants at this time of the night, Nueve Reinas is bustling with activity. Hungry locals are crammed in this quaint eatery in search of great food, good wine and animated conversations. The décor is deceptively understated, but a second glance reveals the exquisiteness of each piece.
“Ah, thanks for correcting me. Did you notice, Julia, how your daughter didn’t correct me on the lover part?” 
“Diego, you’re as playful as a child tonight,” my mother says. “What’s gotten into you?”
“¿Enserio, mi amor? Seriously, my love, do you have to ask? I’m here with you, my daughter over there is texting her boyfriend and we’re officially a family. There are no words to express how happy I am right now.”
“He’s not my boyfriend, Diego. You promised to behave,” I plead, meeting his gaze. 
“I don’t have any intentions of breaking my promise to you, but we’ve already polished off one bottle of red and your Danish billionaire has yet to be seen.”
“He’s in the restaurant, but he can’t find us. Give me a second,” I say, lifting my index finger. “I want to make sure he knows we’re in the private room.”
 
Where are you? I’m standing inside Nueve Reinas and I can’t see you. Am I at the correct restaurant?
 
-----
 
Yes, you are. Diego has reserved a private room in the back. Ask the hostess to show you where it is.
 
-----
 
Okay, I’ll see you in a minute.
 
I hate to admit it, but I’ve missed Nikolaj today and I can’t wait to see him again. I was extremely nervous inviting him to this family gathering, because I’d never invite a guy to meet my mom and dad in New York, but this day has completely shattered my definition of family, rules and conventions. Not to mention Diego is such a wild spirit, I know Nikolaj will fit right in. I threw all caution to the wild and decided to enjoy an enchanting evening with a wonderful man and my new dad.
I had stepped outside of Diego’s office to invite Nikolaj to come out with us and when we arrived at the restaurant, I excused myself to call him and give him a quick summary of the day. What transpired today is heavy for me to handle—I can’t possibly let him walk into this saga without a little warning and some background. I’d hate for him to unknowingly step on a landmine. 
“There he is.” I jump up and wave at Nikolaj to join us.
Nikolaj’s lips curve into a slow, heart-stopping smile when he sees me. Damn, he’s mouthwatering.
He can pull off casual so well. He’s wearing a pair of dark blue jeans, which he’s paired with a light grey V-neck sweater topped with a plaid jacket in the right dominant shades to complete a stylish outfit. When he sees me, he waves and flashes me his signature grin. God. I’m instantly weak in the knees. 
I feel an unfamiliar clench in my chest when he walks in. What’s going on? Crap. Get a grip. “Hey, Nikolaj. I hope it wasn’t too hard finding the place?” Why is my stomach fluttering like this? It’s not as if I didn’t see him this morning.
“Hey, I’m sorry it took me a bit of time to get here. Only in Barcelona can there be crazy traffic at this late hour of the day. It seems everyone in the city is heading to his or her favorite eatery.” He grabs my waist and kisses both my cheeks the way Europeans do.
“It’s the busiest time of the day. Lucky for me, while we were waiting for you, Diego has been keeping me very busy with stories of my ancestors,” I mock, rolling my eyes at him.
We both laugh.
“I can hear you, Ciara,” Diego says. “I’m sitting in the room.”
“I know you can, Diego,” I shout over my shoulder. “Come on, let me introduce you to my mom and Dr. Echevarria.” I pull at Nikolaj’s arm. “Nikolaj, this is my mother Julia and this is the man who lured me to Spain.”
“Dr. Echevarria and Mrs Herrera, what a pleasure to meet both of you. May I say the color of your dress is simply smashing against your skin and it brings out your brown eyes so well. I see where Ciara has inherited her ravishing beauty from.”
“Oh, my, Nikolaj, I’m so flattered. There’s no need to be so formal. Please call me Julia.” Is she blushing like a schoolgirl?
“Forgive me, Nikolaj, but your accent sounds more British than Danish,” Diego says.
“Dr. Echevarria…”
“Please, Nikolaj, we’re among friends here. Call me Diego.”
“Well, Diego, I spent my formative years in London and I only returned home when I was a young adult. I’m afraid I had been branded for life with Shakespeare’s eloquence by the time I returned to Copenhagen.”
“I see. Well, keep the accent, it drives women nuts.”
“I agree. An accent does give me some bargaining power with gorgeous beauties like Ciara.” Nikolaj caresses my thigh under the table.
Jesus, I missed losing myself in those blue eyes.
Diego coughs. “Dear God, where are my manners. Here you are without a drink. This is Spain, it’s unthinkable to celebrate such a monumental day without drinks.” 
“Ciara tells me it was a big day for all of you and I couldn’t agree more, drinks are definitely in order.”
“Ciara, I already like this Danish guy with the British accent.” 
Oh my God, can I curl up under this table and die? Did Diego actually speak his mind aloud?
“Diego, leave them alone.” My mother comes to my rescue, but it’s too late. I already know my cheeks are flushed and everyone in the private room can see me turn beet red. 
So much for playing it cool and detached. I was hoping to hide how I felt about Nikolaj in front of my mom and Diego, but evidently it’s written all over my face now. 
“Shall we start with a fine bottle of champagne?” Diego asks.
“Normally I’d agree with you, since nothing rivals a selection from the Champagne region, but in recent years, I’ve come to appreciate a nice bottle of chilled Segura Viudas Brut Vintage,” Nikolaj says. “I see it here featured on the wine menu and since it’s a local sparkling cava, it might be perfect to kick off the night.”
Diego studies Nikolaj like a matador sizes up an angry bull entering an arena before a fight. 
Oh, crap. What happened? Things were going so well.
The silence is almost cruel and I’m afraid Nikolaj might have said something to offend Diego, but suddenly the man sitting by my mother’s side smiles like a chess champion who’s been cleverly played by a more formidable adversary. “Ciara, this man is a keeper.”
The next four hours are filled with so much warmth and positive energy, I’m certain we could have melted Iceland’s ice caves. 
Nueve Reinas is a little Argentinian treasure in the heart of Barcelona. I know I’m in for a treat when I take a bite of our appetizers. These empanadas put everything else I’ve tasted so far in New York to shame. When I told Diego I was in the mood for a hearty Latin meal, I never imagined it would be this decadent. 
We feast on the most succulent steak I’ve ever tasted in my life. Diego insists on us sampling as many meat selections as possible and I must admit, he was right—nothing surpasses a juicy steak prepared by an Argentinian chef. This meal is so spectacular, I wouldn’t be surprised one bit if the chef can trace his roots back to the first Gauchos who used to herd cattle all year round in Argentina. 
The sommelier’s recommendations for the wine selections are spot on and we all enjoy the type of full-bodied red wines critics rave about. The desserts leave all of us stumped. It’s impossible to limit it to only one sweet selection, so Diego cuts to the chase and orders every item on the menu. Although I only have one bite of each, I’m so full I could roll back to the hotel like a little barrel. 
Diego and Nikolaj get along like long-lost friends and it’s so surprising to see them feed off of each other the way they do. Both men keep my mother and I in stitches all night long with their hilarious sense of humor. 
Nothing is sexier in a man than his ability to make me laugh. 
We’re enjoying a carefree evening of celebrations until the owner, an old friend of Diego’s, points out we are the last group of happy patrons in the restaurant and unless we want to help with the dishes, we need to find another place to continue our little late-night fiesta. We’re having so much fun I’m pretty sure we would have accepted his offer, but it’s getting late and it’s high time to put an end to the festivities. 
We titter like teenagers all the way to the front of the restaurant where we say our goodbyes before Nikolaj and I hop in the back of our cab. As we’re getting ready to ride back to the hotel, Diego knocks on the window, gesturing to roll it down so he can tell me something. To my surprise he looks right past me to the hunk sitting next to me.
“Nikolaj, I’m new at this with Ciara. A man doesn’t all of a sudden father a grown woman like her when he’s been on the sidelines for her entire life. I’m sure she must have explained what transpired today.”
“Yes, she did, Diego.”
“She’s my only daughter. I have three younger adult sons, but I prayed to never have another girl because I already had her and God listened.”
Where is he going with this? Isn’t it a little late for us to go over his family tree?
“Diego, let them go to bed. It’s late and we’ve all had too much to drink. You can share your thoughts with them tomorrow.” My mother is pulling at his sleeve, but he only ends up wrapping his arm around her shoulders, forcing her to peer with him into the cab. They’re looking at us like tourists admiring the tropical fish dancing inside the Marine Habitat aquarium at the Atlantis Paradise hotel in Bahamas.
“Let me continue what I was sharing before my sexy girlfriend here interrupted me.” Diego winks. “My daughter is an extraordinary woman and I hope you’re fully aware of how special she is to me.”
My God, Diego doesn’t believe in skirting any issues. He speaks his mind without hesitation and I now know who I get this boldness from. Emilio would never have dared to ask such a direct question to a guy even if I had been seeing him for two years. He simply wouldn’t go there.
Nikolaj grabs my hand and brings it to his lips. “Diego, I couldn’t agree with you more. I’m sure you can appreciate I’m a extraordinarily busy man and if she wasn’t worth it, I wouldn’t have dropped everything to fly across the planet in the middle of the night to be with her here in Barcelona.”
“I’m glad to know we see eye to eye on this important matter.” Diego nods in approval. “It’s getting late. You kids should go now and I need to take my supermodel girlfriend home and tuck her in bed.” Diego taps on the side of the cab to end the conversation and I turn around to peer out the back window as we head back to our hotel. The man I now know as my dad is embracing my mom and both of them are waving enthusiastically at me and blowing goodbye kisses.
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Chapter Four
“You people party like rock stars.” Nikolaj chuckles, closing the hotel door behind him.
“I’ve always known I can party hard, but usually my mom tends to go to bed early. As for Diego, the man has boundless energy and I’m pretty sure he would have helped the staff clean up the entire restaurant while dancing to the rhythm of the latest salsa hit.” I throw my handbag on the couch, peel out of my leather jacket and remove my biker boots.
“You were on my mind since you left this morning, love,” Nikolaj confesses, wrapping his arms around my shoulders and pulling me closer to his warm body. 
“Really? You were thinking of me or you were wondering if I had strangled Diego?”
“A little bit of both.”
“I’ll never be able to forget this day. I didn’t know what to expect. I’ll be honest, I went in there ready to butt heads with the man and I was determined to refuse to accept any of his claims, but when I saw how he couldn’t take his eyes off of my mom, I knew I didn’t stand a chance. It took me only a few minutes to understand he made her happier than my dad Emilio ever did.”
“It must be confusing for you.”
“It is. I still don’t know what to call Diego. Mom kept reassuring me I don’t have to rush into anything and Diego reiterated the same message. I guess they know this is a lot to handle and they don’t want these sudden changes to overwhelm me.”
“I’ve never met Emilio, but you’re Diego’s spitting image. It’s unsettling how your mannerisms are alike.”
“Yeah. I know,” I say, resting my forehead against Nikolaj’s chest. “I couldn’t keep lying to myself.”
“You got a lot of clarity and I believe it’s important for you in terms of helping you move forward.”
“It was hard to read the name of my real father on my birth certificate and still think they were trying to dupe me. Not to mention their love story is textbook fairytale romance.”
“I have to agree with you, if you were to do a Google search for lovebirds their photo would pop up at the top of the results. At one moment during the evening it was as if they had forgotten we were sitting across from them, they were so into each other.”
“They were the same way throughout our discussion at Diego’s office.”
“I think it’s quite endearing he never stopped loving her even though your mom refused to leave your other dad—it couldn’t have been easy for her. I admire her for being willing to put duty before love.”
“I hear you. She’s never seemed happier in her life than she did today and I think it’s because she’s finally able to be with the man she’s always loved.” It’s still weird to know I’m the product of a torrid love affair between two people who never thought they’d get caught.
“Thank you, Ciara,” Nikolaj says warmly.
“Thank you for what?”
“For allowing me to share this incredible evening with you.”
“I had no choice.” I roll my eyes, feigning that I don’t care. “Diego forced me to call you and invite you. He claimed it would have been quite impolite to let you have dinner alone and ‘in Spain, we don’t treat guests in such callous fashion.’” We both laugh. “Diego loves pulling his infamous ‘in Spain’ line when it suits him.”
“Perhaps, but you could have come up with a number of excuses to convince him it would have been a bad idea to have me there, but you didn’t.”
“My mom was also pushing me to call you.” I’m trying to wiggle out of admitting how much I wanted him there tonight.
“First Diego and now your mom. So you didn’t want me there at all. They twisted your arm until you had no other choice but to call me. Did I get it right? Poor Ciara, your parents sound like horrible people.”
Is he being sarcastic? “They are. They can be so demanding. I’m sure they’ve broken at least a dozen parenting laws in their conduct.” 
“So you didn’t want me there? You didn’t miss me half as much as I missed you?”
Oh, I missed you all right. I’m just not ready to admit it. “It was an emotional day for me today, Nikolaj, and I was so preoccupied by my family drama. I’m sure you found a way to occupy your thoughts which didn’t involve me.” I ignore his questions.
He sizes me up with a heavy stare. “Very well. I see where this is going.” His mood has turned somber and his electric-blue eyes have turned grey. He pulls himself away from me, turns on his heel and heads for the door.
“Wait, where are you going?”
“I’m running down to the lobby to see if they have an additional room I can have for the night. I’ll have the staff come up and fetch my things in a few minutes.”
“Why do you need another one? What’s wrong with this one?” I ask at a higher pitch than normal.
“There’s nothing wrong with this room and we both know it.” He flashes me a look before shaking his head. “Ciara, you’re not willing to let me in and I thought tonight might have been a turning point for us.”    
Did I hurt him? “I don’t know what you mean,” I lie in an effort to buy myself some time to figure out how to smooth things out.
He approaches me slowly with his hands tucked inside his pockets like a man assessing his options. The silence is deafening.
There’ve been too many revelations already today. I don’t know if I can handle more. 
“I didn’t come all the way here just to fuck you. I didn’t need to travel this far to get laid, you know. A man doesn’t drop everything in his life for a pussy—I don’t care how sweet it is.”
Does he have to be so crude?
“You do realize since you left Toronto, I haven’t been able to sleep with another woman. Heck, it’s as if all other women on the planet have disappeared—there’s only you, love. I pride myself on being a notorious bachelor, but the second I saw you walk into the Four Seasons bar, everything changed. You had me the minute you tossed back your cascade of beautiful hair and crossed those long legs of yours. It was like watching a commercial. My jaw dropped and I knew I was going to do whatever it took to get to know you before you got off the stool you were sitting on.”
“Oh… I… It’s…”
Shit, I can’t believe what he said. How do I respond to such a confession?
“Love, are you speechless again?” he asks with a calculated grin.
Fuck, he keeps pushing me and I don’t know if I can allow myself go there with him. I like him a lot, but I don’t want things to mess me up.
“Nikolaj, what do you want from me?” I finally blurt out. My heart is beating like a jackhammer on a construction site and I can hardly hear myself think.
“I came here because you’re like no other woman I’ve ever met. After you left so abruptly, I spent so many hours on the phone lamenting to my best friend Martin how much I was dying to see you again. I was calling him at all hours of the day, which annoyed the heck out of him since I was in Japan and he was back home in Copenhagen. After a number of ridiculously early-morning calls, he gave me an ultimatum. He asked me to shut up about the sexy American siren I had fallen for or fuel up my expensive jet and go tell her in person.”
I open my mouth, ready to respond with a smart remark, but nothing comes out.
What did he say?
“I’ll grab my stuff and go since you don’t have anything more to add.” 
Fuck, he’s really going to walk out the door. “Please don’t go, Nikolaj.”
“What’s his name?” Nikolaj asks without turning around to face me.
“What do you mean?”
“Who’s the guy who made it impossible for you to believe not all men are jerks?”
His question slaps me across the face. “It’s complicated, Nikolaj.” I’m so pissed off by his question. 
“Do you think you’re the only one who’s ever suffered from a broken heart?”
He’s been in love before? “I never claimed that,” I say defensively.
He turns around slowly and holds my fiery gaze. “Listen, I’ll admit to having avoided anything more complicated than a one-week fling with a woman. I vowed to never allow myself to be as foolish as I had been when I was twenty-five years old, but meeting you has brought me face to face with a startling realization. I’m tired of chasing after the illusion that a different pussy every week is satisfying. It’s not any more,” he confesses in a deep low voice. “I want more from you, Ciara.” 
This guy is so intense. It’s all or nothing with him. “Nikolaj… I’m not….” Fuck, this is so impossibly hard. 
“Listen I don’t want to waste my time and I’m not here to change your mind about us. It’s best if I go. Goodnight, Ciara.”
Do I want the fortress of stones I’ve built around my heart to let him walk away from me? If I let him leave, Luke Elliot Rutherford wins again. I can’t continue to allow my shattered history with love prevent me from wanting more from a man. That asshole Luke broke my heart into one thousand pieces and I nearly never recovered, but the man standing in front of me is begging me to open up and let him in.
“I… Well…” I struggle to come up with something to prevent him from leaving, but my mind is blank. There’s no end to this emotional day. Just tell him how you feel. “I was dying to see you today and when you walked into the restaurant I had to contain myself not to run into your arms,” I burst out without taking a breath for fear I’ll hold back.
“So you’re not completely detached?” He turns around to face me. 
“No, I’m not. I don’t think I’ve ever been when it comes to you,” I admit.
“You had me fooled. I was starting to believe I was just another nine-inch cock in your arsenal of boy toys,” he teases, narrowing his electric-blue eyes.
“Oh, don’t get me wrong. Your huge cock is a definite plus,” I correct him, flashing a wicked smile. “When I turned around and saw you standing behind Pablo in the hallway two days ago, my heart nearly stopped. At first I thought, he’s another bored rich guy who can afford to fly wherever he wants—he doesn’t give a damn about me. I figured you were here because you wanted me to fuck your brains out and I was okay because I can deliver in spades, but when we spent an amazing day exploring Barcelona yesterday, I knew it was different—I wasn’t willing to admit to it myself or to you.” 
“My sweet Ciara, I was ready to walk out the door. I couldn’t stand the thought of falling more and more for you while you remained as cold as ice towards me.”
“God, Nikolaj. I don’t know how to do this,” I confess nervously.
I don’t break easily. I can take on the most cutthroat competitors head on, years of martial arts have transformed me into a ninja and most days I can deal with anything life throws at me. It’s dramatically different when it comes to men—the minute my heart opens up for a guy, I panic like a lamb confronting a wolf and I run away.
“Listen, I can count on one hand the number of women I was willing to stay in a relationship with for more than a few weeks. I normally like things nice and easy, but I do know you’re worth breaking all my rules for.” He closes the gap between us before crushing my lips with a passionate kiss. “I want more of you and I hope you feel the same way.” His sly smile lingers on his face as I consider his question, scanning the ceiling for answers.
I didn’t realize he had his own set of dating rules.
“I do, Nikolaj. I really do want more of you.”
“You had me worried for a minute. I could have sworn you had to think of your answer.” He wraps me tighter in his arms, kissing me once and then once more.
His lips are so warm and so soft. If he continues, he’s going to make me melt.
I slide my hand up his neck and place it on the back of his head before pulling him closer to me, kissing him hungrily.
“Do you know how much I missed you today?” he asks between kisses.
“Even in the midst of my family turmoil, I couldn’t wait to be with you.”
“Ciara, you’re making it impossible for me to think straight.” He yanks me up in his arms and carries me to the bedroom and throws me on the bed hard. He sits on the edge and I can see the raw lust in his eyes as he traces his index finger from my ankle up to my hip where he stops when he reaches the button to my leather pants. “I haven’t been inside you in forty-eight hours and I’m dying to pound your pussy.”
“Have I deprived you for so many hours?” I ask, biting my finger innocently like a shy virgin.
“Given the romantic mood of the evening, I considered fucking you soft, but I remembered sweet and gentle is for twenty-year-old girls who don’t know any better. A woman like you deserves a hard fuck.”
Oh, Jesus, he’s talking dirty. I don’t have a chance in hell of resisting him.
“Am I right?”
“I’d be highly disappointed if we ended up being predictable. Honestly, why waste my time with a soft fuck when you’ve been gifted with a massive cock?” I raise my eyebrows.
“Oooh, the vixen comes out.” 
“I don’t do vanilla sex.”
“Good. Neither do I,” he says, undoing my button and sliding down my leather pants. “Nice top. Too bad it’s in the way,” he warns before pulling off my cashmere sweater.
“It was annoying me anyway,” I respond playfully. “I’m dying to feel your mouth wrapped around my hard nipples.” I untie my hair and let it cascade freely. 
“Fuck, your dark curly mane will be the end of me.” 
“My hair? What about the rest of me?”
“You’re doing this on purpose, you know your body leaves me helpless. You’re so fucking delicious, I could lick you from your head down to your toes and come back for a second serving.”
Shit. I’m not sure if it’s the British accent, but his sentence oozes with naughtiness. 
“Oh, I like the way you think. So why are you still talking, boy? Start licking,” I command, contorting my body with pleasure.
His gaze is so fucking intense. I bring my hands to my breasts in an attempt to taper the fire emitting from his piercing blue eyes.
“What? Are you shy now? Don’t you dare cover those. I love your tits way too much.” He caresses my breasts with such raw desire. He leans over and takes my right nipple in his mouth, sucking as his hand glides over my stomach and down towards my throbbing pussy.
I could agree to all sorts of sins when he sucks my boobs like this.
“Had it not been for the fact we were celebrating my new family dynamic, I would have lured you into the women’s bathroom and begged for you to fuck me hard hoping someone would walk in on us,” I say. “You looked so damn hot, I could barely contain myself all evening.”
“You’re a dirty little one, aren’t you? This is the second time you’ve suggested public sex. You know, I have a strict three-strikes policy. If you bring this idea up a third time, I’ll find a way to fuck your brains out so others can see you come apart when you climax. Be careful what you wish for, love.”
Public sex is the ultimate aphrodisiac and few men can pull it off. “Please don’t tease me by making promises you don’t intend on keeping,” I challenge him.
Nikolaj stops. His face is unreadable. “Oh, you’re going to pay for such a loaded statement, Ciara.”
“All talk, no action?”
“Don’t test me, sweetness,” he grunts through gritted teeth. “You know exactly what happened the last time you did.” 
How can I forget our mind-blowing fuck session the first night he arrived in Barcelona?
He gets up and strips out of his casual chic outfit so fast I barely have time to blink. I yank myself up on my elbows to admire his gorgeous body. Every inch of his perfectly chiseled physique is delectable.
He leans down and claims my mouth with a hard kiss, preventing me from making another smart remark.
Oh, the hell with it. “I want you,” I hiss when he pulls away from me.
“How badly do you want me?”
“Why don’t you find out?” I pant, lowering my eyes to my throbbing pussy.
“Oooh, are you ready for me?” He pushes my panties aside and drives his fingers deep inside my wetness. “You’re dripping, baby.” He mocks. “You’re begging for my nine-inch cock, aren’t you?” His gaze is full of lust as he pushes his fingers into my mouth, leaving me no other choice but to taste my own juices. 
I love it when he forces me to submit like this. I moan like a sex-starved woman as I eagerly lick his fingers without ever leaving his gaze.  
“You can’t wait for me to fuck you senseless?”
“Oh, yes. I want you inside me right this second.”
“Turn around,” he commands.
I get on my hands and knees without protesting. I peer to the side right on time to catch a glimpse of him grabbing a condom and wrapping his erection.
Fuck, his cock is bigger and hungrier than ever before.
“What are you doing, bad girl? I told you to turn around.”
He’s so sexy when he bosses me around like this. 
Slap. His hand lands on my cheek and jolts my entire body with excitement. “I don’t like repeating myself, Ciara.” Slap, slap, slap, slap.
“Shit,” I cry out in a breathy moan as I wiggle my ass in attempt to subdue the sting.
“Let me know if it’s too much for you, honey,” he chuckles.
“If that’s all you’ve got, I might as well get up and go take a shower.” I thrust my butt back towards him, rubbing against his hard cock, gripping the sheets for balance.
“Hmph. You never cease to amaze me. I’ll show you if I have more.”
I ready myself for another round, but he stops. He fists my hair and yanks my head back, forcing me to arch my body.
Slap. “I’m going to make it hurt so much, you’re going to cry out begging for mercy. I’m going to shove my cock so deep inside you, you’ll be sore for days.”
My clit is throbbing so badly, I reach down for relief, but it’s impossible for me to do anything in this position. 
“No, Ciara,” he reprimands.
“But…”
“I said don’t touch. I want to hear you beg for it. When you do, I’ll make you come so fucking hard, your brown eyes will turn blue.”
Shit, I’m so turned on. “Dammit,” I scream, on the edge. 
“Those aren’t the magic words, baby.” 
“Don’t make me wait, fuck me now,” I plead. 
“Beg,” he commands.
“Please, Nikolaj, rub it, lick it, flick it, do whatever you have to, but make me come.”
“Much better,” he snarls.
He grabs my hips and slams inside me with a single thrust, filling me with his nine-inch cock.
“Jesus,” I whimper as he hammers me so hard I fear he’s going to tear me apart.
He lowers his body and drops his full weight against my back, forcing me to collapse onto the bed. There’s no way out, I’m a prisoner as he pounds deeper and deeper inside me. I grab the pillow in an attempt to steady myself, but he drags me closer to him with each hungry thrust.
Fuck, he’s buried inside me.
“You’re not going anywhere until I’m done with you,” he whispers in my ear.
He lifts my hips and slides his hands down my stomach until he reaches my clit.
“Nikolaj,” I gasp, reaching behind me to grab his head pulling him closer to me.
“Have you ever had a double orgasm, baby?”
“Huh? What do you mean?” I moan between heavy breaths.
“I fuck you so hard your pussy clenches under the pressure of my cock hitting the sweet spot lodged inside you, while your clit goes wild sending you to Nirvana and back as I tease you mercilessly.”
Oh, God. I’ve only had a few combo G-spot and clit orgasms with some pretty skillful lovers and both times I thought I was going to lose consciousness—it was surreal.
“Aren’t you a little ambitious?” I tease.
“Keep talking, sweetness, in a few seconds you’ll be screaming out my name while you come so hard you think you’re going to pass out,” he warns, holding me down. “Now squeeze your legs together. Trust me, you’ll thank me later,” he adds, rocking his hips back and forth.
He pounds harder and harder while he mercilessly toys with my nub. He slams me again and I grind my ass back against him as my orgasm crashes through me.
Sweet Lord.
I lose it and I come screaming out his name as my pussy clenches violently around his cock. My clit is throbbing so badly it’s the sweetest balance of pain and pleasure.
I never want to let go of his cock.
“You’re shaking, baby. I’m sorry. I hope that wasn’t too ambitious for you?” he mocks. He doesn’t wait for my answer. He slides both hands around my waist and yanks me back up on all fours. He hammers me hard and rough like he promised, thrusting inside my pussy like he’s on a mission. 
There’s no way I’m ready for another orgasm.
My body is covered with his sweat and the sight of the glistening beads of moisture along my arms turns me on even more.
He stops and presses his hips against my ass. He slams me once, twice, three times before coming with an animalistic roar. He grinds me with so much hunger, my boobs bounce up and down against my chest, sending shivers of desire down to my clit. 
“Yes, yes, yes,” I chant, nearly delirious. I clench his cock, milking him dry as the wave of explosion builds inside me. “Dear God,” I pant. “Nikolaj, I’m coming, I’m coming again.”
I contract my stomach muscles so hard I come undone a second time.
“Fuck,” we scream out in unison.
Nikolaj yanks out of me as forcefully as he entered and my body contracts with pleasure the minute he gushes his milky nectar all over my back.
“Your pussy makes me lose all control,” he grunts as he spreads his warm milk all over my ass.
Slap.
He owns me.
I sob from the unbridled pleasure he’s subjected me to, fearing I’ve stepped over the edge of sanity. My heart is beating a hundred miles a minute. My body craves every part of him and I’m amazed at how he masterfully breaks down all my walls.
This guy is a miracle.
“Every fuck session with you is so goddamn epic,” I breathe out, coming back to life.
“You really wanted me badly,” he mocks victoriously.
“Can you blame me? You sex me up like a freaking god.” We’re so close, it’s as if he’d melted into me. “Sue me for wanting you so much.” I hide my head in the crook of his arm. 
“I love it when you tremble like a leaf as the mind-blowing wave of climax fills your body. What a turn-on to see you lose all control.”
“It’s your fault. You make me come so hard I can’t even remember my name.”
“It would have been an utter waste of time if I didn’t make it worth your while,” he concludes before biting my shoulder.
“Very true,” I laugh.
“You’re so beautiful with your hair all messed up like this.” He brushes away a few strands from my face before kissing my cheek. “I thought I was going to end up sleeping on a chair in the lobby when you were playing hard to get earlier.”
His admission silences me because I know I was close to losing him. I tense up, shaking off the bad memory.
“You’re closing up on me again. Ciara, talk to me.”
“I wasn’t playing. It’s…” I pause, trying to find my words. “Since our weekend together at your place in Toronto, you’ve been pushing me to go to a place I never go with men and it scared the hell out of me.”
“I needed to know how you really felt about me, Ciara.” 
“I’m so not used to being open about my feelings.”
“Don’t worry, neither am I.” Nikolaj smiles. “We can learn together.”
I honestly don’t think I could have handled him walking out the door. It’s been so long since I’ve allowed myself to go there with a guy and I can’t spend the rest of my life running away because Luke Elliot Rutherford was a jerk and his family had a disdain for everything I am. Not all men lack balls the way Luke did and not all families have such a ridiculous obsession with lineage. 
“Seriously, Ciara, the next week back in Japan is going to be brutal. I want to come back as quickly as I can so there’s not an ocean separating us.”
“You’re gone for another week?” My stomach sinks.
“Alas, I have to go wrap up what I left behind. I won’t be back in Toronto for another few days and trust me, I’ll miss you so much.”
Gosh, I thought he was flying back to North America. I didn’t realize he was going back to the other side of the planet.
“I’ll call and text, but nothing compares to being this close to you,” he whispers in my ear. “Not to mention phone sex and sexting aren’t nearly as naughty as watching you submit to my desires.”
I want to remain wrapped in his arms like this forever. 
“I’m going to miss you too, Nik,” I whisper so softly I can barely hear it myself.
“Are you?” He rolls off of me before turning me around to face him.
I close my eyes and nod, too choked up to speak.
“Those are the sexiest words I’ve heard you utter tonight, baby.”
“I don’t care if I have to fly every other day to Toronto from New York in the afternoon and grab the six am flight the next morning back to the Big Apple in order to see you. Seven days is way too long to be apart from you.” I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him closer to me.
“Heck, one day away from you is all I can deal with—ask my best friend Martin. Listen, you don’t have to fly anywhere, love. I’ll come to you and when I can’t, I’ll send the jet to pick you up.” 
I can’t help but giggle when Nikolaj covers my neck with sweet kisses, sending ripples of pleasure throughout my body. “You’re mine now,” he adds in a whisper.
Yeah, all of me belongs to you.
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Chapter Five
“Come on, Ciara, the car must be waiting for us downstairs.”
“I’ll only be one more minute. I only have to jump into my jeans and I’ll be ready.”
Crap, it’s his fault if I’m late. I’m so bruised again today and my body is aching. You’d think I got a massage from a steamroller. 
“I hope I didn’t push you too hard this morning.” Nikolaj grins with a guilty half-smile. “My appetite for you never subsides no matter how many times I fuck you.”
“I don’t want to talk about it. I need to focus on getting dressed.” I feign being upset.
“Honestly, those skin-tight jeans fit you so well, it makes me wonder if there’s any more room for anyone else to slide in.”
“By anyone else, do you mean you?” I ask, hopping on one foot to maintain my balance as I slide my right foot into my boot.
“Well, I am the only one here,” he says, taking a step towards me.
“Stop it right there, buddy.” I drop my left boot and raise my hand like a New York traffic cop. “You fucked me last night until I nearly passed out and after this morning’s round of toe-curling sex, I’m lucky I can walk without a limp. I’m so bruised you’d think I was involved in some sort of kinky underground sex ring, but you want more? You’ve said it yourself, the car is waiting and we can’t be late, my mom is a stickler for punctuality.”
There’s no end to this guy’s voracious energy.
“Are you mad I give you so much pleasure, love?”
I shake my head and bring my hands to my hips, ready to scorn him. After eighteen months of shitty sex, this is exactly what I needed. “Don’t put words in my mouth.”
“I can call the car and ask the chauffeur to wait a few minutes for us to enjoy a quickie.”
“Please. You wouldn’t know how to spell the word with your nine-inch cock.” I grab his burgeoning erection and squeeze tight. 
“Argh.”
“If you behave, I’ll let you pound me as many times as you want tonight,” I tease, tracing my index finger around his luscious lips.
“I have a feeling this is going to be another bloody long day.” 
“Yeah, but you know it’s going to be worth it. Come on, let’s go.” I pull him by the lapel of his exquisitely cut sand-colored blazer.
Diego has invited Nikolaj and I to spend our last day in Barcelona with him and my mom at his home. I’m amazed at the chemistry between the four of us—it’s as if we’ve all known each other forever. We spend an enjoyable time chatting, debating, laughing and of course eating. Diego lives in a sprawling apartment with beautiful architectural bones, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city and a sophisticated décor sure to leave celebrity decorators in awe—it’s as if I’m flipping through the pages of the latest edition of Vogue Living.
I nearly pass out when we enter his kitchen and I notice to my surprise a modern lighting fixture with three smoky grey glass covers I designed years ago when I was first getting started with my business. My mom had told me a colleague of hers wanted to support me in my endeavor and gave me carte blanche to design anything I wanted based on a few photos of the room he wanted to update. I always wondered about the identity of the mysterious client who had scored such a massive kitchen in Manhattan and now I know it was Diego’s kitchen I was designing for.
I remember how nervous I was when it came time to submit my invoice for fear one of my first official paying clients wouldn’t like my design, but when I opened the envelope my mom had handed me, I knew I had finally landed in the right profession—after a few short-lived gigs as a sous-chef in some of the busiest kitchens in New York City, I had found my true vocation. I was over the moon when the anonymous client paid me three times the amount of the invoice. Diego might have lived on the sidelines during the time I was growing up, but I discover during my last day in Barcelona how many little coincidental things were his ways of watching over me. 
The day ends on a melancholy note when it comes time for Nikolaj and I to return to the hotel. I knew it would be heart-wrenching to say goodbye to my mom, but I didn’t expect a pang of sadness to hit me when Diego embraces me to wish me a safe trip back to America. He’s such an eloquent speaker and I’m floored to see a tear roll down his face as he tries to tell me how proud he is of me—what a pivotal moment in our relationship.
When I wake up early the next morning, I fully expect to spend half of the morning walking around with a lump in my throat knowing Nikolaj will be returning to the Far Orient and I’ll be going back home. He must notice how pensive I am, because during breakfast he declares he won’t be able to leave me so soon and insists on making a detour so we can fly back together to New York in his private jet. 
Once we land in New York, we rush to my place and lock ourselves in my bedroom. At some point during the evening, I have to ask him if he hasn’t secretly slipped into the bathroom to swallow a couple boxes of Cialis pills without telling me because his raging erection is like a starved animal.
I really should force him to sleep in the guest room, but how can I possibly resist his nine-inch cock?
God, how am I going to make it this week without seeing him?
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Chapter Six
I have to talk to the building management about redoing the lighting in these elevators because this tired face is scaring me.
Nikolaj made me come so many times last night I can barely walk and I look like I haven’t slept in days. Honestly, since the man landed in Barcelona, he’s been pounding me to the point of exhaustion, but since I can’t get enough of him, there’s no way I’ll refuse him.
My back is so sore. I don’t know if I can remain seated for long today. He banged me against every wall in my house and today I’m paying the price. He’s a machine. 
Thank God for a venti latte from Café Du Jour or else I don’t think I could make it past ten am without crashing. 
“Welcome back, Ciara.” Jody is always so chipper.
“Jody, have you been holding down the fort while I was gone?”
“Of course I have.” She beams, sitting straighter in her chair. “So…” Her eyes sparkle like a kid admiring the Rockefeller Center’s Christmas tree. “How was Mr. Echev? Is he single? Will he be coming back to New York any time soon?”
Down, girl. How can I break it gently to my receptionist who has a crush on my dad?
“Jody, the hot Spaniard is doing quite well. Alas, I did have an opportunity to meet his drop-dead gorgeous girlfriend. She’s as beautiful as a movie star. I’m afraid we don’t hold a chance. I was devastated when I found out he wasn’t single, so I’m sure it might take you a moment to process the news.”
“Oh, no. I’m so sad to hear he’s already taken. He’s a little bit older than my usual type—okay, I’m lying, he’s much older—but he’s adorable and those blue eyes are dreamy. I hope you still had a great time—even if he’s not single.” Jody winks.
“It was truly an exceptional trip,” I respond, winking back before heading into my office and closing the door behind me.
I sigh, reminiscing about my last bittersweet day in Barcelona. So much has changed in my life since I was last in this office. I drop my handbag on my cabinet. 
How am I going to make it through this day without thinking about Nikolaj every three seconds?
I walk to my desk and stop the minute I see a small box. My pulse quickens when I catch a glimpse of the little white envelope sitting next to it. It simply reads in gold calligraphic font, My dearest Ciara.
No, he didn’t.
“Knock, knock. Ciara, how are you?”
I whirl around when my assistant opens the door. “Meghan, you startled me.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry. I wanted to let you know a box arrived for you about fifteen minutes ago. Could it be from Mr. Echev?” Meghan asks suggestively.
“I’m not sure yet. Why don’t you give me thirty minutes and we can have a quick meeting to catch up,” I respond a little too mechanically.
I return my attention to the box when Meghan closes the door behind her. My palms are sweaty and my throat is dry. 
Is this a gift from Diego or Nikolaj?
I hold my breath as I rip open the little envelope and unfold the card.
 
Good morning, sweetness.
 
The countdown is on. I’ll be back in Toronto in exactly six days. You’ll find in the box a first-class ticket so I can wrap my arms around you the second I land on North American soil. I’m not certain if our schedules will coordinate since I’m coming from afar and I don’t want you to wait around for me at the airport. I’m sending the keys I had with me—I have a spare set at home. When you arrive in Toronto, call a chauffeured car from the service I’ve listed below and when you get to my place, please make yourself at home—mi casa es tu casa. The fridge will be stocked with some of your favorites and my housekeeper should have bought plenty of wine. BTW, the keys are yours to keep, love. I know I could have handed them to you before I left this morning, but I’m sure the look on your face right now is priceless. Not to mention I’d hate to be predictable. I can’t wait to see you soon, Ciara. I already miss you like crazy, baby.
 
—Nikolaj 
 
Oh. My. God.
It’s a simple set of keys, but it’s so meaningful to me. I can’t believe he’s ready to go there this fast. If this were any other guy, I would have already run away fearing things were moving way too quickly, but for some reason the cadence at which things are unfolding feels so right with Nikolaj.
 
* * *
 
The first day back in New York passes in a blur. The day is so packed and intense, I don’t have time to remember I miss Nikolaj more than words can say. 
First I meet with my assistant, Meghan, for a debrief on what I missed. Then, after running around the city to meet with three new VIP clients who hired my firm to come up with kickass lighting designs for their luxury downtown offices, I head to West 56th Street for lunch with my sister. We already made plans to meet my dad for dinner later tonight, but the two of us wanted some one-to-one time after my mom dropped the big news that the sister I’ve known my entire life is my half-sibling. 
In typical Sofia fashion, my big sister spends lunch sobbing and worrying about how things will change between us. I console her, reassuring her the only real change is the fact both of our parents have found true love.  When I uttered those words I can’t blame her for nearly spitting out her red wine, since I’m the biggest skeptic when it comes to relationships and I doubt I would have said anything this sappy before Nikolaj.
The afternoon is as hectic as the morning, but I’m grateful for the distraction. I meet with the creative team working on concepts for the lighting scheme for Toronto’s Bishop boutique hotel. I’m so impressed with what they’ve come up with while I was away and I marvel at how far I’ve come. I still remember starting my company on my coffee table and I never imagined that I’d experience this level of success or that I’d be surrounded by such an outstanding group. 
I’m so blessed.
Normally, I might have stayed late to catch up on emails, but by six o’clock, I call it quits and head over to my parents’ house to have dinner with my dad and sister.
Both Sofia and my dad are waiting for me when I arrive uptown. When my dad opens the door, I jump into his arms and he wraps me so tight I think he’ll never let me go. I’ve been on edge since leaving Barcelona, dreading this dinner, but from the warm welcome, I already know nothing has changed between me and the only father I’ve known until recently.
After two hours of comparing notes on the new family dynamics, my dad announces his fiancée Beverly will be coming over with a homemade dessert to officially meet my sister and I. 
I’ve only left New York for four days, but with all the drama and revelations, it feels like it’s been a lifetime.
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Chapter Seven
The second day back could have easily been another long day of back-to-back meetings with nothing more to keep me going than a dinner home alone, had it not been for an invitation from my favorite blonde in the world—my best friend Harley. 
She’s pissed off at me for sending her a few cryptic text messages suggesting I might really like Nikolaj and I’m willing to take things further with him. She demands an immediate intervention over drinks to get the full story and to make sure no one has swapped me for one of those women willing to get messy over a guy. 
The last time I went out with her, we nearly caused a poor guy to have a heart attack because we were both so convincing in our roles as jealous lesbian lovers. I wonder what kind of trouble will find us tonight.
When I arrive at Raines Law Room, Harley is already flirting with a tall stylish black guy built like a basketball player. I can tell from the way he’s leaning into her he likes my sassy little blonde friend. Even from afar, I can see the lust in the guy’s eyes. 
She can’t get enough of black men.
Watching him slip his business card down the revealing décolletage of her skin-tight oxblood-colored dress is a telltale sign she might find a convenient excuse to leave early to hook up later with this hunk.
I see why she suggested we meet at this funky neo lounge. She’s on the prowl for a new lover.
Once I’m able to peel her off of him, we find a quiet spot where I fill her in on every single detail, leaving nothing out. For an hour, I recount the events in my life since leaving the Big Apple. At some point during the evening, I’m so distracted by my phone Harley snatches it away from me and tucks it in her new designer handbag to prevent me from checking every two minutes to see if Nikolaj has texted me. Damn, I miss him so much.
I nearly choke on laughter when Harley’s eyes jump out of her skull when I tell her Nikolaj has given me the ultimate gift any man can give a girl—the keys to his rented house. 
After three hours of chatting, laughing and rejoicing, I grab a cab and make my way home ready to crawl into a hot bath and curl up under my covers with my phone in hand waiting for Nikolaj to call.
I’m about to climb up the stairs to my brownstone home when a familiar voice comes from behind me. “The queen finally graces us with her presence.” 
I turn around and I’m faced with the man I officially broke things off with before leaving for Barcelona.
“Christ, Dylan, you scared the hell out of me.” 
“Why would you be scared? Aren’t I the guy you think you can walk all over?” He smirks. “Or have you already forgotten about me?”
God, I hate his annoying laugh. “Dylan, what are you doing here? Why are you hiding in the bushes?”
“You thought you had gotten rid of me when you broke up with me a few weeks ago in that stupid park. Was the Cubano sandwich my consolation prize, Ciara?”
“Dylan, you have it all wrong. I thought we talked it out in the park and we were on the same page.”
“I’ve been so miserable since you dumped me and I want you to see what you’ve done to me. I’m a fucking mess,” he slurs, taking a step closer.
“Are you drunk?”
“Of course I’m drunk, Ciara. You left me for another guy. There’s no other reason for you to end our relationship. You’re lying about it and you think I don’t see through your pathetic little game, but I do. Heck, your entire office is covering up for you, but I’m not falling for it.”
I can’t believe he’s called my office to check up on me.
“I love you, I want you back and I won’t take no for an answer.” 
He moves in so quickly he catches me off guard and I step closer to the curb to avoid any contact with him.
“Were you away with your new lover? Was your prissy little office manager brushing me off to protect you?”
“What does my office have to do with any of this?”
“I’ve been keeping tabs on you and calling to find out when the big boss would be in. I even parked all last week in front of your swanky downtown office, but when I didn’t see you come in, I called your Miss Sunshine of a receptionist and she told me you were away.”
“Don’t you ever involve my staff in our personal dealings.” I point a finger at him.
Dylan grabs both my wrists and twirls me around before slamming my body against his parked Mercedes Benz SUV.
What the hell happened?
“What we had wasn’t a relationship and you know it. We were fucking,” I spit out defiantly.
“In other words, you used me for four months as a man whore you can discard at will? You allowed me to develop feelings for you, but you knew from the start you were going to dump my ass?” he rages.
Fuck. When you need a passerby, the streets are deserted.
“I wasn’t playing with your emotions, Dylan. Things weren’t working out between us,” I say in an attempt to calm him down and to get him away from me.
“You’re a pathetic liar, Ciara. I can see right through your charade.” The hatred in his eyes is unrecognizable. “I’m a great catch. Every woman in this city would be lucky to end up with a guy like me—I’m tall, rich, attractive, successful and I have a big dick.”
Yeah, but you don’t know how to use your seven-inch cock, you idiot. “Then why are you here? Go out there and find one of those desperate souls who’s dying to be with you and leave me alone,” I hiss, exasperated by his drunken tirade.
He presses his entire weight against me, forcing me to part my lips as his tongue searches for mine.
Fuck, he’s so heavy.
“No. I said no.” 
His breath reeks of booze and I’m nauseated by his closeness. I try to fight him off in vain. He’s a fit and athletic guy and no matter how many hours I spend at the gym, I’ll never be a match. I struggle against him, but his grip is tight. Too tight. Damn, he’s hurting me.
His leg is pressing against mine, making it impossible for me to yank up my knee and hurt him where it counts. This was not the best day to wear these five-inch heels and this pencil skirt.
“Leave me alone.” I try to fight him off, but he’s far stronger than I thought.
“Not a chance, Ciara. I’m going to fuck your brains out and I don’t care if you kick or scream. I came prepared. I’m going to push you in the back of my SUV and I’m going to gag your pretty little mouth so no one can hear you and then I’m going to show you I’m man enough for you. Thanks to my tinted windows no one will be able to come to your rescue.”
He’s lost his marbles.
“You’re insane,” I spit out, fuming with anger. “I’m going to fight you and you know it.”
“Not if your hands are tied behind your back,” he chuckles with an evil grin. Chills run down my spine. Jesus. The man is insane. “I’m not allowing you to get away from me. Your ass belongs to me. I’m here to claim what’s mine. As far as I’m concerned, we’re still dating and when I’m done with you, you’ll see things in the same light.” He smirks like a man possessed by the devil.
Lord, he’s seriously going to hurt me.
 
 
 
 



Get Your FREE SECRET Chapters!
 
Thank you for downloading this 
romance e-book!
 
I’d love for you to lose yourself in more 
sultriness, sexiness and steamy passion! 
 
When you sign-up today, I’ll send you the following 
Secret Chapter for Book 3 of this series:
 
Ciara’s sexy weekend away with the Count: You’ll discover if a royal title equates to a royal fuck ;-)
& I’ve also included a second bonus:
Julia & Diego’s Love Story
 
*** PASSWORD FOR Secret Chapter Book 3:
Diego-Julia-Reveal
 
Note: the password is case sensitive!
 
Sign-up TODAY!
 
www.RomanceBooksRock.com
 
***If you’ve already signed-up to my list from previous books, you can visit the same page to download 
the Secret Chapters for this series***
 
 



 
BOOK 4—THE SEDUCTION FACTOR
 
Love Tangle
 

 
 
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter One
Dylan, my ex-boyfriend, has ambushed me outside my home and he’s angry as hell at the fact I broke things off with him a few weeks ago. I’m not sure if it’s the alcohol talking, but if I don’t get away from his claws, I fear he’ll make due on his promise to toss me into the back of his SUV and rape me. I really didn’t see this demonic side to Dylan the whole time I fucked him. It’s such bad luck my street is deserted when I could really use the help of a Good Samaritan to save me from this frightening situation. If I don’t find a way to escape, I really believe with all my heart he’ll hurt me.
“Please, Dylan, stop,” I beg. 
There’s no way in hell I’m going down without a fight. 
“Hold on to your plea, Ciara. You’ll need it when I nail you. I’m going to jam my cock so deep up your ass you’re going to scream for mercy,” he says before crushing my lips.
“You never wanted to have anal sex when we were together. You despised the idea of sticking your cock up my ass.”
“Yeah, well, I didn’t want to hurt you, but I see how foolish I was to want to be gentle with you. I’m introducing your tight little asshole to my big cock tonight. No more Mister Nice Guy for you, Ciara.”
He’s really gone psycho. “Dylan, you’re hurting me. Let go,” I say, turning my head to the side to avoid another kiss.
“I know I’m hurting you. I want to inflict pain. I want you to hurt as much as you’ve hurt me.”
“You’ve lost your marbles.”
“You think you’re so tough talking back. I can’t wait to hear you when I gag you.”
“Let go of me, you animal,” I scream out, praying for someone to hear me.
His fingers dig deeper into my wrists and I want to spit in his face, but I’m afraid this will only infuriate him more.
A familiar voice speaks behind him.
“Look at you two rascals. For the love of God, get a room.”
It’s Harley. We’re both startled by the appearance of my best friend, the sexy little blonde I left behind at a bar earlier this evening. I tilt my head to the side to make sure I’m not hallucinating and I’m so relieved when she smiles compassionately at me. 
Dylan glances behind him before returning his focus to me. “Harley, go home and leave us alone,” he shouts over his shoulder.
“Dylan, you can’t possibly be thinking of having rough sex without inviting me? You know I rock a threesome like no other and I do love it when a guy is forceful.”
“Go away. I’m warning you. You’re not invited. This is between your best friend and me.”
Harley glances my way, reassuring me with her eyes, before continuing her conversation with the drunk holding me prisoner.
“Come on now, Dylan. I’m wearing the sexiest little gold number under this dress. I got it in LA last week. You wouldn’t believe it if I told you about it, so why don’t we all go upstairs and I can show it to you,” she says, taking a step forward.
“You take another step, Harley, and I’ll choke her.”
She stops and places her hands on her waist like a schoolteacher ready to reprimand an unruly student.
“Dylan Thomas Prescott, what are you doing? I’ve known Ciara for a long time and the expression on her face isn’t a come-fuck-me-now face.”
“She broke my heart. I’m sure she must have told you all about it over martinis. I bet the two of you must’ve had a good laugh at my expense. Well, it’s payback time.”
“You’re right, she did tell me all about it—she’s my best friend. It wasn’t over martinis, we were drinking a bottle of red and she was heartbroken by the fact she didn’t feel the two of you were a good match. She wanted to break things off because she didn’t want to prevent you from finding true love.”
Wow, she’s embellishing the story a bit, but sure, I’ll roll with her version of the facts.
“What did you say?” For the first time in fifteen minutes, Dylan loosens his grip and takes a step back. “You were heartbroken at the idea of letting me go?” His eyes have softened and he doesn’t look like a menacing beast.
“I agonized over the best way to break things off, Dylan,” I respond, praying my answer will convince him to let me go.
“Ciara thinks the world of you. Do you want her to remember you this way, Dylan? From where I’m standing, it looks like you’re threatening her and trying to hurt her. What happened to the kind-hearted Dylan I know?”
“I thought she had dumped me for another guy, Harley,” he wails.
“Ciara? You must be kidding. With the way this woman’s business is exploding and her new roster of international clients, she won’t have time to date for another decade,” Harley masterfully lies.
“So she didn’t leave me for another man?”
“Dylan, I’ve been trying to tell you this for fifteen minutes,” I say, forcing a smile to hide my nervousness. “I’ve never been one who needed a backup plan to leave a guy. I think we’re entitled to love and I didn’t feel what we shared was heading there. You’re such an incredible guy, I wanted to allow you to go out there and find the perfect one for you.”  
I don’t know if my words did the trick or if the effects of the alcohol are subsiding, but Dylan lets go of my wrists and takes several steps back.
“I’m such an idiot. I thought you dumped me for someone else. I didn’t think you really felt we didn’t have a future together,” he says with remorse.
“Dylan, I tried telling you this for weeks before I left for Toronto, but you always ignored me.”
Harley gestures for me to get away from the SUV and to come stand beside her under the city lights. I take a shaky step towards my friend, but Dylan stops me in my tracks.
“Ciara, I’m sorry I scared you. I was so angry. I wanted you to acknowledge us and I wanted you to listen to me. I guess I wanted you to see my pain.” He hides his face in his hands and sobs like a baby. “Can you ever forgive me for acting like a complete hot-headed jerk?”
 “Dylan, you were hurt and you scared the hell out of me. But I understand where you’re coming from. If you never harass me like this ever again, I’ll consider this as a mistake and we can forget this ever happened,” I say, relieved he’s calmed down.
He shakes his heads as he wipes away his tears of guilt. “Harley, I wasn’t going to really hurt her. You know I’m a kind person,” he pleads.
“Hey, Dylan, I told Ciara from the first day we went out on our double date you were the most amazing guy she had ever hooked up with and I still stand by my words. We all mess up—including me.” Harley smiles.
“Dylan, you shouldn’t go home alone. Why don’t I call a cab and you can go spend the night at your sister’s. You should be with someone to process your feelings about us,” I say, worried I might set him off again.
“Ciara is right, Dylan. Leave your car here and come back refreshed after a good night’s rest.”
“Yeah. I’m going to go to my sister’s, but I’ll get my brother-in-law to come for the SUV in the morning. I’d be too embarrassed to bump into you after the way I’ve acted.”
“Let me call a cab for you.” I turn to Harley and mouth thank you before opening my handbag to grab my phone.  
“Thanks,” he answers in a flat tone. “I’ll text my sister to let her know I need to crash on her couch.”
“Oh, no, where did I put my phone? I must have forgotten it at the lounge,” I say fishing inside my bag for my iPhone.
“Why do you think I grabbed a cab here? I have your phone in my bag. I realized it when I was searching for my own phone. I figured you’d need it so I made a detour.” Harley raises an eyebrow as she flashes me a complicit look.
Now I understand why she came to my rescue. She was returning my phone. “Silly me for leaving my phone behind. I guess it gave me a chance to hug you again,” I say with a lump in my throat. If Harley hadn’t shown up, things might have turned out quite differently.
Once we see Dylan off, Harley and I hug each other. I allow myself to finally exhale and let out the fear I’ve been holding in for the past thirty minutes.
“Oh, honey, are you okay?”
“Harley, thank God you grabbed my phone. I honestly think he would have hurt me.”
“Yeah. He looked pretty menacing. When I got out of the cab and walked towards your place, I thought you were kissing your sexy Danish guy who’d paid you a surprise visit, but when I heard Dylan shouting, I quickly figured out what was happening.”
“You saved me. Dylan was livid.”
“Why don’t I come up with you and spend the night at your place. I have to leave early tomorrow to change for an eight-thirty meeting, but I’d be too worried to let you sleep here alone tonight.”
“Harley, you don’t have to. Go home. I’ll be fine. I can always go to my sister’s or my dad’s.”
“Do you want to alarm them? 
“Good point. My father would most likely call the police, then he’d wake my mom in the middle of the night in Barcelona and if Diego ever finds out about this, he’ll be on the next plane to kick Dylan’s ass. He’s very protective of the women in his life.”
“If he comes around again, call Diego so he can kick his ass, but I’ll make sure I’m not wearing five-inch heels so I can take a turn and kick some sense into him.”
“He better not pull this shit again.” 
“End of story. I insist on spending the night. You’re my best friend and the episode of your love life I witnessed was way too much drama for one night,” she says, wrapping her arm around mine and guiding me up the stairs to my home. “I’ll take a rain check with Darius and let him know I have a friend who needs me.” She flashes me an innocent smile.
“You’ve already connected with the black guy I saw you with at the bar tonight?” I’m amazed at how quickly she works her magic.
“We’ve only texted, but it’s already been hot and heavy. Man, he’s a sexting god. Let’s not forget, I’ve officially been single for two whole weeks. I totally need to get laid. Not to mention, it takes you way less time to seduce a guy.”
“Point well taken.”
We both laugh. 
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Two
Shit. Is my phone ringing? Where did I put it? What time is it?
I reach out to grab my phone on my night table and I gasp when I see it’s only five in the morning. Who’s calling me at this ungodly hour? It’s Nikolaj.
“Hey, is everything all right? It’s really early here in New York,” I say, still groggy from my short night.
“You’re asking me if everything is all right?”
Oh God, he’s speaking so loudly.
“I did everything I could to wait until morning to call you after I received your alarming text about your asshole of an ex-boyfriend. I unfortunately got your text when I was in the middle of a dreadful number-crunching meeting with our biggest distributors in Japan and my phone was off. I only got your text three hours after you had sent it and I nearly put my fist through a door.”
Oh, yeah. I might have mentioned Dylan paid me a visit and wanted to play rough. “I didn’t sleep well at all and I forgot I had texted you and shared so many details about last night.”
“I’ve been foaming at the mouth since I read your text and the only reason why I haven’t sent a few beefy guys over to Dylan’s place to take care of him for laying hands on you is because I don’t know his fucking surname,” Nikolaj roars.
My God, he’s so mad. “Nikolaj, calm down,” I say, sitting up in my bed as I pull the sheets up to cover my naked breasts. “Even if I had given you his last name, it wouldn’t have fixed things.”
“What an idiot. How can he lay hands on a woman?”
“First off, he was quite drunk and he didn’t hit me. He was a bit rough and had I been wearing something different, I would have taken him on.”
“What do you mean?”
“I wasn’t wearing combat gear. I was wearing five-inch heels and a tight pencil skirt. I couldn’t run away and I wasn’t able to yank my knee up and crush his balls.”
“I’m sorry, but him being drunk and you not wearing your US Army combat uniform are no justifications for him acting like a complete moron!” 
“He was really drunk, Nikolaj. This is really out of character for him.”
“I don’t give a damn how drunk he was. What he did speaks volumes about his character. Is your best friend Harley still at your place?”
“Yeah, she must still be sleeping. She’s going to get up soon because she has an early-morning meeting.”
“Are you going to the office?”
“I don’t think so. I’m pretty exhausted and I’m still a bit shaky from last night. I think I’m going to work from home. I might go get a massage to wind down.”
“You cannot stay at your place alone tonight, Ciara.” His voice is full of concern.
“I’ll be fine. Not to mention Dylan knows where my dad and sister live—so it’s not as if I can hide from him.” I’m going to have to tell my family about this. Both my dads are going to take turns breaking Dylan’s skull. “I don’t think you need to worry so much. I’m sure he must feel like a jackass right about now.”
“Your words bring me little comfort, love,” Nikolaj says in a low intense voice. 
“I’m a big girl and I can take care of myself,” I lie. After last night, I’m not so sure.
“I understand, but you’re with me now, so why don’t you let me take care of you?”
He’s being so protective. I bring my hand up to my mouth to hide my smile. I love the way he said I’m with him now. His assertiveness is so sexy.
“What are you going to do? Hire two men in blue and post them at my front door?” I laugh aloud.
“Danish men do things a little differently. I made arrangements right after I read your text and I’m on my way to the airport as we speak. I’ll be in New York City before the end of the day. If your coward ex-boyfriend wants to get rough, he can speak to my fist.”
“You’re flying back here? But you barely landed in Tokyo,” I blurt out, dumbfounded he’d bring his jet back to the city to be my knight in shining armor.
“My directors can take it from here and conclude the negotiations in Japan and in South Korea. My only preoccupation is to get back to North America as quickly as possible so I can be by your side. I know you can take care of yourself, but you’re mine now and Dylan put his hands on the wrong woman.”
I’m so used to taking care of myself I’ve forgotten how it feels to allow a guy to step in and take charge like this. “Does that mean I’ll be able to sleep in your arms tonight?” 
“You can count on it, love.”
 
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Three
How can it already be ten o’clock in the morning? I must have fallen asleep after my conversation with Nikolaj.
I flip the covers off of me and I jump out of bed ready to take on the day. A folded note lies on my night table.
 
Hey, Ci,
 
You were sleeping like a baby and after last night I didn’t want to wake you up. I’m off now and I have a full day of meetings, but why don’t we meet later? If you want, I’m happy to come over tonight again and sleep over. If you need to talk, call me. I love you.
 
-- Harley
 
She’s my little blonde angel. I grab my phone to text her.
 
You should have woken me up before leaving.
 
----
 
I didn’t have the heart, you looked like Sleeping Beauty. 
 
----
 
I must have fallen back to sleep after speaking to Nikolaj.
 
----
 
He called?
 
----
 
 
Yeah. My phone rang at an ungodly hour this morning. He was so pissed off. I’d texted him about Dylan before falling asleep.
 
----
 
No wonder he was pissed.
 
----


 
He’s flying in.
 
----
 
Shut the front door. Are you kidding me?
 
----
 
He has a private jet and he’s fueling it up and he’ll be here before the end of the day to guard my door.
 
----
 
It’s good to be you. Your guy is loaded.
 
----
 
It’s not about his money. I’ve dated many rich men before. He’s so different.
 
----
 
How do you feel about him sleeping over with you? Or is he staying at a ritzy hotel and posting a couple of Israeli Mossad Intelligence men at your door?
 
----
 
Funny. He broke me in way back in Toronto. It feels pretty amazing to have him around all night long. I love being wrapped in his arms while I sleep. I feel so safe and protected. Fuck, I can’t believe I’m admitting this. 
 
----
 
Wow, Ciara. And they say a leopard never changes her spots. You’ve changed your ways since you met your Great Dane.
 
----
 
He’s worth getting messy over.
 
----
 
Are you going in to work?
 
----
 
Nah, I’m working from home this morning, then heading to a yoga class to try to unwind after last night, and I’m booking a massage for early afternoon. I want to get back here early.
 
----
 
Big plans for tonight with your man?
 
----
 
Oh, yeah. I’m cooking up a storm and I have to find suitable fuck-me-now lingerie.
 
----
 
LOL. Girl, you haven’t cooked for a guy ever. This guy must be very special.
 
----
 
He is.
 
----
 
I’m so happy to see you go there. I’m still keeping hope alive I’ll meet a guy I want to get messy over before I get so old no one will want to fuck me.
 
----
 
You will. Okay, I have to go now. See you later. 
 
I run to my home office and email my team to let them know I’ll be working from home. I don’t want any of them to see me like this.
After a light breakfast I stand with my latte in hand in front of my insane collection of cookbooks to figure out what I’ll make for dinner.
I can’t believe he’ll be here in a few hours.
Harley is right. Even though cooking is in my blood, I never prepare homemade meals for any of the guys I see—ever. After Luke, I vowed to never allow a guy in my kitchen unless it was to fetch a glass of wine. The only men who have tasted my cooking are gay husbands, my guy friends, my dad and my sister’s husband, Bryce.
I want to prepare an easy and simple meal packed with a lot of flavor. My goal is to wow him without spending hours manning a hot oven. 
Man, I haven’t cooked a big meal in months. This guy is making me do all sorts of crazy things.
After flipping through half a dozen cookbooks and rejecting so many labor-intensive contenders, I opt for a delicious, but worry-free Italian menu. I hope he’ll love my cooking.
I think we’ll start with a simple but flavorful olive dipping sauce. I’ll serve it with an artichoke salad. I’ll have to buy some ciabatta bread at Donatella’s bakeries after yoga.
I have to make him my famous arancini with marinara sauce. One bite and he’ll be putty in my hands. These rice balls are my sister’s favorite Italian appetizers. 
Chicken wrapped in prosciutto ham accompanied with roasted garlic baby potatoes is the perfect main course. I still remember the first time I sank my teeth into this tender morsel of chicken during my first trip to Tuscany—it was to die for.
Of course dessert, if we don’t tear each other’s clothing off first, should be light, spectacular and memorable—it has to be the affogato. I only need to prepare a few espresso coffees and pour them over vanilla gelato. I’ll grab a few store-bought ladyfinger cookies to add a bit of texture to this delectable sweet treat and voilà, dessert is served.
After he’s made me come a few times, I’ll never have the energy to prepare anything more complicated.
Great. I’m done. I need to head out right now if I want to make it on time to yoga class.
 
* * *
 
I can’t believe it’s already six-thirty. 
The day passes in a blink of an eye. I’m already counting the minutes until Nikolaj gets here. It’s only been a few days since I last saw him, but it feels like we’ve been apart for months. 
It’s amazing to want someone so much your entire body aches. The thought of him makes my nipples stiff and my clit yearn for his touch—it’s as if we were lovers in a previous life.
After spending three hours cooking up a storm and setting a sultry mood in my place, it’s time to get myself all dolled up for him. I might have gone overboard with all the white candles, but I want this night to be memorable and magical.
I want him to take me upstairs and fuck me hard the minute he lays eyes on me. Dinner can wait.
I step out of the shower and run to my office and put on a track to put me in the mood.
Thank God for surround-sound speakers.
Everything about Lenny Kravitz spells sin—his good looks, his muscular body and his disarming smile. Harley has had a bad crush on the sexy black singer for years and when she dragged me to see him in concert, I was equally hooked. There’s something raw, sensual and forbidden about his music—a lot like the heart-stopping sex I’ve been having with Nikolaj. I dance my way to my bedroom to select the perfect fuck-me-now lingerie. I stand naked inside my walk-in closet rummaging through my undies drawer debating between a softer lace look and an edgier, more daring selection when my phone rings.
Oh. He must have landed.
I jump on my bed and grab my phone. “Oh my God, I can’t believe you’re here.”
“Believe it, baby. I’m back in New York.”
I love hearing his voice. “How was your flight?”
“It was smooth sailing all the way. How was your day? Did you get your massage?”
“Yes. I so needed to relax and unwind. It was wonderful and now I feel like a new woman. It gave me the energy I needed to cook up a storm for you.”
“You didn’t have to go to so much trouble, love. We could have ordered in or we could have gone out for dinner.”
“I know, but cooking is in my blood.”
“It sounds like I’m in for a feast and I can’t wait. Is Lenny Kravitz playing in the background?”
“Yup. He’s so talented.”
“You have great taste in music. His music is rock-soul classic and it never gets old.”
“Well, thank you, sir. How long is it going to take you to get here?”
“The chauffeur said if traffic isn’t horrendous, we should be there in about fifty-five minutes. Since this is rush hour in New York, I won’t hold my breath.”
“Perfect. I got out of the shower a few seconds ago and I should have plenty of time to get dressed.”
“Hmmm, you should have waited for me. I would have loved to soap you up or wash your hair again,” he says in a deep smoky voice.
“We can take another shower together later,” I respond, matching his bedroom voice. “I wanted to make myself pretty before slipping into some outrageously skimpy lingerie to get you in the mood, but it sounds like I don’t need to fuss so much.”
“Oh, do wear the lingerie. I want to see it on you,” he begs. “Wait a minute. What are you wearing now?”
“Right this minute? I’m wearing a white terry cloth towel wrapped around my head.” I smile. I’m going to have fun with him. “I didn’t get a chance to put on any clothes yet.”
“You’re naked?”
“I was lying on my bed thinking of you. Even after coming in the shower, my clit is still aching—I want you so much. When you called, I’d already started playing with myself, reminiscing about how hard you pounded me against every single wall in my house a few days ago.”
“You’re kidding me. You’re playing with yourself while you’re on the phone with me and I’m trapped whispering like a thief in the back of this car in the middle of New York traffic gridlock?”
“What can I say? I’m lying here all alone on my huge king-sized bed and I was relieving the tension between my legs.”
“For the love of God, Ciara. Stop teasing me like this.”
“I’m sorry, maybe I should hang up the phone and finish what I started. Did I tell you about a recurring dream I’ve been having since you left?”
“Christ,” he grunts.
“Maybe I should wait for you to get here.” I hope his cock is rock-hard and hungry for me. 
“Are you going to share the dream with me or do I have to beg?”
“What’s your preference?” I ask daringly.
“Tell me,” he hisses.
“Oh, dear. Are you sure? If I do, I don’t think I’ll be able to control myself and I’m most likely going to have to rub myself until I come again.”
He goes silent. 
“You know how you turn me on and how I lose all control when you make me come.”
He’s breathing so deep on the other end of the phone it’s as if we’re in the same room.
“Have I lost you or are you still there, Nikolaj?”
“Give me a second. I need to raise the partition between the chauffeur and I.”
Oh, he’s hooked. “I hope my dirty tale won’t make you too hard. I’d hate to put you in a compromising position at the back of your chauffeured luxury car.”
“Start talking and don’t worry yourself with petty details.”
“You know how I’ve been hinting at us having sex in public, but you keep denying me the pleasure?” I lick my lips, thinking of how I’m going to get him off.
“Well, I wouldn’t quite word it in such a cut-and-dry way…”
“I would,” I interrupt. “If you’re not willing to drop your pants and shove your cock inside me at a restaurant, I’d say you’re refusing to satisfy me. In my dream, you don’t say no.”
“I don’t? I indulge you in your fantasy?”
“We’re at this popular downtown lounge and we’re in the middle of a crowd of sexy bodies. The music is loud and the beat is hot. We’re both so worked up from the frenetic mood. You look at me and even with the light dimmed low, I can see the lust in your eyes as you push me onto the podium where the DJ is working his magic. You force me to sit down.”
Oh, fuck, now I’m really turned on. I spread my legs open and I catch my breath as I slide my hand down my stomach until I reach my throbbing clit. I’m so wet. “I already got carried away recounting this dream and now I’m rubbing myself thinking of the raw carnal desire in your eyes.”
“Ciara, don’t do this to me. I’m sitting at the back of this car and I can’t do anything about this erection.”
I ignore his plea and I continue with my story.
“You yank up my skirt, rip my garter belt off, pull down my panties and place my legs on top of your shoulders. The DJ is watching and a few people have gathered around us. I love being the center of attention. My pussy is fully exposed for everyone to see.”
“Jesus, Ciara.”
“If it’s too much for you, I can relive my dream on my own. You don’t have to stay on the other end,” I say daringly.
“You’re a cruel woman,” he lets out between gritted teeth.
I hope he’s nearly as turned on as I am. “You lean in front of me and you lick me voraciously.”
Nikolaj is panting now. “You can’t do this to me.”
“The music has stopped, but you don’t care, you keep licking. A voluptuous redheaded babe pulls off her top, letting her huge heavy tits swing in the air before sitting next to me on the stage. Her girlfriend gets down on her knees and starts licking her. My curvaceous neighbor reaches out and squeeze my nipples as you grab my nub between your lips.”
He lets out another groan.
“Nikolaj, I can stop if this story is too painful.”
“Don’t stop on my account.”
“She squeezes so hard, I tilt my head back to take in the sweet pain.” I catch my breath as I slide my fingers inside my wetness in search of my G-spot. “You’re fucking me with your tongue and it’s so good. Are you still with me?”
“I’m here.” His voice is so deep.
“At some point a sexy blonde taps on your shoulder and asks if she can taste me. You reluctantly allow her to get down on her knees in front of me. I gently push away the redhead. I grab your hand and pull you towards me. I undo your belt and slowly unzip your jeans. Your erection is raging and when I pull out your cock, the entire room gasps at its impressive size.” 
“Goddammit, you’re killing me.”
“I ask you to remove your jeans and force you to straddle me so I can suck your cock while the blonde works on my pussy.”
“Fuck, if you continue like this, I’m going to have to ask the chauffeur to pull over.”
I love hearing him me beg for mercy like this.
“The naughty girl is pulling my clit with her lips and she has two fingers inside my wetness. You know how it drives me wild when you work me simultaneously with your lips and fingers. She’s eating me as voraciously as I’m sucking your cock. It’s so intense. I’m on the verge of climaxing, but you turn around, push away the blonde and get up. You tell me you want to make me come with your cock.”
“Ciara, do you have any clue of the agony you’re putting me through right now?”
“Uh, yeah, I do. Let me finish my story.” I know I’m pushing him to the brink and I’m enjoying every second. “You don’t want a stranger to make me come with her tongue. You flip me over on all fours and you slide your hard cock deep inside me in front of the entire audience.”
Fuck, this story is so much better than in my dreams.
“Oh my God, Ciara, you’re naughtier than I ever imagined. You have such a dirty mind.”
“You fuck me slowly at first. Stroking my clit, your big dick filling me up. The redhead slides closer to me, grabs my face in her hands and parts my lips before searching for my tongue. We kiss passionately while her lover licks her pussy harder and you pound deeper into me.”
“Ciara, fuck, I swear I’m going to come and I won’t even have to stroke my cock.”
“You like my kinky little dream?” I tease.
“It’s not a bad story,” he mocks.
“The redhead slides closer and grabs my tit in her mouth before biting my nipple. The sensation of pain and pleasure is mind-blowing. You’re fucking my pussy hard while a whole room of people looks on—what an aphrodisiac. It sends me over the top to know so many curious eyes will witness as I lose control. I come so violently and let out a raw scream. I clench my pussy around your cock as you spank the life out of me.”
“Oh, shit.”
“It’s not over yet, baby. You force me down on my knees and you pull my head back before pushing your cock into my mouth.” I smile, stroking myself faster and faster. “I suck you hard and fast. I squeeze your balls as I shove your nine-inch delight so deep you hit the back of my throat with each thrust. I nearly come again when you spurt your hot milky load down the back of my throat. Fuck, you taste so good.” Shit. I can’t take it anymore, I need to come. “I wish I could get down on my knees and suck your hard dick right now, Nikolaj, but I’ll have to wait.”
I’m close, I’m so close.
“You love being down on your knees with my cock in your mouth as I push your head to take me in deeper?”
“More than words can say. I really wish it was your tongue or your fingers on my hard node, but I guess I have to take care of business on my own,” I whisper. 
“Baby, you’re killing me here. Why don’t you wait until I get there? I’m not too far. I’ll take good care of you. I promise.”
“Nikolaj, I’m coming,” I cry out as I shudder against my finger.
I climax so hard I drop the phone on the bed. My orgasm crashes through me like a hurricane and I contort my body under the waves of sweet satisfaction.
I pant, licking my fingers before grabbing my phone with my other hand. “Jesus. What an intense fantasy. I didn’t know I could come this hard by imagining you doing kinky things to me.”
“Did I hear you lick your fingers?”
“Yup.” I smile victoriously. I’m sure he must be dying right now. “You know, I much prefer licking myself off of your fingers.”
“Good Lord, Ciara, you’re demonic.”
“It’s such a shame you can’t even pull out your cock and rub it. It must be so uncomfortable for you. At least one of us was able to come,” I taunt him.
“You nearly sent me to hell and back. Do you know how painful it’s been listening to you moan and grunt so provocatively and not being able to do anything about it? You add insult to injury by painting the vivid image of licking your juices off your fingers after climaxing without me. I’ll make you pay dearly for this.”
“I’ll be waiting impatiently, love.”
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Four
The doorbell rings and I do my best not to fall off my five-inch Louboutin heels as I run to the door to greet Nikolaj. I glance at myself in the mirror, fluff my hair and smack my lips together to accentuate my dark red lipstick. 
I’m so ready for him.
He pokes his head inside the door and announces, “I come bearing gifts, my lady.”
“Do you, my lord?” I say, matching his formal tone. “Come in, so I can close the door.” 
I can’t believe my voice comes out so evenly when there’s passion burning inside me.
He waltzes inside my home and drops two pieces of luggage and a huge white pouch on the floor before turning around to face me. He looks dapper as usual. His tailored three-piece grey suit looks like it was sewed onto his muscular body. I love the touch of elegance the pocket square brings, tucked so neatly into the left pocket on his chest. Those laced-up honey-brown shoes are such an edgy selection, but it works.
Damn, looking at him makes me want to get undressed, push him on the couch and straddle him. I came thirty minutes ago and I’m already ready to lose control at his mercy. 
“You look so elegant in your suit. You could give any male model a run for his money,” I manage to say.
Nikolaj smiles and looks down as if the compliment is too much to take. “The Japanese are very sharp dressers and the suit makes the man. I never skimp on my clothing, but I always take it up a notch or two when conducting business in Asia.”
“You definitely look commanding.” I’m still standing at the entrance, taking him in, unable to get closer to him for fear his proximity will make me melt inside.
“I’m so happy to be here, love. Come over here so I can kiss your luscious lips.”
He takes a long step towards me, grabs my waist and tilts me back like the leading man does in those old black-and-white movies my grandmother could never get enough of.
“I’m going to kiss you, Ciara, and I want you to respond like you missed me.” He smiles.
I’m sure I can manage because I’ve missed him like crazy.
He pulls me closer and kisses me tenderly, a deep, long kiss—the kind that takes my breath away. He’s a hell of a kisser. My skin pulsates as if it’s been hit by a surge of electricity. 
Damn. His kiss leaves me dizzy and drunk. 
“So you did miss me.” Nikolaj smiles, pulling away from me.
“Maybe.”
“I’ll take your one-word answer as a yes.”
We both laugh.
“It’s good to see you again. It’s surreal you flew back to New York.”
“There was no way I was going to be able to remain in Japan after the night you had yesterday.”
“It was pretty eventful, but it’s behind us now. I’m sure Dylan has sobered up and he’s now faced with dealing with his stupid choices. But enough about him, it’s the two of us now.”
“You’re right about the last part.” He grins. “Your home is spectacularly well decorated, but why am I not surprised?” he says, scouring the room.
“Thanks,” I say, lowering my eyes. 
I’ll admit I invite very few men I’ve slept with into my home. It’s my private oasis and I love to keep drama as far away as possible. Having Nikolaj over has been on my mind since he announced he was boarding his private jet and coming back to New York. Honestly, the pressure of knowing a billionaire would be staying over was turning my stomach into a knot. Since it was too last-minute to call my cleaning lady, I spent more time than usual beautifying and organizing my home. 
“You have great taste, Ciara.”
“I have an unfair advantage. As a designer, I can pull in favors from my peers and I’m able to buy furniture and accessories at wholesale prices. You’d be surprised at the number of design students willing to work on a project for an entry-level wage as long as they walk away with experience. Not to mention I know so many real estate agents, I’m usually top of the list for content sales in some of the richest areas in Manhattan.”
“You’re selling yourself short, love. Regardless where you buy furniture, it still requires a certain amount of flair to pull this off,” he says, extending his arms and looking around him.
I’m thrilled by his comment. I guess I was worried for no good reason.
“It feels like I’m on a Hollywood movie set,” he says, looking at the rows of candles.
“Oh. I might have gone overboard.”
“Not at all. It sets the stage for a night of sinful pleasure,” he says, raising his eyebrows. His blue eyes sparkle when he flashes me his signature disarming smile.
God, I’ve missed him and in some strange way, I have Dylan to thank for allowing him to be here by my side.  
“Are you planning on seducing me, Ms. Herrera?”
“Only if you want me to.”
“There are a lot of things I want you to do to me tonight. Seduction is only one of many on the list.”
I read the anticipation in his eyes. “Does that mean you’re not hungry?”
“I’m famished, but I was thinking of gorging on your pussy first.”
“What a tempting offer. Let me go turn off the oven.”
“Not so fast. Maybe we can have a quick bite—I have a feeling I’ll need all the strength I can muster up.” He grabs my wrists and pulls me back to him. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say I’ve walked into Manhattan’s best restaurant,” he says, inhaling the air around him as he closes his eyes to fully take in the aroma of my home-cooked meal. “I don’t know what you’ve cooked up in your kitchen, but it smells like I’m in for a real feast.”
“Thank you. You’re full of compliments tonight. The menu wasn’t too complicated to prepare, but it’s very flavorful and I hope you like it.”
“I’m sure I’m going to love it.”
I don’t know why I feel so nervous about having him taste my cooking. I’m a trained chef, for God’s sake. 
This guy has done such a number on me. I haven’t felt like this about a man in such a long time.
“Who’s crooning?” he asks, looking up, pointing at the encased speakers.
“Ah, the singer? It’s Robin Thicke’s first big commercial album, The Evolution of Robin Thicke. It’s sexy, mellow and sets the ideal mood for a night of possibilities.”
“You’ve thought of everything, haven’t you?” Nikolaj says, narrowing his eyes. “So you’re really planning on leaving me begging and in desperate need of more of you? Or are you trying to make up for the fact you played a dangerous and unfair game with me earlier with your dirty dream?”
“A little of both, Nikolaj.” I bite my bottom lip to curtail my own amusement.
“I see. Well, either way, this music reminds me of sex.”
“Bullseye.” I grin with a suggestive look.
“I’m happy to be able to contribute further to the makings of a night of wild debauchery, since I brought a few extra mood enhancers.” 
Wild debauchery? Yikes. I’m never going to be able to walk again after tonight.
He pulls away from me, walks towards the items he dropped into my living room a few minutes ago, squats down and unzips one of his Louis Vuitton travel bags.
“What did you bring?” I ask, excited.
“I bring libation for our enjoyment—before or after the succulent meal, or we might want to drink it after I punish you,” he says, proudly holding up a bottle of champagne. “I also bring chocolates from La Maison du Chocolat to feed my queen.” He holds up a brown shopping bag. 
“You stopped by the New York shop? No wonder it took you forever to get here.”
“God, no. I don’t do well in traffic. The French chocolatier has a few distributors in Tokyo and I grabbed the chocolates in Asia.”
“This is amazing. I’ve had their French selections and the ones they sell here, but this is my first time trying their Asian morsels.” These are my favorite chocolates in the world and I can already see myself feeding them to him in bed after a few rounds of hot steamy sex.
“I couldn’t come to see you without bringing you a giant bouquet of flowers,” he says, unzipping the big white pouch. “These are for you, love.” He hands me the most amazing bouquet. 
“Nikolaj, you spoil me so much. These are beautiful,” I marvel, admiring the purple roses.
“I knew red roses would be far too predictable for you, but I think these capture your beauty quite well.”
“The color is stunning.”
“I was mesmerized by them and when I explained the strong pull to the shopkeeper she explained purple roses send the message of instant attraction—lust at first sight. I couldn’t have found a better way to describe how I’ve felt about you since the moment I laid eyes on you. You took my breath away the second you walked into the bar in Toronto and I’ve not been able to recover ever since.” 
“You seriously feel this way about me?”
“My business trip to Asia nearly drove me mad because I knew I’d be on the other side of the planet. Being so far away from you was unbearable. I had to be with you or else I was going to drive everyone around me crazy. Flying to Barcelona to be with you was my only solace. Yes, Ciara. You have such a strong effect on me.”
Oh. My. God. “I loved spending time with you in Barcelona and I can’t say I’m sad you’re back in New York.” 
“Every time I’m away from you, it’s as if a part of me shuts down.”
My heart is beating a mile a minute. His words are intoxicating and I still can’t believe he feels so strongly about me. “When you boarded your jet a few days ago to return to Japan, I nearly came with you. I didn’t want you to leave my side.”
I can’t believe I’ve admitted so much to him.
“Why didn’t you?”
A half smile forms on my face as I weigh my words. “Because things are moving so fast between us,” I murmur, lowering my eyes.
“We like things fast and furious, baby. Why do you think we get along so well, you and I?” He takes a step towards me, but stops when he realizes I’m still hugging the giant bouquet of flowers he gave me. 
“Are you going to hold on to those all night?” he asks, amused. “Do you have a vase?”
“Oh. Of course,” I say, waking up from the magical spell his words cast over me. “Give me one second. I have to turn off the stove anyways because I don’t want to overcook our meal. I’ll drop off all these insane gifts in the kitchen and place the flowers in a vase. Everything should be ready by now if you want to eat—or we can leave it for later,” I add, winking at him. “Take off your jacket, sit and make yourself at home. I’ll be back in a flash.”
Suddenly he cocks his head to the side, frowns and looks at me with the most introspective look.
“What? Why are you staring at me so strangely?”
“It took me a while to notice, but am I missing something or is it an American tradition to welcome guests in super-high heels and an oversized sports sweatshirt?”
“It’s not a tradition,” I say flirtatiously before disappearing in the kitchen.
“It’s hard to miss how your grey sweatshirt hits you right under your phenomenal ass. Damn, I love looking at you walk away from me.”
“I’d hate to make you feel uncomfortable. Perhaps I should run upstairs and cover up?” 
“Trust me, I’m not complaining because those legs could be weapons of mass destruction. Seriously, the President of the Unites States could win wars with them, but the style does seem a bit odd to this Danish lad,” Nikolaj shouts behind me.
I walk back into the room and stand over him.
“I wanted to keep what I’m wearing underneath for your eyes only. When I opened my door to let you in, I didn’t want the entire city to be privy to this…”
I slowly lift the sweatshirt over my head and toss it casually on the couch next to him. 
“So what do you think?” I strike a pose as if I’m on the cover of Playboy magazine as he takes every inch of me in. 
“Holy shit, Ciara,” he says, getting up.
I stop him by placing my heeled foot on his chest and I gently push him back against the couch. Thank God I keep my balance and don’t tip over or my fall would have killed the mood.  
“Don’t get up yet.”
He drinks me in as if this is the first time he’s laid eyes on my body. “Wow. You look like my ultimate fantasy.”
I bought this saucy lingerie on a whim the last time I was in LA, unsure who would be the first to witness the jaw-dropping number. 
“It’s so sheer. Your nipples are protruding, begging me to take them into my mouth. What a bloody turn-on.”
“Did you see the big heart-shaped cut-out at the back of the panties? They sit right on top of my crease. I’m sure if you move the panties down a bit, you could fuck my ass without ever removing them.” I turn around and wiggle my bottom provocatively.
“You’re putting a lot of really bad thoughts in my mind right now.”
“You like?” I ask, caressing my body and lifting the short black lace see-through chemise to give him a full view of the naughty panties.
“Are you kidding me? What you’re wearing is an instant cock-stiffener. I’m fighting the urge to rip your lingerie off of you. My dick is crying out for your sweet tight pussy.”
“Screw dinner, I want to feast on your cock.” I look down at him, totally consumed with passion. “Nikolaj, my body is yours.” My voice turns breathy as a surge of excitement sparks between my legs. “Touch me, kiss me, lick me, make me come,” I beg.
He lunges to his feet and stands right in front of me, slowly caressing me with his eyes. “Oh, baby, your wish is my command.” 
An electric pulse, supercharged with desire, flashes between us. God, he leaves me weak and I want nothing more than to let him dominate me completely.
He moves closer to me, walking in a circle around me until he stops right behind me. He gets closer until his erection is pressing against my ass.
“Do you feel how much I want you?” he whispers as his hand trails from my hips to my nipples.
I flinch under his touch. “Damn, you’re so hard.”
“I’ve been this hard since you played your dirty little game while I was trapped in the back of a car unable to show you how fucking turned on I was.”
He squeezes my nipple so hard I let out a low deep growl. Oh. He caught me off guard. “Don’t make me wait any longer. Sink your beautiful dick inside my wetness. Every fiber of my body yearns to feel your touch.” 
“Oh, I should be able to manage, love, but I have other plans for you.”
“What?” 
“You don’t think I’m going to let you get away with murder?”
“It was an innocent round of phone sex.” I bite off a smile.
“One in which only you were able to climax.”
I laugh, remembering our earlier conversation and how hard I came with him dangling on the other end.
“I’m glad one of us sees the irony in this. You left me in agony. My cock was so hard I was in pain.”
“Oops. I’m so sorry.”
“You should be. In any case, it’s payback time.”
He steps away from me and circles me again as he unbuttons his shirt. He stops. We’re eye to eye. He lowers his gaze as he licks his lips in anticipation and what I read in his gaze stirs up a volcano inside me.  
“Your nipples look dangerous under the sheer black lace.” He reaches out and flicks my right nipple. 
“Ahhh.” I could come right now under his touch. 
“Take it off and keep the panties on,” he orders. “Needless to say, the shoes stay on as well.”
Fuck, I love it when he’s commanding and in control.
I remove my black lace chemise without ever breaking his gaze. 
Nikolaj lets out a groan as he grabs his cock. “Fuck, I’m harder than I was a minute ago.”
I reach out and trail my fingers lightly over his sculpted chest and down his six-pack. I playfully pull at his belt before undoing the buckle.
“You can’t wait to choke on my big cock, baby?”
When the man talks dirty it’s like an epiphany. I’m way too focused on getting him naked to answer. 
“Here we go, baby. Slide this on,” he says, handing me a condom from his pocket.
“I want you inside my mouth first.”
“Your pussy is calling my cock, baby. You can suck me later when I ravish you again after dinner.” He smiles down on me.
I place the wrapper between my teeth. I unzip his pants and squat in front of him, pulling his trousers and boxer briefs down to his ankles, releasing his nine-inch cock. Nikolaj kicks both of them aside and he’s now standing in front of me in his Adonis glory.
I can’t believe this is all mine for the taking.
He’s impossibly hard and very ready to ravish me as I roll the condom around his massive erection. I drink up every part of him like a thirsty traveler in the desert. Slowly, Nikolaj pulls me up and wraps me in his strong arms.
“I’ve been dreaming about losing myself inside your wet pussy since I left you two days ago. I can’t get enough of you. No matter how many times I have you, I want you more and more. It’s as if my appetite for you remains unsatisfied and I don’t understand how it’s even possible.”
My heart is pounding so hard and so loud it distracts me from my aching clit. “I feel the same.”
“You do, baby? You missed me?” 
“I missed you so much.” 
“So you weren’t playing with me earlier on the phone?”
“No way. I came so hard I thought I was going to lose my mind.” I laugh. “You have this magnetic effect on me I can’t explain.”
“What do you want me to do to you?” he murmurs.
I pull him away from me as I take a step back.
“I want your hands grabbing my breasts, pinching my nipples until I scream, slapping my ass until I beg for mercy, toying with my clit until I lose consciousness, yanking my hips towards you as you forcefully pound my pussy. I want it all. When you make me come so hard I fear I’ve lost it, I want you to cradle my face inside your hands and I want you to kiss me like I’ve never been kissed before.”
“My pleasure.” He removes the two crystal pins holding my hair, letting loose my cascade of curls. “Oh, no. We can’t allow for your hair to be up like this,” he says, brushing the locks covering my breasts behind my shoulders. “Much better,” he adds.
He guides me towards the couch by gently pushing me backwards until I hit the edge. 
“Lie down and enjoy the ride.”
He’s still standing above me and from this vantage point, his cock looks like a missile before takeoff. He kneels down in front of me with eyes half closed and a cocky grin on his face.
“You look so incredibly beautiful like this—your tits hanging out, those naughty panties still wrapped around your waist and sporting those fuck-me shoes.”
He trails my arm with a whisper of a caress before leaning down and crushing my lips with a kiss that ignites a flame between my legs.
I love it when he kisses the hell out of me like this.
“Devour me whole, Nikolaj.”
“Baby, when I’m done with you, there won’t be anything left.” He grins as he pumps his chest out in victory.
His action-hero moves make me laugh and make me want him even more.
“Your skin is smooth like velvet.” He sensually trails the back of his fingers over my chest, down to my stomach and further down the middle of my thighs. His warm touch is electrifying. He’s worshipping my body as if I were a goddess.
It’s always been so raw between us. His tenderness catches me off guard and leaves me wanting more.
He trails down to my legs and back up again until he reaches my nipples. When he leans down towards me, his erection pokes at me and I contort my body to fist his cock, but his commanding voice stops me.
“No, no, no, naughty girl. I told you there would be plenty of time for you to play with my dick. It’s about you now,” he says with a dark sensual gaze.
I catch my breath. 
Nikolaj taunts me with his tongue. He licks around my breast, flicking his tongue against my erected bud before he rasps the tip of my aching nipple.
“Ahhh.” I tilt my head back, grabbing the cushion as a ripple of sexual energy takes over my body. 
He chuckles in response to my intense reaction.
Robin Thicke’s Lost Without U comes through the speakers and I close my eyes to soak in the lyrics of the song as Nikolaj turns his attention to my right nipple. He licks and swirls around my nipple before closing his mouth around my breast as he sucks me so hard I think I’m about to climax.
“Do it again,” I cry, arching my body towards him.
“Is that all you want from me, Ciara?”
I open my eyes, dazed. I want to ask him for more, but I’m too consumed to think or talk.
“Don’t hold back, Ciara. Give it all to me tonight,” he says, pinching my left nipple.
“Christ.”
“I know what you really want and you’re going to beg for it or I’ll march into your kitchen and focus my attention on dinner,” he says with feigned cruelty.
“You wouldn’t dare leave me like this,” I pant.
“It’s payback time. Since you seem to enjoy touching yourself so much when I’m not around, I’m sure you can take care of business on your own while I enjoy the lovely meal you prepared for me.”
I don’t want to find out if he’s bluffing or not. I need his mouth.
“Eat me, lick me, suck me, Nikolaj. I want to lose it with your head tucked between my thighs. I need to come undone with your fingers pressing against my G-spot. You own me.”
“Good girl. You promise never to tempt me like you did earlier today ever again?”
I shake my head, praying my plea will make up for my daring little game.
“You know, I was planning to lick your wet pussy until you melt in my mouth, but I do love watching you beg for it.”
He flips me over and slides my panties off before placing my legs over his shoulders. His head is between my thighs and he’s gazing down at my throbbing sex.
“You know we’re done with the nice and soft part of the evening. From this point on, I’ll take you raw like a hungry animal and I want to hear you scream your head off when you come.” 
“Yes,” I gasp. My breath is coming shallow as I desperately try to ignore my beating heart.
He sits in front of me on his knees and gently opens my pussy with his fingers before diving into my wetness. 
“Shit.”
He wasn’t joking when he said he was done with being nice. He toys with my pussy with forceful licks, swirling his tongue over my aching clit. I grab his hair, gasping for air, when he slides his fingers deep inside me. “Nikolaj,” I whimper.
He lifts his head and meets my gaze. He watches me as he continues to slide his fingers inside me.
“Oh my fucking Lord,” I let out, struggling to keep it together as he pulsates fast and furiously inside me.
“Do you want me to stop? Maybe you can’t handle it.”
I hold his gaze, knowing full well he’s making me pay for coming earlier without him. “More,” I demand.
He smiles as he pulls out his fingers from my pussy. He cocks his head to the side and slips both fingers into his mouth, licking away my juices.  
I love how kinky he looks right now.
“Good, because I want more of you.” He leans down and parts my mouth with his salty lips, forcing me to taste my own arousal.
He sits in front of me on the white faux-fur area rug and I wiggle my body to allow him to lick me deeper. He grabs my hips with his strong hands and yanks me off the couch, leaving me no choice but to tumble right on top of his cock.
“Damn,” I cry out, sitting on top of his dick. I fold my legs and place my heels on the floor, straddling his thighs to allow him to sink deeper.
“Oh, fuck. I’m so deep inside you in this position,” he groans, tilting his head as I wrap my arms around his shoulders.
I bounce up and down on his cock, sending my tits bobbing and my hair flying like a dirty cowgirl.
“Slow down, rodeo queen. You’re going to make me shoot my load too quickly at this pace.” He places his hands on my hips and pushes my body against the sofa as he regains control of the situation. “I like it hard and rough, but I want to make sure you come first.”
I clench my pussy tight to quiet him.
“Shit, Ciara,” he screams out.
“What?”
“You know exactly what game you’re playing.”
Slap.
Both hands hit my ass at the same time, sending me flying off his cock. I settle back down and let out a scream when my clit hits the base of his cock.
“Behave or else I’ll enjoy spanking you some more.”
We both laugh.
I force him closer to me and whisper in his ear, “I’m going to ride you like my life depends on it.”
He fists my hair and pulls my head back until our eyes meet. “Don’t let me stop you, Ciara,” he growls.
I can’t resist the challenge. I gyrate my hips in circular motions, grinding him deep. My hard clit brushes his body with every grind, sending me to heaven and back as I lose myself in his lustful gaze.
“Jesus,” I groan.
“Oh, yeah, fuck my cock, baby. Fuck me like you mean it.”
I rock my hips back and forth as I clench my pussy tight with each sensual motion.
I don’t think I’m going to last long.
He leans in and grabs one of my bouncing boobs in his mouth and the contact of his lips around my nipple sends me nearly over the edge.
“Rock me harder,” he commands.
I take a breath and lose myself in his hungry eyes. I rock on him again and quickly find my rhythm as I dig my nails in his back. I pick up the pace and grind him faster, angling my hips just right so I can press my throbbing clit against him.
“You’re fucking swallowing my hard cock whole,” he says brushing my damp hair away from my face.
“Arghhh.” I let out an unrecognizable moan.
My pussy is so wet, I glide easily with each slippery motion, forcing me to hold him closer to me as I clench his cock tighter. 
Oh, Christ, I’m close.
“Don’t hold back. Ride my cock until you explode all over it.” His dirty words ignite me like a firecracker and I bounce harder on his dick until I stop breathing. “Oh, baby, you’re close. I know it. Open your eyes. I want to see you lose it,” he demands.
I struggle to hold his gaze, close to the point of no return. “Shit, this is too much.”
“No, baby, it’s not. You know you want it.”
“I don’t think I can take it,” I pant.
“You’re going to deny me the pleasure of seeing you come in my arms?” His words leave me speechless. “I didn’t think so. Now stop holding back and let go.”
I’m trembling so much I fear I won’t have the strength to continue.
Nikolaj places one hand behind him on the floor and another firmly on my hips to control the cadence. He thrusts his hips and my body jolts with each thrust.
“Oh, oh, oh,” I gasp.
He pulls my body down harder and I meet his next thrust like we’re two meteors colliding in space.
“Oh my God,” I scream out, gasping for air.
“Come for me, Ciara. Come hard, baby.”
He slams harder and deeper and he finds it. My G-spot. I squeeze harder, sending a massive wave of ecstasy rippling down to my aching clit. 
I lose it.
“Mother of God,” I scream out. “Oh, fuck, Nikolaj.” I roll my head back and close my eyes as pleasure takes hold of my entire body. My pussy holds on tightly to his cock, milking every single second.
“I told you to look at me when you come,” he says through clenched teeth.
I tilt my head forward, still relishing the sweet sensation of this powerful climax. “The way you fuck me is so mind-blowing,” I sob, still enjoying the tsunami-like climactic experience.
“You’re so beautiful when you come.” He rides me out, pounding my pussy mercilessly until he yells out my name.
I fall forward against his chest, exhausted. I’m spent.
There’s a long silence. The only sound filling the room is our breathing. Deep and heavy.
“Your pussy is like a forbidden elixir. You make me come so hard I barely remember my name. No one has ever made me come so hard, Ciara.”
“Really?” I beam. “You sex me up un-fucking-believably well.”
“What we shared was hard, dirty and intense. Damn, woman, you’re like a miracle.”
“It’s your fault. The second I see your cock, I turn into this wild sexual beast.”
“Good. I want to keep you this way as long as I can.” He smiles, still breathing heavy.
“I’m famished now. Let me go heat up the food so we can eat.”
“Wait. I have something for you.”
“What? You have another gift?”
“I brought a little something I hope can complement my lady’s beauty,” he says, gently pushing me off of him before rolling to his side as he reaches out to grab one of his Louis Vuitton travel bags.
I kick off my shoes and roll my body next to his. “Awww, Nikolaj. You’re totally spoiling me.”
“Sue me for wanting to shower you with gifts.”
“You really didn’t have to, but I’m happy you did.”
“Of course I had to. Come on, sit up. I can’t put it on you if you’re lying down.”
Having him here is such an unexpected treat. His gifts are like icing on a cake. He really didn’t have to buy me anything, but I’d be lying if I didn’t admit I get giddy when he offers me presents. 
“How else will you know I’m totally crazy about you?”
“I think you showed me,” I tease.
“Point well taken. I guess this is another way, love. You have to close your eyes.”
“Okay, I’ll play along.”
“Now, brush your hair behind your shoulders.”
I obey him with a huge grin plastered on my face.
“Excellent. Reach out both arms in front of you and hold them steady.”
Hmmm, what could it be?
He places a cold metal on my right wrist and I immediately bring my left hand to touch the gift.
“You can open your eyes now. I hope you like it.”
“Oh. My. Freaking. God.” I blink at the sight of the hundreds of small brilliant diamonds shining at me.
“Luckily for me those Japanese love high-end brands. The salesperson assured me Pomellato is a coveted Italian designer. I hope she didn’t play me for a fool.” He winks.
“Are you kidding me? This is a Pomellato?” I ask, gasping for air. They only make drool-worthy jewelry. Their regular collections are eye-popping creations and so pricey I can’t imagine how much this must have cost. This is so decadent and over the top. “Nikolaj, this is absolutely gorgeous. I mean there must be three thousand diamonds on this.”
“I was told no woman on this planet can resist the revamped classic link Pomellato bracelet.”
“This is… It’s simply exquisite. I mean, wow.”
“You scared me.”
“Why?”
“I thought you were going to say it’s too expensive.”
“Nah, I wasn’t,” I tease.
“Good, because I’d hate to think you were becoming predictable.”
“Not a chance, but you’re totally turning me into a princess. You drop everything to be with me and you shower me with all these opulent gifts.”
“You’re worth it and you know it.” He drops a sweet and tender kiss on my forehead—the kind of touch that leaves a girl weak in the knees.
My God, this guy is a dream.
“Thank you. I’m touched.”
“I hope you’ll consider wearing your new bracelet when you stand by my side as my date when my father’s company celebrates its twenty-fifth anniversary next month in Copenhagen.”
“Huh?” Did he actually suggest I might be meeting his family?
“You didn’t think I was going to go alone, did you?” he asks, amused.
“This is the first time you’ve mentioned it.”
“I know. Until a few weeks ago, I was resigned to showing up alone, but it’s impossible for me to even consider such a lonely option now—not after what we’ve shared.”
“You’re full of surprises tonight.”
“Oh, did I mention my dad is celebrating a birthday milestone one week before his big company event and we’re having a huge party at my parents’ home in a few weeks? I’d love for you to come and officially meet my entire family before the company event, including my despicable brother. I’ve been going on and on about my American girlfriend and people are going to start thinking you’re a figment of my kinky imagination.”
Did he actually say what I think he said?
“You… your… meet…” I sound like a complete dork.
My head is spinning as I rewind the conversation in my head and fast-forward his words to confirm he actually said the “g” word. “Me? You mean… as your girl…?” Is he seriously asking me to meet his mom, dad and siblings as his girlfriend?
“Ciara, I can’t tell you how endearing you are when you are at a loss for words,” he says, kissing my shoulder.
“You can’t drop this kind of explosive news and not expect me to be dumbfounded.”
“Which part shocks you the most? The part where I ask you to meet my parents or the part where I want you to be all mine?”
Fuck. He’s got such a way with words.
“I know what we have is out of the ordinary since we’ve been living in different countries since meeting and I’ve been flying all over the globe to be with you. I made up my mind weeks ago I wanted more of you.” He’s been so certain from the beginning.
“You caught me off guard, Nikolaj, and you know it. We’ve never had this conversation before and I didn’t realize we were at this stage.”
“You’re right. I wanted to see the shocked look on your face. I should also mention my best friend, Martin, will also be part of the festivities and he’s dying to meet the woman I can’t stop talking about.”
“No pressure, I guess,” I say, slightly nervous about taking this next step. Like everything else with Nikolaj, it’s fast and furious, yet it feels so right.
“None whatsoever.” He winks. “Listen, I met your mom and Diego last week and although it was unexpected for both of us, I survived the experience,” he mocks. “I know things are moving fast, but we’re so right for each other. I don’t want to go to these upcoming events with anyone else but you,” he says, brushing his lips against mine. “I hope you don’t intend on turning me down?”
I still can’t understand this spell he’s cast on me. I would have flat-out refused any other guy who made such monumental requests of me without warning. I don’t meet parents and I don’t like the girlfriend label. But everything is so different with Nikolaj.
“Of course not. I’d love to meet your family and your best friend. It would be an absolute honor to stand by your side at your company’s function as your girlfriend,” I say, wrapping my arms around him and showering his neck with little kisses. 
“Those are sweet words to my ears, love. My parents are going to adore you and every man at our company celebration will be drooling all over himself when he sees my hot date.”
“I see now why you want me to be your date at those events. You want to make other men jealous and you want to give off the illusion of having a bigger cock than you actually have.”
“Ciara, we both know my cock is plenty big. What those old geezers choose to think is none of my business.”
We both laugh.
“You have it all, baby—smarts, beauty, elegance, drive, poise and the list goes on. I’m lucky you said yes.” 
“I’m sure it will be a fun event.”
“Hold it right there, gorgeous,” he says with a scandalized look on his face. “I never promised fun. This is Copenhagen we’re talking about and it’s going to be a stuffy formal celebration. People don’t go wild like they do in America. Danish people are more conservative. What I can promise you is loads of naughty fun before and after the party.” 
“As long as you rock my world, I’m game for anything,” I answer suggestively. “I’m officially famished,” I say, hopping up from the floor.
“Show me to the kitchen, woman,” he responds, slapping my ass.
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Five
“Oh, baby, this is freaking amazing,” Nikolaj moans as he closes his eyes. “How could you have been hiding these skills from me?” He licks his lips. 
“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself so much.” Wow. I didn’t expect him to react this way.
“I mean the rice balls were out of this world, but this chicken wrapped in Italian ham is so succulent, I may have to chain myself to your oven and beg you to feed me for the rest of my life.”
“Be careful what you wish for. I might take you up on your offer.”
I have to admit I was a bit nervous cooking for Nikolaj. I’m a trained chef, but I only cooked professionally for a very short period of time after graduating and since I’ve made it a point to never cook for any of the guys I’ve seen, I don’t have hundreds of hours under my belt. I cook for myself and friends and family, but it was a lot of pressure preparing the perfect meal for a billionaire who’s eaten at the best restaurants in the world.
“No, seriously, baby, why didn’t you pursue this professionally? I mean, you are incredibly talented as a designer, but there’s so much heart and soul in this meal.”
“I gather you like it a lot,” I respond shyly. 
Although I set up the table in the dining area to make it look like it had jumped off of the pages of Elle Decor, we ended up eating my Italian menu perched on stools at my kitchen island. Nikolaj is sporting my grey extra-large sports sweatshirt, which he paired with his own pair of grey boxer briefs, and I ran upstairs to grab a short silk robe. This is so casual. It feels like we have dinner this way every single night.
“This entire meal is simply outstanding. These baby roasted potatoes are going to be the end of me.”
“I’m glad to see you’re digging in for another round,” I tease. I can’t believe he’s on his third serving. “I answered your question when we first met in Toronto.”
“Honey, you’re going to have to refresh my memory. I’m older than you and obviously I’ve gone senile,” he says, biting into a big piece of chicken.
“I couldn’t see myself working in a hot kitchen for the rest of my life. Not to mention I’m a free spirit and the idea of cooking the same damn meal day in and day out was nauseating to me.”
He doesn’t have to know the real reason I walked away from a culinary career was to avoid bumping into Luke and his new wife.
“Yeah, but there were other options like catering, or maybe you could have become the next big hotshot on TV—you could have been a super-successful celebrity chef?”
“They were all viable options, but my heart called for design and I followed. Not to mention the whole sordid experience of my little fifteen minutes of fame is not something I relish. Trust me, landing on the cover of those British tabloids was more than I could handle—I don’t think I’d want to be a celebrity anything.”
“Good point. I forget about those racy photos. They don’t hold a candle to the real deal. You’re much sexier in person and you look a whole lot better straddling my cock than a royal one,” he chuckles, amused.
I run my fingers through his hair, pulling him closer to me before kissing him tenderly.
“You’ve got a much bigger cock and you know exactly how to make me come. Those attributes trump a royal dick any day in my book.”
“Damn, woman, you not only know your way to a man’s heart by cooking a meal fit for a king, but you know exactly what to say to get him aroused,” he says, lowering his eyes in the direction of his cock.
“How can you focus on food and sex at the same time?”
“With you everything is possible.”
We both laugh.
“So what’s for dessert?”
“You haven’t even finished your plate and you’re already ready for sweets?”
“Would you rather we have dessert after I fuck you again? Have I offended you with my query of a sugary treat?” He locks his gaze with mine and his question lights up something inside me. I’m tempted to push the plates off the granite countertop and beg him to take me right here in the kitchen.
“We’re having affogato.” I exhale.
“Hmmm, you’re going to have to educate this poor Danish lad.”
“I’m going to prepare a few espresso coffees and I’ll pour them over ladyfinger cookies and vanilla ice cream. It’s simple and sinfully delicious.” 
“This whole evening is a flashback to the last time I was in Italy.”
“Oh, in what way?”
“I mean the meal. The last time I was in Florence with my sister, she insisted on enrolling both of us in a cooking class. Emma and I are only one year apart, but we’ve grown up like twins.”
“How many siblings do you have?
“We’re five—Jakob, Clara, Katrine, Emma and I’m the baby of the family.”
“You’re the spoiled one?”
“As spoiled as you. You’re the baby as well.”
“My father…” God, this is still so confusing. “I mean, Emilio would never have allowed for his children to grow up as brats and something tells me Diego would have frowned upon such behavior as well.”
“Rightly so. Spoiling kids does them a disservice. To continue my story, two years ago when my sister’s ex-boyfriend broke her heart into pieces, I whisked her away to Italy for one month to help her recover. She was a mess. She really loved him, but the pig had a few women on the side.”
I know too well about being a mess after a guy shatters your world. “A few women?”
“Yeah, the playboy was seeing three women at the same time and my sister was the unlucky one because she allowed herself to believe he was the one.”
Ah, the deluded one. I also know one of those.
“In any case, I took care of her during a difficult time in her life. It was a period of growth for the company, so I spent most of my days working at the villa I had rented and I encouraged her to lose herself in the city—there’s so much to explore in Florence and I hoped the many options would distract her. I was also hoping she’d bump into a debonair Italian guy who would take her mind off of her loser of an ex-boyfriend. One day she ran into the villa and declared she was tired of watching me work and she had enrolled us in a weekend cooking class.”
“I love taking these impromptu classes when I visit a new city.”
“I don’t share your passion, baby. I hire people to cook for me.”
“It sounds like you didn’t enjoy yourself.”
“On the contrary. I had a blast. It was so much fun and I was the first one surprised by how willing I was to learn. The little Italian woman who taught the class was impressed to see a man in her kitchen. In her opinion every guy should have one signature dish. So after my Italian culinary weekend, I became a one-hit wonder.”
“What do you mean?”
“I’ve mastered one Italian menu—the one Bianca taught me at her cooking school in Italy. I’ve prepared it for my mom and she couldn’t believe I cooked it so well when my older brother could barely boil water. My mother refuses to admit Jakob is a lost cause in every sense of the word.” 
“I feel the love between you and your bro.”
“Don’t get me started. In any case, I’ve prepared this meal for my sisters and one night on a whim I decided to treat my friend Martin. He nearly lost his head laughing at me watching me maneuver around my kitchen, but when he took one bite, he shut up very quickly. I’ve been perfecting the menu over the years. I have no interest or time to learn much more, but what I do know, I know well.” 
“You can’t keep me in suspense like this. What’s your signature meal?”
He drops his knife and fork and leans in closer to me. He’s inches from my lips. “Why don’t you discover for yourself? When I get back to Toronto, I’ll fly you in and I’ll cook for you. I’m warning you, it’s a man’s kitchen—so you’ll have to sit pretty on my sofa while I do all the hard work and if you look as sexy as you do now, I might even sit next to you and feed you like this…” He grabs a piece of chicken from his plate and slips it sensually into my mouth.
Damn him for catching me off guard.
I rub my bare foot against his leg as I bite into the moist chicken. “You’re so on.” I laugh and he smiles at me.
“I might have spoken too quickly.”
“What do you mean?”
“I’ve never cooked this for people outside of my family circle and my best friend. You’re a trained chef and I already feel the pressure,” he says, wiping off a fictitious bead of sweat from his forehead. 
“So you’ve never cooked this meal for one of those hot women in Toronto?”
“You must be confused. The only hot woman I met in Toronto is sitting next to me.” He flashes me a smile and his blue eyes light up.
“What about sultry European women or maybe sexy Asian girls? Have you fed them?”
“No and no,” he responds, amused. “I want my girlfriend to be the first woman who’s not related to me to taste my food.”
Why does the word girlfriend sound so sexy on his lips?
“I promise, I won’t be a harsh critic. Tell me when I’ll come and sample your one-hit wonder.”
We spend hours getting to know each other better, drinking the most exquisite red wine, polishing off the champagne we had started as I was warming up the meal and savoring the Italian dessert. He fills me in on his interesting family dynamic and I share how weird it was to have dinner with my dad, his soon-to-be-wife and my now half-sister after finding out my mom had an affair with a former World Cup champion Spanish soccer player turned doctor. The evening is mellow and laid-back until Nikolaj’s erection becomes a distraction and he throws me over his shoulder and carries me to the bedroom for another round of toe-curling sex.
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Six
“Your phone is ringing.”
“It’s your ringtone,” Nikolaj grunts, still sleepy, turning over to wrap his arms around me.
“Oh, yeah, you’re right. Who is calling this early?” I accept the incoming call. “Jody? Is everything okay?”
“Good morning, Ciara.” She’s so cheerful in the morning. “I’m sorry to bother you at home so early, but there’s a client who’s been waiting for you for the past thirty minutes and he says it’s an emergency.”
“What time is it?”
“It’s seven thirty. I came in to drop off my things before heading to a dentist appointment, but this client was at the door when I arrived.”
“Can’t you call Meghan or anyone else and have them come in to help him?”
“I’ve tried, but he insists on dealing with you. Ciara, he’s even willing to triple your fees if you’ll meet with him,” Jody whispers.
“I wasn’t planning on coming in this morning,” I respond, weighing my options.
“I totally understand and Meghan told me this numerous times over the phone, but this guy won’t budge.”
“He really said he’d triple our fees?”
“Yeah, and you’d get a big fat bonus if you can get this project finished in time for a press event.”
I’m officially intrigued. “What time is your dentist appointment?”
“I’m already late,” she says regretfully.
“Call them, say something unexpected came up. If there are any cancellation fees, I’ll cover them. I need you to call Juliana or Christian and get one of them to come in right now to cover for you since they live not too far away. Ask this client to wait in the boardroom. I don’t want him alone in the office while you’re out getting him coffee and a nice breakfast from Café du Jour. Are we clear?”
“Absolutely, Ciara. I’ll take good care of him until you get here.”
“I’ll be there in one hour.”
“I’m really sorry I had to call and disturb you.”
“No, don’t apologize. If this guy is serious, why pass up on the opportunity, right?”
“I totally agree.”
“Okay, I’ll see you soon.”
I hang up and place the phone back on my nightstand. 
“Please don’t tell me you have to leave my side,” Nikolaj moans, sliding my body next to his.
“Good morning to you too.”
“Any morning after last night is a good one, love. It’s way too early for you to leave me,” he says, nestling his head in my cascade of hair.
“I’m afraid I have to go in.”
“Those aren’t the first words I wanted to hear you say this morning. I want you all to myself today.”
Nikolaj kisses my shoulders as he slides his hand down my stomach, igniting a new surge of desire. My body responds as if he hadn’t spent the better part of last night fucking the hell out of me.
God, one touch and he lights me up like fireworks.
“You can’t keep me locked in my own house forever,” I tease, rolling onto my back to meet his gorgeous blue eyes. He’s so beautiful in the morning.
“Why can’t I keep you prisoner here? You’ll be my love slave.”
I think I already am.
He touches my lips tenderly and shifts his body closer to mine.
“Do you already have an erection?” There is no stopping his appetite.
“Maybe,” he says innocently. “It is morning.” His cock presses against my thigh, hard and ready. “If you must go into the office, we can make this a quickie.” He wraps his arm around my back and flips me on my side.
Slap.
“Damn. I can’t get enough of your fine ass.”
“You like my butt, don’t you.”
“I’ll like it even more when I make it fully mine,” he says with hungry eye.
“We’ve had this conversation. You’re way too big for me to allow you to go there. You’ll rip me in half.”
“I know you well. You get so wet when you’re turned on.”
“Yeah, my pussy. We’re talking about my ass.” We both laugh.
“In the right setting, I know you’ll give up your ass to me. You know I can afford to buy lots of lube to ease in slowly,” he says with a cocky smile.
“Dream on, lover boy.” There’s no way I’m going to allow him to tear me apart with his enormous cock.
He pulls my hips closer to him and touches my lips. I lose myself in his lazy morning kiss. 
“I’m definitely keeping the dream alive,” he says between kisses.
“Nikolaj, baby, I’m going to be late. This poor desperate client is waiting for me.”
“If you leave without fucking me, I’ll be the desperate one.”
“I have responsibilities. I can’t walk into a meeting looking like a woman who got royally fucked by her insatiable lover.”
“Do you think I’m going to let you out of this bed without feeling your tight pussy clenched around my cock?”
“Well, yes,” I tease.
“You can indulge me and we can do this nice and slow, or you can resist me and we can do this quick and rough—just the way you like it.” He grins.
“Since when do we do things nice and slow?” I smile.
“Quick and rough it is.” 
I try to wriggle my body out of bed. Nikolaj grabs my wrists and draws me back to him. He catches me by surprise when he swipes his finger through my wetness.
Damn, my body can’t lie.
“Oh. You’re positively dripping, love. This should make our quick ride very enjoyable.”
He slides his middle finger over my clit before pinching as he pulls down the tender node. 
“Holy Jesus,” I scream out.
“This is mine now. Don’t rush me.” 
“You possessive little bastard. You have ten minutes. When your time is up, I’m jumping in the shower regardless if you’ve had time to come or not. I’m warning you, I have my eyes on the clock because I don’t intend on being late.”
“Testy this morning, aren’t we?” he laughs. “Ten minutes is all I need to make us both come.” 
“Seriously? I think you’re over-estimating your skills. It takes me longer to come and you know it.”
“Ciara, are you challenging me?”
“No. I’m telling it like it is.”
“Let’s make this interesting and worth your while. If we both come within the next ten minutes, you have to come with me to London for a little getaway.”
What’s in London? “What if I come without you knowing?”
“Please, Ciara. You come completely undone when you climax. There’s no faking it with me.”
He does have a good point. You can fake the moaning and grunting, but you can’t fake the kind of eyes-rolling-into-the-back-of-your-head convulsion that takes over you when a guy makes you come. It’s so insanely delicious you think you’re going to pass out.
Sure. I’ll play his little game. He’ll have to lick his wounds all day after losing his bet. Not to mention I don’t have time to go to London.
“Knock yourself out,” I say with devilish eyes as I curl up my lips in a half-smile.
“You’re so walking into your meeting looking like you’ve been fucked over and over again.”
Jesus, how can he be so good with his dirty talk this early in the morning? And his British accent makes every sound so much naughtier.
“Come here so I can claim those lips,” he commands.
I crawl towards him on the bed on all fours, wiggling my ass the whole way.
“Damn, I’m telling you, it’s a matter of time before your ass is fully mine.” Nikolaj leans in and slaps both cheeks with his strong hands.
“Ah,” I groan.
He slides his hands around my ass, pulling me towards him until I’m forced to get up on my knees. “Sit on my cock.”
With pleasure. I straddle him, wrapping my legs around his waist before sliding my hands behind his neck.
Nikolaj pauses, looking up at me with his electric-blue eyes. “Before I let you swallow me whole, I should ask…”
I see where this is going. “Yes, I’m on the pill. I’ve always used protection and I’m clean,” I interrupt him before crushing his lips.
“You read my mind,” he says between kisses. 
“What about you? Are you…” I trail off.
“I am clean.” Thank God for small favors. “I’ve never been with a woman without using a condom. And…” He looks at me with a serious and heavy expression.
“And?”
“You’re officially my first real girlfriend.”
“Oh,” I let out in a faint whisper. The tenderness of his words warms my cheeks.
“Are you blushing, love?” He cups my face and brushes his lips against the tip of my nose. “You’re totally adorable when you look so vulnerable.”
“It’s still a bit weird hearing you call me your girlfriend,” I say, lowering my eyes and fixating my attention on his erection.
“You’re going to have to get used to it. I like the way it sounds.”
“I like it as well,” I confess.
“Enough of this soft and mushy stuff. I only have a few minutes to fuck you properly before you start your day. Let’s get to it, woman.” We both laugh. The softer side of Nikolaj disappears quickly, replaced by the domineering man I love to surrender to. He lifts my ass and drops me right on top of his hard erection. I sink down deep, taking all of him into my pussy before gyrating my hips in a circular motion for double measure. God, he’s so fucking big. “Ride me, baby. The clock is ticking.” He’s right, I’m super wet. I slide slowly up and down his cock, determined to sabotage his chances of winning our little bet. “What are you doing?” he says, fisting my hair and pulling my head back until our eyes meet.
“Riding you like you asked,” I answer innocently.
“Don’t you dare deprive me of the pleasure of seeing you come hard.” He lets go of my hair and places both hands beneath my ass. He gets up and walks so fast towards a wall in my bedroom I gasp when my back hits the hard surface. “I want it rough, fast and furious. You will come screaming your head off and I’ll shoot a load so heavy it will fill you up for the entire day. Resist me and I’ll fuck your ass instead. End of story,” he says with dark hungry eyes.
I nod, my heart racing so fast I worry it’ll jump out of my chest.
I so love his dirty mouth. “Fuck, you turn me on when you say shit like that.”
“Baby, by the time I’m done fucking your sweet pussy, you’ll be so properly shagged you’ll be begging me to run to your office in a few hours for a second round.”
“Damn,” I say, crushing his lips.
Nikolaj pounds me with his big cock, slamming me against the wall. He’s so hard it’s as if he’s ramming through me like a tank with his hungry dick. I wrap my arms tighter around his neck and I yank myself as close as I can get.
“You can try, but you won’t be able to make me come so fast,” I murmur in his ear.
He responds by hammering me harder and deeper into me. Fuck, he’s actually going to make me come. I arch my body, thrusting my hips forward to meet his next stroke.
“Keep talking, baby,” he answers with a wicked grin.
Shit. My clit is throbbing like crazy as I clench him tighter. 
“Will you come hard for me, Nikolaj? Since you won’t have time to make me come, I might as well enjoy seeing you climax,” I whisper before sliding my tongue in his ear.
He muffles a deep sound before pulling his head back until our gazes lock. “You can be so stubborn.” 
“You like me headstrong.”
He leans forward and bites my shoulder, sending a shudder of sweet pain through my entire body as he slams into me with such violence I fear my clit will explode from pleasure.
There’s no way I can be coming this fast. “Jesus,” I whisper, tilting my head back. I’m so close.
“Look at how beautiful you are. Give it to all to me, baby. Don’t hold back,” he moans.
God, my clit is aching. He pounds me again and again and again. Every thrust sends my breasts bouncing and the friction of my nipples against his chest only intensifies the volcano raging inside me.
“Nikolaj,” I gasp.
“I want you to scream my name out, baby.” 
“Fuck, I’m coming.”
He smiles.
He presses my body against the wall and digs his fingers in my skin before spreading my ass cheeks, forcing me to open wider for him. I grind down on his magnificent cock, taking every inch of him, arching my back as far as I can until he hits it—my G-spot.
“Yes, yes, yes.”
“Your pussy is so delicious. So tight. So sweet.”
Nikolaj slams into me, plunging his cock so deep into me it’s as if our bodies have always been intertwined in this raunchy position, and I answer with a sob.
Shit. Shit. Shit.
I shake my head, sending my hair flying. I’m too far gone—the chaos of sensations has taken over. My body shivers under the consuming sexual charge. 
“Oh, yeah, baby, come hard for me,” he hisses.
I close my eyes as he turns my whole world upside down with his cock.
“No, you don’t. Open your eyes. I want you to look at me as the climactic wave crashes through you, Ciara.”
I clench his dick so hard as I gyrate my ass over and over again in his hands, desperately seeking relief until the pressure against my clit is unbearable and I come apart screaming.
I gasp for air, pulse racing, my body quivering around his spectacular dick. “You… Fuck… Oh…” My breath comes in pants as I try to find words to express this mind-blowing experience, but how do you explain Nirvana? My orgasm was so heart-stopping I can barely breathe.
“I told you I’d make you come.”
“Yes, you did and you made good on your promise,” I let out, still trembling.  
“I love how you surrender willingly to me.”
“Do I have a choice in this position? You hold me prisoner with your hands and cock.”
“What an accurate observation, baby,” he chuckles.
“You can put me down now. I’m going to hit the shower,” I tease.
“The hell you are. My cock is still hard and buried inside you. The ride isn’t nearly over by a long shot,” he half smiles.
“You can stroke yourself while I’m the bathroom, and come without me,” I whisper in his ear.
“I’m shooting my load inside your tight pussy, baby. Why waste the opportunity to make you mine?”
He swings his hips and thrusts inside me so hard it takes my breath away. He pounds me. It’s raw. Rough. Relentless. I relish every single thrust, arching my back to allow him to fuck me deeper.
Nikolaj grunts in surprise, then his voice comes, thick with desire. “Bloody hell, baby, how can you still be so wet? You already came.”
“My body responds to you like no other,” I whisper as he pushes his cock all the way inside me.
“You like it when my cock rams you like this?”
“More than words can say.” I’m completely at his mercy. I groan with pleasure as my clenched pussy sends a new wave of sweet shivers rippling through me. 
“Damn, it’s like your pussy is devouring me,” he hisses with a deep low grunt.
“You got lucky a few minutes ago, but the real question is can you make me come twice within ten minutes?” I challenge him.
He stops, pulls his head back and meets my gaze. He’s not moving inside me but I feel my pussy clenching desperately around his dick in the hopes I’ll contract fast and hard enough that I’ll come again.
“Are you the one pulsating against my dick like this?” 
“Are you going to stand there and look at me or are you going to rock my world with your nine-inch cock?”
“You’re going to fucking regret those words,” he growls in my ear.
Nikolaj eases another half-inch deeper before delivering one last punishing thrust with a roar and to my surprise a second climax leaves me sobbing with ecstasy. My whole body trembles again as a new wave of pleasure rips me apart—stronger and more intense than the one before.
Fuck, this guy really owns my pussy.
“I know I can’t get enough of you,” he pants. “But can you blame me when you come so beautifully every time?”
“You’re a sexual beast, Nikolaj.”
“You like being fucked hard. I’m simply satisfying your every desire.” He kisses my forehead before sliding me down until my feet touch the floor. “I wonder if I won the bet,” he says, walking to my night table.
“I’m sure we’ve been at it for at least twenty minutes,” I respond, sliding down the wall. My legs are weak after being spread so wide. I sink to the floor, unable to hold my own weight up. He grabs the clock, turns around to face me and holds it victoriously over his head like an Olympic champion. 
“Nine minutes, baby.”
“So you win,” I respond between heavy breaths.
“No, I win twice. I made you come two times, remember?”
I look at him in awe. How can I not remember? My body hasn’t recovered yet. I cradle my head between my legs, still relishing two stunning orgasms.
“Since you lost the bet, we’re going to London.”
“What are we going to do there? You’re being so vague about it.”
“You, my dear, need to get ready for an important meeting with an eager client,” he mocks with an air of triumph. “There’s no time for idle chitchat. Up on your feet and march into the shower. I’ll tell you later about London.”
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Seven
God, I hope I don’t look like a woman who’s lost her mind twice this morning riding her lover’s cock—or should I say boyfriend’s?
I nervously check myself in the mirror as I ride the elevator to my office to meet this mystery client. Nikolaj insisted on washing my hair again this morning and he’s been such a pleasurable distraction I lost track of time. Since I really didn’t want to be late, I ended up getting dressed in a hurry and as a result I only had time for a five-minute face.
I hope my outfit isn’t too understated. I usually make a big deal out of meeting a new client and I spend time meticulously applying my makeup and selecting the perfect power outfit, but this morning I grabbed a quick and safe option. Since it’s the first days of fall, it’s still relatively mild in New York and this bodes well for a darker palette of early autumn fashion. Since there was no time to fuss over my hair, I pulled back my wild mane into a messy French twist updo.
Considering how little time I had to get ready, I look the part. I loop my smoke-grey python handbag on my left forearm and hold on tight to my venti latte as I walk decisively into my office.
If I had to extract myself from Nikolaj, I sure as hell am closing this deal within the hour.
Jody beams the minute she sees me open the door.
“Good morning, Ciara.”
“Jody, you’re the girl of the day. Did you take good care of the eager client?”
“Absolutely. Our guest has been enjoying a beautiful assortment of French pastries and seasonal fruits,” she says proudly. “Oh, Ciara, I got you a few extra almond croissants. I know how much you love them.” 
“You’re the sweetest, Jody. Thank you so much. Did Julianna and Christian come in? 
“Yes, they did”
“What about Meghan?”
“Yes, she got here soon after I called her trying to figure out if I should call you at home. She’s been keeping our guest company while he savors his French treats.”
“Excellent. I’m going to go in to join them.”
“Have a great one,” she adds cheerfully.
I run to my office to drop my handbag and to fetch my laptop before heading to the kitchen to grab two croissants. Nikolaj worked me so hard I’m famished.
I push the glass door with my back, balancing the MacBook Pro, the extra-hot venti coffee and the plate of croissants. As I make my way into the room a deep voice greets me.
“You balance everything you’re holding so gracefully. I’m such a clumsy old man I would have burnt myself with the hot drink, dropped the computer, which wouldn’t be a big deal because I don’t know how to use it anyway, and I would certainly have dropped my breakfast.”
A tall, distinguished gentleman stands in front of me as I turn to get inside the boardroom.
“Good morning.”
“It is now. You must be the one,” he says with a beaming smile. “Your lovely assistant has been telling me all about the incredible work you do.”
Gosh, he is eager.
Meghan runs to me and grabs the coffee and the croissants from my hands. 
“Thanks for your help, and good morning to you, Meghan.” 
“Good morning. I got here as quickly as I could. Since Julianna and Christian are so busy on the Toronto project, I figured it’s best if I came in to lend a helping hand,” she adds apologetically.
“Nonsense. I’m lucky you were willing to man the fort until I got here.”
“I’m the one who’s honored you’d sit here and spend this time with me while your boss was getting here,” he says, bowing to my assistant. “Your staff is incredible,” he says, turning his attention to me.
“You’re such a gentleman.”
“I don’t have a choice, it’s in my DNA,” he laughs.
“I’m sorry for making you wait, but your visit is unexpected. It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m…”
“The ever-talented Ciara Herrera,” the mystery guest chimes in, finishing my sentence. “My name is Walter Thomas Caldwell and the pleasure is all mine.” He extends his hand.
“Mr. Caldwell, likewise,” I add, shaking his firm grip.
“Walter, please. I’m old, but I’m not a relic,” he chuckles.
“Do I detect a Southern accent?”
“Yes, ma’am. I’m from Dallas. If you cut me, I’d bleed the South of the good ol’ U.S.A. My family is deeply rooted in the Southern states of this great country. My brother spent time a few years ago on one of those crazy ancestry websites—you know, the ones designed to help you track your lineage—and we only have a small handful of Northerners to report. Thank God for small favors,” he roars.
His laugh is so contagious both Meghan and I join in.
“Walter, why don’t we sit down?”
“Wise words. At my age, standing too long can be a liability.”
“Oh, Walter, I’m sure you keep talking about your age to allow you to get away with murder without raising the least of suspicions.” 
“You’re smart and beautiful. I’d say our relationship has started on the right foot.”
“Dear Lord, Walter, you’re so forward,” I say, feigning shock. “We’ve barely met and you’re already talking about a relationship. Does your wife know you’re making these kinds of outrageous advances so early in the morning?”
“As a matter of fact, my wife and my daughter both begged me to come knock at your door.”
“Is your daughter here or in Dallas?”
“She’s here taking care of last-minute details at the New York club. My wife is with her now.”
“It seems you’re getting ready for something big.”
“I was explaining to your assistant how I know nothing about design or décor. My current and former wife took care of the home. I made sure to earn plenty of money so they could spend it. The only reason I don’t run around in faded overalls all day long is because my companies are too successful to fly under the radar,” he roars again. “I might not be a style guru, but when I walked into my club a few days ago, I knew I was looking at a lot of butt-ugly light fixtures I never ordered.”
“So, Walter, you didn’t ask me to come down here to make indecent proposals to me. You have a bit of a disaster on your hands from the sounds of it.”
“You’re a stunning woman, Ciara, and I’m pretty sure it would take a lot more than some Southern charm to win your heart.” 
Is it written all over my face I’ve been properly fucked twice before eight o’clock this morning?
“Perhaps you’re right, Walter, but your opening has surely piqued my curiosity,” I say, steering the discussion away from relationships.
“Ciara, from what Walter has told me so far, he seems to have the same type of crisis your brother-in-law encountered not long ago.” From the flash of panic in Meghan’s eyes I have a feeling this is going to be a long meeting.
Walter is seeking someone to clean up another designer’s mess. I do hate these types of projects, but if he’s tripling my fees, I’m sure I can warm up to the idea.
“Ah, I see. Walter, why don’t you start from the beginning so I can see if my firm is the right one for the job. If not, I’m happy to make a few calls and see if a colleague of mine can help.”
“Oh, no, Ciara. You don’t understand. I’m hiring you. I’ve got a major catastrophe on my hands. I’m willing to triple your fees, as I’ve already told your lovely receptionist who got me this delicious breakfast. I’m quite happy to fork over a hefty bonus—something substantial enough to make it worth your while. I have no intentions of looking elsewhere.”
“I’m flattered, Walter, but it’s not clear yet if we can do the job.”
“You have to accept, my reputation depends on it.”
There’s a long silence in the room as Walter’s words sink in.
“Very well. Start from the beginning and I’ll see what I can do.”
“My core businesses operate on their own. I have my sons and daughters in key positions and I go into the office occasionally to keep them in check.” He smiles. “Seriously, my kids are amazing. Nevertheless, after running a successful business for many years, I knew the key to my success was my address book—you kids call it your contacts. I could call on certain people who had the influence to open doors for me. It was old-school, but it worked. In my opinion nothing beats face-to-face communications.”
“Amen.”
“With all this Internet advancement and the fact it’s no longer acceptable for men to commiserate behind closed doors, I decided during a vacation in Maui with my wife to throw caution to the wind and open a gentleman’s club where men could gather, form alliances, do business and make a lot of money. Yes, it’s old-fashioned and let me tell you, ten years ago people thought I was crazy to sink so much of my personal fortune into this project, but then this TV show came out and all of a sudden being a man’s man was popular again. Oh, what’s the name of the darn show?” he asks, scratching his forehead.
“Mad Men,” Meghan jumps in with an answer. “I’m a huge fan of the show and I so love the fact I can watch the now defunct series on the Internet.”
“Exactly,” he says, snapping his fingers in the air. “I don’t watch much television and I still can’t figure out how to turn on a computer, but my assistant told me to focus on a similar angle to lure in heavy hitters. She was right. The Dallas club took off like wildfire and before you knew it we went from one club to eight. The first few years were a real struggle, but Mad Men turned everything around for us and by the time they broadcasted their second season, we had gone from being seen as a side project to becoming an important player in some of the biggest business deals in the last few years.”
“Thanks for sharing your incredible story, Walter, but where do I fit in?” I ask, trying to cut to the chase.
“Two years ago, my youngest daughter insisted on me upgrading the clubs. She said the décor was too generic and I needed to create a unique atmosphere to better reflect the essence of each city. So she headed the transformation by hiring the best local interior designers in the city where we had our clubs.”
“Where are they located?”
“Right now, we’re in New York, Phoenix, Boston, Chicago, San Francisco, Miami, Nashville and my hometown of Dallas. Although New York has a smaller membership, the volume of deals we run through the Big Apple’s club is mind-boggling.”
“I see, and you’ve recently renovated the New York club?”
“Yes, ma’am. It was smooth sailing until two days ago when I found out the stupid lighting designer we had hired created a monstrosity. We never agreed to these hideous shades he put up. We paid the bastard for elegance and he delivered something more suited for Archie Bunker’s kitchen.”
“Is Archie Bunker one of the club members?”
“Oh, God, you’re so young. It’s a character from an old, but popular seventies TV show. It was one of my favorites. I watched it in reruns for years. What can I say, I’m seventy-two years old.”
Gosh, my grandparents are in the same age group. No wonder there’s a disconnect. “I’m sorry to say this, but neither Meghan or I were born in the seventies.”
“I told you I was an old guy,” he says, shaking his head.
“Don’t worry, Walter, while you and Ciara talk, I can do a Google search and find out all about the show.” Meghan has already fired up her iPad ready to figure out who this Bunker guy is.
“This new generation and their Google searches,” he laments. “It’s okay, Meghan. It’s not important. The only thing you need to know is I’ll be the laughing stock of Manhattan if we have our grand reopening with those things hanging from the ceiling.”
“I gather you need new, more sophisticated shades before your event. The wiring has all been done?”
“Oh yes. The rest of the décor is irreproachable. I wanted the best and at the time, I refused to listen to my daughter who had suggested we hire you. What can I say, I can be pretty stubborn.”
I lean in to put him at ease. “Don’t worry, so can I.”
“Good,” he laughs. “I hired the son of one of our New York club members as a favor. The young designer was launching his firm and since I always preach about solidarity, I gave him the contract and I got burnt.”
“Walter, your requirements sound easy enough. I’m sure if we can get a peek at the room and figure out how many fixtures we’re talking about here, we can surely come up with a stunning design within the next few weeks.”
“We don’t have weeks,” he says, panicked.
“Walter said he has a major press event in seven days,” Meghan says. “I guess you know now why I was so worried earlier when I was referring to the fiasco your brother-in-law had dealt with. It took us three weeks to get those fixtures designed, but Walter has merely days.”
“Seven days?” I nearly choke on my coffee.
“I’m afraid so. Ciara, I’m desperate. People around me are telling to buy cheap crap from China to make do for the opening, but I’m one hundred percent American. I support my people. I’m not going to spend my hard-earned money on shit. I want quality.” He pumps his chest proudly. 
“I hear you and normally I’d agree. I hate low quality stuff and I pride myself on my original designs. Not to mention, if I had my work produced in China, I’m sure there would be knockoffs all over the Internet. We still get a lot of our work done here in America, but Walter, there’s no time.”
“There must be a way.”
I tap on the boardroom table, worried I might not be able to help this client. I don’t like to let people down, but this sounds impossible.
“Listen, we’ve hired the best florist from LA who creates bouquets for the biggest celebrities and even for the President of the United States, we’ve retained the services of the most outstanding chef from Houston to put a New York City spin on good ol’ Southern cooking and we’ve also hired the best pastry chef in the country.”
My heart sinks. There’s no way this is possible.
“She’s a dynamo and I’m sure you must have seen her on Food TV. Once you bite into one of Georgia Manning’s sweets, you’ll think you hear angels singing—she’s an incredibly talented pastry chef.”
Thank God he didn’t say he had hired Luke or I would have had to turn him down flat. There’s no way in hell I’m putting myself in such an uncomfortable situation.
“OMG, did you say Georgia Manning?” Meghan is fanning herself as if a group of studs from the New York City firemen calendar are standing shirtless in the boardroom. “Ciara, she’s amazing. I have all her cookbooks and secretly I’d love to bake like her. I hear she recently partnered up with another top pastry chef, I forget the name.”
“Really? I can’t keep track of all this, my dear. I’m too old. One thing I’m certain of is her desserts are amazing and they will leave our members in awe. With all of this, I can’t possibly have inferior fixtures hanging from the ceiling. I’m going for quality here. I don’t want members to question why they’ve paid fifty thousand dollars to join the club and why I keep charging their black American Express cards twenty five hundred dollars every month.”
“Excuse me,” I nearly choke. “You charge how much?”
“I told you, there are some major deals taking place behind the closed doors at our clubs. Our members get every penny’s worth of the fees they pay us. I run a high-end operation and I need every aspect of this grand opening to reflect those standards.” 
“I understand, Walter,” I say, weighing his words.
“You make it happen and I’ll reward you like no other client has done before me.” Walter sizes me up like a man who already knows there’s no way I’m walking away from this challenge. 
“I have to see the room before committing to anything, but at this point, we have limited options.”
“What about Poland?”
Both Walter and I turn in Meghan’s direction.
“Poland? I’m okay with European products. Please keep “made in China” lamps away from me.”
“Meghan has a great idea. Poland is a proud country with a rich design history. Their custom-made blown-glass pieces are legendary. But we simply don’t have time to wait three weeks for unique handmade fixtures.”
“Can’t we find a manufacturer who already has the stock?”
“I’m sure we could, Meghan, but it wouldn’t be anyone we’ve worked with before and you know how I’m obsessive about keeping our reputation intact.”
“I’m happy to start doing a search and making calls.” Meghan glances at her watch and looks at the ceiling for an answer to something. “It’s only three o’clock in the afternoon and I’m sure I can speak to a few companies before the end of the day.”
“Great idea. Let’s start there. Let me grab Jessica and Nathan and we’ll go check out Walter’s club. I’ll put Jessica in charge of managing this project and we’ll give her workload to someone else in the office. Ask Jody to start searching for flights. I want Jessica and I to leave as quickly as possible and if Poland doesn’t work, we’ll have to start making calls to Italy.”
I stand up and meet Walter’s eager eyes. He grips the table and gets up to his feet. He sticks out his hand and smiles. “It seems like we have a deal, Miss Ciara. You’ll help me maintain my reputation and I don’t have to worry about becoming the biggest joke in New York City?”
“I can’t possibly turn you down. We’ll move mountains to make this happen. I’ll get our legal team to draw up our contract while you and I hop in a cab and make our way to your club so my team can take pictures and measurements.”
“I should have listened to my daughter from the start,” he says as he shakes his head. “I really should have hired you.”
“Yeah, but I wouldn’t have been able to get this big fat bonus you’ve talked about and I do love getting paid three times what I’d normally get.” I wink.
“You’re a little devil and I like you even more than I did before meeting you.”
 
 
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Eight
After spending an hour at the gentlemen’s club, I leave Jessica and Nathan behind to tie up loose ends with Walter, his wife Abigail and their daughter Savannah. I hop in a cab and head to 26th Street to grab a quick lunch at Maysville. It’s a bit out of the way, but honestly, I’ve been craving their out-of-this-world pulled pork and raw kale sandwich for days. At one-thirty, I head back to the office for a few hours to make sure we’ll be able to meet this insane deadline. When I walk into the office, Jody is beaming as if she’s won the lottery.
“Why are you so cheerful?”
“Your secret admirer is at it again,” she whispers.
“Really? So if I open the door to my office, there’s something magical waiting for me?” I mimic her dramatic ways.
“Absolutely.” She winks.
“Why don’t I go and see for myself.”
I walk into my office giddy like a schoolgirl. I can’t be certain what’s waiting for me behind this door is from Nikolaj, but I’m ready to bet my Cartier watch on it. I drop my bag and run to my desk. I grab the small box and shake it.
Hmmm, no noise. I wonder what’s inside? I unwrap the black box with the gold ribbon and carefully unfold the gold tissue paper.
A note?
 
Hey, sweetness,
 
I know I’ll see you in a few hours, but I miss you something fierce. This expression is priceless—I heard it once in an American movie and promised myself I’d use it one day, but I never met anyone until now who I wanted to say it to. In any case, I wanted to send you this note to let you know I’m still wearing the last kiss you gave me and I can’t wait to touch your luscious lips again later today. To make sure we’re clear, I am talking about your pouty lips and your naughty ones.
 
-- (Your boyfriend) Nikolaj 
 
Oh. My. Freaking. Lord.
Did he really send a courier over to deliver this handwritten note? Who does this stuff? This guy is truly a dream.
I walk towards the chair in the corner of my office to fish for my phone at the bottom of my bag so I can call this extraordinary man and tell him how he’s made my day. I’m about to dial his number when another call comes in.
Harley.
“Hey, did the Danish king land his private jet at JFK or did he park it in front of your brownstone?” She snickers.   
“Oh, you mean my boyfriend.” I can’t wait to hear her reaction.
There’s complete silence on the other end and I can’t even hear her breath. Is she still there?
“Are you fucking kidding me? Did you say the ‘b’ word?”
“I thought I had lost you.”
“You did. I nearly passed out. Who are you and what have you done with my best friend?”
“I didn’t expect you to react so dramatically,” I say, amused.
“How the hell did you expect me to react when the woman who runs away from any form of commitment calls a guy she met a few weeks ago in Toronto her boyfriend?”
“I simply called him the ‘b’ word because he called me the ‘g’ word first.”
“Shut the front door. First he gives you the keys to his expensive Canadian home and now he calls you his girlfriend?”
“Yeah, right after he gave me a designer Italian bracelet with like five thousand encrusted diamonds. Oh, did I mention he wants me to meet his entire family next month in Copenhagen?”
She’s so going to get fired up now.
She screeches on the other end of the phone.      “Oh my God, Ciara, that’s the most amazing news I’ve heard in a long time.” 
“Thanks, hun. I was dialing his number when your call came in. He sent a courier over with a handwritten note.”
“What do you mean? He sent you a note? No chocolates? No flowers?”
“He bought me chocolates from one of the best French chocolatiers in the world earlier. They have a few stores in Japan and he flew in with a huge box.”
“Are you serious?”
“Like a hard-on.” We both laugh. “Harl, he’s amazing.”
“What did he say in the note?” 
“Do you want me to read it to you?”
“Yeah, unless it contains explicit details about your sex life. On second thought, I especially want you to read it if gives me an insight on how this guy rocks your world.”
We both chuckle hysterically. 
I read her the note and she gasps on the other end. “He really wrote you such a romantic note?”
“He did. I mean, he has enough money to buy a small African nation, and don’t get me wrong, my diamond bracelet is gorgeous and I totally love it, but getting this unexpected note from him turns me into mush inside.”
“I’d give a lot to be able to meet your sweet talker.”
“I like the way you think. The two of you should meet. He’s in town and so are you and the three of us travel so much, why don’t we meet for drinks in a few hours? You can meet my prince.”
“Your prince? I’ve truly lost you. You’ve turned into a romantic like your sister.”
“I haven’t told her yet and I’m sure she’ll die.”
“I’d love to meet the Danish billionaire prince,” she mocks. “Tell me when and where.”
“What about our usual hangout?”
“Ava Lounge?”
“Yeah, and let’s say seven.”
“I’m warning you. I might be wearing something a bit…”
“Slutty?” I jump in to finish her sentence.
“I was going to say tastefully revealing, but sure, call it slutty. I was planning on hooking up with Darius later tonight and I wanted to warn you.”
“You’re already connecting with the guy you met a few nights ago?”
“Look who’s talking.”
“Point taken. Wear the kinky outfit and I’ll see you in a few hours.”
I hang up with Harley and I’m about to call Nikolaj when another call comes in.
Mom? “Hi, Mom. How are you?”
“How am I? I should be the one inquiring about your wellbeing, Ciara. I hung up with your sister a few minutes ago. She told me all about your late-night visit. Truth be told, I never liked Dylan.”
      Oh, yeah, I did send Sofia a long email explaining my crazy night. I didn’t tell her Nikolaj flew in to play the part of bodyguard. “You always said Dylan was husband material, Mom.”
“Well, maybe at the beginning. At the end, he was a bit too clingy for my taste.”
“Mom, calm down. Everything is okay now.”
“It’s not okay. Your sister read parts of the email you sent her and your father is losing his mind with worry.” 
I explicitly asked her not to tell our parents. She knew very well Mom would freak out.
“Which father, Mom?”
“I mean Diego. This is so confusing.”
You think?
“Dylan did vicious things to you.”
“Mom, tell Diego I’m fine.”
“You tell him yourself. He’s sitting next to me and I’m putting you on speaker phone.”
Please don’t. 
“He promised to allow me to calmly find out if you were okay before he allowed his hot-tempered Latin side to flare up.”
Her voice comes from afar now and I can imagine the worried look on their faces.
I didn’t tell them anything because I didn’t want them to be troubled by Dylan’s drama. “Oh, God, you guys are making too much out of this.”
“Ciara, if this gilipollas touches one hair on your body ever again, I swear, I’ll hire guys to hurt him.”
I do agree, Dylan acted like an asshole. “Diego, who are you going to hire? Retired Spanish army sergeants?” I mock.
“You may laugh, young lady, but you can’t blame a father for being concerned when he finds out his only daughter was attacked by an animal.”
“He didn’t attack me. He was a bit rough and very drunk.”
“Are you excusing his shitty behavior?” Diego is so upset. I secretly love the fact he cares so much.
“Nikolaj said the same thing.”
“Thank God someone sees the seriousness of this matter. I’ve liked your Danish billionaire since I first laid eyes on him.”
“Diego, he has a name.”
“Honey, Nikolaj must be quite upset about this if you’ve told him about the way Dylan treated you. I mean I understand it might still be the early stages, but he looked quite smitten by you.”
“He was so infuriated he fueled up his jet and flew all night from Japan to New York. He’s been staying at my place since last night.”
My mother gasps for air on the other end. “Diego, call a doctor, I’m about to pass out. Did my youngest daughter say she’s allowed a man to sleep over and spend the night?”
“Mom, no need to be so dramatic.” Jeez.
“Julia, first, I’m a well-respected medical doctor and secondly, I told you I didn’t need details on her sex life. A father can only take so much.”
“I know, my little matador, but I need a cardiologist. Thank you, Lord. There’s a man on this planet who has finally melted her heart.”
“The two of you are impossible.”
“Seriously, Ciara, I’m happy Nikolaj is there to protect you.”
“I have to agree with your mother. I feel better knowing you’re not alone. I know you like to think you’re invincible, but you’re not—and a drunken ex-lover can be quite devious when he seeks revenge or vindication.”
I still can’t believe Dylan acted so stupidly.
“On a brighter note, Nikolaj has asked me to meet his family next month,” I add casually. “I said yes. I’m quite looking forward to meeting them.”
“Now I’m really going to have a heart attack.”
“If you’re about to collapse, Diego should call the ambulance immediately, because you’ll really be in shock when I let you know he called me his girlfriend and I’m okay with the title,” I tease.
“Diego, how do I record a conversation on this phone? I need to keep proof of this moment or tomorrow I’ll think this was all but a dream.” I can hear the mockery in her voice. 
“Mom,” I yell. “You’re making me sound so bad.”
“Ciara, you don’t meet parents, remember? You’ve stuck to your motto for years, since…”
My mom goes silent. His name still brings up so many bad memories for all of us.
“You can say his name, Mom.”
“Since the idiota broke your heart.” To my surprise, Diego jumps in to finish my mother’s sentence.
How did he know about Luke? “Did Mom tell you about Luke?”
“Yes, she did. I wanted to understand you better. I’m sorry for the way the imbecile treated you and don’t get me started on his family.”
“Thanks, Diego, but I’ve put the past behind me now. I’m moving on.”
“Yes, you are, honey, and I couldn’t be happier. Nikolaj is such a great man.”
“Mom, he’s amazing—he really is.”
“Thank God my daughter is safe. Julia, let her get back to work. Why don’t I treat my girlfriend to a nice dinner out tonight?”
“Ciara, I have to go. Your father is hungry.”
They both laugh. They have such great chemistry. 
“I’m doing well, and Nikolaj would most likely break Dylan in half if he tried anything so retarded ever again.” I really love how he dropped everything to be by my side. “I love both of you for calling and caring, but I have to go now.” 
“We love you,” both my parents chant on the other end like kids. They’re so perfectly matched for each other it’s not even funny.
I hang up and as I’m about to dial Nikolaj’s number another call comes in. For the love of God, why are all these people calling? Oh, it’s Nikolaj. “I’ve been trying to call you for the past forty minutes.”
“Were you trying my mobile? Because I didn’t see your number flash,” he says, sounding worried.
“Not quite. I received your lovely note and I picked up my phone to call up, but my best friend Harley called to check up on me and to find out if you had made it in, and when I hung up with her, my mom and Diego called because my sister told them about the Dylan incident. It’s been a bit crazy.”
“There’s a lot going on?”
“Your note is so endearing. I’ve been trying to call you to say thank you.”
“I’ve been sitting here and doing my best to work, but my thoughts seem to be drifting every two minutes in your direction. I miss you, baby.”
“Had it not been for this crazy new project I acquired this morning, I would have already called it a day.”
“When are you coming home? I want to sit with you in a pool of bubbles in your huge tub and shower you with kisses.”
“Oh, you’re putting seriously naughty thoughts in my head.” I’ll never make it through the next few hours if he doesn’t stop.
“My intentions precisely, sweetness. I want to raise the temperature so high you won’t have a choice but to run back home so I can take care of your aching pussy.”
Jesus, he cannot start talking dirty on the phone while I’m at work. He knows what his British accent does to me. “As tempting as it sounds, and trust me, it does, unfortunately, I can’t come running home.” 
I’m shocked by the contrast of my neutral voice and the desire he’s stirred up inside me.
“Why not? Don’t you want me to fuck your mouth with my cock?”
Holy shit, he’s playing with fire. “Stop putting bad thoughts in my head. I’ve already made a commitment and you’re part of it.”
“What are you talking about? You’re going to have to be more explicit, because the blood from my brain has rushed to my dick and you know how I get when I’m rock hard.”
Fuck, he’s making this impossible. 
“Well, I was also calling you to see if you wanted to come out for drinks with Harley. She insists on meeting you. Since I’m meeting your best friend next month, I thought it might be a good idea if you met mine,” I say, ignoring his loaded question.
There’s a long silence on the other end.
I hope he’s not going to have an issue with going to cocktails later, since I didn’t check with him before firming things up with Harley.
“I’d love to meet the woman who saved you from Dylan’s evil claws,” he mocks.
“I swear she’s worked as a hostage negotiator in a previous life. She really saved me.”
“What time are we meeting this CIA agent?” He chuckles.
“We’re meeting her at seven. I’ll leave from my office and I’ll text you the details so you can meet us at the bar.”
“You know, I’m only agreeing to this because it’s important to you. My plans were to taunt you so badly you were going to have no other choice but to come running here with your pussy dripping wet to sit on my dick for salvation.”
I cross my legs as I fan myself with my notepad. Shit, he’s killing me here. “Oh, please stop doing this to me. You’re turning me on so much I might have to run to the bathroom to release the pressure building between my legs.”
“Come back home, I can do a better job of it.”
“Nikolaj,” I whisper.
“All right. I get it. Don’t worry. I guess I’ll have to be a bit more patient. It’ll only make tonight’s fuck sessions even more enjoyable since I’ll have to spend the rest of the day imagining all the naughty things I’ll do to you. Well, I’ll let you get back to work. I have a raging erection I have to take care of while I fantasize about you. I’ll see you soon, love.”
Damn him. I hang up and I breathe in deep in the hopes of calming down my insanely rapid heart rate. 
He’s playing with my head and he knows it.
I’m still clenching my iPhone, trying to decide if I should call him back or jump in a cab, when I hear a knock at my door.
“Ciara, can I come in?”
“Yes, Meghan, you can.” I hope she can’t hear the disappointment in my voice. There are a few other things I’d rather be doing right now than talk about lighting designs.
“What a crazy day.”
“Tell me about it. Do you have good news for me? Can we help Walter look like a superstar on the day of his reopening?”
“I nearly threw in the towel.”
“Wow. I’ve never heard you talk like this before.” Meghan is the most valiant worker I know and she’ll search high and low for anything I ask her to find.
“I made twenty calls to the top manufacturers in Białystok and…”
“You couldn’t find any leads in Poland?” I ask, slightly worried.
“No, not one. I was so frustrated. I was about to pull my hair out. I decided to make one last call and this guy tells me in poor English about a Milan-based company who had ordered an insane number of modern blown-glass vases from them, but they never got paid because the Italian company got stiffed by the Chinese who had contacted them to source out the vases.”
“Meghan, why are you talking about vases when we desperately need lighting fixtures?” 
“I wasn’t sure where this guy was going either until he emailed me photos of the vases and added over the phone a game-changer.”
“Don’t keep me in suspense. What did he tell you to save the day?”
“The Milan-based design company in question produces the most elegant lighting fixtures he’s ever seen. Not only were the Chinese never able to pay for the vases they had ordered from the Polish manufacturer, but they never settled the bill with the Milan company who also had custom-made hundreds of these etched suspended hanging lampshades for a fleet of Shanghai boutique hotels. From what I gather, someone in Milan is drowning in a surplus of modern light fixtures and they’re desperately looking for someone to buy the stock off their hands.”
She can’t be serious. This would be the best kind of serendipitous moment if those fixtures could work for Walter’s club. “Did we hit the bullseye?” I ask, barely holding back my excitement.
“They are stupendous, Ciara. It’s like you had designed them yourself. You won’t believe your eyes,” Meghan says, handing me her iPad.
“Holy smokes. These are extraordinary. Do they have enough?”
“They have plenty. Trust me. I spoke with Gian Pietro, the owner of the design firm in Milan, and he’s open to a deal.”
“Meghan, you’re a miracle worker. Get me on the next flight to Milan and make sure to get a ticket for Jessica. We have to move fast because we still have to ship these back to the U.S. and make sure we have enough time to deal with the wattage difference.”
“I asked since wattage operates differently in China. The Chinese were in the process of buying a few older hotels in the U.S. and Canada to transform them into upscale boutique hotels, so they had ordered fixtures with the appropriate wattage for our needs. Since we don’t have to order hundreds of them, we should be fine. We now have to confirm they are delivered on time.”
“Wow. I can’t believe you made this happen.” I jump to my feet and high-five her. 
 
* * *
 
What a busy afternoon, I think to myself as I struggle to focus on my work. I need a coffee to make it throughout the next few hours or I’ll crash. I won’t have the energy to handle Nikolaj and Harley later on tonight.
I grab my handbag and phone to head down to Café du Jour when my phone rings.
It’s my boyfriend! I like the way the “b” word sounds. “Are you calling to beg me to come home?” I’m sure at this point, he’d easily be able to convince me to retreat home and invite Harley to my place for drinks instead of going to a bar.
“Baby, I’m so sorry to do this to you.” He sounds agitated.
“What’s going on, Nikolaj?” 
“I have to fly out urgently.”
“What? Where are you going?”
“My fucking brother is at it again. My lawyer, my three sisters and my father all called me in a panic. I’ve been on the phone for the past two hours trying to figure out my brother’s next move. It seems my idiot of a sibling has called an unexpected board meeting the day after my parents leave for a one-month vacation to South Africa. He figured he could sneak one in since I’m technically trapped in Japan and one of my sisters gave birth a few months ago and she’s still at home nursing. He figured he’d have fewer people who would oppose his ludicrous decisions. Can you believe he sent an email to the board of directors at ten o’clock at night?”
“You really have to fly back to Copenhagen?”
“I’m sorry, baby, but I have to go back. My brother is planning on firing a number of hardworking employees for no good reason and he refuses to listen to anything my sisters, who are also managing the business, have to say.”
“Your brother is horrible.”
“I swear he infuriates me,” Nikolaj spits out. “I know we’re related by blood, but nothing else would ever allow anyone to believe we’re from the same parents. I begged my father not to name him CEO while he took time off due to illness, but my mother pushed her agenda. She wanted to give my older brother a justification for existing. He’s such a fuckup. Without my mother’s influence, my dad would have disowned him a long time ago and my brother would have ended up working at a sandwich shop.”
“I thought you had your own company. I didn’t realize you were still so involved with your dad’s vodka business.”
“I’m still on the board of directors with voting rights and currently, I’m the only person who doesn’t fear standing up to Jakob.”
“How long will you be gone for?” I’m trying hard to conceal the disappointment in my voice, but I don’t want him to leave me so soon when he’s been in New York for less than twenty-four hours.
“I don’t know, Ciara. I don’t know what’s awaiting me back home. My father already announced he’d cut his vacation short to deal with this mess. Baby, this is crushing me. I wanted to be here with you.”
“I wish we could be in one city for longer than four days, Nikolaj.” My stomach churns at the idea he’ll be gone again.
“Come with me. You can conduct your business from your laptop.”
“I can’t right now. I’m flying out to Milan tomorrow night in order to meet an extremely tight deadline to help the client who was waiting for me this morning at my office.” 
“Ah, the guy who lured you away from me.”
“Are you jealous?” I tease. 
“Should I be?”
“Nah. I was going to tell you all about it tonight.”
“If you’re in Milan, I’ll come to you.”
“I’ll be in and out. I only have seven days. Normally, it would take us four to six weeks to wrap a contract like this.”
“We’ll talk everyday,” he blurts out.
“It’s not the same,” I say, biting my lower lip.
“I can’t lie. It’s not the same, but I promise to come back to you the minute I can.”
“I was hoping you’d be my date on the night of the grand reopening of the gentlemen’s club my client hired me to work on. It’s a very big deal for him and potentially for me. The most successful businesspeople in Manhattan will be there and I wanted to go with you.”
“When is it taking place?”
“It’s happening in seven days.”
“I should be back in time.”
I hear the hesitation in his voice and my heart sinks. “But you’re not sure.” 
“I’m not,” he says flatly. “We’re talking about Noah Gustav Jakob von Henningsen here. He’s already racked up several thousands in legal fees for me because he’s bombarded my legal team back home with stupid paperwork and all sort of other crap he says I need to fill out to hold on to my position in the company. It’s a nightmare and I know I have a fight waiting for me. He’s pulled this sort of rubbish before and it’s cost me an arm and a leg.”
“I understand,” I lie. “I guess you have to do what you have to do, right?”
“Ciara, don’t be like this.”
“You haven’t even been here for twenty-four hours and you’re already off. How else am I supposed to react? Tell me, because I don’t know.”
There’s a long, awkward silence between us.
How can I possibly feel like this about a guy after only knowing him for such a short period of time?
“You’re mad at me right now. Are we having a fight, Ciara?”
“No, we’re not. Well, maybe,” I confess, defeated. “You have obligations to your family and you have to go. I’ll have to deal with the way I feel about seeing you leave again. It’s my problem, not yours.”
“Are you saying you’ll miss me?” he asks in a deep low voice.
Desperately. “Maybe.”
“I’ll take your one-word answer as a yes,” he says, choking back a laugh.
“I’ll miss sleeping next to you and waking up in your arms. I’ll even miss the way you insist on washing my hair when we take a shower together. You keep coming in and out of my life…” I allow the words to trail off my lips.
“I know, baby. Since meeting you, I’ve spent a lot of time away and I was hoping I was going to be able to stay at your place for as long as you’d have me. This was not part of the plan. I’m going to miss everything about you and I already know the void I’ll feel inside will fuel my desire to sort this mess out as quickly as humanly possible.”
“When are you flying out?”
“They’re getting the jet ready as we speak.” 
Seriously? Shit. 
“I see. I won’t be able to say goodbye in person?”
“I thought you didn’t like goodbyes, love.” 
“You remember?”
“It’s hard to forget how the woman you’ve fallen hard for sneaks out of your house because she hates uncomfortable goodbyes.”
“You’re right. If we don’t do this face-to-face, it will be easier on me.” I’m going to miss him so much.
“It’ll be easier on me as well. Trust me, I don’t want to go. I only arrived yesterday and I love being with you.”
It’s best if he leaves for the airport directly from my home. I don’t want him to see me get all messy because he has to fly back to Copenhagen. 
“Where should I leave the keys you gave me this morning?”
“Keep them.”
“I’m glad to hear you say that, love. I wouldn’t want you to give them to another guy.”
“I wouldn’t want to give them to anyone else.” Wow. I can’t believe I admit so much aloud.
“You know I’ll do my best to invade your space with daily surprises while I’m away. We’ll be on the phone for hours. I’ll be back by your side before you know it. I won’t say goodbye. I much prefer, ‘I’ll see you soon.’”
Either way, it hurts.
When I hang up with Nikolaj I get up and walk to my window overlooking the city I adore. The sun is setting and I love how this late-afternoon light casts such a sultry mood on Manhattan. When I feel blue, I stand here and I soak in the energy of the Big Apple. 
I’m definitely going to need a drink after all.
I hope Harley isn’t going to be too disappointed she won’t be able to meet Nikolaj.
Talking of the devil. She’s phoning me now.
“Hey, you. Are you calling to get my blessing on one of your kinky outfits for tonight?”
“No, I’m not,” she responds in an unusually low voice.
“What’s going on?” 
“I can’t come tonight to meet your man.”
“Are you ditching us to spend more time with Darius?” I say jokingly.
“I wish, but it’s way more serious than a hot black guy. My sister had another fight with her asshole of a husband and he kicked her out with the three kids. She has nowhere to stay, so she’s going back to stay with my parents in Brooklyn and I’m going there tonight.”
“I’m so sorry, Harley.”
“It’s not your fault. I’ve been telling her for years he was a loser, but every time I turn around she’s pregnant with another one of his kids.”
“Please don’t tell me she’s expecting again.”
“She is, Ciara. She’s having twins this time. She’ll have conceived five kids with the idiot. He throws her in the streets and throws all her clothing out the window along with all the kids’ toys. She was crying so hard on the phone I swear I’m going to punch the guy for putting her through so much pain and agony.”
“How can I help?”
“You can’t. My sister is beyond help. She needs a divorce, but she’s too caught up to see it. Please apologize to Nikolaj on my behalf. I would have loved to meet him, but I have to take a rain check. Family calls.”
“He’s in the same boat as you. He’s on his way to Copenhagen to deal with a family business crisis.”
“He’s leaving now?”
“Yeah.”
“You don’t sound too good either.”
“I’ll miss him, Harl.”
“You’re totally into him?”
“I’m afraid so.” There’s no point in lying to myself or anyone else about the way I feel about him.
“I think it’s incredible.”
“It doesn’t feel so great right now.”
“I’m sure he’ll fuel his jet in the direction of the Big Apple before you know it. What are you going to do tonight?”
“I’m taking the red-eye to Milan tomorrow night, so I’m going to take it easy tonight given two of my favorite people are dealing with so much shit.”
“Let’s catch up when you get back.”
“You’re on. If you need to talk, you can call me any time.”
“You’re a good friend, Ciara. Your Danish billionaire prince is lucky he snatched you.”
“He has a name, you know,” I tease.
“I know, but it’s not nearly as much fun.”
“I love you, Harl.” 
“I love you right back, Ci.”
 
 



BOOK 4—LOVE TANGLE
Chapter Nine
I can’t believe seven days ago Walter Thomas Caldwell was sitting in my boardroom desperate for help and here I am a few hours before the most influential press outlets in the city cram this elegant room for his long-awaited press conference. I’m so proud of my team. They impressed the heck out of me with their quick thinking and their dedication to get us to the finish line on time. 
This place came together spectacularly well. I’m sure the press will be blown away by the transformation.
I’m on my way to spend the evening with my sister and brother-in-law, but I decided to pop in to make sure Walter was happy with everything. Sofia and Bryce insisted on having me over because I’ve been a bit of a wreck since Nikolaj left. He kept true to his promise and he’s called me several times a day, he’s showered me with the most beautiful flowers and he’s sent me the most opulent gifts any girl could ever wish for, but it doesn’t make up for his absence. 
I’d give anything for him to be with me longer than a few days. 
He was so certain he was going to be able to fly back for tomorrow’s evening gala, but this morning his brother pulled another fast one guaranteed to kill any chances of Nikolaj attending the event. Jakob is creating havoc around him and he doesn’t care who he affects with his callous decisions. 
Walter’s warm Southern drawl pulls me away from my thoughts.
“I didn’t expect the CEO herself to come in at the last minute to make sure everything was running smoothly.”
“My staff is the best and I’m not here checking up on them. I know they over-delivered. I’m here because I still can’t believe how lucky we got with these lamp fixtures. I don’t think they would have looked better had my team designed them. Then again, most of what we do is Italian-inspired, so it’s no wonder these leave me in awe.”
“Ciara, you impressed me something rare, as my grandmother used to say. My daughter wants to quit working for me and join your team.” He chuckles. “She thinks you walk on water. These are exquisite and they represent this city’s energy so well.”
“They do, Walter. I’m proud of what we’ve accomplished in the last week.”
“I’ll be honest, I was worried we wouldn’t be able to get these delivered on time.”
“Flying to Milan in person ensured they’d deliver on time. The minute they saw me with Euros in hand, they knew I was serious. I didn’t want any delays and I know for a fact in Italy, money goes a long way in ensuring promptness. This night is way too important for you.”
“You deserve the big fat bonus I sent you via courier this morning. You’ve earned it because you saved my ass.” 
“I appreciate it a lot.” I smile.
“Have you seen the desserts in the kitchen? The pastry team is almost as talented as your people, but don’t tell them I told you.” He flashes me a complicit wink. 
“Mum’s the word.” I wink back.
“Georgia Manning’s dessert menu is a home run. They’ve prepared a decadent sugary feast comprising of recreations of the city’s best desserts. I was blown away by the presentation. The press is going to eat this up—literally and figuratively. I’ll get my daughter to send you a picture of the sweet table when they roll it out later tonight and I’m pretty sure she’ll have this all over social media, but before you go, you must peek your head in the kitchen. Tell them I sent you and they’ll give you a bite to taste.”
“I don’t know if I can resist your tempting offer, Walter.”
“Good, I like a woman who loves dessert.”
“Are they planning on doing the same for tomorrow night at the gala?”
“No, tomorrow we go Texan big.”
I cock my head, puzzled.
“Remember we’re adding a New York City twist to well-loved Southern meals? Tonight we’re doing a lot of very ornate desserts, but tomorrow is more home-style desserts like my grandmother used to make, but those pastry chefs are doing a real fancy presentation like you folks like it up here in New York City.”
“I’m definitely keeping room for dessert.”
“You’re going to die when you eat their pecan pie. They brought us one a few days ago to see if we liked it.”
“Did you?”
“Let’s just say my wife had to restrain me in order to prevent me from finishing the whole pie in one sitting.”
My phone rings and I glance at the screen.
“Walter, it’s my sister. I’m going to her place right after I leave here, so I should grab this call, but it will only be a minute,” I say, lifting my index finger. “Sofia, I’m finishing up with Walter, give me a sec,” I say before returning my attention to the Texan standing in front of me.
“Nonsense. Your work here is done. Enjoy your evening with your family. I’ll see you tomorrow night. Are you coming with a date or do you want me to present you to any of our very rich club members?” he says, chuckling.
“I will be coming alone because my boyfriend can’t make it. He had to fly to Europe for business.” I wish Nikolaj could have been by my side tomorrow night.
“Figures a gorgeous woman like you couldn’t possibly be single.”
“You flatter me too much.”
“Come on, Ciara, you know you’re stunning. Don’t leave without taking a treat with you.”
“I will. I’ll head to the kitchen while I talk to my sister.” I wave goodbye.
“Hey, Sofia, I’m back. Are you home yet?”
“No, I’m still stuck at the office for at least another hour.”
“Should I go back to my office and come later?”
“Nah, traffic will be crazy. Bryce is at home and he knows you’re on your way. He’s already airing a beautiful bottle of red he picked up in Cali before coming back last week. He also bought some French cheese and a baguette and he’s looking forward to catching up with you until I arrive.”
“What should I bring? I’ll ask the cab driver to make a detour and I can run in and pick up a few things.”
“Oh, Ciara, you don’t need to bring anything. This morning the personal chef prepared everything including the desserts. If you bring your beautiful self, we should be good.”
“Are you sure?”
“Of course, I’m…”
Suddenly, I hear a very familiar voice behind me. 
“Damn, your ass looks good enough to spank in those tight-fitting leather pants.”
My blood freezes as my sister is still talking on the other end. My heart is beating so fast and I fear if I turn around and face the man speaking to me it will all be real.
“I still remember how you liked a little rough action, Ciara.”
Fuck, this is not a figment of my imagination.
I slowly turn around with my phone still glued to my ear and I can’t believe my eyes. I blink like a lost tourist in the Sahara desert hoping I’m looking at a mirage, but every fiber of my body knows the man standing in front of me is flesh and blood.
This is my worst nightmare.
“Luke?”
My voice cracks when his name escapes my lips.
“Who else could it be, darling? Christ, I feel like I’ve missed out ’cause you look better than ever,” he says, licking his lips like a predator.
His Southern accent always had an effect on me. I was hoping after so many years I would have become immune to it.
“Luke? Did I hear Luke’s voice? Please don’t tell me Luke Elliot Rutherford, the asshole who walked out on you four weeks before your wedding day to marry his Southern belle, is standing in the same room as you right now?”
My sister is frantic on the other end, but my heart is pounding so hard I can’t string together a coherent sentence to calm her down.
“Sofia, I have to call you back.” 
How can this be happening to me?
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BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter One
My blood is boiling to dangerous levels. I can’t believe the man who broke my heart into millions of pieces is standing in the same room as me. How the hell did this happen when I swore to myself I’d do everything in my power to never cross his path again? How can God punish me by bringing Luke Elliot Rutherford back into my life? 
“You look beautiful,” Luke says.
He’s as devastatingly gorgeous as I remember. Luke hasn’t changed a bit. He’s still tall, dark and handsome. His deep blue eyes, his rugged looks and his Southern magnetism have always contributed to my demise. I can tell from his tight-fitted dark blue jeans he still trains as much as he used to.
Here we are seven years later and he still has an unmistakable effect on me.
“What are you doing here, Luke?” 
I desperately try to control the tremble in my voice because I don’t want him to see how shaken I am. I fist my hands at my sides to give me courage to face the man who destroyed my life.
“I never got used to your New York City directness. In the South we like to chat up folks when we haven’t seen them for a while.”
“Yeah, well, this ain’t Texas, cowboy.” I can’t believe he’s standing in front of me looking as cavalier as he did on the day he came to my apartment to announce the wedding was off.
“Bella, is this how you greet me after so many years?”
He strides in my direction and I put my hand up. “Don’t even think of getting closer.”
“Okay, hun,” he responds with an exaggerated Southern drawl. “I wouldn’t want to get you upset. I’ll tell ya, women from Manhattan are so darn feisty.”
“You still haven’t answered my question.”
“Which one?”
“What the fuck are you doing here?”
“No need to swear. You’ve become such a New Yorker. Georgia Manning and I are business partners. We’ve recently joined forces and we were waiting to piggyback on this major event to make it official and tell the press. Georgia is seven weeks pregnant and her morning sickness has been more severe lately and her energy is so low she can’t make it through a full day of work anymore. Her doctor advised her to stay off her feet yesterday and I jumped in at the last minute to make sure this night unfolds without a hitch.”
I take him in suspiciously from the corner of my eyes. Luke has always been a master liar.
“What? You don’t believe me?”
“Why should I? You bullshit so well.”
“I flew in from Nashville this morning when Georgia called me to let me know she was too sick to oversee tonight’s event. I dropped a big weekend wedding for an up-and-coming country artist with an expected guest list of over two hundred and fifty. My team and I were getting ready for a huge event and I had to turn over the workload to my assistant to make sure I covered for Georgia—this night is way too important for both of us. If you don’t believe me, we can ask Walter to validate my story, Bella.”
“Don’t call me Bella,” I spit out, fuming inside.
Damn, I thought I was over him. I promised myself I’d never allow him to make me feel like crap again and here I am feeling like I’m unraveling stitch by stitch. 
“You used to love your little nickname because it’s a diminutive of your middle name and I was the only one who used it.”
“Yeah, there are a lot of things I used to love before you pulled the carpet from under my feet.”
“Come on, Ciara. You can’t possibly still be bitter? All this is water under the bridge. We’ve both moved on. In any case, I have.”
He could slap me across the face and it wouldn’t hurt this much. “Don’t you dare minimize what you did to me. Of course you’ve moved on. You weren’t the one who got unceremoniously dumped four weeks before her wedding day because her blood wasn’t Southern enough.”
“If it makes you feel any better, my mother, rest her soul, was so wrong about you—about us. Emmylou and I were not a good match, even if Mama thought she was a perfect catch for me—and of course Southern. The marriage didn’t even last a year. I couldn’t stand living in the same house as her. I should have never listened to my mother. I should have married you instead. I loved you, but my mother had her own views.”
“You grew balls after your mother passed away?”
Wow, I didn’t know Patty Mae Rutherford had died. His mother was the devil personified. She hated me so much. She was determined to keep Luke and I apart and in the end she won. She only stood four feet eight inches, but her wrath was ten feet tall and it was all directed at me. 
“Ciara, you got it all wrong. I couldn’t keep butting heads with my mother about us. She kept threatening if I couldn’t give her Southern grandkids, she’d disown me. My family is very rich and I wasn’t about to go work at McDonald’s. I mean, what if things hadn’t worked between us? I couldn’t risk everything.”
What an asshole. He loves the family money more than he ever loved me. “Yeah, and since my family didn’t conquer the South, I wouldn’t have been able to live up to her ridiculous standards.”
“I’ve thought of you every day since I made the mistake of letting you go.”
He reaches out to touch my face, but I turn my head. Any contact with him would be fatal to my heart. “Don’t touch me and please don’t talk shit. You made yourself very clear. You didn’t want to upset your dear mother and risk losing the family fortune. I get it.”
“We were so young. I was too afraid to stand up to my mother.”
“You didn’t have the courage to fight for me. You didn’t love me or else you wouldn’t have been afraid.”
“I’ve never been able to love another woman after you.” 
“You’re so fucking full of it, Luke.”
My phone rings and I ignore my sister’s call. She’s most likely losing her mind with worry right now, but I need to confront this bastard once and for all.
“Well, from what I see, you haven’t been able to love another either.”
If eyes could kill, Luke would be six feet under. How dare he? “You know nothing about me,” I growl.
“It’s a new era, baby. It’s all on the Internet. I’ve been following your career as closely as you’ve been following mine. You’re the toast of New York and I’ve seen your pictures at the many events and galas you attend. Funny how there’s always a new guy hanging from your arm. I guess you haven’t found the right one yet.”
“You’re dead wrong. I’ve made it a point to avoid finding out anything about you since you humiliated me and my entire family.”
I love Google, but I knew if I looked him up and followed his career, I’d be sucked into the vortex of the past. I never wanted to find out anything about him, personally or otherwise. I walked away from my promising career as a chef to avoid any risk of bumping into him at events—the idea of working side by side him in the kitchen of any restaurant in the country was enough to make my skin crawl. I had to give up cooking to keep what was left of my sanity.
I’ve been extremely careful about avoiding him and it’s paid off for me, so why in God’s name is Luke standing in front of me right now?
He takes a step forward and I stumble back to avoid any physical contact with him.
“It’s all a shock right now, but why don’t you come as my date tomorrow night and we can catch up. I’m sure we can rekindle where we left off.”
Is he delusional or simply the biggest idiot on the planet? “I’d rather eat crow. Not to mention I’m not coming alone,” I lie.
My God, if I have to hire a guy for the night, I will. I won’t give him the satisfaction of seeing me alone at the event.
I can’t believe Nikolaj can’t make it.
“I guess my blood isn’t noble enough? You’re refusing me on the pretext I’m a commoner?”
“Excuse me?” He’s making no sense whatsoever.
“Fuck, Ciara, those photos of you on the Internet sitting on your king’s or duke’s or whatever’s cock… Wow. You were smoking hot, darling. You obviously have been hitting the gym hard. I’ve jerked off looking at those photos for months. Just thinking about them right now makes me hard,” he says, grabbing his crotch. “Maybe tomorrow night you could straddle my humble cock after the gala,” he says with a slimy grin on his face.
The rage boiling inside me is indescribable. I deck him so hard with my left jab I hurt my wrist.
“Ouch. Are you saying you don’t want us to get back together again since we’re both single?” He laughs, wiping off a trail of blood from his cheek.
“You’re such a lowlife,” I hiss between clenched teeth.
I can’t believe this jackass. How could I ever have been in love with him? 
I’m about to raise my knee to his balls when I see Walter standing behind Luke. His eyes lock onto mine as he approaches us. He looks dead serious, but he manages to curl up his lips into a warm smile.
“I recognize Ciara has an irresistible charm and if I were a much younger man, I’d go after her like you’re doing now, Luke, but you might want to soften your approach, boy. It’s never a good sign when a woman hits you.”
Luke takes a step away from me, still holding on to the right side of his face.
Did I hurt him badly? Good. I hope I broke his teeth.
“Walter, it’s nothing. Ciara and I go way back, right, babe? We’re reminiscing.”
Walter gets close to Luke and it’s only when they’re nose to nose I realize how tall Walter is. “Son, does she look like she’s happy to see you? This doesn’t look like a stroll down memory lane to me.”
“We have a few differences. Big deal. We’re working it out.”
“I like Georgia Manning a lot, but I can’t say the same about you. Now you’re going to listen to me real good because I don’t want to have to repeat myself. Are you following me?”
“Yes, sir, I’m all ears.”
“Go back to the kitchen where you belong and leave this lovely woman alone. I don’t care if you’ve known her in a previous life, she doesn’t look like she wants anything to do with the likes of you and from what I know about her and you, I can’t blame her. You get to decide if I call in a new caterer for tonight’s press junket or not. I wouldn’t hesitate a second to drop you a few hours before the media is due to crowd this room. I’m a very rich man and I’m sure I can find another caterer in the Big Apple who would bend over backward to have the spotlight tonight.”
“You can’t pull this catering gig from us. You won’t find anyone reputable. It’s way too late.”
“Do you want to try me, young man?”
My heart is pounding so badly I bring my right hand to my chest. I’m still clenching my left fist. I can’t believe I hit Luke. I’m such an emotional wreck I can’t even find the words to let Walter how grateful I am he showed up when he did.
“Why don’t I go back to the kitchen like you suggested and I’ll go get some ice before my face swells up.” Luke casts a dark, disgusted look my way before turning the corner to the kitchen. 
Walter waits for him to get far away enough before approaching me. “My dear, are you okay? I heard some loud voices and by the time I came out of my office I saw you decking the jackass like a champion fighter.” He chuckles.
“Walter…” I’m so shaken I can’t speak.
“Oh, come on now. It’s over. The son of a bitch is gone,” he says, wrapping his arm around me.
The second I nestle my head against Water’s chest, I let go. I sob for all those years I lost holding on to Luke’s memory, never realizing how much of an asshole he truly was. I wail for all the guys I wouldn’t let in because of the pain Luke caused me. And I exhale, finally able to put the past behind me once and for all.
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Two
The next night at the gala
 
“My God, you look like a vision in your long purple dress.”
I drop my fur cape on the coat check counter and turn on my heel when I hear my brother-in-law’s warm voice.
“Bryce, we got here at the same time. I thought you were running late?”
“I thought I would be late given the crazy day I’ve had,” he says, leaning in to kiss me on the cheek before hugging me. “At some point in the afternoon I got fed up and decided to call it a day. I went back home, relaxed a bit and after a shower and a quick change I decided to come and join you. You said there could be a lot of business opportunities in the room tonight.”
“Translation, my sister called you to stand guard by my side all night long?”
He flashes me a guilty smile. I can only love my big sister for wanting to protect me.
After my unexpected run-in with Luke, Walter called a car to drive me to my sister’s place. I cried the whole way to Sofia’s place, unable to control the emotions from seeing the man who had broken my heart into three million pieces and who had caused me to raise a wall around my heart so high no other man would ever be able to climb it. By the time I arrived at her penthouse she was there pacing like a tiger. She’s always hated Luke for what he did to me, but now she really has a bone of contention with the idiot. After a lot of heated discussions, she begged her husband to accompany me since it was clear Nikolaj was too busy putting out fires his brother was instigating. My sister had to fly out this morning for an important business trip to Miami, but since Bryce was staying in town, she put her foot down and forced him to be my date for the evening.
“I love you for being willing to drop everything to come to my rescue like this,” I say.
“Listen, you know how angry Sofia was about your reunion with your ex-boyfriend. She would have had my head on a platter had I allowed you to be here tonight at this gala alone.”
“I’m so sorry I had to drag you out here.”
“Are you kidding me? I’m married to an insanely gorgeous woman who pushes me to go out on a date with her model-like sister. It’s like dying and going to heaven.” He winks. “It’s every man’s deep-seated fantasy.”
“You’re so bad. One thing is certain, you make for a very handsome bodyguard.”
My sister married well. She snatched a notorious bachelor who fell in love with her the first time he met her. Not only is Bryce smart and extremely handsome, he’s also a self-made billionaire with a huge heart.  
“Seriously, Ciara, you look breathtaking in this purple dress. You’re as ethereal as a Greek goddess.”
“I’m quite flattered,” I say, looking up at him from my under my lashes.
I didn’t want to come tonight, but I’ve worked very hard to make this event a night to remember and I’m not going to let Luke ruin things for me. I selected this dramatic Gucci purple one-shouldered dress because it flows when I walk. The cutoff at the front of the dress is too revealing to wear a bra, which adds a touch of sin to a magnificent design. I’ve pulled back my long and wild hair into a tight low chignon to showcase my bare shoulder and I’ve popped in my go-to diamond studs to illuminate my face and hide the fact I barely slept last night. As a reminder of the man I yearn to be with tonight, I’ve adorned my left wrist with the diamond bracelet Nikolaj gave me a few days ago.
My God, do I ever miss him. I’d bail out of this event in a heartbeat if I could fly to Denmark right now to be with him.
“I’m sorry your Danish boyfriend won’t get to see you in all of your glory. It’s my honor to be your bodyguard tonight and let me tell you, I’m looking forward to seeing other men’s faces when they lay eyes on you and regret they’re not the one standing next to you.”
“You’re such a sweet talker.”
As much as I wanted to believe Nikolaj could be standing next to me tonight, it became obvious from his phone call this morning he was stuck in Copenhagen indefinitely. It was a harsh reality to accept, but I know in my heart if there was a way for him to be here, he wouldn’t have hesitated. What he’s dealing with back home sounds serious.
“Shall we mingle?”
“I’m ready.”
“Champagne?” a voice asks as we walk into the ballroom. A waiter is tempting us with the nectar of the gods and I can’t resist.
“Absolutely.” A drink is exactly what I need. “Thank you so much,” I say, clinking my glass with my gorgeous brother-in-law.
“Wow, you were right, Ciara. New York’s most powerful businessmen have all gathered here tonight.” 
“From what Walter has explained, this club is a serious place for deals.”
“It sounds like this could turn out to be a great night for both of us.”
I love the way Bryce is already contemplating how much business he might be able to pull from this room. No wonder he’s so successful. 
“Let’s first go say hello to Walter and his wife. I have to thank him again for saving me yesterday.”
“I’d love to meet him and thank him on behalf of your sister.”
“Are you joking?”
“Partially. Sofia was very worried about you. When you left, she couldn’t sleep. What happened to you shook her hard. I’ve never seen her so agitated about anything.”
“Yeah, she’s called me eight or ten times today. I don’t know who’s more shaken by this—her or me.”
“Well, she loves you and she cares deeply about you and so do I,” he says, hugging me.
“I’m a lucky girl to have both of you in my life.”
When we walk into the main reception room, Walter is surrounded by a group of high-powered executives. Although this is a gentlemen’s-only club, Walter bent the rules and allowed New York’s wealthiest businessmen to come accompanied by their better halves tonight. Leave it to this city to have so many well-dressed people in one room. There’s so much expensive couture everywhere you look, you’d think we were still in the middle of Fashion Week. 
“Ciara!” Walter calls my name so loudly it startles both Bryce and I. He parts the sea of businesspeople standing in front of him and grabs his wife’s hand and they both march in our direction. “Look at you. You look almost as stunning as my wife.” He chuckles as he winks at me.
“Oh, Walt, stop it.” Abigail Caldwell playfully hits her husband’s arm in protest. “You promised to behave tonight.” 
“Walter, your wife is gorgeous,” I say, as I lean down to kiss the petite woman standing in front of me.
“And who might this very lucky gentleman be? I thought you said your boyfriend was out of town for business.”
“Walter and Abigail, this is Bryce Van Der Linden, my brother-in-law. My sister is away on a business trip and she sent her husband to pose as my bodyguard for the night.”
We all laugh.
“Bryce, it makes me feel so much better to know you’re here to protect Ciara from Luke, the scumbag.” 
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. and Mrs. Caldwell.”
“Please, don’t make us feel older than we already are. It’s Walter and Abigail.”
“I’m sorry.” Bryce looks at me apologetically as if he’s screwed up. “I’ll do my best to keep my eyes on Ciara all night or her sister will kill me,” he says, laughing.
I smile at him as I slip my arm through his. “Walter, Bryce runs one of the most important Internet security companies in the world. He can track anyone anywhere and he uses big tech words I can barely pronounce. He’s my James Bond.” I laugh.
“You don’t say? Son, I can barely turn on the computer. Pardon my ignorance, but why would anyone hire your services?”
“Walter, if you have a minute, I can explain how we save companies millions of dollars every single year with our cyber-intelligence.”
Bryce launches into his salesman mode and suddenly my phone rings. I open my clutch and pull out my iPhone to check the number.
“I’m sorry. It’s my sister. She wants to check up on me. I’ll only be a minute,” I say as I walk away from the trio.
I take the call as I walk towards a quiet area of the room.
“Hey, are you at the reception and did Bryce make it on time?” Sofia sounds so concerned.
“You’re sounding like such a big sister right now.”
“Newsflash. I’m the firstborn. Seriously, Ci, if I could smack Luke myself I would, but I’m certain Bryce can do a much better job than I ever could.”
“He’s here and he’s talking Walter’s ear off about cyber stuff.”
“Good. Have you seen the asshole yet?”
“No. Not yet. He might be in the kitchen supervising his team, but so far so good.” I’m not looking forward to bumping into Luke again, but at least I can lean on my brother-in-law for support.
“I don’t want to keep you any longer since I already called you ten times today. I’m worried because Luke’s caused you so much pain. He destroyed a part of you and it took you years to mend.”
“Yeah, but as I told you last night, I was able to finally let go of the fairytale I created to help me believe the only man worth loving belonged to someone else. Yesterday, I was able to see the bastard for who he is and he couldn’t have given me a better gift.”
“So you’re okay?”
“I love you so much for caring, but I am more than okay.”
“All right, I’ll let you get back to the party. Kiss my husband for me. Tell him I’ll call him later.”
“I’ll pass along the message.”
I place my phone in my clutch and turn around, ready to go back and join Bryce, Walter and Abigail, when I see him. I immediately freeze. Fuck, can’t Luke leave me alone?
“You’ve always been able to make an entrance like no other woman,” Luke says. “Your dress is simply stunning. I mean, my jaw dropped when I saw you.”
“Thank you. If you’ll excuse me,” I say as I try to walk past him.
I knew this moment was unavoidable, but I hate finding myself in this uncomfortable situation.
“You’re dating an older man now? I saw your date when you came in. He’s not our age, hun.”
I slowly turn around to tell him exactly what he can do with his pathetic opinion when a voice from behind interrupts me.
“Ciara, he’s not worth it. Come on. Let it go. Walter sent me over to make sure you were okay.”
I turn around and Bryce is shooting Luke such a menacing look it gives me chills. He extends his arm towards me and I run to him. “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll avoid any future contact with her. Have I made myself clear?”
“Are you threatening me, asshole?”
Bryce takes a step towards Luke, forcing the idiot to stumble backwards. “No. I never waste time making promises I don’t intend on keeping. Talk to her again and you and I will have to step outside.”
Bryce doesn’t wait for Luke to answer. He pulls me towards the center of the room with urgency and stops near the bar.
“Are you okay? Did he say anything disrespectful? Did he make another pass at you? Because I’m not afraid of taking him outside right now.” Bryce is speaking quickly and I can tell from the way he’s holding my shoulders tightly he’s upset with Luke.
“No, no, Bryce. Your timing couldn’t have been better.”
“Walter became extremely worried when he saw Luke approach you from behind while you were on the phone. Since I’d never met the idiot, I didn’t react immediately, but the way Walter was looking in your direction, I figured he was the imbecile who had hurt you so badly and I came to your rescue.”
“I still can’t believe I was such a bad judge of character,” I say, rolling my eyes before hiding my face in my hands. How could I have not seen such an ugly side to Luke? 
I guess I did. I wasn’t willing to admit it to myself before, but it was written all over the cowardly way he broke off our engagement. I chose to blame myself all those years when his lack of character was the real problem.
“Honey, you weren’t. We’ve all screwed up when it comes to love. Don’t forget how young you were when you were seeing him.”
“Yeah, but I feel foolish for holding on for so long.”
“Why don’t we get a drink or two and I can share my sad stories of past fucked-up relationships,” he says, smiling. “Come on. Let me give you a big hug, we’ll grab our drinks and I want you to work your magic in this room. Do we have a deal?”
I agree, smiling back at him. I’m so grateful I didn’t show up alone tonight.
Bryce wraps me in his strong arms and I allow myself to close my eyes for a few seconds to blank out my memory of this latest run-in with Luke. 
When I reopen my eyes my heart stops. I blink a few times, unable to believe what I’m seeing. 
His electric-blue eyes have turned dark grey and he’s standing behind Bryce staring at me with a stony face. 
“Nikolaj,” I whisper.
My heart drops to the pit of my stomach.
He’s here?
“Ciara, what are you talking about?” Bryce gently pushes me away and searches my eyes. He looks puzzled and I’m so shocked I can only point to the man who’s turned on his heel and who’s rushing out of the room. “I thought he couldn’t make it.”
“Me too. I’m as surprised as you are. I have to go after him. He doesn’t know who you are and he must be wondering why I was embracing another man.”
“Do you want me to come and explain the situation?”
“No, let me take care of it. Thank you.”
I grab the tail of my long dress and I run after the man I’ve desperately wanted to see for the past seven days.
Damn, he’s walking so fast. These strappy high-heeled sandals weren’t made for running.
Nikolaj pushes the doors to the ballroom open with such violence I fear they’ll fly away. I finally catch up with him right as he’s about to walk out of the building.
“Wait. Nikolaj, where are you going? You just got here,” I shout in a feeble attempt to force him to slow down before he walks into the night. He doesn’t respond. He simply reaches out and grabs the handle of the door as he takes a step forward. 
He can’t do this to me.

“Please talk to me. Why are you leaving?” I can hear the desperation in my voice. He’s got it all wrong and he’s not even willing to allow me to explain.
He’s staring outside with such fascination. 
“We spoke this morning and we texted many times throughout the day and you never told me you were coming.” Fuck. “Nikolaj, turn around and look at me. Please. You can’t walk away from me like this.”
Slowly he shoves both of his hands in his pockets before turning to face me.
My God, I’ve missed him so much.
Nikolaj looks dangerously dashing in his impeccably cut black suit. The white pocket square only enhances the tailoring of his custom-made shirt and when he brings his right hand up to brush back the lock of hair teasing his eyelashes, I catch a glimpse of his silver-colored cufflinks.
He looks so delicious, I’d strip right here and allow him to take me in front of all of these guests.
His stare is so heavy I have to look away. Although I’ve done nothing wrong, everything about this moment makes me feel riddled with guilt.
“I knew how important this night was for you and I wanted to surprise you. I asked my assistant to do a little digging based on the details you shared about this event and she found a way to get me on the guest list.”
“You did this for me?” I’m stunned. 
“If you knew what I had to pull to get back to the U.S. given the shit I left back home,” he says, shaking his head. “I didn’t expect you’d replace me with someone else so quickly.”
I conveniently omitted to mention the Luke incident. I didn’t want to worry him since he already has so much on his mind.
Wow. He’s actually here to celebrate this evening with me.
“How can you say such hurtful things? Do you actually believe I’d turn around and replace you?”
“What else am I supposed to think? I walk in the room searching for you and after scouring the room I see this goddess in purple. You take my breath away and then I see this stranger embracing you. I had to think twice because I was about to pounce on the guy holding you and knock him out cold. How can you do this to me?”
“You’ve got it all wrong.” 
“Is this your way of letting me know things are moving too fast between us? You go out and find the first available guy? Were you planning on fucking him as well?”
What? “You’re being so unreasonable right now it’s not even funny. You’re dead wrong about everything.”
“What are you talking about, Ciara? I know what I saw and you looked quite comfortable in his arms.”
“Nikolaj, the guy you were going to deck is my brother-in-law—the man who married my sister,” I spit out before grabbing the tail of my dress and running away from him. I turn to my left and notice from the corner of my eyes a women’s bathroom. I run inside so he doesn’t see how upset I am right now.
How can he think I’d play him like a violin? Does he not realize how I feel about him?
I’m pacing the luxurious ladies’ bathroom like a caged lion before a Vegas circus show when the door slams open. I turn around, startled by the impact of the door against the wall, and take a step back from the storm standing in front of me. Nikolaj pins me with a deep dark stare and it’s evident he’s raging as much as I am.
“What the fuck are you talking about?” he roars.
I’ve never seen him like this.
“The man you think I’m going to sleep with tonight is my brother-in-law, not someone replacing you.” I’m so angry at his accusations I hit the marble countertop with the palm of my hand. I need to let off steam.
He closes the gap between us and grabs my arm. “Are you serious?” His deep blue eyes are searching mine for an answer and I find myself losing myself in his intense gaze.
“My sister would kill me if anything ever happened between Bryce and I.” 
He’s holding on so tight it’s impossible for me to move. Then again, do I want to?
He’s so tense and I can see he’s still trying to make sense of the reality I just dropped on him. He drinks me in from head to toe as his harsh stare softens. He lifts my left wrist and admires the constellation of diamonds. “You’re wearing the bracelet I gave you a few nights ago?” His eyes are questioning mine but he already knows the answer.
“I am.”
“The guy who was embracing you is married to your sister?”
“Yes, Nikolaj. Bryce Van Der Linden and Sofia tied the knot nearly eight months ago.”
“Shit. He’s not a date?”
“No.”
“And his cock wasn’t going to get anywhere near you?”
“Not if I value my life. My sister loves Bryce with all her heart and she’d fight me to the death for him.”
“Fuck, I feel like such a fool. I was so bloody angry when I saw you in his arms. I came close to causing a monstrous scene out there.”
“You should have told me you were coming.”
“Baby, I’m anything but predictable.” He flashes me a cocky grin that brightens his eyes and turns me into putty. “I would have swum here if I had to. I couldn’t stand one more moment without you. Yeah, text and late-night phone calls will do for a few days, but nothing compares to being here with you, Ciara,” he says with eyes half closed.      
“I’ve wanted nothing more than to see you since you left.” 
“You’ve missed me so much?”
His devastatingly sultry look is going to set my soul on fire. “More than I’ll ever be willing to admit.”
“You don’t even know what those words do to me,” he whispers before brushing my lips.
His kiss is deep, desperate and heart-stopping. Our tongues swirl and dance around each other.
I can’t believe I had to live without this for seven whole days.
The energy has dramatically shifted in the bathroom. The pent-up anger has given way to something new—palpable desire, panty-dropping lust and volcanic passion. It’s the kind of sexual tension sure to make you want to do unspeakable things to each other.
He lets go of my wrist and cups my face with both hands, forcing me to tilt my head further back as he kisses me ravenously.
“Oh, baby, I can’t tell you how I’ve missed your lips against mine,” I whisper between his sweet kisses.
“I want you so much, it hurts,” he grunts.
“I can skip the party and we can dash off to my house.”
“I don’t think you understand, Ciara. It’s been seven days of jerking myself off as I imagine how beautiful you look when you come undone in my arms. I can’t wait another sixty minutes for us to get to your place. I want you now.”
“As in here in this bathroom?” I ask, pointing to the ground.  
“Yes.” His answer is so precise there’s no room for confusion. 
“Someone might come in and catch us.”
“Precisely, love. Wouldn’t you say the idea of being caught will make this debauchery even kinkier?”
“Yeah, but…”
“Hold on, aren’t you the one who’s been pressuring me on exploring the idea of public sex?”
“Perhaps, but there are a lot of people out there I know—including my brother-in-law.” This wouldn’t be the first time Bryce walks in on me in a compromising position.
“I’ll block the door with that chair in the corner,” he says, looking around him.
He doesn’t wait for my answer and marches to the opposite side of the room, where he drags a chair to jam against the door, confining us in this makeshift love chamber. He slowly turns around and the passion in his eyes ignites such a strong sensation down deep between the walls of my pussy it leaves my legs trembling.
“I have to share something first.”
“What?” I ask. My pussy is already drenched and throbbing at the idea of this naughty play.
“What I have raging inside me won’t allow me to be gentle. I hope you don’t have any objections?”
I’m so consumed by this moment I can only shake my head to let him know I desperately need him to take me hard.
“The only thing I want to do is rip this beautiful dress off of your sinful body and ravish your pussy like a famished beast.”
Everything he says sounds so much dirtier with his sexy British accent. My heart is racing at the thought of giving myself entirely to him in a public place.
“When I’m done with you, every guy in the ballroom will know without a shadow of a doubt you’ve been properly fucked by your man. Do you understand how much I need to be inside you right now? It’s your choice, you remove the dress or I’ll tear it to shreds.”
Oh, shit. I lower my gaze as I slowly unzip the left side of my dress all the way down to my waist.
“No bra?”
“No. Not with this dress,” I respond, looking up at him from under my lashes. I let the dress slide down to my feet before carefully stepping out of it under his watchful eyes. I fling it over the door to the stall next to me.
“Holy fuck. What are you wearing?” The expression on his face is priceless.
“You mean the underwear?”
“Underwear? Honey, what you’re wearing is pure sin.”
“It’s French and it’s called a clitoral pendant.”
“Excuse me?” His words leave his lips with so much shock, it amuses me to no end.
I think he likes the underwear a lot.
“I was missing you like crazy tonight and I decided to wear something a little risqué. I wanted something to remind me of you every time I took a step.”
“Those are panties?”
“They’re not technically panties. They’re more of a g-string with a clit pendant attached to them. The gold chains lie on the sides of my lips while the ball dangling from the female figurine caresses my clit,” I say with an evil grin.
I forgot about these. I’ve had them for a while and I’ve never worn them, but for some reason this dress begged for Parisian artist Sylvie Monthule’s exquisite naughty underwear. I remember how wet I got when the salesperson in Paris explained these were the discreet way to get off during the day without anyone else knowing. I didn’t expect anyone else to see them, but I’m pretty proud of myself for being prepared for the unexpected.
“Don’t you love how the little golden figurine shaped like a siren sits on top of my pussy?” I slip two fingers inside my mouth before gliding them down the sides of my pussy as I moan with pleasure. I bring my hands to my breasts and caress them suggestively. I’m so turned on right now I could pinch my nipples until I climax.
“Jesus Christ, my cock was hard before you got undressed, but now it’s begging to let loose between your legs.”
“What are you waiting for? I’m ready for you. Come and fill me up, big boy,” I say, taunting him.
He takes a long stride towards me while undoing his tie and stripping out of his jacket. I reach out to unbutton his shirt with hurried hands while dropping soft kisses along his chin and down his chest. I slowly slide his white shirt off of his chiseled body and fling it on top of my purple dress. He crushes my lips while grabbing my ass so hard I squirm with pleasure.
“Turn around and bend over.” 
His command unleashes a torrent of flashbacks of our first night in Barcelona, when I played with fire by removing my panties and slipping them into the inside pocket of his jacket.
This is going to be earth-shattering. Sex in a bathroom in the middle of a formal gala? Oh, yeah.
I lick my lips in anticipation as I place my hands on the marble countertop and spread my legs. I yank up my ass as high as I possibly can, ready for him to fill me up with his huge dick. I lift my head and catch sight of myself—my breasts hanging heavy, my legs open wide for him and the small golden clit pendant dangling in front of my aching nub. 
“You realize we don’t have much time? Your underwear or whatever you call it has already been a great source of distraction to me, and I’m sure someone will be pounding this door down any minute now if we don’t hurry up.” He unzips his pants and lowers them to his knees as he pulls down his grey boxer briefs in one clean sweep. Finally, there it is—his massive erection. 
“Fuck me fast and furious, baby,” I say, looking up at him in the mirror in front of us.
Damn. Watching him like this while he fucks me from behind is going to make me lose my mind.
He rams into me with such force I stumble forward as my hands slide against the sleek marble counter. 
“Christ, I’ve missed your pussy.”
He fucks me hard again and again, slamming my hips against the cold counter. The contrast between the fire raging inside my wetness and the iciness of the counter only intensifies this carnal ride. He grabs my shoulders, pulling me closer into him, and I let out an unrecognizable sound. 
“Oh, Jesus.”
I lift my head and stare into his eyes. I quickly glance at my own reflection and it’s unmistakable—I look like a woman who’s getting her brains fucked out of her skull. 
Everything about this moment is unapologetically raw—just the way I like it. My chest is covered with a fine sheen of sweat glistening under the lightbulbs aligned atop the mirror. He’s pounding me so hard I can’t let go of the counter to play with my clit pendant, but every time he rams into me, it causes the little ball to toy with my hard node. My boobs are bouncing and seeing them swing with each thrust is a serious aphrodisiac. 
“Oh, yeah,” I moan.
I get as high as I can on my toes and yank my ass up before sliding back into him. I gyrate and undulate my hips in circular motions. My rhythm, slow at first, becomes erratic, lost to passion and the naughty possibility of being caught. 
“Yes, Nikolaj. Ride me, baby,” I whimper.
He thrusts deeper inside my pussy. “Arghhh,” he lets out before grunting my name in a deep chocolatey voice.
He’s going to drive me off the deep end. “Fuck,” I yell out.
“Shhh. Not so loud, baby, we might get caught.” 
His eyes meet mine in the mirror, but I’m so far gone, I don’t give a shit who walks through the door. I want him to make me come with an animalistic thunder guaranteed to shudder my entire body.
He leans into me before sliding the hand he used to pin down my hips between my legs. His middle finger presses against the clit pendant as he pounds me with more urgency, sending me to orbit.
“Oh. Oh. Oh,” I pant, clenching my pussy hungrily around his cock. 
Hard, fast, showing no mercy, he shoves his entire length into me, sending shockwaves through my body. 
“You’re going to make me lose my head.”
“I didn’t fly all the way here to play nice, Ciara.”
I’m nearly sobbing. This is so mind-blowing, I could explode right here and now.
“Oh, baby, I’ve never known you to be this hungry,” he teases.
No man comes close to Nikolaj—no one.
“Ciara, baby.”
If I wasn’t so wet, so hot and so desperate for him, I might have cried out for him to slow down, but why bother—he wouldn’t listen to my plea since he knows I like it as rough as he does. 
“Fuck,” he growls as he goes so deep I can hardly breathe. 
“Fuck,” I hiss back as my body convulses.
“Baby, I’m about to unleash my load inside you, but I want you to come for me first.”
Suddenly the door rattles and he slows down, his eyes searching mine in the mirror in front of us.
“Don’t you stop.” I can’t believe my desperation. There’s no way I’m allowing anyone to take this orgasm away from me. I’ve waited seven whole days and I’m so close.
He lets out a curse before pressing harder against the clit pendant and slamming into me as he pounds me without holding back.
Holy. Shit.
“I want you to look at me when you come. Do you hear me?” he commands between breaths.  
I can’t speak. I can only nod without ever breaking my stare.
Goddamn it. I’m coming.
My pulse quickens and my body heats up as the climatic wave rips through every part of me. 
“Ah. Ah. Ah.” I break apart with a scream, struggling to keep my eyes open. I clench so tightly around his dick, I could climax a second time from the internal pressure of my walls.
He’s buried so deep inside me and he rides out my convulsions, pumping mercilessly into me. 
Fuck. I can’t take it anymore.
I tilt my head back before closing my eyes and I fold one arm around his neck. “Jesus Christ,” I gasp, trembling.
“I love seeing you come in front of my eyes as you lose your mind.”
“You do things to my body…” He’s a sex god and he knows it.
“You make me do these things to you, baby.”
“You haven’t come yet.” I wipe the glistening sweat off my chest with one hand while I still hold to the marble countertop with the other in order not to collapse.
“You’re way too beautiful in this saucy g-string. I want you in front of me with my cock deep down your throat,” he commands as he slides out of me.
“You want to fuck my mouth?”
“Correction. I want to fuck your mouth in a public place,” he says as his eyes flare with lust.
How can I refuse?
I turn around, still dazed from the massive rush of blood that caused me to lose it. He holds out a hand so I can steady myself as I squat in front of him. I spread open my legs and lower my gaze to admire the dangling clit pendant. A dirty thought crosses my mind.
While he’s gushing down my throat, I can toy with my clit with this dangling ball. 
I lick my lips and raise my gaze to meet his hungry eyes. His cock is still fully erect and I reach out to scoop up a drop of his moisture. I love tasting myself on his dick.
“Hmmm,” he groans.
I slide both hands down his shaft and bring my mouth to join my hands. “It’s your turn now.”
“Bloody hell, I can’t tell you how dangerous you look right now. You’re squatting in front of me with your legs spread open begging for my lips. The little dangling ball from your g-string is itching to tease your clit and you’ve got my cock locked in your hands. It’s like walking through the gates of Paradise.”
“Give me a few minutes and you’ll hear angels sing,” I say before wrapping my lips around his cock.
Nikolaj groans as he reaches for my head. “Damn…”
I pull him out and I look up into his eyes. “Don’t mess up the hair,” I say with a devilish smile.
His eyes are so heavy and so dangerous. “Fuck, it’s going to kill me to come inside your mouth without grabbing your hair. I love fisting your cascade of curls as I shoot my load to the back of your throat.”
“I need to walk out of here with some sense of dignity.”
We both laugh.
I slide his cock into my mouth and swirl my tongue over his huge head, licking and lapping loudly as I suck up as much of his salty moisture as I can.
Nikolaj curses and instinctively brings his hands to my hair.
Slap. “I told you not to mess up the hair,” I say after smacking his ass.
“This is like torture.”
“The best kind, baby.”
I close my mouth on his cock and I return to my long licks, sliding all the way down to his shaft.
Jesus, I’m turned on again. I slide my hands to his balls, gently squeezing them until he lets out a raw guttural groan of pleasure. I slide my other hand down my stomach until I reach my clit pendant. I gently push the ball against my clit and rub myself as I swing my hips back and forth.
Good Lord. This is insane. I move my palm back and forth, enjoying the sensation of my juices gliding against my eager hand. My pussy is as drenched as it was before he fucked me and made me come.
Nikolaj is groaning as his dick swells even bigger inside my mouth.
Fuck. His cock is so demanding tonight.
I take him all the way into my mouth and I bob my head back and forth, eating him inch by inch. 
Oh. My nipples are so tight. Damn, this is hot.
I pull back against his cock, keeping the same strong suction in my lips, and I look up at the man who’s taken my sexual appetite to new heights. He looks down at me with an expression of pure ecstasy.
Damn, those hungry eyes.
I hold his gaze, and suck harder. I need to come again. I frantically rub the clit pendant harder against my clit. The delightful friction makes me moan with pleasure against his shaft. 
Holy shit. I come undone with his cock still in my mouth as I tightly squeeze his shaft in my hand to prevent from collapsing on my knees.
I’m his. He can have me as he wishes.
My heavy breathing is the only thing you can hear in the bathroom until Nikolaj speaks three words and instantly turns the raunchiness meter way up.
“Fuck. Your. Hair.”
He grabs the back of my head and pushes his massive dick deep inside my mouth, hitting the back of my throat with such force I nearly gag. He fucks my mouth with the kind of eagerness that borders on mercilessness. 
What a turn-on when he dominates me completely. I love his hands behind my head controlling the cadence and leaving me no choice but to submit.
He pumps my mouth once, twice, three times and his entire body stiffens.
Come for me, baby.
Nikolaj lets out a strangled curse and explodes inside my mouth. He cries out my name before gripping my hair as a rush of hot milky nectar lands right at the back of my tongue before gushing down my throat. I swallow him down and lick my lips in search of the few drops spilling down my chin.
Yum.
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Three
Where is he?
When I turn around to embrace him the next morning, Nikolaj isn’t sleeping by my side. I sit up on the bed and wipe my eyes, trying to wake up. I turn my head to check the time. Seven o’clock. I crawl out of bed to find him, but the minute I open my bedroom door, the aroma of freshly brewed espresso hits me. He’s in the kitchen.
I make my way with shaky legs to the bathroom to freshen up and stroll back to my room to grab my floral silk robe. 
My body may never recover from last night. Did we actually have sex in the bathroom in the middle of a gala?
I quietly walk down the stairs in the hopes of surprising him. 
Well, good morning to you too.
His muscular, naked ass and well-defined body greet me when I poke my head into the kitchen. He’s standing in front of the window overlooking my small New York City garden with a cup of coffee in his hands—and nothing else. He looks so pensive.
“I’m afraid my neighbors will never be able to look at me the same way if they were to catch a glimpse of your massive cock,” I say, caressing his ass as I wrap my other arm around his chest.
“Good morning, baby,” he says, turning around to face me. His hair is messy and he looks as tired as I do.
“Why are you up so early?”
“I couldn’t sleep. I have too much on my mind and since you were sleeping like a lamb, I didn’t want my tossing and turning to wake you up,” he says, grabbing my waist and kissing my lips.
“Yeah, but you robbed me of the pleasure of waking up in your arms.”
“I’m sorry, darling. Why don’t we run upstairs and I can make it up to you? Unless you don’t mind another hard surface,” he says, looking at my granite kitchen countertop with a wicked grin on his face.
“I think I’m going to need coffee first,” I say, playfully pushing him away. “I love a man who knows his way around a kitchen.”
“Oh, I wouldn’t go quite that far. I’ve mastered one Italian meal, as I shared with you the last time I was here, and I can turn an oven on and off, but let’s be honest, these Nespresso machines are dummy-proof,” he says with a twinkle in his eyes. 
“Yeah, my guests usually use the easier machine. I still make my coffee the old-fashioned way like they do in Europe and like both my grandmothers made it all their lives—with an Italian stovetop espresso maker.”
“Well, we can’t all be professionally trained chefs with fancy kitchen equipment.”
“Good point,” I say, flashing him a smile. God, he looks good enough to eat, fully naked like this in my kitchen.
“I wish I had been able to sleep as well as you,” he says, brushing his messy hair back.
“You always give me such a workout. No wonder I pass out cold. I’m surprised I can still walk this morning.”
“It’s your damn fault for wearing a sexy g-string.”
“I didn’t plan on anyone else seeing it but me,” I say as I open the fridge in search of food. “Do you want some fruits while I prepare something more substantial?”
“I’m famished.”
“It will only be a few minutes. I’ll make something simple and we can eat more later,” I add before burying my head in the fridge.
I pull out an assortment of fruits, three different flavors of jams, butter and goats’ cheese. After dropping them on the counter, I return to the freezer to pull out some French bread and croissants I got a few days ago from Café du Jour.
“You were lost in your thoughts when I walked in,” I say, busy pulling out plates, cups and cutlery for our breakfast.
“Yeah, my brother is driving me mad.”
“I’m sorry, baby. He sounds like a handful.”
“More than words can describe, but please, let’s talk about something else.”
“What else is on your mind?”
“I was also thinking we skipped the party after our little escapade without saying goodbye to your brother-in-law. It’s a good thing you called him when we were driving to your home.”
“I had no choice. My sister would have pestered him until he sent the FBI to look for the unidentified foreign hottie with a sexy Brit accent who took me hostage. He was worried sick until I called.” 
“Wow. He’s caring for a brother-in-law,” Nikolaj says, crossing his arms over his chest. Something about the way he words his thoughts firms my decision.
“Listen, Nikolaj. There’s more to why Bryce was there last night.”
“Is there? The two of you did look very close,” he says with a stern look.
This is an uncomfortable enough conversation to have with him, but having to do it while he’s butt naked makes it much more awkward.
“Bryce didn’t only come out to find new potential clients and mingle with New York’s rich and famous. He came because the day before the gala I…” Shit, I don’t want to relive this, but Nikolaj deserves to know.
“Carry on. What were you going to say?” The muscles around Nikolaj’s jaw tense as he clenches the cup he’s holding a little tighter.
“Do you remember the question you asked me in Barcelona after you came out for dinner with Diego and my mom?”
“You’re going to have to refresh my memory, love. A lot has happened since then.”
“You were about to walk out to find another room because I was getting nervous about how quickly things were moving between us. You asked me for his name. The guy who made it impossible for me to believe not all men are jerks.”
“Ah. I do remember now.”
“I couldn’t bring myself to open such an ugly Pandora’s box with you.”
“You never did share his name with me and I didn’t want to push.”
“I should have told you since it’s such an old story, but it’s laced with such bad memories.”
“So what’s his name?”
Even after last night, it’s still hard for me. I don’t love him anymore, but the idea I held on for so long to the memory of a man who turned out to be a complete asshole tears me apart.
“Luke Elliot Rutherford.”
“Ah. I see.”
“I didn’t expect to see him there.”
“What are you talking about? Was he there last night?”
“Yes. I had no clue he was business partners with the main pastry chef Walter had hired. Had I known, I would have flat-out refused the contract. I made a promise to myself to avoid Luke at all costs.”
“Did your asshole of an ex-boyfriend come on to you or something? I still don’t understand why your brother-in-law was there last night.” 
“When I saw Luke two days ago, he revealed a side of him I had refused to see. He was downright demeaning to me and he had the audacity to bring up the compromising royal photos, which are now on the Internet for the rest of my life. It’s the way he said it.”
“Said what?” 
“Let me go back. I hadn’t seen him in seven years. We were so young when he asked me to marry him, but I was madly in love and willing to ignore my parents’ concern and a number of red flags.”
“Red flags?”
“His mother hated me and she was disappointed her only son was going to end up marrying a woman with a funny last name who didn’t have any Southern roots.”  
“She sounds charming.”
“I always thought she was the devil personified. She did her best to discredit me and my mother never understood why a stubborn person like myself would be willing to put up with a future monster-in-law.”
“Why were you willing to go there?”
“I was madly in love—so I thought.”
“Ah, of course. I’ve heard love can make people do such foolish things.”
 “Luke broke my heart into a million pieces when he called off the wedding four weeks before we were supposed to walk down the aisle. I was crushed for years. I finished my culinary degree, but I didn’t pursue a career in the field for much longer after graduation because I couldn’t handle running into him and his new wife.”
“He sounds like a total jerk.”
“Yeah, he is in so many ways. I lived for years with guilt. I blamed myself for not being good enough. Had it not been for Walter’s contract, I would never have realized he was such a bastard. When I bumped into Luke a few days ago, I realized how lucky I was his mother was such a royal bitch.”
I spend the following thirty minutes explaining to Nikolaj why Bryce was at the gala acting as my bodyguard. I confess to all the terrible things Luke told me about those photos with the Count. To my surprise, it’s not as difficult as I thought to recount the horrible reunion with Luke.
“Wow. You shared quite the story. I’m very happy Bryce was there and not me.”
“Why?”
“Luke would be in the hospital right now with a broken jaw and broken ribs. I wouldn’t have taken his comments about your royal scandal so lightly,” Nikolaj says, clenching his fist.
“Bryce came so close to decking him.” 
“I knew the minute I saw you and your brother-in-law embrace things looked too cozy between the two of you, but then again, we never talked about your sister and I had no idea you had dealt with such an emotional rollercoaster before I walked in the room.”
“No, we didn’t, and I was as shocked as Bryce was to see you. I would have warned you, but in my mind you were trapped in Copenhagen.”
“I nearly didn’t escape in time,” Nikolaj says with a half smile.
“Well, my sister is back in town and she suggested we all officially meet tonight at their place. I didn’t answer her text yet because I’m not sure how you feel about meeting Bryce again.” 
“Are you kidding me? I’d love to meet the guy I almost clubbed,” Nikolaj says with an evil grin.
“Great. Sofia will be pleased to finally meet you and I’m sure you and Bryce have a lot in common.”
“If we’re making confessions, I have one of my own to make, but give me one minute. I’ll run up and slip back into my boxer briefs before we have breakfast and then it will be my turn to spill my guts.”
“I pulled out my sweatshirt and placed it on the bed just in case you wanted to wear it,” I call behind him as he climbs the stairs.
I quickly put the croissants and bread in the oven and wash a few fruits before placing them on a serving plate.
“Should I make more coffee?”
“Yes, please, I wouldn’t mind a second cup,” he shouts from upstairs.
I grab my stovetop espresso maker and prepare coffee for two. He walks back into the kitchen at the moment the timer rings to let me know the bread and croissants are ready. 
“Breakfast is served and you’re on time.” I grin.
“Excellent. I’m famished,” he says, sitting at the kitchen island and reaching out for a croissant and the jar of apricot jam.
“You had started telling me something before you ran upstairs to cover your family jewels,” I say, stifling a laugh.
“You’re absolutely hilarious in the morning, aren’t you,” he replies with an exaggerated aristocratic British accent. “Indeed, I had started confessing something.”
“Confessing? What a serious word.”
“The story you shared about Luke was serious.”
“Yeah, it was.”
“Last night, when I saw you with Bryce, I nearly lost my head. I was raging inside.”
“Yeah, you made it pretty clear how you felt about seeing us embrace when you didn’t know who he was.”
“I wasn’t just upset because another guy was holding you. I was infuriated because…”
Nikolaj looks into my eyes with such intensity it’s as if he’s trying to touch my soul with raw emotions. Fuck, the fire burning in his eyes is scorching through me. I lower my gaze, unsure where this story is going and unable to explain why his gaze is affecting me so much. My heart is beating like thunder.
“Please look at me,” he pleads.
I lift my eyes and meet his solemn gaze.
He brings my hand to his lips and kisses it with such tenderness it takes my breath away. “I was angry because a guy I didn’t know was embracing the woman I so deeply love.” 
I widen my eyes, completely unprepared for his confession. My hand comes up so fast to meet my gaping mouth I spill my mug of latte all over the counter. I jump to my feet and grab a dishcloth to contain the spill, still looking at him in sheer amazement.
“What did you say?”
Did he say what I think he said?
“I thought you were purposefully creating a diversion,” he says, flashing me an amused smile.
He gets up and bridges the distance between us. He grabs the dishcloth soaked with coffee from my hand and flings it over his shoulder before embracing me in his arms. “I thought I had lost the woman I love, Ciara.”
“You love me?” I ask, dumbfounded by his words.
“I couldn’t stand being away from you for another day. It was killing me to have to speak to you over the phone when I wanted to be with you. I didn’t want to have sexting sessions with you, nor did I want us to get off on a Skype video chat. I wanted to have mad, passionate, crazy sex with you.”
I open my mouth to respond but nothing comes out. I’m so deeply moved by his words I can only close my eyes and drop my head against his chest.
I can’t believe this is happening.
“I know everything has been happening so fast between us and we spend so much time apart from each other, but I’ve never felt this way about any other woman in my life,” he says, lifting my chin with his index finger and meeting my gaze. “You’re uncharacteristically quiet. Should I be worried?”
I can’t speak. My heart is beating so fast I can’t even think anymore. I’m still stuck at the ‘woman I love’ part.
“I… You mean… Did you… Oh my God…” He loves me? Seriously?
“Are you at loss for words because you don’t feel the same way I do or are you trying to turn me on? You’re so irresistible when you are at a loss for words,” he mocks, his lips quivering into a smile. 
I push him away and take a step back as I give him a serious look. My reaction surprises him.
“Ah, so you don’t feel the same way,” he says, turning on his heel.
“Don’t you dare walk away from me, Nikolaj von Henningsen.”
He freezes in his steps and slowly turns around to face me again.
“Did you say you loved me? I mean, maybe I misunderstood?” 
“I did say it aloud and I doubt there was any room for confusion.” He grins ear to ear.
“Do you mean it?” I ask in a shaky voice.
I’m so nervous I can hardly breathe. I can’t believe he’s standing in my kitchen confessing his love to me. This is surreal.
My head is spinning at his admission and a million different emotions are colliding in my heart. We’ve been moving so fast, but as scary as this seems, it feels so right.
“At first, I lost myself between your legs—your pussy is intoxicating. I thought we’d have some fun in Toronto and continue on our separate paths, but when I woke up by your side while you slept so peacefully next to me, your gorgeous naked body sprawled all over my bed, the morning of my departure for Tokyo, I knew there was something more. I didn’t realize how deep it would end up being. By the time I had left Barcelona, I was completely engrossed by you. Not being with you is ripping me apart, Ciara. That’s the kind of love we’re talking about here.”
Oh. My. Lord.
“Seeing you embracing Bryce made me realize I don’t want anyone else to have your heart. I couldn’t survive knowing another possessed you.”  
“I love you, Nikolaj,” I let out, unable to contain the passion burning deep inside me. “Barcelona changed everything for me as well.” I take a breath. “Not being with you for the last seven days has been unbearable. I was so afraid to admit to myself how I felt about you because everything between us has been moving so fast, but when I opened my eyes and I saw you standing there last night, I knew without a shadow of a doubt I was yours.”
“Oh, baby, you’re mine and I’m all yours.” He cradles my face between his hands before crushing my lips in a kiss. “I’m so crazy about you, baby. I can’t stand being apart from you and I haven’t got a clue how I’ve survived so many years without knowing how sweet life can be waking up by your side.” Jesus. “I can’t even begin to tell you how it feels to turn around in the middle of the night and be engulfed by the warmth of the person I love.”
“Nikolaj, waking up in your arms is my favorite part of the day and falling asleep nestled into your warm body is my second favorite.”
He kisses me tenderly. We rarely kiss like this. We’re always so eager to devour each other, but this is lovely.
“I have a little something for you.”
“You’re kidding. Another gift?”
“Yup.” He smiles proudly like a kid who solved the Rubik’s cube for the first time.
“You’re insane.” I laugh, shaking my head.
“You can’t prevent me from showering the woman who holds my heart in her hands with gifts. Give me a second.” He runs back upstairs.
My sister is going to have a heart attack when I tell her, and Harley—well, she may never recover from this news.
I never thought I’d ever allow myself to love again, but I can’t think of anyone else I’d want to love more than Nikolaj.
“I was looking for the perfect gift to show you how much I love you and when I couldn’t find it, I had this little token custom-made.” Nikolaj runs back to the kitchen holding a small dark brown bag. “It arrived right before I left Copenhagen to come here. I had it shipped from New Bond Street in London,” he says, casually handing me the bag.
New Bond Street? Are we talking about the same posh street located in a high-end shopping area of London? Gosh. The most prestigious luxury brands collide on the same street beckoning to be explored—if you have the budget for such opulence.
“You’re officially spoiling me. You realize your being here is my gift?”
“Yeah, but what’s in the little bag is a reminder of how deeply I love you when I’m not by your side.”
Now he’s piqued my curiosity. When I open the bag and pull out the brown box with gold lettering, I gasp at the sight of two letters in gold lettering—H and W. “Harry Winston?” I say, my eyes bouncing between the box and Nikolaj’s amused gaze. I think I’m going to pass out now.
“I wanted something you could wear every day, as I’m aware wearing the bracelet I gave you a few weeks ago to go the grocery store is slightly unrealistic.” He grins.
I’m so shocked I can only stare into his eyes, still holding the unopened little box.
“I hope you like it.”
“I’m sure I’ll love it,” I respond in a whisper.
“Are you going to open the box?” He’s taking so much pleasure seeing me like this.
He is the most unpredictable man I’ve ever known.
I finally muster the courage to lift the lid off of the box and I take a step back, shocked by the sight of the most beautiful piece of jewelry I’ve ever seen.
“I asked them to design two interlaced hearts in diamonds—yours and mine.”
“It’s… I mean… I can’t even…”
“My sweet, adorable Ciara is at a loss for words again,” he teases as he brushes my hair behind my shoulders. “Come on, turn around so I can place it around your neck.”
I obey and turn around. The second he closes the clasp to the necklace, I bring my hand to it and I touch it lovingly. “It’s so beautiful I can’t wait to see myself in a mirror.”
“I was hoping you’d stroke it like this.”
I look at him, puzzled.
“When your hands caress the two hearts I hope you’ll always think of me.”
“Don’t get me wrong, I love this necklace, but I don’t need it to think of you. Lately, you’ve been on my mind morning, noon, and night.”
“There isn’t one person in this world I want more than I want you, Ciara.”
“Ditto,” I say, hiding my head in his chest. 
“So I guess this is the part where I take you upstairs and make sweet love to you?”
“Nah. We don’t do sweet. Or predictable. I want you to fling me over your shoulder like a caveman and I want you to climb those stairs towards my bedroom. You’re going to slam the door to my bedroom open like a famished beast holding his prey and I want you to throw my body against my bed so hard I have to grip the sheets for dear life to avoid bouncing off of it.”
“Anything else on your list?”
The lust I read in his eyes makes me desperate for him. Reaching out, I tangle my hands in his hair as I pull him closer and whisper in his ear, “That’s just the warmup.” I grin. “Then I want the man I love to make me come until I pass out. Remember, we don’t do nice and slow.” 
“No, we don’t.”
We both laugh.
“God, I love you, Ciara.”
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Four
“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” Harley squeals.
If she says that one more time, I’m going to call 911 because the way she’s groping at her chest I swear she’ll have a heart attack and I’ll have to resuscitate her.
“Are you kidding me? He said the l-word?”
Harley and I have ditched our usual Sunday brunch place and opted to spend a lazy afternoon at her place catching up.  I love seeking refuge at Harley’s New York brownstone. She bought her place a few years after her floral business exploded and it’s such a contrast to the tiny apartment she used to live in. With Harley’s jovial personality, it’s no surprise her home is a kaleidoscope of bright colors. She’s been able to import the sleek Miami décor right into the middle of Manhattan by pairing bold accents of color with calming neutrals. Harley has been using her home as a test lab since she’s moved in, which explains the insane number of gorgeous bouquets of flowers displayed throughout her home. I love every room in her place, but I particularly adore her living room. No matter how many times I visit, we always end up right here in this laid-back setting. 
I haven’t seen Harley since the day her brother-in-law threw her sister out of their home and she’s been so busy with damage control we’ve barely talked. Other than a few short text messages here and there, she’s been missing in action.
“Yes, I still can’t believe it myself.”
“And you said it too? You feel the same way he does?”
I nod with a silly lovestruck grin on my face and she fans herself as she feigns passing out on her couch.
“His declaration took my breath away, Harl. It was so unexpected and so tender.” 
“Shut the front door. He confessed his love for you in your kitchen? Holy Jesus,” she says, getting on her feet. “I need to run back to the kitchen and grab another bottle of wine. I want you to spill your guts.”
Harley and I have been eating and drinking for hours. I called and suggested we connect, then waited until we were done with dessert to lay the news on her. I didn’t want it all to be about me given what she was dealing with.
“Hey, Harl, is this the Hotel Cortes playlist I created for you a few months ago?” I shout to make sure she hears me in the kitchen.
“Yeah, it is. It’s the perfect mix of mellow and sexy. I thought it would be the ideal backdrop music for a lazy Sunday amongst friends.”
“This is so old-school. We were so young when this came out, but the vibe is still incredible today. French DJ Stéphane Pompougnac knows a thing or two about music.”
“Damn, the man can mix. No matter how many times I play his music, I can never get enough.”
“Harl, I don’t know if I can drink much more.” I giggle.
“Oh, no, you don’t. Here’s another glass of wine. Start talking.” She comes back and hands me another selection of California red. 
“When he blurted out those words…” 
“You mean ‘I love you’?” she asks, mesmerized.
“Exactly.” I smile, still unable to believe it. “I understood why he was so angry when he walked in on Bryce and I at the gala.”
“Honey, it’s so sexy he was jealous, don’t you think?”
“I have to be honest, I love that he feels so strongly about me the sight of me with another man would make him so fiercely protective.”
“Gosh, he’d be willing to fight for you,” she says, placing her hands under her chin like a choirgirl. “He loves you, Ci.”
“My sister adores him and he gets along pretty famously with Bryce, now he no longer has any desire to rearrange his teeth.”
“Hold on. He met your sister and brother-in-law?”
“Well, he met my mom and Diego weeks ago.”
“Newsflash. A lot has changed, honey. The two of you were fucking back then. Now you’re a real couple and you’re doing things with other couples. You’re taking things to a whole other level,” she says, widening her eyes and gesturing her hands dramatically.
“Oh. Okay, if you say so.”
“Ciara, when was the last time you took a man to meet your sister?”
“Not for a very long time.”
“My point exactly. You’ve transcended into this whole other world we’ve only been spectators to so far. 
I guess Harley is right. She and I have gone out on double dates before, but we knew very well these guys would have a short shelf life. Neither of us would have dreamt of taking any of them home to meet the family. 
“Sofia couldn’t stop smiling. She was giddy and she couldn’t stop batting her eyelashes at me as if she had seen an angel. She told me later she had to contain her tears because she was so happy I had opened my heart to a man.”
“Your Danish guy has some power.” Harley laughs. “You must be relieved he gets along with Bryce?”
“Yeah. I am. Their relationship didn’t start off on the right foot.”
“Did you tell your mom you’re in love?”
“I’ve placed both Sofia and Bryce on gag orders until Mom and Diego are back in Barcelona. He took her to Vienna for a little getaway and since Nikolaj had me locked in my own home for three days, I haven’t broken the news to them yet. I’ll talk to them when I get back to my place later tonight. I’m sure it’s going to be quite the conversation and my mom will get all emotional and Diego will already be passing around cigars to his friends.”
“What about your dad? I mean Emilio Herrera?” she adds awkwardly.
Having two fathers is so confusing for everyone.
“I called him this morning before I came here to share some of the big changes in my life and I also made him swear not to tell my mom before I did.”
“How did he react?”
“My dad—I mean Emilio—was my pillar after Luke. I remember locking myself in my bedroom and sleeping for an entire week. When I managed to get up, it was to sit in front of the television with the remote in my hand zapping through channels like a zombie. I had lost all will to live or to do anything with myself. I ached so much, it was like my heart had been ripped from my chest.”
“Shit. I didn’t realize it had been so bad, since we didn’t meet until a few months after the Luke saga.”
“I was so numb after Luke. Emilio took care of me. He’d sit next to me and hold my hand, never asking questions or giving me any kind of pep talk. He allowed me to feel the pain. When I broke the news this morning, he simply said, ‘I knew you’d meet the right one once your heart understood Luke was never worthy of your love.’”
“Wow. Those are profound words.”
“Yeah. Emilio is a man of few words, but when he speaks it’s always so deep. His words made me cry.”
“Damn, girl, in the last few weeks all the men in your life have been colliding. It’s like a meteor shower.”
Things have been moving so fast I haven’t had time to take stock of everything, but Harley is right. In the past few weeks the men in my life have either surprised me or disappointed me greatly and there’s been more drama than on the most-watched reality TV show.
Harley leans in and grabs the bottle of red to top up our glasses. She adjusts her little body against the couch and crosses her legs like a master yogi. 
“So… three days of fucking a rich sex god?” she says, shaking her head as she changes the subject. “I can’t believe how lucky you are. I love you, but I’m totally jealous here,” she says, pouting.
“I thought you were getting along with Darius?”
“Let’s be serious here. It’s nowhere near what you have with Nikolaj,” she says, rolling her eyes.
“Things change fast when you meet the right one.” God, did those words jump out of my mouth? I sound like freaking Oprah.
“I doubt it, Ci. I’m the flavor of the month for him—he’s made it crystal clear. He’s not going to drop his life to come to my rescue like your billionaire boyfriend keeps doing.”
“Oh.”
“Don’t worry about it. He has an insanely huge cock and he’s a phenomenal lover. I don’t know where he’s learned how to lick pussy, but let me tell you it’s mind-blowing. I’m good for now—not to mention my sister’s drama is keeping me way too busy to want anything more meaningful.” 
“As long as you’re being honest with yourself, Harl, I’m okay with your answer.” Something tells me she’s hiding behind a well-scripted lie, but then again I’ve mastered the art of duping yourself when it comes to love, so who am I to talk.
“What’s happened to you recently has changed me, Ci.”
“What do you mean?”
“The fuck sessions with Darius are starting to leave me empty. I mean, I come like a mad woman and I do enjoy riding his beautiful black cock, but when I get home, I’m alone,” she says, wiping a tear from the corner of her eye.
“This is going to sound too weird coming from me, but he’s out there, Harl. Since you’re now aware of the fact you want and deserve more from men, you’ll find him,” I say, wrapping her into my arms and covering her face with kisses.
“Stop it. You’re turning into one of those sappy romantics. Enough with the Hallmark moment.”
We both start laughing. 
Both Harley and I have been running away from any form of commitment and look at us now. 
“Holy shit,” she says, gasping for air with her hand on her chest.
“What now?”
“Do you realize if the two of you get married, both Herrera sisters will have scored the sexiest billionaires on the planet? Fuck you for leaving the rest of us to hang out to dry.”
“Whoa. Harley, honey, let’s take it one step at a time. Marriage is a huge word,” I say nervously.
“So you wouldn’t accept if he asked?”
“Well… we’re not there yet,” I say, trying to divert the question.
For the first time in years I allow myself to believe I could be the marrying kind after all. When Luke left me, I vowed to never even let the thought enter my mind, but now I could totally imagine becoming Mrs. von Henningsen.
“Do you realize a few months ago this conversation would have been laughable?”
“Yeah. It’s crazy, right? I’m still under the spell of these last four days.”
“Damn, I wonder if there’s a website I could visit or something.”
“Honey, you’re not making any sense. Maybe it’s time to stop drinking.” I smile.
“They must be hanging out somewhere on the Internet. You know, like www-dot-find-a-billionaire-dot-com,” she says, raising her left eyebrow as she pensively taps her chin.
“You can’t be serious.” I laugh. “Honey, there are plenty of billionaires in New York.”
“I’d love to score a hot, sexy black billionaire.”
“You’re crazy.”
‘Tell me something I don’t know, but you love me a little loca.”
“I wouldn’t change a thing on you.”
“When is the boyfriend coming back?”
“He’s not back for a while. I was supposed to already be in Toronto, but since Nikolaj chained me to my bed while he ravished me for seventy-two hours, my superstar team is already hard at work in Canada. I’ll join them for a few days and then my boyfriend”—God, I love those words on my tongue—“is flying me to London for a few days, but he’s being so secretive about it. Afterward, I’ll be in Copenhagen for his dad’s big birthday bash. I’ll end up staying there since his dad’s company is celebrating twenty-five years the week after. I’ll be working from an internet connection and my MacBook Pro.”
“You jetsetter.” She winks. “Why is he being so hush-hush about London?”
“I still can’t figure it out. I lost a bet and London is my penalty.”
She cocks her head and looks at me, confused.
“He was here a few weeks ago and he dared me and I lost. Basically, if he was able to make me come within ten minutes, I’d have to go with him to London.”
“Holy shit, ten minutes?” she says, impressed.
“He got me there in nine—twice.”
“Damn, girl. Never let the man go.” 
“I’ve been to London plenty of times, but I’m still not sure why he selected London in particular.”
“I’m going out on a limb here, but since he proposed London after a sex dare, it could be to discover the other side of the British capital.”
“No way. Paris? Yes. Amsterdam? Definitely. Berlin? Maybe, but London?” 
“Honey, London is one of the kinkiest cities I know of. The Brits look prim and proper, but there’s a lot of naughtiness to be had in London. I’ve seen and experienced things there you’d never find in the kinkiest spots in New York.”
“Seriously?”
“Oh, take my word for it.”
 
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Five
It doesn’t matter the time of the day or night, it’s always so chaotic here.
After three hectic days in Toronto, I’m fighting my way through one of the most crowded airports in the world.
Heathrow is such a zoo.
I exit the doors after my immigration check and a chauffeur holding a sign with my name in black marker greets me. After polite salutations he grabs my bags and asks me to follow him to the car. 
“Madam, please let me know if I need to adjust the temperature. It’s already late October and alas, it’s getting colder.”
“No. This is perfect, thank you,” I say, holding his gaze in the rear view mirror. “I just flew in from Toronto, Canada, and it’s not much warmer there.”
“Excellent. We should be at your hotel in about forty-five minutes to an hour, depending on the traffic. Mr. von Henningsen asked me to fill the mini fridge with some of your favorites. Please indulge and enjoy the ride.”
I’d relax more if I knew where I was going. “Which hotel has Mr. von Henningsen selected?”
The little devil has been as secretive as a member of the British Secret Intelligence Service about this trip. No matter how many times I’ve tried to seduce more out of him, he’s always found a way to masterfully change the subject.
“The W London, madam. I can assure you it’s a fine hotel.”
W is an international brand of boutique hotels I know very well, but I’ve never been to the Leicester Square location. “Has Mr. von Henningsen already arrived?”
“I’m afraid I’m simply the chauffeur, madam. I believe he’s left instructions with the concierge at the hotel.”
I’m dying to know what he has up his sleeve. 
I reach out and open the fridge to find out what he’s asked the chauffeur to pick up for me. I smile when I see two rows of mini bottles of champagne and a little box nestled on the bottom shelf. I grab a flute, pop open a mini bottle of Moët et Chandon and pour myself a glass. I bring the glass to my lips and instantly relax when the fizzy nectar hits my palate.
God, nothing trumps a chilled glass of bubbly. I wonder what’s in the box.
When I slide the box out of the fridge, I read the name of a local cake shop I have yet to discover. Primrose Bakery. When I lift the lid, I marvel at Nikolaj’s attention. He’s always full of surprises.
I lay my eyes on an assortment of six colorful chocolate and vanilla mini cupcakes topped with a message written with frosting on a tiny white sugary canvas. When I turn the box around, I marvel at the message. There’s one word on top of each cupcake, but when I read them aloud, my heart melts like a marshmallow over an open fire.
‘I. Love. You. So. Very. Much.’
God, this man is my reward for having waited this long to find the right one.
I reach out and unfold the little note in the box. It’s a description of the flavors. After pondering on my decision, I sink my teeth into a chocolate one topped with little red beads. Yum, red velvet—my favorite. I sit back and savor every bite of my sugary treats and I wash it all down with delicious champagne.
What more can a girl ask for?
I ride the rest of the journey to the hotel in pure bliss, enjoying the bubbly, the sweets and the sight of London at night. 
“Madam, we’ll be there in less than five minutes.”
The chauffeur breaks my reverie. It’s been such a busy and eventful few weeks I’m only now allowing myself to just be—no thinking, no planning, no drama and no unpleasant flashes from the past.
“Thank you. I look forward to arriving.”
“Mr. von Henningsen has requested I be back here to fetch you and your bags at ten this evening.” 
“We’re not staying here?”
“According to my instructions, it appears not.” The chauffeur gives me a blank look from the rear view mirror before returning his attention on the road. 
This is turning out to be more intriguing than an international spy novel. 
 
* * *
 
At ten-thirty the chauffeur drops me off in front of a building in a remote London location. I would be nervous were it not for the number of iconic black cabs dropping off other patrons clad in dramatic clothing and hiding behind masks. It’s as if we’re all rushing to a Carnival of Venice afterparty. 
Nikolaj’s note said I needed to speak to “the angel” when I arrived. I don’t fully understand what’s awaiting me yet, but I have a sneaking feeling it will all make sense once I walk through these doors.
Nothing could have prepared me for what awaits me once I walk through the heavy metal doors. The sultriest club music is coming through the speakers and a crowd of masked bodies queues impatiently, waiting their turn. The tall man dressed like a devil behind the welcome desk is bobbing to the music and stops in a diva-like pause you’d expect from RuPaul. Damn, he looks fierce.
As I wait my turn in the line I can’t help but soak in the club’s atmosphere. There isn’t much to talk about in terms of décor from where I’m standing, but the contrast on the walls of harsh silver metal and warm ebony wood is very seductive. There’s something distinctive about this place and if the way the couples behind me are already shamelessly all over each other is any indication, this night promises to be beyond my wildest dreams.
Does that man have his hand down her leather corset fondling her boobs in plain view?
I’m so focused on the bold actions of the couple behind me I don’t realize it’s my turn.
“Welcome to For Your Eyes Only. You look like a goddess, love. What’s your name for the night?” The devil turns his attention to me. 
“My name is Elektra King,” I respond nervously. “I’m to speak to the angel.”
Nikolaj’s note explained it would be best not to use our real names tonight. He divulged my secret identity in his note, but he explained I’d find out his once I arrived at the club. This all seems so mysterious and kinky.
“Ah, of course,” the devil purrs, taking me in from head to toe. “Honey, your leather trenchcoat is fierce. It hugs you like a glove. You definitely look the part,” he says, flashing a cocky smile. 
“Thank you.” I can’t think of more to say. I’m in uncharted territory here and I still have no idea when I’ll see Nikolaj.
I do have to admit this coat is quite badass. Nikolaj’s taste in clothing, jewelry and fashion is impeccable. 
Nikolaj is a masterful player. I only had four items to wear for this party. When I walked into the bedroom at the W London hotel, four boxes and a set of handwritten instructions awaited me. The first box contained a beautiful gold mask with black feathers protruding from the top of my head, adding to the drama of the look. The second box hid a pair of killer red Louboutin heels. Although these are far higher than what I’d normally wear, I’m stunned he guessed my shoe size so accurately. The third box contained a crisp white shirt—his. The shirt is so big it hits me mid-thigh and the draping of the cotton fabric over my naked body only accentuates how turned on I already am. The fourth contained this amazingly cut leather trenchcoat, which suits the part of the James Bond villainess to a tee, and a small vibrator. Nikolaj’s requests were meticulous and there was no room for confusion… especially his most outrageous one.
Dirty little rascal for requesting I wear his shirt without a bra or panties.
I’m still in the dark as to what will unfold tonight, but the mask leaves room for many interpretations and none of them would be acceptable conversation on a Sunday during family dinner.
“Angel Michael, this gorgeous Amazon is the guest of Mr. Aston. He’s reserved the Black Diamond VIP room and I believe you’re to give her a tour?” The host dressed as the devil turns around to address a tall black guy dressed in a tailored navy-blue pinstripe suit with white wings strapped to his back. The wings and the crisp white shirt only bring more focus to his dazzling smile.
This evening’s theme is spot on—angels and devils meet James Bond.
Angel Michael strides towards me and circles my body before nodding in approval. “Master Devil, you’re right, she’s precious, this one.”
I immediately pick up on the angel’s American accent.
“Yeah, she fits the part of Elektra King to a tee. She’s beautiful, tall and she looks sophisticated. I bet you she’s very intelligent and I’m sure for tonight, she’s in dire need of a savior.”
Both the angel and the devil tilt their heads back and laugh in unison.
What have I gotten myself into, or better yet, what has Nikolaj signed me up for?
“Indeed, Mr. Aston reserved your name early on.” 
Huh? “I’m sorry, Angel Michael, but I don’t follow.”
“Each guest was to take on the name of a character, location or fast car from the James Bond movie. We love to see how panicked people get as they scramble to reserve the name of their favorite Bond girl or villain. Mr. Aston reserved your name and his the second the invitations to this party were emailed. I see why he coined you after one of the hottest Bond girls to ever grace the silver screen.”
“Why did he select Mr. Aston?” I ask, puzzled.
“Darling, the Aston Martin DB5 is the quintessential James Bond car, and one of the most recognizable and famous cars in cinema history. I believe your friend is the kind of high roller who can easily carry the name, wouldn’t you say?”
“Indeed he can,” I answer, pensive. The name is quite fitting given his penchant for outrageously expensive rides.
“Before you go off and play, you’ll need to sign this agreement swearing you won’t reveal to anyone what you see when you pass that point,” he says, pointing behind him. “It also protects anyone you might recognize.” The devil hands me an iPad and gestures for me to use my fingernail to sign.
“I’ll scan through it quickly.” I’m not one to sign contracts without reading them first. 
“It’s standard, honey.” The devil coos those words flirtatiously when he notices my hesitation, but I still take a minute to read over the document. Once I’m convinced it’s standard, I wave my manicured figure on the screen and hand him back the iPad.
“Bravo. A copy will be emailed to Mr. Aston and he’ll forward a copy to you.”
“Thank you,” I say as the butterflies collide in my stomach. Angel Michael smiles at me with an eager look before addressing the devil.
“Master Devil, you’ll need to call for backup. There must be other little angels lurking around,” he says, winking at me. “I’ll be a while. Mr. Aston requested I show Elektra all of our rooms.” He’s speaking to the tall guy dressed in a black suit with a face painted red, but his eyes are locked onto mine. “Honey, this is a night to remember. I hope you’re ready?”
“To be honest, I’m a little nervous.”
“Don’t be. You can take this night as far as you wish,” he says as he grabs my hand and pulls me towards the back of the club.
“What do you mean?”
“This club is the ultimate hideaway to give into any one of your kinks. Why do you think the name of the club appears only above the welcome counter and not outside the building? Only people in the know understand what goes on here.” He stops right in front of a room with a hand on the doorknob. “What’s your kink, love?” he asks with a cocky grin.
“I don’t think I have one.”
“Come on, we all have a kink. Do you like to watch, be watched, BDSM or orgies? Perhaps you’ve always wanted to experience the hedonistic pleasures of a ménage à trois? I could see you tied up and completely submissive to your master.” He flashes a wicked smile.
“I’ve had a few threesomes. It’s not like I’m a virgin or anything like that.” I smile back. “As to being roped… I can’t help but wonder if Mr. Aston is planning on tying me up tonight?” Oh God, is Nikolaj trying to recreate the Fifty Shades of Grey movie?
“You definitely don’t give off the vibe of an ingénue in those five-inch red heels.” 
“I didn’t select them. He did.”
“I’m sure he has big plans for those shoes.” 
“I’m afraid you’re right.”
“To answer your second question, guests don’t share their kinks with us, they simply request specific rooms.”
“I see,” I answer nervously, feeling my stomach churn. “What’s so special about the Black Diamond VIP room?”
“I’m not at liberty to say, but you’ll find out soon. Honey, tonight you’ll experience a different kind of pleasure you never knew existed before. Trust me. Your body, mind and soul may never recover.”
A part of me is excited to discover a new side to Nikolaj’s sexual desires, but at the same time I’m not sure how far I’m willing to go down this road. There are many sexual fantasies I’ve never tried before with the men I’ve slept with and I can’t help but wonder if tonight Nikolaj will demand I step outside my boundaries.
“I’m about to open a door and show you inside, but you’ve not yet answered my question.”
“Oh, yeah, I forgot,” I lie. “I don’t have any outrageous kinks I’m dying to try.”
“Are you open to exploring a few new ones tonight?”
“I’m not sure what Mr. Aston has in mind.”
I don’t know how far I want to take things tonight with Nikolaj. Would I allow him to tie me up, whip me until I beg him to stop or talk me into submitting myself to him like a love slave? Would I be willing to become the submissive pet her master forces to have sex with other men under his watchful eye?
The tour of the kinky club makes me feel like a girl who’s never left Kansas. I would never call myself a shy one, but what I’ve seen tonight has left me speechless, jaw-dropped and amazed all at once. 
I can’t believe how far people are willing to push the envelope for sexual pleasure.
When Angel Michael said I could satisfy any one of my kinks, he wasn’t joking. The motto of this club should be, “If you can dream it, you can have it.” It’s quite an eye-opening experience for me.
The Dungeon room is slightly scary, with chains of all sizes, leather straps, wooden paddles in an array of colors, harnesses, whips, a large gold-framed mirror and a big black table in the middle of the room. There is something very taboo about the décor and the red walls and area rug only accentuates the hush-hush factor. 
The Shared Love room surprises me the most. The name should be a giveaway, but I don’t clue in until I become a witness to some of the kinkiest sex I’ve ever seen. We don’t go inside the room, but my guide does have me stand in front of a two-way mirror where I’m able to watch a group of naked masked men and women engaged in a dirty orgy. Angel Michael assures me it’s an exhibitionist orgy where the participants not only take pleasure in fucking multiple partners at a time of both sexes, they also get a high from knowing they’re being watched. Amongst watchers, there are couples who are getting it on as they observe the naughty group sex.
Jesus. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything more forbidden in my life.
By the time we’re done with our tour, I’m so turned on the wetness from my throbbing pussy is dripping down my bare legs. I’m forced to keep the mask on to conceal my identity. The beads of sweat pearling down my temples are the only outward indication of how desperately I need Nikolaj’s cock inside me.
“I believe it’s time for us to make our way to the Black Diamond room,” Angel Michael says, looking down at his watch. “Mr. Aston is waiting for you.”
I’m far too overwhelmed to answer and I simply nod and follow him down a dim hallway and up a few stairs until we reach a set of private elevators.
“Each one of our VIP rooms has a private elevator. This one is yours. When you reach the top, Mr. Aston will greet you. When the doors open, you can remove your mask. Upstairs it will only be the two of you.”
Gosh, this is all so theatrical. “Okay, thank you for the tour.”
“You’re more than welcome, Elektra. You’ve been extremely quiet, but I understand. Most people who come here for the first are dumbfounded by all of this. Don’t worry. Focus on soaking in every moment of pleasure when you get up there and forget about what you’ve seen so far.”
“Easier said than done.”
“Why not use it all to enhance whatever the man who’s waiting for you has in mind?” Angel Michael suggests with a complicit smile.
“That’s one way of seeing it.”
“It’s the only way, love. Now off you go,” he says before pressing the button to the elevator. “I have to dash back to the welcome counter. I’m expected to conduct another VIP tour in five minutes.”
The elevator doors close as I wave goodbye to the angel in a pinstripe suit with big white feathery wings. I ride three stories and the doors open. 
He’s been waiting.
Even with Nikolaj’s mask, I’d recognize his muscular physique and his signature bad-boy grin anywhere. He’s standing in front of me looking like a sex god holding a tumbler filled halfway with what I suspect is his favorite drink—cognac.
“Hello, love,” he greets as he extends a hand to help me step out of the elevator. The distinctive voice of the man I love immediately sends chills down my spine. “You can remove your mask now,” he says, getting rid of the disguise concealing his beautiful face.
“Hello, baby,” I respond as I remove my own mask.
I’ve never seen him looking so casual and I can’t take my eyes off of him. He’s wearing a pair of tight dark-washed jeans and a black shirt under a black leather jacket, and when I furtively look down at his feet, my eyes drop to the sexiest pair of rugged black motorcycle boots I’ve ever seen on a man.
His hard-on leaves nothing to the imagination. His jeans look like they’re about to erupt from the pressure of his bulge.
“You look amazing in this leather trenchcoat, Elektra. I can’t wait to see what you’re hiding underneath,” he says, kissing my lips. 
Elektra? So he’s playing this game all the way. “Mr. Aston, you don’t look so bad yourself,” I say, getting on my toes and leaning into him to make this kiss last as long as possible.
“How did you enjoy the tour?”
“It was enlightening,” I say, biting my lower lip to avoid smiling.
He takes a step back before turning his back on me. He takes a long stride towards a bar located on the left side of the room and I take advantage of this opportunity to scan the VIP room. 
Contrary to what I expected after my little tour with Angel Michael, there are no chains, harnesses, whips or any other BDSM paraphernalia. The room is bare other than an armchair located in front of a wall right next to a large window, the long bar and a few accent tables here and there.
I don’t get it. I thought this room would look more like the Dungeon. 
Soft music comes from the speakers for the first time. The club remake version of California Love. What a sexy song. 
He drops his drink on the wooden countertop and casually removes his jacket. He turns around and leans his sexy body against the bar. He takes me in from head to toe before locking his gaze onto mine.
“Is that all it was to you? Merely enlightening?”
I’m not sure what he wants me to say. I’ve never visited this type of establishment before nor have I ever watched people fuck. Okay, I’ve watched porn with guys I’ve seen in the past, but those are well-paid actors. The people I saw downstairs were real.
“What I meant to say is it was a lot to take in all at once.”
“I bet.”
“Have you been here before?”
“Would it make a difference?”
He’s looking at me with such lust in his eyes, but it’s as if he’s punishing me by standing so far away from me. Everything about his body language suggests I should remain exactly where I’m standing.
“Actually, yes, it would.” How many women has he taken here before me?
He folds his arms across his chest and closes his left fist under his chin. “Why don’t I ask you a few questions before I answer yours.” 
Oh, yeah, he’s in control of this entire evening—even when he chooses to answer my questions.
“First off, can I offer you a drink? I asked them to stock the bar with champagne because it’s one of your favorite drinks and let’s be honest, you don’t want to taste one of my martinis,” he says, smiling.
He’s so darn hot when he’s this controlling and I can’t help but smile back. “Champagne would be perfect.”
He circles the bar and grabs a big silver bucket filled with ice and four bottles of champagne and drops it on the countertop.
“Good Lord, you don’t expect me to drink all of these tonight?” I ask, alarmed.
“Oh, no, love, I want you very much aware tonight. I’d never dream of dulling your senses to the point where you can’t remember what I’ll do to your body,” he says with a dangerous stare.
Something about his answer makes my skin tingle with excitement. “What do you have in mind for me?”
“You’re dying to know, aren’t you?”
“You’ve kept me in the dark for days now…”
“I’m not quite finished with my questions,” he interrupts. “What do you want me to do to you?” He hands me a flute of champagne as he undresses me with his eyes.
“I haven’t seen you in days. I want you inside me as quickly as humanly possible,” I answer before downing my drink in one gulp.
“Easy, girl. Don’t drink so fast,” he says, grabbing the flute from my hand.
The bubbles hit me fast and immediately calm my nervousness. He’s totally in charge and he knows it. He’s only torturing me by making me wait longer before he fucks me.
“Take off the coat. I want to see how my shirt looks on you,” he says, taking a sip of his cognac.
I step away from him and slowly remove the leather trenchcoat and place it along with the mask on a table in the room.
“Where’s the vibrator?”
I shiver. Nikolaj is eating me up with his eyes like a famished predator. “I put it in my pocket.”
“Fetch it and bring it to me.”
I obey without asking questions and I turn around to fish for the little love toy hidden inside the right pocket of the coat.
“Good girl,” he says when I place the sex toy in the palm of his hand. “Now I want you to walk all the way to the table located near the armchair and I want you to drop the toy there and then I want you to come back here.”
I don’t know what game he’s playing, but each command is getting me wetter and wetter. I sashay my way to the table, soaking in the lyrics of Joe Cocker’s classic You Can Leave Your Hat On, pause and turn around to make sure his eyes are on me. Oh, yeah.
I drop the vibrator on the table and notice there’s a bottle of lube and condoms sitting and waiting. Hmmm, I thought we were past condoms and I’m way too wet to require additional lube.
I pretend to pick up something off the floor and I give him a quick peek of my aching pussy before striding back to him.
Damn, these heels are so high.
“Naughty girl,” he says, his gaze supercharged with desire. 
“What?” I ask innocently.
“Fuck, the way the light hits your body in my white shirt, I can see all of your curves. It’s as if the shirt is transparent.” 
My erect nipples are so hard, they are scratching the shirt, dying to feel his touch. 
“Do you like the shoes?”
“They’re sexy.”
“So what’s your kink, love? You can live out any experience you want tonight. What will it be?”
He’s studying me carefully, waiting for my reaction.
Do I tell him what I truly want or do I tell him what I think he wants to hear? “I’m not sure,” I answer, torn between the desire to please him and the fear of experiencing something way out there.
“What are you saying?” he asks, approaching me before grabbing my face in his hands. “After the tour, is there something you’ve seen you’d want to try tonight? I can give you anything you want, Elektra. You simply need to ask.”
I lose myself in the fire burning in his deep blue eyes. I hesitate a while before answering. “I want you. You’re my kink. You’re the one who turns me on like crazy. When I’m not with you, the mere thought of you makes me want to get undressed and touch myself.”
“Do you give in to that thought?” he interrupts.
“I can never resist. It’s like a force so strong the only salvation is to rub myself until I climax thinking of your hands, your lips and your dick. I can’t get enough of you. I’m totally wet right now just standing this close to you. I don’t need chains or ropes and I don’t need whips. I don’t want three men fucking me nor do I feel the need to gorge on a blonde’s pussy to get off. I want your cock inside me and your lips on mine,” I blurt out without taking a breath.
God. I hope I didn’t say the wrong thing.
He flashes a look I’ve never seen so far in his eyes before crushing my lips. “That’s a good answer, because I only want you as well.”
He does? I’m confused. “Why are we here then? I thought this was a place to share partners or to get chained and whipped in a dungeon?”
“Not necessarily. It can be anything we want. We’ve done it in an underground garage, in the closet of a hotel, in the hotel room in Spain and we’ve pretty much christened every wall in your house. Heck, we even did it in a public bathroom during a gala with your brother-in-law a few feet away. I’d hate to think we might be becoming predictable, so I reserved this room just for the two of us. I wanted to fuck you in a place where hedonistic pleasures are encouraged. There’s something taboo about this place. I believe it can only turn this night into something neither of us will ever forget.” 
I’m so relieved by his words, but I’m still a little nervous. “How many times have you been here before?” Please, God, make this his first time.
“This is my first time with you, love. I have a quite a few friends who’ve experienced a night of filthy sex in this very room. I couldn’t think of anyone else I’d want to experience this with,” he says, caressing my cheek. 
“All I want is you,” I whisper. “You could fuck me in stairways in the lobby of this club, in the elevators at the W Hotel or even in the middle of Heathrow Airport. I wouldn’t care. I’m not an addict, but you’re my cocaine, Nikolaj.” 
With a growl, he claims my mouth with a hard kiss as he unbuttons the first few buttons of the shirt I’m wearing. “Fuck,” he says before fisting the top of the shirt and ripping it open. The clinking of the little plastic buttons hitting the ground is the only noise you can hear until the next sexy song starts playing.
Right on cue, the most appropriate tune for the moment fills the room.
Wow. Randall Breneman’s Bad Sometimes. Nikolaj has thought of everything.
“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Nikolaj says in a rich deep voice, his eyes locked onto mine. “Look at your round tits.” He licks his lips before wrapping them around my breast and sucking my nipple until I whimper.
Oh, Jesus.
“So, baby, do you want to be bad tonight? Do you want me to fuck you like an angel or ravish you like a starved demon?”
“Fuck me any way you want. I’m totally yours.” Desire crashes through me like a hurricane as I hurry to get him out of his clothes. I want his warm naked body against mine.
“I’m going to drag you to the dark side tonight and show you what your body was made for, baby,” he says, driving his fingers deep inside my wetness. “Oh, is that for me? How long have you been dripping like this?”
“Since I slipped into the clothing you asked me to wear. Once I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I couldn’t help it. I stripped out of the coat, sank on the red sofa in the hotel room and touched myself until I came hard dreaming of sucking your cock.”
Slap. “Bad girl. You weren’t supposed to climax. You’ve robbed me of the pleasure.”
“I’m sorry, baby, but I couldn’t wait. I thought I was going to lose my mind.”
“Then it’s a good thing you’re still dripping,” he says, curling his finger inside me.
“Oh,” I moan.
“You’re not going to be able to walk tomorrow because I want to claim every part of you.”
I open my mouth to respond, but his fingers are doing dirty things to me and they are preventing me from thinking. He smiles when he sees I’m speechless. He yanks his hand out and pushes his wet fingers, dripping with my own juices, into my mouth.
“Lick, baby.”
I obey and lap his fingers eagerly between desperate moans. I need his cock so much I can barely stand it.
He grabs my head between his hands and kisses me passionately, forcefully as he pushes me near the armchair. He drops his hands to my hips and spins me around, bending me against the high back of the sole chair in the room.
“Bend over, baby, and spread them wide,” he says, squatting behind me.
I position my naked body and lean forward, holding on to each armrest for support as I yank my ass up in the air. I glance down and see him looking at my red high heels as he gently caresses my legs and ass. It doesn’t get hotter than this.
“Oh, your ass is a luscious man trap. Every time I see it, I only want to fuck your brains out,” he says, sliding a finger along my crack. “I wonder if it’s as sweet as your pussy.” He rubs over my asshole. “You’re not completely a part of me yet, love, and you know why?”
“No,” I exhale. Fuck, he’s going to make me lose it here. 
“Your asshole isn’t mine yet.”
I tense, letting out a choked breath. He can’t be serious. The man is nine inches long and his girth is insane. He’s going to rip me apart.
“You promised me all of you, baby. Do you remember?”
Gosh, did I?
“In my opinion your tight asshole should also be included.” His finger slides over me again and although I can’t see him, I can imagine the expression on his face. He has me trapped in a compromising position where my ass is ready for his cock, but letting him go there could mean I may not be able to walk for days.
“Have you ever let anyone else claim your ass before me?”
Shit. I’ve only done it a few times. I did it with Glenn, a music executive I was seeing, because I didn’t fear his small cock would rip me in half. Then there was Peter, a kinky doctor I was seeing briefly. His cock was as small as Glenn’s and his girth was quite slender, but we never actually went all the way. Since Peter turned out to be an early ejaculator when he fucked my pussy, we thought anal sex would help him last longer. After a few attempts, it was clear it was best to keep it at hand jobs and blowjobs to get him off. He was never able to have a hard-on long enough to penetrate my ass. Nikolaj is a different story.
Do I tell him the truth? “Well, only once, but he was very small—only five inches. He wasn’t as big as you are.”
“I’m crushed you’d allow another guy the pleasure of exploring your tight asshole, but you’d refuse me.” Nikolaj feigns being hurt. “A small guy could never allow you to experience the kind of pleasure I can offer you, baby. You do know that, don’t you?” He wiggles his finger gently, probing inside me while his other finger finds my aching clit.
“Oh, Lord,” I moan at the pressure of his fingers. My body is already trembling and he’s barely touched me.
“Are you quivering, baby?”
I nod nervously, confused by the duality shaking my core. On one side I want to give myself wholly to him and on the other I know firsthand how his huge cock pounds my pussy hard and leaves me sore the next day.
“We don’t have to rush anything. I want us to ease into it, baby,” he says before kissing my ass cheeks. The touch of his lips instantly calms my nerves. “Let’s take it nice and slow before we take it rough.”
“You promise to be gentle?” I ask in a feeble voice as I turn to look at him.
What I read in his eyes is disarming. It’s raw, dirty and very hungry. “I promise.”
He spreads my ass cheeks wide, exposing me further. Then I feel the warmth and wetness of his tongue against my tight asshole.
“Jesus,” I gasp, falling forwards, and tighten my grip on the armrests. It’s a good thing this chair is resting against the wall or he’d send me flying across the room with his tongue action. “Fuck, this is so good,” I whimper with pleasure.
“I can make it better,” he groans between licks as he strokes my clit.
“Christ,” I cry out, lifting my ass up and pushing myself further against his tongue. Nikolaj is stroking my clit, rubbing mercilessly over and over as his tongue toys with my backside. I toss my head back so hard it frees my pinned hair from captivity and my cascade of curls falls against the moistness of my skin. “Yes,” I hiss, shaking.
Damn, this man’s mouth is potent. His tongue is going to drive me to push this chair right through the wall. His tongue probes deeper into me and I don’t know how long I can withstand such intense pleasure without breaking apart. My whole body is overtaken with unbridled passion.
If this isn’t Nirvana, it’s pretty damn close. 
Nikolaj stops licking and eases the pressure against my clit.
“Oh, no. Don’t stop,” I beg.
Slap. Slap. Slap.
The sharpest of his spanks are tame compared to the void I feel from the absence of his tongue against me.
“I don’t want to make you come quite yet,” he declares, standing up. “You know what I want from you, baby. Tell me I can have every part of you,” he whispers in my ear.
I’m so turned on I’m unable to answer. I turn my head, slightly feeling his lips against my cheek.
“I want to fuck your ass, baby. Will you allow me to take you to the dark side?”
He’s so close to me, asking me questions I’m in no position to answer—not after what he’s just done to me with his tongue. 
“Trust me. You’re going to enjoy it as much as I will.”
I nod, ready for him to fill my asshole with his huge cock.
“Do you see the window over there?”
I nod again, looking to the right of the armchair I’m still gripping onto for dear life.
“I want you to stand right in front of it. We’re too high here for anyone to see us and there are no buildings across from us. I want you to come undone overlooking London.”
Oh. My. God.
He kisses my cheek before taking a step towards the small table where I dropped the vibrator earlier. He places the toy between his teeth before wrapping his erection and pouring an insane amount of lube in the palm of his hand.
What have I agreed to?
I place my hands against the window. I spread my legs open as I lift my ass high, knowing in the next few seconds I’ll experience what it feels like when a real man dominates your body fully.
“Holy fuck,” he says as he slowly enters me, stretching my backside with every inch. “Are you okay?” he grunts.
I nod my head violently, too consumed by the moment to bother answering.
“I can’t believe I’ve waited this long to claim your ass, baby. It should have been mine a long time ago.”
“Ohhhh,” I cry, surprised by how well his big cock fits inside my asshole.
“Baby, this is better than I ever imagined. Your ass is so sweet and so tight.”
“Ahhhh.” I clench the muscles of my pussy to heighten the sensation.
This is so kinky—anal sex in a public place. Only Nikolaj would think of something so perverted. “You like it dirty?” I ask.
“I only like it this dirty with you,” he says, entering deeper.
I close my eyes and tilt my head back, sliding down his cock, begging him to fuck me hard. Nikolaj pounds me with so much determination I fear the window will shatter under my fingers.
Suddenly I hear a buzz and before I open my eyes, he assaults my body in the sweetest way possible.
“Fuck,” I scream, pounding my fist against the window when he presses the vibrator against my throbbing clit. Did he turn it on with his teeth? “Yes. Yes. Yes,” I chant as the sex toy rubs relentlessly against my aching nub, sending me to orbit. “Oh, yeah, baby. Right there. Please don’t stop.” My own voice is unrecognizable to me. He’s taking my body to a place it’s never been before. This is the best sex of my life.
“Jesus, baby, I can’t hold it much longer, but I want you to come before me,” he says in a raspy voice, pounding me harder.
I can’t answer. I’m too far gone, already relishing the first wave of the core-shaking pleasure threatening to erupt inside me.
I can’t believe he’s going to make me come in front of a window overlooking a secluded area of London. 
I’m sweating so much my hands glide against the window as he pounds into my ass over and over again.
I’m coming. I’m fucking coming.
I’m sobbing now, gasping for air, desperately trying to hold on to the window as my hands slide down. My legs are trembling uncontrollably as my body prepares to surrender to him entirely.
“Baby, come for me,” he whispers in my ear.
He rams into me one more time hard and adds just enough pressure against the vibrator, forcing me to break apart screaming his name as I explode, allowing millions of magnificent little climatic ripples to send me to ecstasy and back. 
“Nik,” I yell, fully aware I’ve fallen into the dark side and there’s no coming back. “Shit. Shit. Shit,” I hiss, succumbing to the intoxicating warmth of the orgasm rushing through me. It’s so strong tears roll down my cheeks.
He can fuck my ass any time he wants if he’s going to make me come in this mind-blowing way each time.
He growls my name before he collapses against my exhausted body. My legs fold beneath his weight and he catches me just as my knees are about to hit the wooden floor.
I’ve never in my life come this hard.
“Oh, my sweet baby. I’ve worked you too hard,” he whispers in my hair as I sob.
He’s robbed me of everything—my thought, my words and my power—but I wouldn’t have it any other way. He’s taken every part of me. I fully belong to him—the man I love. 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Six
The night in London was surreal. I woke up the next morning wondering if it had been a dream, but the second I tried to drag my body out of bed, reality set in. I was sore beyond belief. Although my body ached far more than I ever expected, I wouldn’t have changed a thing. I’m unlikely to ever forget the passionate hours I shared with Nikolaj at the kinky underground club where he claimed all of me.
The rest of our trip in London was absolutely delightful. We spent a leisurely day in London strolling down the quaint streets, window-shopping and browsing through the aisles of a bookstore that still sold hardcover books of classic literature. We ended the day at Claridge’s enjoying a supremely elegant afternoon high tea. I’ll admit to having had my fair share of high teas in London, but I had never set foot in one of the most sought-after locations in the city. The setting was perfect for a relaxing time with a lover and the pianist-cellist duo whose harmonies blended so well with the chatter only added to the romantic mood. 
When I took one bite of my cucumber and organic chicken sandwich, it became clear as daylight why Claridge’s had succeeded in serving afternoon teas for over one hundred and fifty years. The attention to detail was like nothing I had seen so far. Their selections of tea were impressive and after much hesitation, I selected a classic and my all-time favorite—Orange Pekoe. The scones were out-of-this-world delicious and the perfectly formed pastries were the ideal way of ending such a spectacular meal.
The day was like a dream, but although I couldn’t think of anywhere else I would rather be than by Nikolaj’s side, it was still difficult for me to fully appreciate every moment because I was so nervous about meeting his parents. Since I hadn’t done this since I met my monster-in-law-to-be—I mean Luke’s mother—I’m out of practice as to the proper decorum when one meets one’s boyfriend’s family and it ate at me the better part of our last day in London. Not to mention the added pressure of a milestone birthday for Nikolaj’s dad and a twenty-fifth anniversary celebration for the von Henningsen vodka company. It’s all left me feeling overwhelmed.
I think Nikolaj must have sensed my nervousness because he spent the better part of the day prepping me for the family meeting by sharing funny stories of his childhood and reassuring me of how much his parents and his sisters were looking forward to meeting me.
At seven o’clock in the evening, we made our way to the airport to board Nikolaj’s private jet to Copenhagen.
I thought we’d end up rushing to his home once we landed, but during the flight he revealed we were spending the first part of our trip at his parents’ family home. Nikolaj’s mom was so taken aback by the fact that her youngest was finally bringing a girlfriend to meet the family, she insisted on us staying with her and Nik’s dad instead of seeking refuge at Nik’s own Copenhagen home. Nikolaj nearly had me in stitches laughing at his mom’s reaction. He also confessed all three of his sisters were dead certain he was bluffing about me until the day of our arrival.
After getting acquainted with my boyfriend’s family for a few days, I quickly realized I had spent all this time worrying for no good reason. To my delight, I get along famously well with most of Nikolaj’s family. How can I not? They’re so warm and inviting they made me feel right at home from the second they welcomed me into their family. 
I say most because even after a few days on Danish soil, I can’t seem to warm up to Nik’s oldest brother. It’s not for lack of trying, but I’m still not certain how anyone in this world can handle Jakob. The man is a first-class menace and his animosity towards the love of my life has me spitting bile.
During our first few days in Copenhagen, we met Nikolaj’s best friend Martin. I was very excited to finally meet the man who had pushed Nikolaj to come claim me in Barcelona. It was like meeting a long-lost friend. Martin invited us both to his home for dinner on our second day in town. Martin is a riot. Since he’s nearly as clueless as Nikolaj in the kitchen, he enlisted the help of his girlfriend Eloise to impress us. The poor woman prepared a five-star meal before leaving for a business trip to London a few days ago. She placed her epicurean feast in the freezer and Martin proudly displayed our scrumptious meal on the table after reheating it. The rascal tried to pass the meal off as his own, but Nikolaj saw right through him and pressured him to confess.  
The last few days have been a reflection of my unpredictable relationship with my sexy dirty-talking blue-eyed hunk—fast and furious. 
Things were unfolding smoothly and so far, I’ve had a wonderful time mingling with the von Henningsen clan and discovering Copenhagen’s hidden charms. Unfortunately, the wind turned earlier today. After much anticipation, a large group of friends and family members have gathered at the paternal home to celebrate Nikolaj’s dad’s milestone birthday. It was all laughter, hugs, champagne and caviar until Jakob arrived with a shy-looking blonde hanging from his arm. From the way Nikolaj tensed when he met his brother’s eyes, I knew things were going to get nasty. I just never anticipated things could go downhill so fast.
 
* * *
 
“Stop it. Your mother is going to think we went to France to grab the bottles of wine she asked you to bring up to the party.”
“Oh, come on, one more kiss. You can’t deny a starved man.”
“Nikolaj, you’ve been eating like a king.” I smile.
“Yeah, but since I agreed we’d stay with my parents for a few days to allow them to get to know you better, I haven’t been able to fuck you,” he says with his signature smile and I’m instantly wet.
“One more kiss and I’m cutting you off,” I concede, unable to say no to him.
 “Oh, baby, I can never get enough of your tits.” Nikolaj has his hands deeply lodged between my boobs and he’s squeezing them to the point where I’m seriously considering begging him to take me before we go back upstairs. He’s unbuttoned my black silk shirt to my waist, exposing my lacy black bra, and we’re making out like teenagers in the wine cellar of his parents’ home.
A voice to the side startles us.
“Brother, how long do you expect the guests to wait? Why don’t you take your little girl upstairs to a room? The two of you might be more comfortable.”
Nikolaj’s brother Jakob has entered the room and Nikolaj immediately steps in front of me to hide my partially naked body.
Shit, this is not a good start to meeting his family. I told him to behave.
Most of Nikolaj’s family has been a dream, but his older brother is an asshole. The man is what I call a soul-crusher. He takes pleasure in seeing other people suffer and he likes being the one administering the punishment.
“I’ve got to hand it to you, little brother, you scored big time with your new American beauty. She’s hot and I do understand why it’s so hard to keep your hands off of her. I don’t know what she sees in you… but I guess to each his or her own.”
Although I’ve buttoned up my shirt, I’m still hiding behind Nikolaj to avoid any eye contact with his creep of a brother.
“Jakob, don’t go there. It’s best for your sake to change your tone when talking about Ciara.”
“What are you going to do? Throw your billions around and find someone to scare me or force me to shut up?” Jakob spits those words out with such disdain, I can only imagine his expression.
“You can’t get over the fact I’m far more successful than you’ll ever be and I built my fortune from the ground up. I didn’t leech off Dad’s hard work.”
“No need to get hasty. It’s not as if I’m after your lovely little Ciara.”
“Of course not. You’d prefer to go after the women I’ve dated in the past. Inviting Marna as your date is classic, Jakob.”
Oh, God, this is about to get ugly.
When he speaks her name, Nikolaj grabs my hands to comfort me, knowing it’s a touchy subject.
“It’s been eating at you since lunchtime, hasn’t it? It pisses you off she might have discovered I’m the bigger and better man.”
“I only saw her for a couple of weeks. If you want to fuck her, be my guest.”
I’ve known Nikolaj long enough to sense he’s raging inside at what his brother’s pulled.
“Marna happened to be single when I bumped into her and we hit it off. What’s it to you since you’re into this American siren hiding behind you?”
Idiot. His words piss me off so much I take a step to the right to face this man who spews venom every time he opens his mouth. 
“I’m not hiding, Jakob,” I lie.
“Oh, really? You could have fooled me.”
“I don’t know what dirty little game you’re playing, but I’m going to figure it out, Jakob,” Nikolaj says. 
“Why are you so worked up, Nikolaj? Were you planning on fucking both women at the same time? Then again, you do have the reputation of a playboy and you’ve never been good at anything long-term. I guess your new girlfriend must be real good for you to react this way,” Jakob says, grabbing his crotch.
Fucking piece of shit.
Nikolaj lowers his jaw to his chest and looks up at Jakob like a bull ready to charge. He grabs my hand before speaking to his brother.
“Dear brother, perhaps fuck off might be too kind,” he hisses between clenched teeth. “You can disrespect Marna as much as you want since she chose to be with you, but the next time you speak about my girlfriend with such disregard, you’ll lose your teeth. Come on, Ciara. Let’s get out of here. Obviously my brother has decided to don his usual asshole suit.”
He drags me to the door leading upstairs and only stops to grab the case of wine his mother asked him to bring to the party. When we get back to the kitchen, he drops off the case with the servers and drags me to the foyer.
“Put on your coat and let’s go for a walk,” he commands without looking at me.
“Honey, it’s cold outside and I’m wearing stockings and heels.”
“Oh, shit. I’m sorry, baby.” It’s as if he’s finally snapped out of his foul mood. “Let’s go inside my father’s office. I want to talk to you about this latest heated discussion you’ve just witnessed.”
“Nikolaj, you’ve already explained who Marna is. I’m fine. I’m fully aware you had a life before me.”
“No, it’s not enough, Ciara. You deserve to understand the dynamic between my brother and I. Come on. It will only be a few minutes, but it will help me deal with things.”
The day had started very early. Mrs. Nicoline Silje von Henningsen had planned a birthday bash to end all birthday bashes for her loving husband Jonas. Nikolaj and I had arrived three days before and it was enough time to allow me to become fast friends with Nicoline. Thankfully, we’ve immediately clicked and I can’t believe how well I get along with Nikolaj’s three sisters—Clara, Katrine, Emma. 
I’m grateful Nikolaj warned his mom, sisters and father about my tabloid scandal in order to avoid any drama.
I spent the morning helping the family get the house ready for the festivities. Everything seemed to be going smashingly until Jakob arrived an hour after most guests had arrived, accompanied by a short, stocky blonde woman. When Nikolaj’s big brother waltzed in, we were having a lovely time talking and laughing with Martin, his best friend, but the second Nikolaj caught a glimpse of the couple arriving, his expression immediately changed and his blue gaze turned dark grey as his body tensed at the sight of the mysterious woman. If only looks could kill, we’d be standing at Jakob’s funeral right now. It was only after Nikolaj had greeted all the guests and made sure everyone was enjoying themselves that he revealed the identity of the woman glued to his brother’s side.
“As I shared earlier with you, Marna and I saw each other for only a few weeks right before I made the decision to move to Toronto to focus on the North American market. Her full name is Marna Bylund and she’s Swedish. She’s been living here for about five years now. She wasn’t my type,” Nikolaj blurts out.
“I’m okay, honey,” I say, caressing his cheek in an attempt to calm down his flaring temper over the matter of his ex. “You don’t have to go into all these details.”
“Ciara, you need to know this. Please. I love you and I don’t want to keep anything from you.”
“I love you, Nikolaj. I feel very secure with what we have, but I’m willing to listen.”
He looks so aggravated it’s hard not to see how much this is troubling him. “Marna was one of the directors at the PR company Jakob used to use to handle our events. My brother tried his best to catch her attention, but it took me much less effort to convince her to go out for a drink. Jakob hated my guts for sweeping the blonde from right under his nose.”
“We all have a past. As you know, the men in my life have been colliding lately and it hasn’t always been pretty.”
“Point taken, but Marna is a handful.”
“How so?” 
“Once I discovered more of her personality, I wanted to run away from her. I hate helpless women who think I’m a bank machine. She was so needy, I couldn’t stand it.”
My God, this story is upsetting him more than it is me.
“Jakob has the nasty habit of trying to one-up me. It’s so tacky to introduce her at my father’s birthday party. As if he couldn’t have done it before. He’s such a drama king. Not to mention, he loves coming into a desperate woman’s life and pretending he’s a knight on a crusade to save her. I can see why the two of them would get along so well.”
“Nikolaj, you have to calm down. There’s nothing you can do now. He seems to enjoy her company and she looks at him as if he’s a god.”
“I want you to understand I only saw her for a few weeks.”
“I understand, honey.”
“I don’t like putting you in this situation, baby.”
“There is no situation. I’ve merely said hello to her. She’s keeping her distance and I’d rather sweep the pavement with my tongue than engage in a conversation with your brother—it’s all good.”
“Jakob is a weasel. There’s more to why this woman is here, but I can’t put my finger on it. He’s playing it smooth, but he’s notorious for creating a diversion over here while he strikes over there.” Nikolaj’s gestures only enhance how pissed off he is. Marna hasn’t bothered me at all. She’s a short woman who is quiet and reserved and she seems to take her cues from Jakob. I’m not sure if it’s because she’s in love or he’s such a great lover, but she seems totally taken by him and she has a glow about her I can’t explain. “She looks so different.”
“In what sense?”
“I’m not sure how to word it without sounding gauche, but she looks like she’s put on a lot of weight. My brother is a superficial bastard who has only dated models, starlets and any beautiful woman as long as she was thin and willing to be impressed by his father’s fortune. My father nearly knocked him out after my sister gave birth to her second child. Jakob kept asking Katrine when she’d get back to her pre-baby weight and his constant pestering got her terribly upset.”
“Your brother is a monster.”
“More like an idiot. Seeing Marna reminded me of my sister.”
“Maybe she’s taking medication and it’s causing her to swell up,” I add in an attempt to make sense of things.
“It’s a possibility, I guess.” He frowns, trying to solve an impossible puzzle. 
“Come on, your parents are going to think we ditched the party to have sex. Let’s go back,” I say, hugging him.
“Are you sure this is not upsetting you?”
“It’s not. She hasn’t spoken to me and she’s not made any moves on you. Trust me, I see her anywhere near you and the New Yorker in me is coming out all over her,” I say with a menacing look. 
“You win. Let’s go back to the party.” He laughs aloud.
Surprisingly, when we join the party, Nikolaj’s sister Emma joyfully announces Jakob has disappeared with his girlfriend in tow. It seems Marna was feeling slightly ill and needed to leave. I can’t say I’m disappointed.
Thank God for small favors. Not having an arrogant prick around will allow me to enjoy the rest of the party and get closer to Nikolaj’s family. 
I think Martin must have sensed something is up because the second Emma walks away, he comes over to find out why his best friend looks so pissed off. Once Nikolaj shares the unpleasant interaction, Martin simply smiles.
“Don’t you see what your big brother is doing? He’s trying to upset you on an important day for you—you’re presenting your girlfriend to your family and friends. You’ve never brought a woman to meet your family. Obviously, Ciara is very important to you and a blind man can see how you look at her. It’s not as if Jakob can find a woman of your girlfriend’s caliber, so he digs up Marna knowing it will cause a fight. I can’t believe you walked right into his trap, Nikolaj.”
Once Martin is done calming the gorgeous man standing by my side, he turns his attention to me and grabs both my hands in his. He frowns and looks at me with so much seriousness, I’m apprehensive about what he’s about to share.
“You’re so exquisite you’ve turned my best friend into a monogamous fool and you’ve fueled a long-time rivalry between two brothers who already despise each other. Nikolaj has been right about you all along, Ciara.”
“Oh,” I manage, taken aback by his words.
“You were worth travelling across the planet for,” he adds with a wicked smile. “I’ve never seen this one over there,” he says, pointing at Nikolaj with his chin, “so taken by anyone—or so protective. Bravo, my dear!”
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Seven
We’re both getting ready for Nikolaj’s father’s big company function in his Copenhagen abode. After spending five days at his parents’ massive home, we retreated to Nikolaj’s place because neither of us could go on much longer without ravishing each other. 
When I walked into Nikolaj’s home, I immediately had flashbacks of the place he rented in Toronto. His Danish home is as sleek, modern and stylish as the one I visited during the first weekend I met him. The only difference is his four-story waterfront house is a renovated elongated home located in Christianshavn. This compact district across the water from downtown Copenhagen is one of the city’s most charming and exclusive neighborhoods. Although I had an incredible time at his parents’ mansion, I must admit I’m so happy we’ve found refuge here and we can finally give in to our burning passion for each other without risking any faux pas.  
Nikolaj had tried his best to corrupt me by begging me to allow him to fuck me at his parents’ place, but we’re both so loud, I knew it was no way of making a good impression. Nikolaj used me as a way out by claiming I had forgotten my dress and shoes for the party at his house and it was easiest for us to stay there instead of making a trip back to the parental home. 
“You realize men will lose their minds when they lay eyes on you?”
“Thank you for the compliment. It means a lot to me because I’ve been a bit nervous about tonight.”
“Why would you be nervous, love?”
“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe because it’s a big deal for your family’s business and there will be hundreds of people wondering about the woman hanging from the owner’s youngest son’s arm.”
“You always look delicious, baby.” 
I think I must have tried everything in my wardrobe before selecting this showstopper of a dress. I wanted to look great tonight because it’s an important night for him. “Thanks, but I want to make the right impression.”
“Honey, you could be wearing an orange plastic bag and you’d look breathtaking, but this dress is off the charts. The way it hugs your curves and showcases your breasts… wow,” he says, tracing my body with his fingers. “Had I known, I would have hired a bodyguard to stand by your side. I have a feeling I’m going to have to beat men down with a stick.”
“Wow, you like this dress a lot.”
“I like you in the dress.”
Given his reaction, I’m pretty proud of myself for having listened to my instincts on this one. Harley was pushing me to go with something very flashy and way too form-fitting, but I went for elegant and spectacular. This dress makes me feel like a belle on her way to a ball. Everything about it screams amazing—the original smoky bronze color, the embroidered sequins that cover the breasts and cascade down the front of the dress, and the deep inviting V-neck. I’ve paired the magnificent gown with four-inch-high gold strappy sandals, simple drop diamond earrings and, of course, the dazzling diamond bracelet Nikolaj gave me last month when he asked me to be his girlfriend.
“I have an outrageous request,” he says, tracing my face with his finger. “There’s something I want you to do for me, love.” 
“What?” I ask.
“Don’t wear any panties tonight,” he begs.
“Are you mad?”
“What? You did it in Barcelona.” There’s glee in his eyes.
“Yes, but this is very different.”
“How so?”
“I didn’t have to impress your family and there was no danger of your family walking in on us. If I walk around panty-less we’ll end up in a closet fucking each other’s brains out. We so can’t go there.”
“Okay, I promise to behave. I won’t do anything inappropriate, but please remove the panties. It will be our dirty little secret,” he suggests with hungry eyes.
I hold his gaze. Can I can trust him to behave like a gentleman or will he pounce on me at the first occasion?
“Okay, you win,” I say, narrowing my eyes and shaking my finger. “But you have to promise not to try anything.”
“Promise,” he says, slapping my ass. “Come on, remove them. I’m watching.” He takes a step back before crossing his arms nonchalantly over his chest and pretending to whistle. 
I bend over and grab hold of my evening dress and slowly drag it up my body. I’m about to pull down my panties when he stops me.
“Allow me,” he says as he strides towards me. “You look more beautiful tonight than I’ve ever seen you, Ciara,” he says, kissing my legs.
“Nikolaj, please don’t start. I have to look presentable when I walk through the doors of the party tonight,” I plead. “If you fuck me now, I’ll look like a hot mess.” I smile. I’m as turned on as he is and I’m in desperate need of his cock, but not at the risk of me looking like a woman who’s just been fucked.
“I’m not doing anything wrong. I’m merely kissing your thighs,” he says, yanking down my matching bronze lace panties.
“Ah.” My juices slide down my legs as he pushes my panties to the floor.
“Step out,” he commands and I balance myself on his shoulder in order not to lose my footing in these high heels.
He’s inches away from my hungry pussy and he’s blowing warm kisses. Bastard, he’s torturing me. “You’re not playing fair.”
“I wouldn’t dream of putting you in a compromising position, but when we get back to my place, you’re going to get it since we haven’t been able to do much in the past five days,” he says, sliding a finger into my wetness.
“Shit.”
“If I take you now, we’ll be late, but when we come back to my home, I’ll have all night and all morning to fuck you like a beast,” he says, licking his finger, which is dripping with my juices.
“Ah,” I gasp.
He lets my dress slide down my legs before getting back on his feet and kissing both my cheeks with such tenderness you’d never think he was talking about pounding me like a savage a few seconds ago. “I have something for you before we leave.”
“Nikolaj, seriously?”
“It’s a little gift. I hope it goes with what you’re wearing,” he says before running to his closet and back.
He treats me like I’m a princess and fucks me like I’m a queen, what more can a girl ask for?      
“And of course I’m serious,” he adds. “When it comes to you, I’m always as serious as a hard-on.” We both laugh.
He’s standing here looking like a model gracing the cover of GQ magazine. I’ve seen him in the most outrageously well-cut suits, but looking at him in his elegant tux is making me hyperventilate. His hands are hidden behind his back and his blue eyes sparkle like he’s a kid misbehaving.
Damn, I can’t believe this man is mine.
“I should preface this by saying all this is your fault.”
“What? You’re blaming me for buying me a gift?”
“Indeed I am. Had you not worn the bracelet I gave you to Walter’s event in New York a few weeks ago, I wouldn’t have been forced to go out and buy you something new you’d be wearing tonight for the first time,” he says playfully.
“You’re a clever one, aren’t you?”
“I couldn’t have my girlfriend walk into a room filled with five hundred VIP guests wearing a used piece of jewelry.”
“Used?” I say, hitting his chest with my closed fist.
“Yes—used, already worn, no longer new. As I was saying before you assaulted me, I had to go out and get you something new. While you were working hard in Toronto, I was in Paris shopping and I got you a little something you’ll remember me by.”
“Nikolaj, you never do anything small and let’s be honest, you can’t spell the word little,” I mock.
“You’re right. And when it comes to you, my motto is go big or go home.” He grins. “You know the drill. Turn around and close your eyes.”
“If I must.” I exhale, feigning exasperation.
The weight of the necklace Nikolaj places around my neck takes me by surprise. I have no idea what he’s gotten me, but if this piece of jewelry is as beautiful as it is heavy, I think I’m going to pass out. 
“You can open your eyes now. Go look at yourself in the mirror.”
I turn around to face him as I caress the large teardrop-shaped stone sitting between my breasts.
“You’re out of your mind.” I’m still holding on to the stone.
“You haven’t even seen it yet. Come on, go look at yourself, then you can reprimand me,” he says with a sweeping gesture. 
I run to the mirror hanging inside his walk-in closet and I immediately take a step back and gasp. “Are you crazy?” I yell out. “Nikolaj von Henningsen, this is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my life.” I run back into the room.
“I gather you like it?” he asks with a cocky smile.
“Like? It’s exquisite. I’ve never owned anything this opulent.”
I can’t believe my reflection in the mirror. Nikolaj has surpassed himself. I mean, the constellation of diamonds circling my wrist is more than I can handle, but this emerald necklace hanging from a cascade of little specks of diamonds is jaw-dropping. The cabochon emerald stone is so large and the brilliant diamonds sparkle so much I need shades.
This ‘little gift,’ as he calls it, must cost as much as my brownstone and my Benz combined.
“Thank you so much. You’re incredible for doing this,” I say, jumping into his arms.
“I love seeing you like this. The necklace looks magnificent on you.” He hugs me tight.
“You master the art of catching a girl off guard. I didn’t expect anything close to this stunner.” The man is crazy and I love the way he showers me with gifts.
“Oh, I forgot to give you the box. One second, I’m going to grab it.”
Why would I need the box?
“I thought you might want to keep the necklace in a safe place once you remove it,” he says, handing me a square red box engraved in gold with seven heart-stopping letters. 
Cartier.
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Chapter Eight
The gala is like a procession of who’s who of Copenhagen, all mingling under one roof in one of the most luxurious hotels in the city. Manhattan galas usually turn out to be some of the most impressive fashion shows. I mean the couture is usually jaw-dropping, but honestly Danish women have nothing to envy New Yorkers for, because all of these ladies in this ballroom are clad in the latest expensive European designers—you can practically see the money. Nikolaj wasn’t joking when he said I shouldn’t expect his dad’s company’s event to be fun. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not bored because I’m with the man I love, but these Danish people don’t party like us Americans. Even with the open bar, most people seem demure and surprisingly sober.
“There are so many people here tonight,” I shout to Nikolaj over the music.
“My father has been planning this night for over a year. It’s a big deal for our entire family,” he says, looking lovingly into my eyes. “It’s a big night for me as well because I get to let the world know you’re mine.” He brings my hand to his lips and drops a tender kiss on it.
Oh. My. God.
 “I’m so lucky I get to prance around the room hanging from the arm of the sexiest man I know.”
“I love the way you think.” He grins. “Come on, let’s go get another drink. I need it and I also see Martin over at the bar with his girlfriend, Eloise. We need some diversion because this party is a little too stiff for me.”
As we make our way to the back of the room, clients and vendors shake our hands with so much admiration you’d think we were members of the royal family. It’s clear the von Henningsens hold an important place in the society because this entire evening is a celebration of their successful vodka business and I swear all of Copenhagen is present.
“Martin, glad you could make it.” Nikolaj walks towards his best friend with arms wide open, ready to embrace him in a man hug.
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’m sorry we’re a bit late, but Eloise’s flight was delayed and she needed a few minutes to look this drop-dead sexy.”
“Eloise, when have I seen you not look gorgeous?” Nikolaj turns his attention to the beautiful redhead clad in a superb deep green gown. She looks regal. “I don’t think you’ve meet my stunning American girlfriend, Ciara?”
“Oh, Nikolaj, you’re going to make me blush,” I say, sliding my arms around his.
“It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Ciara. Both Martin and Nik keep going on about you and I’m glad to see you’re not a fantasy.” She winks.
We all laugh.
“Eloise, likewise. It’s a real pleasure to meet you too. I love the color of your dress.”
“Thank you, but your gown is a real show-stopper and I can’t take my eyes off your dazzling necklace.”
I’m still so much in shock about my over-the-top gift I bring my hand up and caress the teardrop emerald stone and lower my gaze.
“Thanks, Eloise. Nikolaj spoils me rotten. He has incredible taste and I can’t tell you how much I love this necklace,” I say, blushing.
“Martin and Eloise, don’t be fooled by this one. Her beauty begs for these kinds of little touches. What can I say, I’m a sucker for her and I try to complement her charm and grace with my small tokens of affection.”
“Nik, you call what’s dangling around your girlfriend’s neck a small token? Please. Soon I’ll also have to fly to Paris to shop at those snooty boutiques with those uptight French salespeople who barely speak a word of English to find tokens for my Eloise.”
“Martin, don’t make Nikolaj feel guilty. You know my thing isn’t jewelry. I get a kick out of buying or receiving outrageously priced pieces of art. Don’t listen to him, Ciara. You look exquisite in your dress and your boyfriend does indeed have impeccable taste,” she says, winking at me.
“Look, Martin, our dates are hitting it off beautifully. We could almost leave them here and go play a round of golf.”
“Speak for yourself. You wouldn’t be able to pay me to stay away from Ciara if she were my date and Eloise looks way too good for me to let her out of my sight.” Martin grabs his girlfriend by the waist and dips her with a dramatic kiss, like you’d see in the old Hollywood movies my grandparents used to watch. The small crowd around us claps and cheers.
“Martin, you can remove the lad from Ireland, but you can’t remove the Irishman from the lad.”
“What can I say, you Danish people are way too reserved for me. Now I want you to kiss your girlfriend like you mean it.” Martin is teasing Nikolaj and for a brief second I see a flash of hesitation in Nikolaj’s eyes before he rebuffs his best friend’s suggestion.
Nikolaj has already warned me he’ll tone it way down tonight in order to avoid raising eyebrows, since Danish people aren’t very demonstrative and frown upon public signs of affection.
“I like to keep the passion behind closed doors.”
“Right, buddy. Ciara, Eloise, what will you ladies drink?”
“Champagne,” we both answer in unison before breaking out in laughter.
“Von Henningsen, we’re going to have to make a lot more money in the coming year. Our girlfriends have extremely expensive tastes. Do you know how much Eloise’s dress cost?” Martin mocks.
“What did you expect, Mart? We’re dating women of quality who have refined taste… unlike my brother over there.”
Martin, Eloise and I turn on cue as Jakob glides across the room with his blonde Swedish girlfriend in tow. She’s wearing a loud ill-fitted crimson dress. I’m sure the design must have cost a lot, but it cuts her in the wrong places given how much cleavage she’s been gifted with and the fabric is so sheer we can see the outline of her body shapewear. Her hair is pulled back too tightly—it looks like she’s had a facelift. She’s a pretty woman, but she doesn’t know how to use what God gave her.
Pity, she could have done so much better.
“The two of you are still not talking?”
“Martin, what would I have to say to my idiot of a brother?”
“Good point. Come on, enough about your oldest sibling. Eloise and Ciara, as the three foreigners in the room, let’s show these people how to have fun. Let’s head to the bar, grab a couple of bottles of champagne and find a spot in this room where we can laugh our heads off.”
Thank God Martin has showed up and Eloise has turned out to be such a lovely woman. I’m so grateful the two of us get along like long-lost friends even though this is our first time meeting. Eloise was still working in London back when Nikolaj’s dad celebrated his milestone birthday and Martin ended up coming solo, but he’d spent half that night telling me how much his girlfriend and I would get along. I guess he was right.
The evening might be uneventful were it not for the endless supply of champagne, the staff bending backwards to ensure the owner’s son and his friends are enjoying themselves, and the fact the four of us are having way too much fun. We’re causing quite the commotion among a demure and quiet crowd. Eloise and I excuse ourselves after the third bottle and head to the bathroom, trying our best not to look as tipsy as we both are. We’re giggling and laughing in our individual stalls, completely unaware of the other women surrounding us. When I open the door to walk to the sink to wash my hands, Marna is fighting with her dress.
“Is everything okay?” I ask with feigned interest.
“Oh, gosh, I hate this stupid body shapewear. They say it slims you down, but it itches like crazy… not that you’d know what I mean, you have the figure of a model.”
“Oh. Thank you,” I reply awkwardly. “Why don’t I help?” I say, dropping my clutch on the counter to come to her rescue.
I didn’t expect a compliment from this woman. I’m pretty sure she must be aware I know who she is. I try to avoid her gaze in the mirror as I tug and pull at her tight shapewear and I’m so thankful when a voice fills the room.
“Honey, it depends on the brand. My sister had twins last summer and she must have bought six different brands until she found the right one.” Eloise bursts out of her stall with some womanly advice.
“Oh, I wasn’t aware. I ran out yesterday to buy this dress and when I tried it on, it was clear my post-baby body needed help—Jakob wanted vampy. I would have preferred comfortable.”
Did she say post-baby? Both Eloise and I look at each other in shock and it’s clear from our expressions this is news to both of us.
“Jakob insisted I wear this tight dress and I begged him to reconsider because I don’t look anything like I did before the baby.”
“Jakob and you have a child together?” Eloise has far more courage than I do and asks the question burning my tongue.
“Well, it’s complicated, but let’s say Jakob has been a pillar of support for me. I’m alone here. My family is in Sweden, but Jakob has taken good care of me and the baby.”
I finally manage to fix her dress so the body shapewear doesn’t look so obvious and I take a step back.
“It’s quite kind of Jakob to be so attentive,” I say, carefully choosing my words.
“So many people think he’s awful and arrogant, but he’s been a kind and generous man towards me and…”
Eloise and I lean in to hear what Marna is about to say.
“In any case, let’s leave it at it’s complicated. I’ve taken up too much of your time. The four of you are the only ones having fun and I’m sure your dates are waiting for you.” Although Marna is speaking to both of us, her eyes are locked into mine in the mirror facing us. “I believe your name is Ciara?”
“It is.” I nod uncomfortably.
“You must be quite special. Hmph. Nikolaj is not a one-woman man… well, he never used to be.” 
Something about her comment doesn’t sit right with me. 
“I guess a leopard can change his spots after all,” she adds, contorting her face, as if she’s utterly disgusted by Nikolaj’s choice in women.
Seriously? She’s going to play me like this?
Her lips curl up in a half smile but I read in her eyes something I’ve not seen in the short time I’ve known her—contempt. Up to now she’s looked unaffected by me, but obviously it was all an act.
Bitch. Don’t even go there with me. I’m ready to fire a stinger of a retort, but Eloise steps in front of me, preventing me from unleashing my fury all over little Marna.
“You know, Marna, all men are players until they meet the right one. Obviously Nik was waiting to meet Ciara before he decided to stop chasing skirts. Perhaps you’re better off with Jakob. Well, we have to go now, enjoy the rest of your evening.” Eloise grabs my arm and drags me out of the bathroom before I have a chance to answer. I follow her quick footsteps and we walk as far away as possible before facing each other.
“I was going to put her in her place,” I say, slightly annoyed she robbed me of the chance to cut through Marna.
“Nonsense, darling. You would have given her ammunition. I don’t know what happened between her and Nikolaj but she gives off the impression of being passive around Jakob. I saw a vicious expression flash in her eyes that betrays her innocent and helpless act. Like Martin and your boyfriend, I don’t trust Jakob one bit and I sure as hell don’t trust his girlfriend.”
“I didn’t realize she had a child. From my understanding, no one has brought this up so far. I’ve been hanging out with Nikolaj’s sisters and considering how little love there is between them and Jakob, I’m surprised no one has mentioned this before.” 
“I don’t think anyone knows. I’m surprised the eldest von Henningsen would have kept this kind of news a secret. He’s such an arrogant pig. I’m sure he would have used this baby to get more favors from his adoring mother. Something is brewing and it smells fishy.”
Yeah, something doesn’t compute. “Hmmm…”
“Hmmm what?”
“Unless he’s not the father. You heard how many times she used the word ‘complicated’,” I say, rewinding the conversation in my head.
“Let’s go back to the table and see if Nik is aware he’s an uncle and if he chose not to share the big news with us. I’m sure there’s an interesting story hiding under the surface waiting to emerge.”
Yeah, and it smells like trouble.
When we join our boyfriends, they both get up like gentlemen to allow us back to our seats. “Ladies, we were starting to wonder if you hadn’t run away with a few younger men, given the fact both Nik and I are older than the two of you.” Martin is grinning at us, proud of his little joke, but Eloise and I are way too riled up to give into his suggestive comment.
“Not now, Martin,” Eloise cuts in. “Ciara and I bumped into Marna in the ladies’ room and she had something very interesting to share.”
Both Eloise and I do our best to share our findings while looking as relaxed as possible, pretending we’re telling a fun tale, since both Jakob and Marna keep sending daggers our way with their eyes.
“What the fuck? Your brother is way too caught up in himself to take care of a woman and another man’s child.”
“What? Marna? Jakob? No way.” Nikolaj is obviously taken back by the news and shaking his head in disbelief. “The rascal is up to something. I agree with Martin, he’s way too self-absorbed to take care of another man’s child. He must be getting a huge payoff from this. I’m not sure what it is yet, but I’ll confront him first thing in the morning when I connect with him at nine o’clock for another stupid meeting. Damn, it’s going to cost me an arm and a leg in legal fees,” he spits out. “Ciara, I’m so sorry you had to discover Marna’s many personalities.” He reaches out and wraps his arms around my shoulders to comfort me. 
“Don’t worry. Eloise’s Irish feistiness prevented me from getting all ugly on her.”
“I didn’t want to give any leverage to Jakob because he’s an unscrupulous bastard and since we’re still unsure what his true motives are, it’s best to play it cool.”
We all nod in agreement.
“I don’t know about you, but Marna’s big reveal was a bit of a party pooper. I think Eloise and I are going to head home. I’m sure you may want to talk to your family about this.”
“No. I think Ciara and I are going to follow in your footsteps and leave. It’s already getting quite late and before I speak to my parents, I want to dig a bit more and find out what my brother has up his sleeve.” 
Martin stands up and stares down at his best friend, concerned. “Nik, I’ve been telling you for weeks now Jakob is up to something. He has you stuck here forced to prove you should remain a part of the family business and out of the blue he starts dating a woman you had a brief affair with. I’m terribly sorry, Ciara, to have to bring this up.”
“No, Martin, I understand. I’ve tried my best to warm up to him, but everything about Jakob makes my skin crawl.”
“Welcome to the club. Nik, this last little bombshell suggests whatever your brother is planning, it’s big. Don’t let him blindside you.”
“Thanks, Martin. I won’t. I agree with all of you. I have to tread carefully here. Obviously, my brother has been masterminding something. It’s a matter of figuring it out before he hurts too many people.”
 
 
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Nine
“I have to go, my love.”
The minute his lips touch my forehead I wake up. “Huh? Good morning, baby.” Why is he fully dressed? “Where are you going?”
“The car is waiting for me downstairs. I’m heading to the office.”
“What time is it?” I ask, yawning and stretching my body in his bed.
“It’s ten to six.”
“Oh my God, it’s insanely early. Did you even sleep?”
“Not very well.”
“Why are you leaving so early? Why not stay in bed a little longer? I thought you weren’t meeting your brother until nine?”
“Indeed, but I have to get ready to confront him, so I’m meeting my legal team at seven this morning at the headquarters of our family business. Jakob can try as much as he’d like, but he can’t remove me from the board of directors.”
“Honestly, your brother is a pest.”
“I couldn’t agree with you more… and like with any other vermin, it’s a question of controlling or crushing them.”
Nikolaj is sitting on the edge of the bed clean-shaven and wearing a beautiful pinstripe navy-blue suit, a crisp white shirt and a red silk tie with geometric shape motifs. He looks like he means business. I reach out and pull at his tie, hoping the warmth of my body will convince him to stay a little longer.
“Ciara, are you trying to prevent me from leaving?” he asks with a mischievous smile.
“Me? I wouldn’t dream of it, but my body feels otherwise. Last night you fell asleep before I got out of the shower.”
He turns his head to avoid my gaze. “I’m sorry. Between the copious amounts of champagne and the news about Marna, I was exhausted. I’d love nothing more than a morning fuck, but I have a grueling day ahead.”
It’s not like Nikolaj to pass up on sex when we haven’t done it in such a long time. This news about Marna’s baby must have upset him. I can only imagine the bloodshed about to take place in a few hours between him and his brother. “I can’t believe you’re forcing me to wait until tonight.”
“Not necessarily.”
“What do you mean?” I ask, turning my head against the pillow and looking at him incredulously.
“You’re meeting me at twelve for lunch and with a little luck, we can also have an afternoon quickie. A short kinky interlude should hold you until later tonight, baby.”
His words are sensual, but his body language is so stiff. Something is up with him.
“I’ll be there at twelve.”
“I’ve already made arrangements with my chauffeur and he’ll be here at eleven thirty, but I’ve left his number on the kitchen counter and I also texted it to your phone.”
“Thank you. You think of everything and you take such good care of me.”
“I want this time with me in Copenhagen to be as worry-free as possible for you.”
“Well, you’re surely doing a phenomenal job,” I joke.
“Good. My chauffeur’s name is Felix and he speaks English quite well. There won’t be any language barriers between the two of you.”
“Great. Danish is not a language I’ve mastered yet.”
“Knowing you, you’ll speak it well in no time. Felix also knows the exact location of our offices, so you don’t have to worry about anything. I did text you the address and the main reception’s phone number just in case, but I doubt you’ll need it,” he says, leaning in to kiss my forehead again. 
He pulls away from me before I have time to wrap my arms around his neck. He gazes so deeply into my eyes it’s as if he wants to put me into a trance. 
“Ciara…”
He stops, looks up at the ceiling in search of an answer, looks down at me again and opens his mouth to speak, but nothing comes out. After a few seconds he turns his head to avoid my gaze again.
What the hell? “Nikolaj, you don’t seem like yourself this morning. Is everything all right?”
He hesitates before speaking. “I have a lot on my mind. I wanted to say I love you with all my heart. You do know how crazy I am about you?”
“Oh, baby, I love you so much and it hurts me to see how this situation with your brother is upsetting you.”
“A few unexpected things have emerged and I’m still uncertain how to handle them.”
“Oh.” I knew there was something he’s not telling me. “What is it?”
“Why don’t we talk about it over lunch,” he says, looking at his watch. “I have to go or I’ll be late. My father’s driver is downstairs. My parents got on a plane at the crack of dawn to spend the next four weeks in Brazil, which leaves Felix at your service for the rest of the day.”
“Okay, I’ll see you in six hours. I’ll be counting every minute,” I say, blowing him a kiss.
“Damn you for making it hard for me not to strip out of this suit and jump back in bed with you.”
“Since today is Friday, we won’t have to deal with Jakob for the next few days and we can spend the entire weekend kissing, fucking and enjoying each other. I’m dying here. We had to restrain ourselves while we stayed with your parents and last night you fell asleep. I need you inside me.”
“Don’t worry, baby. I promise to make it up to you.”
Huh? No raunchy repartee? 
“I have to go.”
“Okay, have a great morning and I’ll see you soon.”
He kisses the tip of my nose and rushes out the door.
Nikolaj has been so distant since we got in the car after the gala, I’m wondering if there’s not more to his taciturn mood. He seemed to be fine until he got a text and then he became as silent as a monk.
It’s a quarter past six and I’ve only had four hours of rest. I’m going back to sleep.
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Ten
Shit, I’m going to be late if I don’t hurry.
I slept a little longer than expected and I have to meet Nikolaj in forty minutes. Unfortunately, there’s no time for me to properly unpack this suitcase. Since we only moved to his own house an hour before we had to leave for the gala last night, I’m still living in my bags until I make time to hang my clothing in the extra space he’s created for me in his walk-in closet. I’ll do that when I come back from lunch and my city tour. 
After a hot shower, a light breakfast and a quick makeup job, I’m squatting in front of my bags, rummaging through my stuff, trying to find my grey oversized cashmere turtleneck and black straight wool pants. It’s so chilly today I need to wear a warm sweater or I’ll freeze my ass off. 
Since I woke up late, I didn’t take time to wash my hair so I pull my mass of post-gala curls into an easy ponytail. It looks a little messier than usual, but hey, I don’t have much time. I fasten the double heart diamond necklace Nikolaj gave me the day of his love declaration and pop in my go-to diamond studs.
No one will be able to see the necklace under this big sweater, but I love having these hearts near my own.
I slip into my black rider boots before buttoning up my black wool coat and I pull up the fur collar to keep me warm before heading to the car.
The second I close the door behind me my phone buzzes. I pull it out of my handbag and glance at it, expecting a text from Nikolaj, but it’s Diego. 
I’ll answer him later. He must want to rub my nose in the fact he’s on vacation in a warm part of this planet and I’m not. 
“Good morning, Ms. Herrera,” the driver says. “My name is Felix and I’ll be your chauffeur for the day.”
“Good morning, Felix.”
As much as I hate to admit to it, I could get used to this pampered lifestyle of chauffeured cars, private jets, galas and expensive jewelry.
“My English is not perfect, but I hope you can understand me?” he says, holding out a hand to help me into the car.
“Nonsense. Your English is great,” I say, winking at him as I slide to the back of the car.
“Great. I was a bit nervous when Mr. von Henningsen said I’d have to speak English most of the day.”
“I’m easy-going.” Felix looks at me, perplexed, and I quickly clarify my thought. “You have nothing to worry about because I understand you perfectly.”
The chauffeur grins ear to ear before turning back to face the steering wheel. “Thank you for the compliment. I’ll drop you off at the von Henningsen headquarters and I’ll wait while you have lunch. Mr. von Henningsen mentioned you’d like to discover quaint parts of the city. He’s asked his assistant to put together an itinerary and it will be my pleasure to be your driver and guide this afternoon.”
“Felix, I have a feeling I’m in good hands.” I beam.
“Mr. von Henningsen is an excellent employer and it’s only fitting I take good care of the woman in his life.”
“Oh.” I’m surprised by the chauffeur’s answer.
Felix and I lock eyes in the rear view mirror for a few seconds before he turns on the engine.
 
* * *
 
As I ride the elevator to the offices of Von Henningsen Corp, I can’t help but wish with all my heart Nikolaj has been able to deal with whatever has been troubling him since our ride back home last night. I don’t think it was a text from Jakob because Nikolaj usually lashes out at his brother’s dirty moves. Whatever flashed across his screen caught him by surprise. It must be serious if he won’t open up about it.
When the elevator doors open at the sixth floor, I’m shocked to see the elegant reception area. Given this is a Danish vodka company, I expected a more rugged look since the Danes are totally into the old-world rustic style of many Nordic countries, but this is extremely chic and upscale. The daring purple couch is a bold accent to the neutral grey and brown shades adorning the walls and ceiling in the reception area.
I could be fooled into thinking I’ve just walked into a London office.
“Good afternoon and welcome to Von Henningsen Corp, the premier vodka company in Denmark. My name is Lea. How may I help you?” A stylish young blonde with brown eyes greets me with a warm smile.
Gosh, I hope she doesn’t have to say the same line every time someone walks through the doors. “Good afternoon. My name is Ciara Herrera and I’m here to meet Nikolaj.”
“Of course, Mr. von Henningsen did mention you’d meet him here. I’m afraid he’s still tied up in a meeting and he’s asked me to have you wait in one of our boardrooms. He says he’ll be an extra forty-five minutes or so. He apologizes profusely and he asked me to take good care of you.”
“Oh. I see,” I say, looking at my watch. “I can wait in the boardroom. It’s quite sweet of you to be willing to take care of me like this.” I smile.
“It’s my pleasure. Let me reroute the incoming calls to a colleague and I’ll take you to the room.”
“I’m in no rush.”
It sounds like he’s had a brutal morning. I’m sure Jakob managed to get under his skin.
Once the receptionist pushes a few keys on her hi-tech phone, she returns her attention to me. “Would you like some coffee?”
“I wouldn’t say no, since I didn’t have time this morning.”
“Oh my God, how have you been able to survive the last few hours? I’ve already had a quick espresso before I left home and three large ones at the office,” she says, flashing four manicured fingers. “What would you prefer?”
“Do you have any espresso?”
“Absolutely. Black?”
“I’d love a dash of hot milk and one sugar, please.”
“A macchiato it is,” she smiles. “If you’ll follow me, you can take a seat over here and I’ll be right back with your coffee,” she says, pushing open a heavy-looking glass door.
After thanking Lea for a much-needed cup of dark coffee, I walk towards the large window overlooking the industrial part of Copenhagen and pull out my phone to answer Diego’s text. 
Why would he text so early in the morning when he’s away at his home in the Cayman Islands with Mom? 
“It’s only six o’clock in the morning there,” I say aloud, trying to figure out what would be so urgent considering my parents are spending time in what I like to call paradise.
I’m so immersed in my thoughts I don’t even hear when Jakob walks through the doors and I’m startled when he speaks. “Ciara, you look as beautiful today as you did last night.”
Crap. What does Jakob want? I turn around to face my boyfriend’s annoying brother. “Jakob. What a pleasure to see you again,” I lie through gritted teeth.
“What brings you here to our little vodka company?”
“I’m no expert in the vodka business, but I’m not sure I’d call what your father has built little.”
“Dad gave this a good run, but between the two of us, I’m the one who’s transformed Henningsen Vodka into the market leader it is today. Dad’s views about marketing are so dated he can’t keep up with what’s working now—the old man can barely spell the words ‘social media’.”
What an arrogant bastard. “Surely, Jakob, you recognize the obvious—without your father’s vision, you wouldn’t have anything to transform?”
He puts his hands in his pockets and sizes me up before speaking. “You are a very smart woman, Ciara,” he says with a cold and calculated smile. “Hmph. I see why Nik is so taken by you.”
There’s a long silence between us. We’re facing each other and our eyes are locked in an icy stare. Thank God Lea walks in with my coffee and breaks the awkward tension in the room.
“Oh, I’m sorry, Mr. von Henningsen. I didn’t realize you would be joining Ms. Herrera,” she says, panicked.
“Don’t worry, Lea. I won’t stay long. I simply wanted to say hello to the beautiful woman who’s stolen my brother’s heart.”
Lea looks at me uncomfortably as she places my coffee on the boardroom table. I smile warmly to reassure her.  “Thank you so much, Lea,” I say, pulling out a chair to sit.
“It’s my pleasure. I went ahead and added a few traditional Danish desserts. Mr. Nikolaj asked me to buy a few for your delight.”
“How wonderful. I can’t wait to indulge. Thank you, Lea.” 
“My brother uses employees to fetch goodies for his girlfriend? What an unprofessional request, considering he’s only part of the board of directors and he’s not the one running the day-to-day operations in this company. Lea, you should have consulted with me before leaving the office.” Jakob’s tone is so uncalled for, I simply cannot sit there without reacting.
“Jakob, I’m sure she was only being thoughtful.”
“Ciara, why don’t you mind your own business?”
Both Lea and I are taken aback by his rudeness and I bite my tongue to avoid destroying him verbally in front of his employee.
“Lea, go back to the reception area and I’ll talk to you later about your conduct.” 
The blonde nods before turning on her heel and leaving the boardroom.
Fucking asshole.
“You don’t know anything about this company. How can you come in here and add your two cents when no one asked for it?”
“You’re right, Jakob, you didn’t ask for my opinion and this is not my company. However, I do run a successful business and scorning an employee in front of a stranger will never elicit loyalty or respect.”
“Why don’t you keep your American motivational bullshit for your own team and spare us all the headache.”
I get up and grab my bag, ready to leave, but he stops me.
“Ciara, please don’t leave yet. We started on the wrong foot and it’s entirely my fault. I had a hectic morning, which would explain my foul mood.”
I stand in front of my seat, clutching my handbag, trying to decide if I stay or if I go. I only endure this arrogant pig because he’s related to Nikolaj.
“I apologize. Let’s get to know each other a little bit better. You’re part of the family now. We should find a way to get along.”
I don’t trust him, but I’ll give him ten minutes and one cross word and I’m out of here.
“Please sit down and enjoy your coffee,” he says, gesturing like a maestro.
Fucking Jekyll and Hyde.
I sit down reluctantly and turn my attention to the cup of coffee sitting in front of me to avoid looking at his stone-cold eyes.
“My mother tells me my brother constantly talks about you.” He pulls a chair and sits right across from me. I wish he’d leave me alone instead of pretending to be interested in me.
“Does he?” I take a gulp of my macchiato to calm my nerves. Being around this guy truly makes my skin crawl. 
“Mom says he’s crazy about you, Ciara. My brother and I aren’t on good terms and quite frankly we’ve never been close. As the firstborn, I’ve seen it all and my brother has a reputation of being a…” He pauses looking for his words. “I believe you call them players in America.”
Thanks for reminding me, buddy. “It’s one way of putting it, Jakob,” I answer with as much detachment as humanly possible. “You know, we all have a past. I’m no angel myself, but when you meet the right one, everything changes. I’m sure you must understand. Marna seems quite taken by you and the two of you make for a lovely couple.” I deserve an Oscar for best actress because I manage to say it without vomiting all over this table.
“Marna. Sweet, adorable Marna,” he says, tapping his chin, looking pensive. “I’m not sure we share what you and my brother have—I mean, the two of you can barely keep your hands off each other,” he says, raising his eyebrows. “I’m only here as her pillar of strength in a time of need.” He leans in. “I think Marna might have alluded to the fact she’s a new mother.”
“Yes, I bumped into her in the bathroom last night and I was trying to help her with her dress when she shared the news with me and Martin’s girlfriend Eloise.”
“It’s so sad. Marna is alone trying to deal with her reality and she’s doing her best to raise her son, but…” He shakes his head instead of finishing his sentence and looks straight into my eyes. “It’s so complicated. You can’t imagine.”
No, I can’t, nor do I want to. “Jakob, I’m sure she’s dealing with a lot and I feel for her.”
“You have no idea. I’m glad to be able to help her since the father is an irresponsible fool who dumped her and ran away like a coward.”
So Jakob isn’t the father? Why would he take care of another man’s child? He has no feelings or sympathy. What’s in it for him? “This must all be so difficult for her to manage.”
“May Marna’s situation be a lesson to you, Ciara.”
What the hell is he talking about? “In what way? I don’t follow.”
“Well, I admire you for still wanting to be with my brother, but if he’s done it once he can do it again.”
He’s not making any sense. This conversation is so cryptic, it’s not even funny.
“You American women are so valiant and so determined to stand by your man no matter what.” He’s quoting a verse from an old country music song now? “Danish women would have kicked my brother to the curb without any remorse.”
“Jakob, I feel as though I’m missing parts of this conversation. Why would I kick Nikolaj to the curb? He’s done nothing wrong.”
“Oh, are you still in the dark?” Jakob’s evil smirk sends chills down my back. He’s caught me off guard and he’s loving every minute of it. “My brother didn’t have a little chat with you to update you on the latest developments in his personal life?”
“Evidently not since you seem to know something I don’t.” If I could erase the smug look on his face, I would.
“So you haven’t got a clue as to why your boyfriend is late for your lunch meeting?”
I thought Jakob didn’t know why I was here? So he was playing me.
“No, I don’t,” I say, regretting I’m allowing him to have the upper hand in this situation.
“I hope he didn’t lie and say he was stuck with his legal team?”
“Instead of tiptoeing around what you want to say to me, why not spit it out?” I answer defiantly. You don’t intimidate me, jackass.
“I was in the car with Marna last night and the poor girl was so distraught by her situation I pushed her to put an end to things and come clean.”
I’m fed up. I jump to my feet, frustrated by this dumbass conversation. “Jakob, I don’t have time for this. You’re going around in circles and it’s annoying the hell out of me,” I spit out, leaning against the heavy boardroom table. “I’m going to wait for Nikolaj in his car. I can’t handle you anymore.” I push my chair behind me and head for the glass door.
“I’m certain my brother must be quite distracted since last night. I was the one who pushed Marna to text him telling him they need to meet so she can reveal the real identity of her son’s father.”
His words stop me in my tracks with my hands clenching the handle of the door I’m about to walk out of.
“I’m sure my self-righteous brother must have mentioned he was involved with Marna, but did he tell you how when he ran away from Copenhagen he left her behind alone to deal with her pregnancy and the birth of their child?”
What the fuck did he say?
My blood runs cold. I slowly turn around to face the man who has just dropped a monumental bomb on me.
“Nikolaj is the baby’s father?” 
I nearly choke on these words. My head is spinning so fast and I hold on to the handle a little tighter to avoid crumpling in front of Jakob.
“I’m not an obstetrician, but the numbers match. I bumped into Marna at an event after my brother had broken things off with her and one thing led to another and we became very close. In time she felt comfortable enough to confide this news to me, but she made me swear to never reveal anything to my brother because she didn’t want any charity from him.”
“You haven’t answered my question, Jakob.” I try to sound unaffected by his words.
“My brother hasn’t been as honest with you as you thought? Oh, dear, I’m very sorry you have to find out this way.” He looks so happy right now.
What an evil, soulless asshole. “You’re so full of bullshit. You’re not even able to answer my questions.”
“Marna got a DNA test done. I have the results here on my phone. In fact, your boyfriend must be looking at them right now as well, unless he’s already tried to worm out of his responsibilities as a father. To be honest, it wouldn’t surprise me one bit if my baby brother denied it all.”
“I don’t believe you,” I say, raising my chin to show him he hasn’t broken me with his news.
“My God, you American women are so feisty. I admire your loyalty.” He laughs cruelly. “I can show you irrefutable proof if you’d like.” He’s waving his iPhone at me. I’m torn between my desire to see the proof with my own two eyes and the fear he has information that could destroy the most perfect relationship I’ve ever had in my life.
This could kill me.
“I’m sure it’s all a lie, Jakob. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to wait outside for Nikolaj to arrive.”
I surprise myself for being able to keep a steady voice considering my heart is pounding like a Chinese gong in my chest. I’m so afraid Jakob is right my knees are trembling like leaves at the thought Nikolaj could have kept something so monumental from me. Is this a sibling rivalry payback or does Nikolaj have feelings for Marna he’s been hiding from me? 
Fuck, I’m so confused.
“I have a copy of the birth certificate of little Daniel von Henningsen.” Keep it together. Don’t let this creep see you sweat. “Marna texted me a copy because I’ve been footing her legal bill in preparation for her paternity lawsuit against your boyfriend. Poor thing, she can’t afford a good lawyer.” Please God, make him stop. “I have it on my phone if you’d like to see it. It says in black and white your boyfriend knocked up another woman and ran away to the other side of the planet to try to avoid his responsibilities.”
His words aren’t computing. None of this is making any sense whatsoever.
“Marna has tried to get in touch with my baby brother numerous times, but he’s been quite masterful at brushing her off. I decided to bring her as my date at my father’s party and the company function to force Nik to face reality.”
How can Nikolaj do this and hide it from me?
I bite my tongue, fighting back the tears, because I’d rather die than give Jakob the pleasure of seeing me cry. The look on this bastard’s face is so diabolical. “Jakob, I’m sure you have an ulterior motive for sharing this news with me, but I’m fairly certain you’re blowing smoke up my ass, as we say in America,” I spit out.
I may be down, but I’m not out. 
“Fine, I’ll call my brother and put him on speakerphone. He’s in a private room at the restaurant. Why don’t we ask him how his little early lunch with Marna is going? I’m sure he omitted to tell you he was meeting with the mother of his child.” Before I can protest, Jakob’s already speed-dialing a number. 
Please God, Jakob cannot be right. He must have woven this web of lies to get back at Nikolaj in some way. Please don’t let Marna’s child be his, I pray silently, unable to move. My heart and feet are as heavy as lead and I desperately need to hear Nikolaj refute everything his idiot of a brother has said so far.
“Nik, how are you?” 
I shudder when I hear my love’s voice.
“Fuck you, Jakob. I’m going to wring your neck for this. I don’t know what game you’re playing, but I’m certain you’re behind this.”
“Brother, don’t be upset at me. I gather your little meeting with Marna has been quite an eye-opener. How does it feel to be a new parent? I believe congratulations are in order.” He lets out a demonic laugh. Dammit, he’s scaring me. “You can thank me later for taking care of the mother of your child and your newborn son.”
“Jakob, I’m warning you…”
“Oh, I’m sorry to cut you off, dear brother, but I forgot to mention your lovely Ciara is standing frozen like a statue in front of me. She doesn’t believe a word of what I’ve just shared with her so I thought I’d let her hear the panic in your voice. Bravo, you’re doing an excellent job,” Jakob adds with a sneer.
Nikolaj goes dead silent and my heart sinks.
“Ciara? Are you there? Honey, I can explain. Don’t listen to my brother.”
“It’s a pity you didn’t practice safe sex,” Jakob says.
“Fucking idiot. I always have.”
“Oh, dear, did the condom break? What a shame. I can’t start to imagine how devastated your lovely Ciara must feel right now.” 
“You’re a piece of shit, Jakob.”
Oh my God, is this true? Is he the kid’s father? A torrent of tears builds up and I’m so choked up, I can’t answer. I’m still too much in shock to move.
“Ciara, I’m sure Marna and my brother have already started making plans for little Daniel’s future. As a liberated American woman, I’m sure you won’t have any issues with this new blended family situation.”
“Fuck you, Jakob. Leave her alone. Ciara, for the love of God, answer me if you’re there.”
I don’t even bother answering. I slam open the glass door and storm out of the boardroom, passing Lea who’s trying to catch my attention. I bypass the elevators and hurry down six flights of stairs to the lobby, trying to keep my panic under control. By the time I push open the doors to the first floor I’m crying so hard I can’t see in front of me. 
How do I get out of here?
I look left and right, feeling trapped. I decide to run to the back of the building to avoid the chauffeur, who dropped me at the front not long ago. When I step outside, I’m greeted by an arctic cold that matches how I feel inside. I run to the middle of the street and hail a cab. Thank God getting a cab here isn’t as hellish as it is in New York.
I sink into the back seat and the driver turns around to ask me for my destination, but he stops jaw-dropped when he sees my face. I can imagine what I look like. “Are you okay, madam? Are you hurt?”
I shake my head, unable to answer, still in agony over Jakob’s revelation. 
“Madam, where can I drop you? We can go to the hospital, if you need to.” The cab driver looks panicked and I finally speak to liberate myself from this misery.
“I need to get to the airport immediately,” I mumble between crying fits.
I can’t risk confronting Nikolaj by going back to his house to collect my stuff. I’ll figure out a way to get it later once I’ve recovered from this emotional blow.
Fuck, what am I talking about? Can I ever recover? Every time I love a man he breaks me.
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Eleven
“Ciara, honey, you need to eat something. Please take a bite of food. You can’t do this to us. Please wake up, honey. We love you so much.” 
Diego is sitting on the edge of the bed in his guest room and he’s looking at me with concerned eyes as my mother is shaking me to force me to wake up from my lethargic state. 
“I can’t,” I say, turning my head to face the window overlooking the sea.
I feel so guilty for putting my mom and him through this, but since landing in the Cayman Islands four days ago, I’ve not been able to do much more than cry and sleep. I’m so heartbroken I can’t bring myself to even sit outside and enjoy the warm weather. I’ve isolated myself in this room and Diego and my mother have been taking care of me as if I were an invalid.
I guess Jakob has managed to cripple me emotionally—or should I blame Nikolaj’s lies and deceptions? 
“Honey, your boyfriend has been texting me every hour on the hour to speak to you since you’ve landed.”
“He’s not my boyfriend, Diego. He’s the father of Marna’s son,” I answer, wiping tears from my eyes.
“Ciara, listen to your father,” my mother pleads.
“Mom, it’s over. Get used to it.” I have to stop crying over this guy. He’s not worth it. He’s moved on and I have to do the same.
“Oh, baby, you have to stop saying such terrible things.”
I turn my eyes away from the window and look up at my mother. Her eyes are clouded by worry. “How else should I refer to the man who’s played me for a fool?”
“I don’t think we have all the facts yet.” Diego is unusually phlegmatic about this. He’s been taking Nikolaj’s side since he picked me up at the airport.
“I came here for comfort, not for you to talk about someone I never want to see again for the rest of my life,” I lash out.
While my cab driver was rushing me to the airport, I knew I couldn’t go back to New York because Nikolaj would be at my door in a blink of an eye—not to mention he still has the keys to my place. I had to retreat to a place where he couldn’t find me. 
Once I got to the airport in Copenhagen, I rushed to the British Airways counter and requested a ticket for the next flight to the Cayman Islands. The flight attendant hesitated because I had no baggage, but when she saw the pain on my face, she conceded and handed me my ticket with a pile of Kleenex tissues to wipe away my tears. Not even oversized sunglasses could hide my agony and sorrow. 
Once I had paid a ridiculous amount of money for a last-minute ticket, I texted Diego and my mom to let them know I urgently needed to get out of this city. Seventeen hours and two stopovers later, I arrived in the Cayman Islands broken. When Diego opened the door to his tropical home, I ran into my mom’s arms and bawled my eyes out for hours before crawling into bed. I haven’t left this room ever since.
“You ran away without hearing him out.”
“Diego, I wasn’t going to stick around and allow him to lie to my face.”
“The man had a right to share his side of the story.”
“Are you defending him? Whose side are you on? I thought I was your flesh and blood?”
Diego exhales before speaking. “He loves you and he wants to be with you.” 
My mother is nodding in agreement and the two of them look like they’ve been conspiring against me while I’ve been nursing my broken heart—plotting to push me back into the arms of the man who destroyed me.
Hell, no. “Am I supposed to forget he has a two-month-old child with another woman he hadn’t told me about?”
“You didn’t give him a chance to explain things, Ciara.”
“Mom, there’s nothing more to explain. I heard the guilt in his voice.”
“Ciara, it could have been the fact he was caught off guard by his brother and this other woman.”
I can’t believe Diego would say such a thing. He wanted to kill Dylan for his actions, but he’s supporting Nikolaj? What the fuck?
“Jakob told me Marna sent a text to Nikolaj on the night of the gala. He had all night and the next morning to tell me about Marna’s text message,” I sob, regretting there isn’t an on and off switch for love. “Jakob wanted me to suffer and he succeeded. He delivered the worst blow possible for a woman. He’s no fool, he gambled on the fact I’d never accept this situation and he won.”
“Honey. I think there’s a lot of uncertainty around the paternity of this child,” Diego says carefully.
“Did Nikolaj feed you a convenient lie?”
“It’s my opinion as a physician.”
“Ciara, your father is trying to help. Don’t raise your voice at him.”
My mom is defending Diego and both of them are defending Nikolaj. Who the hell is on my side? “You’re not an obstetrician, you’re a sports doctor.”
“Indeed I am, but your Danish…” He stops as soon as he realizes what he was going to say. “Nikolaj has shared a lot of details with me about this scandal and a lot of it simply doesn’t add up.”
“Have you spoken to him?” I ask, shocked. “Mom, have you also been in touch with him?”
My mother doesn’t answer my question. She simply looks away, avoiding my stunned stare, letting Diego answer on her behalf.
“Remember, we exchanged numbers when he came to my apartment in Barcelona. Julia was so taken by him she also gave him her number. What can I say, your mother kept telling me she thought he was the perfect man for you and from what I know about you, I agreed with her. He’s been texting me non-stop, but certain things are easiest said over a phone conversation.” 
“Ciara, your father is right. I believe this man loves you deeply. He’s been in touch with us because he was going out of his mind with worry. He called you and texted you and when you refused to respond, he flew to New York to try to find you.”
“I can’t believe you’d listen to him after everything he’s put me through.”
“At first I ignored his text messages and his phone calls, but after the second day of seeing you so numb with pain while I read his messages of love and desperation, I decided to call him and talk man to man.”
“How could you?” I yell, covering my head with the sheets.
“We want you to be happy. You looked so happy with him.”
I impatiently flip the sheet off my head and I sit up in bed. “Yeah, well, now I’m sad all the time and there’s nothing you, Mom or anyone else can do about it. Marna’s child is here to stay.” I hide my head in my hands and weep my heart out.
“Oh, honey, you have to stop crying like this.” My mother sits on the other side of the bed and hugs me, consoling me, rubbing my back and kissing my tears away like she does every time I’m crippled with fear and doubt.
“Ciara, when I was driving you here from the airport, you were crying uncontrollably, but I swear I heard you say Jakob had a copy of the birth certificate and a DNA test showing Nikolaj as the father. Did you see the documents?”
I look at Diego, perplexed, and then I remember I didn’t have the courage to face the truth. “No. I took Jakob’s word for it.”
“A lot of things don’t add up. Nikolaj has assured me this Marna woman never contacted him once since he left Copenhagen for Toronto. The first time he found out about her pregnancy was when you told him about it at the gala after you had bumped into Marna in the bathroom and she confessed to you and that other woman you were with.” 
“What? Jakob kept telling me Nikolaj was avoiding Marna and his responsibility as a father. I thought maybe she had alluded to the fact the child was Nikolaj’s but he refused to believe her.”
“I think there’s a lot more than meets the eye here.”
“Honey, I have to agree with your father. I’ve never met this Jakob, but he sounds like a shit-stirrer.”
Did she say shit-stirrer?
I’m not wasting any more tears over a man. I should have stuck to my rules and avoided opening myself up. I wouldn’t be this broken up over a guy. It’s my own damn fault for believing love was possible for me. “I honestly don’t care anymore, Diego,” I lie. “I think Nikolaj wants you to take pity on him, but the reality is when Jakob called him at the restaurant where he was meeting with Marna and put the conversation on speakerphone, Nikolaj never once refuted the facts. He knows in his heart the child is his, he simply wasn’t sure how to break the news to me. I’m done with Nikolaj.”
“Honey—”
“Mom, stop defending him.” 
“Ciara, you love him and he loves you. This is simply a misunderstanding.”
“Hmph, Diego. I was better off when I was just sleeping with men without expecting anything in return.”
“For the love of God, Ciara, I don’t want to hear this kind of talk from my daughter.”
“Well, we can’t all be as lucky as you and Mom. Maybe I was never meant to love or to be loved by a man.”
“Sweetheart, you’re so wrong. Nikolaj loves you. I’ve seen it in the way he looked at you. When you talk about him, you’re so enthralled your face lights up like a Christmas tree. I’ve never seen you like this.”
“Mom, it was all a fantasy I foolishly allowed myself to believe in. It’s best to never allow a man to make you this messy. Look at me,” I say before dissolving in tears.
“Ciara, take it from me. I spent my life trying to forget Julia with other women and it was impossible, because your mother was the one. The minute I saw her, I was hers. It took me a lifetime to understand she was the only woman I wanted and the others were a waste of time.”
“Thanks for sharing your story, but Nikolaj is not the one,” I lie.
Diego gives me a sideways look that speaks volumes, but I refuse to let him dissuade me. It’s over with Nikolaj. I don’t want to get involved in his drama. My heart can’t handle seeing him with another woman’s child.
“If you and Mom love me as much as you say you do, you’ll respect my decision and you’ll stop talking about the man who’s destroyed me.”
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Twelve
Six weeks later
 
I knew the holiday season was going to be hell, but this is worse than I expected.
As a lighting designer, I live for this time of the year. New York comes alive. The edginess of the go-go-go mentality is replaced by a mellow energy. The streets are lined with shops decorated to the hilt and every residential street features a row of homes all decked out to celebrate the holiest holiday of them all. You simply can’t outdo New York at Christmas. 
How am I going to survive these holidays alone?
I’m standing in front of the window in my living room looking at my neighbors putting the finishing touches on their festive decor and wishing I had the heart to get into the spirit of the season. Adele’s Someone Like You is playing in the background. I’ve been listening to the British singer’s smoky, chocolatey voice non-stop since this morning. A part of me knows full well I shouldn’t listen to love songs when my heart is still aching, but no one describes the heart-wrenching reality of losing the one you love like Adele.
As I soak in the lyrics of the song, I can’t help but draw comparisons to my own life and the love I lost since Nikolaj’s brother shattered my world in Copenhagen. 
I guess Nikolaj must have started his new life with the mother of his son. Fuck.
It’s four days before Christmas and I have yet to figure out what I’m going to do with myself. I should go out and buy a tree, decorations, food and drinks, but I’m so unmotivated. It’s way too much effort to get out of my sweatpants, faded oversize sweater and big wool socks to fight the crowded stores. I managed to take a shower, but I’m too lazy to do my hair, so I wrapped it like a turban on the top of my head and used a couple pins to hold my mane of curls.
Maybe I should get my meals delivered? Who am I fooling? I love cooking way too much. I’m sure once I start, I’ll get in the spirit of things.
I grab my phone sitting on the dining room table and check the time to decide if I’ll have one more cup of coffee before putting on a brave face and venturing out among the many New Yorkers busy getting ready for the holidays.
Maybe I can sleep right through to the New Year and skip all the madness?
I can’t handle seeing people so festive and happy. Thanksgiving was painful enough; I don’t need to be reminded of the void in my life since leaving Copenhagen. I’ve pretty much refused any holiday party invitations. I made the effort to do something extravagant for my team because business-wise this was a stellar year, but on a personal level, my heart is still broken.
God, I still love him so much. Why isn’t there medicine for heartbreak?
Nikolaj was very persistent for while—and then he stopped trying when he realized I have no intention of returning any of his calls or replying to his text messages. I want nothing more do to with him or his soap-opera life.
Thank God I got out of any family-forced sympathy. Bryce and Sofia were bending over backward to try to fit me into their holiday plans and I nearly had to beg them to go on their ski vacation in St Moritz and stop worrying about me. My mom and Diego are still in the Cayman Islands. Diego sent me a first-class ticket to join them and I promptly returned it to him. Harley insisted on having me join her family for the holidays, but I reminded her she already had enough on her plate, since her sister had unfortunately lost the twin babies she was carrying and she had finally made the life-changing decision to leave her useless husband. 
I need time by myself to think. I love them all, but nothing they say or do will fix things. I’d make for the worst guest anyways. 
I’m lost in my thoughts when the doorbell rings. I look outside and I see a courier running up the stairs.
I’m not expecting any deliveries on a Saturday morning. I drop my cup of coffee on the dining table, grab the remote to turn off the music and run to the door. I open it and there’s a very tall man dressed in brown from head to toe looking down at me. 
“Ms. Ciara Herrera?”
“Yes, that’s me.”
“Great. I have an envelope for you. Can you sign here, please?”
“Where does it come from?”
“Ma’am, if I had to know the location of the sender for all the envelopes and parcels I deliver each day, I’d go nuts.”
“Of course. I’m sorry.” Okay, not the best question.
“Here’s your envelope and have a great weekend.”
“Thanks. You too,” I say, before closing the door. I look at the address and it’s local, but I don’t recognize the name.
Shit. It’s not Nikolaj.
As angry as I still am with him, I’m more upset at the fact he stopped trying to get in touch with me. I wish he had fought harder for me. I guess he’s too busy building his new life as a family man.
I walk to the kitchen and grab a knife to rip open the envelope. There’s a big orange sticky note that reads, “Please read until the last sentence.”
I peel off the sticky note and my heart stops.
 
My dearest Ciara,
 
I miss you more than words can say.
It’s been six weeks since I’ve laid eyes on your beautiful face and until recently, I had never experienced heartache. I’m a wreck without you. You’re still the first thing I think of when I wake up and I still crave to taste you before I fall asleep.
Without Martin, Bryce and Diego’s help, I would have lost you forever. Martin has been on a crusade to get us back together because since we’ve been best friends he’s never seen me fall so hard for a woman.
There are two other documents attached with this letter—a DNA test and a birth certificate. They are both authentic. Jakob got Marna pregnant. The child is not mine. My brother played us all for fools. I can’t tell you how complicated this story turned out to be.
Things aren’t always the way they seem, love.
My heart belongs to you, and I still desperately love you.
 
Nikolaj
 
P.S.: I arranged to have this letter delivered to you, but I’m outside your home. I’ll wait sixty minutes after the courier delivers this proof absolving me. If I don’t see you after reading this, I’ll fly back home and you won’t hear from me again. 
P.P.S.: I hope with all my heart you’ll open the door.
 
I glance at the two other papers attached to the letter and I gasp when I read the name listed as the father of Marna’s son—Noah Gustav Jakob von Henningsen.
Oh God, is this true? 
I reread Nikolaj’s last sentence in disbelief. He’s outside? I drop the letter and run to the window, unable to believe he’d go to this length to catch my attention.
Oh my God, he’s standing there in front of my house. When he sees me part the curtains, he smiles and waves as casually as if he’s seen me yesterday and I wave back with a giddy smile on my face. I can’t believe he flew here to deliver this letter. 
He gestures to see if he can come in and I nod so violently my makeshift turban unravels and my hair cascades in front of my face. When I manage to brush away my hair, I see him laughing and I run to the door to let him in. God, I’ve missed him.
“Hello, my love,” he says when he pops his head inside. His voice is rich and soothing, like a cup of hot cocoa on a cold winter day.
Six weeks. I can’t believe I’ve been able to survive this long without him. “Nikolaj. You’re here.” I want to jump into his arms and shower him with kisses, but I still have my doubts about the letter I just read. I’m protecting my heart.
“It’s me, baby.”
“Why don’t you get out of the cold,” I say, inviting him in so I can shut the door.
“Wait. Let me grab a few things you forgot in Copenhagen.” He runs back outside and just like magic the truck of his chauffeured Benz pops open and he pulls out the suitcase I left behind. He runs back to me and climbs the stairs two by two.
“You forgot these,” he says, rolling my suitcase inside the entrance.
“Oh, yeah. Thanks for bringing them back.” I was too afraid to ask for my things back because it would mark the end of our relationship and I simply wasn’t prepared to deal with such finality, no matter how many times I assured my mom, my sister and Harley I was over him.
“Hold on, there’s more.”
What? Before I can reply he runs back out and comes back in with a large garment bag and another smaller bag.
“You forget your beautiful gown and I brought back the jewelry you left in Copenhagen. They look far better on you than they do on me,” he mocks. 
Fuck, I still love him so much. “Thank you so much for bringing them back,” I say awkwardly. “Come in and close the door behind you. It’s freezing.”
I want to tell him how much I’ve missed him and how flabbergasted I am to see him here, but there’s way too much to take in all at once. Instead, I turn on my heel, walk to my couch and drop everything in my living room before turning back to take him in.
So I’m not dreaming. He’s actually standing there.
“You look like you’ve been keeping well.”  
“Thank you,” I answer, suddenly aware of the fact I’m wearing faded baggy clothing and my hair must look like a mess. I wasn’t expecting him.
“Can I take off my coat?”
“Of course. Where are my manners? Give it to me and I’ll hang it.” 
The conversation between us is unusually stiff, like two people trying to reconnect after a long time apart.
“I see my timing is off,” he says, removing his shoes. I cock my head to the side, perplexed by his question. “Your curls look damp. A few minutes earlier and I might have been able to sweet-talk you into letting me wash your hair like I used to.”
His words bring back a flood of memories of the first time he insisted on washing my hair in Barcelona and how much I relished the experience. “You always had a way with words, Nikolaj.”
“You haven’t changed one bit, love. You’re still as beautiful as the last time I kissed you.”
“Don’t say things like that,” I beg, closing my eyes. I have to keep a cool head. I can’t allow his words to sway me into believing everything is like it used to be.
“Every single night, for the past six weeks, I’ve thought about our last kiss, how you tasted…” He nervously combs his hair with his fingers. “The agony of it all is waking up the next morning without your warm body snuggled against mine.”
He’s so handsome. He’s wearing a grey sweater and tight-fitting dark blue jeans that instantly bring back memories of our raunchy night in London. “Please don’t do this.”
“What else do you want me to say? You want me to keep talking about mundane stuff? Why do you think I’m here, Ciara? You think I flew here to drop off your luggage and the jewelry I gave you? Don’t you think I could have had them delivered?”
“I assume you’re here because of these papers you had delivered,” I say, waving at the documents lying on my coffee table.
I’m not going to go there with him. It’s taken me this long to stop feeling empty. I won’t allow him to swallow me whole again with his words. I need to find out what these documents really mean.
“Fuck, Ciara. I’m here because I love you—I desperately love you. I knew nothing I could say would convince you to listen, but I also knew seeing proof with your own two eyes and understanding all of this was a big fat lie might open your heart to me again.”
“Why should I believe these papers are authentic?”
“Are you serious?” He looks so offended by my question. “If you thought they were fake, I wouldn’t be standing here in your living room, would I?” He lifts his chin defiantly.
Crap, he got me there.
“Why don’t we sit down and I can explain how Jakob created a web of lies and how it’s been devastating to so many people. His ruse caused you to run away and your absence in my life has been an insupportable void. I’ve never felt so broken in my life,” he says, extending his hand out. 
I look at it, afraid. I’ve been craving his touch for six long weeks, but now he’s standing in front of me, touching him would mean letting him know he still owns me. 
We lock eyes and he smiles. Fuck. His irresistible smile turns me into putty. I let go of my reservations and I place my hands into his. 
My God, I’ve never stopped loving him.
The second our skin touches a flood of suppressed emotions surges and I stumble forward, unable to carry the weight of the realization I’ve wasted six weeks of my life apart from him. I sob, unable to contain the magnitude of my pain. He catches me and wraps me protectively in his arms.
“I’m so sorry Jakob hurt you so much,” he whispers in my ear as he caresses my hair. “I hate my brother for having ripped us apart.” He crushes my lips.
“I’ve desperately missed you. Every day since leaving Copenhagen has been hell. I’ve been walking around New York like a shell without a soul. I prayed you’d fly to New York and reassure me all this was all a bad dream, but you never came.”
“It killed me to have to wait this long, but it was the only way—I needed more time to collect the facts.”
“So it’s true? You’re not the father?”
“Yeah, it is.”
“Why did Jakob try to pass the kid off as your own?” I know his brother is a drama king, but this is outrageous even for him.
“Because he’s madly in love.”
“Okay, this is not making any sense.”
“Jakob has been in a steamy affair for the past eighteen months with my cousin Christian’s wife, Lisbet.”
“You’re kidding, right? He was having an affair with a family member at the same time as he got Marna pregnant?”
“My brother is quite the selfish character.”
“How did you find out about all of this? Wait, how do Diego and Bryce fit into this story?”
“Let’s go make some coffee and I’ll explain the sordid details responsible for breaking up my family.”
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Thirteen
It’s only two months ago we were sitting in my kitchen and I forgot how comfortable it feels to have him around. This time we’ve found refuge at the small round bistro table I bought from a local French restaurant on the first day of their going-out-of-business sale. It was the perfect accent for this space and it sits in a little nook overlooking a bay window in the corner of my large kitchen. I usually sit here when I wake up early in the morning to admire the sunrise, but today I’m sharing this space with Nikolaj. 
“While the coffee is brewing, I’ll get you something to eat. Start talking,” I say, impatient to find out more about this affair. “First off, did you just fly in today?”
“No, I’ve been in New York for two days. My father wanted me to wait for a few things to settle before coming to see you.”
“Why two days?”
“I didn’t want anything to go wrong. Legally, I had to wait on a few things to wrap up, but I wanted to be close by so the minute it was okay for me to tell you what happened, I’d only be a car ride away. These have been the longest two days of my life.”
“Nikolaj, this sounds like an extremely complicated situation.” 
“Honey, this story is a mess.” He exhales before continuing. “Jakob hasn’t been in love very often in his life. I’m not exactly sure how it all started but from the text messages and emails I’ve read, it was super-hot and very sinful.”
“How did you get your hands on those messages?”
“Bryce.”
“What?” I’m dumbfounded. “Bryce, Diego and Martin are involved, and now you had to wait two days to come to me? God.”
“I’m afraid so. As for Bryce, when we met your brother-in-law and your sister he explained his team can catch any bad guy anywhere on the planet. After two weeks of stupid excuses from both my brother and Marna on why I couldn’t see those paternity papers with my own two eyes, I got fed up. I called Martin in a state of rage and he’s the one who suggested finding a way to get the papers without asking permission. My exasperation was getting the better of me until I remembered Bryce’s expertise. After I contacted him, he connected me to a private investigator in London.”
“This is like a spy movie.”
“I had to fight fire with fire against my brother or else I’d have to wait six months to find out if I was in fact the father.”
“Why six months?”
“Marna didn’t want any additional tests on her baby. She claimed he was too young. I’m certain my brother put her up to it.”
“Wow. They were willing to destroy you, but not provide proof?”
“Exactly. The investigator broke into Jakob’s computer and I also arranged for him to have access to the system at the vodka company. Thank God my dad was on my side. He gave me carte blanche to bring forth the truth.”
“This is an insane story.”
Nikolaj shakes his head and rakes his hands through his hair like he usually does when something is troubling him. “You don’t know half of it.”
For the next hour Nikolaj shares mind-boggling details about the last six weeks of his life. Here I was thinking he had moved on with his life, but he was tangled in a web of deception. When he finally takes a breath, he sinks back in his chair and exhales. “My brother is a cruel man who destroys anything he touches.”
I can barely believe what he’s just revealed. It all seems so surreal, but then again, we are talking about Jakob.
“This reads like a Hollywood plot. Your brother has an affair with your cousin’s wife. When she refuses to leave her husband and her five-year-old twins, heartbroken, Jakob goes on a drinking binge and lands in Marna’s bed. A few months later he tries to pass off his baby as your own because he’s jealous of the fact you can openly be in love where he has to hide his relationship with Lisbet from the world. All the while diverting funds from the vodka company to pay for Marna’s and the baby’s expenses by blackmailing the chief accountant who was having a sordid affair of his own with his daughter’s best friend. Have I missed anything?” I’m baffled by this tale of love, lies and deception and I can’t believe Nikolaj and I got caught in the middle of it all.
“Jakob knew he wasn’t going to be able to keep the truth from me for long since Marna refused to falsify the name on her child’s medical records, but he knew he could deeply hurt me by playing us against each other and he did.”
“Wow. This is the most outrageous story I’ve heard in my life. Your parents must be beside themselves.”
“My mom is still defending him. Dad had a different approach. He cut Jakob off completely. He went as far as to draw up legal papers disowning him. He wants nothing to do with Jakob and he made sure none of my brother’s heirs could claim any parts of the vodka company ever. He’s named my oldest sister, Clara, CEO and he’s back managing the day-to-day operations until we sort out the money Jakob diverted.” 
“There have been so many dramatic changes.”
“My father was furious. He left Jakob with nothing—no company car, no flat my brother was using as his love nest with Lisbet and Marna—the building has been in our family for generations. My dad stripped him of his company credit cards and he’s removed my brother’s name from any banking documents. My mother pleaded for leniency, but my father reminded her of the many reasons her eldest son should be facing jail time for his unscrupulous actions—just like the chief accountant who was unceremoniously fired.”
“My God,” I gasp. “I understand why you say this has damaged your family. My poor baby, you’ve been through so much. We both have.”
“You know what pissed me off most?” Nikolaj says, interlacing his fingers into mine. “He stole six weeks of my life with you and I’ll never forgive him.”
“But it’s over now,” I say, smiling with relief. “Where is Jakob now if he’s not in jail?”
“The coward asked Marna to marry him and they’ve moved to Sweden where he can escape his crooked past.”
“Wow. What about Lisbet?”
“The affair broke my cousin’s heart. Christian is furious and he’s crushed. It’s going to be a nasty divorce and I have no doubt those kids will suffer greatly.” 
I shake my head, still unable to believe everything I’ve heard so far. 
“It’s over and we can all move on with our lives now. I want you back, Ciara. Will you have me?”
“Hmph.”
“What?”
“When you stopped calling, emailing and texting, I thought your feelings for me had changed and perhaps…” I stop, unable to allow the words to escape my lips.
“Perhaps?”
“Things change between people when they are far apart. I was afraid you’d discard what we shared in order to focus on your new role as a father.”
“What are you saying, Ciara? Are you skirting around my confession because you stopped loving me in the last six weeks?”
I was so afraid he’d forget all about me and he’d get sucked into his new life I started shutting down my heart again. I push my chair and get up to walk to the glass door overlooking my small New York City garden. I fold my arms across my chest before choosing my words.
How do you answer such a heavy question without pouring your soul out?
What I have to say to him is so profound I’m unable to face him. I stare outside, seeking the courage I need to let him know how the past six weeks have affected me.
“I don’t remember when I started loving you. I think it was when you called so concerned over what Dylan had done in the wee hours of the morning. I knew by the time you had arrived in New York, I didn’t want you to leave. Now I can’t imagine not loving you,” I say, turning my head to hold his loving gaze.
He gets up, strides towards me and embraces me in his strong arms. I never want him to let me go.
“I love you more now than ever before, Ciara. You belong to me and not even Jakob’s evil nature could suffocate my passion for you.”
“You know what’s been the cruelest punishment for me?” 
“What?”
“Not feeling you inside me,” I whisper.
“Honey, we can easily put an end to this cruelty.” He grins. 
“Why did I have a feeling you’d come up with a witty reply? I hope I’ll still be able to walk tomorrow,” I wink. I lose myself in his eyes as he stares deeply into mine. “Nikolaj, why do you look so serious?”
“Why don’t we do things differently?”
“What did you have in mind? You can’t fuck me outside. It’s too cold and the neighbors will call the police.” I laugh.
“I can come up with something better.”
“Oh, yeah? What’s your kinky suggestion?”
“Everything with us has been fast, furious and tumultuous.”
“And you see this as a problem?”
“On the contrary, my love, but I want to savor your body. I’ve been going nuts without you for so long. I’ve been dreaming of this moment every single night since you left me. Now I’m finally holding you in my arms I want to take my time. I want to take you slowly, steady and wholeheartedly.” Shit. “Baby, I want to make love to you.”
“Oh,” I gasp, taken aback by the tenderness of his request.
His words silence me. Sex with Nikolaj has been a godsend, but he’s right, it’s been very rough, unwaveringly passionate and kinkier than my most perverted fantasies. I’ve never wanted to make love to a man—not since Luke. I’ve never allowed myself to get close to the point where I might lose myself, but Nikolaj holds my heart in his hands. As frightened as I am to give myself so completely to him, it’s scarier to think I’ve had to live without him for the past six weeks.
“I know this is a big leap, but I can’t think of anything I’d want more right now.” His smile is warm and inviting, his eyes searching mine for an answer. “Making love to you will give me permission to lose myself in you.”
His words dissolve any hesitation I might have to go there with him. I get on my toes and brush my lips against his.
“Make love to me, Nik,” I say in a whisper.
Nikolaj lifts me in his arms and climbs the stairs to my bedroom. He drops me on the bed and sits next to me with a smile on his face. I’ve never seen him look so vulnerable.
“I would have made an effort had I known you were planning this,” I say, looking around my room to avoid reading the consuming passion in his eyes. Already, my body is tingling, my nipples swollen with anticipation, aching for his touch. It’s been way too long.
“What you’re wearing is perfect because you’re not going to have it on for much longer.” He grins. “I haven’t tasted you in six weeks. I thought I was going to lose my mind.”
“I’ve missed your hands all over my body.”
“Have you?” he says, pulling me closer. “I love Saturdays.”
“Why?”
“I’ve noticed you don’t wear a bra on weekends. I approve,” he announces, lifting my sweater before he starts gently caressing my nipples.
“Ahhh, God,” I exhale, tilting my head back.
“Oh, baby, are you enjoying this too much? Do you want me to stop?” 
“Don’t you even think about it,” I say, pulling him closer to me and showering his face with hungry kisses.
“My God, you’re so demanding,” he responds, sliding his tongue between my lips. His kiss lingers, unhurried and tender. I purr into his mouth, enjoying the way he slowly devours me.
“Do you know how much I love you, Nik?” 
“Not nearly as much as I love you, baby,” he says, pushing me against the mattress.
He trails my body with his soft lips, caressing every part of me with a lingering touch. I shiver as his tenderness awakens the sexual beast inside me I’ve repressed for way too long. He grabs the waist of my sweatpants and pulls them down until I wiggle out of them completely.
“I’ve missed losing myself between your legs,” he says, tugging my panties aside while holding my gaze with eyes filled with unbridled passion. 
I’m so drunk with desire I can only stare at him, in awe of how my body responds to his touch. 
“I can’t tell you how many times I’ve tasted your sweet pussy in my dreams.” He drops his head between my legs and flirts with my engorged bud with his lips before licking my throbbing pussy.
Oh. My. God. I forgot why I love his mouth so much. “Fuck,” I let out, closing my eyes and fisting the sheets tightly.
“Oh, baby, you’ve missed me, haven’t you?” he grunts between laps.
More than words can say.
I’m used to his dirty talk. He knows his British accent will send me to the edge every time, but this is mind-blowing—I’m his without any restrictions. I peel open my eyes and look down at him, dazed and so turned on. His piercing blue eyes are locked onto mine as he eats my pussy with a gentleness I’ve yet to experience.
Jesus, it’s not going to take me much to come.
I contort my body, trying to subdue the intoxicating sensation of his lips pulling my clit into his mouth. I cry out his name, unable to contain my need to lose control. “Nik.” When he moans against my aching pussy, I pull his hair. My eyes roll back into my head as I surrender to an intense wave of pleasure washing over me.
“Don’t stop,” I beg, moving my hips against his lips as I push his head against me, forcing him to take me to the brink. Slow and steady can be out-of-this-world amazing.
He laps harder and faster.
“Jesus,” I hiss when he curls one finger inside my wetness and another inside my backside—he’s giving me the best oral sex of my life, he has one finger playing with my asshole and another masterfully stroking my G-spot. “Fuck,” I shout before losing myself, totally consumed by my orgasm.
Slap.
“Bad girl. You came with your eyes closed. You know how much I love watching you come undone.”
“I’m sorry,” I pant. “I’m out of practice, I guess.” I laugh, still struggling to catch my breath. 
“So no other men in the past six weeks?” He’s kissing the lower part of my tummy and I bite my lip to hide a smile. He’s adorable when he pretends to be jealous.
I look down at him and realize how much I belong to him. I would never have been able to be with another man.
“Nah, the life of a successful New York City designer is so full. Finding a new lover was up there on the list right after taking over Manhattan.”
“You don’t say,” he mocks, willing to indulge me in my lie.
“Seriously, Nik, I was waiting for you.” I reach out and lovingly caress his face. 
“Wow. You must have quite the soft spot for me.”
“Maybe.”
“I’ll take your answer as a yes.” 
He crawls up on the bed next to me. His hair is so messy and I can’t help but laugh as I reach out to tame his mane.
“Why are you still dressed and I’m naked?”
“You’re partially naked. You’re still wearing your thong.”
“Yeah. Good point.” We both laugh.
“So…” he lets out, staring at the ceiling. 
“So… what?”
“How do you like slow and steady?”
“It’s pretty freaking amazing, but…” I’m still expecting fireworks here.
“But what?”
“It’s not over yet, right?”
He turns to the side, folds his arm underneath his head and trails a finger from my belly button all the way up to my lower lip. He smiles at me before parting my lips, forcing his finger into my mouth. “What more do you want?” he asks suggestively.
“Making love doesn’t exclude you filling me with your cock, right?” God, I can’t go on another minute without his dick shoved deep inside me.
“You tell me, love,” he says grabbing my hand and pressing it against his crotch. He’s so hard.
“Please don’t make me wait any longer. I’m desperate here.”
“I love it when you beg,” he responds with a sly smile, getting to his feet. “Let’s get you fully undressed first.” He slides off my panties and I yank up my hips to allow him to remove them completely, unable to wait to ride his erection. I sit up and reach out for his belt and unzip his jeans.
“Don’t rush it, baby. I’m not going anywhere.” He smiles, fisting my hair.
“I’m too hungry for you to take your time,” I declare, tugging at his zipper.
He pulls his grey sweater over his head as I bend over to shove his jeans and briefs all the way to the floor until he steps out of them. When I fold back up, his magnificent nine-inch cock greets me. Jesus, I’ve missed this so much.
He lifts my chin before cradling my face between his hands and I stare up at him. “I’ve been dreaming of this moment for six weeks.”
“Me too, baby,” he whispers, bending down and brushing his lips against mine. “Now get on your hands and knees.”
What? “I thought we were taking it nice and slow?”
“Who says doggie style can’t be nice and slow?”
Hell, yeah. I get on all fours and yank my ass up as high as I possibly can to give him a full view as I play with my clit. 
There’s no way I’m already ready? I can’t believe I’m wet again. Damn, I can’t get enough of him.
I turn around and flash him a come-and-get-it look and I’m taken aback by the yearning I read in his eyes.
“Nikolaj, fuck me nice and slow, but please make me come hard,” I implore, wiggling my butt.
“It would be rude of me not to give you what you need, baby.” He slides onto the bed behind me and places his hand on my hips before pulling me closer to him. He slowly pushes inside before forcing his way into me. His hard cock fills me up and I grip the sheets tightly, gasping and clenching him deep inside my wetness. “Jesus,” he grunts before leaning over and dropping one hand against the wall in front of the bed, holding me steady with his other hand.
I’m trapped. There’s nowhere for me to go. I can only enjoy the ride.
“Fuck, your pussy feels so good right now,” he blurts out as he pounds me deeper while he slides his hand up to cup my hanging breasts.
This is totally different. It’s not our usual frantic pace where he rams me so hard I won’t be able to walk for days. His thrusts are long, steady and deep. I gyrate my ass as I push myself closer against his body to allow him to fill me whole. God, I’ve missed this so much.
He leans into me and clamps my clit with one hand and I purr. “I want you to come for me, my love, and I want you to come hard,” he whispers in my ear and I lose it.
“Oh, I can’t hold it in.”
“Don’t. Give it all to me. Show me how much you’ve missed me,” he says before sliding his tongue in my ear. He pounds me harder and adds just the right amount of pressure against my hungry clit.
“Oh. Oh. Oh,” I chant in a love-induced trance. 
I come long and hard, gasping for air.
He slows down the pace, pumps three deep thrusts into me and stills before collapsing on top of me as he shoots his warm load deep inside me.
“Ciara, you’re mine,” he grunts in my ear.
I wouldn’t have it any other way.
Our breathing is uneven and fills the room as homage to one of the most consuming sexual interludes we’ve shared so far.
My trembling legs fail me, and he rolls to the side laughing. “My God, Ciara, your pussy transforms me into a drunk. I could fuck you fifty times a day and I still wouldn’t have enough.”
Fifty times a day? I’m sure he’d make me come each time. “There are no words to explain what we’ve so passionately shared. I think it’s a mixture of us missing each other so much and being so fucking turned on. Oh, by the way, if this is how you always make love, sign me up.” Nothing about Nikolaj is predictable, not even making love.
“I’ve never taken the time to savor a woman like I just did with you, baby. I’ve never wanted to.” He shrugs, reaching out to brush my hair away from my face. “You’re the only one.”
Oh my Lord. The man has a way with words.
The silence between us is so heavy. It’s like the most intense communion of the souls. I slide my body closer to his and I grab his face, bringing his lips to mine.
I’ve never been so wholly in love with a man in my life as I am right now.
 
* * *
 
I don’t care if we stay in bed for the rest of the day. He’s spooning my body and I could spend the next two weeks like this until we ring in the New Year nestled together.
I could survive on his love alone. Who needs food?
“What were your plans for Christmas?”
I flip around to face him and brush my hair back to gaze at his beautiful face. “I didn’t have any,” I say, wiggling my body closer to his.
“What do you mean? What about your family and friends?”
“I was going to spend it at home alone watching movies, cooking up a storm and trying my hand at new pastry recipes. I couldn’t deal with being around people because I was so…” I pause, realizing how happy I am right now and how my heart no longer aches to be with the man I love. 
“I’m sorry for having allowed Jakob to put you through this.”
“I was so heartbroken. I missed you so much. Nothing, not even my favorite holiday of the year was going to cheer me up.”
“So you don’t have any engagements?”
“No. I don’t have anything planned. Why do you ask?”
“Is it okay if I spend the holidays with you?”
It’s like asking me if I need air to breathe. “Of course, my love, but weren’t you going to spend the holidays with your family in Copenhagen?”
He bites the tip of my nose before answering and I giggle like a schoolgirl. “Do you know what my father told me when I announced I was coming after you?”
“What did he say?”
“He warned me he’d refuse to open the door to his home unless you were standing by my side. He commanded me to do whatever it takes to get you back.”
“Your dad thinks we’re such a great match?” I can’t believe his dad feels so strongly about us being together again.
“He does. I’ve been waiting for you all my life, Ciara, and now you’re mine again, I never want to let you go.”
I could die right here and I would be utterly content. “If you keep saying things like this, I’ll have no other choice but to melt into your arms.”
“I mean everything I’ve said. I love you with all my heart and I want to spend the holidays with you.”
“Do you intend on keeping me prisoner in my own home until the New Year?” I ask, smiling at him. I wouldn’t protest one bit if he wanted to lock me up here for the next fourteen days.
“I have a better idea.”
“You do?” I say, dropping little kisses along his chin.
“I have a humble apartment in Paris. Why don’t we get on the jet and fly to Paris for Christmas and you can cook for me and feed me like a king?”
Oh my God, Christmas in Paris? “Oh, I don’t know. Traveling at this time of the year sounds like a lot of work. What do I get in return?” 
“I promise to make love to you each and every night and I swear on a stack of Bibles to make you come so hard you no longer remember your own name.”
“When do we leave?”
We both laugh.
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Fourteen
“Jerome, please come up with the luggage and please get the concierge to help you with the grocery bags. I’ll see you upstairs.”
“Very well, sir.”
Nikolaj is giving instructions to his French chauffeur and the only thing I can do is stare in complete and utter amazement at the façade of his Paris home located in the luxurious Trocadéro neighborhood in the 16th Arrondissement. It doesn’t get any better than this.
“Madame, if you’ll follow me upstairs,” he says, amused by the shocked look on my face.
“You’ve got to be kidding me.”
“By many standards, this is humble, love.”
“Your standards are way too low then,” I mock.
I bite my lower lip to avoid gasping when we walk into the lobby of this beautiful older Parisian building. Holy smokes, this is spectacular. This guy knows how to live.
“My God,” I say, shaking my head.
“I love how they’ve kept the original architecture, but they’ve done a great job with the restoration.”
“Uh-huh. Sure,” I answer, too mesmerized by the décor to elaborate. “How long have you had this place?” I ask as we step inside the elevator.
“I bought it three years ago.” Crap. I wonder how many women he’s brought here. “But I’m afraid I’ve been busy with the expansion of the company and of course being in Toronto for nearly one year. Since I’ve been traveling the globe for so many months, it hasn’t been possible for me to enjoy this apartment. I’ve only been here four times and I’ve been renting it out to foreign dignitaries to justify this extravagance. I figure someone might as well take advantage of the incredible location.”
“You’ve only been here four times?” I gasp, unable to comprehend why he wouldn’t want to be here more often.
“Well, more like twice. I haven’t been here in over eighteen months, but before coming to claim you in New York, I swung back twice with my assistant, Margaret, to prepare the place for the holidays… just in case you took me up on my offer.”
“No way.” I wonder who was with him the few times he was here.
“And to answer the question you’re not asking, I’ve never brought another woman here.” He winks.
Damn, am I so transparent to him now? “Oh.”
“I love your jealous side,” he says, biting off a smile.
“I’m not jealous, I’m simply sizing up the competition.”
“Baby, there is none when it comes to my heart.”
His words are going to make me combust.
“I hope you like the place. I had it redecorated in the last week since I’ve been renting it out for a while. I asked Margaret to hire a decorator. I have a new bedroom, living area and dining room and she even redid the kitchen. I bought all new furniture and my assistant managed to sell off all the pieces we had here during the time the apartment was being rented. I wanted it to be perfect so I could receive you like the queen you are, love.”
“You did this for me?”
He touches my lips with his instead of answering.
Damn, I love him.
“Come on, we’re here,” he says, still laughing at my reaction as he drags me from the elevator to his apartment located on the southeast corner of the top floor of this character building.
When Nikolaj opens the door to the apartment, I’m stunned by this grandiose and elegant home.
“Wow, this is…” I try to find the proper words to describe what surrounds me, but how do you describe perfection?
My boyfriend’s definition of humble makes me laugh. His Paris place is the kind of palatial apartment you see in those sexy French movies, the kind that makes you want to pack up your bags and move to the Trocadéro, Montmartre or Le Marais neighborhoods. I’ve seen some impressive abodes in my life, but this has me jaw-dropped.
Money is a beautiful thing.
I walk into his house like you would walk through Château Versailles for the first time—in complete awe and bewilderment. I look down and I nearly jump with excitement. This is a paradise for any designer.
“These herringbone wood floors are so typical of the French décor. You have impeccable taste to have kept them instead of ripping them out and replacing them with a more common wood floor.”
“Yes, the floor is beautiful, but wait until you see this room right here,” he says, leading me further inside his apartment. “When you open the glass French doors, it showcases the stunning effect of the pattern,” he says as he opens the two doors into a spacious room overlooking the Eiffel Tower.
I take a step back and grab my chest, gasping in shock. Seriously? I’m staring at the most enchanting tower in the world.
“My God. I’d never leave this place if I owned it.”
“Well, since we’re officially a couple, I hope you’ll find a way to come here with me more often,” he says, lifting me in his arms and twirling me in the air.
“Are you kidding me? I’d drop everything and come running here.”
“I’m glad we settled any future travel plans so quickly. Come on, let’s go check out the kitchen.”
“Aren’t you going to put me down?”
“Nah.” He throws me over his shoulder and walks through the beautiful glass French doors in the direction of the most sacred place in a home. As we walk through the living area, I catch a quick glimpse of a stunning Christmas tree you’d expect to see in Living Etc or Vogue Living magazines.
“Hold on, handsome. Put me down. We can’t rush by without admiring this tree.”
“Yes, madam,” he chuckles, putting me down on my feet.
“Nik, this is a real tree,” I say, inhaling the beautiful scent of pine.
“You didn’t expect me to buy a fake one?” He rolls his eyes, laughing. “I made sure to ask my assistant to get a majestic tree. Your mom revealed this was your favorite holiday of the year. She says you’ve been obsessed with Christmas trees since you were a kid.”
“You’ve become best friends with my parents now?” I tease, gently hitting his arm. “I used to sit for hours mesmerized by the lights. This is an amazing one. Did your assistant decorate it herself?”
“Nah. I figured I should make the effort to decorate our first tree as a couple.”
God, I love him so much right now. “You seriously decorated this yourself?”
“Well, I had my sister Emma on a Skype video chat and she walked me through the basics but technically, yes. I truly wanted to do this for you.”
“You’re a wonderful man. These little attentions touch me so deeply.”
“You look happy,” he says, stealing a quick kiss before grabbing my hand and dragging me to the kitchen.
“I’m very happy. I’m in the most beautiful city in the world with one of the sexiest bachelors on the planet.”
“Hold on,” he says, stopping and turning around. “You must have me confused with another European billionaire. I’m no longer on the market. My heart is spoken for,” he declares, leaning in so close I can admire every shade of blue in his electric eyes.
“I love hearing you say stuff like that.” I lower my gaze and look at him from under my lashes.
“Are you blushing, Ciara?”
“Maybe a little. This couple thing is pretty awesome, but it’s still so new to me.”
“Get used to it. Now do you want to see my kitchen or not?”
“Lead the way, you gorgeous hunk.”
I nearly lose it when I walk into his kitchen. “You have a banquette in your kitchen?”
“The decorator suggested it as a complement to the checkered black and white floor.”
I’m so in awe, I don’t answer. I walk towards the granite counters to take in the rest of the kitchen and I can’t help but admire how the chic and modern palette compliments the Smeg gas stove. “Do you realize how many chefs have wet dreams of owning a Smeg oven?”
“I’d love to take credit for this, but again, the high-priced French decorator suggested it.” He grins. “I don’t cook, but I told him my French chef and my sexy American girlfriend would appreciate the oven far more than I ever will.”
“I’m going to chain myself to this oven. I can’t wait to cook you meals you’ll never forget.”
“Honey, I didn’t bring you to Paris to handcuff and chain you to a hot oven. Now, if we could move this BDSM scenario to the bedroom…”
“Funny.”
“Seriously, tonight, I don’t want you to lift a finger. I already have a full Christmas Eve meal prepared by one of the finest catering houses in the city. La Grande Épicerie should deliver our feast in a few hours. My chef will come over with a few waiters and they’ll treat us to an evening fit for royalty. Since you don’t have to worry about a thing, I was hoping we might go for a drive and catch the city’s vibe before the sun sets. It is Christmas Eve after all.”
“You’re full of surprises. I love your idea. There’s nothing quite like a sunset in Paris. It’s a spectacular moment in the day where the backdrop of the city looks like a Monet oil painting.”
 
 



BOOK 5—SINFUL DESIRES
Chapter Fifteen
I hate to admit it, but Parisians are entitled to feel so proud. The French capital is a smashing idea any time of the year, but it transforms itself into a fairytale wonderland at Christmas. The City of Lights is fully illuminated and no matter how many times I soak this in, I can never get enough.
“You’re lost in your thoughts, love.”
“Can you blame me? This city is enchanting.”
“Nah, I don’t. Nothing compares to Paris. Baby, I want to show you something.” He looks at me with playful eyes and his excitement is contagious. 
“What?” I ask.
“My favorite spot.”
“Wow, how did you manage to pinpoint only one spot that makes your heart sing? I mean, there are so many amazing things to see in this city.”
“Something tells me you’ll fall as much in love with this spot as I have.” A smile teases his lips, his gaze flicking to my mouth. He pauses for a moment and raises his thumb to my mouth and traces the contour of my lips. “I love you so much.” He leans in and drops a tender kiss on my lips.
“I love you, Nik,” I reply without hesitation.
“You’ve been calling me Nik lately. I’m not sure if I should take offence or not.”
“What do you mean?”
“When we first met in Toronto you said you thought Nikolaj was sexier than Nik. I hope you’re not losing interest in me.”
“In your dreams.”
“Good. I love how Nikolaj rolls off your tongue,” he says, taking my mouth with his. “Let me ask the chauffeur to drop us off here.” He pulls himself away from me. “Jerome, can you drop us off on Rue de Rivoli right in front of the Louvre Museum? We’ll walk through and you can pick us up on the other side.”
“Of course, Mr. von Henningsen.”
“Where are we going?” I ask, excited by the new adventure.
“You’ll see. I bet you’ve walked by thousands of times in front of this place when you lived in Paris, but it begs to be seen again.”
“Okay, I’ll play along,” I say, looking at him suspiciously from the side. What does he have up his sleeve?
When the chauffeur stops in front of Le Louvre, Nikolaj gets out and runs around the car to let me out. He extends his hand like a gentleman and pulls me out of the car. I lift the collar of my coat to ward off the winter air.
“Look at all these people willing to brave the cold. We’re a few hours from Christmas and this place is still buzzing.”
“The French will be rushing home soon to feast on this Christmas Eve, but these tourists don’t want to miss a beat,” he declares, wrapping me in his arms and kissing my forehead.
“How many times have you been to this museum?” 
“Gosh, I stopped counting after twelve times, and you?”
“When I used to live in London, a group of us would take the train and come hang out in this city. I must have been here six or seven times since I was a student. It’s so different from Copenhagen and no matter how much I travel, nothing touches Paris.”
“I hear you. I feel the same.”
We cross the grounds to the Louvre Museum, trying our best to avoid ruining the photos of eager tourists desperate to catch the best light of the day.
“Look at this spectacular sky,” I marvel, tilting my head back to take in the warm colors. “It’s like an oil painting you’d expect to see hanging in there.” I point at the Louvre museum.
“We can come back and soak this in whenever you want. I’m not sure if you’re aware, but I have a humble little apartment in a not too shabby neighborhood.” He smiles.
“I still can’t believe this is true.” I laugh, amused by his sense of humor.
“Come on, let’s go over here.” Nikolaj pulls me to the right and leads me through an entrance overlooking a bridge. “Let’s cross.” Without waiting for an answer, he drags me through a crowd of people rushing to make it to the other side of the street before the light changes.
“Le Pont des Arts.” The famous bridge lies in front of us. I haven’t been here in a few years. Sofia and I used to come here every single week when we lived in Paris. I’ve made it a point to come back when I’m in the city, but lately, it’s fallen off my radar. “This is your favorite spot in Paris?” I ask.
“It is. Are you surprised?”
“I would have lost a bet. I would never have picked this place for you.”
“Why not?”
“I don’t know. Maybe because the Art Bridge isn’t the first thing I’d imagine as being on your list of top must-see spots.” Mr. Alpha Male has a thing for this Parisian tourist attraction?
“It’s nestled perfectly between the Institut de France and the central square of the Louvre Palace, it overlooks the Seine and the view from the left or the right is equally superb,” he says, extending his arms and turning his head side to side to illustrate his point.
“You’re right. I can’t argue, but I’m still quite shocked you’d feel this way about this bridge.” This guy always manages to surprise me.
“I read about the recent changes and it’s a shame they had to cage all these locks behind glass partitions, but then again, this bridge must be a few hundred years old if not more.”
“I feel the same. I read about it as well, but the French are passionate about protecting their artistic heritage—and rightly so. Perhaps these glass barricades are the only way,” he says, tapping the partition with his foot.
“I used to call this bridge the love bridge. I’d come here all the time when I lived in Paris with my sister and we’d watch lovers add a padlock to the rails as a symbol of their undying devotion to each other. It’s too bad years of wear and tear has forced the politicians to block access to the rail. I understand the bridge can no longer sustain the weight of the locks, but it’s like closing the door to love.”
“The love bridge? What an appropriate name,” he says, wrapping me in his arms before stealing another kiss. “These panels are ironic in a way. I understand why the French erected them, but I don’t think anything can take away from the charm of this iconic pedestrian bridge.”
“I agree.” 
“When you lived here, did you and your boyfriend come here to add a padlock? Did a little French boy write your name and a love message on a lock and then toss the key in the Seine after securing it to the bridge?”
“No, I wasn’t allowed to have any boyfriends at the time,” I answer, pulling him closer to me. “What about you? Did you whisk your girlfriend from London to Paris to add your own lock to the love bridge?”
“Alas. It never crossed my mind.”
Suddenly I realize there’s music coming from behind him. “There’s a band? They never used to allow musicians on this bridge. I guess even the rigid French bureaucrats can bend.”
“Hey, do you think they take special requests?”
I pull away, surprised by his question. “You should ask them.”
“Yeah, I flunked French a few times, love.”
We both laugh.
“You’re either going to have to translate for me or we’ll end up standing here listening to them play random songs. It’d be a shame since no one else on this bridge seems to care about this poor trio of musicians.”
I look around and notice for the first time the bridge is fairly deserted. Considering it’s Christmas Eve and the city is packed with tourists, there are only four other men standing on either side of the Pont des Arts. Something about them seems odd—as if they don’t belong in this serene picture.
This is so unusual. On any given day, there are crowds of curious people ogling the lineup of love padlocks.
“You’re so concerned for them. All right, I’ll play translator, what do you want them to play?”
“Ask them if they take requests and then I’ll tell you what I want to listen to,” he says, shooing me away with his hands. “Go along, you’re the one who speaks all these languages.”
I roll my eyes at him, perplexed, before walking towards the two violinists and the guy sitting in front of a keyboard. 
“Bonjour, messieurs. Comment allez-vous?”
“Bon après-midi, madame.”
After greeting them, I enquire to see if they do take on special requests from an eager passerby. “Mon ami se demandait s’il était possible de faire une demande spéciale?”
“Mais bien entendu, madame.”
“Ah, c’est génial.”
“Qu’est-ce qui vous ferait plaisir d’entendre? Où devrais-je demander à monsieur?”
“Son français n’est pas terrible, donc je lui demande et je reviens.”
“Je vous attends, puisque je ne parles que très peu l’anglais.”
The band leader shares how his English is extremely basic and I let him know it’s best for me to ask Nikolaj what he wants to listen to.
“You’re in luck, they do take special requests,” I declare, approaching Nikolaj.
“They do?” he answers flatly.
Boy, you don’t have to sound so excited. You’re the one who was dying to listen to a specific song a few minutes ago. “What do you want to listen to?”
“I think the day calls for something mellow, don’t you agree?” 
“You’re being demanding here, mister. What if soft tunes aren’t part of their repertoire of songs?”
“Ask them.” He grins. “You’re the one who speaks French, not me,” he adds, walking away.
He kills me when he’s in this playful mood. I turn around and look at the band leader, who seems quite eager to please.
“Monsieur a décidé?” He leans in, asking me if Nikolaj has decided on his song choice.
“Et bien, il voudrait entendre une musique douce. En fait, il est fort possible que ce genre ne fasse pas partie de votre répertoire.”
“On peut bien essayer.”
“Bon d’accord, donc je lui demande.”
I turn around to let Nikolaj the band is willing to try their hand at a mellow song.
“Great, love. Tell the band leader I want to listen to All of Me, by John Legend.”
“What?” He wanted mellow. All of Me is downright romantic.
I haven’t even had time to turn around and share his request with the trio before by magic John Legend’s harmony seeps through their instruments and the voice of the superstar blares from speakers.
How did this happen?
I turn around, astounded at the passion with which the trio pours their heart and soul into the beautiful melody. A small dock and an iPhone sit on the wooden planks in front of the keyboard player.
My God, I hate to admit to it, but I cry every time I hear this song.
I turn around to make sure Nikolaj is happy with his request, but I’m caught off guard when I notice him standing so close to me. His eyes are locked onto mine and I read something so intense my heart swells to the point where I can barely breathe. I’m utterly mesmerized by the fire burning in his electrifying blue eyes and I swear I could melt right here on this love bridge on this perfect Christmas Eve. 
“Nik, what’s going on?” I ask in a shaky voice.
“You’re my end and my beginning.” He speaks those lyrics at the same time as John Legend sings them. “Ciara, you’re my drug. You’re my ecstasy. You’re all I want. All I need. Baby, you’re my everything,” he continues before choking up.
He drops to one knee and looks up at me so solemnly I think I’m about to faint, dizzied by the charge of emotions running through my body. I quickly look up when I hear a murmur from afar. Two of the men who were casually standing on the bridge are blocking a crowd of curious passersby desperate to find out what’s going on.
God, Nikolaj is on one knee. What is he doing?
“You’re my chosen one. I’ve spent my life jumping from one bed to another to avoid falling in love, but you had me wrapped around your little finger the minute you strutted in the bar in Toronto where we first met. When I woke up wrapped around your warm body the next day, I knew you were it—I never wanted to leave your side. I simply had to figure out how to seduce you because you played hard to get, love.” Nikolaj slowly opens the little red box he’s been cradling and I blink, gasping for air when I lay my eyes on the biggest stone I’ve ever seen in my life. The breathtaking emerald-cut diamond dazzler he’s chosen for me is surrounded by a frame of brilliant diamonds that extend to each side of the ring.
I’ve never in my life seen anything remotely this spectacular.
“Ciara Isabella Herrera, you’re the only woman who knows what my heart sounds like from the inside. Will you marry me?”
Dear Lord, did he ask me to marry him?
“What?” I hyperventilate. Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God. I bring my hands to my mouth and my chest at the same time, afraid his question will cause me to pass out. I don’t think my heart has ever beaten this fast ever.
My love for him consumes me and I’m so overtaken by this perfect moment in time I can only nod my head with my hands clamped to my face, desperately trying to hold back the torrent of happy tears threatening to overflow.
I can’t believe he wants me to be his wife. This is surreal.
The lyrics of the song fill my head and my heart. “Cause all of me loves all of you.” I’m still so shocked I haven’t been able to find the right words to express how content I am right now or how deeply I love him.
“Baby, are you going to give me an answer? It’s pretty cold down here.”
His question surprises me. I can’t help but laugh aloud at my reaction.
“Oh. I’m sorry, honey,” I blurt out, still shaken by everything. “Yes. Yes. Yes. I want to be your wife.” I fight back the tears. “I’m all yours,” I declare before allowing the first tear to escape. “I can’t think of anything else I want more than to wake up with my head resting on your chest and to fall asleep nestled in your arms, Nikolaj.”
He jumps to his feet and kisses the first tear away before slipping the magnificent ring on my finger. I gasp before jumping into his arms and showering his face with little kisses. 
“Do you like the ring? Your sister came out shopping with me. I arrived in New York a few days earlier to have time to find a setting fitting for my princess,” he whispers in my ear.
“I do. It’s absolutely gorgeous.” 
“I’m happy you like it. I couldn’t have done it alone,” he says before dropping me to my feet. 
“Sofia was your accomplice?”
“I needed a woman’s perspective. I figured she was the best person on the planet to guide me and help me find the ring to make you say yes.” 
“You’re a clever one.”
“I do my best.”
“Are you the one behind this little impromptu concert? With bodyguards to boot? And did my sister tell you how much I adore John Legend’s song?”
“What can I say?” He flashes that devilish smile I can’t resist.
This must be the most perfect moment of my life. 
“Are you crying, Ciara?” he asks tenderly, as he wipes away the second tear with the back of his hand.
“Of course not. It would be silly of me,” I reply as the third tear rolls down my face.
“Does this mean I’ve melted your heart and you’ve finally warmed up to me?”
“In your dreams,” I say, playfully hitting his chest. “It simply means I have a little dust in my eyes,” I lie. I’m officially bawling because I’m so deeply in love with this man and I can’t think of anything I want more than to marry him.
“Don’t cry, baby.”
“But I can’t help it.” I exhale. “I’m so utterly happy right now.” I’m still unable to control the tears.
“If this is your happy face, I cannot wait to see you when you’re upset at me,” he says, caressing the tip of my nose with his. “I guess we have the rest of our lives for me to find out.” He looks down at me, fists the collar of my coat and pulls me closer to him before tenderly kissing my lips.
I could lose myself in this kiss.
“You do realize you’ll have to be my wife twice?”
“How so?”
“We’ll have to have a lavish wedding in Copenhagen and another sumptuous one in New York.”
“You’re such a greedy man.”
“Me? Never,” he says with an unabashed smile. “I don’t ever want to live without you, Ciara,” he says, locking his lips with mine. 
And I hold him a little closer—the man I love.
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